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Chapter 1: The Night Out
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The bar was packed. Green decorations draped from every surface, gold shamrocks glittering under the dim lights, and the scent of whiskey and beer thick in the air. St. Patrick’s Day always brought out the best kind of crowd—lively, uninhibited, and ready to let loose.

Brielle adjusted the shamrock pin on her tight, off-the-shoulder dress, flashing a grin at her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. “Another round, Killian,” she called, tapping the counter.

Killian smirked from where he was pouring a Guinness, his emerald eyes flicking up to meet hers. “Haven’t even finished your last one, love.”

She rolled her eyes. “You know how I work—I get one for myself and one for a lucky soul.”

He chuckled, sliding the drink toward her. “And who’s the lucky soul tonight?”

Brielle winked. “Haven’t decided yet.”

The truth was, the night had that kind of magic in the air, the kind where anything could happen. The bar was alive with energy, laughter bouncing off the walls, and bodies pressed together in the kind of drunken closeness that turned strangers into something more.

Killian leaned in, resting his forearms on the counter. “You’ve got that look.”

“What look?”

“The one that says you’re up to something.”

Brielle smirked. “Maybe I am.”

She wasn’t sure what she was looking for yet, but she knew she’d find it before the night was over.

Killian tilted his head, studying her with an amused expression. “Should I be worried?”

Brielle swirled her drink, watching the way the amber liquid caught the light. “Depends,” she mused, taking a slow sip before meeting his gaze. “Would you rather be part of the mischief or watch from the sidelines?”

Killian exhaled a laugh, shaking his head as he wiped down the counter. “I don’t think you’d let me just watch.”

Her lips curled into a knowing smirk. “You know me too well.”

That was the thing about Killian—he always saw right through her. He had this way of reading between the lines, of catching the moments when she was just a little too quiet or when she was deliberately stirring the pot. And he liked it. She could see it in the way his eyes lingered, in the slight clench of his jaw whenever she leaned a little too close to another man at the bar.

Not that he ever made a move.

She toyed with her straw, watching him work. He was all broad shoulders and strong arms, the sleeves of his dark green button-up rolled up to his elbows as he poured drinks with ease. He looked good tonight—not that she’d ever admit how often she caught herself looking.

“You gonna be behind that bar all night?” she asked, tapping her nails against her glass.

He arched one of his eyebrows as he stared over at her. “That where you want me?”

She laughed, tilting her head. “Maybe.”

Killian’s smirk deepened. “You’d miss me too much if I stepped away, wouldn’t you?”

Brielle leaned forward, resting her elbows on the counter between them. “I think you’re the one who’d miss me.”

He didn’t answer right away. He just let his gaze drag over her, slow and deliberate. “Wouldn’t dream of denying it, love.”

Her stomach flipped, but she hid it well, masking it with a playful grin. Killian always knew how to drive her crazy with desire.

Before she could push the flirtation further, a man slid up to the bar beside her, his presence breaking the charged moment. “Two Jamesons,” he ordered, flashing a cocky grin her way.

Brielle sized him up—tall, handsome in a sharp way, his dark hair neatly styled. The kind of guy who thought he was charming enough to have whatever he wanted.

“Got a name, handsome?” she asked, swirling the last of her drink in her glass.

He chuckled. “Jack.”

“Brielle,” she replied, offering her hand.

Jack took it smoothly, pressing a quick kiss to her knuckles. “You got Irish in you?”

She grinned. “Just enough.”

Killian set the two Jamesons in front of Jack with a clink. “That all for you, mate?” Killian asked as he continued to wonder if Jack would be a problem for him.

Jack nodded but kept his focus on Brielle. “You here with anyone?”

Brielle flicked her gaze toward Killian for just a second—just enough to see his jaw tighten.

She smiled at Jack, letting her fingers skim the edge of her glass. “Not officially.”

Killian’s voice was smooth, but there was an edge to it. “Oh, is it officially unofficial?” Killian teased her. The two had only ever flirted. They’d never even been on a date. In his mind, she was her own woman... although he might not have wanted it that way.

Jack glanced between them, amusement flickering in his eyes. “Ah, I see. There a claim on you, sweetheart?”

Brielle hummed. “Not a claim, no. But let’s just say some people don’t like to share.”

Killian exhaled through his nose, shaking his head as he went back to making drinks. Tonight was going to be a busy night; he couldn’t spend all of it distracted by these two.

Jack leaned in, dropping his voice just enough to make it feel conspiratorial. “And what about you? You like to share?”

Brielle’s lips parted slightly, her pulse kicking up a notch. There was a slight blush in her cheeks.

This night was going to get interesting.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Yearning
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The rush hit like a tidal wave. As the night stretched on, more people crammed into the bar, their laughter and shouts rising over the music. The scent of spilled whiskey and cheap beer mingled with the faintest trace of perfume and cologne.

Killian barely had a second to breathe, let alone entertain whatever game Brielle was playing. His hands worked on autopilot—pouring pints, shaking cocktails, sliding shots across the counter.

“Two Irish Mules and a Guinness,” someone called.

Killian nodded, reaching for a frosted copper mug. He poured the whiskey with muscle memory, squeezing in fresh lime before topping it off with ginger beer. He slid it across the bar without missing a beat, already moving to the next order.

The dishwasher hummed behind him, and he loaded in empty glasses between rounds, his rhythm uninterrupted. The rinse of warm water, the clinking of glass—these were familiar sounds, grounding ones.

But his eyes kept flicking back to her.

Brielle had settled near the far end of the bar now, comfortably nestled between conversations. She was laughing at something Jack had said, her fingers lightly trailing the rim of her glass.

Killian exhaled sharply through his nose, reaching for another pint glass. His grip was just a little too tight.

It wasn’t that he had a right to be annoyed. She wasn’t his. Not really.

But damn, did she know how to push his buttons.

