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THE FRAT HOUSE’S PORCH light flickered like a strobe, illuminating the handwritten "WET T-SHIRT OR GTFO" sign taped to the door. Caitlyn blinked at it, tilting her head until her left pigtail brushed against her shoulder. 

"Oh! They must’ve mixed up the letters," she murmured, tapping her chin. "'Wet' probably means 'Welcome Everyone Today'—that’s so sweet!" 

She adjusted the overflowing party bag slipping off her shoulder—contents rattling with pin-the-tail-on-the-bunny kits and non-alcoholic juice boxes—then rapped her knuckles against the door in a cheerful rhythm. 

"Hiiiiieee! Miss Cream’s Magical Party Service is heeeeere!" 

From inside, a cacophony of whoops and a bass drop shook the doorframe. 

No answer. Caitlyn's knuckles hovered in midair for three full seconds before she dared to wiggle the door handle. The hinges groaned like a tired dad waking up for work, revealing a wall of sweaty bodies and bass-heavy chaos. Shirtless guys with red solo cups perched on their heads howled along to a screeching guitar solo, while girls in plastic bunny ears—and considerably less fabric—giggled into each other's shoulders. 

"Ohhh, they're all dressed up for Easter!" Caitlyn clasped her hands under her chin, her bunny tail bobbing as she bounced on her sneakers. One particularly enthusiastic keg stand sent a spray of foam across the room, landing near her feet. "Oooh, foam party! That's hygienic!" 

A shadow loomed over her—tall, dark-skinned, with a necklace that read "DRIZZ" in chunky gold letters. He eyed her onesie with a slow blink. 

"Hey, shawty," he drawled, beer sloshing dangerously close to her fuzzy sleeve. "Never seen you on campus before. You here for the party?" 

Caitlyn perked up with a hop that made her pigtails swing. 

"Yessir, I am!" She thrust forward a laminated card and schedule embossed with glittery block letters: MISS CREAM’S MAGICAL PARTY SERVICE (NOW WITH 20% MORE SPARKLES!). 

"I'm Cream the bunny! Pleased to meetcha!" Her smile faltered as Drizz's eyebrows crept toward his hairline. "...You did book a party bunny, right?"

Drizz's gold chain rattled as he pinched the bridge of his nose, the laminated schedule trembling slightly in his grip. His gaze flickered between the document's ‘Easter Egg Hunt Extravaganza (Ages 4-7)’ header and the current scene—where a guy in a unicorn mask was attempting to shotgun a Twisted Tea off the chandelier. 

"A'ight," he muttered, rubbing his temples. "Either somebody at Platinum Talent got real creative with the booking notes..." He shot Cream a sidelong glance, watching her oblivious smile stretch wider as she waved at a girl vomiting into a potted plant. "...Or my dumbass VP booked the wrong damn party." 

Cream gasped, pressing both hands to her cheeks. 

"Ohmigosh! Did little Maxwell's Easter bash get double-booked?" She rocked onto her tiptoes, scanning the room with sudden urgency. "Where's the little tyke? I brought gluten-free cupcakes!" 

Drizz exhaled through his teeth, then hooked a thumb toward the staircase. 

"Upstairs. Now." When Cream hesitated—her oversized sneaker squeaking against a beer puddle—he added, quieter: "Before somebody tries to pin the tail on you, bunny girl."

Cream followed Drizz's broad back up the stairs, her oversized sneakers squeaking against spilled jungle juice with every step. The second-floor hallway smelled like burnt popcorn and something herbal she couldn't place—kinda like Grandpa's "special tea" that made him laugh at weather reports. She was still mentally rearranging the downstairs chaos into a children's carnival when Drizz shouldered open a door with a grunt. 

The game room was a haze of blue light and smoke, four muscular figures frozen mid-action like someone had paused a rap video. The plasma TV’s glare lit up Jamal's scowl as his Call of Duty character got headshotted, his controller crunching in his grip. Near the pool table, two guys in dueling Atlanta Hawks jerseys stopped their argument to stare—one still holding a cue stick like a rifle. From the kitchenette, sizzling sounds and the sweet-potato-pie scent of someone frying plantains competed with the skunky cloud wafting from their weird, twisted cigarettes. 

