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Chapter 1

Richard Walker got off work early and decided to make a quick stop at the mall on his way home. It was always a good day for the mall, and although his wife Melinda thought he spent too much money there, she usually didn’t complain because he always bought her something nice. She usually liked to come, help him pick out what to get, but she’d been down with a cold the last few days and he knew a nice little surprise would be just the thing to perk her up. And, of course you couldn’t surprise someone with a gift if they were with you. So he’d worked his butt off so he could sneak out of the office early today.

It was just in time for the holiday. The mall was packed with families lines of children following a mom like little ducklings waddling after mama duck. They were toting bags of presumably spiffy new Easter outfits, suits in rich black, white, ivory, dove grey for the little boys. And there’d be fancy dresses for the girls with frills and lace and satin and a new bonnet to match, and shoes, oh the shoes would be so adorable. The Mall Easter Bunny Photo people had set up shop in the courtyard where Santa’s Workshop was at Christmas time, and the line was so long Richard had to skirt around it as he passed.

He stopped a moment, watching the excitement of the children. He remembered waiting in the very same line with his mother, way back. She’d have come to buy her own new Easter bonnet which she would wear with pride to church on Easter morning.

He remembered, too, how he would always be green with envy that she and his sisters always got the pretty stuff and those hats that were totally to die for. He’d stomp his feet and holler that it just wasn’t fair. The girls got pretty things and all he got was a hot, scratchy, ugly suit to wear. Whoopee. And his shoes were dumb old black ones that he had to polish and had to be careful not to scuff. The girls would get strappy sandals in pretty peach or lavender or petal pink or whatever color their dress was. And, to add insult to injury, he had to wear a tie. And he didn’t get any of those lovely satin gloves the girls always got to match a new purse, and always promptly lost at least one of even before they ever even got to the church. But, today, everyone that he could see in the line were happy, smiling, even the poor boys who probably got shortchanged in the fashion this year just like he always had.

One year, he’d snuck into the girl’s room while they were gone. Mille and Mandy, his pesky older sisters were always going off to some girl friend’s house or other for sleepovers and nail painting parties and who knew what all else they got to do.

He’d tried on both of their outfits, twisting and turning in front of the big beveled mirror in the room they shared. He didn’t even get a mirror. He wasn’t sure how he even managed to survive such a neglectful childhood. Anyway, he was just glad he never got caught doing that, but when he snuck into his mother’s room, just wanting to see what her new hat would look like on him, she did come in, and he got a good talking to about how it wasn’t right to get into other people’s things. He’d been afraid of a spanking from his father, but fortunately it hadn’t come to that. If he’d have gotten caught in the girl’s room, though, he bet it might have been another story.

Richard didn’t envy the happy families. He and Melinda were happy as could be even though they hadn’t had any little ducklings yet. He didn’t mind. He liked having the alone time that they had, to play, and to get to know each other, and yes, lots and lots of time to work on those little ducklings.

If only his wife felt better, lately she hadn’t seemed like she wanted to get naked in the sack as often as she used to, and not nearly as often as he would like to. He’d started to wonder, maybe it was something he’d done, but he couldn’t think of a thing he could have possibly done wrong. He liked to please her. Pleasing her always meant good things for him, sexual and otherwise. Besides, he was the kind of man who would want to do things for his wife anyway. It was just who he was.

“Excuse me, sir?” He turned, noted a pretty little blond with a frazzled look, pushing a stroller and toting a couple of toddlers along as well.

“Are you in line?”

“Me, no,” Richard smiled and stepped back from the crowd. The blond flashed him a smile back and moved into the spot.

“Thanks,” she said, giving him another look, one Richard recognized. She looked, interested. Well, he didn’t know if she was married or not, with all those kids, he would have to assume yes, but, anymore you just could never tell, but it didn’t matter. He was, and so he moved on, quickly, before she could say anything else. He sure wasn’t looking to be picked up. He had the only woman he’d ever need.

