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Chapter 1: College
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The humidity hit Shauna Whitmore the second she stepped off the plane, thick as a wet blanket, clinging to her skin like it had a claim on her. She'd read about New Orleans weather—oppressive, sultry, alive—but nothing could've prepared her for the way the air itself seemed to press against her, heavy with the scent of magnolias, diesel, and something rich and spicy she couldn't name. Gumbo, she'd learn later. Her Uber driver, a stout man with a voice like gravel and a Saints cap tilted low, didn't say much as they rolled into the city. But his radio did—brass horns, a woman's throaty laugh, a bassline that made her pulse jump.

"That's Rebirth Brass Band," he finally said, catching her staring. "You new here?"

Shauna nodded, fingers tightening around her phone. "First time."

"Where you from?"

"Missouri." She hesitated. "Branson."

The man chuckled. "Oh, baby. You 'bout to get baptized."

She didn't ask what he meant.

XULA's campus was nothing like the brochures. It was louder. More colourful. More... Black. Shauna had known, academically, that Xavier was a historically Black university. But knowing and seeing were two different things. The sidewalks pulsed with students—girls in cropped sweatshirts and gold hoops, guys in crisp polos and sneakers so fresh they gleamed, clusters of friends laughing in a language half slang, half soul. Her sundress and sandals suddenly felt like a costume.

Her dorm room was a shoebox with bunk beds. Her roommate, Jenna, was already there, unpacking a duffel bag with the ease of someone who'd done this before.

"You Shauna?" Jenna didn't look up, her braids swinging as she shoved a stack of jeans into a drawer.

"Yeah. You Jenna?"

"Mmhmm." Finally, she turned, eyes skimming Shauna head to toe. "Oh. You're white white."

Shauna's face burned. "I—yeah?"

Jenna smirked. "Relax, Snow. Just making sure you know what you signed up for."

Shauna had never been the minority before. It was in the little things: the stares in the dining hall when she reached for collard greens, clueless; the whispers ("Who's the blondie in Chem 101?"); the music—everywhere, always, thumping from dorm rooms, cars, the quad. She called her dad on the third night, voice hushed in the stairwell. She figured that’d be semi-private, and at least more quiet.

"How's it going, kiddo?"

"It's... different," Shauna responded. She probably sounded a little nervous.

"Different bad?" her Dad asked her.

Shauna hesitated. "Different... exciting?" She didn’t want him to think she wasn’t enjoying herself, or that she wasn’t safe.

A pause. "Just remember who you are, Shauna."

“I will, Daddy,” she replied. That made for the end of their conversation.

She hung up, throat tight.

"You're coming to the ΚΕΛ party Friday." Jenna tossed a flyer on Shauna's bed—neon ink, a fleur-de-lis with Greek letters.

"What's ΚΕΛ?" Shauna asked.

"Kappa Epsilon Lambda. Only some of the finest men on campus." Jenna arched a brow. "You scared?"

"No," Shauna said, wanting to seem cool.

"Good. 'Cause they'll eat you alive," Jenna teased.

Even though Shauna was a bit naive, she was certain Jenna was exaggerating. She was sure of it.
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Chapter 2: Culture Shock & Kappa Boys
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The lecture hall hummed with the low chatter of students settling in. Shauna gripped her pen a little too tightly, the squeak of her sneakers against the linoleum floor drawing a few glances as she took a seat near the back. She'd chosen Xavier for its pharmacy program, not just for the hustle and bustle of New Orleans. Part of her worried she’d bitten off more than she could chew.

"Saved you a spot."

Shauna turned to find Jenna sliding into the adjacent chair, her braids swinging with the movement. She wore an oversized Xavier hoodie and jeans that looked like they'd been through a paper shredder.

"I wasn't sure you'd show," Shauna admitted. "You seem like the type to skip first week classes."

Jenna smirked. "And miss seeing you flounder through Bio 101? Not a chance."

The professor - a tall man with salt-and-pepper locs tied neatly back - began writing on the board without introduction. Shauna scrambled to copy the equations, her notes already looking messy compared to Jenna's effortless shorthand. Why couldn’t she have been blessed with such pretty writing skills?

At lunch, the cafeteria buzzed with the kind of energy Shauna had only seen in movies. Students argued over music, debated basketball stats, and a few somehow managed to eat while dancing in their seats. She poked at her jambalaya, the spices making her nose twitch.

"So," Jenna said around a mouthful of fried okra, "you still coming to the ΚΕΛ party Friday?"

Shauna nodded. "I mean, yeah. Unless you weren’t joking about the whole 'they'll eat me alive' thing."

Jenna's grin turned wicked. "Oh, I wasn't joking. But I should probably tell you..." She leaned in. "ΚΕΛ isn't just any frat. It's a historically Black fraternity. Like, founded in 1925 Black. As in, you might be the first white girl to ever step foot in their house."

The fork slipped from Shauna's fingers, clattering against her tray. "You're kidding."

"Wish I was. Well, maybe about the first white girl part. Still, there probably won’t be many." Jenna popped another piece of okra in her mouth. "Don't worry though. They'll either adopt you or sacrifice you to the Greek gods. Fifty-fifty chance."

“Those odds aren’t terrible!” Shauna joked back. She and Jenna stared at each other for a moment, before they began to snicker, which inevitably turned into a fit of laughter.

—-
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LATER, CROSSING THE quad, Shauna spotted them - a group of guys wearing letters, their laughter carrying across the lawn. One, tall with skin like polished mahogany, caught her staring and nudged his friend.

"Yo, it's Jenna's project!"

Shauna considered turning around, but the one in the NASCAR hat - Jace, she remembered - waved her over.

"Don't mind them," he said, his Alabama drawl thicker than the humidity. "They smell fresh meat."

One of the brothers - the tall one - draped an arm around Jace's shoulders. "We prefer the term 'culturally curious.'" He extended his hand. "Dante. President of ΚΕΛ. And you must be the infamous Shauna."

She shook his hand, surprised by how warm his palm was. "Infamous?"

Dante's smile didn't reach his eyes. "Jenna talks."

“Oh, does she now?” It turned out, she in fact, did.

Chatting with the guys began to make Shauna feel a little more comfortable about attending this party. They seemed very normal. At least, just as normal as anyone else here. Maybe it’d be a fun time, after all.

—-
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THAT NIGHT, AS SHAUNA lay in bed, Jenna tossed a scrap of fabric at her.

"Wear this Friday."

Shauna held up what might have been a shirt in another lifetime. "There's not enough of this to qualify as clothing."

Jenna snorted. "You're cute when you're naive." She turned off the light. "Sweet dreams, Snow. Friday's gonna be... enlightening."

Outside, the cicadas sang, and somewhere in the distance, a bassline thumped like a second heartbeat. Shauna wondered what she'd gotten herself into.
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Chapter 3: Preparation
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The dorm room smelled like coconut oil and hairspray, the golden glow of sunset filtering through the blinds and painting stripes across the cluttered floor. Shauna sat on the edge of her bed, turning the scrap of fabric Jenna had given her over in her hands. It was smaller than she remembered.

"This isn't a top," Shauna said, holding it up. "This is a napkin with delusions of grandeur."

Jenna didn't even look up from where she was painting her nails a deep plum. "It's called fashion, Snow. Pair it with those jeans you wear to death and you'll look..." She finally glanced over, taking in Shauna's bare face and messy ponytail. "Oh hell no. We're fixing this first."

Shauna opened her mouth to protest, but Jenna was already rummaging through her makeup bag with the focus of a general preparing for battle.

"Eyes closed," Jenna ordered, brandishing a fluffy brush.

Shauna obeyed, feeling the soft bristles dust something warm across her eyelids. "You're not going to make me look like a clown, are you?"

"Only if you keep talking." Jenna's voice was dry, but Shauna could hear the smirk in it. "Now hold still. I'm trying to make you look like you belong at a party, not a PTA meeting."

