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The evidence room at 2:14 a.m. had a particular smell—paper dust and old coffee and something underneath both, like the accumulated anxiety of everyone who’d ever sat in it before her. Sienna had catalogued it the way she catalogued everything: noted, filed, moved on.

She sat cross-legged on the floor because the folding chairs were a misery and the floor was at least honest about what it was. Her blouse had come untucked somewhere around midnight, and she’d rolled her sleeves to the elbow an hour before that. Her highlighter—yellow, nearly dead—dragged across a line of testimony given by a mid-level compliance officer named Whitfield on a Tuesday in March. He’d said to the best of my knowledge fourteen times in eight pages. That was three more times than the deposition taken six weeks later, in which he apparently no longer needed the qualifier. Sienna circled both numbers in the margin and drew a line between them.

The inconsistency was small. The inconsistency was everything.

She had a system. Color-coded tabs on the physical files, a spreadsheet open on the left laptop, a timeline open on the right. The stacks of documents around her were not chaos—they were a geography she had invented and could navigate in the dark, which she’d essentially been doing since the overhead fluorescent in the back corner had started flickering at 1 a.m. and none of them had done anything about it because none of them had looked up long enough to care. Her fingers were ink-stained. Her tailbone had gone numb an hour ago and graduated to a dull, indifferent ache. She was not, in any meaningful sense, comfortable, and she did not particularly mind.

She was aware of Ronan before she looked up. That was the thing about him—he had a stillness that registered on the periphery before the eye caught up. He’d been leaning against the filing cabinet for at least twenty minutes, arms crossed, and she’d been noting his presence the way you note the hum of a refrigerator: constantly, just below the threshold of conscious acknowledgment. When she finally glanced over, he was watching her with an expression she couldn’t quite place—not impatient, not distracted. Just watching. She looked back at the transcript.

Lucas, by contrast, announced himself constantly. He’d removed his tie sometime around one-thirty and draped it over a box labeled Exhibit C (Supplemental), where it hung like a surrender flag. He was pacing now, three steps one way, pivot, three steps back, his dress shoes making a sound on the concrete floor that Sienna had privately classified as the sound of a man about to say something unhelpful. He was muttering under his breath about the volume—the sheer, impossible, unconscionable volume of it—as if the documents themselves had made a bad decision by existing.

“There are thirty-seven thousand pages,” he said, to no one in particular, as though the number were new information. It was not new information. There had not been new information at midnight, or at one, or at two.

Ethan was sorting boxes along the far wall, quieter than Lucas but not, Sienna noticed, entirely absorbed. He moved with a careful deliberateness that could have passed for focus, but every so often, when she shifted position—when she reached for a new file and her skirt rode up an inch, or when she leaned forward and the neckline of her blouse fell open—she felt the weight of his attention like a change in air pressure. She didn’t confirm it. She didn’t need to.

The HVAC hummed. Somewhere above them, the city was making city noises, but down here there was only the mechanical breath of the ventilation system and the occasional soft percussion of a page being turned. It was the kind of quiet that accumulated, that had mass. Sienna had grown to appreciate it in the way you appreciate anything that lets you think.

“We‘re never finishing this by dawn.” Lucas stopped pacing. He said it like an accusation aimed at the room.

Sienna turned a page. Picked up her highlighter. Set it down when she remembered it was nearly dead. Reached for the blue pen instead.

“We’re never finishing,” he said again, louder, “because there‘s no finishing a thing like this. This is not a thing that gets finished. This is a thing that eats you alive and doesn’t even have the decency to—“

“Lucas.” She looked up.

He stopped.

Her voice had been calm. Not soothing—she wasn‘t in the business of soothing—but level, the way a table is level, the way a good foundation doesn‘t move. She looked at him until she was sure she had the whole of his attention, and then she said: “If you don’t stop auditing the volume and start trusting the system, we lose. Not because we didn’t have the time. Because we wasted the time we had.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Looked at her the way people sometimes did when they realized they’d been managed, and weren’t sure how they felt about it.

She turned back to the transcript.

And then, for reasons she didn’t interrogate, her eyes moved to Ronan.