"Yo, Jamal!" Drizz slapped the back of the couch. "You ain't gon' believe this shit, cuz!" 

Jamal's gold-capped teeth flashed as he bit off a curse. 

"Man, if this about Keisha's fake-ass cousin again—" His eyes locked onto Cream's bouncing bunny tail, then traveled up to her glitter-encrusted name tag. "...The fuck?" 

Meanwhile, Cream had zeroed in on the wicker basket by the ashtray—its pastel ribbons clashing violently with the little green baggies inside. She clapped her mittened hands together. 

"Oh! Are those... Easter spices?"

Jamal’s gaze ping-ponged between Cream’s twitching nose and Drizz’s deadpan expression, his controller dangling forgotten from one hand. The other frat brothers closed in like sharks smelling blood—hoodies rustling, gold chains glinting under the LED strips as they craned to see the laminated schedule Drizz thrust forward. 

Cream’s mittens fluttered toward her party bag, voice pitching higher as Jamal’s scowl deepened with every word he scanned. 

“I-I brought vegan sprinkles too! And those little carrot sticks shaped like bunnies—so cute, right?” 

The silence shattered when Malik snatched the paper mid-air. His eyes darted across the "Piñata Safety Guidelines" bullet points before his face collapsed into wheezing laughter. 

“Ohhhh shit!” He slapped Jamal’s shoulder hard enough to make his gold tooth glint. “My dude really booked us a daycare act!” The cue stick clattered to the floor as Malik doubled over, voice ricocheting off the walls: “Nah, nah—’Easter Egg Hunt Extravaganza with Miss Cream the Bunny’—yo, somebody check Jamal’s browser history!”

Jamal’s scowl deepened as Cream’s mittens twisted nervously around the strap of her party bag. Her bunny ears drooped slightly when he rose and took a step forward, his shadow swallowing her whole. 

"This some kinda joke? Coz I ain’t laughing," he growled, though the faint twitch at the corner of his mouth betrayed him. "You telling me Platinum Talent sent a kindergarten bunny to our party?" 

Cream’s lower lip wobbled as she glanced between him and the laminated schedule still clutched in Malik’s fist. 

"W-well," she squeaked, "technically I’m a pre-K through third grade bunny—" Her attempt at a professional clarification died when Jamal’s eyebrow arched. "B-but I can adapt!" 

Drizz’s chuckle rumbled low in his chest as he slapped Jamal’s shoulder jovially. 

"Man, chill. It ain’t her fault," he muttered. "Besides, look at her—she’s built like a damn Pixar mom. Maybe we can salvage this." His gaze lingered a beat too long on the way her onesie stretched across her chest when she inhaled sharply.

Drizz’s arm settled around Cream’s shoulders with a casual weight, his fingertips brushing the fuzzy seam of her onesie near her collarbone. His gaze flickered down—just for a breath—before he cleared his throat and gestured around the room with his free hand. 

"Listen, girl. Let me introduce you to everybody; I'm Drizz, grumpy one's Jamal, That's Trey and Malik with the pool cues, and that's my boy Darryl in the apron." 

Darryl waved a spatula from the kitchenette, plantain grease sizzling behind him. Cream beamed, bouncing on her toes despite Drizz’s arm anchoring her slightly. 

"Hie, everybody~!" Her mittened fingers wiggled in greeting. 

Jamal exhaled through his nose, rubbing his temple as Malik wheezed another laugh into his fist. 

"Now, sweetheart," Drizz said, stepping closer with his hands tucked into his hoodie pockets, "it looks like we've had a mix-up with the scheduling. See, we all were expectin' a very... different kind of bunny for our little party here." His gold tooth caught the light as he smirked. "You feel me?" 

Cream blinked rapidly, her glasses magnifying the confusion in her wide blue eyes. 

