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The music hit you before the smell did, or maybe it was the other way around — beer and cigarette smoke and the particular musk of men who hadn’t reconsidered a decision since 1997, all of it pressing against Riley the moment she pushed deeper into the main bar of the Outlaw Sons clubhouse. The monthly party was already running hot, the kind of hot that had nothing to do with the thermostat and everything to do with thirty-odd bodies packed into a space built for twenty, every one of them loud and drinking and operating at some frequency just above civil.

She stood near the end of the bar with a beer she wasn’t really drinking, the cold bottle sweating against her palm. Her tank top — black, stretched tight across her chest — had seemed like a fine idea two hours ago. Her property patch jeans felt like a second skin she’d been sewn into. She was aware of both garments in a way she usually wasn’t, aware of her own outline in the crowd, the way a few pairs of eyes tracked her when they thought she wasn’t looking. Or didn’t bother pretending they weren’t.

She knew what tonight was. Had known for weeks, ever since Gage had told her in that flat, matter-of-fact voice he used for things that weren’t up for debate. The club’s going to mark you properly. In front of everyone. He’d said it like he was telling her about a schedule change. She’d said okay. She had meant it. She still meant it, standing here with her pulse doing something erratic and her stomach pulled into a knot she couldn’t decide was dread or desire. Probably both. Probably that was the point.

The brothers around her were in various states of revelry — a cluster near the pool table, someone losing badly and pretending not to care; two of the older guys parked on stools like they’d been there since the Clinton administration; prospects running drinks and trying to look invisible. The women scattered through the crowd were laughing or dancing or draped over their men in that comfortable, practiced way of people who’d done this a hundred times. But there was something different in the room tonight. A current under the noise. Riley could feel it the way you felt a storm before the sky went dark, a pressure change, a collective leaning-forward.

Then the music cut.

Gage was on the bar.

She didn’t see him climb up — she just registered the sudden stillness that rippled out from the far end, the crowd parting and tilting its attention upward the way crowds do when the person they’ve agreed to follow decides to speak. He was big in the way that didn’t require demonstration, shoulders that had earned their width, a jaw that looked like it had been designed by committee to be inconvenient. The Iron patch on his cut was worn to soft, like everything he owned that got used hard enough. He stood up there and the room went quiet with a speed that said everything about what kind of man he was.

“Listen up.” His voice didn’t need the help of volume, just carried, the way a certain frequency carries through walls. “Tonight we do something this club doesn’t do often, and when we do it, we do it right.” He let the pause hold. Around Riley, she felt the shift — men straightening, cups lowering, the air tightening like a belt cinched one notch further. “Tonight, the Outlaw Sons marks and breeds our old lady.” He let it land. “In front of every brother in this room.”

The roar came up from the floor like something physical. Drinks raised, someone howled, a fist hit the bar top hard enough to rattle glasses. Riley felt it in her sternum, that wall of approval, the way it pressed against her from all sides. Her face went hot. Her whole body went hot. She was aware, acutely and with no ambiguity whatsoever, that she was wet.

The arm that came around her waist was Jax’s. She knew before she turned — knew the weight of it, the specific geography of his forearm against her hip. Vice President, Gage’s brother in blood and patch, a man with a face that looked like it had been interrupted halfway through becoming handsome. He pulled her back against his chest in a single smooth motion, his mouth dropping to the curve of her ear.

“You’re safe.” His voice was low enough that it existed only for her, a private frequency under the noise of the crowd. “You hear me? Every single one of us in this room wants you good. Wants you right.” His hand flattened against her stomach, pressing slightly. “This makes you ours. Truly, officially, all the way ours.”

Riley’s breath came out in a shape that was almost a word and wasn’t quite anything. Her fingers found his forearm and held on.

The crowd was still going, the cheering rolling in waves, and Gage up on the bar was watching her from across the room with those flat, certain eyes that had never once suggested he doubted a decision he’d made. He raised his drink in her direction. Not a toast, exactly. More like an acknowledgment. A marking of a moment before the moment.

She felt the slickness between her thighs with a clarity that should have embarrassed her and somehow didn’t. Her body had made its own decision about this weeks ago, maybe the first time Gage had looked at her across this exact bar and said you’re going to be ours the way other men might say pass the salt. Her mind was still catching up, still sorting through the tangle of shame and want and something that lived underneath both of them, deeper, something that felt uncomfortably like relief.

