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Chapter 1: The Fantasy
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The soft hum of the city outside was muffled by the thick windows of Ciara and Cassian’s high-rise condo. Inside, the warmth of their living room wrapped around them, a cozy contrast to the late-winter chill lingering beyond the glass. The space was modern yet inviting, decorated with deep greens and golds—Ciara’s subtle nod to her Irish heritage.

She sat cross-legged on the couch, wearing one of Cassian’s oversized sweaters, her auburn hair tumbling over her shoulder as she scrolled absently through her phone. On the coffee table in front of her, two half-full glasses of Guinness rested on dark wooden coasters, their creamy heads slowly settling.

Cassian leaned against the kitchen counter, watching her with quiet appreciation. He loved these moments—the effortless comfort they shared, the way she looked at home in his clothes. But there was something else in the air tonight, a kind of unspoken energy between them.

Ciara stretched, arching her back just enough for the sweater to ride up her thighs, flashing a glimpse of smooth skin. She smirked when she caught Cassian’s gaze lingering. “See something you like?”

He chuckled, pushing off the counter and sauntering over to join her. “Always.”

She patted the space beside her, and he sank down, his fingers grazing her thigh as he reached for his drink. They sat in comfortable silence for a beat before Ciara turned to him, her emerald-green eyes glinting with something mischievous.

“So, I’ve been thinking about St. Patrick’s Day.”

Cassian took a sip of his beer, amused. “You? Thinking about St. Paddy’s? Shocking.”

She swatted at his arm. “Listen, I want to do something special this year. Something fun.”

He raised an eyebrow. “I thought we were already going out?”

“We are. But I want it to be more than just green beer and rowdy drunk people in the streets.” She chewed on her lip, watching his reaction carefully. “I was thinking... maybe this could be the night.”

Cassian exhaled slowly, setting his drink down. He thought he knew exactly what she meant, but he wasn’t about to let her off easy. “The night for what, exactly?”

Ciara’s lips curled into a knowing smile. “Come on, Cass. We’ve talked about it before. You know what I mean.”

She shifted closer, draping her legs over his lap, her fingers tracing slow, lazy circles on his forearm. Cassian felt the warmth of her touch seeping into his skin, but his mind was still turning over the idea.

“You’re talking about your fantasy, right? The one where we bring in another guy?” he asked, just to be sure.

“Yes, that one,” she said, sounding slightly exasperated. “We’ve talked about this before. Several times, in fact,” Ciara said to let Cassian know she was being serious.

“We have talked about it,” he admitted. “But talking is different from actually doing it.” Cassian was still quite hesitant.

“That’s why I want to make sure we’re both into it,” she said softly. “No pressure. No rush. Just... exploring it together.”

He studied her, searching for any hint of hesitation in her expression. But there was none. Only anticipation, excitement, and that undeniable spark that had drawn him to her in the first place.

Cassian let out a low breath, rubbing his jaw. “You’ve really been thinking about this, huh?”

She nodded, her fingers skating up to his collar, playing with the fabric of his shirt. “I want to have a wild, unforgettable St. Paddy’s. And I want to share it with you.”

There was something about the way she said it that sent a shiver down his spine. It wasn’t just about the idea itself—it was about them, about the trust and connection they had. About pushing boundaries together. It honestly sounded kind of fun.

“Alright,” he said finally, tilting his head as a slow grin spread across his face. “Convince me.” Cassian felt he could have some fun with this.

Ciara’s laugh was low and sultry, full of promise. “Oh, I plan to.”

She leaned in, her lips brushing his in a kiss that started sweet but quickly deepened, her body pressing into him, her intentions clear. The tension between them shifted, crackling with energy as they lost themselves in the moment.

The kissing was so hot. So sexy. Cassian could tell already, this St. Patrick’s Day was going to be one for the books.

Ciara smirked against Cassian’s lips, her fingers slipping up the back of his neck to toy with his hair. She could feel the tension in his body—not resistance, exactly, but hesitation. He needed more than just a suggestion. He needed to be led.

She pulled back just enough to whisper against his lips, “You like the idea, don’t you?”

Cassian let out a breathy chuckle, his hands settling on her bare thighs. “I like you.” It still made him nervous.

“That’s not an answer.” Her nails raked lightly down his arm, teasing. “I know the thought excites you. You’ve told me before.”

He swallowed, his thumb rubbing slow, absentminded circles on her skin. “Thinking about something in the heat of the moment is one thing. Actually making it happen is different.” Of the two of them, Cassian was doing his best to remain more measured.

Ciara’s eyes sparkled, mischief dancing in them. “So let’s start with the thinking part.” She reached for her beer, took a sip, and leaned back against the arm of the couch, stretching out in that effortlessly sensual way she had. “Let’s talk about it. No pressure. Just... what if?”

Cassian arched his brow. “You’re really making a whole night out of this fantasy, huh?”

She grinned, licking the foam from her lip. “Well, yeah. I want us to enjoy every part of it, not just the act itself. The build-up, the anticipation... even just playing with the idea. That’s part of the fun.”

He exhaled, watching her. “Alright. I’m listening.”

Ciara tucked her legs up, shifting so she was curled into his side, her lips near his ear. “Imagine it,” she murmured. “We go out. The city’s buzzing—bars packed, streets alive with people looking for a good time. I’m dressed up, something short and tight, something that makes heads turn.” She nipped lightly at his earlobe, her voice warm and teasing. “But you’re the one I keep coming back to. Every look, every touch... it’s all for you.”

Cassian’s fingers flexed on her thigh. “And then?” He didn’t want to admit it, but the way she was framing this story was truly captivating him.

She smirked, pressing a kiss just below his jaw. “Maybe I flirt a little. Let someone buy me a drink. Feel that rush of attention, knowing you’re watching. Maybe you like the way he looks at me—maybe you enjoy knowing that I’m wanted, but that I’m yours first.”

His breath slowed, and she felt the way his body shifted beneath her. He was imagining it now, she could tell. She’d done exactly what she’d been aiming for.

Ciara leaned back, eyes locked onto his. “I don’t do anything you don’t want me to do,” she promised, her fingers trailing up his chest. “It’s our game. Our night. Just us, exploring together.”