The rhythmic sound of the brush against skin filled the room for a moment before Shauna spoke again. "So what's the deal with these ΚΕΛ guys anyway? Besides the obvious."

Jenna paused. "What obvious?"

"You know." Shauna waved a hand. "The whole... historically Black fraternity thing."

"You mean the thing that's apparently been keeping you up at night?" Jenna tapped the brush against Shauna's cheekbone. "Relax. They're just guys. Loud, obnoxious, occasionally smell like Axe body spray - but just guys."

Shauna peeked one eye open. "You're forgetting the part where I might be the only white girl there."

"And?" Jenna met her gaze steadily. "You think they've never seen a blonde before? Please. Half of them probably had a Taylor Swift phase in high school."

Shauna snorted, the tension in her shoulders easing slightly. Jenna went back to work, her movements precise.

"Seriously though," Jenna continued, "they're not going to bite. Well, unless you ask nicely." She winked, and Shauna groaned.

"You're impossible!" Shauna blushed.

"And you're about to look amazing." Jenna stepped back, surveying her work. "There. Now you don't look like you just came from Sunday school."

Shauna turned to the mirror and barely recognized herself. Her eyes looked bigger, her cheekbones more defined. The subtle shimmer on her lids caught the light when she blinked.

"Okay," she admitted. "That's... actually really good."

"Of course it is." Jenna tossed her the crop top. "Now put this on before I change my mind about helping you."

As Shauna changed, Jenna rummaged through her closet, emerging with a pair of platform sneakers. "Wear these. They'll make your legs look killer."

Shauna eyed them skeptically. "Since when are you my fairy godmother?"

"Since always." Jenna grinned. "Someone's got to save you from yourself."

They finished getting ready in comfortable silence, the only sounds the rustle of fabric and the occasional snort of laughter when Shauna nearly toppled over trying to walk in the unfamiliar shoes. Outside, the cicadas sang their evening song, and the distant thump of bass from somewhere on campus promised the night was just beginning.

Jenna sprayed a final cloud of setting mist over both of them before grabbing her purse. "Ready?"

Shauna took a deep breath, smoothing her hands over the ridiculous, wonderful outfit. "As I'll ever be."

The door clicked shut behind them, the sound final and full of possibility.
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Chapter 4: Into the Lion's Den
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The bass dropped so hard Shauna could feel it through the sidewalk before they even turned the corner. Purple and gold strobe lights spilled from the windows of what looked like an old Victorian house, its wrap-around porch crowded with students. The ΚΕΛ fraternity house stood three stories tall, paint peeling around the edges but somehow still magnificent against the New Orleans night sky.

"Stop fidgeting," Jenna said, swatting Shauna's hand away from the hem of her barely-there top. "You look hot. Own it."

Shauna's stomach fluttered as they approached the house. The platform sneakers Jenna had lent her gave her an extra three inches of height but made her feel like a newborn giraffe. Every few steps, she'd wobble slightly, which only added to her nervousness.

"Everyone's staring," Shauna whispered, her cheeks flushed with heat that had nothing to do with the Louisiana humidity.

Jenna rolled her eyes. "Of course they are. We're gorgeous." She adjusted her purple halter top, the fabric clinging to every curve. "Besides, they're probably just wondering if you're lost."

"That's not helping!"

"Wasn't trying to." Jenna grinned and looped her arm through Shauna's. "Come on. If we don't get inside soon, I might actually melt."

The front porch steps creaked beneath their feet as they climbed. A mountain of a guy wearing a ΚΕΛ shirt stood at the door, arms crossed over his chest like he was guarding Fort Knox instead of a college party. His eyes widened slightly at the sight of Shauna, but he recovered quickly.

"Jenna," he nodded, his deep voice rumbling over the music. "Who's your friend?"

"This is Shauna. She's my roommate." Jenna gave him a look that dared him to say something. "Shauna, this is Marcus. He thinks he's tough."

Marcus's serious expression cracked into a grin. "Only when I'm on door duty, J." He stepped aside, gesturing dramatically. "Welcome to the lion's den, ladies."

The inside of the house was a kaleidoscope of sensations. Multicoloured lights strobed across a sea of bodies dancing to a beat that seemed to live in the walls themselves. The smell of cologne, perfume, and something spicy cooking in the kitchen mingled in the air. Shauna had been to parties before—her high school had its fair share of basement gatherings—but this was different. This was alive.

"First stop, drinks!" Jenna shouted over the music, tugging Shauna through the crowd. Bodies pressed against them as they navigated the packed living room, the floor sticky beneath their shoes.

In the kitchen, red cups lined the counters like soldiers awaiting deployment. A guy in a backward cap was mixing something in a punch bowl that glowed an unnatural shade of blue under the black light.

"Yo, Jenna!" He grinned, revealing a row of perfect white teeth. "Who's your friend?"

"This is getting repetitive," Jenna muttered. Louder, she said, "Shauna, this is DeAndre. He's the social chair, which means he's responsible for whatever's in that toxic waste you call punch."

DeAndre clutched his chest in mock offense. "Toxic? Baby, this is ambrosia. The drink of the gods." He ladled some into two cups and handed them over. "Try it, Goldilocks. I promise it won't bite."

Shauna accepted the cup, trying not to wince at the nickname. "Thanks." She sniffed it cautiously—fruity, with an undercurrent of what smelled like pure ethanol. She made a mental note not to drink too much of whatever this was tonight.

"Don't think about it too much," Jenna advised, taking a long sip of her own. "Just down it and pray."

Shauna took a tentative sip and nearly choked. The punch tasted like Hawaiian fruit punch, cheap vodka, and what she imagined rocket fuel might taste like. "Oh my God," she coughed. "What's in this?"

DeAndre laughed, the sound rich and warm despite the kitchen's chaos. "Family secret. Been passed down through ΚΕΛ for generations."

"Translation: whatever was on sale at the liquor store," Jenna stage-whispered.

"I heard that!" DeAndre pointed accusingly, but his eyes danced with amusement. "Just for that, no seconds for you."

"Fine by me," Jenna snorted, then turned to Shauna. "Come on, let's dance before this hits and I forget how to use my legs."

They pushed their way back to the living room where furniture had been pushed against the walls to create a makeshift dance floor. The DJ—a serious-looking guy with headphones practically grafted to his skull—was mixing something that made the crowd roar with approval.

"This is my song!" Jenna exclaimed, though Shauna suspected she would have said that regardless of what was playing. Jenna began to move, her body finding the rhythm effortlessly, hips swaying to the beat.

Shauna stood awkwardly for a moment, cup clutched to her chest like a shield. Around her, everyone seemed to know exactly what to do, their bodies speaking a language she hadn't fully learned yet. She took another sip of the blue concoction, the burn less shocking this time, and felt warmth spread through her limbs.

"You gonna stand there all night, Snow?" A familiar voice said close to her ear. Dante, the fraternity president she'd met on the quad, stood beside her, looking unfairly good in a simple black t-shirt and jeans.

Shauna felt her face heat up. "I'm just... observing the cultural dynamics."

Dante threw his head back and laughed. "Is that what they call it in Missouri? Look, it's not that complicated." He gestured to the crowd. "Music plays. You move. Preferably to the beat, but we're not picky."

"I know how to dance," Shauna protested, though her stiff posture suggested otherwise.

"Prove it," Dante challenged, his eyes glinting in the pulsing lights.

Maybe it was the punch, or maybe it was the way he looked at her—like he didn't expect her to accept—but Shauna found herself handing her cup to Jenna and stepping into the crowd. The bass thrummed through her like a second heartbeat as she closed her eyes and let the music wash over her.

At first, her movements were stiff, self-conscious. But gradually, as the song shifted to something slower, more hypnotic, she felt her body loosen. The rhythm found its way into her bones, guiding her hips, her shoulders, her feet. She opened her eyes to find Dante watching her, surprise etched across his features.

