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​Carrying the Club’s Heir
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The lounge smelled like old leather and something fried and the particular brand of cigarette that Dozer smoked, a cheap menthol that left a ghost in the air long after he’d stubbed it out. Riley had been in this room a hundred times — had leaned against that same scarred bar and watched these men argue about nothing and everything — but standing in front of them now, belly first, both Harlans pressed to her sides like parentheses, felt like an entirely different kind of entry.

She counted eleven patched members in the room. Maybe twelve. They’d gone quiet when Gage had walked her in, the low chatter sputtering and dying the way a radio cuts out when you’re driving under an overpass. She felt the weight of their attention the way you feel heat from an open oven — not quite touch, but close enough to matter.

Her tank top was white, which she now understood had been Gage’s idea. He had a theater of the mind when it came to moments like this. The cotton pulled taut over the small, firm swell of her belly — barely four months along but already making itself known, already asking for real estate. She’d stood in front of the bathroom mirror that morning and turned sideways and felt something open up in her chest that she didn’t have good language for. Pride, maybe. Or something older than pride.

Gage’s hand sat at the curve of her hip like it had always been there, like it had been measured and fitted. He was a big man, broad in the shoulders with a jaw that looked like it had been broken at least once and healed the way men like him healed things — roughly, without complaint, slightly crooked. His cut was worn soft with years. He smelled like motor oil and cedar and something underneath both of those things that was just him.

On her other side, Jax stood a half-inch shorter and a shade leaner, but the energy he gave off was denser somehow, more compressed. His thumb traced an idle circle against her hip, not quite absent-minded — he was too deliberate for that — but loose. Easy. Like he had all the time in the world and knew it.

Gage let the silence settle for one more beat, the way a man with good timing always does.

“I’ve got something to say to my brothers.” His voice carried without effort, the kind of voice that had never needed to raise itself to be heard. The remaining murmurs died. Beers paused on their way to mouths. “Riley’s official. Club’s old lady. And she’s carrying the club’s heir.”

The room cracked open.

The cheer that went up was rough and real, the kind of sound that lives in a chest before it comes out of a mouth. Beers went up. Someone banged a fist on the bar. A broad, bearded brother in the back — the one everyone called Hitch — let out a two-fingered whistle that cut clean through the noise. Riley felt her face go warm and stayed very still in the heat of it, her mouth doing something it took her a moment to identify as a smile.

She hadn’t expected the fullness of it. She’d expected acknowledgement; she hadn’t expected celebration.

Jax’s hand moved then — left her hip and traveled slow across the front of her body, palm settling flat against the swell of her belly. His fingers spread. He leaned in close, his mouth near her ear, and his voice dropped into a register meant only for her.

“You look even better now,” he said. “Sexier. You know that?”

The word he used after that moved through her the way heat moves through metal — slow, then sudden. Bred. He said it low and easy, like a fact, like a word that had always belonged to this situation and this body and this room. She felt it in her sternum first and then lower, a pulling warmth that gathered behind her navel and sank.

She pressed her lips together and looked straight ahead at the celebrating room, at these men who were now something other than strangers to her, these men with their raised drinks and their loud approval, and she felt the flush climb from her throat to her cheeks and did nothing to stop it.

Gage caught it. He always caught things. He glanced sideways at her, the corner of his mouth pulling up, and he leaned down and put his lips briefly to her temple — a gesture that surprised her every time for how gentle it was, coming from him. He wasn’t a gentle man by construction. But he had these moments, these careful small moments, and they gutted her every time.

“They love you,” he said quietly.

“They love the news,” she said.

“Same thing, right now.” He didn’t sound bothered by the distinction. If anything, he sounded pleased by her sharpness, the way a man appreciates the edge on a thing he chose himself.

Jax’s hand was still on her belly. He wasn’t moving it. She was aware of the warm pressure of his palm in a way that was hard to be neutral about — the heat of it radiating through the thin cotton, the deliberate steadiness of it, like he was planting a flag. Like he was making a point to the room and to her and to whatever was growing inside her, all at once.