Maybe he’d buy Melinda a pretty new Easter dress, a bonnet, gloves, graceful shoes, a matching new purse, the whole nine yards. Wouldn’t that be marvelous? He’d rather have the frillies, the pretties, all to himself, but, of course, that wasn’t quite the thing to do when you were trying your best to convince your wife and the rest of the world that you were a big, strong, macho man.  

He had to, though. What other choice did he have? He’d been born with a dick, and a damn nice one at that, and he got some good use out of it. Melinda never complained, that was for sure, but some days he just wanted more.


Chapter 2

As Richard perused the mall seeing all the Easter finery in the shop windows made him feel just a little green again. More than ever, he wanted to buy something nice for Melinda. He wanted to make this Easter extra special for her, someway.

But, although she liked dressing up, in girly-girl dresses and skirts she always called them just that, girly-girl stuff and said that she wasn’t so big on that stuff. Not big on it like he was, at least.

She liked the ultra sleek and slick modern woman look. Chanel suits for work, dignified dresses with pumps if they were going somewhere fancy. Maybe she’d put on a clingy short dress or wear a sexy little skirt with some spiked stilettos if they were going out for a night on the town, dancing or just hitting the clubs, if he was lucky.

But she wouldn’t be caught dead looking like little Bo-Peep, except maybe on Halloween, and maybe in bed, but only because he’d bought her the outfit, because he talked her into it, and because he always made any discomfort well worth her while.

He was more than adept with that luscious piece of manhood hung so elegantly between his thighs. He was damn good with his tongue and his fingers, too. It just came down to what Melinda needed at the moment. He was, after all, a man who aimed to please.

What would make her happy today? He searched his brain, and the shop windows trying to think of something, not just something, the absolute right, perfect thing.  He decided the Easter outfit of his dreams, pastel cotton candy shimmery silk and lace would probably not be her thing, not by a long shot, and so he gave up on that idea, for now.

Maybe he could convince her, someday. But, she’d probably want to come along on such a shopping adventure, if for no other reason but to make sure everything fit just right. And, of course, he’d have to see it on her, see if it looked just right. Colors, accessories, just had to go, or your whole look could fall flat.

His cell phone buzzed in his pocket and he snatched it out, flipped open the case. It was a text, from his honey. Sweet. See? She missed him already. He glanced at his watch; saw that he was late already. And he hadn’t even bought anything yet.

“Where are you?” She’d asked.

“Stopped at the store,” he txt back.

“Be home soon.”

“K,” she replied back, almost instantly.

And then, their little private joke. “And what are you wearing?”

She often joked with him like that and he liked having their little jokes.

“Khakis,“ he’d always reply.

“Not for long,” she’d text back. And, to his pleasure, she was always a woman of her word.

Richard sold Insurance, too, and it wasn’t only Jake from State Farm that wore those awful pants although he was the one who’d made them famous.

And he hated them. They looked like sand, dull, boring, almost as bad as black. But, they were part of the required uniform, go figure. It didn’t make much of a statement, fashion wise, for the company, or the industry, for that matter, unfortunately they didn’t seem to give a rat’s ass what he thought.

Fortunately Melinda liked nothing better than to peel them off of him the minute he walked in the door. Maybe she hated them as much as he did, although he was pretty damn sure it was just because she loved what was under them so much.

As he passed his favorite store, Victoria’s Secret, he felt that pull that always lured him in like a fish on a line. He’d just go in, look around and browse. He had so much already from here, teeny bits of nothing that cost a fortune and looked super hot on Melinda’s sexy curves. He wondered, passing the rack of pastel negligées, just how one of those might look on her, or on him. He thought he could make one of those work, even with his unfortunate lack of natural curves.

Why he’d even consider such a thing, he didn’t know. What was he going to do, buy it for her, and steal it for his own? Sneak into their room, snatch it out of her dresser when she wasn’t looking and wear it around? And why? Just to feel the clingy caress of the see through fabric on his bare skin, or perhaps to say he looked damn good in it. That he did it better? No, there was no way he could look better in anything than his beautiful wife. He wouldn’t want to, either.