Cassian ran a hand through his hair, exhaling with a half-laugh. “Jesus, Ciara.” Her promise had his pants feeling very tight. Particularly in the front.

She bit her lip, enjoying the way his pupils had darkened, the way his grip had tightened just slightly on her thigh. “You’re thinking about it now, aren’t you?”

He tilted his head, looking at her with something between amusement and surrender. And a slight blush, of course. “You’re very persuasive,” Cassian finally admitted.

She grinned, her hands smoothing over his chest. “You love that about me.”

He caught her wrist, pulling her flush against him. “I do.” His voice had dropped, a husky warmth threading through it. “And you love driving me crazy.”

“Guilty,” she whispered, lips brushing his again, teasing.

Cassian groaned, flipping her onto her back, his weight pressing deliciously against her. “You want to play this game, sweetheart?” he murmured, dragging his mouth along her throat. “Let’s see just how far you can push me.”

Ciara laughed, breathless and eager, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Ciara shivered under Cassian’s weight, his warmth pressing into her, but she wasn’t about to let him take control that easily. She arched beneath him, pressing her body into his teasingly. “Oh, I know I can push you,” she murmured, lips grazing his jaw. “I just have to find the right spot.”

Cassian chuckled, low and deep, his hands roaming deliberately slow along her curves, just skimming the hem of his oversized sweater on her body. “You think you’ve got me all figured out, don’t you?”

“I know I do.” Her nails dragged lightly over the nape of his neck, feeling the way his body reacted to her. She could feel his little shivers. “I know you like watching me when other guys notice. I know it turns you on when I act a little reckless, a little bold.”

Cassian’s grip tightened on her waist. “Maybe.”

“Maybe?” She smirked, tilting her head back to give him better access to the curve of her throat as he kissed along it, slow and lazy, his stubble grazing her skin in just the right way. “So you wouldn’t like it if I wore something short, something tight? Let guys look, let them think they have a chance—while you sit back, knowing I’m yours?”

Cassian hummed against her skin. “I’d like it,” he admitted, his voice dropping. “But I’d like it even more if you were squirming by the end of the night, aching to get home and show me exactly who you belong to.” Cassian couldn’t help but smile at the thought.

A little gasp escaped her, her thighs squeezing around his waist. He grinned.

“You think you’re the only one who can play games, baby?” He dipped lower, dragging his tongue along the sensitive spot just below her ear, making her tremble. “You talk a good game, but I know you. You’d spend all night teasing me, but I’d have you melting before we even made it back through the front door.”

Ciara swallowed hard, heat pooling deep in her stomach. “Bold of you to assume I wouldn’t make you break first.” She quite liked the challenge.

Cassian leaned in, his lips a breath from hers, their noses brushing. “Oh, sweetheart. I let you win because it’s fun.” His fingers slipped under the sweater, grazing up her bare thighs. “But don’t mistake that for me not knowing exactly how to wreck you.”

Ciara inhaled sharply, but she refused to back down. Instead, she let her hips roll against him, savouring the way his breath hitched. “I want this, Cassian,” she whispered. “With you.”

He exhaled slowly, eyes locked on hers. He wasn’t just caught in the heat of the moment—he was truly considering it now. Turning the idea over in his mind.

“You’re sure?” he asked, voice softer now. “You don’t just like the fantasy of it—you want it for real? You mean it?”

She nodded, pressing a lingering kiss to his lips. “I want the fantasy, but I want it to be ours. A memory we create together.”

Cassian searched her gaze, then let out a breath of a laugh. “You’re trouble, you know that?”

She grinned. “You love it.”

“I do,” he admitted. Then, after a long pause, his smirk returned. “Alright, Ciara. Let’s do this. But only if you can handle it,” he teased with a flirtatious little wink.

A thrill shot through her from the way he said it, that promise in his voice.

“Oh, I can. And I knew you’d come around,” she teased back, before kissing Cassian deeply.

Cassian groaned against her mouth. “Yeah, yeah. But you’re still going to pay for all this teasing.”

Ciara just smiled. She thought about making a witty remark, but the silence served her just as well. The couple leaned in for yet another kiss.

St. Patrick’s Day couldn’t come soon enough.
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Chapter 2: Excitement


[image: ]


Ciara practically skipped into the bedroom, her grin wide and mischievous as she flung open their closet. "Alright, lover boy, let's get serious. If we're doing this, we need to look the part."

Cassian leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, smirking at her enthusiasm. "You mean look ridiculous?" He couldn’t help but tease her. It was his first instinct, practically every time.

She shot him a playful glare over her shoulder. "Excuse you! We need to be festive. This is a St. Paddy’s bash! Green, glitter, shamrocks—maybe even something a little cheeky."

Cassian raised an eyebrow. "Define cheeky."

Ciara turned, holding up a tiny, emerald-green dress with a plunging neckline and barely-there hem. "This."

His breath stopped for a moment. "You call that a dress? It’s a scrap of fabric."

"Oh, it’s a statement piece." She smirked, twirling it in front of her. "It says, 'I’m fun, I’m sexy, and I’m celebrating in style."'

Cassian stepped closer, his hands finding her waist. "It also says, 'I’m begging to be groped all night.'"

Ciara leaned in, her lips brushing his. "That’s half the fun, isn’t it?" Her teasing him this closely only caused his erection to grow.

His grip on her tightened for a moment before he exhaled, shaking his head with a chuckle. "Alright, what about me? You better not stick me in a leprechaun suit."

"Oh please, I have taste." She turned back to the closet, rummaging through hangers before pulling out a tight-fitting green button-down and a sleek black vest. "Wear this with those black jeans that make your ass look biteable."

He laughed. "Biteable? You planning to demonstrate that later?" He was kidding, but only kind of.

She grinned wickedly. "Depends on how the night goes." The answer caused a grin to shoot across Cassian’s face. There was a reason he loved this girl so much.

Cassian took the shirt from her, shaking his head. "Fine, I’ll allow it. But I draw the line at those stupid oversized green hats."

Ciara gasped dramatically. "Blasphemy!" Then she winked. "Okay, fine, no hat. But we are accessorizing."

