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The clock on Lucas's laptop read 3:17 a.m., and the rain had been working itself into a frenzy for the past hour, throwing itself against the glass walls of the conference room like it had a grievance to settle. Lucas pressed his palms flat against the polished mahogany table and leaned into the glow of the projected financials, his tie loosened to the second button, his sleeves rolled to the elbows. The model filled the wall behind Victoria — columns of risk-adjusted returns, sensitivity curves, a scatter plot that had seemed elegant at midnight and looked increasingly like a liability now.

The coffee had gone cold two hours ago. Someone had forgotten to switch off the carafe and the smell of scorched grounds had layered itself under everything else in the room, a low, acrid note beneath the subtler thing that Lucas was more aware of than he should have been: jasmine, faint and precise, the perfume Victoria Kane wore every day without fail, as if she'd decided long ago exactly who she was and had no interest in revising the decision.

She stood at the head of the table with her arms crossed and her blazer unbuttoned just far enough that he could see the silk camisole beneath it — navy blue, a shade darker than the blazer, clinging in a way that the blazer was specifically designed not to. Lucas had noticed that on the first night they'd worked late together, eight months ago, and he'd noticed it every time since, and he'd developed what he considered a fairly functional system for not letting it register on his face.

"The correlation assumptions in column G are optimistic by a factor of at least two," Victoria said. Her voice had the quality of a scalpel — not unkind, exactly, but indifferent to whether the cut was comfortable. She uncrossed her arms and reached past him to tap a figure on the table's surface, her finger landing on his printed copy like a period at the end of a sentence. "If the rate environment shifts fifteen basis points, this whole structure unwinds."

"The rate environment won't shift fifteen basis points. That's a tail scenario."

"Every scenario is a tail scenario until it isn't."

Lucas straightened. He'd been awake for nearly twenty-two hours, and somewhere around hour eighteen the professional veneer had started feeling less like armor and more like a wet wool coat — heavy, restrictive, smelling of effort. He watched her move to the window, where the rain distorted the city into a smear of amber and white below them, and he tracked the way her skirt moved when she walked, and then he made himself look back at the wall.

She was brilliant. That was the particular inconvenience of her. If she'd been merely formidable he could have filed her under difficult and moved on, but she had this quality of being right in ways that required you to fully understand her argument before you could resent it, which meant you had to listen, which meant you had to be close enough to smell jasmine and cold coffee and hear the slight catch in her breath when she was genuinely angry versus the smooth evenness she deployed when she was merely unimpressed.

Right now she was unimpressed.

"Your conservative approach will lose us the deal." He said it flatly, without the careful hedging he would have used at nine in the morning with other people in the room. "Castellan is not going to sit across from us Thursday and accept a return profile that their quant team can build in an afternoon. We need the structure in column G."

Victoria turned from the window. In the blue-white light from the projector, her expression did something complicated — a compression around the eyes that wasn't quite anger and wasn't quite amusement and was entirely her own.

"Watch your tone," she said, walking toward him. Not fast. The particular pace of someone who has never once in their adult life needed to hurry to be the most dangerous person in the room. She stopped close enough that he could smell the jasmine clearly now, separate from the coffee and the rain and the low electrical hum of the projector fan. "You're talking to the woman who signs your bonus checks."

"I'm aware of that."

"Then act like it."

The rain hit the glass in a sudden gust, a sound like static, like pressure releasing, and neither of them moved. Lucas was conscious of his own breathing in a way that had nothing to do with the argument — the specific awareness of his lungs filling and emptying that arrived whenever the space between them contracted to this, a foot and a half of climate-controlled corporate air that felt, at 3:17 a.m. with the city blurred to nothing behind the rain, like considerably less.

Her eyes were dark and very steady. She didn't look away. She had the quality, he'd long ago concluded, of someone who understood exactly what she was doing to a room at any given moment, who catalogued discomfort the way a doctor catalogued symptoms — clinically, without being untouched by them. But there was something in the line of her jaw tonight, some small tightness he hadn't seen before, that suggested the clinical part was working a little harder than usual.

"Column G stays in," Lucas said. His voice came out lower than he'd intended.