He was still against the filing cabinet. Still watching. But something had shifted in the angle of it—a quality of attention that was no longer casual. He hadn’t moved, hadn’t spoken, and yet the room felt different with him in it than it had a moment ago, and Sienna felt the difference in her sternum, a pressure that was neither quite comfortable nor quite the opposite.

She held his gaze.

It lasted one beat longer than professional courtesy required. Two beats. She was counting without meaning to, and somewhere around the third she became aware of the slight, involuntary change in her own breathing—the way the inhale came a fraction slower than it should have, the way the exhale didn‘t quite finish.

She looked down at the transcript.

Whitfield had said to the best of my knowledge again. She circled it. Drew the line.

The highlighter was definitely dead. She pressed harder, and nothing came out, and she set it aside and did not look up again, though she remained, in some part of herself she didn’t name, acutely aware of exactly where Ronan was standing—the filing cabinet, the third one from the left, close enough that she could hear him breathe if she stopped making noise—and the fact that he hadn’t stopped watching her, not once, since she’d looked away.

The HVAC hummed. The papers waited. The wall between them developed a hairline fracture, too small to see, too real to ignore.
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Her back gave her thirty seconds of warning before it staged a full rebellion. The sensation started at the base of her spine—a low, spreading ache that migrated upward through her shoulders and lodged itself behind her shoulder blades with the determined permanence of something that intended to stay. She set down the blue pen, pressed her palms flat on the floor, and stood.

The stretch came out of her involuntarily, arms lifting, spine arching, a soft sound escaping before she could decide whether to make it or not. Her whole back cracked in a procession of small releases, like a sentence being punctuated. She breathed out, rolled her neck, and felt something approaching human again.

Lucas was at her elbow before she’d fully come down from it. He was holding a folder—pale blue, one of the supplemental series she hadn‘t gotten to yet—and he extended it toward her with the competent efficiency he used for most things, and then he didn‘t let go when her fingers closed around it.

She registered the contact. Registered the fact that it continued. His fingers were warm and slightly rough, and they stayed against hers for three seconds, four, the folder a pretense so thin it barely qualified as one. She didn’t pull away. She tilted her head instead, looked at the folder, and then looked at him.

“I’m tired,” she said, and then, before she could stop it: “I’m tired of being invisible.”

It came out quieter than she’d intended. It sounded true in a way she hadn’t prepared for—not sharp, not pointed, just a plain fact surfacing from somewhere below the twelve-hour mark. She’d meant it about the case. She’d meant it about the system she‘d built that everyone used but no one acknowledged. She wasn’t entirely sure she’d only meant those things.

Lucas had gone very still. The folder was still between them.

Ronan moved.

She heard it before she saw it—the sound of him pushing off the filing cabinet, a small shift of weight, two steps across the floor. He stopped close enough that she could have turned and touched him without fully extending her arm. His voice when it came was lower than usual, stripped of the careful professional register he‘d been maintaining since they’d arrived.

“You’ve never been invisible to any of us,” he said. “Not once.”

She felt the words arrive somewhere specific. Not in her ears—she heard them there, obviously, but they landed lower, in the chest, in the particular place that had been holding things in careful tension for hours. She exhaled.

Ethan, near the wall, stopped moving entirely. She was aware of it the way she was aware of most things in the room—laterally, without turning her head. The specific quality of a person becoming still.

Lucas raised his hand and cupped her face. It was a deliberate gesture, not a hesitant one—his thumb settling at the corner of her jaw, then moving, slow and even, to trace the line of her lower lip. She let him. She felt the slight roughness of his thumb‘s edge, the warmth of his palm against her cheek, and something in her that had been held at careful distance shifted closer.

He kissed her.

Slow at first, the way you open a door you’re not sure you’re allowed to open—careful, attentive, reading the response at every millimeter of contact. She gave him the response. Her hands found the front of his shirt, fisting the fabric without pulling him closer or pushing him away, just holding, just anchoring herself in the fact of it. His mouth was warm and certain and when her lips parted his tongue swept in and the careful part of it dissolved entirely. His hands moved to her waist, spreading across the fabric of her untucked blouse, thumbs pressing into the soft give of her sides, and the kiss went hungry, went deep, went somewhere that had nothing to do with twelve-hour shifts or depositions or the particular smell of paper dust at 2 a.m.