“Hey, Killian!” a voice interrupted his thoughts. A group of women leaned over the counter, their cheeks flushed from alcohol. “Think you can make us a round of Baby Guinness shots?”

He forced a grin. “Coming right up, ladies.”

The request gave him something to focus on—Kahlúa, carefully poured into each shot glass, then topped with just the right amount of Irish cream. The layers settled perfectly, and he handed them off, ignoring the giggles and winks thrown his way. He was too busy for it tonight.

Then, his gaze drifted back—right in time to see Jack slide an arm over the back of Brielle’s chair.

Killian clenched his jaw and wiped down the counter, the rag dragging against the wood with unnecessary force.

He kept himself busy, but every time Brielle returned to the bar, he made damn sure she knew he was watching.

At one point, she leaned in beside him, her fingers grazing the counter as she waited for her drink.

“Bit of a rush, huh?” she teased, her voice just loud enough to cut through the noise.

Killian didn’t look up right away. He grabbed a clean glass, poured her another whiskey soda, and slid it toward her. “That’s one way to put it.”

She smirked. “Thought you’d forgotten about me.”

His eyes flicked up, sharp and knowing. “Not a chance.”

Brielle’s grin widened. “Good.”

And just like that, she was gone again, melting back into the crowd.

Killian exhaled, shaking his head as he reached for another bottle.

She was going to drive him crazy before the night was over.
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Chapter 3: Teasing
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The bar hadn’t slowed down, but Killian had found his rhythm. Drinks flowed from his hands without thought—pints foamed perfectly, whiskey splashed into glasses in smooth pours, and cocktails shook under his grip. The energy in the place was feverish now, alcohol loosening inhibitions, laughter growing louder, bodies pressing closer.

And yet, despite the chaos, he noticed every single time Brielle reappeared.

She had a way of slipping in and out of his periphery, lingering just long enough to tease before disappearing again. It wasn’t fair, the way she moved through the crowd, drawing eyes like a magnet. His included.

But this time, she was back for more than just a drink.

“Miss me?” Her voice was honeyed mischief as she slid up to the bar, bracing her elbows against the wood.

Killian smirked, already reaching for her usual. “I thought I felt a disturbance in the force.”

Brielle laughed, tilting her head. “That a compliment?”

He poured her whiskey soda, shaking his head as he slid it across the counter. “More like a warning.”

“Oh?” She leaned in slightly, fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “And what exactly am I being warned about?”

Killian wiped his hands on a bar towel, taking his time. “You’ve got trouble written all over you, Brie.”

She grinned at the use of her name—Brie, like the cheese, just as she liked it. “You don’t seem like the type to run from trouble.”

“Depends on the kind.” His voice was low, his Irish accent curling around each word like smoke. “Some trouble’s worth it. Some? A man ought to know better.”

Brielle took a slow sip of her drink, never breaking eye contact. “And which am I?”

Killian leaned in, resting his hands on the bar between them. He let the moment stretch, let the tension tighten between them like a pulled thread. He waited for it, reveling in the almost-awkward silence.

“Haven’t decided yet,” he finally murmured back. He couldn’t help but grin.

She laughed, soft and sultry. “I think you have.” And she was probably right about that. Not that Killian would ever admit it.

The game was old between them, but tonight, it felt different. He could feel the way she was testing him, seeing how far she could push. And God, did he want to let her.

She reached forward, fingers brushing his forearm where his sleeve was rolled up. A light touch, barely there, but his body reacted like she’d set fire to his skin.

“You’re working too hard,” she teased, tracing an invisible pattern along his wrist. “How long do you have to play bartender before you get to enjoy your own party?”

Killian exhaled, resisting the urge to close the distance between them. “Comes with the job, love.”

She tutted, pretending to be disappointed. “That’s a shame.”

“Is it?” He cocked a brow. “Or are you just enjoying the chase?”

Brielle smirked, swirling the ice in her glass. “You think I’m chasing you?”

“I think you like making me watch you.”

Her grin was wicked. “Maybe.”

The air between them thickened, charged with something unspoken but undeniable. Killian wanted to say something else—wanted to see just how far she’d let this go.

But then—of course—Jack appeared.

“Brie!” Jack’s voice cut through the moment, and just like that, the spell was broken.

Killian pretended to busy himself as Jack slipped an arm around Brielle’s waist, pulling her attention away effortlessly.

She turned to him with an easy smile, and just like that, Killian was back to being the bartender. The one stuck behind the bar while guys like Jack had the freedom to take her away. It was one of the few cons of this job he liked so much.

He got back to work wiping down the counter, trying to ignore the way Jack leaned into Brielle’s ear, whispering something that made her laugh.

Killian exhaled sharply, gripping the rag a little tighter. He tried to hide his frustration.

But he was going to have to get used to this.
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Chapter 4: Additions
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The bar had officially crossed into mayhem territory.

Killian barely had time to wipe the sweat from his brow before another hand slapped the counter, another voice shouted for a drink, another round of bodies pressed up against the bar demanding attention. Pints. Whiskey shots. Irish Car Bombs. Vodka sodas. Guinness on tap. More Jameson than should ever be legally consumed.

His hands worked without thought, moving glass after glass, pouring, mixing, shaking, sliding drinks across the counter with precision. He barely had a second to breathe, much less keep an eye on Brielle—but even in the chaos, he still found himself catching glimpses of her.

And unfortunately, so had a new group of guys.

They came in loud—too loud—all swagger and shouts, already deep in the kind of rowdy energy that screamed, these lads have been drinking for hours.

Killian didn’t recognize them, which meant they weren’t regulars. But they sure as hell acted like they owned the place.

“Boys, this is where the real party is!” one of them declared, slamming a hand against the bar. He was tall, broad-shouldered, built like a rugby player, his hair a dark mess of curls and his grin full of trouble. “Get us a round of your finest poison, mate!”