The music came back up, different now — harder, lower, the kind of bass line that got into your blood. Around her the crowd reorganized itself with a purposeful energy, clearing space, finding positions, the way people arrange themselves when they know something is about to happen and want to be close enough to feel it.

Jax’s lips brushed the back of her neck. Just that. Just enough to make her shiver in the heat.

“You ready?” he murmured against her skin.

She wasn’t. She completely was. The two things sat in her chest side by side and she held onto his arm and didn’t answer, because the answer was already written in the flush spreading down her throat and the way her hips had pressed back into him without her deciding to.

Gage was climbing down from the bar.

The crowd parted for him the way water parts for something that doesn’t need to be asked.
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He didn’t rush. That was the thing about Gage — he never moved like a man who worried about being stopped. He crossed the floor and the crowd gave way with a kind of instinctive deference, and when he reached Riley he put his hand on the back of her neck, fingers curling into the warmth there, and looked at her for a moment with those flat gray eyes that didn’t ask questions.

“Bar,” he said. Just that.

Jax’s arm loosened from around her and she stepped forward because her legs decided to before she did. Gage walked her to the near end of the bar, the section that had cleared — someone had moved the glasses, pulled the stools back — and put one hand on her shoulder and pressed her down with the easy authority of a man who’d never once had to say I mean it.

Riley bent forward over the wood, her hands finding the edge of the bar top and holding on. The surface was tacky with old spills and cool under her palms. She could see the crowd from this angle if she turned her head, and she was aware, with a specificity that landed somewhere between horror and heat, that they were all watching her. Arranged in a loose arc. Drinks in hand. Waiting.

Gage’s hands found her hips. He unsnapped her jeans with one hand while the other held her in place, and he peeled them down her thighs with a kind of unhurried deliberateness that felt, absurdly, worse than if he’d simply torn them off. Slow was intentional. Slow said I have all night and so do you and there’s nowhere else you’d rather be. She wasn’t wearing underwear — she’d been told not to. The air hit her and she made a sound she hadn’t planned on making, something between a gasp and the start of a word that dissolved before it got anywhere.

Someone in the crowd whistled. Someone else laughed, low and approving.

Her face burned. Her cunt was soaked.

She heard him behind her, the sound of his belt, and then his hand was on her lower back, pressing flat, pressing down, and there was the blunt heat of him against her and then —

He thrust in with one stroke, deep and total and claiming, and the sound that came out of Riley’s mouth was embarrassingly loud in a room that had, she realized, gone nearly quiet to hear it. A long, raw cry that she felt in the bottoms of her feet, the kind of sound that didn’t leave room for dignity and wasn’t trying to. He filled her completely and she gripped the bar edge hard enough that her knuckles ached.

“There she is,” someone said from the crowd. Appreciative. Like watching something arrive on time.

Gage held there for a moment — buried, still, letting her feel the full fact of him — and then he pulled back and began to move. Slow. Deliberate. Each stroke dragged and pressed and found angles that made her hips push back involuntarily, her body collaborating without consulting her. He fucked her with the same unhurried certainty he did everything, and it was somehow worse and better and more overwhelming than fast would have been. Fast she could have turned into something manageable. This was something she had to live in, moment by moment.

“Listen up,” he said, and his voice was big enough to reach the back of the room. “This cunt —“ he punctuated it with a stroke that pushed the air out of her lungs “— belongs to the Outlaw Sons. Tonight and every night after.”

The cheer that went up hit her like a second body. She felt it in her skin. Around the edges of her vision she was aware of the men watching — some with their arms crossed, intent; some with their hands moving at their sides or their laps, the motion unmistakable. The knowledge of it pooled hot in her stomach. She was being watched. She was being used. She was being claimed in the most public, irreversible way the club knew how to do, and her body was responding to every single element of it with a wet, insistent enthusiasm that she couldn’t have argued with even if she’d wanted to.

She didn’t want to.

“That’s our good girl,” Gage said, and his hand came down on her ass with a flat, sharp sound that made her jerk forward. “Taking president cock in front of the whole club.”