"What?" she asked, continuing to move.

"Nothing." He shook his head, smiling. "Just didn't expect the girl from Branson to have rhythm."

"There's a lot you don't know about me," Shauna replied, surprised by her own boldness.

Dante stepped closer, moving in sync with her. "I'm starting to get that impression."

Time seemed to blur as they danced, the music shifting seamlessly from one track to the next. Shauna caught glimpses of Jenna throughout the night—dancing with a tall guy in the corner, later laughing with DeAndre in the kitchen, then deep in conversation with a girl on the stairs. Each time, Jenna would catch her eye and flash a thumbs up, mouthing "GET IT" with exaggerated enthusiasm. But Shauna wasn’t sure exactly what she wanted.

Eventually, the need for air became too strong to ignore. "I need a break," Shauna shouted over the music, fanning herself with her hand.

Dante nodded, taking her elbow to guide her through the crush of bodies. "Come on, I know a spot."

He led her past the kitchen, through a narrow hallway, and out onto a small back porch. The night air felt blissfully cool against her flushed skin, the music now a distant thump rather than an all-consuming force. Fairy lights strung along the railing cast a soft glow over the wooden deck.

"Better?" Dante asked as Shauna leaned against the railing, breathing deeply.

"Much. I think my eardrums will thank you tomorrow." She pushed damp hair away from her forehead. "Do you guys always party this hard?"

Dante shrugged, joining her at the railing. "Nah, this is actually pretty tame. Wait till Homecoming."

"Tame? There's a guy doing a handstand on your coffee table in there."

"That's just Reggie. He's a gymnast. Or was, until he discovered that blue stuff DeAndre makes." Dante laughed, the sound warm in the quiet night. "So, what brings a girl from Branson to Xavier? Besides our legendary parties, of course."

Shauna smiled, tracing patterns in the condensation on the porch railing. "The pharmacy program. It's one of the best in the country."

"Smart and can dance. Interesting combination."

"I contain multitudes," Shauna quipped, quoting Walt Whitman.

Dante raised an eyebrow. "Did you just quote nineteenth-century poetry at a frat party?"

"Maybe." She bit her lip. "Is that weird?"

"Nah, it's..." he paused, considering. "Refreshing. Most people come to these things to leave their brains at the door."

A comfortable silence fell between them, broken only by the muffled bass from inside and the distant sound of cicadas in the trees. Shauna stole a glance at Dante's profile—the strong line of his jaw, the way the fairy lights reflected in his dark eyes. He wasn't what she'd expected. None of this was.

"Can I ask you something?" she said finally. "Why'd you invite me here? I mean, I'm not exactly your typical guest."

Dante turned to face her, leaning one hip against the railing. "What, because you're white?"

Shauna flushed. "Well... yeah."

"First off, Jenna invited you, not me." His tone was matter-of-fact, not unkind. "Second, ΚΕΛ isn't about exclusion. It was founded because Black men were excluded from white fraternities, not because we wanted to keep others out." He gestured toward the house. "Our doors are open to anyone who wants to understand us, not just gawk."

"I'm not gawking," Shauna protested.

Dante's expression softened. "No, you're not. That's why you're out here having a real conversation instead of taking selfies inside to show how 'cultured' you are."

The back door swung open before Shauna could respond, and Jace stumbled out, his NASCAR hat askew.

"There you are!" he exclaimed, pointing dramatically at Dante. "Man, we got a situation. Some Omega Phi dudes crashed, and Marcus is about to throw down."

Dante straightened immediately, all traces of relaxation vanishing. "Shit. Alright, I'm coming." He turned to Shauna. "Duty calls. You good out here?"

"I should probably find Jenna anyway," Shauna nodded.

"I think I saw her upstairs with Tyler," Jace offered, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.

Dante shot him a look. "Not helpful, man." To Shauna, he added, "Stay put, okay? Let me handle this, then I'll help you find her."

They disappeared inside, leaving Shauna alone with the fairy lights and crickets. She stayed there for a moment, replaying their conversation in her mind. There was something about Dante that intrigued her—a depth behind his easy confidence, a thoughtfulness she hadn't expected.

The relative quiet was shattered by raised voices from inside, followed by the distinct sound of something breaking. Shauna pushed off from the railing. Staying put suddenly seemed less appealing.

She navigated back through the hallway, which was now significantly more crowded as partygoers pressed toward the front of the house. Through gaps between bodies, she caught glimpses of what appeared to be a standoff in the living room—Marcus and another guy she didn't recognize, squaring up while Dante stood between them, hands raised.

"Shauna!" Jenna's voice cut through the chaos. Her roommate was descending the stairs, hair slightly mussed but expression alert. "There you are. Come on, we should bounce."

"What's happening?" Shauna asked as Jenna grabbed her wrist, pulling her toward a side door she hadn't noticed before.

"Omega Phi guys showed up uninvited. They do this sometimes—try to start shit to get ΚΕΛ in trouble with the administration." Jenna navigated expertly through the kitchen and out the side door into an alley between houses. "Best to get clear before campus security shows up."

"But what about..." Shauna glanced back at the house, thinking of Dante.

"The guys can handle themselves," Jenna assured her. "Trust me, this isn't their first rodeo."

They half-walked, half-jogged across the back lawn and through a gap in the hedge that separated the property from the next street over. Only when they were several blocks away did Jenna slow to a walk, laughing as she caught her breath.
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Chapter 5: Escaped
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"Well, that was exciting!" she declared, linking her arm through Shauna's. "What did you think of your first ΚΕΛ experience?"

Shauna's head spun with impressions—the music that seemed to live inside her bones, DeAndre's mysterious blue punch, the fairy lights on the back porch, Dante's thoughtful eyes. "It was... not what I expected."

"Nothing ever is," Jenna replied sagely. Then, with a mischievous grin: "So, I saw you disappeared with Dante for a while. Spill."

"We just talked," Shauna protested, though she couldn't keep the smile from her face. She liked him. But honestly, Shauna had found a lot of the guys handsome.

"Mm-hmm. Just talked." Jenna mimicked her tone. "In the middle of the hottest party of the semester, the president of ΚΕΛ 'just talked' with the new white girl from Missouri."

"It wasn't like that," Shauna insisted, though she wasn't entirely sure what 'it' was. "He was just being nice."

"Dante doesn't do 'just nice' without a reason." Jenna gave her a knowing look. "Trust me, I've known him since freshman orientation. That boy is calculating in everything he does."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

Jenna shrugged, her expression softening. "Just be careful, okay? I like you, Snow. I don't want to see you get hurt."

They walked in silence for a moment, the sounds of the party fading behind them, replaced by the night chorus of New Orleans—distant jazz, laughter from an open window, the clop of a horse-drawn carriage on a nearby street.

"So," Shauna said finally, eager to change the subject. "Who's Tyler?"

Jenna's laugh echoed in the warm night air. "Now that is a long story that requires late-night pizza and possibly more of DeAndre's blue death punch." She glanced at her watch. "Deli Mart on Carrollton is still open. You up for a detour?"

Shauna considered her aching feet, the potential drama back at the frat house, the way her heart still raced from dancing. From talking with Dante. From the sheer adrenaline of being somewhere new, doing something different.

"Absolutely," she decided, bumping her shoulder against Jenna's. "I want to hear everything."

As they changed direction, heading toward the promise of greasy food and good stories, Shauna's phone buzzed in her pocket. A text from an unknown number:

Sorry about the chaos. Didn't get to finish our conversation. Raincheck? - D

Jenna peered over her shoulder. "Well, well, well." Her smile was positively wicked. "Looks like Snow White caught the big bad wolf's attention after all."

Shauna tucked the phone away, trying and failing to suppress her smile. Whatever she'd expected when she stepped off that plane in New Orleans, it certainly wasn't this. But as the streetlights cast long shadows on the sidewalk ahead, she couldn't help feeling like she was exactly where she was supposed to be—stepping into a story that was just beginning.