She’d known for six weeks. She’d sat in her car in the parking lot of a pharmacy and held a test in both hands and watched the second line appear and had the strange sensation of two feelings arriving in the same instant, fully formed and completely opposed to each other — panic and relief, indistinguishable for just a moment, before they sorted themselves out and she realized the relief was bigger.

She was theirs. The baby was theirs. She was the club’s, which was not the same as belonging to no one — it was the opposite of belonging to no one. It was belonging completely.

Hitch raised his beer in her direction from across the room, and she tipped her chin at him, and around her the noise continued its warm celebration, and Jax’s hand was still warm and steady on her belly, and she felt the heat low in her body that she recognized by now as entirely its own hunger, and she let herself want what was coming.

She could be patient. She’d never been patient, but she was learning.
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The celebration was still going when Jax’s hand moved from her belly to the back of her neck — not hard, just present, just a signal — and he said something low to his brother that Riley didn’t catch, and then he was walking her toward the big leather couch in the corner, the one with the duct tape on the left armrest and the permanent indent in the center cushion, and she went without being asked twice.

The men who were still in the room didn’t look away. That had stopped being something she needed to reckon with about two months into this arrangement. She’d made her peace with being watched, had found — somewhere in the honest dark of her own interior — that the watching was part of it. Part of what made it feel like it meant something, the publicness of being chosen.

Jax turned her at the couch’s arm, and the position was clear before he said anything. She put her palms on the cushion and bent forward, and the leather was cool against the undersides of her wrists and warm everywhere else, worn soft by years of use. He gathered the hem of her tank top and held it out of the way, and then his fingers hooked into the waistband of her shorts and drew them down her legs, slowly, not because he was being gentle particularly but because Jax did things at the speed that served him.

The air hit the backs of her thighs and she felt how wet she already was — had been since the announcement, since his hand on her belly, since the word he’d said in her ear. She heard him make a sound that wasn’t quite a word.

“Christ.” His thumb traced her from behind, just once, finding the evidence. “You’ve been like this the whole time.”

“Pretty much,” she said into the cushion.

He pushed into her in one long stroke that she felt in her back teeth.

The fullness of him always rearranged something in her chest, some basic assumption about the size of her own body and what it could hold. She made a noise that she wasn’t going to apologize for and gripped the couch cushion and he held at the deepest point for a moment, not moving, his hand spread flat on her lower back.

Then he started to move.

Not rough — not careless. But deep, and thorough, and each stroke carrying the full weight of his intention. She braced against the arm of the couch and took it and felt her whole body organizing itself around the rhythm of him.

“Tighter.” His voice was rough, lower than usual. “You feel — fuck, Riley, you’re tighter than before. You feel that?”

She did feel it. Everything was different now, her whole body remapped by the pregnancy into something more sensitive, more responsive, the nerve endings closer to the surface everywhere. She nodded against the cushion.

“Hotter too.” He set a longer stroke and held the pace there. “Your pregnant pussy—“ He said the words deliberately, knowing what they did, watching for the way her spine went taut. “—hottest thing I’ve ever been inside.”

She moaned, loud and shameless, and gripped the leather harder.

It was Dozer who knelt in front of her — she recognized his hands, the ring on his right middle finger — and he was gentle about it, reaching for the hem of her tank top and pushing it up and over the swell of her belly until her breasts were free. He settled himself on his knees and took one already-stiff nipple into his mouth, and the sensation was immediate and catastrophic.

Her breasts had changed too. Everything had. The sensitivity was a different order of magnitude from before — what had once been pleasant was now almost too much, electric in a way that was hard to distinguish from pain except that she didn’t want it to stop. She cried out and Jax read it as pleasure, which it was, and deepened his stroke, and she was caught between the two points of contact and couldn’t have moved away from either of them if she’d wanted to.

Dozer’s mouth moved to the other side, and he cupped what his mouth wasn’t on and held her carefully, and she was startlingly grateful for the care. She’d been surprised by how careful they all were with her now — not soft, not without heat or demand, but aware of her in a different way. The baby had changed the quality of their attention.

