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Easter Mix-up: Coco
By L. B. Waller
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THE VANDERBILT ESTATE buzzed like a champagne bottle shaken too hard—servants in crisp black-and-whites darted between topiary rabbits and gilded egg displays, adjusting ribbons with militaristic precision. At the center of the chaos stood Maxwell Vanderbilt, his custom Tom Ford suit clinging to him like a second skin of sweat. His fingers fumbled with the itinerary—11:30 AM: Magician. 12:15 PM: Egg Hunt. 12:45 PM: Father-Son Photo Op (DO NOT FORGET). 

His throat tightened. One misplaced pastel napkin, one screaming child, and Eleanor would smile that smile—the one that promised silent warfare over canapés later. A butler coughed discreetly, holding out a velvet box. 

"Sir, the jeweled eggs from Cartier just arrived. Shall I—" 

"Just put them somewhere," Maxwell hissed, rubbing his temple. 

Somewhere, a fountain burbled. It sounded like laughter.

The grandfather clock in the foyer ticked like a bomb. Maxwell's polished oxfords clicked against the marble as he paced—past the ice sculpture of a rabbit mid-leap, past the tower of macarons stacked taller than Max Jr.—each circuit tighter than the last. Guests wouldn't arrive for another forty-five minutes. Plenty of time for Eleanor to stage-manage her grand entrance with their son, no doubt in matching Easter lilac. 

"Fucking diva," he muttered, thumbing his platinum watch. 

The Cartier eggs were placed. The champagne was chilled. But the agency's promised MC—some "irresistible" bunny-girl who'd supposedly have toddlers eating out of her palm—was nowhere. His jaw clenched. 

"Where the hell is that damned MC?" he barked at a passing maid clutching a tray of deviled eggs. 

She flinched, yolk dribbling onto the porcelain. "I—I don't know, sir," she stammered. 

Maxwell's phone buzzed—Eleanor's assistant. ETA 20 mins. He groaned. The fountain's chuckle grew louder.

The head butler Mortimer's gloved hand twitched at his side like a dying moth. He cleared his throat again—this time with the crisp precision of a man who'd spent decades swallowing aristocratic absurdities. 

"Forgive me, Sir," he murmured, gaze fixed somewhere above Maxwell's left ear, "but we have a... guest." 

Maxwell's head snapped up so fast his Rolex slid down his wrist. 

"So soon?" he hissed, fingers crumpling the itinerary. "Who the hell is arriving this early? The hydrangeas aren't even—" 

Mortimer's second cough sliced through the panic like a butter knife through foie gras. 

"Sir," he interjected smoothly, though his left eyelid gave a microscopic twitch, "I don't believe she's on the list. However, she insists she's meant to be here as part of the entertainment." 

Maxwell's shoulders dropped three inches. "Oh thank Christ—that's the MC!" He swiped a hand over his damp brow, suddenly aware of how his Armani shirt clung to his back. "Well don't just stand there gawping, Mortimer! Fetch her before Eleanor turns this place into her personal Versailles!" 

Mortimer took a shaky breath before speaking again, the starch in his collar seeming to wilt under the weight of what he’d witnessed. 

"I-I'm afraid that won't be prudent, Sir." 

Maxwell's fingers twitched toward his loosened tie. "What? Why the hell not, man?" 

The butler’s mustache quivered like a caterpillar on a hot skillet. "It would be best if you saw for yourself, Sir." His gloved hand gestured toward the sweeping staircase. "I've instructed them to wait in your study." 

Maxwell’s pulse thudded in his temples—Mortimer only used "them" when things were catastrophically weird. With a curse muffled by his molars, he followed the butler upstairs, his shoes sinking into the Aubusson runner with each step. 

The study door loomed like a vault. Mortimer’s knock was barely audible. 

When it swung open, Maxwell’s synapses short-circuited. 

