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The pasta had been going for two hours, which meant the sauce was almost right. Sophia knew the Sunday timeline by now — the meatballs came out at four, the wine started at five, and by six the table was loud enough that she could feel it in her back teeth. She‘d learned to read the rhythm of DiMarco Sundays the way you learned the rhythm of a difficult tide: carefully, with your eyes on the water.

The dining room smelled like garlic and red wine and the particular cologne that Enzo, the older of the two capos, wore too heavily. The mahogany table ran the length of the room, dressed in white linen that was already stained at one end where someone had sloshed Chianti. Platters of rigatoni sat sweating between the candles. A bowl of meatballs the size of a man’s fist. Bread already half-demolished. It looked like a painting of abundance and it felt, as it always felt, like a test she hadn’t quite studied for.

Carmine DiMarco sat at the head of it all in a white shirt so crisp it looked like it had been pressed that morning and then never touched. His silver hair was combed back from his face, precise as a signature. He wasn’t a big man in the way Tony was big — Tony was loud-big, arms-wide-open-big — but Carmine had a kind of gravitational density that made you aware of where he was in a room at all times, the way you were aware of a stove that might still be hot. He ate slowly. He listened more than he spoke. When he did speak, the table quieted without anyone deciding to quiet it.

Tony was laughing. He was always laughing at these things, which was one of the things she loved about him and one of the things that made tonight feel like standing on ice she couldn’t see the bottom of. He had his arm around one of the younger guys — Sal, twenty-three and still trying — and he was telling a story about a car that had been left in the wrong parking garage for three days, and the way Tony told it made the whole table lean in. Even Enzo was smiling. Even Carmine’s mouth had the ghost of something at one corner.

Sophia moved around the table with a stack of plates, her sundress — pale blue, small white flowers, modest enough that she’d chosen it carefully — fitting closer than she’d remembered when she’d put it on that morning. The kitchen was hot. Her cheeks were hot. She‘d been flushed since she’d arrived, which was not unusual, which she’d been attributing to the July heat.

She was aware of Carmine’s eyes.

She had been aware of them all evening in the way you’re aware of a sound that you can’t quite name — not intrusive enough to confront, too persistent to ignore. Every time she moved from the kitchen to the table and back again, she felt his gaze trace the line of her like a finger following a map. She didn’t look at him directly. She looked at the plates. She looked at Tony, laughing, easy, oblivious.

She hadn’t told Tony about the fertility shots. She’d told no one. The appointments were early in the morning, before Tony was up, at a clinic across town where she paid in cash because the whole thing felt fragile in a way that required containment. They’d talked about children in the abstract, in the future-tense way couples talked about children when they weren’t quite ready to mean it yet. The shots were her own private project, her own private hope, held close and quiet.

She didn’t know how Carmine knew.

Tony scraped his chair back and patted his breast pocket — the gesture Sophia recognized as reaching for his cigarettes before his conscious mind had caught up. “Two minutes,” he said to nobody in particular, and the back door swung shut behind him.

The table didn’t change exactly. The laughter continued. Someone refilled their glass. But something in the room rearranged itself, the way furniture rearranges a space just by being moved two inches to the left. Sophia gathered two more plates and turned toward the kitchen.

“Sophia.” Carmine’s voice wasn‘t loud. It didn’t need to be.

She stopped. Turned. He was holding up his wine glass — barely a quarter empty — with the patient expression of a man who was used to the world orienting itself around his needs.

“Top this off for me,” he said.

She took the bottle from the center of the table and brought it to him. She was careful. She poured slowly, the way she’d learned. She kept her eyes on the wine.

His hand found her thigh under the table.

Not a brush. Not an accident of proximity. His palm was wide and warm and it settled against the inside of her thigh with a certainty that made her breath stop halfway through her chest. She didn’t move. The wine kept pouring.

“I know about your appointments.” His voice was barely above a murmur, a private frequency beneath the noise of the table. “The shots. What you’re doing.”

Sophia’s hand tightened on the bottle. She said nothing. Around the table, she was aware of conversation dimming, of forks pausing mid-air, of the particular quality of attention that men gave when they were pretending not to pay attention.

