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The cigar smoke had been in the room so long it had soaked into the walls, into the green felt of the poker table, into the marrow of the place — it was a smell that meant something specific in this neighborhood, the way the particular sound of a car idling too long outside your building meant something specific, and Sofia had always known both without having to be told. She stood in the center of the back room of the DiMarco social club in a simple black dress that had seemed appropriate for a dinner that turned out not to be a dinner, and her hands would not stop trembling. She pressed them flat against her thighs, which helped nothing.

Her father was gone. The door behind her had closed with a sound that wasn’t loud at all — a soft, oiled click, the sound of quality hardware — and that quietness had been worse than a slam would have been. A slam was drama. A slam was something she could have held onto. This had been final.

The room was not large. A round table dominated the center, covered in green felt that had been new sometime in the previous decade and had since acquired the worn, slightly shiny quality of a thing used heavily for one purpose. A bar cart stood against the far wall, bottles arranged with the neatness of a man who liked to be able to find what he was reaching for in the dark. Low light from a fixture overhead caught the smoke in the air and made it visible, gave it texture, made the room feel like something was being slowly burned.

Carmine DiMarco sat in the corner chair.

He was not a large man, which Sofia had always found disconcerting. Large men, you understood their authority — it was legible, it was written in the body. Carmine was compact, with the particular stillness of someone who had spent decades learning that stillness was more frightening than movement. He held his cigar between two fingers and he looked at Sofia the way you might look at a painting you’d bought specifically because you knew it would appreciate in value. There was no pleasure in his expression, not yet. There was the satisfaction of arithmetic.

Three other men leaned against the walls at loose, practiced angles — the posture of men waiting, which was different from the posture of men resting. Sofia didn’t know their names. She knew their faces from the neighborhood, from the peripheral way you know the faces of dangerous men when you’ve grown up near them, filing them away without meaning to. They watched her with a quality of attention that pressed against her skin like a change in air pressure. One of them turned the ring on his finger in a slow, absentminded circle. Another’s jaw worked over nothing, some private rhythm. Their eyes moved over her dress, her legs, the rise of her chest, doing inventory.

Then Nico stepped forward from the group.

He was younger than the others — that was the first thing Sofia registered, the way his face still had an unfinished quality to it, something not yet set. The second thing she registered was his body, which was very much finished: broad through the shoulders, thick through the arms in the way that spoke of genuine labor rather than a gym, the kind of muscle that had been built by carrying and lifting and occasionally hitting. He rolled his sleeves as he walked toward her, unhurried, the cuffs folding back over his forearms in neat, deliberate cuffs. It was a practical gesture. It made her stomach drop.

Carmine spoke then, from the corner chair, in the tone of a man reading a sentence he’d already written.

“Your father borrowed money he couldn’t return.” A pause during which he drew on the cigar and let the smoke drift. “That makes the debt personal. The family doesn’t forgive debt. The family converts it.”

Sofia heard the words. She understood them individually. Her brain assembled them into meaning the way you might assemble a piece of furniture you didn’t want, following instructions that were perfectly clear, arriving at an object you had no place to put. Converts it. Her hands pressed harder against her thighs. She thought briefly of the door behind her — the oiled click of it, the quality hardware — and understood without testing it that it would not open from the inside, or that if it did, the hallway beyond it held a particular kind of persuasion.

“You’ll pay it with your body and your womb,” Carmine said, with the same tone, “starting tonight. Starting with Nico.”

There it was. The furniture assembled, standing in the room, taking up all the space.

The heat that moved through her then was shameful and involuntary and she hated it specifically, hated the way her body received the words before her mind had finished processing them, hated the warmth that settled low in her abdomen like a held breath. She was afraid — genuinely, bone-deep afraid, the kind of fear that makes your vision slightly too sharp, that makes individual details press forward out of context: the slight asymmetry of Nico’s nose, the way the green felt on the table had been worn smooth at the edges, the sound of someone’s breathing that was not her own.

Nico reached her. He did not rush. He lifted his hand and cupped her chin between his fingers and thumb with a gentleness that was worse than roughness would have been — gentleness here was a category error, was something put in the wrong box, was a reminder that the categories themselves were no longer hers to maintain.

