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The study smelled like old wood and older money, and the scotch in Carmine’s glass caught the lamplight like something amber and alive. Bella stood in the center of the room and tried to keep her hands still at her sides, which was harder than it should have been after eight years of practice. The oak panels absorbed sound. The heavy doors behind her had made a sound like a vault when Marco turned the lock, a soft, definitive click that she still felt in the base of her spine.

She knew this room. She had waited in it before — waiting for news, waiting for reassurance, waiting for Carmine’s hand to find the back of her neck in that way that meant everything was fine, that the world outside these walls was someone else’s problem. But tonight the room felt different. The air had a density to it, a held-breath quality, and the four men arranged inside it made no effort to fill the silence with small talk.

Carmine sat behind his desk the way he always did, like the desk was a throne he‘d had built specifically to his dimensions. He was not a tall man, but he had the kind of physical authority that made the room around him seem to compress slightly, furniture and people alike rearranging themselves to accommodate his gravity. His hair had gone mostly silver over the years she’d known him, which suited him, she had always thought. It gave him the look of someone who had won enough fights that he no longer needed to look like he was ready for one. He swirled his scotch once and set it down.

Marco stood to her left, his shoulder against the bookcase, arms folded across his chest. He was the consigliere and he looked the part — careful eyes, expensive suit, the posture of a man who processed information for a living. He was watching her the way she imagined he watched everything: not with desire, exactly, but with a kind of measured appraisal that amounted to the same thing.

Frankie was closer to the window, one hand in his jacket pocket, the other loose at his side. The underboss. Younger than Carmine by a decade, and it showed in the way he held his body — still some restlessness in him, some coiled-up energy that the suit couldn’t entirely civilize. He wasn’t looking at her face.

And Nico, closest to the door, arms at his sides and a stillness about him that was the kind you earned rather than were born with. The soldier. She’d seen him twice before, in passing, and both times she’d had the irrational impression that he was waiting for someone to give him a reason to act. Tonight he looked at her with something that might have been warmth, or might have been hunger, and the difference between those two things felt suddenly, uncomfortably thin.

“Bella.” Carmine said her name the way he said most things — without inflection, without decoration. It was enough.

She met his eyes across the desk. “You said it was important.”

“Sit down.”

She sat in the chair across from him, the leather cool through the thin silk of her skirt. The men behind her did not move.

“Elena can’t give me a son.” He said it without cruelty, without apology. A fact, installed between them like a piece of furniture. “She’s known for a year. I’ve known for six months. The doctors have made themselves very clear.”

Bella kept her expression neutral. She was good at this, had learned it from him, actually — the art of receiving difficult information without letting your face become a liability.

“The family needs an heir.” He picked up his scotch, reconsidered, set it down again. “I’m not a young man. These things have timelines, Bella. You understand timelines.”

“I understand them,” she said carefully.

“Eight years.” There was something in his voice then, not quite softness, but its structural cousin. “You’ve been loyal. You’ve been discreet. You’ve never asked me for anything that put me in a difficult position.” He looked at her steadily. “Tonight I’m going to ask you for something.”

She felt the shift in the room before he said the words — a change in atmospheric pressure, the way the air in a room changes just before a window breaks. Marco uncrossed his arms. Frankie had turned to face her more directly. Nico hadn’t moved, but she felt his attention on her like a second skin.

“The payment will be substantial,” Carmine said. “Permanent protection. A house, if you want one. Arrangements that will outlast me.” He paused. “But you will be bred tonight. By all of us. Every drop stays inside you until the job is done.”

The words arrived in her body before her mind had fully processed them. A rush of heat between her thighs, a tightening low in her belly that she recognized as wanting and couldn’t entirely reconcile with the composed, practical thing she’d believed herself to be. She had not expected this. She had also, some deep and poorly lit part of her admitted, thought about something not entirely unlike this, in the privacy of nights when Carmine was away and the bed was too large and the mind found its way to strange territories.

The men were watching her. Four pairs of eyes, patient and very still.

She was aware of her own breathing — too shallow, too fast — and she forced it slower before she spoke.