The psychological shape of this was its own kind of intensity. She was carrying the club’s heir and being fucked from behind over the club couch while her breasts were worshipped by a man on his knees in front of her, and the room was full of brothers who had just raised their beers to her health and the baby’s, and all of that lived together in her body simultaneously, all of it feeding the same hot engine.

“Don’t stop,” she said. She meant it for both of them and neither of them and the general principle of the universe. “Please — Jax, don’t stop—“

“Not stopping.” His hips didn’t break rhythm. “Not ever, if I had a say.”

She laughed, which was not a sound she’d expected to make, but it dissolved into another moan when he angled slightly and hit something that made her vision go white at the edges. Her thighs shook. The arm of the couch was the only fixed point in the world.

He fucked her through the first peak and kept going, and she let him, her fingers going numb from gripping the leather, her whole body reduced to a specific and grateful kind of animal. The baby, the announcement, the warm rowdy room — all of it collapsed into the simple fact of Jax inside her, claiming what was already his, and the mouth on her nipple, and the pleasure rolling through her body in slow, continuous waves.

She pressed her forehead to the cushion and breathed and took everything they were giving her, and thought, distantly, that she had never in her life been so thoroughly, contentedly, and absolutely claimed.

She wouldn’t have traded it for anything.
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They moved her between arrangements the way men like these moved everything — without a lot of ceremony, with a sure sense of where things belonged. Jax stepped back, and Gage was already there, hands at her waist, turning her and laying her back against the long cushions of the couch. He’d taken his cut off somewhere in the intervening moments. His hands on her bare thighs were rougher than Jax’s, the calluses catching on her skin, and she felt the difference in weight when he settled between her legs — more of him, more gravity, a different distribution of presence.

He looked at her for a moment before he moved. That was Gage’s way. Jax acted from instinct; Gage looked first.

“Beautiful,” he said. Not a compliment exactly. More like an observation he was making for his own records, a fact he was noting for later use.

He pushed into her slowly, and the slowness was its own category of sensation. Each inch registered separately. She arched up against the cushions and felt the stretched fullness she’d been carrying since Jax, and felt it differently now — Gage was thicker, his pace more deliberate, each stroke reaching a depth that made her hold her breath. He kept the rhythm unhurried, almost meditative, his hands holding her hips not to control her movement but to feel it.

She reached above her head for the far armrest and held on.

Jax knelt on the couch beside her head and let his hand travel from her throat to her collarbone to the already-exposed curve of her breast. He cupped it with a kind of reverence that she still wasn’t entirely accustomed to, and then his mouth replaced his hand. Across from him, one of the other brothers — wide through the chest, with a beard that had grown past the point of intention — settled on her other side and mirrored the gesture exactly, mouths landing on each side simultaneously.

The sound she made was not a word.

The sensitivity had only increased since earlier. Each draw of a mouth sent a bright, almost painful current straight down through her belly to where Gage was moving inside her. She had three distinct fires connected by a single nervous system, and the nervous system was not handling it calmly.

“Christ,” she breathed. “I can’t—“

“Yes you can.” Gage’s voice was even, unhurried, matching his rhythm. “You’re doing it.”

The brother at her hip — quiet and dark-eyed, someone she knew only by his road name and the particular way he watched her — had found her clit with his thumb and was circling it with careful, maddening patience. She lifted her hips into his hand and into Gage’s stroke at the same time and felt the convergence of those two pressures like a sound too loud for the room it was in.

Gage looked down at her with an expression she could only describe as territorial satisfaction. “You look perfect like this,” he said. “You know that? Every time, but especially now.” He let one hand rest briefly on the swell of her belly as he moved — a gesture that managed to be both possessive and tender, as though those two things had never been in opposition for him.

“The heir.” He said it with a satisfaction that went bone-deep. “Our heir.”

That landed somewhere specific inside her. She nodded against the cushion, unable to manage language.

