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The clubhouse held its breath at that hour. Morning light came in sideways through the high windows, cutting pale strips across the scarred floorboards, and the room smelled the way it always did — beer and leather and something older underneath, something that had soaked into the walls over years of being exactly what it was. The usual noise was gone. No music grinding from the corner speakers, no bottles being opened, no easy profane laughter ricocheting off the rafters. Just the creak of a chair here and there, and the particular quality of silence that a room full of men who aren’t talking can produce.

Riley stood in the center of it.

She was barefoot on the cold floor, wearing a white tank top so thin it left nothing to argue about and a pair of cutoff shorts with the club’s property patch stitched to the left hip. The patch was new enough that she could still smell the thread if she pressed her face to it — not that she needed to. She was aware of it the way you’re aware of a bruise: constantly, with a dull and pleasurable ache. The inner circle had arranged themselves around the edges of the room, some on stools, some leaning against the bar, a few in the low chairs by the dead fireplace. They weren’t watching her with aggression. They were watching her the way men watch something they already own — with a calm, proprietary interest that was somehow more disorienting than hunger would have been.

Gage Harlan sat at the head table like the room had been built around him specifically. His road name was Iron and it suited him — there was a deliberate, mineral stillness to the man, a quality of having been hammered into shape a long time ago and refusing to bend since. His hands rested flat on the table in front of him. He wasn’t performing anything. He was simply present, and his presence was enough to make the room organize itself accordingly.

Jax sat to his right. Where Gage was iron, Jax was something with more give — a cable under tension rather than a beam. He had his arms crossed and his eyes on Riley, and his road name was Reaper, which was not a name she’d ever found funny. He was watching her with an expression she had learned to read over the months she’d been here: not quite a smile, not quite hunger, but the space between those two things where something more specific lived.

Gage spoke first. He didn’t raise his voice.

“From today forward,” he said, “Riley is official club property. Fertile property.” He let that land. Let the words distribute themselves around the room before he continued. “Her job is one thing. She takes our cocks and she carries the next generation of Sons. That’s it. That’s all.” He looked at her directly then, and his eyes were not unkind, just absolute, the way the sky is absolute. “You understand that?”

Riley’s heart did something she didn’t have a name for — it lurched forward and back at the same time, like a dog that wanted to run and wanted to stay, and couldn’t choose. “Yes,” she said. Her voice came out steadier than she expected.

There was a low sound from the room. Approval, or something that functioned like it.

She had known this was coming. Had felt it building over weeks, in the way certain conversations stopped when she entered a room and started again differently, in the way Gage had looked at her stomach across the dinner table with an expression she’d finally recognized as calculation. She had known it was coming and had told herself she would be calm when it did, and she was calm — but underneath the calm was something else entirely, something hot and low and entirely indifferent to composure. Her body had opinions that her brain wasn’t invited to vote on.

Jax unfolded himself from his chair and crossed the room to her. He moved the way he always moved, with an ease that made the distance seem shorter than it was, and when he reached her he didn’t pause — he simply took her by the hip and sat down in the nearest chair, pulling her with him so that she ended up in his lap, her back to his chest, his thighs a firm bracket around hers. He smelled like sleep and cigarettes and something underneath both of those things that was just him, just Jax, a smell she had stopped being able to be neutral about.

His right hand spread flat across her stomach.

It was such a simple thing. A hand on her belly, nothing more. But the weight of it landed differently than weight usually landed — it landed like intent, like a sentence with all the punctuation in the right place. His fingers were warm through the thin cotton of her tank, and Riley felt her breath do something complicated in her chest.

“Every day,” he said, low enough that it was for her and not the room, though the room was still there, watching, and everyone could hear him. His thumb moved in a slow arc just above her hip bone. “We’re not going to rush it, and we’re not going to skip days, and we’re going to keep filling you up until it takes.” He tilted his head so his mouth was close to her ear. “You’re going to be round with it before summer’s done. You understand me? Round and full and ours.”