She pulled out a selection of beaded necklaces, shamrock sunglasses, and a pair of flashing green bracelets. "You don’t have to wear them all, but at least one or two. It’s about the spirit of the night!"

Cassian rolled his eyes but grabbed a necklace from her hands. "You’re impossible, you know that?"

"You love it." She kissed him quick and teasingly before turning back to the mirror, holding the tiny dress up to herself. "God, I can’t wait for tonight."

Cassian watched her, heat flickering in his gaze as she swayed her hips. "You’re really excited about this, huh?"

She met his eyes in the reflection, biting her lip. "I like the idea of letting loose, seeing what happens... getting a little wild."

His voice dropped. "And if I get a little possessive in the process?"

Ciara shivered at the dark edge in his tone. "Then maybe that makes it even hotter."

He exhaled sharply, running a hand through his hair. "You’re going to be the death of me."

She turned, stepping close and pressing her body against his. "No, I’m going to make sure you have the best night ever."

Cassian groaned softly, hands settling on her hips. "You really are a menace."

"A sexy menace," she corrected, kissing the corner of his mouth before pulling away. "Now, let’s finish getting ready. I want us looking perfect before we hit that party."

Cassian took one last lingering look at her before nodding. "Alright, let's do this."

With that, they returned to their playful preparations, the anticipation thick between them. St. Patrick’s Day was about to get a whole lot wilder, just as they’d planned.

As they finished picking out their outfits, Ciara plopped onto the bed, crossing her legs as she scrolled through her phone. "Okay, food. We need fuel before we unleash ourselves on the world."

Cassian pulled his tight black jeans over his hips, buttoning them up before glancing her way. "What are you thinking?"

Ciara hummed. "Something solid. Something that’ll soak up all the Guinness and whiskey we’ll inevitably drink."

"So... burgers and fries?"

She wrinkled her nose. "Too basic. We need something festive." Her face lit up. "Ooh! What about that Irish pub that delivers? They have shepherd’s pie, corned beef sandwiches, even boxty pancakes!"

Cassian chuckled, grabbing his phone. "Alright, alright, I’ll order. You want the sandwich or the pie?"

Ciara leaned back, stretching in a way that made her tiny dress ride up dangerously high. "I’ll take the pie. And extra soda bread."

Cassian smirked, forcing himself to focus on the screen. "You’re going to be so full before we even get to the bar."

"Please, my stomach was made for this." She shot him a grin. "Besides, I need the energy if I’m going to be dancing, flirting, and causing trouble all night."

He quirked an eyebrow. "Flirting, huh?"

She batted her lashes at him. "Would you rather I didn’t?"

Cassian’s jaw tightened, though amusement flickered in his eyes. "Oh, you can flirt, alright. Just remember who you’re coming home with."

Ciara smirked. "That sounds like a challenge."

"It is," he said smoothly, stepping closer and tugging her onto her feet. His fingers brushed down her arms, teasing. "But you should know by now—I always win."

The couple continued their flirtatious behaviour for the next twenty minutes or so. Then, finally, a knock at the door broke the tension between them, making Ciara giggle as she pulled away. "Food’s here! Saved by the shepherd’s pie."

Cassian sighed dramatically. "Lucky lady." Even the way she turned back to smirk at him turned him on.

They ate on the couch, Ciara stealing bites of his corned beef as they sipped on sodas, letting the meal settle before their big night out. The playful energy between them never dulled, teasing touches and lingering glances keeping the anticipation alive.

When they finally stood to leave, Ciara adjusted her dress one last time, slipping on a pair of gold heels. Cassian grabbed his wallet and keys, giving her a once-over. "You ready for this?"

Ciara took his hand, lacing their fingers together. "Beyond ready."

They stepped out into the night, the city buzzing with the promise of mischief and revelry. Whatever the evening held, one thing was certain—it was going to be one hell of a celebration.
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Chapter 3: The Bar
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The night air buzzed with energy as Ciara and Cassian stepped out of the Uber, hand in hand. The streets were alive with green-clad revelers, laughter spilling out from the bars lining the block. Neon shamrocks flickered in windows, and the distant melody of an Irish folk song played from a nearby pub.

Ciara gave Cassian’s arm a playful squeeze. “Now this is what I’m talking about.”

Cassian smirked, taking in the scene. “Looks like we made the right call.”

Their destination, O’Malley’s, was a well-known hotspot for St. Patrick’s Day—always packed, always loud, always a guaranteed good time. They’d been here before on past holidays, and it had a reputation for being wild, filled with rowdy drinking games, spontaneous dancing, and enough Guinness to flood a river. As they approached, they braced themselves for the chaos inside.

Only... it wasn’t quite what they expected.

The place was still busy, of course, and the tables were filled with groups decked out in green, but there was a noticeable difference from previous years. The energy, while still festive, wasn’t as frenzied. No one was standing on tables chugging beer, no impromptu Irish jigs had broken out in the middle of the room, and the usual thrum of bass-heavy music was slightly more subdued.

Ciara exchanged a glance with Cassian. “Quieter than I remember.” It was slightly ironic, as Ciara still had to speak loudly and get closer to Cassian in order for him to hear her.

“Not necessarily a bad thing,” he said, holding the door open for her. “We can actually hear each other talk.”

She grinned. “True. And we don’t have to fight for drinks.” Ever the optimist, Ciara was.

Weaving through the crowd, they made their way to the bar. A bartender in a green vest and matching bow tie slid a couple of menus their way. “What’ll it be, lovebirds?”

Ciara didn’t hesitate. “Two Irish Mules to start.”

Cassian chuckled. “Not going straight for whiskey?”

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said with a smirk. “We’ll get there.”

Drinks in hand, they found a spot near the railing overlooking the dance floor. A few people were swaying to the music, a lively but not over-the-top mix of pop hits with the occasional Irish folk song thrown in. They clinked glasses, the ice clattering as they took their first sips.

“Mmm,” Ciara sighed. “Now that’s good.”

Cassian nodded. “Refreshing. But you’re right—we’ll get to the whiskey.”

They soaked in the atmosphere, enjoying the hum of conversation around them. A group nearby was playing a St. Paddy’s-themed drinking game, flipping coins into shot glasses. Across the room, a guy in a leprechaun hat was trying to impress a group of girls with a wobbly attempt at an Irish jig.