Killian exhaled through his nose, already annoyed.

He poured their drinks quickly—Jameson neat, pints of stout, a few whiskey gingers—just to get them off his bar.

The second he slid the last drink over, one of them—a cocky, blond bastard with a jawline that belonged in Hollywood—elbowed his mate and nodded toward Brielle and her friend.

“Well now, would you look at that?” He said as the men looked over towards them.

Killian did not have the patience for this tonight.

But it was too late.

The loudmouths descended on Brielle and her friend like wolves spotting fresh prey.

“Ladies,” the dark-haired one drawled, taking the seat beside Brielle without asking. “Tell me, have we met in another life? Because I’m feeling a strong connection already.”

Killian bit back a groan. Christ. These fucking guys.

Brielle’s friend—Fiona, he thought her name was—rolled her eyes with a smirk, clearly entertained. “That’s your opener?”

“Oh, love, I haven’t even started.” The blond one flashed an infuriatingly perfect smile. “But I’m happy to tailor my approach—what’s your type?”

Fiona laughed, shaking her head. “Not that.”

Meanwhile, Brielle was handling her own admirer—a cocky, sandy-haired lad named Ewan, judging by how his friends kept calling his name.

Ewan was leaning in too close, grinning like he had all the time in the world. “What’s a gorgeous girl like you doing drinking alone?”

Brielle raised an eyebrow. “Who said I was alone?”

Killian watched out of the corner of his eye as Ewan smirked, looking her up and down with slow appreciation. “No man at your side? Then you might as well be.”

Killian rolled his eyes. Fucking hell.

He didn’t have time to stand around listening to these gobshites lay it on thick. The bar was packed.

“Oi, Killian!” Someone snapped their fingers from the other end of the counter. “Where’s my feckin’ Guinness?”

Killian cursed under his breath, turning away from the trainwreck unfolding at Brielle’s table to deal with the hundreds of other people needing drinks.

Pints flowed, shot glasses clinked, the dishwasher churned behind him, steaming up the whole back of the bar. Ice rattled in shakers as he mixed, poured, slung drinks in rapid succession, barely stopping for breath.

More orders, more drinks. More people.

And still—he couldn’t stop hearing those dickheads laying it on thick with Brielle.

“I bet you’ve got Irish in ya, don’t ya, sweetheart?”

“What do you say we make this the best St. Paddy’s of your life?”

“You should be drinking whiskey, love. Here, let me get you something better than that weak shite.”

Killian gritted his teeth as he twisted the cap off another bottle.

Brielle could handle herself. He knew that. But that didn’t make it any easier to listen to.

“Killian!” Another voice barked. “I need three whiskey sours and a pint of Smithwick’s!”

Killian exhaled sharply, forcing himself to focus. Work. Work. Just work. We’re too busy for this nonsense, he thought.

The bar was a blur of green and gold, hands slapping the counter, voices shouting orders, the hum of alcohol-fueled revelry thick in the air.

And through it all, he caught flickers of Brielle—her teasing smirks, the playful push of her hand against some lad’s arm, the sparkle of amusement in her eyes as she kept them hooked.

It made his blood run hotter than it should have.

She was just having fun. It was just a bit of flirting. Harmless, flirty fun.

But fuck if it didn’t get under his skin anyway.

At one point, he caught Ewan trying to tuck a strand of Brielle’s hair behind her ear.

Killian nearly snapped the glass he was holding in his hand.

The night raged on, the noise never letting up, drinks flowing endlessly. And with every glance over, those feckin’ lads were still there, still trying, still pushing their luck.

Killian clenched his jaw, slammed another pint down in front of a waiting customer, and decided he officially hated St. Patrick’s Day.
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Chapter 5: Escalating
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The bar had reached its peak—shoulder-to-shoulder bodies, sloshing pints, and a roar of voices blending with the music thumping from the speakers. The air was thick with heat and the scent of spilled whiskey, sweat, and cheap cologne.

Killian barely had a second to breathe, his hands moving in a blur—grabbing bottles, pulling drafts, shaking cocktails. A guy at the end of the bar was waving a ten at him. Another was trying to flag him down for shots. The glass-washer was running constantly, the clinking sound almost rhythmic as he loaded in dirty cups and unloaded fresh ones.

At one point, he caught sight of Brie—laughing, tossing her hair back, her emerald dress hugging her curves in all the right places. She had company.

The group of loud, boisterous men had settled in, taking up space and making sure everyone noticed. The tallest of the bunch, a guy named Liam, had a voice like a damn foghorn. He was charming in an over-the-top way, but Killian could tell he was also a bit of a show-off. His mate, Declan, was just as bad—leaning in too close to Brie’s friend, Fiona, whispering in her ear while his hand casually rested on her lower back.

Killian rolled his eyes, but he had work to do. He filled up a tray of whiskey shots, slid them toward a waitress, and moved to pour another round of Guinness.

"Oi, bartender! Four Irish Car Bombs here, yeah?" some guy called out.

Killian nodded, grabbing Baileys and Jameson, his hands working fast as he set up the drinks.

"Sláinte, boys!" Liam’s voice cut through the noise again. Killian glanced over in time to see him pulling Brie into a playful side hug, grinning like he owned the damn place.

His grip on the pint glass tightened.

“Another Guinness?”

Killian exhaled, setting the drink in front of a waiting customer before moving on. While stressful, this is what he had to do to earn the big tips. Busy nights like this were the best for that.

The night pressed forward, the bar growing wilder by the minute. Fiona was drunk—Killian could tell by the way she was giggling at nothing, her eyes hazy, her body loose. Declan, the bastard, had gotten bolder, his hand trailing over Fiona’s waist as he leaned in close, his lips brushing against her ear.

Then, Killian noticed something that made his stomach twist.

Declan was leading Fiona toward the back hallway.