"Column G comes out," Victoria said. "And you'll revise the sensitivity bands by seven a.m., or I'll do it myself and bill the time to your project code."

She turned to walk back to the head of the table. The projector lit her from one side, the window's wet dark from the other, and Lucas watched her move and felt the tension in his chest pull tighter, a coil of something that was sixty percent professional outrage and forty percent something he had no intention of naming in a conference room at any hour, let alone this one.

The storm threw itself against the glass again. The lights flickered, held, and the financials on the wall pulsed once with the brownout before stabilizing.

Neither of them mentioned it. Neither of them moved toward the door.

The air in the room had changed in some way that the building's climate control was not designed to address — denser, charged with something that had been accumulating across eight months of late sessions and pointed silences and cold coffee and jasmine, layered argument on argument like sediment, until the weight of it had become difficult to breathe around without acknowledging it was there.

Lucas acknowledged nothing. He looked back at column G.

Victoria picked up her pen.

The rain did not let up.
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Victoria set her pen down on top of the printed model with a small, definitive click and turned, the particular set of her shoulders broadcasting that the conversation was finished on her terms, that she would pace to the window and look at the ruined city through the rain and he would revise column G by seven a.m. and they would both pretend this had been a disagreement about risk tolerance.

That was the moment something in Lucas's chest decided it had been patient long enough.

He moved without entirely meaning to — or more accurately, some part of him that had been calculating the distance between them for eight months moved, and the rest of him followed. His hand caught her wrist.

She stopped.

The pull of it swung her back and she collided with his chest, one sharp breath escaping her as her shoulder met him, her heels catching on the carpet so that for a half second he was the only reason she was upright. He felt the fine bones of her wrist in his grip, the thin gold bracelet she always wore pressing against his palm, and beneath the heel of his thumb her pulse hammered — fast, already fast, faster than the argument warranted.

Victoria looked up at him.

The glare was there, precise and withering, exactly what he'd expected, the same look she deployed across boardroom tables when someone said something that didn't deserve the energy of a full response. But she didn't pull her wrist free. Her fingers curled slightly — not toward him, not away, just the involuntary curl of a hand that was waiting to find out what happened next.

He could feel her breathing. That was new. That was a piece of information he had no prior experience of, standing this close, her chest rising and falling with a quickness that she hadn't bothered to control yet.

"Let go," she said. The voice was clipped, composed, all the things she was when there were ten people in the room.

"No."

The word surprised both of them. It sat in the air between them for a moment, flat and simple, and Lucas felt something in his ribcage loosen — not pleasantly, more the way a knot loosens when you've finally pulled the right end after a long time pulling the wrong ones.

"I'm tired of it," he said. Lower than he'd intended, rougher. "I'm tired of pretending I don't notice when you walk away from me. Every time you turn around and walk away from me, with that—" He stopped. Restarted. "Every late session. Every time I'm in this building past midnight running models that you'll tear apart in the morning, I'm thinking about you. About the way that skirt fits when you're walking away. About filling you." He watched the word land in her expression, watched something shift in it. "I've been in the bathroom off this floor more times than I want to count. Thinking about nothing but how you'd sound if someone finally made you lose that composure."

The composure in question was doing something he hadn't seen it do before.

Victoria's cheeks had gone pink. Not the flush of anger — he knew that one, a tight color high on the cheekbones — but something softer and higher, a warmth spreading upward from her throat that she seemed genuinely unprepared to manage. Her mouth was slightly open. The glare had become something else entirely.

"If you think," she said, very quietly, "that you can handle me—"

"I know I can."

"Then prove it." The whisper had a quality to it — not small, not hesitant, but concentrated, the way a flame is concentrated when it finds air. "Right now. No more games."

He moved.

One hand released her wrist and found the back of her neck, and he walked her backward the two steps to the table's edge and felt her hit it and kissed her — not carefully, not with any of the careful calibration he applied to everything else in this building at this hour. His mouth came down on hers hard, tongue finding hers immediately, and she made a sound against his lips that short-circuited something in his brainstem. Her hands went to his chest, fingers gripping his shirt, and she kissed back with the same quality she brought to arguments — focused, unrelenting, like she'd been holding the full force of herself in reserve and had decided reserve was no longer a useful strategy.