Cassian nudged Ciara. “Think you could do better?”

She smirked. “Absolutely. But I’d rather save my energy for when they play something I can really dance to.”

They ordered another round, this time a couple of smooth Irish whiskeys. Ciara leaned into Cassian, her body warm against his as she tipped her glass against his. “Sláinte.”

“Sláinte,” he echoed, their eyes locking before they drank.

The whiskey burned just right, spreading warmth through her chest. She licked her lips, savouring the taste. “You know,” she mused, tracing a finger over the rim of her glass, “this might not be as crazy as we expected, but I’m still having a damn good time.”

Cassian slid an arm around her waist, pulling her close. “Me too.” He was happy to hear she still enjoyed spending time with him, on their own.

For a while, they just enjoyed the moment—drinking, chatting, occasionally laughing at the antics of the more drunken patrons. When the DJ switched to a livelier song, Ciara grabbed Cassian’s hand. “Alright, time to dance.”

He groaned playfully. “Do I have a choice?”

“Nope.”

She led him to the small dance floor, wrapping her arms around his neck as they swayed together. The music pulsed, not too loud, not too fast—just enough to lose themselves in the rhythm of each other. Cassian held her close, his hands firm at her waist, his breath warm against her cheek.

As the night stretched on, they kept the drinks coming but never pushed too far. They laughed, they flirted, they danced. They soaked in the buzz of the celebration, the easy comfort of just being together. And through it all, the fantasy they had whispered about still hung in the air between them, unspoken but very much alive.

The night deepened, but the energy between Ciara and Cassian only grew more electric. The bar, though not as chaotic as in years past, had its own kind of magic—a slow burn that kept them both on edge, their connection simmering just beneath the surface. The whiskey had warmed their veins, and the music had loosened their inhibitions, but it was the way they moved together, the way their eyes locked and held, that truly set the night ablaze.

Ciara twirled under Cassian’s arm, her laughter ringing out as he pulled her back into him. “You’re getting good at this,” she teased, her breath hot against his ear.

“I have an excellent teacher,” he shot back, his hands sliding lower on her hips, his grip firm and possessive. The way he looked at her—like she was the only person in the room—made her pulse quicken. She loved this side of him, the way he could be playful and intense all at once.

The DJ switched to a slower song, the kind that begged for bodies to press closer. Ciara didn’t hesitate. She stepped into Cassian’s space, her arms looping around his neck, her chest brushing against his. His hands settled on the small of her back, pulling her even closer until there was no space left between them. They swayed together, their movements slow and deliberate, every touch charged with intention.

“You know,” Ciara murmured, her lips grazing his jaw, “I think this might be my favourite St. Patrick’s Day yet.”

Cassian’s voice was low, a rumble she felt more than heard. “And we haven’t even gotten to the best part.” Him saying that was just what she’d wanted to hear.

She tilted her head back to look at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh? And what’s that?”

He leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “I guess we’ll have to wait and see,” he smiled as he shot her a sly little wink.

The promise in his words sent a shiver down her spine. She loved this game they played, the way they could tease and tempt each other, building the anticipation until it was almost unbearable. It was so hot.

She pressed closer, her lips finding the sensitive spot just below his ear. “You’re such a tease,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock annoyance.

“And you love it,” he replied, his hands tightening on her waist.

They stayed like that for what felt like forever, lost in the rhythm of the music and the heat of each other’s bodies. Around them, the bar buzzed with laughter and conversation, but it all faded into the background. For Ciara and Cassian, there was only the two of them, the way they moved together, the way they fit together.

When the song ended, they reluctantly pulled apart, though Cassian kept one hand on her waist, anchoring her to him. “Another drink?” he asked, his voice rough.

Ciara nodded, her cheeks flushed. “But this time, let’s make it something... fun.”

Cassian raised an eyebrow. “Fun, huh? What did you have in mind?”

She grinned, leaning in close. “How about a round of Irish Car Bombs?”

He laughed, the sound rich and warm. “You’re trying to get me drunk.”

“Maybe,” she admitted, her eyes sparkling. “But isn’t that half the fun?”

They made their way back to the bar, where the bartender greeted them with a knowing smile. “Another round for the lovebirds?”

“Irish Car Bombs,” Ciara said, her tone daring.

The bartender chuckled. “Coming right up.”

As they waited, Ciara leaned against the bar, her body angled toward Cassian. “You know,” she said, her voice low, “I can’t stop thinking about that fantasy of ours.”

Cassian’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to her lips. “Oh?”

She nodded, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the bar top. “I hope tonight’s the night we stop just... talking about it. Maybe it becomes reality,” she smirked as her cheeks blushed a gentle pink.

His breath caught, and for a moment, he looked like he might kiss her right there. But then the bartender returned, sliding two shot glasses of whiskey and two smaller glasses of Baileys and Irish cream toward them.

Ciara picked up her shot glass, her eyes never leaving Cassian’s. “To taking chances,” she said, her voice steady despite the way her heart raced.

Cassian clinked his glass against hers. “To taking chances.”
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Chapter 4: Still Hoping
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The energy inside O’Malley’s had settled into a comfortable rhythm, a steady hum of music, laughter, and clinking glasses. The crowd wasn’t as wild as in previous years, but Ciara and Cassian were still making the most of the night, wrapped in the easy pleasure of each other’s company.

They had found their way back to the dance floor more than once, losing themselves in the music. Ciara loved the way Cassian moved with her, the warmth of his hands on her hips, the way his body pressed against hers in a way that sent little sparks of excitement through her. They laughed between songs, sneaking quick kisses, their chemistry undeniable.

“You’re definitely loosening up,” Ciara teased after a particularly playful spin left her giggling against Cassian’s chest.

Cassian chuckled, his fingers tracing small circles against the small of her back. “It’s the company,” he murmured, brushing his lips against her temple.

Another drink seemed like a good idea, so they made their way back to the bar, where they ordered another round of Irish Mules. Ciara sipped hers slowly, savouring the cool bite of ginger beer and the warmth of the whiskey beneath it.

As they leaned against the bar, watching the crowd, Ciara sighed contentedly. “It’s not the wild party I was expecting, but I still like it here.”