But, he thought, maybe, just maybe he’d like to look at least as pretty, if such a thing were even possible. Yeah, he knew he’d need a lot of work in that department. He grabbed the nightie and a couple of sexy thongs that shimmered in the store’s overhead lighting, like bait, which he snapped up eagerly.

He’d have to buy stock in this damn company someday, he sighed as he headed to the checkout counter. He should have done it a long time ago, he’d bought so much here over the years that he ought to own a part of the company by now, a teensy-tiny little piece by now at least.

“Is that all for you, sir?” The pretty brunette at the register asked as he fished his credit card out of his wallet. He wondered, briefly, what the counter girl might be wearing, not because he had any interest in her at all, sexually, or otherwise. She was pretty, young, and wasn’t wearing a ring, but his heart and soul not to mention body was taken by an even prettier little thing that was all his and was waiting at home for him right now.

He nodded and smiled as the girl handed him his bag.

“Have a great day,” she said, cheerily, and then, almost as an afterthought, “And a happy Easter.”

“Happy Easter, to you, too.” He told her, hoping his Easter was going to be happy.

But, what he’d bought wasn’t what he’d been looking for, not at all. It was just stuff he’d gotten lured into wanting because it was so alluringly displayed that anyone in their right mind with a cock would want to see it on his woman…or on himself. Ha.

He supposed he’d have to settle for seeing it on his hot mama at home, but, he still had to find what he’d come here for in the first place.

Victoria’s Secret hadn’t had it, but, he thought he knew where he might just find it.


Chapter 3

Richard was pleased that the mall traffic this early was still light. Many people were just getting off work now, probably, and the kids had presumably gone home for dinner, or gone to wherever kids hung out when they weren’t hanging out at the mall, McDonald’s maybe or maybe to catch a movie, who knew?

He sure didn’t, not anymore. When he’d been a kid it had been a big thing just to drive up and down main street, cruising, and to be honest, there really hadn’t been all that much else to do most of the time anyway.

He slipped into the Hot Topic without a second thought. Melinda didn’t want to go there most of the time. She always called it a teenybopper place, although by the looks it was for some damn sexy ass teenyboppers.

There were short skirts that would, he imagined, barely cover your cheeks. There were see through shirts, that, he figured you probably would wear a shirt underneath, but you wouldn’t have to, now would you? The barer the better, was his thought on the subject.

There were superhero outfits, you could be Wonder Woman, or Spider Man, or anyone you wanted to be, anyone your lover wanted you to be, in bed or out. You could pick the t-shirt for everyday wear or the sexy saucy little lingerie version.

He might have to come back for some superhero gear, one of these days, for both him and Melanie, but he wasn’t totally sure exactly what super hero his wife would want to be or what super hero she would most prefer him to be for her.

He would wear whatever she liked, and he knew she’d look super in absolutely any one of these sexy, skimpy little things. Maybe he’d get them all. But, not today. What he wanted to today was much more down to earth. And, he apparently wasn’t going to find it here, either. He cursed under his breath and hightailed it out of there before the counter boy could come over, ask if he needed help. He needed help all right, but they sure didn’t have what he needed here.

He was just starting to think he should have ordered something online, that he wasn’t going to find it anywhere, but then he stopped at the Fredrick’s of Hollywood store window, and a huge grin spread across his face.

Finally. He went in, grabbed what he needed and happily paid the smiling cashier who had probably just made the fastest sale of her entire sales career. She was wearing a pair of pink bunny ears just like the ones she’d just put into his bag.

“Thanks for hopping by,” she said, with a grin.

Richard had to laugh. “I’m just glad to have finally found this,” he smiled.

“I’ve looked everywhere. Seriously.”

The girl laughed. “Shop here first, next time,” she said. “If we don’t have something, we might be able to order it for you. And he looked down, saw her nametag said Mandy and it also said Manager, and so he knew that she probably could.

“I will Mandy, for sure!”

