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Day 1

 

Text Conversation

 

Charli: Oh, no, Draken’s leaving me!

 

Rani: What are you talking about? That man would never leave you. He adores you, didn’t he get you puppies?

 

Charli: Botface and Fluffball are cats and I’m the one who got them. Draken just named them. And yes, he is leaving me!

 

Rani: What nonsense is this? Last week you guys were on the Seattle Instant home page, dancing at a wedding.

 

Charli: He has a conference in Chicago. He won some engineering award.

 

Rani: Whew, you actually had me worried for a moment.

Rani: Engineering? For ATS? What, did he invent a new parachute with that big, swollen brain of his?

 

Charli: No, it’s nothing to do with sporting goods. It’s ATJ work.

 

Rani: His sex toy division? You’re fucking with me girl. They give out awards for that?

 

Charli: Sort of. It’s the robotics behind it that’s the big deal. Turns out making intelligent sex toys means you can make intelligent everything.

 

Rani: Hey that’s cool. High five to your hubs.

 

Charli: Well, thanks, but how can you be so cheerful? He’s going out of town!!! Leaving me! For up to a week, ugh. I am not one of those pathetic women whose life loses meaning when her husband isn’t around every moment of the day.

Charli: Am I??

Charli: OH MY GOD RANI HOW WILL I LIVE?

 

Rani: With your vibrator sweetiepie. You still have one, don’t you?

 

Charli: Have one? I have like twenty-two. Have you met Draken?

 

Rani: You’ll be fine, ha ha.

 

Charli: No I won’t. He’s mad at me for something. 

 

Rani: What?! He’s never mad at you. What is he mad about?

 

Charli: He gets mad sometimes. Sort of. You're right, though, he is wonderful. Sigh. I love him.

 

Rani: Ich, you’re giving me cavities.

 

Charli: You sound just like Draken! He is wonderful Rani but I swear he’s mad about something.

Charli: It's not the usual you-got-home-late-woman stuff. He's been moody and cryptic and doing his dragon-snarling face. I was gonna bring it up with him, but now he's going away!

 

Rani: Don’t be so needy. Just ask him.

 

Charli: But that means we’ll have a fight. I don’t want to make him sad on the plane. Oh wait, I know what you’re gonna say. I’m his wife and I get to distract him because WIFE. Wife of big bad billionaire. Who’s the most powerful gnomina of all the land? I am!!!

 

Rani: ROFL. You're too nice to that man. Lay down the law. Talk to him before he leaves.

 

Charli: It’s too late, he’s in the limo on the way to the airport.

 

Rani: Then text him, you dodobird.

 

Charli: I could. But um our texts are, you know.

 

Rani: No.

 

Charli: Sexy. Mushy. We don’t talk about serious stuff in texts. I could email him though. 

 

Rani: Ta-da, there you go.

 

Charli: But he's gone! What will I do without him, Rani? All the fun fizzles when he’s not around. How will I handle him being in a whole nother city? For a whole week!!! And he said I’m not allowed to do things.

 

Rani: What things?

 

Charli: Never mind.

 

Rani: What?

 

Charli: Never you mind. I said nothing.

 

Rani: Ooh…I think I know…

 

Charli: No you don’t. Well maybe you do. *blush*

 

Rani: You guys are adorable. Haha. Humm, I need to get laid now.

 

Charli: Bye Rani. And you are SO LUCKY you can get laid. I MISS HIM AAARGH!

 

 

Meanwhile, over at another text conversation….

 

Matthew: As your wife suggested, I’ve got my ringer set to say, “The demon summons. Ready your soul.” I’m all set. You may text me if absolutely necessary, but be aware I plan to ignore you if I'm busy fucking and/or swimming and/or sunbathing.

 

Draken: Thanks.

 

Matthew: Boarding call soon. Sure you don’t need me to come with you to Chicago? I could cancel my trip. We’ll both come. Fucking can happen anywhere, anywhere at all.

 

Draken: Fuck off.

 

Matthew: Still in a bad mood, are we?

 

Draken: Sorry.

 

Matthew: All is forgiven, cuz. Your pain is but a ripple on my pond. Peace.

 

Draken: What the hell are you on?

 

Matthew: Just enjoying the prospect of sun and sand with my best girl. Last chance before we board.

 

Draken: I’m fine. I can do without you. Go.

 

Matthew: Charli’s not with you?

 

Draken: No. I told you.

 

Matthew: And is that all that’s making you weep?

 

Draken: It’s enough. And I’m not weeping, for fuck’s sake.

 

Matthew: I can see the tears between your texts. You’re weeping, cuz, you’re weeping.

 

Draken: Fuck off.

 

Matthew: I believe this is where I came in. Say hi to Freckles from both of us.

 

Draken: Don’t call her that.

 

Matthew: Why? Does it hurt your dick? Your sad, weepy dick. Now I’m starting to weep for you.

 

Draken: Have a good trip and leave me the fuck alone.