When he pulled back, she needed a moment before she trusted herself to open her eyes.

Her cheeks were hot. She could feel it—not just a flush but a heat that had moved down her throat and into her chest, a full-body acknowledgment of what had just happened and what it meant. She opened her eyes and looked at Lucas, who was watching her with something uncomplicated and wanting in his expression, and then she turned her head and looked at Ronan, and then at Ethan, still frozen by the boxes along the wall.

She had wondered about this. Not in any disciplined, intentional way—it wasn’t a thought she‘d developed or indulged. It was more like a reflex she’d caught out of the corner of her mind a dozen times and not examined too closely, a door she’d noticed existed without ever standing in front of it.

She was standing in front of it now.

“I’ve always wondered,” she said, and her voice came out low, slightly wrecked, the professional register gone entirely, “what it would feel like. All of you at once.”

The room held the admission for a moment like a room holds heat—invisibly, completely.

Ronan stepped forward. He moved the way he’d moved all night—with economy, with purpose, without wasted gesture—and when he stopped he was close enough that she had to look up slightly to meet his eyes. There was nothing careful in his expression. There was nothing held in reserve.

“Then tell us you want it,” he said, voice rough at the bottom of it, “and we give you everything. Every way you can take.”

It was not a performance. It was not a line. It landed in her with the specific weight of a true thing, and she felt it in the base of her spine and in her palms and in the particular loosening of something she hadn’t known she’d been clenching, and she looked at him, and she did not look away.
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It was Ronan who moved first, and it was decisive—he turned and swept his arm along the near edge of the evidence table, and cardboard boxes hit the floor with a sound like a minor avalanche, documents fanning out across the concrete, the careful geography of her filing system obliterated in three seconds. She watched it happen and felt no grief about it whatsoever. Lucas took the other end, cleared another section, and for a moment all four of them were just people making practical arrangements, which should not have been as charged as it was, and was.

Ronan turned back to her and put his hands on her waist—both of them, solid and unhesitating—and lifted her onto the table. She was not a small woman and he did it without ceremony, just setting her there like she weighed nothing, or like her weight was a thing he was glad of rather than a calculation he was making. She sat on the edge with her hands loose in her lap and looked at him.

He took hold of the front of her blouse.

The buttons went in one pull—not torn so much as launched, a small scatter of them across the table and floor, one skipping off a box lid with a tiny percussive note. Cool air touched the skin of her stomach, her ribs. She was wearing a bra the color of old cream, fine lace over underwire, and she watched Ronan look at it with an expression that registered as plain, honest wanting. She felt it in her throat.

Lucas came in on her left side and Ethan on her right. Ethan’s hands found the bra clasp—he worked it without fumbling, the hooks releasing one at a time with small surrendering clicks, and then the straps were off her shoulders and the bra was gone and she was sitting there with her blouse open and her breasts bare under the fluorescent light, and neither of them looked away, and that was—

That was something she felt somewhere below the reach of language.

Her nipples had tightened before anyone touched them. Lucas bent and took the left one into his mouth first—warm, wet, pressure applied with careful deliberateness that made her exhale through her teeth. Ethan followed, and she arched, hands going to the table‘s edge for balance, the sensation doubling and crossing signals somewhere in her nervous system so that she couldn’t isolate it, couldn’t file it anywhere, could only feel it as a whole-body thing that began in her chest and rolled outward.

Ronan had moved lower. His hands spread her thighs—not asking, not testing, simply doing it—palms sliding up from her knees along the outside of her thighs until her skirt bunched at her hips. He shoved it up the rest of the way himself. She was wearing underwear that was brief and dark blue and completely soaked through, and he looked at the fact of that for exactly one moment before he shoved the fabric aside.

His mouth hit her clit and her back came off the table.

The sound she made was not a word. It was the version of a word that exists before words exist—an exhalation with shape to it, with need in it. His tongue moved with a kind of targeted precision that made her feel studied, known, anticipated—like he’d been paying attention to something she hadn’t known she was communicating. He worked her in slow circles at first, then tighter, then with the flat of his tongue in long passes that made her thighs try to close around him and couldn’t because his shoulders were between them, broad and immovable, and she let that be a thing that happened to her.