He grabbed his prize and made his way home with a big grin. Even the rush hour traffic couldn’t put a damper on his day. It was going to be the best day ever, and the best night, he hoped. He hoped Melinda liked her gift. How could she not love it? It was absolutely perfect.

He loved it and he was looking forward to seeing it on her, to feeling it on her, to ripping it off of her afterward and doing deliciously naughty things because of it. He already felt a definite stiffening in his pants, wished the evil sand colored rough pants were already off, wished he were home and in bed in Melinda’s arms already. She was going to look absolutely stunning in her new outfit. And it was perfect for Easter.


Chapter 4

Richard walked into the house carrying the gift wrapped box under his arm. He had a huge grin on his face and the start of a huge erection just thinking about seeing Melinda wearing the bunny outfit. She’d look like one of those Playboy bunnies, better, actually, and he almost drooled thinking about that.

He looked around, often she heard the car pull up, met him at the door, but, apparently, not today, he noted. She wasn’t in the living room, either, or the kitchen. The bathroom door was open so she couldn’t be in there either.

Maybe she’d gone over to the Mandy’s house, one of the best friends who fortunately only lived three houses away. Well, he didn’t care for Mandy so much, the woman talked way too much, about nothing, and he didn’t feel like getting his ear talked off today, no thank you. If Melinda had gone over there he’d just wait on her to come back.

He hoped this didn’t mean dinner was going to be late, or even worse, non existent. Melanie could cook, but she didn’t like to. If she could get him to do it, she would. Maybe that was it. Maybe she’d figured if he came home and she wasn’t there he’d start something.

Well, that was actually exactly what he’d planned on doing, but, unfortunately the something he’d wanted to start didn’t involve any kind of food, and he sure couldn’t do it without her. He sulked his way up the stairs to shower and change. He could get ready for her, at least. Maybe put on some sexy silk boxers or something.

She seemed to like those, as she bought them for him, and so he figured he ought to wear them for her. He also liked the feel of the one hundred percent silk on his privates.  He just wished they were a little sexier looking. Why did women get all the good stuff? It just wasn’t fair. But, who ever said life was fair?

Richard walked into the bedroom, to drop the gift on the bed, grab some fresh clothes and stopped short. There was Melinda, and she was nearly naked on the bed, wearing just her jeans, totally, deliciously, topless and she already had the button unsnapped on the jeans. She had her little silver, ultra sleek chrome looking vibrator in her hand.

She looked like she was pretty worked up already and was just about to go for the big O. Without him, apparently. Thank goodness he’d gotten there in time. He dropped the box on the top of the dresser, forgetting it momentarily, and strode across the room to her, already unbuttoning his Khakis as his big grin returned…


Chapter 5

…And then fell as her eyes flashed darkly towards him and he could see it all right there in her face even as her mouth opened, began to form words, she was hot.

“Where were you?” she demanded, dropping the vibrator like it was a hot potato, reaching for him.

“I…told you…I stopped at the store…”

“The store in Fiji? Because you’ve been gone forever, honey, and I needed you…” her voice trailed off.

He dropped his gaze, “Sorry, baby,” Richard told her.

“I’m here now…”

She smiled at that and pulled him towards her, started to pull him onto the bed and then her gaze fell over his shoulder, noticing something, and she stopped.

“What’s that?” she pointed to the package he’d brought home.

“Oh yeah,“ he said, slightly embarrassed now at having forgotten.

How could he have forgotten, but then, seeing her like she was, hot and ready for him how could he have thought of anything else?

“It’s a little Easter gift… for you.”

She swatted him on the butt, which was, already conveniently exposed as he’d let his Khakis drop to his knees in anticipation of sliding out of them in another couple of seconds.

“Go get it, silly.”

“I can get it…after…” he said, his voice hoarse with desire. He wanted a piece of this action right now. He didn’t give a rat’s ass about the bunny thing right now, that could wait till Easter morning for all he cared right now…

She smacked him again, harder this time, in the exact same spot so it smarted even more.