Killian stopped mid-pour. He knew exactly where that hallway led. The restrooms.

He saw it all before it even happened—Declan steering Fiona toward the bathroom, his hands too damn eager, his intentions as clear as day.

“Shit,” Killian muttered.

He didn’t have time to think. He moved fast, pushing past the crowd and heading straight for them.

A barback, Rory, was already nearby, wiping down a counter, but his eyes flicked up just as Declan was about to open the door.

“Oi, mate,” Rory called out. “Bathrooms aren’t for that.”

Declan froze, turning slightly. Fiona blinked, looking disoriented. Both of them looked embarrassed.

Killian stepped in. “Let’s not do something we’ll regret, yeah?”

Declan hesitated, then put his hands up in mock innocence. “Ah, relax, bartender. Just helpin’ the lass get some air.”

Fiona swayed slightly, her head lolling toward Declan’s shoulder.

Killian reached out, steadying her. “She’s fine out here.”

Declan looked at him for a moment before shrugging, stepping back. “Suit yourself.”

Killian watched him go, jaw tight. What was with these fucking guys?

He exhaled, running a hand through his hair.

When he got back to the bar, Brie was there, sipping at her drink like nothing had happened.

"Your girl nearly got taken to the bathroom," Killian muttered, shaking his head. He thought Brie would want to know about the situation that’d just transpired.

Brie just laughed, waving a hand. "Fiona? She'll be fine."

Killian frowned. That was it? No concern? No anger? What?

He realized something in that moment.

Some people—Brie included—embraced the chaos of St. Patrick’s Day. It was a night that could bring out a lot of degenerates, or at least degenerate-like behaviour.

And some people, like him, had to clean up after it.
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Chapter 6: Consent
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The rush had finally started to ease. Not by much—Killian was still pouring drinks faster than he could think, still wiping down the sticky counter between orders, still tuning out the raucous laughter and off-key attempts at Irish pub songs echoing through the packed space. But he could feel it. The shift. The storm had passed its peak, and now the tide was rolling back, leaving behind a drunken, swaying, sloshed-up mess of people who weren’t ready to call it a night.

Killian, on the other hand, was more than ready. His arms ached, his shirt was damp with sweat from weaving through the overheated crowd, and his patience had worn dangerously thin.

Still, he worked.

Pint after pint. A round of Irish Mules for a group near the corner. A set of Jameson shots lined up for some lads in rugby jerseys. He kept his head down, tried not to think too hard about the last hour, and focused on getting through the rest of the shift.

Then Brie appeared.

She leaned against the bar, one elbow propped up, her other hand lazily stirring the straw in her drink. There was something different in her expression—not just the playful glint he was used to, but something sharper. Intentional.

“Busy?” she asked, dragging the word out like she already knew the answer.

Killian huffed, wiping the condensation off a pint glass. “What do you think?”

She smirked. “I think you can take a second for me.”

That made him pause. It was the way she said it—like there was something waiting on the other side of the conversation. Slowly, he put the glass down and looked at her.

“Alright,” he said. “What’s on your mind?”

She tilted her head, studying him, then leaned in slightly. “I’ve got a question for you, bartender.”

Killian arched a brow. “Oh? And what’s that?”

Brie’s lips curled at the edges. “How do you feel about group stuff?”

His brain stalled.

For a second, he wasn’t sure he’d heard her right. Group stuff? That could mean anything. But the way she was looking at him—the knowing glint in her eye, the deliberate phrasing—made it clear. She didn’t mean a group outing.

She meant group sex. Or at least, that’s what he was realizing. She probably hadn’t meant group sports.

Killian blinked. “I—what?”

Brie laughed, drumming her nails against the counter. “C’mon, Killian. Don’t play dumb.”

He shook his head slightly, trying to process. “Are you asking me...?”

“I’m asking if you’d be interested in some fun,” she clarified smoothly, then took a sip of her drink before adding, “Later. After closing.”

Killian’s mind was still catching up. “And by fun, you mean...?”

Brie gave him a look. “Don’t make me spell it out.”

Holy fuck. He was right.

Killian stared at her. She couldn’t be serious. Could she?

Brie tilted her head, amused. “What, don’t believe me?”

He exhaled, leaning against the bar. “Not sure I do.”

She grinned. “Well, believe it. We’re thinking of hosting a couple of the guys later.”

That single sentence nearly knocked the air out of his lungs.

Killian glanced over her shoulder, instinctively looking toward the group she’d been drinking with all night. Liam and Declan were still there, along with a few others, all of them laughing and drinking like they didn’t have a care in the world.

“You’re serious,” he muttered.

Brie nodded intently. “Very.”

His stomach twisted. Jealousy clawed at his ribs before he could stop it. The idea of Brie with them—laughing, touching, fucking—had his throat going dry. He had no claim over her, not really, but Christ, the thought made something inside him burn.

He swallowed, trying to keep his voice even. “And where exactly were you planning on doing this?” Killian asked her as he went back to polishing a glass.

Brie’s smirk widened. She leaned in closer, just enough that he caught the scent of whiskey and perfume on her skin. Then, in a voice that was far too casual, she said,

“Well... we were thinking we could use the bar.”

Killian’s pulse jumped.

His mouth opened, then closed. “The bar.”

“Mhm.”

“At closing.”

“Correct.”

Killian stared at her. “You’re mad.”

Brie just grinned, utterly unbothered. “Come on, it’s a good idea.”

“It’s an insane idea,” he shot back.

“Oh, don’t be such a prude.”

His jaw clenched shut. He was flabbergasted. This was... unbelievable. Completely and utterly ridiculous. It wasn’t just that Brie was planning to hook up with these guys—it was that she was planning to do it here, in the place he spent nearly every waking hour working.

Killian raked a hand through his hair, his mind racing. “And what do you want from me? Permission?”

Brie laughed. “No, Killian. I want to know if you’re in.”