His voice was low, rough at the edges, a voice that had been used to giving directions and not repeating them. “You can cry,” he said, and his eyes moved over her face with something that was not warmth but was adjacent to attention, to genuine attention, which was its own particular thing. “You can beg.” His thumb brushed along her jaw, one slow stroke. “Doesn’t change anything. Either way, you’re leaving this room bred by the family.”

Sofia’s pulse moved in her throat, her wrists, the backs of her knees. The room around her breathed its cigar smoke, patient and permanent. The men along the walls were very still now, stillness shading into something focused, something that leaned forward without moving.

She did not cry. Not yet. She looked at Nico’s face and felt the heat in her abdomen make its unwanted case, and her hands, finally, stopped trembling — went instead to a cold, arrested quiet that was somehow worse than the shaking had been.
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Nico’s hand moved from her chin to her shoulder, and the shift in grip told her everything about the difference between the two gestures — one was a question with a predetermined answer, and this was the answer. He turned her, not roughly but with the absolute confidence of someone who had never had to force a direction twice, and walked her backward the two steps to the poker table’s edge, which caught her across the backs of her thighs with the specific bluntness of something that had no opinions about what it was being used for.

The green felt was cool through the fabric of her dress. She registered that detail with the strange precision of shock — that the felt was cool, that her fingertips found the worn edge of the table and gripped it, that the cigar smoke had a different quality when you were closer to the low light overhead. Her whole nervous system had reorganized itself around sensation, around input, the way you focused on individual sounds in the dark.

He yanked her dress up. Not all the way — just enough, bunched at her hips, the fabric gathering in a way that left her exposed from the waist down in the warm, smoke-thick air of the room. She heard the sound his knuckles made against the seam of her underwear a half-second before she felt the fabric give — not a gradual stretch but a clean, decisive tear, cotton ripping in a short sharp report that seemed too loud for the room and then was swallowed by the silence of men watching.

The air against her bare skin was a specific kind of cold. She felt it everywhere at once.

She heard the men along the walls shift in their stances, the small sounds of attention recalibrating, and she did not look at them. She looked at the surface of the table, at the place where the felt had worn down to something almost smooth, and she pressed her palms flat against it.

Nico’s belt. The specific sounds of a man removing what needs to be removed.

She heard herself make a sound that was not quite words when he pressed against her — a short, involuntary note of something — and then she felt the broad blunt fact of him, and her body made its negotiations in the few seconds she had before he pushed inside her in one long, relentless stroke that did not pause for her adjustment or her breathing or her anything. She cried out. The sound was raw and it bounced off the walls and she heard someone exhale behind her.

The fullness was enormous and immediate and her body clenched around it in a reflex she had no jurisdiction over.

“Christ,” Nico said, half under his breath, his hands finding her hips. Then he pulled back and drove forward again and the sound she made this time was lower, more helpless, pushed up from somewhere she didn’t have a name for. He set a pace that was not exploratory, that did not build gradually — he fucked her the way someone runs after having already made the decision to run, already fully committed, the body following through on a choice the mind made first. Each stroke drove her into the table edge, the felt gathering and sliding under her palms.

“Tighter than I thought,” he said, and his voice had gone rough in a different way now, the roughness of effort and want mixed together. He said it to the room as much as to her, the announcement of a finding. “Her fertile little cunt is going to take every drop tonight.” His thumb pressed into the skin of her hip like a period at the end of a sentence.

Sofia’s fingers curled against the felt. Her knuckles were white — she could see them in her peripheral vision and the whiteness seemed to belong to someone else. She was aware of the sound she was making, the wet sounds, the sound of his body meeting hers, the creak of the table, and beneath all of it her own breathing which had gone ragged and couldn’t be controlled. Heat had unspooled from the low place in her abdomen outward, had reached her thighs and the backs of her knees and the pulse points in her wrists that were pressed against the table.

She was ashamed of the heat. She was ashamed of the sound of her own moaning, which she could hear as though from a distance, as though it were coming from someone who had agreed to this in a way that she absolutely had not and had also absolutely — her body said something terrible in her, something she did not have language for.