There, bent over his mahogany desk—her jean shorts straining like overstuffed sausages—was a woman whose proportions defied Euclidean geometry. The curve of her ass eclipsed the Tiffany lamp behind her, casting a shadow that swallowed his prized first-edition Fitzgerald. Her thigh-high socks were hiked up, framing twin pillars of jiggling brown flesh that seemed to breathe as she adjusted her bunny ears in the reflection of his antique mirror. 

Maxwell’s mouth moved. No sound came out.

Mortimer's cough ricocheted off the leather-bound books like a pinball—sharp enough to make Coco's clipped on bunny ears twitch. She straightened up with a languid stretch that made Maxwell’s eyes bulge. 

"Ah-hem," Mortimer wheezed, his gloves strangling each other behind his back. "This is the... individual in question, Sir." 

Maxwell's gaze skittered from her chest—a gravitational event—to her face—a smirk wrapped in purple eyeshadow. 

"Wh-who are you?" His voice cracked like the veneer on his Ming vase. "Why are you in my house?" 

Coco's sneakers squeaked a jaunty 180 on the parquet. 

"Honey," she drawled, plucking a stray thread from her tube top, "like I told Alfred over here—" 

A gloved hand shot up in protest: "Mortimer, actually—" 

"—I'm here for the party." Her hips rolled with the cadence of a bassline. "Now, y'all gon' hook a girl up with the program? Or we playin' Guess My Profession?" 

Maxwell's headshake was purely reflex. "Y-you must be mistaken, Miss...?" 

Her laugh was molasses over pancakes. "Call me Coco, honey." A wink. "Or whatever you want~."

Maxwell’s fingers trembled as they brushed against Coco’s manicured ones—her nails, glossy as her lipstick, left a faint cherry scent on his palm. He exchanged a look with Mortimer, who only offered a shrug so infinitesimal it could’ve been mistaken for a palsy. 

"You say you're the entertainment?" Maxwell’s voice strained against incredulity. "Do you have a reference?" 

Coco’s smirk deepened as she casually leaned back against his desk, the mahogany groaning under her weight. Her shorts strained dangerously, the denim whispering threats of surrender as her big ass billowed like twin water balloons against the edge. With a magician’s flourish, she retrieved a folded document from a purse smaller than Maxwell’s dignity and held it out between two fingers. 

"Read it and weep, sugar," she purred. 

Maxwell snatched the paper like it might combust, unfolding it with the urgency of a man uncovering treason. The text swam before his eyes—his own address, the talent agency’s embossed emblem—authentic, dammit—and in bold font that seemed to wink at him: COCO VALENTINE - EASTER MC/ENTERTAINMENT (SPECIALTY: "INTERACTIVE PERFORMANCE"). 

His Adam’s apple bobbed. 

Maxwell's fingers crushed the contract as a cold sweat slithered down his spine like an unwelcome caress. His gaze darted between Coco's glittering smirk and the damning document, his voice a strangled whisper. 

"Th-this must be some sort of mistake. We booked a children's entertainer, not a—" Another frantic scan of the paper. "What exactly is an interactive performance?" 

Coco leaned forward, her cleavage threatening to swallow Maxwell's sanity whole as she bit her glossy lower lip. 

"Whatchu think it means, baby~?" Her breath smelled like strawberries and bad decisions. 

A cacophony of delighted shrieks and clinking champagne flutes erupted downstairs—guests were arriving early. Maxwell's pupils dilated like a cornered rabbit's. 

"Shit! Shit-shit-shit-shit!" He wheeled toward Mortimer, flinging a wild hand at the door. "Go downstairs and get things underway. We can NOT let anybody—least of all Eleanor—see her." His whisper cracked on the last word. 

Mortimer's gloved fingers lingered on the doorknob a beat too long—his spine stiffened at the mention of Eleanor's name like a soldier hearing artillery fire. 

"As you wish, Sir," he murmured, executing a bow so deep his vertebrae creaked. 

The door clicked shut with the finality of a guillotine blade. 

Silence pooled in the study—thick enough to drown in. Then Coco's sneaker squeaked against the hardwood as she cocked her hip. 

"Hold up." Her manicured finger jabbed toward the window where pastel-clad toddlers were already swarming the egg hunt below. "That's the gig?" Her bunny ears flopped indignantly. "Tony didn't say shit about diaper duty!" 