“A DiMarco woman,” Carmine said, his thumb drawing a slow half-circle against her inner thigh, “should be bred by the strongest blood in the family.” He said it the way he said everything — unhurried, certain, as though the outcome were already settled and this was merely the announcement. “Not the loudest. The strongest.”

The heat in her face had moved. It had moved somewhere lower and more complicated, somewhere she did not have language for that she could use at a Sunday dinner table. The wine glass was full. She stopped pouring. She still didn‘t look at him.

Around the table, the made men watched. Not pretending now. Enzo had set his fork down on the rim of his plate. The younger one, Sal, had gone very still in the particular way young men went still when they were recalibrating what was happening. Even the oldest capo — the one with the broken nose she’d never heard address her directly — had turned his dark eyes to the head of the table with something that wasn’t quite surprise.

Sophia’s thighs pressed together by instinct, and Carmine’s hand was between them, and that was a fact she was going to have to live with for the rest of the evening, however long the evening turned out to be.

Outside, she could hear the distant scratch and flare of Tony lighting his cigarette. Two minutes, he had said.

She stood at Carmine’s shoulder with the wine bottle and her flushed cheeks and the warmth of his hand, and she thought about the word strongest, and she did not leave.
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Carmine’s chair scraped back from the table with the slow deliberateness of a man who had decided something and was done deliberating. He rose to his full height, and Sophia felt the room reorganize itself around him the way it always did, the conversation going quiet in concentric rings outward from where he stood. He didn’t say anything. He simply closed his hand around her wrist — the same hand that had been on her thigh — and pulled her off her feet and onto his lap in one clean motion, as though she weighed nothing, as though this were a thing that happened at Sunday dinners all the time.

She landed against his chest with a sound she hadn’t planned to make. His thighs were solid beneath her, his body warm through the white shirt, and she could feel him — already, unmistakably — hard against the back of her. She thought, with the frantic logic of someone whose mind was running several seconds behind her body: I should stand up. I should say something. Tony is outside.

Tony was outside.

Carmine kissed her before she could finish the thought.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It wasn’t the kind of kiss that asked permission or offered an escape route. It was a kiss that said this is already decided and you already knew, and the terrible truth that rose through her like heat from a register was that some part of her had known — had been knowing, at every Sunday dinner for six months, in the space between his eyes finding her across the table and her looking away. His hand slid up her thigh again, under the hem of the sundress, and found her bare where the fabric ended.

He paused for just a moment against her mouth. A pause that said well.

She was soaked. She had been soaked since he’d put his hand on her thigh ten minutes ago, maybe longer, maybe since she’d put the dress on that morning and thought about the way he looked at her. The humiliation of it moved through her in a hot wave, and behind it came something that wasn’t humiliation at all, something that she had fewer respectable words for.

Around the table, nobody moved.

Enzo had both hands flat on the white linen. Sal had his eyes fixed on the spot where Carmine’s hand disappeared under the blue cotton of her dress, his jaw tight, his posture the posture of a man exercising considerable restraint. The older capo — broken nose, dark eyes, never used her name — was watching with an expression that was not quite a smile and not quite hunger but somewhere between the two, a look she might have called recognition, as though this were a thing he had been expecting and had patience enough to wait for.

The back door opened. Tony stepped in, cigarette smell preceding him, and stopped. He looked at his father. He looked at Sophia on his father‘s lap, at his father’s hand under her dress, at her face — flushed, lips parted, not struggling. Something moved across Tony’s expression that she couldn’t track from where she was, something complicated and old, and then it settled into something else. He moved to his chair and sat down without a word.

Carmine’s fingers moved. Sophia’s back arched without her permission.

“Christ,” someone said quietly. She didn‘t know who.

Carmine reached up with his free hand and hooked two fingers into the thin straps of her sundress — both at once, right at the shoulder — and pulled them down. The dress gave easily, cotton and cheap elastic, no real resistance. Her breasts came free in the candlelight and the room made a sound that wasn‘t quite a sound, more of a collective held breath, a pause in the atmosphere of the place.

She felt their eyes on her skin and the feeling was — she didn’t have a word for it. Too warm. Too immediate. Like standing in a beam of light that was hotter than you‘d expected.

“Made for DiMarco seed,” Carmine said against the side of her neck, his voice carrying in the quiet room. “Every part of you. You know that.”