She moaned into the bar top and felt the vibration of her own voice against the wood. The praise landed somewhere in her chest that she hadn’t known was waiting for it — rough and plainspoken and real in a way that nothing polite had ever been. Our good girl. She was folded over a bar in front of thirty men and she was theirs and the word fit her better than anything she’d worn in years.

Gage’s rhythm didn’t break. He fucked her with long, rolling strokes and the crowd watched and she felt each pair of eyes on her as a specific heat, a specific weight. Her thighs were trembling. Her breath was ragged and wet against the bar surface, fogging a small patch of wood near her mouth. She could hear, beneath the music, the unmistakable sounds of men who were no longer trying to hold still — the shift of denim, the rhythmic breathing, the quiet urgency of hands moving.

“She’s dripping,” one of the brothers said, close enough that she knew he’d moved up to look. “Fucking soaked.”

“Always is,” Jax said from somewhere to her left, and the dry affection in his voice made her clench around Gage and draw a sharp grunt from him.

He gripped her hips harder, fingers digging in, and picked up the pace — just slightly, just enough to shift the register from ceremonial to urgent — and she stopped trying to track anything beyond the sensation, the slick drag and fill of it, the ache building somewhere deep in her belly that was starting to make coherent thought genuinely difficult. She pressed her cheek to the bar and let her eyes close and heard the crowd and the music and the man behind her breathing in a way that said even Gage Harlan was not entirely unmoved by the proceedings.

“Look at her,” he said, slowing again, pulling back to the edge and holding, making her wait. “Look at what belongs to this club.”

She looked, because he meant her to, because she was his good girl in front of thirty witnesses and because the shame and the want had finally stopped being two separate things.

They were, she discovered, just heat.
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Gage pulled out slowly, deliberately, and the absence of him was its own kind of statement. Hands found her immediately — she couldn’t have said whose, two pairs at least — turning her, repositioning her on the bar until she was on her back, the wood hard and cool through her tank top, her legs hanging off the edge. She stared up at the ceiling, at the industrial light fixture that someone had wrapped with a string of old Christmas lights in a decision that had never been revisited, and she thought: this is actually happening. Then Jax stepped between her thighs and she stopped thinking in sentences.

He was different from Gage in the way that brothers are different — same bone structure, different instrument. Where Gage fucked with authority, Jax fucked with intention, every movement deliberate and specific, his hands gripping the backs of her thighs and holding her open as he pressed in. She felt the stretch of him, the slow slide, and made a sound that fogged her own thinking. He looked down at her with those interrupted-halfway eyes and said nothing, just watched her face with the focus of a man cataloguing something he wanted to remember.

“Mark,” someone said behind him. A direction.

Jax’s jaw tightened almost imperceptibly, and then he began to move.

She barely registered when the second set of hands found her chest — one of the brothers from the inner circle, a big man with forearms like ship rope who she knew by sight and patch and whose name she would not have been able to produce at this moment on threat of anything. He pushed her tank top up and put his mouth on her nipple and she arched off the bar, the sound that came out of her indecorous and beyond her jurisdiction. Then a third man was at her head, tilting her chin, and she opened her mouth before he asked because her body had moved into a mode that was all reflex and appetite, and she took him into her mouth and felt the full accounting of it — being filled and attended to from three directions simultaneously — and the sensation was so complete, so total, that for a long moment her mind went briefly and blessedly offline.

The rotation, when it began, had the quality of something rehearsed without having been practiced. Jax gave way to another brother, smooth and without ceremony, and she registered the change in weight and angle and width and thrust pattern and then stopped cataloguing because there were too many variables and her body had decided it didn’t need the data. Each man between her thighs told her something as he moved — not whispered, said, loud enough to land — you’re marked now, you hear me and this cunt belongs to every brother in this room and we’re going to breed you tonight, we’re going to fill you up and keep you full — and the words stacked on each other like stones in a wall, each one adding to something she could feel being built inside her.

She was crying. She became aware of this at some point and found she couldn’t stop and didn’t want to, because it wasn’t that kind of crying. It was the kind that came from too much sensation and too much feeling and the strange, devastating relief of being entirely out of control in the hands of people you trusted. Her cheeks were wet and she was gasping around the cock in her mouth and the man at her nipples had teeth now, gentle and then less so, and the one currently buried inside her had his thumb on her hip bone and was fucking her with a steady, merciless precision that was pulling sounds out of her she’d have been embarrassed about if embarrassment were still an option.

