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The bunny ears I’m wearing make me look like a complete idiot.

This is rock bottom. I’m nineteen, a virgin, and standing in a field full of screaming children because I had literally nothing else to do on Easter. I’m home for the weekend and my mom volunteered me when my aunt was looking for a helper today. I didn’t even get a vote.

My tank top keeps riding up and these shorts have migrated so far into my ass crack that I’m pretty sure they’ve claimed citizenship there. I’ve tried everything—the subtle leg shake, the casual stretch, the fake bend-down-to-tie-my-shoe move. Nothing works and there are too many eyes. This is my life now: Camel Toe Bunny Girl at the community egg hunt.

That’s when I see him.

He has yummy salt-and-pepper hair and is jogging the main path with the confidence of a man in his forties who knows exactly how good he looks. And he does look good. Not gym-bro fit—more like he’s spent his life actually using his body instead of just admiring it in mirrors. He has broad shoulders, strong arms, and hands that could probably palm a basketball or, you know, my entire ass. Not that I’m thinking about that.

I’m definitely thinking about that.

Something tugs at my memory. The way he moves, the set of his jaw...

Oh no.

Oh no no no.

That’s Max Parker. David’s dad.

David was my first boyfriend. If you can call two months of sweaty hand-holding and one terrible kiss “dating.” I was in high school and we broke up when his parents got divorced and he moved across town and went to a different high school. I cried for three days before realizing boys my own age were mostly disappointing.

But his dad.

I remember Mr. Parker picking David up from school sometimes. Leaning against his truck in work boots and a flannel, looking like he’d just built something with his bare hands. I wasn’t old enough to understand how attractive he was. 

I understand now.

He doesn’t notice me, because why would he? I’m just some girl in bunny ears directing sugar-crazed kids toward plastic eggs. But me and my body notice him. My ovaries are basically sending up flares and constructing a welcome banner.

The second he disappears around the bend, my brain goes somewhere it definitely shouldn’t.

He could be the one.

The thought hits me before I can stop it. He could be the one who finally fucks me like I’ve been imagining. I’m horny, and I’m tired of being the last virgin standing in every room I walk into.

I shake my head. He’s David’s dad. That’s insane. That’s so many levels of wrong. He probably doesn’t even remember me. 

He jogs past again.

Our eyes meet for half a second, and I swear I see recognition flicker across his face before he’s gone around the bend. My pulse kicks like I’m running with him. Then I’m standing here like an idiot, flushed and breathless over my ex-boyfriend’s father. There’s probably something wrong with me.

My body clearly doesn’t care and the fantasy hits before I can stop it—me and him somewhere private, those huge hands sliding under my shirt. I’ll tell him I’ve never done this before, and he’ll call me a good girl while he pushes inside me and—

Okay, I need to calm down. I’m really hitting new lows here. Fantasizing about David’s dad at an Easter egg hunt.

I watch for him for the next thirty minutes. Every lap he runs, I’m tracking him like some kind of horny stalker, my body responding like I’m watching porn instead of a middle-aged man doing cardio. I’m wet. Actually wet. At an Easter egg hunt.

On his next lap, he slows down and heads toward the quiet section of the park where there’s a bench by a little pond. It’s away from all the families and someone could sit down right next to him and say hello. 

Someone like me.

The responsible part of my brain says this is stupid. The rest of me is already calculating the fastest route to that bench.

This is either the best decision I’ve ever made or the dumbest. Probably both.

“Cover for me,” I tell the nearest volunteer.

“Where are you—”

I don’t turn around.

The path curves away from the main area and is shaded by tall trees. It’s far enough that the noise dies down. I can hear water from the pond, and my heart is hammering so loud he’ll probably hear it before he sees me.

His chest rises and falls in this steady, controlled rhythm. His shirt is damp with sweat and clinging to muscles I want to lick. I’m suddenly very aware that I have no idea what I’m doing. This is a horrible idea. I should turn around.

I keep walking anyway.

He notices me approaching and straightens, looking at me with eyes that are somewhere between blue and gray. Recognition dawns across his face.

“Riley? Riley Mitchell?”

My name in his mouth does something dangerous to my insides. “Hi, Mr. Parker.”