"Come on," Jenna urged, tugging her along. "If we hurry, we can get the last of the garlic knots before they close."

The night stretched before them, full of possibilities, as Shauna let herself be pulled forward into whatever came next.
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Chapter 6: Deepening Connections


[image: ]


The library's third-floor study room hummed with the quiet energy of students cramming before midterms. Shauna chewed on the end of her highlighter, her gaze flitting between the organic chemistry diagram and the captivating trio across the table. Jace, with his easy grin and the way his baseball cap framed his face, exuded a playful charm that made her smile. DeAndre, intensely focused on the textbook, had a sharp intellect that she found surprisingly magnetic.

"I'm pretty sure this textbook is written in a different language," Shauna muttered, pushing it away with a dramatic sigh, hoping to catch one of their eyes.

DeAndre, ever the attentive one, snatched it up immediately, his brow furrowed in concentration. "See? The nucleophile attacks from this angle. Your book's just making it look complicated with all these extra lines." The way his fingers traced the diagrams was surprisingly mesmerizing.

Jace rolled his eyes playfully, but his gaze lingered on Shauna for a moment, a teasing glint in his eyes. "Don't listen to him. Last month he tried to argue that mitochondria were a government conspiracy."

"And yet," DeAndre retorted, a mischievous smile spreading across his face as he offered the bag of Hot Cheetos to Shauna. "You still can't explain their endosymbiotic origin." Their fingers brushed as she took a Cheeto, a tiny spark of connection in the fluorescent light.

Shauna laughed, the sound a little breathier than necessary. What had started as a desperate plea for help with chemistry had turned into these regular, highly enjoyable study sessions with the ΚΕΛ brothers - though "studying" often meant more lively banter and shared snacks than actual molecular structures. Each of them brought something different to the table, and she found herself drawn to each of their unique energies.

The door clicked open, and Dante leaned against the frame, a picture of effortless cool as he balanced two iced coffees. "Am I interrupting the intellectual powerhouse?" His eyes met hers, a warm, knowing look that made her heart skip a beat.

"Only if you brought the answer key," Jace quipped, but his attention was clearly on Dante now, a friendly rivalry in the air.

Dante set one coffee in front of Shauna - no sugar, extra cream, exactly how she liked it - his thoughtfulness a silent compliment. As he slid into the chair beside her, his knee brushed hers under the table, a fleeting but noticeable contact that sent a little shiver of awareness through her. She didn't pull away.

"So you all actually live together?" Shauna asked later, her gaze sweeping over the three of them as they packed up. "The whole fraternity in one house?" The thought of the dynamic within that house was undeniably intriguing.

Dante zipped his backpack with a sharp tug, his movements precise and confident. "Twenty of us. Rooms rotate by seniority and GPA."

"GPA determines your room?" Shauna raised an eyebrow, impressed by their academic focus. She glanced at Jace, wondering where he usually landed in the rankings.

"ΚΕΛ rule," DeAndre said, tossing his trash with a wink in Jace's direction. "Bottom two grades each semester get basement duty. No windows, just mildew and life regrets." He grinned, but there was a hint of seriousness beneath the teasing.

Shauna blinked, a playful shiver tracing her spine. "That's... intense." She looked at Jace, a silent question in her eyes about his basement-avoidance strategies.

"Nah, it's survival," Jace said, stretching until his shirt rode up just enough to reveal a hint of tanned skin. Shauna's gaze lingered for a moment, appreciating the view. "You ever seen a ΚΕΛ brother fail a class? We don't. Can't afford to." There was a shared pride in his voice that she found undeniably attractive.

Dante fell into step beside her as they left the library, the warm night air carrying the sweet scent of magnolias. "You're quiet." His presence beside her was a comfortable weight.

"Just thinking," Shauna said, tilting her head back and catching Dante's eye, then letting her gaze drift towards where Jace and DeAndre were walking a few steps ahead. "About how wrong I was."

"About?" Dante's voice was low, intimate.

"Everything." She gestured vaguely, a soft smile playing on her lips as she thought of all three of them. "What Greek life meant. What I thought I'd find here."

Dante's smile was slow and knowing, and she wondered if he sensed the shift in her perspective, the burgeoning attraction she felt for him and his friends. "And what did you find?"

Shauna met his gaze, a newfound confidence blooming within her. "Something better." Or rather, multiple people who were better than just a pleasant surprise, she amended silently. Her mind began flitting to Jace's easy charm and DeAndre's focused intensity as well.

A shout from across the quad interrupted their conversation. Marcus waved urgently near the humanities building. Dante sighed, a hint of resignation in his tone. "Duty calls. Walk you back?"

"I'm good," Shauna said, a genuine smile gracing her lips. "Think I'll stay out a while longer." The night air felt alive with possibilities, and she wasn't quite ready to go back to her quiet dorm room just yet.

As Dante jogged away, Shauna pulled out her phone. She had three texts from Jenna:

U alive?

Helloooo

If you're making out with Dante in a library carrel at least send pics

Shauna grinned, a mischievous glint in her eyes. She typed a playful reply as she started walking, her gaze drifting towards the direction Jace and DeAndre had gone. The campus stretched before her, no longer intimidating but a playground of intriguing possibilities. She belonged here - not despite being different, but because of it. And that, she realized with a thrill, was a lesson learned with the delightful assistance of three very captivating men.
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Chapter 7: Next Weekend
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The invitation had been casual, tossed off by Jace as they’d all ambled out of their Tuesday evening study group: "Hey, Snow, we're probably just gonna chill at the house this weekend. You should come by if you're not doing anything."

"Snow" had stuck, much to Jenna's amusement and Shauna's initial mild annoyance. But hearing it from Jace, a playful lilt in his voice, made her cheeks warm in a way that wasn't entirely unpleasant. She'd mumbled a noncommittal "Maybe," but the truth was, the idea had taken root and blossomed throughout the week.

Friday night found her navigating the slightly chaotic energy of the ΚΕΛ house. Music pulsed softly from the living room, a mix of indie rock and something with a heavy bassline. Guys lounged on mismatched furniture, some playing video games, others locked in animated conversations. It felt less like a fraternity house from the movies and more like a slightly messy, very social dorm room.

She found DeAndre in the kitchen, meticulously arranging snacks on a platter. "Hey, Snow," he greeted her, a genuine smile lighting up his face. "Glad you made it. Want a sparkling water? We've got, like, twelve different flavours." As he held up two bottles, his fingers brushed hers, a fleeting touch that made her breath catch for a moment. She politely declined. They chatted easily about a documentary he’d watched, his enthusiasm for obscure scientific facts somehow endearing. His gaze held hers a beat longer than necessary, a subtle undercurrent of interest in his dark eyes.

Later, she found herself on the porch swing with Jace. The night air was cool against her skin, and the porch light cast long shadows. He strummed a few chords on a guitar, a soft, melancholic melody. "So, Snow," he said, his voice low, "Jenna tells me you're not actually made of ice." He leaned closer, a teasing grin on his lips. "Disappointing. I was hoping for some cool superpowers." His playful banter was easy, and she found herself laughing, the sound light and carefree. His arm rested casually along the back of the swing, his fingers occasionally brushing her hair.

Dante found her in the living room, amidst a lively debate about the merits of different pizza toppings. He’d been quieter than the others all evening, observing with an amused expression. He gestured for her to follow him out to the small balcony overlooking the backyard. The noise faded behind them. "It's a bit of a zoo in there," he said, leaning against the railing beside her. The scent of sandalwood and something uniquely him filled the small space. "So, Snow," he began, his voice a smooth murmur, "what's the verdict on the ΚΕΛ experience so far?" His gaze was direct, intense, making her feel like she was the only person in the world at that moment.

“I love it. You guys are so nice!” She conveniently left out the part about how handsome she also found them.