“Ow,” he said, stepping out of reach.

“It’s not even Easter, yet…” He flashed her a wicked grin.

“I shouldn’t even let you open it yet, missy.”

“I said get it now. And, it’s close enough…”

“Fine, fine,” Richard muttered, yanking his khakis back up.

He held them so he wouldn’t trip over them and moped his way across the room to grab the package. Once it was in his hands, though, he started to perk up. Maybe she’d put it on for him right now. After all, she was currently dressed for the occasion…

He turned, and gave her a big grin as he handed her the box.

“How sweet,” Melinda grabbed the box eagerly out of his hands. Richard flopped down onto the bed beside her, curling an arm possessively around her, and waited excitedly as she took the bow off and carefully set it aside.

Damn. Why did women do that? It bugged the hell out of him when they did that. Why couldn’t they just rip the damn gift open, tear into it like he would do? It was worse, of course, on Christmas or birthdays when there were multiple presents.

He held his tongue, knowing his patience would surely pay off as soon as she saw what was inside.

“What is it, honey?” She asked, turning, giving him a quick peck on the cheek.

He kissed her back, on the lips, wanting more, but pulling back. “Just open it all-freaking-ready.”

He couldn’t wait to see the look on her face when she saw the cute little bunny outfit and was even more excited to see it on her.


Chapter 6

Melinda tossed the pink tissue paper aside and stared into the box.

She didn’t move for a full minute and finally Richard couldn’t stand it any longer.

“Take it out, baby,” he told her. “Come on.”

His wife turned to him and he swore he could feel her body turn ten degrees cooler instantly. He swore he almost felt a wave of cold air pass over him. Then he saw her eyes. They weren’t cold. They were shooting flames in his direction.

“What?”

Melinda pulled the little outfit out of the box, yanked the ears along with the rest and held it up like it was a dirty month old sock or something.

“You want to know what?”

She glared at the outfit and then turned her fiery gaze back to him. Then, she turned her nose up and tossed the outfit onto the floor along with the tissue and shoved the box off of her lap right after it.

“If you think I’m wearing that thing you’ve got another thing coming.”

“Why? It’s cute, sweetie. It will look so hot on you. You’ll look just like one of those Playboy bunnies.”

“It’s not cute, it’s degrading. It’s humiliating and it’s cold. You know how I hate being cold.”

“I could warm you up,” he offered, which didn’t even make her crack a smile.

“If you like it so much, why don’t you wear it.”

“It’s not really my kind of thing…”

“Wear it. It’ll look cute on you.”

“Sheesh, baby, if you really hate rabbits that much don’t wear it, then. I don’t care.”

She locked her chin into place and gave him the stare.  Oh shit!

“I said, you wear it.”

Richard laughed, but only halfheartedly. She couldn’t be serious, could she? Why, he’d look ridiculous in that little bunny outfit, wouldn’t he? She’d laugh at him, surely. Surely she wouldn’t be turned on by it, would she?

“No sex until you put it on.” Her tone said she wasn’t bullshitting him on it, either.

“See how you feel wearing it,” Melinda smirked.

“See how it feels to be me.  In case you hadn’t realized, I don’t exist just to be your little plaything, your little sex toy.”

“Fine.” And as Richard was already grabbing the silly frilly little thing up off the floor, he saw her frown turn into a little grin. Oh well, even if she was going to laugh at him, at least she wasn’t yelling at him anymore. That was a plus, right?

Richard tossed the outfit on the bed and slipped out of his clothes, snatched it up and realized, suddenly, just how awkward putting one of these little outfits on, but then of course, they weren’t really made to go on bodies like his. He’d make it work. He had to. He sure as hell wasn’t about to go without sex for anything. If he had to wear this bunny thing to make Melinda happy, he would… if he could just get the freaking thing on.

He stood, turning around, showing off his sexy bunny butt with his cute little powder puff tail. It was cute. Why hadn’t she wanted to wear this? He wondered, but he wasn’t going to ask. She’d explained it pretty clearly and in no uncertain terms. But, maybe, he wondered if maybe she wasn’t giving it a chance, because it was really pretty damn cool.