Cassian nodded. “Yeah. It’s nice. A little more chill, but honestly, it’s kind of fun just being here together.”

She smiled at that, reaching for his hand. “Yeah. I’m having fun, too.”

For a while, they simply enjoyed the atmosphere, the comfort of the bar’s glow, the occasional burst of drunken revelry from another group. A tipsy guy in a giant green top hat nearly stumbled into them, laughing as his friend steadied him. Ciara and Cassian exchanged amused glances, chuckling at the antics of the night’s more enthusiastic drinkers.

They danced again, their bodies moving in sync, the tension between them thickening. There was something electric about being out in public like this, lost in their own little world, surrounded by people but completely absorbed in each other.

Eventually, Ciara glanced at Cassian, an idea forming. “Should we try another place?”

He considered it, glancing around the bar. “I don’t know... This place is good, and we’re already settled.”

She nodded, biting her lip. “Yeah, you’re right. No need to mess with a good thing.”

They stayed for another round, laughing, drinking, kissing softly in between songs. The night felt warm and full of promise, their excitement bubbling just beneath the surface.

But after another hour, as the bar started thinning out just slightly, Ciara caught Cassian’s eye again. “Okay. I changed my mind. Let’s go somewhere else.”

Cassian grinned, amused. “Feeling restless?”

“Just... hopeful.” She nudged him playfully. “Come on, let’s keep this night going.”

With that, they gathered their things, hands clasped as they stepped out into the cool night air. The city still pulsed with energy around them, and as they walked down the street in search of their next stop, their excitement hadn’t waned.

The night was far from over.
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Chapter 5: One Last Pint
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Stepping out of O’Malley’s, the cool night air kissed Ciara’s flushed cheeks, the energy of the evening still buzzing between her and Cassian. The city was alive around them—laughter spilling from open pub doors, taxis weaving through the streets, groups of partygoers decked out in green stumbling past with arms slung around each other’s shoulders.

Cassian gave her hand a small squeeze. “So, what’s the plan now?”

Ciara grinned, tugging him along. “Let’s see what we find.”

They wandered down the street, past neon-lit bars and cozy lounges, scanning for something that felt right. The electricity of the night hadn’t faded—if anything, the anticipation between them was growing.

After a few blocks, Ciara spotted a place that looked promising. A sleek cocktail bar with floor-to-ceiling windows and a lively crowd inside. A little more upscale than O’Malley’s, but still buzzing with energy. She turned to Cassian with a playful smirk. “How about this one?”

He arched a brow. “Bit of a change of pace.”

“Exactly.”

With a chuckle, he let her lead the way. Inside, the atmosphere was different—dim lighting, plush seating, the clinking of glasses more refined than the rowdy cheers of the last place. But the air was still thick with energy, and Ciara immediately liked it.

They slid onto barstools, and Cassian signaled the bartender. “Two whiskey sours.”

Ciara shot him a look. “Oh, so we’re getting fancy now?”

He shrugged, amused. “When in Rome.”

The drinks arrived, smooth and citrusy with just enough bite to remind her she wasn’t done with the night yet. She leaned in slightly, tilting her head as she studied Cassian. “You having fun?”

He met her gaze, fingers tracing lazy patterns on his glass. “Yeah. You?”

Ciara nodded, but there was a flicker of something unreadable in her eyes. A thought she hadn’t voiced yet.

Maybe it was the drinks, maybe it was the way the night had been unfolding, but she felt bold. “Can I ask you something?”

Cassian smirked. “You always do.”

She hesitated only for a second before diving in. “Have you thought about what we talked about? You know... earlier?”

His expression shifted—not hesitant, but intrigued. He set his glass down, his full attention on her now. “You mean...?”

She bit her lip, holding his gaze. “Yeah.”

For a moment, the air between them crackled, heavier than before. Cassian exhaled slowly, his fingers tapping against the counter. “I’ve been thinking about it.”

Ciara leaned in, teasing but earnest. “And?”

He let a slow smile spread across his lips. “Maybe it’s time we stop talking and start doing.”

A thrill ran through her, excitement mixing with the warmth of the whiskey in her veins. She grinned, reaching for his hand. “Now we’re getting somewhere.”

The night was still young, and they weren’t done yet.

Ciara’s smirk lingered as she took another sip of her whiskey sour, eyes drifting over the room. The bar had a different energy than O’Malley’s—sleek, modern, and filled with a mix of professionals unwinding and partygoers looking for one last indulgence before the night ended. It was a playground of possibility.

That’s when she spotted him.

Nikolai was tall, broad-shouldered, and undeniably striking. Dark hair, a sharp jawline, and an air of effortless confidence that made him stand out even in a room full of well-dressed patrons. He leaned casually against the bar, a glass of something amber in hand, his fingers wrapped around the crystal in a way that felt both relaxed and deliberate. He wasn’t scanning the room like someone on the prowl—he seemed comfortable, as if he was simply enjoying his drink and the atmosphere.

Perfect.

Ciara turned slightly, angling herself toward him while still keeping Cassian in her periphery. She caught Cassian watching her, his lips curling in amusement as he raised an eyebrow. She met his gaze and smirked before shifting her attention to her new target.

“Excuse me,” she said smoothly, turning her stool just enough to face Nikolai.

He looked up, his pale blue eyes flicking to her, then to Cassian, before returning to her with polite curiosity. “Yes?” His accent was light but noticeable—Eastern European, maybe Russian.

Ciara rested her elbow on the bar, twirling the stem of her glass between her fingers. “I couldn’t help but notice—you’re drinking something a little stronger than most people here.” She nodded toward his glass. “What’s your poison?”

Nikolai glanced down at his drink with a small smirk. “Single malt. Neat.”

She let out a low hum of approval. “A man with good taste. I respect that.”

He chuckled, tilting his head slightly. “And what about you? What’s your drink of choice?”

She lifted her glass, letting the ice clink against the sides. “Whiskey sour tonight, but I like to mix it up. Variety keeps things interesting.”

His smirk deepened. “Does it now?”

Cassian, still sipping his drink, observed quietly, his amusement clear. He wasn’t intervening—just watching, letting her take the lead, just as she’d wanted.

