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The conference room at 3:47 a.m. had the particular quality of a fish tank — sealed, over-lit, everything inside moving with unnatural slowness while the city pulsed dark and electric beyond the glass. The skyline threw thin ribbons of light across the polished table, across the scattered legal pads and collapsed pens and the graveyard of coffee cups that no one had cleared. Lucas Reed stood at the head of it all, projector remote in one hand, and if he’d slept in the last thirty-six hours, his body had decided to keep that information from him.

The deposition script filled the wall behind him in twelve-point Helvetica. He’d written the opening questions himself at eleven the previous night, revised them twice, and then watched opposing counsel gut the entire framework with a single hostile email sent at 3:31 a.m. Now the script glowed on the wall like an accusation.

He’d rolled his sleeves to the elbow somewhere around midnight. His hair was doing something he was choosing not to think about. The room smelled like burned coffee and the particular desperation of people who had been awake too long and had stopped pretending otherwise.

Victoria Kane stood against the far wall, her blazer folded over her arm, her posture carrying that specific brand of exhaustion that looked almost like patience if you didn’t know her. The two senior partners occupied opposite ends of the window wall — Driscoll with his tie hanging loose around an open collar, Hargrove with both hands wrapped around a cup he kept tilting like he was hoping coffee would materialize from nothing. No one was talking. They’d stopped asking questions an hour ago and had graduated to the quieter, more efficient communication of people who had run out of better options.

Mia Lang sat directly across the table from him.

She had been there all night, which was not a fact Lucas was unaware of. Her blouse — dark, silk, the kind of thing that looked expensive even after eight hours — had two buttons open at the throat in a way that was probably just heat and practicality and absolutely nothing else. Her legs were crossed beneath the table. She was writing something in the margin of her legal pad with a pen that had clearly given up its ink somewhere around the second paragraph, pressing harder with each stroke as though sheer will could make the thing function. Her hair was a tangle of black vines. Her mouth was its usual slightly crooked line, tipped just south of neutral.

She did not look up at him.

Lucas cleared his throat and read the email aloud.

Opposing counsel wanted the video deposition to begin at 4:00 a.m. Not 9:00 a.m. Not the rescheduled 8:00 a.m. they’d already agreed to. Four in the morning. The logic, such as it was, ran to three long paragraphs of procedural justification wrapped around a core of pure aggression, and it concluded with a single sentence that Lucas read twice in silence before reading aloud: Failure to produce the witness at the agreed revised time will be treated as voluntary withdrawal.

The room received this in silence.

Driscoll set down his empty cup. Hargrove stopped tilting his.

Lucas looked at the email on his tablet for one more second — the specific second it took him to decide how to feel about something that had already decided how he felt about it — and then he put the tablet down. He put the remote down. He put it down harder than strictly necessary, hard enough that it skidded to the edge of the table and stopped there.

“Full practice run,” he said. “Right now. No breaks. No mercy.”

No one argued. This was either a measure of their collective exhaustion or their collective trust in him, and he was too tired to determine which and too wired to care. He moved around the end of the table, pointing to the projected script, breaking the witness prep into segments the way a surgeon might describe a procedure — clinical, fast, with the boredom of someone who had done it enough times to find it easy and had never found it boring.

He was halfway through the third segment when his eyes found Mia.

She was still writing with the dead pen. Or pretending to. The scratch of it on the paper was barely audible, a ghost of a sound, and something about it snagged at him — the stubbornness of it, the refusal to acknowledge that the thing in her hand had stopped working, the way she kept her head down with the specific intensity of someone who was very aware of being watched and was managing that awareness with professional precision.

Lucas felt a warmth in his chest that he identified, imprecisely and unhelpfully, as something that wasn’t professionalism.

He’d been managing it for months. He was good at managing things. Managing was, if you asked anyone in this room, his primary professional gift — the ability to absorb pressure and redirect it, to keep the temperature of a room exactly where he needed it to be. He was known for this. Partners mentioned it in meetings. Associates mentioned it in hushed tones near the elevator banks.

What he was less good at managing, apparently, was Mia Lang at 3:47 a.m. with her ink-dead pen and her open collar and the particular quality of not looking at him that was, in fact, a very specific and deliberate kind of looking.