Then his fingers—two of them, together, pressing in where she was wet and clenched and aching—and she gasped so hard it caught in her throat. They went deep, the stretch of it spreading through her in a wave of bright, dense sensation, and he held them there for a breath before he began to move them, curling slightly, finding the angle that made the room go white at the edges.

Lucas‘s mouth at her breast. Ethan’s. Ronan’s fingers working inside her, his tongue relentless at her clit. She had four hands on her body and she could not have told you whose was where except in the moments when the sensation was specific enough to locate—the particular warmth of a mouth, the drag of a thumb. She was surrounded. She was the center of something. She had never in her adult life been the center of anything in this way, this total, this without remainder.

“I‘ve never—“ she started, and her voice broke on it. She tried again. “I’ve never felt—“

She couldn‘t finish. She sobbed it instead of saying it, the feeling too large for syntax: wanted, she would have said, so wanted, so surrounded, so entirely the point of the room.

Ronan lifted his mouth just long enough to answer her, and his voice was rough and low against her inner thigh and the words vibrated through her skin: we’re just getting started, he said, your perfect wet pussy is going to take every cock tonight, and she arched and shook and made another sound that wasn’t a word—

His fingers curled.

The orgasm arrived not as a building thing but as a breaking thing, a structural failure that began in her core and radiated outward—her thighs shaking against his shoulders, her hands fisting the edge of the table until her knuckles went white, her hips grinding down against his hand because she could not stop them, could not slow them, could not do anything but ride it. She came hard, gushing around his fingers, a heat that was almost too much and then was exactly enough, and she heard herself cry out their names—all three of them, in some order she couldn’t have reconstructed afterward—the sound echoing briefly off the metal shelves and the filing cabinets and the fluorescent-lit walls of the evidence room at somewhere past 2 a.m.

The shaking took its time leaving her body. Ronan kept his fingers still inside her, gentle now, and she felt the pulse of her own aftershocks around them, small and rhythmic, her body’s way of insisting the experience had been real.

It had been real. It was not finished.
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Ronan withdrew his fingers slowly, and she felt the absence of them as a specific, shaped thing. He straightened, and she watched his hands go to his belt with the same unhurried efficiency he applied to everything, and then he was standing between her thighs with his cock out and it was—she exhaled—thick and dark and already hard enough that it looked almost severe, and he lined himself up against her and pushed in.

She had thought, in some abstract part of herself, that she was ready. She was not ready. The stretch of him filled her so completely and so suddenly that she made a sound against the back of her teeth, a bitten-off cry that came from somewhere past ordinary response. He gave her exactly one breath to adjust and then he began to move, and brutal was the right word for it—not cruel, but forceful, relentless, the pace of a man who had decided on something and was seeing it through, his hips meeting hers with a sound that was flat and percussive and real, and she felt it in her back teeth, in her hip bones, in the tops of her thighs.

Lucas and Ethan had moved to either side of the table. She was aware of them in her peripheral vision—ties off, shirts open, stroking themselves while they watched her take Ronan, and the awareness of being watched like that, being the visible center of it, sent another wave of heat through her that had nowhere to go except into the sounds she was making.

“I want you all,” she said, and her voice came out wrecked and certain. “I want—all of you inside me, I want—“ She stopped, started over, couldn’t manage syntax. “I want your cum dripping out of me. All of you.”

Ronan slowed. Met her eyes. Pulled out.

The loss of him was a kind of small grief and then immediately not, because Lucas stepped into the space Ronan had vacated and slammed home in a single stroke, different angle, different depth, a fullness that reorganized itself into pleasure before she’d finished gasping, and at the same moment Ronan moved up along the table toward her head and she understood what was being offered, and she took him into her mouth.

It was a particular kind of disorientation, being filled at both ends—sensation traveling up and down her spine simultaneously, her body trying to process two distinct sources of heat, of pressure, of motion, and failing in the best possible way, arriving instead at a state where the processing simply stopped and there was only the fact of it: Ronan’s cock at the back of her throat, her tongue moving along the underside of him, the taste of herself still on him, and Lucas‘s hips driving into her from below, relentless, his hands gripping her thighs with a force that would leave marks.