Ciara set her drink down and leaned in ever so slightly, enough to signal interest without making it overt. “So, Nikolai, are you a local, or just passing through?”

He exhaled a soft laugh, shaking his head. “A bit of both, I suppose. I live here now, but I grew up elsewhere.”

“Ah,” she nodded. “The mysterious foreigner vibe. I like it.”

He arched his eyebrow. “And what vibe do you give off?”

She pretended to consider, then grinned. “That depends on who you ask.”

Nikolai took a slow sip of his whiskey, eyes flickering with intrigue. “And if I ask you?”

She leaned in just a little more, lowering her voice. “I’d say I’m someone who enjoys good company, a good drink, and an interesting night.”

His lips twitched at the corners. “That does sound interesting.”

Ciara could feel Cassian’s gaze burning into her, but he didn’t interrupt. He was enjoying the show, just as much as she was enjoying playing the game.

She swirled her drink, keeping her eyes on Nikolai. “So tell me, Nikolai—do you usually spend your St. Patrick’s nights alone, or am I just catching you between parties?”

He exhaled a soft laugh. “I wouldn’t say alone, but I also wasn’t looking for anything in particular.” His eyes flicked to Cassian briefly before settling back on her. “Though, I admit, you have my attention now.”

She grinned. “Good. I like keeping people entertained.”

The night was getting more interesting by the second.
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Chapter 6: The Offer
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Ciara let the last sip of her whiskey roll over her tongue before setting the glass down with a quiet clink. The warmth of the drink curled in her stomach, adding to the heat already simmering between her and Nikolai. He was watching her now—more than just politely, with more than just friendly interest. His blue eyes lingered as if trying to decipher what exactly she was playing at.

She gave him an easy, confident smile. “You don’t strike me as the whiskey sour type.”

Nikolai chuckled, swirling the dark liquid in his glass. “And what type do I seem?”

Ciara let her gaze drift over him deliberately, taking in the tailored fit of his black button-up, the way he carried himself with quiet confidence. “Vodka. Neat.”

His lips quirked up. “A fair guess. But I like surprises.”

“Oh?” Ciara leaned in just slightly, letting her fingers graze the edge of his sleeve, barely perceptible but enough to test the waters. “Me too.”

Cassian was quiet beside her, sipping his drink, but she felt the subtle shift in him. A flicker of something unreadable in the way he adjusted his posture, the slight tightening of his jaw. He was watching, but not stopping her. That familiar rush of excitement surged through her—pushing boundaries, seeing just how far she could take things.

She turned her attention fully back to Nikolai, letting her fingers trail down his forearm lightly before resting her elbow on the bar, chin in her palm. “So, what brings you out tonight?”

He smirked, tilting his head. “Same as everyone else, I imagine. A good drink, good company.” His eyes flickered over to Cassian, as if acknowledging him for the first time in the equation. “And you?”

Ciara smiled, slow and deliberate. “Oh, I’m here for the experience.”

Nikolai’s brows lifted slightly, intrigued, but still playing it cool. “Is that so?”

She shifted in her seat, her knee barely brushing his. “Mhm. And I like meeting interesting people.”

Nikolai exhaled a small laugh, glancing at his glass before looking back at her. “Well, I’d hate to disappoint.”

“I don’t think you will.” Ciara’s fingers danced along the rim of her glass before reaching out, just barely touching the fabric of his sleeve again, lingering a second longer this time. He didn’t pull away. Instead, he leaned in ever so slightly, mirroring her energy.

Cassian cleared his throat, but it wasn’t an interruption—it was a silent acknowledgment. She knew him too well; he was letting her play this out, but his eyes were sharp, tracking every move.

Nikolai finally set his glass down, his smirk deepening. “So, tell me, Ciara... what kind of experience are you looking for tonight?”

She grinned, tilting her head toward the dance floor. The music had shifted to something deep and pulsing, the bass vibrating through the room. Perfect.

“Why don’t we start with a dance?”

Nikolai exhaled as if amused, but there was interest there. “You’re quite persuasive.”

“I know.” She slid off her stool, reaching for his wrist with a featherlight touch before stepping toward the dance floor.

For a moment, he hesitated. Then, with a small shake of his head, as if he couldn’t quite believe he was going along with this, he sat back and watched.

Cassian watched them go, his grip tightening slightly around his glass, but he stayed put.

Ciara led Nikolai into the thrumming sea of bodies, the energy electric around them. The moment they stepped onto the dance floor, she turned toward him, her body moving easily with the rhythm.

Nikolai chuckled, shaking his head. “You’re trouble, aren’t you?”

She smirked, letting her hands rest lightly on his chest, feeling the heat beneath the fabric. “Only if you can’t keep up.”

His hands found her waist—not possessive, not hesitant, just testing. And Ciara? She was into it.

Ciara pressed in closer to Nikolai, her body moving in sync with his as the music pulsed through the club. The tension between them had built steadily, each teasing glance and lingering touch igniting something hotter. She knew exactly what she was doing—this wasn’t just about flirting with Nikolai. This was about putting on a show. For herself, for Cassian, for the delicious power she felt in moments like this.

She reached for Nikolai’s hands, guiding them to her waist. “You don’t have to be shy,” she murmured, her lips dangerously close to his ear. “I like to be touched.”

He exhaled a quiet laugh, his grip firming against the curve of her hips. “Is that so?”

She turned her head, their faces just inches apart. “Mhm. Especially when a man knows what he’s doing.”

Nikolai was catching on now. His hands drifted lower, fingers grazing the bare skin between her top and skirt. His touch was deliberate, exploratory, testing just how much she’d allow. Ciara rewarded him with a slow, sinuous roll of her body against his, pressing back into his frame.

Her eyes flickered toward Cassian, scanning the crowd until she spotted him near the edge of the dance floor. He was looking for her. Searching.

Perfect.

Ciara smirked, then arched her back slightly, lifting her arms and draping them around Nikolai’s neck. She let herself get lost in the music, her body melting against him. She felt his fingers skim along the dip of her spine, the heat of his breath near her shoulder. The energy between them was undeniable now, humming between every touch.

Cassian’s gaze finally landed on her.