His hands went to her blazer. The buttons gave without resistance, the fabric falling open, and he shoved it off her shoulders with a kind of controlled impatience — not reckless, just unwilling to spend another second on the wrong side of silk. Her camisole was thin, the color of deep water, and he pulled it down in one motion, the elastic neckline yielding, and then his hands were on her and the sound she made into his mouth undid him in a way the previous eight months of professional proximity had been building toward without his full acknowledgment.

Her breasts were perfect — not the abstract, reflexive perfect he'd assigned them in imagination, but specifically, precisely perfect, the weight of them in his palms exactly right, her nipples already drawn tight, already telling him everything her composed face had never been willing to say. He broke the kiss to look at her.

Victoria was breathing hard. Her hair had come loose at one temple, a black curl against her flushed cheek, and her eyes were dark and dilated and fixed on his face with an expression that had nothing professional left in it. The jasmine was everywhere now, warmed by her skin, cut through with something headier that he recognized as want — hers, his, the accumulated want of every late session and pointed silence, filling the room the way the storm filled the sky outside.

He bent and put his mouth to her throat. Felt her pulse against his lips, jackrabbit-fast, and her head fell back.

The rain hit the glass like applause from a great distance, or like an argument nobody was listening to anymore, and the financials burned blue-white on the wall behind them, and column G, and the Castellan deal, and the seven a.m. deadline, existed in some other city entirely, populated by people who hadn't done this yet.

Lucas had done this now.

His hands moved, learning the architecture of her in the blue-white light, and Victoria's fingers twisted in his shirt and did not let go.
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He lifted her with both hands at her hips and set her on the table's edge, and binders slid and scattered, a pen rolling to the floor with a clatter that neither of them tracked, the small wreckage of the professional world making room for something more urgent. The projected light fell across her in cold blue-white, and she looked nothing like the woman who had stood at the head of this table two hours ago. She looked like something he hadn't been allowed to see yet and was seeing now all at once, which was almost too much information for his nervous system to process without error.

He shoved her skirt up around her hips with both hands — no ceremony, no restraint, the garment cooperating with the kind of ease that felt almost like permission from the universe. The lace of her underwear was dark, damp, and he pressed two fingers against the fabric and felt the heat radiating off her before he'd even moved the cloth aside, felt her hips rock toward him reflexively as if her body had stopped waiting for her to make decisions. He hooked his fingers in the waistband and tore, the lace giving with a clean, small sound.

She was already glistening. Already open, already wet in the specific way that told him this wasn't new arousal — this had been building, layering up, the same way the argument had been building, which meant she'd been standing across this table from him in that measured, composed way of hers while her body was doing something entirely different, and the thought of it hit him behind the sternum like a fist.

He dropped to his knees.

There was something about the position — the cold of the carpet through his trousers, the table edge at eye level, Victoria spread open above him in the blue light — that didn't feel like submission. It felt, more accurately, like getting exactly what he wanted, which was a particular kind of power that most people confused with its opposite.

He put his mouth on her.

She gasped — a sharp, undone sound, nothing like her professional voice, nothing like any sound he'd been permitted to hear from her before — and her hand came down into his hair immediately, gripping, her fingers finding purchase as if she needed to hold onto something or float away. He worked his tongue against her clit in slow, deliberate strokes, learning the geography of her, noting what made her thighs tremble and what made them try to close around his head and what made her make that sound again, the helpless catching sound, the one he was already addicted to after less than a minute of knowing it existed.

He pressed two fingers to her entrance and pushed in slowly, feeling the slick clench of her around him, the way she bore down immediately, trying to take more. His thumb traced the soft skin at the very edge of her entrance, circling without quite touching, and she pulled his hair hard enough that he felt it in his scalp and growled against her and felt her shiver.

"Lucas—" His name in her mouth, like that, in that voice — low and cracked and stripped of everything she usually kept polished. His fingers curled and her hips shot forward and she said it again, the word breaking in the middle.