“I’ve never—“ She heard herself say it before she’d decided to. Her voice was wrong, too thin, frayed at the edges. “I’ve never been fucked like this.”

The room took the words and held them. Nico’s pace did not break but something shifted in his grip on her hips, fingers pressing harder, proprietary.

“No,” he agreed, and it was almost gentle again, which was still the wrong category. “You haven‘t.”

Then he raised his voice and it filled the room without effort, the voice of a man used to being heard.

“Look at her.” He said it to the men along the walls, to Carmine in the corner chair with his cooling cigar, to the low light and the smoke and the particular geography of this room in which things like this happened and had been happening for longer than Sofia had been alive. “Look at her taking soldier cock like she was born for it.”

She heard the sounds they made in response — the small wet sounds of hands moving, someone’s breath drawing in and releasing slowly, the creak of a wall being leaned against harder. She did not turn to look. She stared at the felt of the table and the white of her own knuckles and felt Nico driving into her in long, deliberate strokes, and her body answered each one with a heat she could not shame out of herself no matter how hard she tried.

The room smelled like cigar smoke and sex now. They were the same quality of permanent, both of them. Both of them had soaked into the walls a long time ago.

She held the table and she took it and she made sounds that she would hate herself for later, in the part of her mind that was already composing the later, already constructing a version of herself who would be somewhere else and would have distance from this. But that version was very far away. Right now there was only the table and the heat and Nico’s hands and the watching eyes and the sound of men who were waiting for their turn.
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Hands found her — more than two, more than one pair — and she was lifted. It happened with a practiced coordination that suggested these men had done this before, or had been built for it, and she was on her back on the table before she’d fully registered the transition, the green felt rough and warm against her skin, the ceiling of the back room above her with its low fixture and its years of accumulated smoke yellowing the paint. She lay spread on the poker table like something that had been placed there as the stakes.

Nico stepped between her legs from the new angle, and when he pushed back inside her Sofia’s spine arched off the felt. The depth was different — more complete, something that pressed into her in a way that was almost too much and was somehow therefore exactly the right amount — and she made a sound that was part gasp and part sob and was honest in a way she could not moderate.

The first man came to her chest. He was older than Nico, thicker through the middle, and he lowered himself over her with the deliberateness of someone who knew what he wanted and had no reason to hurry toward it. His mouth found her nipple through the pulled-down fabric of her dress, and when he drew it between his lips the sensation was an electrical current running straight down through the center of her body to where Nico was moving inside her, and she heard herself cry out at the joining of those two things, at the specific way they amplified each other.

The third man came to her face.

He was lean, dark-eyed, said nothing. He cupped the back of her head with one hand, not roughly, and the not-roughly of it was the same wrong category it had been with Nico’s thumb on her jaw — gentleness as a function of ownership, gentleness that meant we are taking care of what belongs to us. She opened her mouth before she had made the decision to open her mouth, and her body continued its separate negotiations, taking him in while Nico drove into her from below and the capo’s mouth worked at her breast.

She was everywhere at once. The sensation had no center — or rather it had too many centers, all of them shouting, and she couldn’t hold herself separate from any of it. Her hands lay open at her sides on the felt like she had put them down and forgotten to pick them up.

Then the rotation began.

Nico stepped back and one of the others took his place between her legs — broader, heavier, a different angle, a different rhythm — and the adjustment her body made to the change was immediate and humiliating and involuntary. He filled her differently, stretched her differently, and she heard herself make a low continuous sound that she had no name for. The man at her breast moved to her mouth. The lean one stepped back, watching, running a hand along his jaw. The remaining man sucked hard at her nipple and then bit gently and she arched again.

“Paying it off,” someone said, above her, and it took her a moment to understand the sentence wasn‘t finished. “That’s what this is. Paying your father’s debt with that sweet bred cunt.”

The word bred landed in her like a hook. It had a specific gravity to it, the way certain words did — words that contained entire futures in their two syllables, that rewrote what was possible. She felt her body clench around the man inside her and heard his grunt of satisfaction.

They rotated again. Nico came back, or another man came, or there were more than she had counted — she had lost track of the arithmetic of it, and had lost the ability to maintain a separate accounting. There was only the table and the felt and the low ceiling and the smoke and the weight of men and the heat that had swallowed everything else she was or had been.