—-
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IT WAS DEANDRE WHO finally dropped the conversational bomb. They were all sprawled on the living room floor, a half-finished game of cards abandoned beside them. DeAndre, ever the direct one, looked at her with an innocent curiosity that she didn’t quite trust. "So, Snow," he began, a mischievous glint in his eyes, "out of all of us... who's your favourite?"

A blush bloomed across Shauna’s cheeks, hot and sudden. Her heart hammered against her ribs. "I... I don't know!" she stammered, avoiding eye contact with all three of them. The question hung in the air, thick with unspoken possibilities.

It was Jace who broke the awkward silence, a wide, roguish grin spreading across his face. "Well, Snow," he drawled, leaning back on his elbows, "if you can't decide... why not try us all?"

A wave of surprised laughter rippled through the room. One of the other guys, a burly lineman she vaguely knew as Mark, choked on his soda. "Come on, man!" he exclaimed, though there was a hint of amusement in his voice.

Shauna’s embarrassment flared, a familiar heat creeping up her neck. Her eyes darted between the three of them, searching for mockery or judgment. But DeAndre just smirked, Dante’s lips twitched with a suppressed smile, and Jace simply winked, utterly unrepentant.

The blush lingered on her cheeks for the rest of the evening, a constant reminder of the audacious suggestion. Back in her quiet dorm room later that night, replaying the scene in her head, the initial shock began to fade. The teasing hadn't felt malicious, more like a boundary-pushing joke amongst friends – albeit a very forward one.

And later that night, as she drifted off to sleep, a curious thought took root. What if they hadn't been entirely joking? What if, beneath the laughter and the playful bravado, there had been a genuine, albeit outrageous, offer?

The idea was both scandalous and undeniably intriguing. A thrill, sharp and unexpected, ran through her. She pushed the thought away, telling herself it was just late, and her mind was playing tricks.

But the question lingered, a tiny seed of curiosity planted in the fertile ground of her unexpected connections with the ΚΕΛ brothers. And she couldn’t help but wonder, just a little, if they had actually meant it.
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Chapter 8: Arranged
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The memory of Jace’s audacious suggestion replayed in Shauna’s mind like a favourite song she couldn’t quite get out of her head. The casualness of his delivery, the shared laughter that followed – it all swirled within her, a potent cocktail of embarrassment and burgeoning curiosity. She found herself increasingly lost in thought, the "what ifs" of the situation taking root and spreading like vines.

A quiet corner of the library became her refuge, not for studying organic chemistry anymore, but for surreptitiously scrolling through images of interracial couples online. There was a certain beauty, a vibrant tapestry woven from different backgrounds, that resonated with the unexpected connections she was forging.

Her newfound preoccupation began to bleed into her academics. While she still diligently attended classes and tried her best to focus, her mind often wandered. Lectures became backdrops for elaborate daydreams, the faces of Jace, DeAndre, and Dante flickering behind her eyelids. She found herself having to ask professors for clarification more often, her notes peppered with question marks beside concepts she’d only half-heard.

The internal debate raged within her. Were they serious? Had it just been a joke? The only way to know for sure was to ask. The opportunity arose during their usual Thursday afternoon study session. DeAndre was meticulously going over reaction mechanisms, while Jace idly flipped through a magazine, a smirk occasionally playing on his lips.

Taking a deep breath, Shauna plunged in. "Hey," she began, her voice a little shaky. "About... about what Jace said the other night."

DeAndre looked up, his brow furrowed in concentration. "About what? The mitochondria thing again? Because I stand by my..."

"No," Shauna interrupted, a blush already creeping up her neck. She glanced at Jace, who had finally put down his magazine, a curious expression on his face. "About... the... the 'try us all' thing." She hardly got the words out of her mouth.

A beat of silence hung in the air. Both guys looked at her, a flicker of confusion in their eyes. "Try us all...?" DeAndre repeated slowly, as if the words were foreign. They genuinely seemed lost.

Shauna’s cheeks burned. She wanted the floor to swallow her whole. "You know," she mumbled, avoiding their gazes. "When I said I didn't know who my favourite was..."

Jace’s eyes widened, a slow dawning of understanding spreading across his face. He exchanged a quick glance with DeAndre, a suppressed smile playing on his lips. "Oh," he said, a playful glint returning to his eyes. "Oh! That!"

DeAndre chuckled softly, shaking his head. "What did you want to know about it, Snow?"

“If you were being serious... like... would you actually do that sort of thing?” she hesitated, nervously trailing off by the end of her sentence.

The two guys looked at each other, and started to chuckle again. “Are you... are you being serious, Snow?” DeAndre and Jace laughed.

Shauna nodded miserably, unable to meet their gaze. This was getting more embarrassing for her, now. The silence stretched, punctuated only by the rustling of Jace’s magazine.

Finally, Jace let out a raucous laugh, a genuine, unrestrained sound that made Shauna flinch. DeAndre joined in a moment later, and the sound echoed in the quiet study room. Shame washed over her. They were making fun of her.

"Hey, hey," Jace said, his laughter subsiding as he noticed her discomfort. He leaned forward, his expression sincere. "We're not laughing at you, Snow. More like... at the sheer audacity of it all."

DeAndre nodded in agreement. "Yeah, it's... unexpected. But seriously, we weren't just blowing smoke. The guys... well, some of the guys, I think they'd be open to it."

Soon, the embarrassment subsided, as everyone calmed down. Somehow, they eventually went back to studying. But they’d never forget that conversation.

—-
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THE CONVERSATION SHIFTED later that evening. After a few hushed texts, a small group of ΚΕΛ brothers gathered in a less-used common room at the house. Dante was there, along with Mark, and of course Jace and DeAndre as well. The atmosphere was a mix of nervous anticipation and hushed excitement.

Shauna, feeling a strange blend of terror and exhilaration, finally voiced the practicalities that had been nagging at her. "So... how would this actually work?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "And... no one else can know about this. Absolutely no one."

A thoughtful silence descended upon the group. Then, Dante spoke, his voice calm and measured. "Fall Holiday is coming up, right? Early October."

Jace nodded. "Yeah, next weekend."

"A lot of people will be heading home," Dante continued. "Visiting family for the long weekend. Shauna, I remember you saying you're staying here until the end of the semester."

Shauna nodded. This was true.

"Most of us locals will be around anyway," DeAndre added. "And there's nothing officially planned at the house that weekend. A few of the out-of-town guys are going back."

A plan began to form in the air, unspoken but understood. Less people in the house meant more space, more privacy.

"So," Shauna said, her heart pounding in her chest, "are you all... serious about this? Everyone here?"

One by one, the guys in the room nodded, their expressions a mixture of excitement and a surprising level of earnestness.

"Seriously in," Mark affirmed, a grin spreading across his face.

"Don't tell anyone outside of this room," Dante emphasized, his gaze sweeping over each of them. A silent oath of secrecy was exchanged.

Shauna left the ΚΕΛ house that night under a sky dusted with early autumn stars. The cool air did little to quell the heat that had taken root within her. Nervousness churned in her stomach, a frantic counterpoint to the dizzying anticipation that filled her with a strange, electric energy. The casual suggestion had somehow morphed into a tangible possibility, an uncharted territory she was about to explore. And as she walked back to her dorm, the weight of their arranged encounter settled upon her, heavy with the promise of the unknown.

She wondered if she’d be able to keep this secret from Jenna.
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Chapter 9: Let’s Do This
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The crisp autumn air carried the scent of woodsmoke and fallen leaves as Shauna walked the quiet path to the ΚΕΛ house, her breath forming pale clouds in the twilight. Fall break had emptied the campus, leaving only the rustle of dry foliage beneath her sneakers and the distant echo of her own heartbeat in her ears.