He reached the end of the third segment and paused.

She glanced up.

The projector hummed. The city glittered. Driscoll’s tie hung crooked and Hargrove’s cup was still empty and Victoria was watching him with an expression that suggested she had noticed the pause and was filing it under a category she hadn’t yet named.

Lucas held Mia’s gaze for exactly one beat longer than was professionally explicable.

Then he turned back to the wall and said, “From the top.”

Something in his voice had gone rougher than intended. He heard it himself — a fracture in the usual smooth machinery of his control, small and clean as a hairline crack in good glass. He didn‘t look back at her. He picked up the remote, aimed it at the projector, and the first question of the deposition script reappeared on the wall in clean, indifferent type.

Four a.m. was twelve minutes away.

The practice run began.
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She stood up on the seventh question.

Not dramatically — Mia didn’t do anything dramatically, exactly. She unfolded from her chair with the particular economy of movement that Lucas had catalogued over months of conference rooms and depositions, and she said, “This prep sequence is wrong,” in a voice that had no apology in it at all.

Lucas stopped reading. “It’s the sequence we agreed on.”

“We agreed on it at eleven last night when we thought we had until eight.” She had the legal pad in one hand, the dead pen in the other, and she used it to point at the projected script the way a surgeon might indicate a problem incision — not hostile, just accurate. “If you put the asset question before the liability chain in a compressed timeline, you lose the anchor. The witness will drift and you won‘t be able to pull her back in under forty minutes. You don’t have forty minutes.”

“I’m aware of the time, Mia.”

“Then restructure.” She said it flatly, without inflection, without the small diplomatic softening that associates usually installed around criticism of his work. “Put the liability chain first. You can rebuild the asset argument in redirect.”

The room was quiet in the way rooms got quiet when everyone present recognized that they were watching something that had stopped being entirely about the deposition.

Lucas looked at her.

He had been looking at her, on and off, for the better part of seven months, which was how long she’d been on his team and how long he’d been doing the particular calculus of professional cost versus something that didn’t have a professional name. She was usually right. That was the other thing. She was usually right in a way that would have been easier to manage if she were insufferable about it, but Mia Lang was insufferable about almost nothing except, apparently, her witness prep sequencing at 3:52 in the morning.

He set the remote down.

He came around the table in three strides.

He wasn’t sure, later, whether he’d made a decision or whether the decision had simply stopped waiting for him to make it. The distance collapsed — four feet, two feet, one — and then he was directly in front of her, close enough that she had to tilt her chin up to maintain the eye contact she was clearly committed to maintaining, and he could smell the particular combination of her — something warm and slightly floral and underneath it the long hours, the coffee, the night.

She didn’t step back.

She planted, the way she always planted, and held her ground with the legal pad still raised.

“You’re crowding me,” she said.

“Yeah,” he said.

The room had gone cathedral-silent. He heard Hargrove’s breath catch somewhere behind him. Driscoll had stopped moving entirely. Victoria was a presence at the edge of his peripheral vision, motionless and watching with the focus of someone who had already decided not to intervene.

Lucas’s hands found her hips.

It was not a gentle grip — not rough, exactly, but specific, the way you gripped something you’d been thinking about gripping, with the kind of certainty that has no room in it for tentativeness. He lifted her, and she made a sound that was half gasp and half something else, and then she was on the edge of the deposition desk, and the legal pad hit the floor, and two water glasses slid and one of them went off the edge and shattered cleanly somewhere behind him, and a cascade of notepads followed.

The projector kept humming. Question seven still glowed on the wall above them, indifferent.

Mia’s hands found his shirt.

Not to push him away. She grabbed it — the fabric at his chest — and she pulled, and when she spoke her voice was low and even and devastatingly deliberate: “If you’re going to lose it, do it right here. Where they can all see you.”

He kissed her.

Hard — the kind of kiss that was really a statement about all the preceding months, which had been full of conference rooms and late nights and her voice cutting through his thinking with the precision of something that had been honed specifically for that purpose. Her mouth opened under his and his hands were at her blouse and he heard the first button hit the table — a small, precise sound — and then the second, and he wasn‘t gentle about it because she hadn’t asked him to be and the way she was gripping his shirt made very clear that gentleness was not what was being requested.

