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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.
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