She'd spent three days preparing for this. Three days of staring at her closet, of trying on and discarding outfits, of tracing the lace edges of the black lingerie she'd secretly bought downtown—the delicate fabric whispering against her skin like a promise. Three nights lying awake, imagining how their hands might feel, how their voices would sound in the dark.

Now, standing before the familiar porch, she adjusted the belt of her trench coat—the cream coloured sweater beneath it soft against her bare arms, the dark jeans hugging every curve. And on her feet, her stiletto heels made her feel like she had a secret weapon.

The door opened before she could knock.

Jace leaned against the frame, his usual baseball cap absent, dark curls slightly mussed. His gaze travelled down her body with deliberate slowness. "Snow," he murmured, the single syllable curling around her like smoke.

Behind him, the house was quiet—no pounding music, no raucous laughter. Just the warm glow of lamplight and the faintest trace of sandalwood in the air. DeAndre, Mark and Dante stood in the living room, their conversation halting as she stepped inside.

Dante was the first to move, crossing the space with that effortless grace that always made her mouth go dry. He took her coat, his fingers brushing the nape of her neck, lingering just a second too long. "You look..." His voice dipped. "Different."

Shauna's pulse fluttered. The way they were looking at her—no teasing now, just raw, undisguised hunger—sent heat pooling low in her belly.

DeAndre handed her a glass of wine, his fingers skimming hers. "Nervous?"

She took a sip, the rich red bursting across her tongue. "A little." The admission slipped out before she could stop it.

Jace's laugh was warm against her ear as he leaned in. "Don't be. We've been thinking about this all week." His breath ghosted over her skin. "Haven't we, boys?"

Dante's jaw tightened. DeAndre's gaze darkened. Mark inspected her from head to toe. The air between them crackled.

They moved to the living room—the same mismatched furniture rearranged into something more intimate, the coffee table cleared except for a few flickering candles that cast dancing shadows across their faces. Shauna sat on the edge of the couch, acutely aware of how close Dante was beside her, his thigh nearly touching hers. Jace took the armchair opposite, his usual playful smirk replaced by something more intense. DeAndre and Mark remained standing. DeAndre was swirling his wine with a studied casualness.

The silence stretched, thick with anticipation.

It was DeAndre who finally broke it, setting his glass down with a soft clink. "So," he said, his voice rough at the edges, "are you ready for this?"

Shauna's fingers tightened around her wine. She could feel four pairs of eyes tracing the rapid rise and fall of her chest, the flush creeping up her throat.

Jace leaned forward, elbows on his knees. "Because if you're not—"

"I am." The words left her lips before she could second-guess them.

A beat of silence. Then Dante's hand found hers, his thumb stroking her knuckles. "Tell us what you want, Shauna." His voice was low, commanding. "Right now."

Her mouth went dry. The fantasy that had haunted her dreams was unfolding in real time, and yet—

"Start slow," she whispered. She knew this might prove overwhelming.

Jace's grin returned, wicked and knowing. He stood, crossing to kneel before her. "Slow we can do." His hands settled on her knees, spreading them just enough to step between. "But first..." His fingers found the strap of her high heels. "Let's get you out of these."

One shoe hit the floor with a soft thud. Then the other. Shauna's breath came faster as Jace's palms slid up her calves, and as she adjusted herself back to give him more room to work, her sweater rode up and revealed her midsection.

A sharp inhale from Dante. A muttered curse from DeAndre.

Jace's fingers paused at the button of her jeans. His eyes locked onto hers, asking a silent question.

Shauna nodded.

The rasp of the zipper was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Jace tugged the denim down her legs, his breath hitching as the panties portion of her lingerie set came into view—the delicate black lace cupping her hips, the thin straps framing her thighs.

"Fuck," DeAndre breathed.

Dante's hand tightened around hers as Jace traced the lace edge with one finger, his touch feather-light. "You wore this for us?"

Shauna bit her lip, nodding.

Jace's smile turned predatory. He glanced over his shoulder at the others. "I think it's time we showed our appreciation."

Dante stood abruptly, pulling Shauna up with him. His mouth found hers in a searing kiss, all heat and possession. Behind her, DeAndre's hands settled on her hips, his lips brushing the sensitive spot below her ear.

Jace remained on his knees, watching with dark eyes as his fingers traced higher up her thigh. "Tell us to stop," he murmured against her skin.

Shauna arched into Dante's kiss, her fingers reaching behind her head, grazing over and through DeAndre’s hair.

She didn't.
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Chapter 10: Filled
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The room felt like it was spinning, or maybe it was just Shauna’s head. Dante’s lips were still on hers, possessive and demanding, while DeAndre’s breath warmed the nape of her neck, his hands sliding around her waist to pull her closer. Jace’s fingers lingered on her thigh, teasing the edge of her lace lingerie, and she could feel Mark’s heated gaze from across the room, watching every move like a predator waiting for its moment.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” Dante murmured against her lips, his voice rough and low. His hands slid up her sides, grazing the edge of her sweater, and she shivered at the contact.

Shauna’s heart raced, her chest rising and falling rapidly as DeAndre’s lips trailed down the back of her neck, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her gasp. “You’re everywhere,” she whispered, her voice trembling with a mix of nerves and desire.

“That’s the point,” Jace said with a low chuckle, his fingers now tracing the lace edge of her panties. “We’re all going to take care of you, Snow. Let us.”

She couldn’t think straight—not with Dante’s hands moving higher, pushing her sweater up just enough to reveal the black lace bra she’d chosen specifically for this moment. His eyes darkened as he took in the sight, his fingers brushing over the delicate fabric. “Beautiful,” he murmured, more to himself than to her.

DeAndre’s hands were at her hips, his thumbs tracing circles just above the waistband of her panties. “How long have you been thinking about this, Shauna?” His voice was soft, almost teasing, but there was an edge to it that made her stomach flip.

“Too long,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mark finally stepped forward, his presence commanding as he circled around to face her. “Let’s see more of you,” he said, his tone firm but not unkind. He reached for the hem of her sweater, his eyes locking onto hers as he waited for her approval.

Shauna nodded, her breath catching as he slowly pulled the sweater over her head, leaving her in nothing but the delicate lace set. The room seemed to grow warmer, the air thick with anticipation as they all took her in—every curve, every inch of exposed skin. The attraction felt magnetic, now.

Jace’s hands moved higher, slipping under the edge of her panties, and Shauna’s knees nearly buckled. “You’re so soft,” he murmured, his voice husky. “And you’re all ours tonight.”

Dante’s lips found hers again, this time softer, more insistent, as if he was trying to convey something words couldn’t. DeAndre’s hands were on her back now, unhooking her bra with practiced ease, and the cool air against her skin made her gasp.

Mark’s fingers traced the curve of her shoulder, his touch feather-light but electric. “You’re perfect,” he said, his voice low and reverent. “Absolutely perfect.”

Shauna’s head was spinning, her body alive with sensation as they surrounded her, each of them touching her in different ways, each of them making her feel things she hadn’t dared to imagine.

Jace’s lips brushed her inner thigh, and she shuddered, her hands gripping Dante’s shoulders for support. “You’re doing so well,” Dante murmured, his breath warm against her ear. “Just let go.”

DeAndre’s hands were on her hips again, holding her steady as Jace’s lips moved higher, his breath warm against her skin. “I’ve been thinking about this,” Jace said, his voice rough with desire. “About how you’d feel, how you’d taste.”

Shauna’s eyes fluttered shut, her body moving instinctively as Jace’s lips brushed the edge of her panties. She could feel the heat of his breath, the promise of what was to come, and it was almost too much.

Mark’s hands slid up her sides, his thumbs brushing the underside of her breasts, and she gasped, her back curving into his touch. “You’re incredible,” he said, his voice thick with admiration. “Every inch of you.”

Dante’s lips left hers, trailing down her neck to the curve of her shoulder, his teeth grazing her skin in a way that made her whimper. “Tell us what you want,” he murmured, his voice low and commanding. “Tell us, Shauna.”