It wasn’t a question. It landed in her body like a key sliding into a lock she hadn’t known was there. She felt her hips roll against him involuntarily, felt his fingers respond with a slow, merciless pressure, and the sound she made was small and wrecked and entirely audible.

“Please,” she managed.

“Please what?” His thumb moved in a small circle.

The words came out of somewhere deeper than her pride, somewhere she’d been sealing off since she’d moved into the DiMarco house six months ago and started waking up two minutes before she had to, lying in the dark thinking about things she was not supposed to be thinking about. They came out in a shaky whisper that she felt the room receive like a lit match receiving oxygen.

“I’ve been — since I moved in — I’ve been thinking about this.” A breath. “About you. About—“

“I know,” Carmine said. The dark satisfaction in his voice was not unkind. “I’ve known for a while.”

He looked up then — not at her but across the table, at the crew, at Tony, at the men who had eaten at this table every Sunday for years and understood the particular grammar of what was happening here.

“Clear the table,” he said.

Nobody argued. Nobody hesitated with the theatrical reluctance of men who needed to be convinced. Enzo stood and began moving platters. Sal lifted the candle centerpiece and set it on the sideboard. Tony picked up the stained linen at one end and folded it back with the practiced efficiency of a man who had grown up watching his father make himself understood. The older capo cleared the wine glasses, setting them in a careful row on the buffet, each one distinct and separate, precise as evidence.

Carmine kept his hand where it was the entire time. Sophia sat on his lap, bare to the waist, breath ragged, watching the table be cleared for her, and felt the last of whatever resistance she’d been carrying dissolve into something that felt — wrongly, completely, irreversibly — like relief.

The mahogany surface emerged from under the linen pale and polished and wide as a stage.

Carmine looked at it with the satisfaction of a man surveying something he owned.

“Good,” he said.
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The wood was cool against her shoulder blades. She’d expected that — the table was always cool, she’d run a cloth over it a hundred times — but she hadn’t expected how different it would feel to be the thing laid upon it rather than the one laying the table. The mahogany was solid, unyielding, impervious. It had outlasted every Sunday dinner she’d attended and would outlast this one too, and somehow that steadiness was the most grounding thing in the room.

Carmine stood at the head of the table — which was now the head of her, which was a thing she was still adjusting to — and unbuttoned his white shirt with the same unhurried precision he brought to everything. He folded it and set it on the chair. His chest was broad and had the kind of grey hair that wasn’t age exactly but authority, density, something that had been accumulating for decades. His belt came off in one practiced motion. He didn’t look away from her face while he did it.

She was still mostly in the sundress — bunched at her waist now, straps off her shoulders, everything that mattered exposed. He pulled the rest of it down her legs and dropped it somewhere and then she was entirely bare on the dining table her future mother-in-law had picked out in 1987, and the thought would have been funny if she’d had enough presence of mind left for humor.

Carmine fit himself between her legs. She felt the blunt, substantial pressure of him against her before he pushed forward, and she had one moment of crystalline clarity — the candles on the sideboard, Enzo’s face in the middle distance, Tony standing at her left, his expression something she couldn’t read and didn’t have time to — and then Carmine thrust slowly home.

The sound she made wasn’t dignified. It was deep and involuntary and it came from somewhere in her chest rather than her throat, the sound of something releasing. He was thick and deliberate, filling her by degrees, and by the time he was fully seated inside her she had her hands pressed flat against the table on either side of her hips as though she needed something to hold onto while the room readjusted around this new fact.

He held there for a moment. Just held. His hands were wrapped around her hip bones, thumbs pressing into the soft places at either side of her pelvis, and he looked down at her the way he’d looked at the cleared table: with the satisfied possession of a man surveying something he owned and had always intended to own.

Then the other men moved.

Tony‘s hands found her first — her face, then her throat, then her breasts, his palms familiar and strange simultaneously, this touch she knew recontextualized by everything around it. Enzo bent over her and took her right nipple into his mouth without ceremony, his tongue deliberate and practiced, and the older capo — broken nose, dark eyes, still without a name she‘d ever learned — closed his hand over her left breast and matched the rhythm. The fourth point of contact was Sal‘s hand at the place where she and Carmine joined, his fingers finding her clit with a specificity that made her whole body seize.