"O-oh! You mean like... a mascot bunny?" She gasped, clapping her mittens together. "I love mascots! Did you know the Phillie Phanatic once—" 

Malik choked on his own spit. "Jesus," he coughed, slapping Trey’s arm and murmuring. "Girl's a dummy." 

"Dummy thicc, though," Trey murmured back.

Drizz’s thumb rubbed absent circles against Cream’s shoulder. 

"Nah," he chuckled, voice dropping an octave. "Nothin' like that, girl. I mean more... an adult kind of bunny."

Cream's hand shot into her bag with surprising speed, rummaging past juice boxes and sticker sheets before triumphantly producing her laminated ID. The holographic unicorn sticker in the corner glinted as she thrust it forward. 

"Says I'm twenty-one right there, Sir!" she declared, puffing out her chest—which only made the straining zipper of her onesie creak ominously. 

Even Jamal sniggered at that. 

Drizz exhaled through his nose, pinching the bridge of his own before waving a hand in slow, exaggerated circles like he was explaining rocket science to a golden retriever. 

"Nah, girl," he rumbled, stepping closer until the scent of his cologne—something woodsy with a hint of spearmint—wrapped around her. "You not hearin' me. We wanted a bunny who plays the kinda games that..." His gaze flicked meaningfully toward the neon-lit bedroom down the hall. "Make more bunnies. You feel me?" 

Cream's scrunched eyebrows suddenly launched toward her hairline. 

"Oh!" she squeaked, glasses slipping down her nose. Then, softer: "Oh." A beat. Her mittens fluttered up to cover her mouth as the realization hit like a cartoon anvil. "Ohhh..." The word dissolved into a high-pitched giggle that made her bunny tail quiver. "Heehee, silly me! That's not the kind of egg hunt I packed for!"

Drizz’s grin widened, slow and deliberate, as he leaned against the doorframe—his bicep flexing just enough to make his chain shimmer. 

"I know girl," he murmured, voice dropping into that honey-smooth register that made sorority girls forget their own names. "But check it. We all gon’ be real disappointed to end the day without a party, right?" His thumb brushed the edge of her bunny hood where it met her collarbone, just once. 

Cream’s pigtails swayed as she tilted her head, glasses catching the neon glow from the hallway. 

"I guess it would be kinda sad," she conceded, toes curling in her sneakers. 

"And," Drizz interrupted, stepping close enough that his shadow swallowed her whole, "you already came all this way." His fingertips trailed down her sleeve until they hooked lightly around her mitten, tugging just enough to make her stumble forward half a step. The scent of his cologne—warm cedar and something dangerously sweet—flooded her senses as he dipped his head. "Right?" 

Cream’s breath hitched. Somewhere behind them, Malik muttered, "Man’s smoother than my grandma’s butter cake," before Jamal elbowed him into silence.

Cream's mittens twisted together, her lower lip caught between her teeth as Drizz's thumb traced idle circles against her wrist. The heat of his palm seeped through the fuzzy fabric, sending an unfamiliar shiver down her spine. 

"I-I do have a boyfriend," she blurted, voice squeaking like a deflating balloon animal. "His name's Kevins! He's got this super important internship at the—" 

Drizz's chuckle rumbled against her ear as he leaned in, his breath warm against her flushed cheek. 

"Aww, bunny," he murmured, fingers tightening just enough to make her pulse jump, "you think Kevin wanna hear how you turned down a paid gig?" His free hand tugged lightly at her onesie zipper, watching her breath hitch. "This just... professional development." 

Cream's glasses fogged slightly as her gaze darted between Drizz's smirk and the bedroom door behind him—neon light bleeding through the crack like spilled glow sticks. 

"...Professional development?" she echoed weakly, her bunny ears drooping forward as Malik wolf-whistled from the couch.

Drizz’s smirk deepened as he pulled back just enough to whip out his wallet with a flourish. The leather slapped against his palm like a dare. 

"Tell you what, girl," he drawled, fanning out a crisp hundred with one hand while snapping his fingers at the others with the other. "We all gon’ chip in a
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