“Please,” she said, when her mouth was briefly free. “Please don’t stop, don’t — I need —“

“What do you need?” Jax was at her ear again, she didn’t know when he’d moved there, his hand smoothing her hair back from her face with a tenderness that was at complete odds with everything else happening to her body, and the contrast made her chest collapse.

“I love it,” she said, and the honesty of it hit her somewhere raw. “I love being — I love this, being yours, being —“ Her voice broke on a moan as the man inside her shifted his angle. “I want your cum. All of you. I want to be —“ Another wave crested and rolled through her and she gripped the side of the bar with both hands. “I want to be the club’s. Shared. Yours. Please.”

The words went out into the room and she felt their arrival on the faces of the men watching — the ripple of response, a collective exhale. Someone near the back said Jesus in a tone that sounded like a prayer.

The room had a sound now, a texture to the air that was unmistakable: the wet percussion of bodies, the rhythmic slide and slap, heavy breathing that was only partially hers, the low, specific sounds men make when they’ve stopped pretending to be casual about what they want. The music had become background. The sounds of the room were primary.

She got close twice and both times the man inside her slowed, pulled back, denied her the fall without making it into cruelty — made it into something else, a lengthening, a refusal to let this be over before it needed to be. She understood, with the part of her brain still capable of understanding things, that this was coordinated. That they were managing her deliberately, keeping her at the edge the way you keep a fire just below the point where it takes the house.

“Please,” she said again, smaller this time.

“Not yet.” The voice was Gage’s, somewhere nearby, and even in the state she was in she felt the specific authority of it land in her spine. “Not until we’re all inside you.”

She turned her head and found him watching from a few feet back, arms crossed, watching the proceedings with the patient intensity of a man who’d planned something and was pleased with how the execution was going. His eyes met hers and held, and in them she read something she hadn’t expected — a heat, yes, but underneath it something territorial and absolute, the kind of want that had no bottom.

“We’re going to breed you,” he said, in his flat, carrying voice. “All of us. And you’re going to carry that.”

She felt the words settle into her body like a stone dropped in water, the rings spreading outward.

“Yes,” she said, and meant it all the way down.

The man inside her groaned low at that and gripped her hips and drove forward and she came almost to the edge again and then, again, was held there, trembling, while the room breathed and watched and waited for what it knew was coming.

​

​



​

Gage stepped forward and the crowd seemed to understand something had shifted, the way a room understands a key change before it can explain it. The brother who’d been between her thighs withdrew and Gage took her legs in both hands, lifting them, pressing them back toward her chest, folding her open with a complete absence of ceremony. She felt exposed in a way that was beyond physical, some last layer of privacy that she’d thought was structural, load-bearing, gone.

He looked at her face.

Then he drove into her.

She hadn’t forgotten how he felt but the reminder was thorough. He was savage about it in a way he hadn’t been earlier — earlier had been ceremonial, deliberate, a demonstration. This was something past demonstration. This was possession in its plainest form, long and deep and merciless, his hips rolling forward with a force that moved her up the bar and would have moved her further if two pairs of hands hadn’t caught her, the brothers flanking her, holding her in place, keeping her exactly where Gage needed her. A third hand found the place above where he entered her — she registered the touch before she understood what it was, and then she understood, and all of her remaining cognitive capacity dissolved.

“Oh —“ she started, and it wasn’t a word, it was a sound with a shape, and then there weren’t even shapes.

The hand on her clit was precise and relentless, no grace period, no working up to it, just immediate and expert and coordinated with the rhythm Gage had set so that every stroke was doubled, trebly, arriving from multiple directions at once. She gripped the wrists of the men holding her without meaning to, her knuckles going white, and felt the long rolling approach of something she knew she couldn’t hold back this time, that she wasn’t being held back from, that she was finally, completely, being driven toward.

