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The door closed with the soft inevitability of a vault, and Gia DiMarco stood in the middle of the bridal suite and felt the silence settle over her like a second veil. The room was the kind of expensive that didn’t bother announcing itself — cream walls hung with gilded mirrors, a four-poster bed draped in ivory linen, candelabras burning low and waxy at the corners. The kind of room that had hosted arrangements like this before and would again. It knew how to keep a secret.

Her dress was twelve thousand dollars of Venetian lace and it felt, at this exact moment, like a corset cinched around her lungs. She breathed anyway. Shallow, careful, the way she’d been breathing all day — through the ceremony, through the reception, through the toasts that said marriage and alliance and blessed union while meaning something else entirely.

Behind her, near the door, the two capos had taken their positions without being asked. Broad-shouldered men in good suits, faces professionally blank. She’d known them her whole life — her father’s men, her family’s men, now the family’s witnesses. Tradition, her uncle had told her. A formality. She hadn’t asked which tradition, exactly. Some things in this life you didn‘t interrogate too closely.

Then Frankie Moretti walked past them both and her carefully maintained breathing stopped working altogether.

He’d been underboss since before she understood what the word meant. When she was seventeen and first beginning to understand the real architecture of the world she’d been born into, it was Frankie she‘d watched at the long table, Frankie whose quietness was more dangerous than anyone else’s noise. He was forty-one now. The years had sharpened him rather than softened him — jaw harder, eyes darker, the silver at his temples something he wore like a credential. He was loosening his tie as he crossed the room, his fingers unhurried, as if they had all the time in the world and he already knew how this ended.

He stopped a few feet away and looked at her.

Not the way men had been looking at her all evening — appraising, performative, over in a second. This was the kind of looking that felt like being read. Like every careful, composed thing she’d built around herself over twenty-four years was simply legible to him, the way a lock is legible to the man who knows how to pick it.

“The marriage is political,” he said. His voice was low, roughened at the edges, the kind of voice that didn’t need volume to fill a room. “You understand that.”

“I understand that,” she said. She was proud of how steady she sounded.

“The marriage is political.” He took a step closer. “But tonight is DiMarco. Tonight is about blood and what gets carried forward. What gets planted.” His eyes didn’t leave hers. “You understand that too.”

Her heart knocked against her ribs like it was trying to get out. “Yes,” she said, and was surprised to find she meant it.

He reached for the veil.

It was a slow gesture, unhurried, almost ceremonial — his fingers finding the edge of the tulle where it draped over her forehead and lifting it back with a care that surprised her. As though the formality mattered to him too, in its way. She felt the cool air of the room against her face for the first time all evening, and then she felt his eyes on her face as something direct and unmediated, nothing between them now, and the heat in that gaze was not new — she recognized it with a lurch of her stomach as something she‘d been aware of at a careful distance for years. Something she’d filed away in the category of thoughts she did not have.

He kissed her.

Hard, and without preamble, one hand coming up to curve around the back of her neck before she could so much as exhale. It was not a first-dance kiss or a ceremonial kiss or anything that belonged in the category of the evening they’d just performed for two hundred guests. It was the kind of kiss that had been waiting — that had been building under the surface of every careful, correct interaction they‘d ever had, and had decided it was done waiting. She felt it in her teeth. She felt it in the soles of her feet. Her hands, moving before her brain issued any instruction, fisted into the lapels of his jacket.

He broke the kiss just long enough to find the delicate straps at her shoulders — silk ribbons threaded through lace, something the designer had called charming and her mother had called romantic and which Frankie now slid off her shoulders with the efficient tenderness of a man who had been thinking about exactly this for a very long time. The lace whispered down.

She was aware of the capos behind her. Aware of their stillness, their silence, the particular quality of attention in a room where men stand at attention. It should have made her feel exposed. Instead it settled something in her chest — some old, wordless understanding about what she was and where she came from and what this night was really about. She was DiMarco. The witnesses were supposed to be here. This was how it had always been done.