“All of you,” she said. Her voice came out smaller than she’d intended, barely above a whisper, which she hated, but there it was. “You mean all of you will — “

“Every one,” Carmine said. He hadn’t moved. His hands were flat on the desk now, and he was looking at her the way he looked at things he had already decided about. “Marco. Frankie. Nico.” A beat. “And me. Bella.” He said her name again, differently this time — lower, a thread of something private in it. “You’ve been mine for eight years. Tonight you become something more than that.”

She pressed her knees together under the desk, the silk of her skirt doing nothing to muffle the heat building there. Her cheeks felt flushed. She hoped the low lamplight was doing her the kindness of disguising it.

Carmine picked up his scotch and finally drank, watching her over the rim of the glass, and the slow smile that moved across his face when he lowered it was the most dangerous thing in the room.

“Every drop stays inside you,” he said again, quieter now, like a benediction, “until the job is done.”

The locked door behind her felt very far away.
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He came around the desk without hurrying, which was somehow worse than if he had. Bella was still in the chair, her pulse thick in her throat, when Carmine’s hand closed around her wrist — not rough, just certain — and drew her to her feet as though she weighed nothing and the decision had already been made some time ago and they were only now catching up to it.

He sat in the large leather chair and pulled her down onto his lap, and for a moment it was almost tender — his hands on her waist, her hip, his face close to hers, the smell of scotch and cedar and something underneath both of those things that she had always associated with safety. Then he kissed her, deeply and without preamble, and tenderness gave way to something with more heat in it. His mouth was authoritative. It always had been. She had spent eight years learning to meet it.

His hands found the front of her blouse and pulled. The silk gave easily, buttons scattering — one clicked against the hardwood somewhere behind her — and the cool air of the study hit her skin. He spread the ruined fabric back from her shoulders and looked at her breasts with the frank, unhurried attention of a man surveying something he owns and is pleased with. His thumbs moved over her nipples and she made a sound she hadn’t planned to make.

Across the room, the three men watched. Marco’s arms had uncrossed. Frankie’s jaw had tightened slightly, the restlessness in him suddenly directionless, seeking outlet. Nico’s eyes had darkened to something unambiguous. She could see — she couldn‘t help but see — that all of them were touching themselves through the fine fabric of their trousers, a slow and deliberate acknowledgment of what was coming, and the knowledge of it sent a pulse of heat through her so sharp she actually shivered.

Carmine noticed. He always noticed.

“Look at them if you want,” he said against her collarbone. “You’ll know all of them before the night is over.”

She did look. She couldn’t stop herself. And what she saw — the controlled patience of three men who wanted her and were willing to wait because the order of things mattered, because even this operated on a hierarchy — made the wet heat between her thighs so insistent that she ground down against his lap without meaning to.

“There she is,” Carmine said, low.

He shifted beneath her, one hand working between them, and then she felt him — thick and blunt and already hard — pressing against her. He pushed her underwear to the side with the efficiency of someone uninterested in ceremony, and then he was pushing up into her, slow and inexorable, and she was so wet that she took him in one long, unbroken slide that tore a moan out of her loud enough that she was briefly embarrassed about it.

She was not embarrassed for long.

His hands found her hips and he held her — not guiding, not gentle — and began to thrust upward with a force that rocked her forward on his lap, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance, her breasts pressing against the fine wool of his jacket. She was aware of herself making sounds she couldn’t control, aware of the men against the walls shifting their weight, aware of nothing very coherently at all.

“Eight years,” Carmine said, his voice still that same gravelly unhurried instrument, even now, even while he was buried inside her and driving up with his hips. “Eight years and you were always mine.” He pulled her down harder onto him and she gasped. “Tonight you become something else. Something that belongs to all of us. You understand what that means, Bella.”

It wasn’t quite a question.

“Yes,” she managed.

“Say it.”

She was riding him now, unable to help it — her body had taken on its own agenda, moving against him in long, rolling waves, chasing the pressure building at the base of her spine. His cock filled her with a completeness that made thinking difficult and coherent speech nearly impossible, but he was waiting, and she had spent eight years knowing when Carmine DiMarco was waiting.

“I‘m — “ Her voice broke on a particularly deep thrust. “I’m the family’s. For this.” She dropped her head against his shoulder. “God, Carmine — “

“Tell me the rest.”