She was crying. She registered this distantly, the way you register the weather when you are already outside — the tears were simply there, running into her hair, and they had nothing to do with wanting to stop.

She did not want to stop.

That was the thing she kept arriving at, the fact she kept finding at the bottom of each wave of sensation — she did not want them to stop. She could feel the wanting as a physical thing, as a weight in her pelvis and a tightening in her chest and a specific embarrassing desperation every time a body pulled back from hers.

“Don’t stop.” She heard her voice say it, ragged, half-formed. “Please don’t stop.”

Someone laughed, not unkindly. Hands stroked her thighs.

“There she is,” Nico said, from somewhere above her, somewhere to the side. His voice had a particular quality to it — satisfaction and something warmer, something that was maybe close to tenderness in the way that certain things were close to tenderness in this room without actually being it. “There’s the girl under all that good behavior.”

She turned her face against the felt and sobbed and her hips rose to meet the next stroke.

“Never felt like this,” she said, and her voice was wrecked, and she said it to the ceiling, to the smoke. “I’ve never felt—“ She stopped because the man inside her shifted his angle and the sentence dissolved into a sound that wasn‘t language. She tried again, later, or a moment later, time having become elastic and imprecise. “I’ve never felt so—“ Wanted. The word surfaced from somewhere she hadn’t been expecting. She didn’t say it aloud. She didn’t have to. Her body was saying it in every possible way it had available.

So used. So full.

“Family’s toy now,” someone said. The voice was close to her ear, low and conversational. “You understand that? You belong to the crew.”

She nodded. She was past the point where she would have disputed it, past the border of a place where that statement would have felt like the worst thing she’d ever heard rather than the most precise description of what was happening to her body in this moment.

“We’ll keep you round the clock,” another voice. “Until that belly’s full. Until there’s no question.” A hand slid over her stomach, flat and heavy, and the gesture had the quality of a signature. “DiMarco soldier in there before the month‘s out.”

The wet sounds of the room had taken over the way music takes over a space — ambient, everywhere, inescapable. The breathing of the men above her, the sound of her body receiving them, the small sounds she kept making against her will. Carmine was somewhere in the corner still, in his chair, in his stillness, holding the arithmetic of it. The room was full and hot and Sofia lay at the center of it and felt herself come undone in increments, each one cleaner than the last, each one leaving less of the person she had been when she walked through the door.

She was being claimed in layers. She could feel each one go down.
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Nico stepped forward and took her legs.

He didn’t ask for them. He caught her behind the knees and pushed them back toward her chest with a smooth, absolute authority, folding her open against the table, and the angle he‘d created was different from everything that had come before it in a way she felt in the base of her spine. This was singular. The rotation had been the room’s; this was his. His eyes were on her face and he held her gaze, which none of them had done for longer than a glance, and she felt the sustained look like a hand around her throat — not cutting off air, just making her aware of the throat’s existence.

The others arranged themselves. She felt hands at her thighs, steadying, holding her open in the new position. Two fingers found her clit and moved there with a focused patience that told her whoever it was had been watching, had been cataloguing, had learned something about her in the preceding hour that she hadn’t offered willingly. The double sensation — those fingers and the anticipation of Nico’s first stroke — made her vision go briefly white at the edges.

Then Nico started.

He fucked her with the particular quality of someone reclaiming something. Each stroke was a statement of possession in a language that had no words, only grammar — subject, verb, object, the syntax perfectly clear. His hips met hers with a sound that was obscenely loud and she heard herself make a corresponding noise on each impact, helpless and rhythmic, her voice turned into a kind of percussion. The fingers at her clit kept their patient pressure. The hands on her thighs kept her spread and open and unable to move her hips in any direction except toward him.

She felt the pressure building from a place that seemed to precede her body, that seemed deeper than anything she had physical access to. It built in slow rolling increments and then it built faster, the increments stacking, and she heard herself start to lose language — the sounds she was making had become continuous, and had lost the spaces between them.

“Please—“ she started, and lost the sentence.

Nico drove into her harder and she found the sentence, or a version of it.