“Frankie,” she said. It came out softer than she’d intended.

“I know,” he said, and cupped her face in one broad, warm hand, and kissed her again, slower this time — slower and deeper and with something in it that felt less like claiming and more like arriving. His other hand spread flat against the small of her back and pulled her flush against him, and she felt the hard insistence of him against her hip and understood with a full-body clarity that whatever came next was going to be real, was going to matter, was going to leave a mark.

The candelabras burned. The witnesses watched. The lace pooled at her elbows and she let it.
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He pulled the dress down to her waist in one clean motion, the lace giving way with a sound like a whispered agreement. Gia felt the cool air of the room against her bare breasts and then Frankie’s hands, which were not cool at all — one cupping her fully, the weight and warmth of his palm something she felt in the hollow behind her knees, in the back of her throat.

He looked at her the way he’d looked at her before, but stripped of whatever restraint had been in it. She watched his face change. The composed, authoritative stillness of him cracked open just slightly, just enough, and what was underneath was something that wanted her badly and had for a long time. She found she liked it. She found it steadied her, actually — to see it plainly, to know she hadn’t been imagining the current that had run beneath every formal occasion, every careful exchange across long tables and crowded rooms.

He bent his head and took her nipple into his mouth and she made a sound she didn’t plan to make, her hand coming up involuntarily to grip the back of his head. He wasn’t gentle, exactly, but he was exact — he understood pressure and heat and the specific topography of want, and he applied that knowledge with the same focused competence he applied to everything else. She felt herself go slick and urgent between her thighs, the big lace skirt heavy around her hips, the whole ridiculous architecture of her wedding finery suddenly unbearable.

As if he read her mind — or read her body, which was saying the same thing louder — he lifted his head and turned her. Not roughly, but with a clarity of intent that left no room for misinterpretation. His hands found her hips and walked her backward to the edge of the four-poster bed, the high carved frame catching her just below the hip bones. She felt the cool solidity of it against her thighs, the linen edge of the mattress under her palms as he pressed her forward and down.

“Stay,” he said, close to her ear. One syllable, quiet, and she stayed.

She heard him behind her — the drag of a belt through loops, the clean specific sound of a zipper. She gripped the bedding and stared at the carved wood headboard and felt her pulse everywhere, all at once, a full-body heart. The dress was bunched at her waist, and below that she was bare, and the air in the room was very still.

His hand ran up the back of her thigh, slow, like he was learning a road. Then his thumb pressed between her legs and found her wet and she exhaled sharply, the sound too honest to be dignified.

“Christ,” he said, very quietly. Not to her, almost. Just said it.

Then he pressed into her.

The first stroke was deep and complete and it punched the air out of her lungs in a cry that echoed off the gilded mirrors. He was thick, and he did not go slowly about it — one long claiming push that seated him fully and held there, his hands bracketing her hips with a grip that would leave marks, and she was glad, she wanted the marks, wanted some evidence by morning that this had actually happened and was not another of the careful fantasies she’d been filing away for years.

He began to move.

The rhythm he set was hard and purposeful, each thrust driving her forward against the bed frame, the carved wood solid against her palms. She heard him breathing behind her — controlled, but only barely, the way a man breathes when he is using discipline to stay present rather than to hold back. She felt the flex of his hips against her ass, the drag and drive of him inside her, and the pleasure of it built with a speed that embarrassed her, that told on her.

“Waited years for this,” he said, his voice ground down to something barely above a growl. “Years.” His grip on her hips tightened. “Every drop tonight stays inside you. You understand me? Every fucking drop is DiMarco.”

She understood him. Her body understood him first.

“Yes,” she managed, and it came out fractured, pulled apart by the rhythm.

“Say it.”

“Every drop.” The bedframe knocked against the mattress. “Every drop stays inside me.”

He groaned and drove deeper in answer.