The blouse fell open.

Behind him, Driscoll made a sound that was not quite a word. Victoria hadn’t moved. Hargrove was still in his corner, and what he was doing with his hands was beginning to diverge from what the situation professionally required, but Lucas couldn’t bring himself to care about that.

He lifted his head and looked at her — at the open blouse and the rise and fall of her chest and the way her hair had gone further into its magnificent tangle — and he said, low and rough and with none of the managed smoothness that was supposed to be his whole professional identity: “I’m done hiding how badly I want to fuck you.”

Not whispered. Not private. Loud enough to carry.

Mia held his gaze. Her chest was flushed. Her mouth was swollen. She still looked, somehow, entirely like herself — like someone who had just won an argument and was waiting for the other party to acknowledge the outcome. “Then stop hiding,” she said.

He pulled her closer, to the edge of the desk, and her thighs parted around him, and across the room Victoria exhaled in a way that sounded like something being released under pressure, and the projector kept its quiet hum, and question seven kept glowing on the wall, and Lucas stopped managing entirely.

Months of it — gone. Clean. Like a wire reaching its load limit.

His hands pushed her skirt up. Her legs wrapped around his hips. Her fingers worked at his tie and found his collar instead and just pulled. The notepads were everywhere. The shattered water glass caught the city light from the window and threw small fragments of brightness across the floor.

“The witness prep,” he said, against her jaw.

“Liability chain first,” she said. “I was right.”

“You were right,” he agreed, and kissed her throat, and stopped talking.
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She was soaked.

He found that out when his fingers got there, pulling her underwear aside — cotton gone dark with wanting, with what he’d done to her just from the kissing and the months before it — and she made a sound that went straight through him like current. He freed himself with one hand and pushed into her in a single long stroke, and Mia’s head went back and her hands slammed down onto the desk behind her, scattering the last of the notepads, and she said his name once, raw and specific, like a door coming off its hinges.

Lucas held himself there for a moment. Deep. Not moving. Just to feel it — just to let the feeling land after all the months of not letting it land — and what he felt was her: hot and tight and clenched around him, thighs pressed hard against his hips, her chest heaving under the open blouse.

Then he pulled back and drove in again, and she cried out, and behind him he heard something shift in the room.

“God,” she breathed. “Lucas—“

“Tell me,” he said.

Her hands found his forearms. Her nails pressed in. “I’ve thought about this,” she said, and her voice had gone low and uneven in a way he’d never heard from her in seven months of conference rooms — slightly wrecked, slightly urgent, entirely real. “Having you do this. Here.” A pause around a thrust. “With everyone watching.”

He looked at her face and then deliberately looked past her, toward the room.

Driscoll had stopped pretending to do anything else. He‘d pushed off the window wall and he was watching with his hand moving at his side, barely concealed, the knuckles white. Hargrove was against the far wall and he’d turned fully to face them, one hand below his belt, no longer bothering with the pretense that any work was being done.

Victoria Kane stood exactly where she’d been standing for the last several minutes, and her right hand had found the hem of her skirt, and she was watching with the focused, unblinking intensity of someone who had decided something and was done deliberating about it.

Lucas felt a charge move through him that was partly desire and partly something more primal — the specific thing that happened to the body when it understood it was being observed.

He gripped Mia’s thighs and pulled her harder onto him.

The table moved.

Not much — just a half-inch scrape against the floor, the legs dragging, a protest from the wood — but enough to be heard. Enough to send the nearest empty coffee cups off the edge. Mia grabbed his shirt again with both hands and locked her ankles behind his back and took the impact, and the sound she made was not quiet.

He fucked her steadily, building — the rhythm of someone who intended to be thorough about it, who had no particular interest in the efficiency of this — and she was wet enough that he could hear it, a slick sound beneath the creak of the desk and the low continuous hum of the projector, which was still running, still faithfully displaying the deposition script on the wall behind them. Question seven. Please describe in your own words the nature of the—

“Look at them,” he said.

She looked — past his shoulder, at Driscoll’s moving hand, at Victoria’s flushed face and parted lips, at Hargrove biting the inside of his cheek. She looked and he watched her watching them and felt her clench around him.