She opened her eyes, meeting Dante’s gaze, then Jace’s, then Mark’s, and finally DeAndre’s. They were all watching her, waiting for her to say the word, to give them permission to take things further.

Her heart pounded in her chest, her body trembling with anticipation. “I want—” she started, her voice barely above a whisper.

But before she could finish, Jace’s lips brushed her inner thigh again, and she let out a soft moan, her hands tightening on Dante’s shoulders. “I want you,” she finally gasped, her voice breaking on the last word. “All of you!”

Dante’s lips curved into a slow smile, his hands sliding down her back to grip her hips. “Then you’ve got us,” he said, his voice filled with dark promise. “Every last one of us.”

DeAndre’s hands tightened around her waist, pulling her closer to him, while Mark’s fingers traced the curve of her jaw, his touch gentle but possessive. Jace’s lips moved higher, his breath warm against her skin, and Shauna’s head fell back, her body arching into his touch.

“Oh! Oh God!” Shauna gasped, the sensations all over her body almost proving to be too much. The men couldn’t help but smirk at each other.

The room was filled with the sound of her ragged breathing, the soft murmurs of their voices, the rustle of fabric as they moved around her. And as the last of her inhibitions fell away, Shauna let herself sink into the moment, into the sensation of being wanted, being claimed, being loved.

“We’re not going to stop,” DeAndre murmured, his lips brushing her ear. “Not until you’re completely satisfied.”

Shauna’s breath hitched, her body trembling with anticipation. “Promise?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Promise,” Dante replied, his voice low and steady. “We’re all in, Snow. All the way.”

And as their hands and lips and breath moved over her, Shauna felt herself giving in, letting go, surrendering to the moment and to the four men who were determined to make her theirs.

The night was just beginning.

—-
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SHAUNA’S BODY WAS ALIGHT, every nerve ending tingling as Dante’s lips devoured hers with a hunger that left her gasping. His hands roamed her body, possessive and demanding, while DeAndre’s breath was hot against her neck, his teeth grazing her sensitive skin. Behind her, Jace’s fingers traced the edge of her lace lingerie, teasing the sensitive flesh beneath. Mark stood just to the side, his eyes dark with desire as he watched her unravel before them.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” Dante murmured against her lips, his voice thick with need. “I’ve wanted this—wanted you—for so long.”

Shauna’s head fell back as DeAndre’s hands cupped her breasts, his thumbs brushing over her nipples through the delicate fabric. “Tell us what you want, Snow,” he growled, his voice sending shivers down her spine. He couldn’t help but give her ass a smack.

“I want you,” she gasped, her hands reaching for Dante’s shirt, tugging it over his head to reveal his toned chest. “All of you.”

Jace’s laugh was low and wicked as he moved to kneel before her again, his hands sliding up her thighs. “You heard her, boys. Let’s give her what she wants.”

Dante’s hands were on her hips, holding her steady as Jace worked her, while DeAndre’s lips moved down her throat to her collarbone, nipping and sucking at her skin. Mark stepped forward, his eyes locked on hers as he unbuttoned his jeans, before freeing his already hard cock. He stroked himself slowly, his gaze never leaving her face.

“You look so fucking good like this,” Mark said, his voice rough with desire. “About to take all of us at once.”

Shauna’s eyes fluttered shut as Jace’s tongue delved deeper, beneath her panties now. He’d pulled them to the side, and his tongue lashings were causing Shauna to feel the pressure building low in her belly. She could feel Dante’s fingers trailing down her spine, teasing the curve of her ass before he gave her a sharp slap. The sound echoed in the room, followed by Shauna’s gasp of pleasure.

“That’s it,” DeAndre murmured, his hands moving to her hips as he pressed himself against her back, letting her feel the hard length of him through his jeans. “Let us take care of you.”

Jace pulled back, his lips glistening as he looked up at her. “Ready for more?” he asked, his voice teasing.

Shauna nodded, too overwhelmed to speak, and Jace stood, moving behind her as Dante stepped forward. Dante’s hands were on her waist, lifting her easily and settling her on the edge of the thick, wooden coffee table. The cold surface against her skin was a sharp contrast to the heat of their bodies as they surrounded her.

Dante’s mouth found hers again, his kiss deep and demanding as he positioned himself between her legs. He removed the rest of his clothes, now. The men gently, playfully, fought over her. Each wanting her more. Each wanting her first.

Soon, Dante was back in front of her. He’d motioned for DeAndre to move towards her head. He reluctantly did, as he stripped himself. All the boys moved closer, each wanting a spot.

She could feel the head of Dante’s cock pressing against her entrance, the tip teasing her as he held himself there, waiting for her to give him the go-ahead.

“Please,” she whispered against his lips, her hips sliding forward, toward him.

With one smooth thrust, Dante was inside her, filling her completely. Shauna’s cry of pleasure was muffled by a kiss from one of the other guys. Dante began to move, his pace slow and deliberate. DeAndre’s hands were on her shoulders, kneading the tension from her muscles, while they continued to kiss. Mark moved to her side, his fingers trailing over her breast before pinching her nipple. The sharp sensation sent a jolt of pleasure through her, and she moaned, her fingers digging into Dante’s back.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Dante growled, his pace quickening as he drove into her deeper.

Jace’s hands were on her hips, and he began attempting to pull her back slightly so he could line himself up with her ass. The other men resisted this, wanting more of her to themselves.

Eventually, the guys put her onto her side. This way, there was more access to her. Her face moved towards DeAndre’s cock. Dante placed her top leg onto his shoulder, so he’d continue to have access to her little slit. Now, Jace could properly line up behind her. He spit on his hand, rubbing it onto his cock. Knowing she may struggle, he also spit directly on her ass, massaging it into her hole with one of his fingers.

Shauna’s breath hitched as she felt the tip of him pressing against her, and she nodded, giving him the silent permission he was waiting for. He pressed forward slowly, inch by inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her.

The feeling of being filled by both of them was overwhelming, the stretch and pressure sending waves of pleasure through her body. Shauna’s head fell back, her moans filling the room as they began to move in sync, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

“Oh fuck! Oh shit! Fuck!” She cried aloud.

“That’s it, Snow,” DeAndre murmured, his lips trailing down her neck. “Take it all.” And with that, DeAndre gently moved her head toward him. Her lips surrounded his cock. He softly helped her bob her head, so she could suck him.

Mark’s hand moved down her body, his fingers finding her tits and teasing her nipples. Flicking them. Pinching them. Even twisting them, to tease her further. The added stimulation pushed her closer to the edge, her body trembling with the force of her pleasure.

“I’m close,” she gasped, as she briefly stopped blowing DeAndre, before returning to it. She could feel as the tension coiled tighter in her belly. She was already so close, perhaps from how new and exciting this all was. Like a naughty fantasy come true.

“Come for us,” Jace growled, his thrusts becoming more erratic as he neared his own release.

Shauna’s first orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as pleasure ripped through her. Her cries of ecstasy mingled with the low groans of the men around her as they continued fucking her. None of them were ready to stop quite yet.

When they finally pulled away, Shauna’s body was limp, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She could feel how wet she was, and how much they’d each stretched her. The slick warmth served as a reminder of what they’d just done. They gathered around her, their hands gentle as they touched her, their voices low and soothing.

“You did so good, Snow,” Dante murmured, his lips brushing her forehead.

“You’re ours now,” DeAndre added, his hand resting on her hip.

Jace smirked as he looked down at her. “And we’re not done with you yet.”

Mark’s fingers trailed down her arm, his touch sending shivers through her. “Not even close.”

Shauna’s eyes fluttered shut as they began to touch her again, their hands and lips reigniting the fire in her body. She knew the night was far from over, and she was ready for whatever they had in store for her next.