“Breed me.” Her voice was not her voice — it was something stripped down to its essential components, something that had been waiting under all her other voices for exactly this room, this table, this man pinning her legs to her own chest and looking her in the eye. “Fill me up, make me pregnant for the—” She couldn’t finish it. Her whole body arched and shook and she screamed it instead of speaking it: “—for the family—”

The room received the words with a silence that was not emptiness but the opposite — a silence that had been drawn tight.

Then the first capo stepped forward.

He moved her knees aside gently, took Nico’s place for a single concentrated minute, and she felt the moment when he finished — a surge of heat that filled her from the inside, flooding, unmistakable, her body receiving it with a clench that seemed to go on longer than she expected. She made a sound that was not quite a moan and not quite a sigh, something between them, something that had no name in the category of sounds she’d made before tonight. He withdrew, unhurried, and the warmth of what he’d left behind was specific and absolute.

The second man moved between her legs without ceremony. He was thick and quick and when he came it was with a roughness that shook the table and a low extended groan that seemed to come from somewhere that had nothing to do with performance. She felt the overflow of it — the impossible accumulation, the wet heat of two men inside her and the particular intimacy of being too full, the evidence of it running warm against her skin.

Nico came back.

He moved the second man’s hands from her legs and took them himself again, and he looked at the state of her — splayed on the table, flushed, wet with the combined evidence of what had already happened to her — and something crossed his face that wasn’t precisely tender and wasn’t precisely hard. It was the expression of a man who has invested in something and sees it paying off in a way he‘d correctly anticipated but is still moved by the reality of.

He pushed inside her slowly this time, and the slowness after all that speed was its own specific thing — she felt every inch of him against the softness of what had already been deposited inside her, felt the way he fit into the accumulated heat of the room and the table and the night. He found a grinding pace, deep and deliberate, not the savage drive of before but something that pressed his hips flush to hers and kept them there, keeping the deepest point of him in steady contact with whatever was deepest in her.

She could feel herself contracting around him in slow rhythmic waves. She had stopped being able to control that.

His breathing had changed — she heard it go ragged, heard the precise moment when his body took over from his intentions — and then he made a sound that started low and built, a roar that seemed too large for him, that filled the room the way the smoke filled the room, completely, and she felt him spill into her in long powerful pulses that she could count, that she felt individually, each one pressing the walls of her deeper than the last. He ground into her through all of it, hips rolling slow and absolute, making sure nothing was lost, making sure she received everything.

He stayed buried.

The room was very quiet. The breathing of the men around her slowed. Somewhere behind her, ice shifted in a glass. The cigar smoke drifted in a thin current toward the low light.

Nico leaned forward over her, her legs still folded back, and he kissed her mouth. It was rough — his lips and his stubble and the specific taste of a man who had been holding himself back from exactly this for longer than the evening — and it lasted long enough that she kissed him back. She couldn’t help it. She couldn’t pretend she couldn’t help it.

He pulled back just far enough to speak, his mouth still close enough that she felt the shape of the words on her lips.

“Initiation’s complete,” he said, and his voice had gone low, private, stripped of the room-filling quality it had had before. “You’re ours now. Bred and claimed.” He shifted his hips — still inside her, still impossibly present — and she made a small involuntary sound. “There will be other nights.”

He didn’t say it as a threat. That was the worst part and also the best part and she was too far gone to separate those two things anymore.

Sofia lay on the green felt of the DiMarco poker table, in the back room of the social club, in the particular permanent smell of old smoke and new consequence, and she felt the heat of four men settled deep inside her and she felt her own pulse, which was steady now, which had found some new and unfamiliar resting rate, and she understood that the door behind her — the oiled click of it, the quality hardware — would open now if she turned the handle.

She did not move to turn it.

The room breathed around her. She breathed with it. Outside, the neighborhood went on being itself, and in here, she was something different than she had been when she walked through the door — something that had been converted, as Carmine had said, from one form of debt into another form of belonging entirely.

She closed her eyes. The felt was warm against her back. Nico’s hand rested on her stomach, flat and easy, like a man who had put something down in a place where he was certain it would be there when he came back.
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	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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