Maxwell's laugh was hysterical, halfway to a sob. "You're telling me!" His hands raked through hair gel-slicked strands. "The press will hang me if the Vanderbilts get tagged in some OnlyBunnies scandal—do you even own a modest costume?!" 

Coco's slow blink was a masterpiece of contempt. 

"Sugar, the only thing modest 'bout me is my patience." She popped her gum.

Maxwell's pacing carved trenches into the Persian rug, his breath coming in shallow gasps like a landed fish. A drop of sweat plummeted from his chin onto the contract—right over the agency's logo, as if his body had chosen vengeance. 

"That goddamned talent agency!" he seethed, shaking the damp paper like a dog with a rat. "They’re responsible for this disaster! What am I gonna do? How am I gonna get you out without anybody seeing?" His eyes darted to the window where Eleanor’s lilac-clad silhouette was visible through the topiary. 

Coco’s gum popped like a gunshot—deliberate, languid. Her gaze swept over Maxwell’s unraveling posture, the way his Rolex rattled against his wrist bone. 

"Shoot, baby—chill~." She drawled, rolling her shoulders until her cleavage rippled like a seismic event. "You so wound up, you look like you 'bout to die." 

Maxwell’s laugh was a shrill thing, more hyena than human. 

"You’ve never met my wife!" He clutched his own tie like a noose. "Fuck—she’s gonna crucify me!"

Coco’s chuckle was low and rich, her breath warm against Maxwell’s ear as her arms slid around his waist from behind. 

"Damn, sugar," she murmured, her voice a velvet purr. "Your old lady got you by the balls, huh?" 

Maxwell stiffened, his fingers twitching against his crumpled tie. 

"Th-that’s a huge understatement," he hissed, eyes darting to the window where Eleanor’s lilac silhouette grew nearer. "She could ruin me over this." 

Perhaps it was genuine pity—or more likely, Machiavellian scheming—but Coco pressed closer, her full chest molding against his back with practiced tenderness. 

“W-what are you—”

"Shhh~," she cooed, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "Easy, baby~. Breathe~." 

The scent of her perfume—cherry blossoms and something illicit—wrapped around him like a spell. It was disarmingly effective. Maxwell’s shoulders sagged, his breath hitching as her warmth seeped through his shirt and jacket. For a dizzying moment, the threat of Eleanor’s wrath blurred at the edges. 

Then Coco’s hands slid lower—her nails tracing his belt buckle with deliberate slowness. 

"Now," she murmured, her tone shifting from soothing to something far more dangerous, "you obviously in a big mess," Her grin was a siren’s promise against his pulse. "But the way I see it, If you was 'bout to burn anyway, wouldn't you wanna at least enjoy yourself before you go out?"

Maxwell’s swallow traveled down his throat like a lead marble, his pulse hammering against Coco’s palm as it slid lower—past his belt, past reason—her fingertips branding him through the fine Italian wool. 

"W-what do you mean?" he rasped, the words sandpaper-dry. 

Coco’s laugh was a puff of cherry-scented heat against his neck. 

"Ain’t rocket science, sugar." Her other hand toyed with his Rolex, twisting it lazily around his wrist. "We both stuck here, right?" Outside, Eleanor’s lilac dress flashed between topiaries like a warning flare. "And seems to me like your old lady’s gon’ be too busy flossin’ for the guests to come lookin’ for you." 

Maxwell’s breath hitched—half-terror, half-something darker—as her nails dug into his abdomen. 

"What are you... suggesting?" 

The zipper of his trousers hissed like a satisfied snake under Coco’s deft fingers. 

"Baby," she murmured, her lips skimming his earlobe, "even if it’s all a big mix-up, I’m still here to provide... entertainment~." Her grip tightened, wrenching a gasp from him. "But Coco Valentine does not believe in free meals or free rides." The contract crinkled under her thigh as she ground against him. "I’m gettin’ paid for this anyway," she purred, her teeth grazing his jugular, "so
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