And then — because some wall she’d maintained through sheer social survival had been demolished by roughly three minutes of Frankie Moretti’s full attention — she heard herself say it. The thing she‘d never said to anyone, the thought she’d treated like contraband:

“I’ve thought about this.” The words came out between gasps, cracked open by pleasure. “Since I was old enough to understand what the family does. Thought about you taking me like this.”

He faltered, just for a breath — surprised, she thought, or something that adjacent to it — and then he made a sound low in his chest that was close to a snarl and his pace went ruthless.

“Good girl,” he said. “Good fucking girl.”

From behind her, she was aware of the capos. The quality of the room’s silence had shifted — thickened into something else. She glanced sideways at the nearer mirror and caught the reflection: both men had moved slightly away from the door, their suit jackets open, hands working slow and deliberate against themselves as they watched. Their faces held that professional blankness still, but their eyes were not blank. Their eyes were burning.

She looked at herself in the mirror. White lace bunched at her waist, breasts swaying with every thrust, Frankie’s dark suit behind her, his hands enormous against her pale hips, his face concentrated and hungry above her shoulder. Her own face surprised her. She looked like a woman who had finally arrived somewhere she’d been traveling toward without knowing it.

He leaned down over her back, pressed his mouth to the curve of her neck, and kept moving.

“Perfect,” he said against her skin. “Perfect tight DiMarco pussy.” He bit gently at her shoulder. “You were always going to end up here. You know that.”

She didn’t answer. She pushed back against him and let the pleasure say it for her.
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Frankie lifted her from the edge of the bed and moved her to the center of it like she was something that belonged there — which, she supposed, was exactly the point. The lace skirt caught and dragged beneath her as he arranged her onto her back, her shoulders hitting the ivory linen, the carved headboard rising above her like a cathedral ceiling. Twelve thousand dollars of dress bunched around her waist, completely useless. She looked up at the candelabras and thought, distantly, that this was the most honest she’d felt all day.

He stood over her for a moment — coat off now, tie gone, collar open — and looked at her spread out in her wedding dress on the bridal suite bed with an expression that she could only describe as recognition. Like he had imagined this exact image often enough that seeing it in reality required a moment of adjustment.

Then he came down over her and pushed inside and the adjustment was over.

The angle was different this way, deeper in places that made her gasp and grip the linen, her heels pressing into the mattress for purchase. He propped himself on one arm and watched her face as he moved, which was more intimate than she’d prepared for — that focused, dark attention tracking every expression, cataloguing every catch of breath. She didn’t look away. She held his gaze and let him see all of it.

The first capo came to the side of the bed. She sensed him before she saw him — a shift in the light, a new warmth. His jacket was gone, his shirt half-open, and he sat on the edge of the mattress and bent over her with a competence that suggested this was not the first time he’d been called to a service of this kind. His mouth found her breast and she arched involuntarily, the pleasure a different register than what Frankie was doing — sharper, more localized — and the two sensations braided together into something she didn’t have language for.

“Christ,” she said, to no one.

Frankie made a quiet sound of approval.

The second capo appeared at the head of the bed. She looked up at him — he was watching her with that same concentrated hunger she’d seen in the mirror, his cock freed and in his hand, and she understood the offer without any words being exchanged. She turned her head and opened her mouth and felt the weight and heat of him on her tongue and thought: here is your wedding night, Gia DiMarco.

She took him deeper and felt Frankie’s rhythm shift in response — something in him that liked this, that wanted to see her full. He drove harder, and she moaned around the cock in her mouth, and the first capo drew her nipple between his teeth with such precise attention that she nearly lost the thread entirely.

Frankie said, very calmly: “Switch.”

The first capo lifted his head from her breast. Some wordless transaction passed between the three men — efficient, almost brotherly. The second capo stepped back from her mouth, and Frankie pulled out of her with a slowness that felt like its own statement. She felt the absence of him like a draft. Then the first capo was between her thighs, and she felt the different geometry of him, a different weight and angle, and he pressed in and she heard herself make a sound that belonged entirely to her body and not at all to the composed, careful person she’d spent twenty-four years constructing.