She saw the flicker of something in his eyes—interest, curiosity, a hint of jealousy. It thrilled her.

Without breaking stride, she whispered to Nikolai, “You feel good.” She guided his hands down, letting him grip her thighs as she ground against him to the beat.

He let out a quiet groan, his fingers flexing against her skin. “Fuck, you’re hot.”

She turned her head just enough to meet his eyes, her smile wicked. “You’re not so bad yourself,” Ciara teased him back.

Cassian was moving now, weaving through the bodies toward them. Ciara wasn’t about to let the moment fizzle out. Instead, she turned fully in Nikolai’s arms, pressing her front to his, their faces inches apart as they swayed together. She let one hand drift over his chest, slow and deliberate, her fingers playing at the edge of his shirt.

“I like how you move,” she murmured.

He exhaled a slow breath, his hands tightening at her waist. “You’re dangerous.”

She grinned. “I prefer irresistible.”

Cassian was almost at them. Ciara could feel the weight of his stare, the silent challenge in it. So, she turned up the heat one last notch—her fingers traced up Nikolai’s jaw, nails dragging lightly before she leaned in, lips brushing against the shell of his ear.

“Come home with us.”

Nikolai stiffened for half a second before pulling back enough to search her face. His gaze darted to Cassian, then back to her, realization dawning in his eyes. Did this couple really mean it? They wanted him to go home with them? He wanted to be sure they weren’t kidding.

“You mean that?” His voice was quiet, yet rough.

She nodded, still grinning. “Only if you’re up for it.” Cassian still hadn’t heard what they were discussing. The music on the dancefloor proved too loud. He could only tell from Ciara’s face that whatever it was, she was enjoying it.

Nikolai’s fingers flexed against her waist, and Cassian finally stepped up beside them, watching but not interfering.

The moment hung heavy between them.

Then, Nikolai exhaled a slow, deliberate breath. “I think I might be.”

Ciara’s smirk deepened. It was all she’d ever wanted to hear.
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Chapter 7: Passion
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It didn’t take long to arrive back at the condo. For Cassian, the entire way home was a blur.

It had been very clear since they’d left the bar how intentional Ciara was being about this. She wanted Nikolai. And he loved feeling wanted by her. The two had their hands all over one another in the Uber on the way back home.

Cassian’s heart had been fluttering the whole way. He was so nervous. But somehow, and he wasn’t quite sure why, his dick had been hard the whole time. And now, back in the condo he’d made sure to lock the door right away. While he did this, Nikolai and Ciara practically made a straight dash for the bedroom. He followed them, just as they were about to get to the bed.

Ciara began to take off her dress. Nikolai wasted no time removing his own shirt, revealing his chiseled abs and toned chest. He pulled Ciara close, his hands roaming over her curves as he kissed her deeply. She moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Cassian watched from the doorway, his heart racing and his cock throbbing. He felt a mix of arousal and jealousy as he saw the two of them together, but he couldn't look away. Ciara broke the kiss and pushed Nikolai down onto the bed, then turned to face Cassian.

"Is this okay?" she asked, her voice breathy and her eyes filled with a dark lust.

Cassian nodded, unable to speak. He moved to the chair in the corner and sat down, never taking his eyes off the two of them. He knew what would happen next.

Ciara grinned and turned back to Nikolai, who was now naked and stroking his impressive erection. She removed the rest of her clothes and climbed on top of him, positioning herself above his rock-hard cock.

"Oh fuck," Ciara moaned as she slowly lowered herself onto Nikolai's length. It was a difficult trip down for her. It took several tries. Nikolai had to help guide his large member inside, lightly holding it with one of his hands. Ciara gasped as she glided down it, taking him in.

"Ah!...He's so big, Cass. So much bigger than you!" She sounded so sincere when she said it. She couldn’t help but give Cassian the sexiest little smirk as she slowly began to ride.

Cassian gritted his teeth, his own cock twitching at her words. He watched as Ciara began to ride Nikolai. Cassian couldn't take his eyes off Ciara, as she softly rocked her hips and rode him. Her toned body, breasts and butt bouncing in the couples’ bed. But this time, not for Cassian.

The room’s lighting was dim, a sharp contrast to the loud sounds now emanating from their bedroom. Ciara reached out and grabbed Nikolai’s muscular pec, smirking at him as the slapping of flesh against flesh grew in pace and sound.

Nikolai gripped Ciara's hips, as she leaned forward to kiss him passionately. He was thrusting up into her, holding her close, plowing her hard and fast now. She broke the kiss to cry out, screaming sounds of intense pleasure. He responded with equal fervour, groaning “Fuck yes!” while Ciara’s hands roamed his muscular back.

She brought her nails around front and began digging into his chest. "Yes! Fuck me harder!” she cried, as Cassian could only watch.

Cassian sat in his corner on his own, his heart pounding and both his erection and arousal growing. He'd never seen Ciara so passionate, especially without him. He began to touch himself through his pants. He was unable to resist the temptation. He felt like he was going to explode just from watching them.

Ciara bounced more, uninhibited. Her breasts shook, dancing faster now. She turned her head to the side to look at him. Cassian saw a great, wide smile across her face. It was both thrilling to look at and terrifying to him, all at once.

Ciara fucked Nikolai back. While Nikolai thrusted up, she slammed her ass down onto him. She began to tease again, “Yeah? You like watching his hands gripping my ass?” Cassian blushed and nodded.

“You like watching me get fucked? You like watching and seeing how much I’m enjoying this big fat cock?” Cassian was so embarrassed now. He couldn’t even bring himself to admit it. Ciara told him to watch, like a good boy.

"Ciara, you’re so fucking sexy!” Nikolai groaned, playing with her tits while he stuffed her from underneath. All of this was turning him on so much. He could almost cum from the dirty talk, alone.

“You see? He’s so close to the edge already.” Ciara smirked, turning her head to look at Cassian, a wicked gleam in her eye. She was clearly filled with pride. "You hearing this, baby? You see how he wants me?"

Cassian nodded again, his throat tight with desire and nerves. He watched as pulled her tighter, pounding up between her hips. It was gut-wrenching.

