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Dedication 


Growing up, my birthday would often fall on or around Easter. I associated my birthday with springtime as well as Easter decorations. Thus, this time of year is my favorite! 
I want to thank my mother, Jane, for always making my birthdays and Easters colorful and filled with delicious foods! 
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Preface 


This book is a BDSM romance. The MMC in this book is a Daddy Dom and the FMC identifies as a Little. This is an act of role-playing and/or a lifestyle dynamic between the characters and falls under the BDSM umbrella. That is a consensual power exchange relationship between consenting legal adults. There will be references of ‘Daddy’ and ‘little one’ or ‘little girl’ or ‘Baby-girl’ used as terms of love, endearment, and romantic references. To learn more about the BDSM dynamic of Ageplay, please refer to Wikipedia - . Please do not read this story if you find any of this to be disturbing or distressing for you. 
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Content Warning


This book includes elements that some readers might find inappropriate. Reader discretion is advised: 
- Dynamic of romantic Dom and submissive including: partners consenting to use affectionate terms such as Daddy, Sir, Little one, Baby girl, and Little girl in established loving relationships.
- Physical displays of affection between couples alongside flirtation and affectionate teasing but avoids explicit content.
- Romantic power dynamics through themes of light dominance and submission within a playful relationship context.
- Light-hearted trickery and challenges as partners engage in playful pranks and mischievous exchanges.
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Introduction


William 
I welcome springtime as sunlight filters through Edward’s kitchen window. The grass outside shows its vibrant green and the air hints of fresh beginnings. I sense mischief forming around me.
Edward sprawls across the couch with an air of idleness and opulence as he drinks his coffee wearing a knowing grin. “Feels like Christmas was forever ago. The memory of Katrina's 'interpretive dance' continues to haunt me.”
I snort, shaking my head. “Yeah, when you mean ‘haunts’ as in ‘made me reconsider my life decisions,’ then I agree.”
“The tinsel,” he sighs dramatically. “Every now and then I discover strands of tinsel in my car.”
Our silence grows heavy as we both likely recall the holiday pandemonium that Rose and Katrina created. Ugly sweaters? Check. Singing carols to strangers? Unfortunately, yes. Cookie-decorating contests? Also, yes.
We love them. We adore them. Christmas became a test of endurance because of Rose and Katrina, and we just made it through.
Now we have an opportunity to pay them back in the same coin.
Edward gives me a deliberate elbow push and his eyes shine with evil intent. “Considering our love for chaos, I need to ask if you are prepared to destroy their expectations of a calm Easter celebration?”
My smile widens as I imagine Rose entering a competitive mode while Katrina rolls her eyes dramatically. “Oh, I’m ready. You think they’ll see it coming?”
Edward chuckles, shaking his head. “Not a chance. I assume their plans include serving Easter brunch with an adorable egg hunt and Pinterest-inspired decorations. What they’re not expecting? A complex town-wide scavenger hunt with numerous riddles followed by a surprising element of hopping.”
I nearly choke on my coffee. “Wait, hopping?”
Edward grins wickedly. “Full bunny mode, my friend. They’ll be Our Little Bunnies!”
Laughing as I place my mug down, I tell him, "You're evil. They will have to work extremely hard to earn their Easter baskets, as if their lives depend on it. I feel that Katrina will threaten to take my life. But she’ll secretly love it.”
Edward and I share a knowing look and immediately erupt into laughter because we both know that we're about to create something unforgettable.

      [image: image-placeholder]Edward 
I stir the remaining coffee in my mug, envisioning what will happen next. The duo–Rose’s intense competitiveness alongside Katrina’s constant sarcastic remarks as they juggle their fondness for us with, no doubt, their own schemes of retaliation. 
William crosses his arms, smirking. “According to Katrina, I'll definitely be perceived as having too much self-satisfaction.” 
I give a smiling reply. "She'll be right." This Easter involves much more than just a typical scavenger hunt. It’s a journey. The innovation we developed will remain a popular discussion subject throughout the future.
His head movement shows he's deep in contemplation. “You’re going overboard with the drama again.” I shoot him a deadpan look.
He laughs, shaking his head. “Fine. After this, we hope they will maintain their interest in talking with us.” 
“They’ll love it,” I say confidently. I believe in our design because we put so much thought into the riddles and hidden eggs that demonstrate the sheer brilliance of our plan. I lean back, smirking. “Trust me, Daddy knows best.”
William nearly spits out his coffee. “You did not just say that.”
“Oh, I did.”
He groans, shaking his head. “Rose is going to end you.”
“Maybe,” I admit with a shrug. “But I’ll die a genius.” 
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Chapter 1


Rose 
Freshly mowed grass fills my senses when I step outside and the warm spring breeze greets me. After weeks of indoor recovery from bronchitis, I find joy in being back outdoors.
Edward and William sip their coffee with their heads pressed closely together, sitting at the patio table and chairs.
The brightness of their smiles reflects their self-satisfaction when they stand in the sunlight. When Edward looks up and sees me, I feel my heart flutter. When his face softens completely, I know he will pull me into his irresistible attraction as he always does.
I greet them with a playful, "Morning, troublemakers," as I stride toward him. My arms circle his neck while I proceed to sit in his lap. The gentle kiss he plants on my temple transforms my world into a perfect place. “What’s with all the conspiracy looks?” I inquire, tilting my face upward to meet his eyes.
Edward displays a smirk as he places a gentle kiss on my lips. “Just enjoying the weather, Little One.”
His teasing low voice sends a thrill through me. His use of Little One as my nickname still brings me joy whenever he says it. The way he says it makes me feel cherished because in that moment I feel like I’m the only person that matters to him.
“Is that true?” I joke as I run my hand up his chest. “What’s going on, Daddy?”
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Rose's suspicious gaze causes me to smile wide at her. I love the playful twinkle in her eyes. Her recent health struggles with bronchitis make me appreciate her current state of tranquility and liveliness because it validates all the effort I put into planning this Easter egg hunt.
“Take it easy,” I tell her as I kiss her forehead. “Nothing you can’t handle, Little One.” 
Her eyebrow rises in a skeptical gesture. Just then the patio door opens before she can continue her questioning. Katrina steps outside, her hoodie shifts as she walks, her hair remains tousled from her sleep. Her movements indicate that she is still very sleepy, and she stumbles her way toward William’s embrace.
William softly whispers, "Morning, Baby girl," as he draws her close to kiss her forehead. 
She gently says, “Morning, Sir,” as her head rests on his shoulder.
The ladies wanted to have a sleep-over, so I arranged for William to stay overnight to balance the numbers. The women watched romantic comedies beneath cozy blankets sipping hot tea, and William and I worked together on our master Easter plan. 
As Rose snuggles into me, I start tracing her hip with gentle circular motions. The presence of William with Katrina helps me understand how fortunate we both are to have these women in our lives.
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I hug Katrina and she becomes soft in my embrace as she places her head on my chest. She resists the desire to sleep as her gentle smile reveals her acceptance of our morning embrace.
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