She pressed her face against the wool of his jacket and said, quietly, into the warm darkness there, the thing she had never expected to say out loud: “I’ve thought about this. About all of them.” Her hips moved without her permission, seeking. “About being — “ Another wave of heat. “About being used like this. About being filled by — “ She couldn’t finish.

Carmine made a sound, low in his chest, that she interpreted as satisfaction.

Behind her she heard Frankie’s exhale — rough, barely controlled — and the sound of Marco’s belt opening, unhurried and deliberate. She did not turn to look but she didn‘t need to. The room was full of their waiting, the specific tension of men who had been told they would get what they wanted and were holding themselves to an order, a propriety, a DiMarco patience that was its own kind of power.

Carmine picked up the pace. His hands on her hips were hard enough that she’d feel them tomorrow, which she knew, which she found she wanted. He thrust up into her with a rhythm that was less lovemaking than something more foundational — a claiming, a staking, a doing of a thing that had been decided and was now being executed with the same systematic thoroughness he brought to every operation.

“Perfect,” he said, and his voice had roughened. The composure was still there but thinner now, something underneath it wanting through. “Feel how perfectly this cunt takes me. Eight years, and you were made for this, weren’t you.” His fingers dug harder. “Made for DiMarco seed. Made for all of us.”

She had stopped trying to be quiet. The sound of them together — wet and urgent and increasingly loud — filled the oak-paneled study and she found she didn’t care, found that the four walls and the locked door and the watching men with their careful hungry eyes had collapsed the ordinary rules into something else entirely. She was close, embarrassingly close, and the knowledge that this was only the beginning — that Carmine was only first, that after him came Marco’s watchful hands and Frankie’s coiled energy and Nico with his soldier’s stillness — sent her right to the edge of something large and steep.

Carmine thrust up hard, held there a moment, and groaned something quiet and private against her hair. She felt him throb inside her.

Then he lifted his head and looked, over her shoulder, at the three men who had been waiting.

“Marco,” he said.
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They moved her to the desk — hands on her shoulders, her waist, her hips — not roughly but with the practiced coordination of men who had run operations before, in other rooms, under other pressures, and knew how to work together without needing to narrate it. Carmine stepped back and settled into his leather chair. He was watching now, a move about him that was not indifference but something more like a foreman’s satisfaction, a maker observing the thing he’d set in motion.

The desk’s surface was cool against Bella’s back when Marco laid her down on it — a shock of temperature against heated skin — and she registered, absurdly, that it was genuine antique, this desk, that it had survived decades of DiMarco business in this room and was now receiving her like a new kind of ledger entry. The thought dissolved as Marco stepped between her thighs.

He looked at her the way he looked at everything — measuring, cataloging — and then he pushed inside her and she understood that his patience had limits after all.

He was long, longer than Carmine, and the first deep thrust of him made her arch off the desk with a cry that echoed off the oak panels. He found a rhythm quickly, unhurried but thorough, each stroke pressing all the way in and withdrawing slowly, deliberately, as though he wanted her to understand every inch of the difference. She was slick with Carmine’s release and her own want, and the wet sounds of Marco moving inside her were loud in the quiet room, unavoidable, intimate beyond anything she’d anticipated.

Frankie came around the side of the desk and bent over her breasts with a kind of focused appetite that bypassed any preamble. His mouth closed over her nipple and the heat of it was so sharp she dug her fingers into the desk’s edge. He used his teeth lightly — lightly enough to be a suggestion rather than a demand — and she felt it everywhere, a line of sensation running direct from his mouth to the place where Marco was still stroking deep and steady into her.

Then Nico was at her head, and she tipped it back without being asked — some reflex she hadn’t known she had — and he fed his cock past her lips with a careful pressure that she met, opening for him, tasting salt and skin. He made a rough sound above her that was the first sound she’d heard from him all night, and something about breaking that particular silence pleased her.

Three of them, at once. The math of it should have been impossible, should have been too much information for a body to process, but instead it organized itself into something coherent and all-encompassing — mouth and hands and cock and mouth again, the overlapping circuits of touch and friction and heat. She was aware of herself at every point of contact simultaneously, which was not something she had words for, not in that moment, and maybe not ever.