She was surrounded. Every part of her skin that could feel anything was feeling something, and at the center of all of it, Carmine began to move.

He set a rhythm that was not gentle and was not frantic — it was simply certain, deep and claiming, each thrust a full commitment, nothing held back, nothing testing. The table didn’t shift under her. The candles at the sideboard didn’t flicker. The world apparently saw no reason to register this as unusual.

“Please.” She heard herself from a distance, her voice rougher than she’d expected. “Please — breed me, Carmine — I want—“ The rest of it got lost under the weight of Sal’s fingers and Enzo’s mouth and the relentless certainty of Carmine’s cock driving into her, but she surfaced for a moment to finish it. “Fill me. A DiMarco baby, right here, I want—“

“There it is,” Enzo said, not to her specifically, to the room, to the general proposition of her, and the older capo made a low sound of agreement.

“Perfect,” someone said. Tony, she thought. His hands were at her jaw, tilting her face toward his, and she looked up at him — her fiancé, the man she’d moved her whole life to be near — and found his expression had resolved into something that was dark and certain and entirely without conflict. He bent and kissed her, soft compared to his father, and she kissed him back while his father fucked her and the room watched and the candles burned low on the sideboard.

“Look at how she takes it,” the older capo said. “Like she was built for this.” His voice was low and even and entirely sincere.

The rotation was smooth, the way something practiced becomes smooth over time, though she knew — in the distant analytical corner of her mind that was still running independent commentary — that this was not practiced, that this was happening for the first time in this particular configuration, that the ease of it came from men who understood instinctively how to fill space. Carmine withdrew and the older capo replaced him, his angle different, his rhythm faster, less patient, and she cried out and arched into it.

Tony’s turn came and he filled her with the familiar thickness of him, the body she’d slept beside for two years, and it was different in the most fundamental way possible — not the body but the context, the table beneath her, his father standing to one side with his hands clasped behind his back, watching, the same way he watched everything. Tony gripped her thighs and his breath came ragged and she felt his restraint unraveling and that, somehow, was the most intimate thing that had happened all evening.

Enzo after Tony: broader, slower, a man who understood leverage. His hands on her hips pulled her against each thrust rather than pushing himself into her, the distinction subtle and devastating.

Sal kept his fingers on her clit through all of it, through every rotation, a constant through the variables, and she was trembling before Tony’s second pass, actively sobbing with pleasure by the time Enzo withdrew, her legs shaking against the table, her whole body a single sustained note of sensation looking for somewhere to resolve.

Fluid ran down the inside of her thighs and she could feel it on the polished wood beneath her and she thought — hazily, from a great distance — of the stained tablecloth, of the Chianti, of how she’d thought that was the mess tonight would make.

Carmine stood at the foot of the table and looked at her. He was still hard. He was always going to be still hard, she understood now. The first pass had only been the declaration. The closing argument was still coming.

He stepped forward and took hold of her hips, and the room leaned in.

​

​



​

He fucked her the way he did everything else — with total conviction and no wasted motion, as though the outcome had been decided before he began and his body was simply executing the terms. His hands on her hips were immovable. Each thrust drove her up the table an inch and then he pulled her back, precise as a tide, and she felt the full length of him each time, felt the blunt claiming weight of it in the deepest part of her, in the place she’d been shooting hormones into herself for three months in hopes of making receptive.

She was receptive. She was spectacularly, helplessly receptive, and the room knew it.

“That‘s it, boss.” Enzo’s voice, to her left, rough with something she recognized as genuine. “Give it to her.”

“Look at her,” Sal said, and there was something in his voice that wasn’t just lust — it was awe, the specific awe of someone watching something he’d only heard about become true in front of him.

Tony stood at her shoulder with his hand in her hair, and he was watching his father, not her, and the expression on his face was the expression of a man who had grown up understanding that some things in the DiMarco house were not explained, they were simply known, passed down through the particular silence of fathers and sons.

Carmine’s rhythm shifted — shorter, harder, the leash coming off. She felt the change in the quality of his breath before she heard it. She felt the change in the way his hands gripped her, fingers pressing into the points of her hips with an urgency that said this is it, here, now.