That made him pause.

“In?”

Brie nodded, her gaze steady. “Are you in or out?”

He swallowed hard. His instinct was to say out. To tell her she was crazy and that he wanted no part of whatever the hell she was planning. But the word never left his lips.

Because the truth was... he didn’t want to be out.

The thought of walking away, of letting her do this without him, of spending the night knowing what was happening to her, at her home or one of theirs’, was worse than the alternative.

And fuck, if she wanted him involved—if there was even a chance—how the hell was he supposed to say no?

The words slipped out before he could stop them.

“I’m in.”

Brie’s smirk widened. She was very pleased with his answer.

“Good boy,” she purred.

Then, just like that, she turned and sauntered back toward her group, hips swaying, her laughter melting into the noise of the bar.

Killian just stood there, reeling.

What the fuck had he just agreed to?
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Chapter 7: After Hours
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The last of the customers had finally stumbled out the door, their laughter fading into the humid night air. The heavy wooden door swung shut behind them, and for the first time all night, the bar was empty.

Killian exhaled, rolling his shoulders. The place was a wreck—half-empty glasses still littered the tables, chairs slightly askew, the faint scent of whiskey and sweat clinging to the air. He should’ve been focused on cleaning up, should’ve been locking up and heading home, but instead, his fingers hovered over his phone screen.

His pulse thrummed as he fired off the text.

It’s just us now. You coming?

It only took a few seconds before his phone buzzed.

Be there in five.

Killian’s stomach tightened.

He ran a hand through his hair, shoving his phone into his pocket. His heart pounded with something between anticipation and disbelief. He had no idea what the hell he’d gotten himself into—but there was no turning back now.

Five minutes stretched longer than they should have. He kept himself busy, wiping down the counter, stacking glasses, anything to keep his mind from racing. But the second he heard the knock at the door, that buzzing anticipation snapped back into place.

He strode across the room, unlocking the door and pulling it open.

Brie stood at the front, grinning, a spark of mischief in her eyes. Behind her, the others gathered—Fiona, Jack, Liam, Declan, and the rest of the guys. They looked like a pack of schoolboys who’d just pulled off the perfect prank, barely containing their excitement.

“Hope you weren’t thinking of backing out,” Brie teased, stepping inside.

Killian smirked. “Thought about it.” He wasn’t sure if he was only teasing or being honest.

“But you didn’t,” Brie smirked back.

“No,” he admitted, stepping aside to let them all in. “No I didn’t.”

The guys filed in, their energy infectious. Jack clapped him on the shoulder as he passed. “Fair play, mate. This is a fucking brilliant idea.” Killian was not so sure.

Liam whistled low, glancing around. “Haven’t had an after-hours in a bar since—Christ, since uni.”

Fiona giggled, sliding her arm through his. “Let’s make up for lost time, then.”

Killian locked the door behind them, sealing them in. The air shifted, a new kind of tension crackling in the more dimly-lit space.

Someone flicked on the neon over the bar, casting a sultry glow across the polished wood. Brie sauntered past Killian, her fingers trailing along the edge of the counter as she walked.

“This is perfect,” she murmured, glancing back at him. “No interruptions. No rules.”

Killian swallowed. “No rules, huh?”

Brie’s lips twitched. “Well. Maybe a few.” That didn’t surprise him to hear.

The group spread out, making themselves comfortable. Fiona perched on one of the stools, crossing her legs in a way that made the hem of her dress slide dangerously high up her thigh.

Killian couldn’t stop his eyes from roaming. Both Fiona and Brie were such attractive ladies. Quite compelling.

This was really happening.

Liam and Declan were talking low, their eyes flicking toward the girls with unmistakable interest. Jack had settled in beside Brie, murmuring something in her ear that made her laugh.

It wasn’t just excitement anymore—it was hunger. Anticipation.

Killian exhaled slowly, leaning back against the bar. He still felt a bit of jealousy.

It didn’t matter. Either way, this night was about to take a turn he’d never forget.
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Chapter 8: The Session
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The bar was locked.

The world outside no longer mattered.

Inside, the air was thick—warm from the lingering body heat of the night’s chaos, electric with anticipation. A single overhead light cast a dim glow over the space, while the neon signs behind the bar buzzed softly, their colours reflecting off half-empty glasses and bottles left from earlier. But no one cared about the mess.

Brie and Fiona stood together, their cheeks still flushed from the drinks, from the night, from the very idea of what was about to happen. The men weren’t far behind, their excitement barely contained. Some wore cocky smirks, others let out quiet, eager chuckles, but every last one of them was waiting.

Killian wiped his hands on a bar towel, though there was no real reason to. His mouth felt dry, his pulse an erratic thrum beneath his skin. He had agreed to this. He had spoken the words. But the reality of it—Brie, standing there, looking like sin itself, surrounded by men who were just as eager as he was—was hitting him in full force.

Brie turned, her eyes locking onto his.

A smirk curled her lips. Her eyes alone were speaking to him. Practically beckoning to him. ‘You still with us, bartender?’ she seemed to be asking, without ever saying it.

He exhaled sharply, tossing the towel aside. Barely.

Jack was already making himself comfortable, slouching into one of the barstools with his legs spread wide, drumming his fingers against the counter. “So,” he drawled, “who’s starting this off, then?”

Fiona laughed, throwing an arm around Brie’s shoulders. “You lot act like you’ve never done this before.”

Liam let out a chuckle. “Not like this. Not here.” He ran a hand through his messy hair, his gaze dropping to Brie’s bare shoulders. “Gotta admit, the setting’s got a hell of a thrill to it.”

Brie tilted her head, trailing her fingers along the edge of the bar. “That why you’re shaking, Liam?”

Liam scoffed. “Please. If anyone’s shaking, it’s your bartender over there.” He shot Killian a look, teasing but sharp. “What’s wrong, mate? You’re the one who let us in.”