He was not gentle. But he was attentive — reading her in real time, adjusting, his large hands gripping her hips with a familiarity that surprised her, a warmth that was almost tender despite everything. She looked up at Frankie, who had moved to the side of the bed and was watching with his arms crossed, his cock still hard and wet, his expression one of absolute authority.

“Good,” he said. It was directed at her.

The second capo was at her side, and she turned to him instinctively, drew him into her mouth again, and let the dual rhythms unmoor her.

They rotated again — smoothly, at Frankie’s direction, another quiet word or a gesture she caught peripherally — and she lost track of some things and not others. She lost track of sequence and logistics. She did not lose track of the pleasure, which was continuous and accumulating and had gone past the point of having a ceiling she could identify. The wet sounds of her filled the room, blending with heavy breathing and the creak of the four-poster frame, and she lay in the middle of all of it like something consecrated.

The tears that came were not grief. She recognized that clearly, even as they ran sideways from the corners of her eyes into her hair. They were the tears of someone who has been holding a breath for years and has finally, finally been allowed to let it go.

“Fill me,” she heard herself say. Her voice was wrecked, barely there. “I want — please, fill me —“

“We will,” said the capo above her, and she believed him.

“I love this.” The confession came out between sobs and thrusts, pulled out of her by the rhythm. “I love being — on my wedding night — I love being —“ She couldn’t find the end of the sentence, but they seemed to understand it anyway.

Frankie stepped back between her thighs, displacing whoever was there, and re-entered her with a single stroke that drove the breath out of her chest. He looked down at her for a moment — the veil still pinned in her hair, somehow, trailing off to one side; the dress at her waist like a tide line; her face open and undone — and he said, quietly, with a conviction that was not performance:

“You were never meant for the rival. You understand that now.” He began to move again, long deep strokes that she felt in her spine. “You were always meant for DiMarco men. This was always going to be your wedding night.”

The first capo said, over her shoulder: “She was made for this.”

The second one, somewhere in the breathing dark of the room: “Look at her. She knows it.”

She did know it. That was the thing she couldn’t explain and wouldn’t have to. She knew it in the same deep wordless way that she knew her own name, her own blood. She pushed her hips up to meet Frankie’s thrusts and let the room fill with whatever sounds she had left to make.
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Frankie moved her legs up and back, his large hands pressing her thighs toward her chest, and the angle he found was so deep and direct that she lost language entirely for a moment — just sensation, just the white-out of it, a brightness with no object.

The capos flanked her, each taking one of her legs, holding her open and braced, and Frankie’s hips began to move in long brutal strokes that she felt in her back teeth. There was nothing perfunctory about it. He was not finishing the evening — he was saying something, and the saying required everything he had. Each thrust was declarative. Each withdrawal and return was a sentence in a language older than the families, older than the arrangements and the alliances and the careful political calculus that had put her in this dress, in this room, in this bed.

She could feel herself very close — had been orbiting it for what felt like hours, kept suspended by the rotation and the rhythm — and now Frankie’s face above her was stripped of everything but intention, and the capos held her open and still, and the pleasure crested and crested and she opened her mouth and the words came out with a conviction that would have embarrassed her in any other context and felt, here, like the truest thing she’d ever said:

“Breed me, Frankie.” Her voice was ruined, earnest, fully hers. “Fill me with DiMarco cum on my wedding night. Make me yours.”

Something moved through his face. Not surprise. More like the specific satisfaction of a man who has heard a thing confirmed that he already knew to be true.

He drove deeper and did not slow down.