The word bred didn’t come out of his mouth but she heard it anyway, sitting underneath all the other words like a bass note under a melody — felt it more than heard it, felt it in the specific way her body chose to respond, which was immediately and completely and without any of the ambivalence she might have preferred.

Her hands had found his forearm without her consciously deciding to reach for it. She was holding on.

“Yes,” she said again. The word felt different the second time. Fuller. More true.

Gage watched from the head table with those flat, certain eyes, and the rest of the inner circle watched too, and the morning light kept coming in through the high windows and lying across the floor in long pale stripes, and Riley sat in Jax Harlan’s lap with his hand warm on her stomach and thought: this is the beginning of something I won’t come back from. The thought didn’t frighten her. It sat in her chest like an ember — small, steady, and very hot.
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An hour later the club was awake and going about its business — the smell of bad coffee from the kitchen doorway, someone running a socket wrench out back, the low roll of conversation from men who’d been up late and were taking the morning slowly. Nobody was performing normalcy. It simply was normal, the way all things become normal once they’ve been decided. Riley stood at the edge of the pool table with Jax’s hand at the back of her neck and thought: so this is how it starts.

The pool table was old, the felt faded from green to something more like the color of old money, worn smooth in the center from years of elbows and idle hands. The overhead lamp above it was the kind with a low-hung shade that threw a circle of warm yellow light, and in that light everything looked unhurried, slightly theatrical. Jax walked her into it gently, the way you’d walk someone to a chair when they didn’t know they were about to sit down.

“Bend over,” he said. Not unkind. Just clear.

She bent at the hips and put her hands flat on the felt. It was cool under her palms and slightly rough, the nap worn in one direction. She felt Jax’s hands move to her hips, felt his thumbs hook into the waistband of her shorts — and then they were gone, yanked down past her thighs, past her knees, pooling at her ankles, and the morning air hit the backs of her thighs like a mild reproof.

She was already wet. Had been since the meeting, since Jax’s hand on her stomach and his mouth near her ear, since the word daily had arranged itself in her head and refused to leave. She heard his sharp exhale behind her and understood that he’d registered this, that her body had answered a question he hadn’t technically asked.

“Good girl,” he said, and she felt him press up against her, felt the specific geometry of what was about to happen, and then he pushed inside her in one long, deliberate stroke that didn’t stop until there was nowhere left to go.

The sound she made was not quiet.

He held there for a moment — not moving, just filling her, just letting her feel the full extent of what he was — and Riley’s fingers curled into the felt and she pressed her forehead down against the rail and tried to breathe. Her body accommodated him with a rolling heat that started low and moved upward through her like a temperature change in deep water.

Then he began to move. Long strokes, unhurried, each one withdrawing nearly to the tip before pressing back in with the same smooth authority. It was not the kind of fucking that was in a hurry to get anywhere. It was the kind that was making a point.

Across the room, two brothers were playing cards at the table by the window. One of them glanced over with the easy, unexcited interest of a man watching something he’d been told to expect. The other didn’t look up from his hand. In the kitchen doorway, someone paused with a mug halfway to their mouth, watched for a moment, and walked on. The socket wrench out back kept going. The coffee kept burning. The morning kept happening.

Jax’s hand found the back of her neck again, not gripping, just resting — a reminder.

“You know what you are now?” He wasn’t breathing hard yet, which was its own kind of comment on the thoroughness of his control. His hips rolled forward and Riley’s vision went briefly simple. “Every patched member in this club. You belong to every one of them. You understand that?”

She understood it. Her body was announcing its understanding in ways her mouth was having trouble competing with.

“Yes,” she managed. “Yes — Jax —“

“Say it,” he said.

“I belong to the club.” The words felt strange and right at the same time, like a key that fit a lock she hadn’t known she was carrying. “I belong to all of you.”

He made a sound low in his chest and his strokes deepened, the angle shifting just enough to make her toes curl against the inside of her abandoned shorts.

She was so focused on him that she almost didn’t register the other presence until she felt hands slide around to the front of her, tugging the tank up and over the curve of her breasts, palming them with a frank, unhurried grip. She looked to her left. One of the brothers had drifted over from the bar, unhurried as everything else this morning, and was handling her with an easiness that made her feel — owned was the only word for it. Owned in a way that was not the same as diminished. His thumbs worked over her nipples and she whimpered into the felt.