Soon, Nikolai took over. He pulled Ciara off him, and Ciara obliged. Before anyone knew it, she was on her back. He spread Ciara's legs, revealing her dripping slit. She was already so wet and ready for him. Cassian couldn’t help but stare at her soaking wet pussy. He had a great view of it.

Nikolai didn't waste any time. He flirted with her, lightly, before mounting her in missionary. Then, with a powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside Ciara. She cried out, her nails digging into his back. "Oh fuck yes!" she screamed. "So big...Cassian, he's so fucking big!"

Cassian squirmed in his seat, his erection straining against his pants. He'd never been so turned on and tortured at the same time. Watching his girlfriend get fucked by another man was the hottest thing he'd ever experienced.

Nikolai set a punishing pace, slamming into Ciara over and over again. The room filled with the sounds of their flesh slapping together and Ciara's wanton moans. "Harder!" she begged. "Fuck me harder!"

Nikolai obliged, pistoning his hips at a furious rate. Ciara's screams grew louder, more desperate. Cassian could see her climax approaching, her body tensing and her cries becoming more urgent.

And just then, that’s when things really picked up. Nikolai took both hands and began to choke Ciara. She couldn’t believe it. Nor could Cassian. And it really quieted the room, except for the sounds of pounding. So many of the screams were now completely muffled.

Cassian worried for her safety. Should he do something? Was it normal for her to submit to another man like this? Her face was turning so red, as she clearly struggled to breathe.

“Yes! Fucking take it!” Nikolai cried out, using her body for his pleasure. It was his turn now. He got to do whatever he wanted. No matter what it was. Nobody could stop him. And he fucked Ciara’s tight little slit like it was his own personal fucktoy.

After about a minute of incredibly rough, rapid pounding, the moans turned to growls. And soon, his growls turned to screams. “Ah! Ahhh! Fuck yes! Right there!”

“Like that, take me you fucking bitch!” Nikolai choked her more, leaning into it. It put the fear of God into Ciara’s eyes. Luckily, right then, she made him cum. “Ohhh! Ohhh! OH FUCK!!!”

He stopped choking and Ciara screamed with pleasure. It’d been exactly what she wanted. A true and proper pounding. And now, Nikolai was filling her pussy with his juices.

The two screamed as they both finished, cumming together. He made a complete fucking mess of her. And to Cassian’s dismay, most of it had ended up inside.

The pair took a while to move, but sure enough, once he’d pulled back from her, Cassian could see the pool of white mess. He’d filled her with a massive creampie. He felt so worried about it. So uncertain. But he wasn’t sure why he was also feeling as aroused as ever.
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Chapter 8: Winding Down
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Nikolai stood, his bare skin gleaming in the dim light of the bedroom, the evidence of their night still glistening on his body. Ciara lay sprawled on the bed, her hair a wild mess against the pillows, chest rising and falling with deep, sated breaths. She was absolutely covered in Nikolai’s fluids. Cassian, propped up on one elbow, watched the scene unfold, his own body still buzzing from the hour they’d spent tangled together.

Nikolai ran a hand through his damp hair, his smirk lazy, satisfied. “That was... quite the night.”

Ciara, still catching her breath, turned her head to look at him, a slow, satisfied grin creeping across her lips. “Mmm, you could say that.” Cassian felt she’d never looked so sexy. Something about her confidence drove him wild with desire for her.

Cassian chuckled, shaking his head as he sat up. “I’ve never watched two people go at it live in-person before. That was intense!”

Ciara blushed, and giggled happily from the bed. Nikolai felt a surge of confidence, too.

Nikolai stretched, the muscles in his back flexing before he reached for his clothes. “I should probably head out before I fall asleep right here.”

Ciara propped herself up, with Nikolai’s cum still sliding down her bare skin. She reached for him, catching his wrist before he could step away completely. “Leaving already?” she teased, her voice still thick with amusement and exhaustion.

Nikolai glanced back at her, his gaze flickering over her face, then down to the messy imprint of their night left on her lips and skin. He leaned down, brushing a final kiss against her mouth, slow and unhurried, as if savoring the last taste of the night.

“Gotta keep a little mystery,” he murmured against her lips before straightening.

Ciara gave him a playful pout but let him go, watching as he pulled his clothes back on. Cassian, who’d moved over to the bed with Ciara, was now lounging against the headboard. He couldn’t help but smirk. “Well, if you ever find yourself in the mood for another round... I guess you know where to find us!”

Nikolai chuckled as he buttoned his shirt. “I’ll keep that in mind.” He gave them one last glance, eyes flickering between the two of them with something unreadable before he slipped out the door, leaving only the faint scent of sweat and cologne behind.

As soon as he was gone, Cassian turned to Ciara, dragging a lazy finger down her arm. “So,” he murmured, “how much did you enjoy yourself?”

Ciara let out a breathy laugh, rolling onto her side to face him. “Oh, come on. Do I even have to answer that?”

He grinned. “Nah. I think I already know.”

Still, there was something lingering in the air. A shift. Not a bad one—but something had changed. Cassian could feel it. Maybe they’d done more than just add a little fun to their night. Maybe this was something more now, a new layer to their already electric connection.

He was about to reach for her again when he noticed the way her eyelids fluttered, the weight of exhaustion finally crashing down over her. She yawned, stretching like a satisfied cat before her body melted into the mattress, eyes slipping shut.

Cassian huffed a quiet laugh, shaking his head as he ran a hand through his own hair. He’d been wanting his own round with her now that Nikolai had gone. He’d been waiting this entire time for it. “Guess that answers that,” he noted.

The clock on the nightstand blinked 3:37 AM. Outside, the city had finally started to settle, the late-night revelers dispersing, the streets much quieter now.

Cassian lay back, staring at the ceiling. He knew things wouldn’t be quite the same after tonight. He wasn’t sure exactly how—but he was okay with that.

Maybe this was just a one-time adventure, a wild St. Patrick’s night they’d laugh about in the future. Or maybe it was something more.

Either way, he wasn’t worried.

Because no matter what, Ciara was still his. And that was all that mattered.

With one last glance at her peaceful, sleeping form, he reached over and pulled the blanket up around them both, exhaling a deep, satisfied breath.

“Happy St. Paddy’s,” he murmured, before finally letting himself drift off to sleep.

––––––––
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