The satin white thong didn’t cover him nearly well enough in the front, but he tried to squish his package down, cram it all into the little bit of fabric. Of course, the cramming didn’t help it want to behave, and it was even more unruly for that, and of  course, Melinda’s near nakedness and the hot attitude she’d shown him made him want to fuck her, show her who was boss. 

He shook his butt, wiggling the tail at her, and heard her laugh. He spun around, wondering just what in the hell was so funny. And then he saw it, the powder puff tail had fallen off, was bouncing across the floor.

She kicked a lovely slender foot out, caught it, kicked it back, swooped it up and stuck it unceremoniously back onto the Velcro on his butt. Why, he hadn’t even known the tail was detachable. How cool was that?

Melinda smiled, and crooked a finger at him, beckoning him to come, come to her. How could any sane man refuse an offer like that?


Chapter 7

Richard did as he was told, came like a good boy, but instead of her pulling him onto the bed with her, onto her, as he’d hoped, she pointed to the floor in front of her.

He didn’t care. Richard got down on his knees, crawled between her knees, and was rewarded with a smile and a pat on the head.

“Good little bunny,” Melinda crooned. Her voice was deep and throaty, though, and he could tell his little outfit was turning her on just like wearing it was turning him on.

Richard was paused between her legs, looking hungrily at what he apparently couldn’t have and Melinda grinned.

She flipped his ears, boing, in sprung back, just like his cock did when she took it in her hands, stroking, then let it go. Boing!

“That outfit looks good on you, honey. “ She leaned forward, licked her lips, then his, sliding her tongue between his, kissing him deep then pulling back for a breath. He was breathless, he needed air, too, and now. He’d had no idea wearing this silly little outfit would make him feel like this. And she liked the way he looked, too, obviously. Very obviously.

“Maybe you should take these off,” she told him, patting the denim.

Richard came closer, and as he lifted his hands he noticed they were trembling slightly. Shit, all this shit had him worked up. He hoped he could manage this. He stroked his hands down, fingertips playing across the fabric, catching and flipping the button.

He pulled her up, then, and eased the denim down ridding her of the jeans that were way too masculine for her pretty feminine little body, boyfriend jeans, of all things. But, she made it look good. She made everything look good. Especially naked.

Richard, impatient now, and even more impatient as Melinda began nibbling his earlobe.  He yanked the jeans down, then, fully exposing her …and her present to him. Richard smiled. She wore a pretty little triangle cut cotton panty, the kind that were plain, all white with the only splash of color the strings, which were hot pink. Across the front in multicolored letters it said “Happy Easter,” and when his eager hands rubbed down her hips, she turned, exposing the back which had a cute picture of a fluffy yellow chick and said “One Hot Chick” in fiery red letters. He grinned, giving the hot chick a lustful smack.

“We make a good couple, don’t we? “ She smiled, “A hot chick and her little honey bunny.”

Richard smiled and took his hot chick in his arms and pulled her down onto the bed, fell onto her and did her like the rabbits do, hard and quick, and again and again. If she didn’t end up with pregnant with little bunny chicks it would be a miracle, he figured, as he shot his third load of hot come inside her tight little bunny hole.

And, they could always try again. Damn he wanted to have a happy family someday, but right now his little family of two was just perfect. She sighed and came down from her last orgasmic high.

“I think I like you in that thing, honey, a whole lot.”

“I like it, too,” he said, “But, I would like something else, too, for Easter.”

“What’s that?”

“A new Easter outfit, a pretty dress, gloves, the whole nine yards. “

“And a hat, don’t forget the Easter bonnet... “

“Never. You gotta have one of those!”

“This is all for you, I hope?”

Richard shrugged. “I don’t care. I could wear it if you don’t want to…”

“Good, baby, because I know it will look a lot better on you.”

Richard didn’t exactly agree with that, but he sure wasn’t going to argue.
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