“This womb,” he said, his voice rougher than she’d ever heard it, carrying across the room like smoke across water, “belongs to the DiMarco bloodline.”

The sentence landed in her spine and dissolved into heat.

“Take every drop.” He gripped her harder, drove deeper, one final thrust that pinned her to the table with the full authority of him. “Every — last — drop.”

He roared. She felt it — actually felt it, the surge of him releasing inside her, thick and hot and undeniable, filling her in a way that made the fertility shots seem quaint, made the appointments and the cash payments and the careful private hoping seem like a very elaborate detour to the same destination. She came apart at the same moment, her back arching off the table, her heels pressing against the backs of his thighs, a sound tearing out of her that she would never fully account for, that echoed off the walls of the dining room where she’d been clearing plates three hours ago. The orgasm moved through her in long, seismic waves, each one timed to the slow rolling grind of his hips as he worked himself into her deeper, drawing out both his pleasure and hers until she was whimpering with the excess of it.

The crew erupted — not loudly, but with the genuine enthusiasm of men who had been waiting and watching and were now witness to a conclusion.

“Christ, look at her.”

“Beautiful.”

“That‘s a DiMarco woman right there.”

Carmine stayed inside her while he caught his breath, one hand flat on her stomach, and she could feel him still hard, still present, the grinding slow and possessive rather than driving now, a man staking a permanent claim rather than making a temporary point.

Tony came around to the space his father made room for and fit himself between her thighs with a familiar urgency, and she was so full of his father already that the stretch of him was something beyond description, something she’d have to invent language for later, in a quiet room, alone. He lasted thirty seconds. He came with her name on his lips and his forehead pressed to her collarbone and she held the back of his head with both hands, cradling him there at the end, some reflex of tenderness surviving everything else intact.

The older capo was efficient and serious, both hands holding her thighs steady, his face concentrated and private even now, as though intimacy were something he kept behind glass. He filled her with a low sustained sound and withdrew, leaving heat behind him. Sal followed, younger and less contained, hands everywhere, saying please with a sincerity that made her almost laugh, and she pulled him close and let him finish and felt it join everything else inside her, deep and warm and inexhaustible.

Cum ran down the inside of her thighs in rivulets and pooled on the mahogany in a way that would require real attention tomorrow morning, and Sophia lay on her back looking up at the ceiling of the DiMarco dining room and trembled.

Not with cold. Not with fear. With the body’s profound and helpless gratitude for having been completely, thoroughly used.

Carmine came back to the head of the table. He was dressed again, or partially — the white shirt back on, unbuttoned, his belt refastened with the automatic tidiness of a man who considered presentation a form of respect. He leaned down over her, one large hand flat on the table beside her head, and kissed her forehead. It was a gentle kiss. It was, somehow, the gentlest thing that had happened all evening.

“Ours now,” he murmured, low enough for only her, though the room was quiet enough that the room could hear. “You understand that.”

She understood that.

“The family’s.” He stroked her hair back from her face with the same hand that had gripped her hip hard enough to leave marks. “The breeding vessel of the DiMarco name. You think I don’t know why you chose this house? Why you chose this family?” A pause. “You knew.”

She had known. She had known in the way you know a thing you’re not ready to say out loud, the way the knowledge lives in your body for months before your mind catches up and puts words to it. She had known every Sunday when she’d set this table. She had known when she’d picked the sundress this morning.

He smiled — not the dark smile from earlier, but something quieter, a man satisfied with the rightness of an outcome. “Next Sunday,” he said, “and every Sunday after.”

She looked up at the ceiling, at the old chandelier with two bulbs burned out that nobody had replaced yet, and she thought about the appointments she wouldn’t need to keep anymore, about the cash in the envelope in her nightstand drawer, about all the careful private hoping she’d been doing in the dark.

The candles on the sideboard had burned low. The men settled around her like a family settling after a meal — Enzo refilling his wine, Sal in a chair, Tony with his elbows on the table beside her hip, head bowed, some private processing underway. The older capo was already moving toward the kitchen with the particular purposeful quiet of a man who understood that after certain things, there were dishes to be done.

Sophia lay on the table and felt the warmth of what was inside her and thought: yes.

Just that. Just yes.
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	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	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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