The first capo — the one who had touched her with such unexpected attentiveness, whose hands had learned her with an almost scholarly patience — shifted forward on his knees, and Frankie pulled back to make room, and then the first capo was inside her with a roughness that was its own kind of compliment, the roughness of someone who has been waiting politely and is no longer willing. She wrapped one leg over his back and the other capo kept her braced, and she watched the first capo’s face change as he reached the end of his control — watched the careful blankness dissolve into something rawer and less professional — and then she felt him flood inside her. Hot, shockingly so, deep enough that she felt it as fullness rather than mere sensation. He groaned, low and long, and she felt every pulse of it, and she said, quietly, into the air above her: “Yes.”

He withdrew and she felt the loss of him as a warm ache and then the accumulation of what he’d left behind — the heavy, slick heat of it. The sheets beneath her were cool in contrast. She was aware of being marked, sealed, the first signature of many.

The second capo moved between her legs without ceremony, gripped her hips, and took the same deep angle. He was less patient than the first, or perhaps simply less able to sustain patience at this point — he fucked her in rapid urgent strokes that were almost frantic, that spoke of a restraint that had been held too long. She arched into him and he came within two minutes, his jaw clenched, his hands gripping hard enough that tomorrow she’d be mapped in bruises. His release was a long shuddering exhale, his body pressing into hers and staying, and she felt the second layer of warmth, deeper than the first, the overflow beginning at the edges, trickling down.

Frankie moved him aside.

He took her legs again, both of them this time, pushed them back without the capos’ help because he didn‘t need it anymore — he only needed her, only needed this. He looked down at her and she looked up at him and the moment before he entered her was the loudest silence she’d ever been in. All that compressed waiting, all those careful years, all the correct behavior at long tables — it gathered itself into this specific moment and held.

Then he pushed inside her and the sound he made was almost pained with relief.

He fucked her like it was something he owed her, something she’d been owed for years and was only now collecting. The other men’s releases made her impossibly slick around him and he used it, drove through it, the wet sounds of her explicit and unashamed in the quiet suite. She could feel every ridge of him, every movement, magnified by fullness, by hours of accumulated pleasure, by the specific weight of Frankie Moretti finally, finally letting himself have what he wanted.

When he came it was with a sound that was close to violence — a rough, tearing roar that he pressed into her neck as his hips snapped forward and held, and she felt him pulse inside her in heavy, powerful surges, each one distinct, each one another claim laid. She felt it overflow immediately — too much, the third layer cresting and spilling — felt it run down her ass, felt it on the white sheets beneath her, felt the warm extravagant waste of it and thought: this is what it means to be claimed.

He didn’t pull out.

He stayed buried in her, his hips rocking in slow grinding circles, drawing out the last of it and pressing it deeper and deeper. His breathing slowed. She felt his heartbeat, or imagined she did, where his chest was pressed against her. The candles at the corners of the room had burned down to stubs, their light small and warm and amber. The capos had moved away, to chairs, their silence now the silence of men in the aftermath of a ceremony — present, but no longer the point.

Frankie lifted his head from her neck and found her mouth.

He kissed her slowly. Deeply. The way he had not kissed her in the first hard claiming kiss — this one had patience in it, had something that was not urgency but its opposite, a man settling into something he intended to keep. She kissed him back and tasted the evening in it — all of it, the formality and the real thing underneath the formality.

He broke the kiss and pressed his forehead to hers.

“It’s sealed now,” he said, very quietly. “You understand what that means.” It wasn’t a question, and she didn’t treat it as one. “You belong to the family. Bred and claimed on your wedding night, in front of witnesses, the way it‘s always been done.” He kissed the corner of her mouth. “And there will be other nights like this.”

She felt the truth of it, warm and permanent, settling into her bones. The lace was ruined. The veil was still in her hair, miraculously, trailing sideways across the pillow like an afterthought. Beneath her, the white sheets told the whole story in the plainest possible terms.

She put her hand against his jaw — the silver at his temples, the jaw she‘d been looking at from careful distances for years — and held it there.

“I know,” she said.

Outside, the city went on with itself. In the suite, Frankie Moretti stayed exactly where he was, and Gia DiMarco let the quiet come down over her like a benediction.
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 * 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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