Killian rolled his shoulders, reaching for the nearest bottle of whiskey. He poured himself a glass—no ice, no hesitation—and knocked back a mouthful. The burn steadied him.

“I’m just enjoying the show,” he said, his voice rougher than he intended.

Brie hummed, pleased. “Good. Because it’s only just beginning.”

The energy shifted.

The air grew heavier.

Fiona turned, pressing herself against Declan’s side, her lips brushing close to his ear as she whispered something that made him grin. Jack, never one to be left out, leaned toward Brie, murmuring low words meant just for her. She laughed, tilting her head back slightly, her throat exposed, her eyes gleaming.

Killian gripped the edge of the bar.

It was happening.

And this time, he wasn’t just watching from behind the counter.

The room seemed to hold its breath as Brie stepped forward, her hips swaying with a deliberate rhythm that made every eye in the room lock onto her. Her fingers reached for the hem of her dress, and with a slow, teasing pull, she began to drag it up her thighs. Fiona, ever the wildcard, let out a low whistle, her hands already busy undoing the buttons of her own top.

“Ladies first,” Fiona purred, her voice dripping with mischief. She shot a glance at Jack, who was leaning forward now, his hands gripping the edge of the stool, his body tense with anticipation.

“I’m not waiting,” Jack growled, standing up and closing the distance between himself and Brie in three long strides. His hands were on her hips before she could react, his fingers digging into her skin as he pulled her against him. “You’ve been teasing me all night. Time to pay up.”

Brie laughed, a throaty sound that sent a shiver down Killian’s spine. He’d secretly wanted to be first.

“Who said I was teasing?” she shot back, her hands going to Jack’s chest, pushing him just enough to keep him at arm’s length before she leaned in, her lips brushing his. “Or maybe I just like seeing you squirm.”

Jack’s response was immediate. He spun her around, his hand coming down hard on her ass with a sharp smack that echoed through the room. Brie let out a gasp, her body arching into the impact, her laughter turning into something darker, hungrier.

“Damn, Jack,” Liam muttered, his eyes fixed on the scene in front of him. “No foreplay, huh?”

“Foreplay?” Jack shot back, his fingers already working the zipper of Brie’s dress. “She’s been playing with us all night. I’m done playing.”

The dress hit the floor, and Brie stood there, bare except for a black lace bra and matching panties. The room seemed to pulse with energy, every man’s gaze locked onto her like she was the center of the universe. Killian felt his pulse quicken, his fingers tightening around the edge of the bar. He wanted to move, to join in, but something kept him rooted in place, watching, waiting.

Fiona, ever the instigator, took her cue. She was already half-naked, her top discarded, her pants sliding down her hips as she sauntered over to Declan. “Your turn,” she murmured, her hands going to his belt. “Unless you’re planning on just standing there.”

Declan’s hands were on her instantly, his fingers tangling in her hair as he pulled her into a rough kiss. Fiona moaned into his mouth, her hands working his belt buckle with practiced ease while Jack continued to explore Brie with a singular focus. The scene was already getting hot.

Liam, never one to be left out, moved to Brie’s side, his hands sliding over her skin as he pressed himself against her back. “Got room for one more?” he murmured, his lips brushing her ear.

Brie tilted her head back, her eyes closing as she let out a soft sigh. “Always.”

Liam’s hands joined Jack’s, his fingers slipping beneath the lace of her panties as he pressed against her from behind. Killian watched, his breath catching in his throat, as Jack’s mouth found Brie’s neck, his teeth grazing her skin while his hands cupped her breasts.

“Let’s get these off,” Jack growled, his fingers already working the clasp of her bra. It fell away, and Brie’s busty breasts spilled into his hands, her nipples hard and aching for attention. Jack wasted no time, his mouth closing over one while Liam’s hands continued to explore her from behind.

Fiona, meanwhile, had Declan’s pants off, her hand wrapped around his cock as she stroked him with a slow, deliberate rhythm. Declan’s hands were on her hips, his fingers digging into her skin as he too pulled her closer, his lips finding hers in a hungry kiss.

“You’re such a fucking tease,” Declan growled, breaking the kiss to nip at her neck. “Always pushing, always testing.”

Fiona laughed, her hand tightening around him. “You love it.” She wasn’t wrong.

Declan growled, his hands moving to grip her ass as he lifted her, her legs wrapping around his waist as he carried her to the nearest table. He set her down, his hands going to her thighs as he spread her legs, his eyes locked on hers.

“You’re not in charge anymore,” he said, his voice low and rough. “Time to take what I want.”

Fiona’s breath caught in her throat as Declan leaned in; his mouth finding her core as he licked and teased, his hands holding her thighs open as he buried his face between her legs. Fiona’s head fell back, a moan escaping her lips as her hands tangled in his hair.

Killian’s fingers tightened on the edge of the bar, his body reacting to the scene in front of him. He wanted to move, to join in, but something still kept him standing in place, nearly in the exact same spot.

Brie’s moans pulled his attention back to her, and he watched as Jack’s hands slid down her body, his fingers slipping beneath the waistband of her panties. She gasped, her hips arching into his touch as he teased her, his lips trailing down her body as he dropped to his knees.

“Jack,” she breathed, her fingers digging through his hair as he pulled her panties down, his mouth finding her soft mound with a hunger that made her legs tremble.

Liam’s hands were on her hips, holding her steady as Jack’s tongue worked her, his fingers also slipping inside her as he coaxed her closer to the edge. Brie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling against his touch as she got lost in the sensations. Liam couldn’t stop himself from teasing and pinching her nipples.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her hands tightening in Jack’s hair. “Don’t stop!”

Jack didn’t. His tongue and fingers worked in tandem, driving her higher and higher until she was shaking, her body tensing as she came undone, her moans filling the room. It turned out she loved being watched. She hadn’t realized until that moment exactly how much.

