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Brett had been awake for a good ten minutes, lying in bed with a grin spreading across his face as he watched Spencer sleep. His boyfriend was sprawled on his stomach, the sheets tangled around his waist, his long brown hair fanned out across the pillow. The sight of him—all warm, tousled, and naked except for the thin cotton of his boxers—made Brett’s pulse quicken as it did almost every morning.

Carefully, Brett slipped out of bed, his bare feet padding softly against the hardwood floor of the bedroom. He padded to the closet and pulled out the outfit he’d stashed there earlier—a fluffy bunny onesie, complete with oversized ears, a cotton tail, and that damn near-see-through fur that clung to every inch of him. The face paint was already on, his cheeks dusted with pink blush, his lips lined in a bold, glossy red. As he crept back into the room, Spencer stirred at the sudden rustle of fabric.

When Spencer's eyes finally opened and settled on the sight before him, his mouth dropped open. “What the actual fuck—”

With a playful bounce, Brett hopped onto the bed, landing beside Spencer’s hip. The onesie rustled with his movement, the fur brushing against Spencer’s bare back. “Morning, bunny!” Brett chirped, his voice thick with amusement. “Hippity hoppity...time to get sexy!”

Before Spencer could protest—or, let’s be real, before he could even process what the hell was happening—Brett leaned in, capturing his boyfriend’s mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Spencer groaned into it, his hands instinctively going to Brett’s waist, fingers digging into the soft fur as their tongues tangled together. The taste of mint and sleep was intoxicating, and Brett could feel himself hardening instantly, the onesie doing little to hide the growing bulge between his legs.

Spencer pulled back with a rough exhale, his eyes dark with lust as he took in the sight of Brett in full bunny mode. “You’re insane,” he muttered, but the heat in his gaze betrayed his desire.

Brett giggled, hopping off the bed and bouncing on his toes. “Come on, lazybones! We’ve got a whole day to waste, and I didn’t dress up just to sit around.”

Spencer frowned. “When did you get that?”

“You need to get up and find all of my Easter eggs.” He hopped across the floor, wiggling his ass to make his fluffy tail twitch.

“Wait!” Spencer called out, scrambling to sit up, his boxers shifting dangerously low on his hips. “You’re not leaving me like that!”

With a mischievous grin, Brett dashed toward the bedroom door, the fluffy tail of his onesie bouncing with each step. “Catch me if you can!” he shouted over his shoulder.

Spencer shot out of bed, his boxers barely staying up as he lunged after Brett. “You little tease!” he laughed, the sound echoing through the apartment as he chased him down the hallway.

Brett giggled, darting into the living room, his heart racing with exhilaration as he narrowly avoided Spencer’s grasp. He ducked around the couch, his laughter ringing out like a melody as he kept his distance. “Is that all you’ve got?” he taunted, his voice airy with excitement. He could feel Spencer's presence closing in, the heat radiating from him like a sunbeam.

“Just you wait!” Spencer shouted, determination etched across his handsome features. He took a quick sidestep, anticipating Brett’s next move, and lunged again.

Brett squealed, darting to the left, and Spencer adjusted his course, his fingers just grazing the fabric of the onesie. “Almost got you!” he panted, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

Brett giggled, feeling a rush of adrenaline as he sprinted towards the kitchen, the sound of Spencer’s footsteps pounding behind him. He skidded to a halt, glancing back to see Spencer’s focused expression, his muscles tense and ready to pounce.

“Come here, bunny!” Spencer called out, his voice deep and playful as he closed the distance between them.

Brett, quick on his feet, veered around the kitchen island, laughing as Spencer rounded the corner, his eyes flashing with mischief. “You think you can outrun me?” he challenged, and Brett couldn’t help but smile, the thrill of the chase igniting something wild inside him.

“Only if you can catch me!” he taunted, forcing Spencer to leap over a chair in a desperate attempt to grab him.

Just when Brett thought he’d successfully evaded capture, Spencer lunged again, this time grabbing him by the waist and spinning him around. “Gotcha!” he growled playfully, pressing his body against Brett’s.

Brett gasped but then melted against Spencer’s warmth, feeling the heat radiating from his boyfriend’s skin. “Okay, okay! You win!” he laughed, breathless from the chase.

Spencer's eyes darkened with desire as he leaned in closer, his breath hot against Brett’s lips. “You’re still mine,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding as he captured Brett’s mouth in a fierce kiss.

Brett melted into the kiss, feeling the world around them fade away as their lips moved together in perfect harmony. Spencer’s hands found their way to Brett’s back, pulling him flush against his body as the heat of their playful chase ignited into something deeper and more urgent.

The kiss was electric, filled with passion and the promise of what was to come. As they finally pulled away, both gasping for breath, Brett could only grin up at Spencer, his heart racing from both the chase and the connection they shared.“Okay, now that was definitely sexy,” Spencer breathed, his cheeks flushed, and Brett's eyes sparkled with triumph.

“Just wait until I show you what else I have planned for us today,” Spencer replied, a devilish grin spreading across his face.