“That’s it,” Jax said behind her. His rhythm had found a pace now, steady and relentless, each stroke punctuating something. “Let them hear you.”

She didn’t have a choice in the matter.

He fucked her with the kind of consistency that dismantled argument. She could feel the pool table shifting incrementally with each thrust, the balls clicking softly in their rack, the overhead lamp swaying its yellow circle. The brother at her chest squeezed and she cried out and Jax’s grip on her hip tightened with what she recognized as satisfaction.

“Fertile hole,” he said, and the phrase hit her somewhere below thought, somewhere purely physical. “That’s what you are. That’s your only job now. We’re going to keep you filled up — every day, as many times as it takes — until you’re swollen with it. Until every man in this club can look at you and see what we did.” His voice was still even, still that infuriating steady register, even as his hips drove harder. “You’re going to get pregnant for the Outlaw Sons. And you’re going to love every second of getting there.”

She was already loving every second of getting there. She was gripping the felt and moaning into the stale air of the clubhouse and being handled from both sides by men who’d decided she was theirs, and her body was so thoroughly onboard with all of it that she felt slightly outside herself, watching the whole scene from a short distance with a kind of awed, helpless recognition.

This was what she was now. And the thought made her clench around him, and he groaned, and the lamp kept swaying.
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They moved her to the lounge with the same lack of ceremony as everything else — Jax’s hand in the small of her back, Gage already ahead of them, settling onto the large couch like it was a throne he’d never bothered to name. The couch was brown leather gone soft with age, the kind that shaped itself around whoever was sitting in it, and the light in the lounge was lower than in the main room, more amber, more deliberate. The brothers filtered in behind them and arranged themselves around the periphery without being told. Some stood. A few pulled chairs. One leaned against the back wall with his arms crossed and the particular expression of a man who had been looking forward to something and was now watching it begin.

Gage looked at Riley and nodded once, the way you’d nod at a door you wanted opened. She understood.

She climbed onto his lap facing away, and his hands found her hips immediately — not guiding, exactly, more like anchoring — and then she was sinking down onto him, slowly, the stretch of it drawing a sound from her that she didn’t try to muffle. He was thick and patient, and he entered her the way he did everything else: with total, unhurried authority. When she’d taken all of him she stopped, breathing, feeling the specific fullness of him, and his hands pressed down on her hips like a period at the end of a sentence.

He began to move beneath her, and the movement was nothing like Jax’s. Where Jax had been rhythmic and building, Gage was tectonic — deep, rolling thrusts that didn’t speed up, didn’t tease, just arrived with the regularity of something geological. Each one pressed up into her at an angle that made her eyes lose focus. She braced her hands on his knees and tried to keep some version of herself assembled, and mostly failed.

Jax appeared in front of her.

He’d shed his cut but kept everything else, and he took her chin in one hand and tilted her face up toward him with a gentleness that was somehow more difficult to withstand than roughness would have been. “Open,” he said, and she did, and he fed himself into her mouth in the same way Gage had fed himself into her body — completely, without apology, with the ease of someone who had already decided this was his.

She was full in both directions and the sensation was not something she had a reference point for — it was too much and exactly enough simultaneously, her body working to accommodate and succeeding in a way that felt like a kind of triumph. Below her, Gage’s hands kept her hips where he wanted them, pressing down to meet each slow thrust. In front of her, Jax’s fingers threaded gently into her hair and held.

The brothers along the walls were not silent. She could hear them — low murmurs, the specific sounds of men watching something they intended to participate in, the occasional soft obscenity that functioned as appreciation. She was aware of them the way you’re aware of weather: as a surrounding condition, atmospheric, affecting everything.

The orgasm arrived without much warning. It had been building since the pool table, maybe since the morning meeting, maybe since Jax’s hand on her stomach, and when it broke it did so thoroughly, rolling through her in a long shuddering wave that made Gage tighten his grip on her hips and Jax press slightly deeper and she lost approximately thirty seconds to pure white sensation.