“Breed me.” The words came out of her with the quality of a confession, the kind you make when you’ve stopped managing your own output. “Breed me — fill me up —“ She felt Gage’s rhythm hitch almost imperceptibly, a tell she’d learned to read. “Mark me with your cum, make me —“ The orgasm arrived like weather, like a structural failure, something that had been holding for a long time finally giving way all at once. “Make me pregnant for the club —“

She screamed. There wasn’t a more precise word for it. The sound that came out of her had the length and the total body investment of a scream, and the room received it with a collective, low exhale of approval that she felt from somewhere outside herself, because for a stretch she was outside herself, tumbling through the bright and graceless interior of the largest orgasm she’d had in recent memory, while Gage kept fucking her through it without breaking pace.

The first brother finished before she’d come back to herself entirely. He was at her side — she hadn’t tracked when the configuration changed — and then there was heat on her inner thigh, but no, inside, he’d pushed in while Gage allowed the exchange, and she felt it: the pulse and spill of him, the real and unmistakable warmth of it, deep inside her. The reality of it, that this was actually happening, that she was being filled with exactly what she’d asked for, made her hips roll upward involuntarily.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Yes, please —“

They came in her. One by one and sometimes not quite one by one, the inner circle, the men who’d been inside her tonight, who’d held her and touched her and called her theirs — she felt each one as a specific heat, a specific arrival, the sounds they made as they got there as intimate as anything she’d ever heard. The accumulation of it was something her body registered in a way she had no vocabulary for, the wet fullness of it, the feeling of overflowing, of being more than full, of leaking around the cocks that were still moving in her because this wasn’t over, they weren’t done with her, she wasn’t done. She came again, smaller and less articulate than the first, while one of them was still finishing and the sensation tipped her over the edge again without ceremony.

She was dimly aware of the crowd. Of how they sounded. Of the specific quality of attention in a room of men watching something they will not forget.

Then the others stepped back and Gage was between her thighs again and she understood, with the last working part of her brain, that this was what it had all been building to — that there was an order to this, a logic, and the logic said that the president of the Outlaw Sons went last and went deepest and that was the seal.

He took her legs again. Pressed them further back. He looked at her face again, that same flat gray gaze, and she felt it as an anchor, something to hold onto while the rest of the world slid sideways.

He entered her slowly this time. She was so wet, so full of everyone who’d been there before him, that the slide of him was obscenely easy and she felt every inch of it with a sensitivity that should have been impossible given how much had already happened to her body tonight. He pressed in until there was nothing left to press, until he was buried absolutely, and then he made a sound —

A roar was the honest word. Not loud, but low, from somewhere in his chest that had nothing to do with performance, the sound a man makes when he has arrived at the exact place he intended to be. His hips rolled forward in short, grinding strokes that didn’t pull back, just pressed and ground and worked deeper, and she felt his climax as a series of deep, distinct pulses, the ropes of him going into her with a precision that felt deliberate even though she knew it wasn’t, the heat of it spreading through her in slow concentric circles.

She was crying again. She’d never really stopped.

He stayed buried. She felt him twitch once, twice, the last of it, and his breathing came down from its peak in long, ragged pulls. Above her the room had gone to something quieter, the collective tension released, the sounds now gentler — appreciative murmurs, the settling of bodies, someone saying goddamn in the satisfied tone of a man recapping a particularly good meal.

“She took all of us.” That was Jax, somewhere nearby, his voice warm in a way that made her chest ache. “Perfect.”

“Fucking perfect,” someone agreed.

Gage’s hands moved. They’d been gripping her thighs and they moved to her hips, and then up, slow, to her face, cupping it with a care so unexpected that she went completely still. He leaned down over her, still buried, and kissed her — hard and rough and real, nothing polite about it, his jaw scraping hers, his mouth pressing the shape of what he was onto hers — and when he pulled back his forehead came down against hers and stayed there.

“You’re marked,” he said quietly, just for her. “You’re sealed. Every brother in this room is inside you right now.” He felt her breath catch and held the pause. “You’re ours. Fully. All the way.” He pulled back just enough to look at her. “The perfect old lady for the Outlaw Sons.”

The words settled into her, into the tenderness of her chest and the warmth of her body and the tears still tracking down her temples into her hair, and she found she had nothing to add to them.

She was, finally, completely, exactly that.

She closed her eyes and felt him still there, still warm inside her, and the room around them and the brothers who had claimed her and the music that had come back up soft, and she held on to Jax’s hand when he found hers, and she breathed.
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	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// 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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