Killian felt his control slipping, his body reacting to the scene in front of him. Up until this point, it hadn’t been at all what he’d expected. He expected to be right up in there, very involved. What was holding him back? Was it the fact this was happening at his workplace? He was trying to do some quick soul searching to find out. He wanted to join in whenever he could; when it felt natural.

“Not so tough now, are you?” Jack said, standing up and wiping his mouth. He pulled Brie against him, his hands roaming her body as he kissed her, hard and possessive.

“Think again,” Brie shot back, her hand going to his cock. She stroked him with a slow, deliberate rhythm, her eyes locked on his as she smirked. “We’re just getting started.” The stroking, of course, made Liam a bit jealous.

“So are we,” Liam said, stepping forward, his hands going to Brie’s hips as he turned her around, pressing her against the bar. “Time to share.”

Jack moved to her side, his hands sliding over her skin as he pressed against her, his cock brushing her thigh. Liam’s hands were on her hips, holding her steady as he positioned himself behind her.

“Ready?” Liam asked, his voice rough with anticipation.

Brie laughed, her hands gripping the edge of the bar. “Always.” She made brief eye contact with Killian as the boys slipped inside, starting with Liam, from behind her.

Liam’s hands tightened on Brie’s hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh as he was positioned behind her. The bar’s edge pressed into her stomach, her breath catching as she arched her back, presenting herself fully. Jack stood beside her, his lips grazing her neck, his breath hot against her skin.

“Fuck, you’re ready,” Liam growled, his hands sliding down to her ass, giving her a sharp smack that echoed through the room. He could feel, even just with the head of his cock, how soaking wet she was. Brie’s laugh was throaty, dark, as she gripped the edge of the bar tighter, her body trembling with anticipation for more.

“Do it,” she urged, her voice low and dripping with need. “Go deeper.”

Liam didn’t hesitate. He pushed forward, his cock sliding into her with a slow, deliberate motion that made her gasp. Her back arched further, her head tilting back as she let out a low moan, the sound sending a shiver through the room. Jack’s hands moved to her breasts, his fingers teasing her nipples through the lace of her bra before pulling it down, his mouth closing around one.

Fiona, watching from the side, let out a low laugh, her eyes gleaming with mischief. She turned to Declan, her hands immediately going to his belt. “Your turn,” she purred, her fingers working quickly to free him. Declan’s hands grabbed her hips, pulling her closer as she dropped to her knees in front of him. His cock was already hard, throbbing with need as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around him.

“Mmmm, fuck baby,” Declan couldn’t help but moan out. Fiona had clearly done this before.

Killian watched from behind the bar, his hands gripping the edge as he took in the scene. His pulse was racing, his cock straining against his jeans as he watched Brie being taken from behind, her moans filling the air. It was hot. He wondered if he should try to get in with Fiona, or if Brie would be upset with him. The whole scene was so sexy, but almost overwhelmed his senses. He poured himself another drink, knocking it back quickly, but it did nothing to steady him.

“Killian,” Brie finally called, her voice breathless as she turned her head to look at him. “You’re not just going to watch, are you?”

Thank God! Killian was so relieved, but still blushed from embarrassment being called out like that. Still, this was his chance. A smirk began curling across his lips. “I was just waiting for my invitation!”

Killian didn’t hesitate any longer, his eyes locked on Brie. He was a man on a mission. She turned her head, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she reached for him, her fingers brushing against his cock through his jeans. “Fuck me,” she whispered, her eyes gleaming with challenge.

“With pleasure,” Killian responded. But he knew he’d need to be warmed up a bit first.

Jack stepped aside, letting Killian take his place. Killian’s hands moved to Brie’s breasts, his fingers digging softly into her skin as he positioned himself in front of her. She pulled his jeans down. Soon, his cock brushed against her lips, her tongue sliding out to tease him before she took him into her mouth. He groaned, his hands tightening on her shoulders as she sucked him with a skill that made his knees weak.

Liam’s thrusts grew harder, his grip on Brie’s hips tightening as he fucked her from behind. Her moans were muffled around Killian’s cock, her body trembling as she was filled from both ends. Jack watched, his hands moving to his own cock as he stroked himself, his eyes locked on the scene before him.

“Fuck, that’s hot!” Jack couldn’t help but groan.

Fiona’s lips were tight around Declan, her hands moving to his ass as she pulled him deeper into her mouth. Declan’s hands tangled in her hair, his hips moving as he fucked her mouth, his moans mingling with the others in the room.

The air was thick with the sounds of their pleasure, the scent of sweat and sex filling the space. Brie’s body was on fire, every touch, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel Liam’s cock pounding into her, his hands gripping her hips as he claimed her. Killian’s cock filled her mouth, her tongue swirling around him as she sucked him with a desperation that made him groan.

“Fuck, Brie,” Killian growled, his hands alternating between grabbing at her hair and playing with her tits, as he thrust into her mouth. “You’re so damn good at that!”

Brie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached the edge. Liam’s thrusts grew harder, his own moans echoing through the room as he felt her tighten around him. “Come on, Brie,” he urged, his voice rough with need. “Let go,” he said, as he gave her ass a firm smack.

Brie’s body tensed, her moans growing louder as she came, her body shaking with the force of it. Liam groaned, his hips slamming into her as he followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he came. The others watched as the two of them were overcome with immense pleasure.

Killian pulled out of Brie’s mouth with a groan, his hand stroking himself as he watched her come undone. Her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed with pleasure as she turned to him. “Your turn,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

Killian didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed her back against the bar, his hands grabbing her hips as he positioned himself behind her. His cock slid into her with a groan, his hips slamming into her as he claimed her. Brie’s moans filled the air, her body trembling as he fucked her with a desperation that made her see stars.