They rotated. She wasn‘t sure when exactly it happened, only that it did — smoothly, with a minimum of movement, the way a card passes between hands in a trick. Frankie was inside her and Marco was at her mouth, and then Nico was between her legs with his thick cock pressing slow and certain into her, filling her differently than the others had, a stretch that made her exhale in a long shaking breath through her nose while Frankie — now at her breast again, and then not, now standing back with his hand moving in slow strokes over himself — watched her face.

“Look at her,” Frankie said, the first full sentence he’d addressed to the room rather than to her. “Look how she takes it.”

“Every one of us,” Marco said, already moving toward her again.

Nico’s hands found the inside of her knees and pushed them wider, and he thrust forward with a force that slid her an inch across the desk. She grabbed for the edge.

“Greedy,” Nico said, low, almost gentle. “Your little womb doesn‘t want to let me go.”

She hadn’t expected gentleness from him. It undid her more than roughness would have.

“Don‘t stop,” she said. Her voice came out ruined — scraped raw by Nico’s cock earlier, softened by something even more embarrassing, which was that she was on the verge of crying, not from pain or fear but from the sheer accumulated weight of sensation, the feeling of being wanted this specifically by this many careful, deliberate men. “Please don‘t stop. Keep — keep filling me, I need — “

“Tell us,” Marco said. He was beside the desk now, his hand in her hair, not pulling, just resting there.

“I love it,” she said, and meant it with a completeness that left no room for pride. “Being — this. Being passed between you.” The words came out between shallow breaths, punctuated by Nico’s rhythm. “I love knowing that every time one of you finishes, it’s — it’s staying in me. That it’s all meant to — “

“Breed you,” Frankie said. He had moved around the desk and was stroking her clit with two fingers, a light and devastating pressure that she hadn’t asked for and couldn’t imagine stopping.

“Yes.” The word came out as something close to a sob. “God. Yes.”

Carmine, from his chair, said nothing. She was aware of him the way you’re aware of a window in a dark room — a source of light and watching, the fixed point around which everything else moved.

The room had filled with sound — the slick, unambiguous sounds of bodies working together toward a shared purpose, the ragged breathing of men holding themselves just short of the edge, the small sounds she made that she had long since stopped trying to suppress. The antique desk creaked on its legs. The lamplight was amber and steady.

“Made for this,” Frankie said against her ear, close now, his breath warm. “DiMarco blood, DiMarco seed. You were always going to end up here.”

Nico thrust deep and held, his thumbs pressing into the flesh of her inner thighs, his jaw tight with effort.

“All of it inside you,” Marco said, running a hand across her belly, her hip. “Every drop.”

She felt the orgasm building — a large, unstable thing, like something structural shifting — and she reached for it and also feared it because she understood that it wasn’t going to arrive quietly, that it was going to take the composed, discreet version of herself she’d maintained in this house for eight years and simplify it down to something more essential and undefended.

“Carmine,” she breathed, without entirely meaning to. An old reflex. A reaching for the fixed point.

From the leather chair, his voice came back to her, steady and low: “Let them have you.”

​

​



​

Carmine rose from the leather chair and the room changed the way rooms do when the person at their center decides to act. The other men seemed to feel it — a slight pulling back, a redistribution of space, the unconscious courtesy of men who understood rank. Bella felt it too, from the surface of the desk, where she lay with her legs still spread and her chest heaving and her body slick and overwhelmed and not remotely finished.

He came to the desk without hurrying. He never hurried. He set his glass down on the corner of the desk with a careful click, shrugged out of his jacket, and hung it over the back of the leather chair with the same unhurried precision he brought to everything. His eyes were on her the whole time.

Then he put his hand between her shoulder blades and pressed her flat, and she let him, her cheek turning against the cool dark wood, her legs falling open wider at the simple instruction of his hand.

He entered her from behind in one uninterrupted stroke that drove the breath out of her in a sound too large for the room. She had taken three men before him tonight and she still felt him as though for the first time — the familiar thickness of him, the specific authority of the way he moved, which was not like any of the others. Carmine fucked the way he ran things: with a thoroughness that was almost impersonal, an efficiency that was somehow more intimate than tenderness because it meant he knew exactly what he was doing and had decided to do it this completely.