When she came back to herself, things had shifted.

The first brother stepped forward and Gage lifted her off him with the same deliberateness with which he’d impaled her — not reluctant, just methodical, managing the transition like a man transferring something valuable from one container to another. The brother who took his place was broader, his hands rougher, and he bent her over the arm of the couch and filled her from behind with a blunt efficiency that knocked the breath out of her entirely. He fucked her hard and short and said things into the back of her neck that she absorbed without fully processing, and then he shuddered and pulled free and the next one stepped in.

“Good girl,” someone said. “Such a good club whore.” The words landed in her like a second pulse.

Another took her from the front, lifting her leg over his arm, and this angle was different again — deeper somehow, more searching — and he watched her face the whole time, which was almost too much. “You’re going to look incredible,” he said, and his voice was not joking. “Belly round with it. Walking around this club knowing every one of us put it there.” He said it the way you’d say something beautiful. “You’re going to be the most beautiful thing in this building.”

Riley heard herself make a sound that was not quite a word.

The praise kept coming, passed between them like something shared, a common language: good girl, perfect, ours, beautiful, pregnant, bred. Each word hit somewhere specific, somewhere that was not about vanity but about something older and more essential, the part of her that had agreed to this in the meeting this morning with a yes that came from somewhere below her conscious mind. She stopped trying to parse it and just let it arrive. Let the hands arrive. Let the weight and heat and pressure of each man arrive and do what it did to her and recede.

The orgasms stopped being events and became a continuous condition.

“Cum inside me,” she heard herself say, during a breath between one man and the next. The words came out hoarse, scraped clean of self-consciousness. “Please — inside — don’t stop —“

“She’s begging for it,” someone said with warm appreciation.

“She’s been begging for it since this morning,” Jax said, and she could hear the smile in his voice even though she couldn’t see him from where she was.

She had been. She understood that now. Everything since the morning had been a version of this request, made in different registers — the way she’d gripped Jax’s forearm in the meeting, the way she’d pressed her face into the felt on the pool table, the way her body had been answering every touch with the same single-syllable answer. She was begging now because she’d been begging all along and had only just found the words for it.

The next brother slid into her wet, accommodating heat and she arched back to meet him and thought: yes, this, exactly this, fill me up and don’t stop until it takes.
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The room had changed. She couldn’t have said precisely when, but somewhere between the third man and the fourth the quality of the air had shifted — the waiting had gone out of it and something with more finality had moved in. The brothers had narrowed around the couch like a tide coming in, and Riley lay in the center of it, her body flushed and trembling and so thoroughly worked over that she felt transparent, as though you could hold her up to the light and see straight through.

She was aware of how wet she was. Aware of the specific accumulated heat of being used by that many hands, that many bodies, aware of it in a way that was neither clinical nor abstract but simply present, the way the temperature of a room is present. Her hair was stuck to the side of her face. Her knuckles were white where she’d grabbed the couch cushion. She was making a sound with every breath that she wasn’t consciously producing.

Gage moved into her field of vision.

He had been watching from the edge of things, conserving himself with the patience of a man who understood the value of going last. He looked at her the way he’d looked at her in the morning meeting — with those flat, certain eyes that didn’t perform anything, didn’t ask for anything, simply stated — and then he reached down and arranged her on her back with a directness that was almost clinical. His hands hooked behind her knees and pushed them wide, and two of the brothers stepped in on either side of her and held, their grip firm and sure, opening her completely.

She was pinned. The word arrived in her head with a physical weight. Pinned and open and surrounded by men who had already decided what happened next.

Gage settled over her and entered her in one stroke that didn’t pause for ceremony, and the sound she made was not like the sounds she’d been making for the past hour — it was rawer, less formed, something that came from further down. He was as deep as anything had been, filling her completely, and then he began to move and she understood immediately that this was different in kind, not just degree. His hips drove into her with hard, purposeful strokes that felt less like pleasure, though it was undeniably pleasure, and more like something else — like the act of stamping something, impressing a seal into wax while it was still hot enough to take the shape.