The rotation happened naturally, the way things in this room always happened naturally, with an ease born of shared understanding. Gage held his pace until her whole body was wound tight around it, and then drew back and made way for the next man, the broad-shouldered one, who came into her with a sharper angle and a sound in his throat that told her he’d been waiting. He was less measured than Gage, more urgent, his rhythm faster and more aggressive, and the contrast itself was a kind of pleasure — the shift in tempo, the way her body had to recalibrate.

He told her she was incredible. He told her he’d never seen anything like her, carrying the club’s blood and spread out on this couch like something out of a story men like them told each other when they thought they were talking about something else. She felt his words move over her skin like the flat of a hand.

Then Jax again, for a few deep strokes, just to remind her, and the thumb never left her clit through any of it.

The accumulation of it was extraordinary. She was losing track of where the pleasure was coming from and it didn’t matter — it was coming from all of them, from the room, from the idea of herself that they had collectively constructed and were collectively proving true. She was the club’s. The child was the club’s. These hands on her body, these mouths, these eyes — all of it was ownership expressed as worship, which was a paradox she had made her peace with long ago.

“I love this,” she said. She hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but it came out of her as naturally as breath. “Being yours. All of yours.” She paused, and the honesty continued to unspool without her permission. “I love being the club’s pregnant—“ She didn’t finish the sentence the way she’d started it; instead she said the word she meant, the specific word that Jax had used earlier, the one that had sunk through her all the way to the floor. She said it plainly, without performance, because it was true and because they’d earned the truth from her.

“More,” she said. “I need—“ The thumb circled tighter and she lost the next words entirely. “Please. I need to be filled, I need—“

The broad-chested brother put his mouth to her ear and said something that made her close her eyes. The dark-eyed one adjusted the pressure of his hand and she gasped. Gage, watching from outside the arrangement now, watching the way he always watched, said simply: “Let her feel it.”

They edged her the way men who knew what they were doing edged a woman — bringing her to the absolute threshold and then backing off by precisely one degree, just enough to keep her there, suspended at the edge of herself with every nerve lit up and nowhere to go. She heard herself make sounds she didn’t recognize. She heard the brothers’ encouragement, low and filthy and specific, and it only held her higher.

She was balanced on the thinnest possible surface above the deepest possible fall, and they held her there, and she let them, and the room was thick with heat and the sound of her, and she thought — in whatever part of her brain was still producing thoughts — that she had never felt more completely alive in her own body than she did right now in this room, with these men, carrying their future.

She needed to fall. They were not going to let her yet.
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Gage came back to her like a tide returning to shore — inevitable, unhurried, already knowing exactly where it was going. He took her ankles in his hands and pushed her legs back, gently but with the complete certainty of a man who had considered this and decided, and she went with it, her knees folding toward her chest, the position opening her in a way that left her nothing to do but receive what was coming.

He looked at her for a long moment. She had learned to hold his gaze; it had taken time.

Then he pushed into her, and the angle was different from every other angle tonight — deeper, more direct, a plumb-line to the center of her. She felt it in her sternum. She felt it in her back teeth. Her hands, which had been braced on the cushions, went to his forearms instead, gripping the muscle there as though she needed an anchor.

The brothers around her shifted and settled into their new positions with the quiet competence of a group of people who understood what was required. Jax knelt on the couch beside her hip. The dark-eyed one took her other side. The broad-shouldered brother laid his palm flat on the inside of her thigh and held her open with a gentle, implacable pressure that made her exhale in a long, helpless shudder. The thumb found her clit again — steady, unhurried, expert.

Gage began to move.

Not like before. Before, he had been slow and deep and meditative. Now there was a different quality to it — a specificity of purpose, each stroke traveling the full length of her before driving home, his hips meeting hers at the bottom with a weight that she felt reverberating through every soft tissue she possessed. It was not rough. It was thorough in the way that a craftsman is thorough — with his whole attention, with nothing wasted.

She was not going to survive this in any meaningful sense.

“Gage—“ His name came out broken in the middle. “Gage, I—“

“Right here,” he said.

The thumb at her clit made a small adjustment and the sound she made was animal and immediate. Her legs shook against his hands. He held them steady.