Frankie’s hands found her wrists, pinning them to the desk above her head. Marco positioned himself and began stroking her clit with two fingers — a deliberate and devastating pressure, the same technique as before but harder now, meaner. Nico’s hand was at the back of her neck, not gripping, just there, a warm and steady weight that she had not expected to want as much as she did.

Carmine’s hips drove forward and she cried out — a raw, unguarded sound that echoed off the wood paneling and dissolved in the amber lamplight — and then she stopped caring about the sound, stopped caring about any of it, because there was only this: the desk under her and Carmine behind her and the accumulated pressure of the night reaching its necessary end.

“Please,” she said, to the desk, to the room, to all of them. Her hips pushed back to meet him. “Please — breed me. Fill me. All of you — I want all of it inside me, I want — “ She pressed her forehead against the wood. “Make me pregnant for the family. Please. Carmine — “

He said nothing. He held her hips and fucked her harder.

Marco’s fingers worked faster against her clit and she heard him breathing through his teeth, and felt the slight shift in his weight beside the desk. Then — with a low, controlled sound that was entirely in keeping with the economy of the man — he stepped forward, took himself in hand, and pushed inside her alongside the space Carmine occupied, and the stretch of it made her vision white at the edges. He lasted only a few deep, urgent thrusts before his hand came down flat on the desk and he emptied into her in thick, shuddering pulses, his breath ragged, his composure finally, briefly, entirely gone.

She felt every pulse of it. She felt it join everything already inside her.

Frankie released her wrists and came around the side of the desk and she turned her head and took him into her mouth because she wanted to, because she needed something to hold onto, and he threaded his fingers through her hair and let her work until his hips stuttered and he pulled back and finished across her shoulder with a rough grunt that was the single most unguarded sound she’d heard from him all night — a sound like something released after a long confinement.

Nico came last, before Carmine, pressing between her thighs from a different angle while Carmine’s rhythm briefly paused, accommodating, adjusting, and she felt Nico’s thickness moving against the slick heat there until he made a quiet sound — almost apologetic, almost tender — and she felt the warm flood of him, thorough and generous, his hand stroking once down the back of her thigh afterward as though in thanks.

She was leaking. She could feel it — the overflowing evidence of all of them, warm and heavy and running slow trails down the inside of her thighs, dripping from the edge of the desk. The quantity of it should have been shocking. Instead it felt like completion, like the answer to a question the night had been asking since the moment the door locked.

Carmine began to move again.

He gripped her hips in both hands and drove into her with deep, grinding strokes that were less frantic than any of what had come before and more devastating for it. Each thrust pressed everything deeper — all of them, his men’s and her own want and eight years of something that had always had this shape underneath it, she understood now. He built to it slowly and she felt the orgasm that had been waiting at the edge of her finally release, tearing through her in long, full waves that made her grip the far edge of the desk and hold on.

She was still shaking when Carmine’s grip on her hips tightened to something close to pain, and he thrust forward one final time, burying himself completely, and the roar that came out of him was quiet as these things went but she felt it in the room like a physical force — felt it in the desk, in the air, in the warm flood of him pouring into her, deep and heavy and final. He ground slow, and slower, pressing deeper than seemed possible, as though he intended to leave no doubt about where every drop had gone.

When he stilled, he leaned forward over her and his lips came to her ear.

“You‘re not just my mistress anymore,” he said. His voice was rougher than she’d ever heard it, not entirely recovered. “Not after tonight.” His hand moved to the back of her neck — the old gesture, the familiar one — and she felt the tears she’d been holding back for the last hour finally, quietly, arrive. “You’re the DiMarco family’s,” he said. “Their breeding vessel. Their purpose.” He pressed his lips once to the back of her neck. “And there will be many more nights like this one.”

The study was quiet. The lamp burned amber and steady. The oak panels held the room‘s secrets as they had always held them, close and dark and permanent.

Bella lay on the desk and breathed, and let the warmth of all of them fill every hollow in her, and did not move.
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 * 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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