Breeding, her mind supplied, helplessly. This is what breeding feels like.

“Look at me,” he said.

She looked at him. His jaw was tight. His eyes hadn’t changed — still flat, still certain — but something underneath them had surfaced, some older thing that lived below the iron.

He fucked her with a regularity that was relentless. Each stroke hit deep and stayed a moment before withdrawing and returning, and the brothers holding her legs kept her exactly where he wanted her, angled up toward him, fully exposed to every thrust. She was so wet by now that the sounds were obscene, filling the low-lit room, and nobody in the room seemed to think this was anything other than exactly right.

The first of the other men stepped forward. She felt him against her inner thigh, felt the heat of his hand, and then the wet pull of him finishing against her — thick and unmistakable — and the warmth of it landing made her clench around Gage without meaning to. He made a short sound through his nose and drove harder.

Another joined — standing at the edge of her, close, and she felt the pulse of him releasing against the place where Gage moved in and out of her, the added slickness of it, the declaration of it. Her body was receiving all of them. She was full of all of them. The thought was so large it barely fit inside her skull.

“Breed me.” The words came out before she decided to say them, scraped raw from somewhere at the bottom of her chest. “Breed me — fill your club property — knock me up for the Outlaw Sons —“

The room responded to this. There was a collective exhale, low and satisfied, and two more men stepped forward in quick succession, and she felt them finish over and against and into her in overlapping waves of wet heat that ran down the inside of her thighs and pooled beneath her, and she was crying now without distress, tears running sideways off her temples into her hair because her body had simply overflowed, exceeded whatever container she’d thought she had.

“That’s it,” Jax said from somewhere to her right. His voice was tight. “Give her everything.”

She heard him come and felt it, and she screamed.

The brothers held her through it. Gage didn’t stop.

He was still driving into her — harder now, his rhythm losing some of its measured control, his breath audible — and Riley lay pinned beneath him and accepted every stroke and thought nothing at all, nothing coherent, just the animal fact of his body working into hers, the specific angle of him hitting something inside her that made her vision pulse at the edges. She was drenched. She could feel it everywhere, running out of her, pooling on the leather, and still he kept going, and she didn’t want him to stop, would have said so if she could have formed words.

Then he made a sound. It came from deep in his chest and moved upward through his throat with some effort, a sound like structural material under maximum stress, and he drove into her to the hilt and held.

She felt him. Felt the specific throb and release of him, felt it happening in pulses, each one accompanied by that same clenched stillness as though his entire body was focused on that single point. He pressed himself as deep as he could get and stayed there, finishing in long measured waves, and Riley’s whole body shook with the intensity of taking it.

When it was done, he didn’t move immediately. He stayed inside her, breathing, his forehead dropped forward.

Then slowly, with the same deliberateness with which he did everything, he withdrew. He straightened. The brothers released her legs and she let them fall open, too spent to do anything with them.

Gage’s hand came down on her stomach.

It was the same gesture Jax had made in the morning, but larger now, more weighted. He pressed his palm flat below her navel and held it there, and the warmth of his hand through the thin skin felt like something being sealed.

He bent his head toward her.

“You’re ours now,” he said, his voice just above a whisper, carrying no more ceremony than a man stating a fact he’d always known. “Owned and bred and claimed.” His thumb moved once, a slow arc across her belly. “You belong to this club in every way there is to belong to something.” His eyes found hers. “And we’re not going to let you forget it.”

She didn’t say anything. She lay in the ruined warmth of the leather couch with his hand on her belly and the weight of every man in that room inside her and breathed. The ember she’d felt in her chest during the morning meeting had spread out now, had moved through her ribs and her hips and down into her legs — not burning, just warm, the way something is warm when it has finally found its right temperature and stopped changing.

Outside, the socket wrench had gone quiet. Somewhere a door creaked. The clubhouse settled around them in the amber light, holding its shape, holding them inside it, the same as it always had and would.

Riley closed her eyes and let herself be exactly where she was.
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	// 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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