Everything that had been building across the last hour — the announcement, the claiming, the long edging session of the accumulated pleasure — was pressing forward now like water against a door. She was at the absolute limit of what her body could hold.

The words came from somewhere below conscious thought, rising up through her body like heat rises through metal: “Keep breeding me.” The sentence was barely coherent, syllables pushed out between ragged breaths. “Fill me — fill your pregnant old lady — give the club more heirs, give me—“ She stopped making words for a moment and then found them again. “Please. All of you. I need all of you.”

She heard the sound the room made — low, collective, unanimous — and felt it move through her like a second orgasm that was purely emotional.

The broad-shouldered brother went first, pulling out of her briefly and finishing inside her with a series of deep, grinding strokes that she felt as a wave of heat spreading through her lower belly, thick and slow. She moaned at the fullness of it — the warmth that was already there, that had been there since Jax, since the first claiming, now compounded.

Then the dark-eyed one, who was quieter about it but no less present — she felt him shudder, felt the pulse of him, felt the warmth increase.

Then Jax. Who was not quiet about anything. He pressed his mouth to her throat and groaned into her skin and she felt him let go completely, and she pressed her hand to the back of his head and held him there, wanting the contact, the closeness, while her body received what he was giving.

She was warm everywhere now, flooded, the physical sensation of fullness indistinguishable from the emotional sensation of being held — completely, thoroughly, without remainder.

Gage watched all of it. He never stopped moving. His pace had not varied — the same thorough, purposeful rhythm, the same total attention. His hands on her ankles kept her exactly where he wanted her. His eyes were on her face, reading everything there.

She watched him back. She watched the thing that moved across his expression as he held his pace — not control exactly, but the cost of it, the effort of sustaining deliberateness when the body wanted something less deliberate. She watched him hold himself at that threshold the way he held everything: by deciding to.

Then she felt his breath change. It was subtle, but she knew his breathing by now the way she knew his hands and his voice. A slight loss of evenness, a shallowing.

“Riley.” Just her name, said in a voice that had lost some of its even register.

“Yes,” she said. She meant all of it. She meant: I’m here, I see you, I’m yours, yes to all of it, yes.

He went deep on the next stroke and held there and she felt him break — felt the specific, unmistakable pulse of him finishing inside her, deeper than anyone tonight, in the place that his strokes had been methodically working toward for the last long minutes. His groan was low and came from the chest, the sound of something releasing that had been held for a long time. He pumped through it slowly, riding the last of it, giving her every drop with the same deliberateness with which he had done everything.

His hand moved without him looking away from her face. It found her belly on instinct — his palm flat against the warm swell of it, fingers spread — and stayed there.

She put her hand over his.

He bent forward, repositioning her legs gently as he did, and kissed her. Not briefly. A real kiss, thorough and slow and warm, the kind that had no agenda beyond itself. She felt his hand press slightly firmer against her belly, felt the child’s small presence registered between their bodies.

When he broke the kiss he stayed close, his forehead resting against hers.

“Perfect,” he said. The word was quiet enough that it was only for her. “You know that? You are—“ He stopped, seemed to decide something, and when he spoke again it was still quiet, still just for her. “You’re the club’s old lady. You’ve always been the club’s old lady. But now you’re — you’re ours completely. You’re claimed, Riley. You’re bred and you’re claimed and you’re not going anywhere. And neither are we.”

She pressed her palm flat over his hand on her belly, their fingers lacing without discussion.

The room around them had gone quiet — not empty, not absent, but settled, the way a room goes quiet when something real has just occurred in it. She heard the distant sound of a beer being set down. She heard someone shift on a barstool. She heard nothing but the sound of people who understood that this moment was the kind you don’t interrupt.

She had come into this life looking for something she didn’t have words for. She had found it in a form she hadn’t anticipated. But here, in the warm aftermath of this claiming, with Gage’s hand under hers on her belly and the quiet room at her back, she thought that the thing she’d been looking for must have always had this shape — rough-edged and real and warm, belonging to something rather than to no one.

She was claimed.

She closed her eyes and let herself be exactly that.
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	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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