Ethan’s hand found her clit. She cried out around Ronan’s cock, the sound coming out formless and smothered, and Ethan worked her in quick, light circles, reading her responses with attention she hadn’t expected, adjusting when she arched, pressing harder when she gasped, and she was impossibly full and impossibly attended and the room smelled of sex now—unmistakably, thoroughly—the paper dust and coffee gone entirely beneath something hotter and more present.

They rotated with a wordless coordination that should have felt impossible and felt instead like something they’d always known how to do. Lucas pulled out and Ethan moved between her legs, thrusting in smooth and deep, his rhythm slower than Lucas’s, more deliberate, each stroke bottoming out in a place that made her toes curl. Lucas moved to her mouth. Ronan stepped back and watched, stroking himself slowly, and she felt his gaze on her the way she’d felt it all night—like pressure, like warmth, like being known.

She lost track of the sequence. It became a tide rather than a series of events: a fullness, a withdrawal, a new fullness—each man’s particular weight and angle and heat cycling through her until her body had stopped distinguishing between them and was simply receiving, simply open, simply shaking and wet and saying yes in whatever language it had available.

Ronan’s voice cut through it, low and certain as a load-bearing wall.

“Now.” He said it simply, and then, rougher: “Fill her. Breed her. Make her ours.”

Ours. The word arrived in her chest with unexpected force, and she had no way to respond to it except to want it, to want everything it implied, to feel her body clench around whoever was inside her at that moment as if in answer.

Lucas finished first. He drove into her until his hips stuttered and locked, a sound in his throat that was almost pained, and then she felt it—the pulse of him emptying into her, thick and hot, the specific intimacy of being flooded from the inside, his whole body shuddering with it. He stayed for a moment, pressed to the hilt, and then withdrew slowly, and she felt the wet evidence of him immediately begin to slip down her inner thigh, and she felt wrecked and claimed and more herself than she’d been in months.

Ethan replaced him. He found her entrance without hesitation, pushed in against the slickness Lucas had left behind, and the sound he made was a punched-out groan as he bottomed out in her overflowing heat. He fucked her in deep, unhurried strokes—she watched his jaw tighten, watched the control in him unravel degree by degree—and when he came it was with his forehead dropped to her shoulder and his hips snapping forward one final time, burying himself to the root as he erupted inside her, her cunt clenching around him in a reflex orgasm that rolled through her like a secondary tide, her body wringing itself around his release.

He pulled out. She lay there in the ruins of herself, trembling, completely open, wet with two men’s cum and her own arousal and the promise of the last.

Ronan stepped between her thighs.

He did not slam into her. He pressed in slowly, and it was in some ways worse—the deliberateness of it, the completeness of the stretch as he filled the space left by the others, the impossibility of his thickness against already tender tissues. She made a sound that was raw and had nothing in it but wanting. And then he moved, and slow was over, and he drove into her with a force that was categorical, that rearranged things, that turned thought into pure sensation, and she grabbed the edge of the table again and held on.

He roared when he came. That was the only word for the sound—not a groan, not a cry, but a roar, the sound of something structural giving way, and she felt him erupt in powerful pulses that went on and on while he ground into her slow and deep, each jet of heat filling her past the point of containment, the excess slipping out around him and spreading warm across the table beneath her, and she lay there and felt herself overflow and said his name like a fact.

He stayed inside her afterward. Didn’t move, didn’t withdraw. His hands, which had just been gripping her hips hard enough to matter, traveled up to her face with a gentleness that was almost startling—palms cradling her jaw, thumbs moving in slow arcs beneath her eyes.

“Ours,” he said quietly, and the word was different now than it had been when he’d said it as a command. It had softened into something else, something that sat in her chest and didn’t demand anything from her. “Claimed. Bred. Adored.”

Lucas’s hand settled in her hair. Ethan’s palm found the inside of her knee, warm and still, moving in a slow stroke down her thigh and back up. The room was heavy with the smell of sex and the distant hum of the HVAC and the particular silence of four people who had said everything they needed to say with their bodies and were content to be quiet now.

The evidence waited. The dawn was still a few hours away.

She closed her eyes and felt herself breathe.
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	// 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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