"I've thought about this," she breathed. Her free hand found the edge of the table and gripped it, knuckles going white. "I've thought about this since—since the day you walked into the firm." The words were coming between breaths, halting, the kind of admission that wouldn't have been possible an hour ago, that was only possible now with his fingers buried inside her and his mouth doing what it was doing. "I used to sit across from you in those morning briefings and think about what it would take to make you lose it. To make you—" Her thighs tensed around him. "I wanted you to lose control. I wanted you to just—breed me. Grab me and breed me and not give a damn about anything else. Since the first day."

He felt the admission move through him like heat.

He lifted his mouth just enough to speak, his breath warm against her slick folds, his fingers not stopping, not slowing, the slow curl maintaining its pace while she shook around it. "You're going to take every drop," he said. His voice had gone somewhere low and foundational, the words less said than issued, like they had weight and mass. "That tight little cunt is going to milk me until you're dripping. Until you're full of it and it's running down your ass." He pressed his tongue back to her clit and sucked.

Victoria's moan cracked through the conference room like something structural had given way.

He sucked harder, his fingers curling on every inward stroke, finding the place that made her voice climb, and she rode his hand with her hips moving in tight, urgent circles, the hand in his hair gone from gripping to clutching to just holding on, her body making its own argument now, one that required no risk model, no sensitivity analysis, no revision by seven a.m. He felt the clench building around his fingers — the deepening pressure, the way her breath started coming in stuttered bursts rather than words.

"Don't stop," she said. "Don't—Lucas, don't stop—"

He didn't stop.

He sucked her clit, the flat of his tongue applying sustained pressure while his fingers worked deeper, the curl deliberate and measured, and he felt the exact moment she went over the edge: the sudden vise grip of her thighs around his head, the sharp cry that had nothing restrained or professional in it, a sound that belonged to no boardroom on earth. She came in waves he could feel around his fingers, the rhythmic pulse of her, her hips snapping forward and then grinding in a slow arc as she gushed against his tongue, the taste of her flooding his mouth, slick and warm and unmistakably hers.

Her hand in his hair went slack. Her thighs loosened, trembling on either side of his face, the fine muscles jumping with aftershock. He worked her through it with long, slow strokes of his tongue, gentling down from the peak, his fingers still curled inside her and moving in small, precise motions until the last shudder passed through her and she made a sound that was almost a laugh, breathy and undone.

Lucas stayed between her legs.

Above him, Victoria Kane sat on a mahogany conference table in a blue-lit room at 3:17 a.m. with her skirt around her hips and her camisole pulled down and her hair coming loose at both temples now, and she looked down at him with eyes that were dark and blown and told him everything her voice had been withholding for eight months.

He pressed a single kiss to the inside of her thigh.

Then he stood.
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He undid his belt with hands that weren't steady — not shaking, but not the calm, efficient hands that built risk models and turned pages in briefings, something else, something operating at a different voltage than his professional self had ever required. His trousers fell and he freed himself from his shorts, and he was thick and veined and leaking at the tip, the ache of his arousal a physical weight he'd been carrying through the argument and the admission and the long, wet minutes between her thighs, and now there was nothing left to carry it toward except her.

He looked at her.

She was still on the table where he'd left her, her weight back on her palms, her chest flushed pink from the base of her throat to the curve of her breasts, her legs open, the glistening evidence of her orgasm still visible on her inner thighs and the ruined mahogany beneath her. She looked back at him the way she'd never looked at him in daylight — with nothing kept back, every calculation abandoned, her dark eyes tracking down to where he stood and then back up to his face.

He stepped between her thighs and took her hip in one hand, the other bracing on the table beside her, and lined himself up at her entrance. Felt the slick heat of her without moving, just that — the pressure of contact, the knowledge of what came next.

"Lucas," she said. Just his name, and what she meant by it was enough.

He thrust in.

One stroke, no increments, no careful first inch — full and brutal and immediate, burying himself to the hilt as Victoria arched off the table with a cry that split the silence of the room. The sound of it hit him somewhere past rational, and he felt the grip of her — tight and soaked and clenching around him in stunned, immediate reflex — and his vision went briefly white at the edges.