Shauna’s breath hitched as Dante’s hands gripped her hips, pulling her up. Before she knew it, Mark was helping place her on the couch, turning her onto her hands and knees. The cool leather of the couch pressed against her palms, her back arching instinctively as she felt the weight of their gazes on her. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and arousal, the air electric with anticipation.

“Look at her,” Jace murmured, his voice low and rough. “Fucking perfect.”

Mark’s hand came down on her ass with a sharp smack, the sound echoing through the room. Shauna gasped, her body jolting forward, the sting sending a wave of heat straight to her core. “Such a good girl,” he growled, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her ass cheek. “Taking everything we give you.”

DeAndre’s hands slid up her thighs, spreading her wider as he positioned himself behind her. She could feel the heat of him, the hard length of his cock pressing against her entrance. “You ready for me, Snow?” he asked, his voice a dark purr.

Shauna nodded, her breath coming in shallow gasps. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need.

DeAndre didn’t wait. He pushed into her in one smooth stroke, filling her completely. Shauna cried out, her fingers clawing at the couch as he began to move, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “Fuck yeah! You are tight!” he groaned, agreeing with Dante’s earlier assessment. His hands gripped her hips tighter, pulling her back onto him with every thrust.

All Shauna could do was gasp for breath. She wanted to say something, she just didn’t know what. She could feel DeAndre so deep in her guts, it was practically knocking the air out of her lungs. She didn’t resist him. Not one bit. She submitted to him, like the good girl she was.

Mark moved in front of her, his cock already hard and dripping. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, tilting her head back so she was looking up at him. “Open up, baby,” he commanded, his voice rough with desire.

Shauna obeyed without hesitation, her lips parting as he guided his cock into her mouth. She moaned around him, the vibrations making him groan as he began to thrust into her mouth, his grip on her hair tightening. “That’s it, take it all,” he growled, his hips moving in rhythm with DeAndre’s.

Dante’s hands were on her breasts, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, making her whimper around Mark’s hard cock. “You like that, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice deep and teasing. “You love being our little slut.”

“Mhmm!” she nodded, responding eagerly. She could do little more than that.

Jace’s hands joined the fray, one sliding down her back, the other reaching between her legs to tease her clit. “She’s so wet,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “Fuck, she’s dripping.”

Shauna’s body was on fire, every touch, every thrust sending waves of pleasure crashing through her. She could feel herself getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

DeAndre’s thrusts became more erratic, his grip on her hips tightening as he felt his own release building. “I’m gonna cum,” he growled, his voice rough with need. “Where do you want it, Snow?”

Shauna pulled off Mark’s cock long enough to gasp out, “On me, please.”

DeAndre didn’t need to be told twice. With a low groan, he buried himself deep inside her, until he was ready to burst. “I’m cumming!” he suddenly announced loudly as he pulled out, stroking himself to completion. He shot his mess all over her lower back. “Fuckkkk!” he groaned, savouring every moment.

Mark continued to fill her mouth, his cock slick with her saliva. Then, Jace announced, “My turn.” His voice sounded dark and possessive. He moved behind her, replacing DeAndre, his cock sliding into her with ease. Shauna moaned, her body still sensitive from DeAndre’s pounding, the sensation of Jace filling her almost too much to bear.

Dante’s hands were back on her ass, spanking her again, the sharp sting making her cry out. “You’re taking it so well,” he said, his voice filled with arousal. “Such a good little slut.”

Jace’s fingers went back to working her clit, his touch relentless as while he fucked her from behind. “Cum for us, baby,” he murmured, his voice low and coaxing. “Let us see you fall apart.”

Shauna’s body obeyed, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave, her cries muffled as Mark and Jace still filled her from each end. Jace felt himself getting closer. She could feel him pulsing inside her, fucking her harder as she cried out and moaned. Before long, Jace’s release was soon filling her. Her eyes widened as she felt it, but with Mark’s cock in her mouth, she couldn’t protest. Jace hadn’t meant to finish yet, but seeing Shauna finish brought him all the way there.

Dante was next, and he wanted to test her oral skills. He continued stroking himself as he walked over to her. Before she knew it, his cock was sliding into her mouth right after Mark pulled out. 

“Be a good girl and take it,” he insisted, as he eagerly began to fuck her face. Her eye contact showed lots of emotions. Surprise. Desperation. Want. Submission. He couldn’t help but stare deep into them while she worked. Eye contact was such a big turn on for Dante. He wouldn’t be lasting long.

“Swallow it all,” she heard him command. Shauna obeyed, her throat working overtime as she tried to still take him deep.

“Good girl! That’s right! Like that, good girl!” Dante groaned, as his fingers ran through her hair. Shauna continued working, as his release began spilling down her throat. She took almost all of it, before she couldn’t handle anymore and he slipped out, leaving a mess on her face, too.

“Swallow,” Dante commanded again. He watched as she did.

“Good slut. Now show me,” he insisted, wanting evidence. She was hesitant, but opened up her mouth as wished. It was empty.

“Good girl. That’s our good girl,” Dante said, as he playfully patted her head as if she were their pet. Shauna wasn’t sure if she was more aroused, or humiliated. And that may have turned her on even more.

Mark was the last to go, his cock slick with her arousal as he slid into her, his thrusts deep and deliberate. “You’re so fucking perfect,” he groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her. “I’m gonna cover you, baby.”

Shauna could only moan, her body still trembling from her orgasm as Mark’s thrusts became more erratic. He didn’t waste any time. Not a moment. Within seconds, he was pounding her as hard and fast as he could. Of course, this wasn't a sustainable pace. She knew what was coming next.

“That’s it! That’s it! Good slut! Fuck yeah!” Mark groaned as the sounds of him clapping her cheeks filled the room. Now, with her mouth free, she could moan and groan with him, while the other sexy, nude men stood by and watched with excitement.

She made eye contact with them as he filled her. Soon, his last few thrusts were upon them. “Ohhhhhhh!” Mark began to moan.

With a low groan, he pulled out, his cock pulsing as he came, his release covering her back and ass in thick, white streaks.

“Fuck,” Jace muttered, his eyes dark with desire as he looked down at her. “You’re a mess.”

Shauna could only whimper, her body still trembling as they continued to touch her, their hands and lips reigniting the fire in her body. She couldn’t believe what she’d just done. And she’d never been covered in so much mess before! She’d only ever been with one man at a time.

The guys touched her, eager to show appreciation and thanks for her actions. Every single one of them had loved it.

They let her breathe for a few moments. They all knew she needed to catch her breath. Several moments of relative silence passed; the sounds of breathing and happy men were all that could be heard.

Shauna looked exhausted. The men knew she’d given them her all. Finally, Dante was the one to speak up and break the mutual silence.

“...Well, how was it?” he asked, curious but a little worried in case she somehow hadn’t enjoyed it.

She took a few more moments to simply breathe, and feel all the emotions and euphoria she’d just experienced. Slowly, she looked over towards the men.

The tiniest little smile crossed her face, as she looked at the naked men and stated “...Incredible...”
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        Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day – A Night of Shamrock Shenanigans ☘️🔥
St. Patrick's Day isn't just about green beer and lucky charms—it's about indulgence. And for Brie, this year's celebration is about to be unforgettable.
When the drinks start flowing and the chemistry crackles in a packed Irish bar, Brie finds herself at the center of a wild, uninhibited night. The men are bold, the teasing is relentless, and the tension builds with every stolen glance and flirtatious touch. But what starts as playful banter quickly escalates into an after-hours rendezvous that none of them will ever forget.
Behind locked doors, with whiskey on their lips and desire in their eyes, Brie and her eager admirers are ready to turn up the heat. And as the night unfolds, there's only one question left—just how lucky will she get?
This St. Patrick's Day, surrender to the fantasy.
WARNING: This novella is shamelessly filthy, irresistibly hot, and absolutely not for the faint of heart. If you're looking for a no-holds-barred, pulse-racing, high-heat experience…you've just found your next guilty pleasure.
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			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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