“It’s Max. Mr. Parker makes me feel ancient.” He smiles, and god, that smile. How did I not notice he was so hot? “It’s been a while since I saw you.”

“Yeah.” I’m blushing. I can feel it. The bunny ears bounce. Oh god, why didn’t I ditch the bunny ears? “David and I dated for like two months years ago.”

“I remember.” Something flickers in his expression. “When you used to come over for dinner, you always helped clear the table without being asked.”

He remembers that? I barely remember that.

“I was very polite.” My voice comes out approximately three octaves too high. “Also terrified of you.”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “Terrified?”

“You were very... authoritative.” Smooth, Riley. Real smooth. “And always busy ’cause of the divorce thing.”

Oh god, why am I reminding him about his divorce. 

He laughs. “That was a bad time.”

Okay, this is horrible. I need to get out of here. 

I’m about to flee when he pats the bench beside him. “Sit. Tell me what you’ve been up to. I promise I don’t bite.”

I practically throw myself onto the bench before my brain can make another stupid joke about wishing he would bite me. I’m sitting too close and our thighs are almost touching. Up close, he smells like clean sweat and cedar, and my head is spinning like I’ve been day-drinking... which I definitely wouldn’t know anything about because I’m only nineteen.

“I’m in college now,” I say. “Sophomore year. Sociology.”

“Good for you.” He gestures toward the main area. “You’re working at the Easter thing?”

“Yeah, just volunteering.” I wiggle my bunny ears. “Did the ridiculous costume tip you off?”

“They’re cute.” His voice goes lower. “You’ve grown up.”

“Thanks. You too.” I pause. “Not that you needed to grow up. You were already grown. Obviously. You’re a dad. Were a dad. Are a dad. David’s dad.” I’m spiraling. I can feel myself spiraling. “You just look really good is what I’m saying. Like, really good. For your age. Not that you’re old! You’re just... mature. In a hot way.”

What is wrong with me? I close my mouth before he thinks I’m nuts. The silence stretches for way too long before he speaks.

“In a hot way,” he repeats, and there’s something in his voice I can’t quite read.

“So are you...” I gesture vaguely at nothing. “You know. Seeing anyone? Since the divorce?”

Why am I asking that? Why would I ask that? Normal people catching up don’t aggressively interrogate someone about their relationship status.

“No.” He studies me with an unreadable expression. “Why do you ask?”

“Just curious! Making conversation. That’s what people do. They converse.” I laugh, and it sounds unhinged. “About things. Like dating. And being single. Which you are. Single, I mean.”

Please, god, let the earth swallow me whole. “What about David?” I ask in a rush. Because that’s what I should have said instead of asking if he’s single. “How’s he doing?”

“He’s at college in Colorado. He went into engineering.” Max’s expression is fond but distant. “We don’t talk as much as we should.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. Kids grow up.” His knee brushes against mine and heat shoots straight between my legs. I almost levitate off the bench.

I don’t move my leg away. If anything, I press closer. Just a little. Just enough that our thighs are definitely touching now and it’s definitely on purpose.

His eyes flick down to where we’re touching, then back up to my face.

“You’re sitting very close,” he observes.

“Am I?” I shift even closer because apparently I have no survival instincts. “Sorry. I’m a close sitter. It’s a thing. A personality trait.”

“Is it.” There’s a twinkle in his eye that makes me melt. 

“Yep. Diagnosed and everything.”

This is exactly why I want him. He’s turning me on just by existing, and I want someone who knows what he’s doing. Someone who won’t fumble around for fifteen minutes trying to find my clit like it’s buried treasure.

“Don’t you have something better to do than volunteer on a Sunday?” he says. “A party to go to or friends to hang out with?”

“Parties aren’t really my thing.” I’m basically whispering now. “And I bet you say that to all the girls in bunny ears.”

He laughs. “This is the first time I’ve been hit on by a girl in bunny ears at the park.”

My face burns. “I’m not— I wasn’t—”

He raises an eyebrow. “Weren’t you?”

Screw it.

“Actually,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel, “I was. I am.”

I see a flash of interest in his expression before it shifts and vanishes. He goes
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