He leaned in close to her ear. “Look at them watching you take my cock, Mia.” His hips drove the sentence home. “This tight little pussy is mine and they all get to see it.”

She made a sound that was almost a sob and completely not. Her fingers twisted in his shirt. Her hips rolled to meet him, finding his rhythm and improving on it — adding a tilt, a small rotation that he felt in his spine, that made him grip her harder.

“Is it?” she managed.

“What?”

“Mine,” she said. Not asking. Testing.

He pulled back until he was nearly out of her and then buried himself again, slow and absolute. “Yeah,” he said, against her hair. “It is.”

Across the room, Driscoll made a sound like something being torn, and Lucas looked up long enough to see his hand working openly now, no longer the half-concealed gesture at his side but deliberate, his eyes fixed on Mia’s spread thighs, on the place where Lucas moved into her. Victoria had found her rhythm too — her hand moving beneath her skirt, her other hand gripping the conference room wall, head slightly back, watching from beneath lowered lids. Hargrove was fully occupied with himself and not pretending otherwise.

Lucas kept his eyes on Mia.

Her cheeks were flushed deep. Her hair was everywhere. The open blouse framed her like something from a painting that would get a gallery in trouble. She was completely present in the way that people only were when everything else had been stripped away — no legal pad, no dying pen, no witness prep sequence, just this.

He picked up the pace.

The desk complained beneath them, a rhythmic percussion under the slap of skin. Mia’s breath came in short, sharp pulls. She pushed back against him — found the angle — and then they were working together at a pace that was no longer careful or considered or anything but urgent. He grabbed her hips and she grabbed his shoulders and the remaining water glass fell and didn’t break and rolled somewhere under the table, and no one moved to pick it up.

He felt her fluttering around him — not close yet, but building, the body announcing its intentions — and he dug his fingers into her hips and held her steady and kept going.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“Wasn’t planning to,” he said.

In the corner, Hargrove exhaled long and rough. Across the room, Victoria bit her lower lip. Driscoll had braced one hand on the window glass, the city glittering behind him twenty stories down.

Lucas looked at none of them and was aware of all of them, and he drove harder, and Mia’s next sound was close to a scream and she muffled it, badly, in his shoulder.

The projector hummed. The clock on the wall ticked toward four.

Lucas dared the room to keep watching.

They kept watching.
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He flipped her.

One motion — his hands at her hips, a roll, and she went onto her stomach across the desk with a sharp exhale that might have been a surprise or might have been a sound she’d been saving. Her palms hit the polished wood. Her skirt was bunched at her waist and her legs were open and she was still wet, still ready, and Lucas ran one hand up her spine just to feel her arch under it, and she did — her whole back curved like she was offering herself, which she was.

He lined up and pushed in.

Different angle. Deeper. She felt it immediately — her fingers splayed across the desk surface, searching for purchase on the smooth wood and not finding it — and she moaned into her forearm, a low sound that ran the full length of his body. He buried himself entirely, held there, and felt her breathe against the resistance of him.

“Lucas—“

“I’ve got you,” he said, and began to move.

The rhythm he found was slower at first — deliberate, deep, the kind of pace that was about possession rather than speed. He kept his hands at her hips and pulled her back to meet each thrust, and the desk was already complaining, the same half-inch scrape against the floor with every drive, a metronomic complaint that no one in the room was attending to. He looked up.

Driscoll had moved closer. Not much — six feet still between them — but he was no longer against the wall. He was standing in the open space between the window and the table, stroking himself with the concentrated focus of a man who had stopped pretending he wasn’t doing that. Hargrove was braced against the far wall, still going, head tilted back now, watching from under heavy lids. Victoria had moved her chair aside and stood with her back against the window glass, the city’s light framing her, her hand working steadily between her thighs, her breath audible from where Lucas stood.

He looked down at Mia.

At the line of her back, the tangle of dark hair spread across the wood, the specific way her hips moved with him — not passive, never passive, but rolling, searching, finding the angle and working it. He watched himself move into her and felt the particular unreality of having wanted something this long and now having it.

He tightened his grip.