He didn't give her time to adjust. He pulled back and drove forward again, and again, and the rhythm that emerged wasn't measured or considerate but it was utterly consistent, each stroke claiming the full length of her, his hips meeting hers with a sound that he felt in his molars. The table moved. Not violently, but distinctly — the expensive mahogany shifting on the carpet with each impact, the way solid things shift when sufficient force is applied to them repeatedly.

His hand found her wrists.

He gathered them above her head, pressing them flat against the table surface, and she didn't fight it — her fingers curled and she held her own wrists there as he pinned them, as if she understood the shape of what this was and was choosing it with the same deliberateness with which she chose everything else. His other hand went to her hip, fingers wrapping around the bone, holding her in place against the thrust, and he knew from the way her skin would look tomorrow that the grip was too hard, and he didn't change it.

"Say it," he said. The words came out rough, abraded, like something dragged over concrete. He didn't slow his hips. "Say it, Victoria." He angled the next thrust and watched her mouth fall open. "Whose is it? Tell me."

Her breath came in fragments, each one timed around the thrust. Her chin tilted back. When she found his eyes, hers were stripped to the absolute core — no composure, no calibration, just need.

"Yours," she gasped. "It's yours—fuck, Lucas—" His hips drove forward and the word broke. "Breed me." The admission was barely voiced, a shattered whisper that he felt in his spine. "Fill me up. I want it—I want your cum, I want you deep—I want to swell with it, I want—" His pace shifted and she cried out and the words gave way to a sound that was nothing as organized as language. "Make me carry it. Please. Breed me."

Something in his chest pulled apart and became something else entirely.

He let go.

The rhythm turned feral — there was no other word for it, no professional language adequate to the pace he set, nothing calibrated or managed left in him. Victoria's nails found his forearm where he held her wrists and left marks he wouldn't see for a day, and he drove into her until the table had moved a foot from where it started and the scattered binders had fallen to the floor and the projected financials still burned their cold blue numbers on the wall behind them, indifferent and irrelevant.

He felt it coming from the base of his spine — not the sharp sudden edge of ordinary release but something deep and tidal, the particular climax of something long denied, and he slammed home one last time and held himself there, buried full, and came.

The first pulse was thick and hard, a groan tearing out of him, and he felt himself emptying in powerful, rhythmic jets — once, twice, three times, each one a distinct shock of pleasure that moved through him in concentric rings from the point of deepest contact. Victoria made a soft, wrecked sound as she felt it, her hips pressing up to meet him, taking it, and he watched her expression in the blue light as he filled her — watched the flush deepen and her mouth soften and something move across her features that looked like relief, like the specific relief of getting something you'd wanted long enough that the wanting had begun to feel permanent.

He felt it overflow. The wet warmth of it, his cum finding no more room and spilling instead, tracing the inner curve of her thigh and pooling against the polished wood beneath her in the precise, unavoidable way of physical reality. He stayed buried. He couldn't have moved if the building had been on fire.

His hips rocked, slow — barely motion, barely more than the tremors of the aftershock working through him, grinding the last of it as deep as his body could manage, his cock still pulsing in smaller, diminishing waves that he felt in his teeth. Victoria's legs wrapped around him. Not urgently — just holding him there, two people who had been pointed toward each other for eight months and had finally arrived.

He bent forward over her.

His mouth found her ear, and he stayed there, his weight partially on the table, her wrists finally released so her hands could move to his back. He could hear her breathing — still ragged, still working its way back toward something normal, the way his own chest was working.

"You're mine now," he said. Quiet, the storm outside reduced to a low constant murmur, the argument and the financials and the deal and the seven a.m. deadline belonging to some parallel building in some parallel city. "You understand that? Claimed." His hand moved to her lower abdomen — a deliberate, claiming press of his palm, warm through the rucked-up silk of her skirt. "Bred." He felt her exhale against his jaw. "Irreplaceable."

Victoria's hand moved up his back, slow and sure.

Outside, the rain had begun, at last, to quiet — not stopping, but dropping in register, the frenzy tapering to something more sustained and patient, the sound of weather that had made its point and was now simply present.

Inside, the projector continued to burn.

Column G remained unchanged on the wall, and Lucas did not look at it, and Victoria did not mention it, and the mahogany table held them both in the blue-white light of a city beginning its slow slide toward morning.
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	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

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

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

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

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