Jack watched, his hand still stroking himself as he took in the scene. “Fuck, this is sexy,” he growled, his eyes locked on Brie as she was taken from behind. “You’re such a good girl, Brie. Taking all of us like that.” It wasn’t long before he insisted on coming over to use her mouth, just like Killian had been doing. Jack loved fucking her face whilst getting to play with her tits.

Brie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as Killian fucked her harder, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. “Oh, Killian! Oh, fuck,” she gasped for breath, taking a break from sucking Jack’s cock. Her hands gripping the edge of the bar as she felt she’d be able to come again soon. Her body was already shaking with pleasure.

Fiona’s lips left Declan’s cock with a pop, her eyes gleaming with mischief as she turned to Liam. “My turn,” she purred, calling Liam over to her table. Her hands moved to his cock, stroking him quickly as she began taking all of him in her mouth.

“Fuck, Fiona,” Liam groaned, his hands tangling in her hair as she took him into her mouth. Now, he too knew how skilled she was. As her tongue swirled around him, she sucked him with a skill that nearly made him go blind.

Declan watched, his hands grabbing Fiona’s hips as he positioned himself behind her. His cock slid into her with a groan, his hips slamming into her as he claimed her. Fiona’s moans were muffled around Liam’s cock, her body trembling as she was filled from both ends.

Brie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she was still being filled by both men. Her hands gripped at Jack’s hips, her body arching as she took them both, her moans filling the air. When she wasn’t groaning onto Jack’s cock, of course.

“Fuck, Fiona,” Liam groaned, his hips slamming into her as he claimed her mouth. “You’re so damn good.”

Killian’s hands tightened on Brie’s hips as he stuffed her little pussy, his moans mingling with Jack’s as they took her together. “You’re perfect,” he growled, his hips moving harder as he pounded into her, as deep as he could. “So fucking perfect!”

Brie’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as she reached the edge again. Her hands tightened on the edge of the bar, her body arching as she came, her moans muffled around Jack’s cock.

Killian groaned, his hips slamming into her as he followed her into ecstasy, his hard cock creaming inside of her as he came. He leaned over her, his breath hot against her skin as he whispered, “You’re the fucking best, Brie.” She couldn’t help but smile back at him, looking so very proud.

Jack groaned, his hips thrusting wildly into her, as he too followed her over the edge. His large cock was absolutely throbbing as he came in her mouth and spilled some onto her face. Brie took it like an experienced professional. She was such a good girl.

Fiona’s moans grew louder, her body trembling as Declan fucked her harder, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her. Liam’s hands tangled in her hair as she sucked him, her moans muffled around his cock. “Fuck, Fiona! Yes! Like that!” Liam groaned, his cock pulsating as he filled her mouth with love.

Declan pounded Fiona so hard. He gave her everything he had. And like the others, he filled her up with cum immediately afterward. His screams were loud and carnal. The others watched how well Fiona took him.

The room was filled with the sights and sounds of pleasure. There were new fragrances and scents filling the air. And the girls were a total mess. Just as the boys had wanted.

Brie and Fiona couldn’t help but smile at each other. They giggled at one another, both happy to be covered in cum. Then, Brie made a suggestion to the boys that made her even more endearing to them.

A wicked smile spread across her face. “Again?” she asked the men. They were in disbelief. Some chuckled, but they all appreciated the sentiment.

Killian didn’t think there was ever a way that they could go again. They were all so tired by now.

But the girls were convincing. Each stood up, crossing paths as they switched to the other side of the room, and plopped herself down in front of a new set of guys. Killian would get to try Fiona, after all.

He’d never had a night quite like this before. Everyone left more satisfied than ever.
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Chapter 9: Closing Time
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The bar smelled like sweat, whiskey, and something else Killian didn’t want to dwell on. The air was thick with it, heavy and lingering, mixing with the remnants of spilled drinks and the faint scent of old wood and beer-soaked floors.

Brie and Fiona disappeared toward the back, their giggles echoing down the hall as they went to clean up. Their dresses were rumpled on the floor, their hair wild, their lipstick smudged. They looked like they’d just stepped out of some wild fever dream—and they had.

The guys sprawled out wherever they could. Liam had collapsed onto one of the booths, running a hand through his damp hair, looking equal parts exhausted and smug. Declan nursed what was left of his whiskey, staring at the ceiling like he couldn’t quite believe what had just happened. Jack, on the other hand, looked like the cat that got the cream, still grinning as he stretched his arms behind his head.

“Christ,” someone muttered.

Killian exhaled slowly, running a towel over the bar, though it did little to clean up the mess. His mind buzzed with everything that had just unfolded.

Had it really happened? Had he really allowed, and in fact enabled, this?

His body still ached with the memory of it, but his mind was racing ahead. What if someone found out? What if there were cameras he didn’t know about? What if the owner showed up tomorrow and noticed something was off? Would they be able to tell just by walking in? He didn’t think so, but he wasn’t sure.

He was already picturing the headline. ‘Local Bartender Sacked After St. Patrick’s Day Orgy.’

Killian rubbed his jaw, glancing toward the back where the girls had gone. He knew Brie was in there, freshening up, probably laughing about it all. Like it was just another wild night.

Maybe that’s all it was to her.

Maybe that’s all it was supposed to be.

He swallowed, the thought sitting heavy in his chest. He’d wanted her for so long, fantasized about what it would be like to have her—to have something with her. And now that he had, he wasn’t sure if it meant anything at all.

Maybe this was all he needed. Maybe now that the tension had finally snapped, he’d realize they weren’t really meant to be anything more.

But even as he told himself that, another part of him wondered if he’d ever crave this again.

Would he ever find himself thinking back to this night? To the rush, the thrill, the sheer reckless abandon of it all?

Would he ever fantasize about doing it again?

He let out a breath, shaking his head.

Who knew?

After all, nobody could tell what next St. Patrick’s Day would look like.

––––––––
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