“I’m going to breed you right here, Mia.”

He said it out loud. Loud enough to carry to every corner of the room, loud enough that the words hit the glass walls and came back to him as a fact rather than a statement. He felt her clench around him — immediate, involuntary, her whole body responding to the word before her mind had finished processing it.

“Fill this perfect cunt while they all see you take every drop.”

She made a sound that went straight to the base of his spine.

“Yes.” The word came out fractured, pressed into the desk. She pushed back onto him — hard, insistent, demanding more of what he was giving. “Yes — cum inside me, Lucas—“ Another thrust, and her voice broke on it. “Breed me deep. Let them watch you knock me up.”

The pace went feral.

There was no other word for it — the careful deliberateness dissolved and what replaced it was something older and less considered. His hips drove against her with the full weight of him behind each stroke, the slap of skin against skin audible and wet and rhythmic, his balls catching her clit with each thrust in a way that made her gasp in a specific, high register. The desk moved with them now, a continuous scrape, its legs drawing lines across the floor. The remaining scattered papers cascaded off the edge in ones and twos. An empty cup rolled off and hit the carpet without breaking.

Across the room, Driscoll’s breath had gone ragged and broken. He was close — Lucas could hear it — and he didn’t look away from Mia’s body as he worked himself, his own face going slack and flushed.

Victoria made a sound like the word please without any consonants in it and her knees bent slightly and she shuddered against the window and slumped into the glass, still watching, one hand pressed flat against the pane as the city glittered indifferently behind her.

Hargrove was already done or close enough that the distinction didn’t matter, his breath coming in long ruined exhales, his eyes half-closed.

Lucas felt the climax building in him like a structural failure — not a wave, exactly, but like something load-bearing finally giving way, the entire architecture of seven months of restraint collapsing all at once into something warm and inevitable and absolute.

He drove deep. Deeper. He was as far inside her as he could get, her hips pinned under his hands, her back arched, her voice rising to a pitch that had no professional context remaining in it — and he roared.

Not theatrical. Not performed. It came out of him like something involuntary, like a sound a body made under genuine duress, and he buried himself to the hilt and felt himself go — the first jet of it violent and sustained, his cock pulsing in long, powerful throbs, thick and hot, flooding into her in waves that he felt all the way to his molars. He pulsed again and again, and she cried out under him, and he held himself there, fully seated, grinding slow and deep to push every last tremor home.

He felt it overflow.

Felt the excess of it tracking down the inside of her thigh, a slow warmth that reached the polished wood and spread in a thin bright slick across the surface.

Her body was still clenching around him in aftershocks — small, rhythmic contractions that moved through her in irregular intervals and through him by direct transmission — and he kept grinding, slow, savoring it, unwilling to move while the thing he’d done was still that present and specific and real.

Around them, the room finished.

Driscoll’s groan was low and private and he didn’t try to suppress it. Hargrove exhaled something that was not quite a word. Victoria made a sound so quiet it was nearly silent, her shoulders dropping, one hand still flat against the glass.

No one spoke.

The projector hummed. The deposition script sat faithfully on the wall — question seven, still waiting, still patient. The city glittered through the glass in ribbons and points of light, indifferent to everything that had happened inside the sealed tank of the conference room. The clock on the wall read 3:59.

Lucas lifted himself slowly from Mia — felt the drag of leaving her, the cool air where there had been heat — and she exhaled long and slow against the desk surface, her fingers finally relaxing against the wood. He ran one hand up her spine again, and she shivered, and he pulled her skirt down over her with the same hands that had just undone her in front of the entire senior team.

He straightened his shirt. He looked at the clock.

“All right,” he said. His voice was still rough, still fractured at the edges in a way that would take a while to smooth out. He picked up the remote from where it had skidded to the desk edge. “We have one minute.”

He looked at the room — at Driscoll and Hargrove composing themselves against the walls, at Victoria turning back to the window and pressing her forehead briefly to the glass, at Mia pushing herself upright on the desk, blouse open, hair everywhere, perfectly composed in the way that only she could be.

She picked up the dead pen.

She looked at him.

“Liability chain first,” she said.

The phone on the conference table lit up. Opposing counsel.

Lucas answered it.
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 */

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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