Brett's heart raced in anticipation, ready for whatever adventure lay ahead.
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The air in the kitchen was thick with the aftermath of their playful chase, the lingering taste of their fiery kiss still tingling on Brett’s lips. His heart thudded wildly as he looked up at Spencer, whose chest heaved with exertion and desire. With a mischievous glint in his eye, Brett placed both hands on Spencer’s firm chest, feeling the heat of his skin through the thin layer of sweat, and gave a playful shove.

“Sit,” Brett commanded, his voice dripping with teasing authority.

Spencer, caught off guard but grinning, stumbled back into the nearest kitchen chair, the wood creaking under his weight. Before Spencer could react, Brett climbed onto his lap, straddling him with a deliberate slowness that made the fluffy bunny onesie brush tantalizingly against Spencer’s bare thighs. The soft fur of the costume contrasted with the hard planes of Spencer’s body, sending shivers through Brett as he settled in. Their lips crashed together again, a series of hungry, desperate kisses that stole their breath. Each press of mouths was deeper, wetter, more urgent than the last, tongues dancing in a rhythm that mirrored the growing heat between them.

Brett could feel Spencer hardening beneath him, the thick bulge in his boxers pressing insistently against the thin fabric of the onesie. A damp spot bloomed across Spencer’s cotton boxers, the evidence of his arousal seeping through and brushing against Brett’s own straining erection, which tented the fluffy costume obscenely. A matching wet patch darkened the fur over Brett’s crotch, the slickness of pre-cum making the fabric cling to his throbbing length.

“Fuck, you’re driving me crazy,” Spencer growled between kisses, his hands gripping Brett’s hips, fingers digging into the plush fur as he pulled him closer. The friction of their bodies, even through layers of fabric, was maddening, each subtle shift sending sparks of pleasure racing through them.

With a sudden burst of energy, Brett broke the kiss, his lips swollen and glistening as he bounced to his feet. “Gotta catch me again, big boy!” he teased, hopping around the kitchen with exaggerated bunny-like bounds, the fluffy tail of his onesie wiggling with each leap. His laughter rang out, light and teasing, as he darted toward the living room.

Spencer was on his feet in an instant, his boxers riding low on his hips, barely containing the rock-hard evidence of his need. “You’re asking for it now!” he called, his voice rough with lust as he chased after Brett, his long strides closing the distance quickly.

They stumbled into the living room, Brett’s playful hops no match for Spencer’s determined pursuit. With a triumphant growl, Spencer tackled Brett onto the couch, their bodies tumbling together in a mess of limbs and laughter. Spencer landed on top, pinning Brett beneath him, the weight of his body pressing the smaller man into the cushions. The bunny ears of Brett’s onesie flopped over his face for a moment before Spencer brushed them aside, his dark eyes blazing with hunger. “Got you now, bunny,” Spencer murmured, his voice a low rumble as he ground his hips down, the hard ridge of his cock dragging against Brett’s own aching erection through the damp fabric of their clothes. The friction was electric, each slow, deliberate thrust making Brett gasp and arch beneath him, the fluffy onesie doing little to dull the sensation. Their bodies moved in sync, the heat building between them like a wildfire, every grind stoking the flames of their shared desire.

The couch cushions were still warm from their heated grinding as Spencer abruptly stood up, his chest rising and falling with ragged breaths. His eyes, dark with primal need, locked onto Brett, who lay sprawled beneath him, panting heavily.

The face paint on Brett’s cheeks was smeared, the pink blush streaked with sweat, and his glossy red lips were parted as he struggled to catch his breath. Despite the disarray, or perhaps because of it, he looked utterly irresistible, the bunny onesie hanging slightly askew on his frame.

“Well, bunny?” Spencer rasped, his voice rough with desire, a wicked smirk tugging at his lips as he towered over Brett.

Brett grinned, a spark of mischief reigniting in his hazel eyes. He pushed himself up from the couch, his movements a little shaky but filled with playful intent. “You still need to find all my eggs,” he teased, his tone light and taunting as he started hopping toward the bedroom, the fluffy tail of his onesie bouncing with each exaggerated step.

The sight was both absurd and enticing, and Spencer felt a fresh surge of lust course through him. Not wasting a second, Spencer lunged forward, his long legs closing the distance in a heartbeat. In one swift, predatory motion, he caught Brett around the waist, hauling him back against the hard plane of his chest.

Brett yelped, the sound a mix of surprise and delight, his furry ears flopping wildly as Spencer spun him around. Before Brett could muster a protest—or, truthfully, before he even considered wanting to—Spencer’s hands were roaming down his front, fingers gripping the soft fur of the onesie with possessive intent.

“I think I found your eggs,” Spencer murmured, his hot breath ghosting against the sensitive skin just below Brett’s ear, sending a shiver racing down his spine. His lips brushed the nape of Brett’s neck, a teasing graze that made Brett’s knees weaken.

“Fuck, Spencer—” Brett gasped, his voice trembling with anticipation, his cock twitching painfully within the confines of the costume at the raw promise in Spencer’s tone.

Spencer didn’t let him finish. His hands slid lower, exploring the thick, throbbing outline of Brett’s erection through the fuzzy fabric. He gave it a firm, deliberate squeeze, drawing a sharp moan from Brett’s lips, before tugging the zipper of the onesie down with a rough, satisfying zzzzip.

The fabric parted like a curtain, revealing Brett’s flushed, leaking cock, the
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