 

Matthew: You too bro.
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Email Conversation

 

FROM: Charli Almatto

TO: Draken Almatto

SUBJECT: I'm Glad You Won and All

 

Mr. Almatto/Husband of Mine/Can’t Decide What to Call You Today,

 

You didn’t call when your plane landed, is something wrong?? Something is wrong, isn’t it?

 

OK, listen, I may have started giggling hysterically when you told me about your trophy, but really, you know I’m glad about it, truly. I totally get what an honor it is and that it helps bring in research dollars. You get that, right?

 

I’m not being an insecure wife, I’m not!! I just want to make absolute positive sure you understood why I couldn’t fly out with you. It’s nothing to do with that innocent conversation we had the other day.

 

That ENTIRELY CIVIL conversation. I know what you thought but I am not sulking! I am not trying to sneakily punish you for not wanting babies! You know I want to wait just as much as you do. We’re still really young and it’s a big step to take and we’ve only been married oh my God is it that long already? Anyway I’m not ACTUALLY biologically ticking in my clock, really, it was just that I was speaking hypothetically, in case, you know, one day it happens.

 

It was solely the bad timing, Mr. Almatto. Your awards ceremony is right in the middle of term, you know that. You remember what happened last time I missed class. The instructor was all like do you not find radiology relevant, do you think I’m teaching students how to read anatomy scans because I have nothing better to do, do you think I should buy one of your illustrious husband’s space age gadgets and set up a remote imaging lab for you while you traipse off to go scuba diving leaving the rest of us mere mortals to attend class? Is vet school boring for you?

 

I tried to tell him it was just that ONE TIME and this would also be a one-time thing, but I feel like I can’t do it so soon again or my grade will suffer. Swear that’s all it was.

 

Love & smooches,

Charli

 

 

FROM: Draken Almatto

TO: Charli Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Fuck Toy Wife,

 

You’re being insecure. Calm the fuck down. Did you drink a cup of hormones?

 

-D

 

 

FROM: Charli Almatto

TO: Draken Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Yes, I did. Yummy, hormones! (ass!!!)

 

Tell me this. If it’s just me being insecure, then why did you disallow me orgasms for the entire five days you’re gone? You haven’t made me go so long in ages and you know how desperate I get this time of the month. And what about putting your mouth you-know-where for an hour, let me repeat an HOUR and then leaving me hanging on the edge of a luscious you-know-what right as your limo arrived!!! Huh?

 

And when you landed you didn’t call once and just now, look, hmm, what’s this on my phone my husband just sent me? Oh wow, it’s a video of a hot red-haired man doing all sorts of naughty things to himself looking all ripped and smug and if that is not passive aggressive punishment, sorry, DISCIPLINE, I don’t know what is. You’re mad I didn’t come with you to Chicago. Admit it.

 

XXXXXOOOOO

-Charli

 

 

FROM: Draken Almatto

TO: Charli Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

I never said I wasn’t, fuck toy. But what makes you think I don’t consider your education a priority? Of course you need to go to class. Stop the fuck reading into things that aren’t there. 

 

-D

 

 

FROM: Charli Almatto

TO: Draken Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

AHA! Aha, I knew it! I KNEWWW it!!!! You are totally mad at me.

 

If it wasn’t about my choosing school over Chicago, was it what happened the other night? With the handcuffs?

 

Gotcha,

Charli

 

 

FROM: Draken Almatto

TO: Charli Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Are you referring to the incident whereby you cuffed me while I was sleeping, reminiscent of a certain attack you launched on my person shortly after our wedding? And teased me with your pretty mouth, licking my goddamn balls and navel until I went insane? And tried to embarrass me by texting my cousin a video of me begging? And then had second thoughts, told him to delete it and then proceeded to sob yourself to sleep, having forgotten to uncuff me with your pussy inches from my dick? Leaving me cursed with blue balls and unwilling to wake my beautiful exhausted wife who needed her sleep? Is that the incident in question?

 

 

FROM: Charli Almatto

TO: Draken Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Yes that. You’ve been weird since then. I might have gone a bit overboard that time. Did it…change things for you, Mr. Almatto?

 

 

FROM: Draken Almatto

TO: Charli Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Being so sweet and submissive now, I see. You’d never know you’re the same girl that sat on my face and demanded I use my tongue in so many dirty ways. Regrets, wife?

 

 

FROM: Charli Almatto

TO: Draken Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

A few. Oh please don’t keep me in suspense, did I really mess up? I love you so much and you never let me tie you up. Well hardly ever. You really have been different. I swear something’s going on. You didn’t even say a word to me at breakfast.

 

 

FROM: Draken Almatto

TO: Charli Almatto

SUBJECT: Re: I’m Glad You Won and All

 

Need to go now. I’m at the hotel.

 

-D

 

 

Text Conversation

 

Charli: Draken? Don’t go yet!

Charli: Mr. Almatto? Are you really mad? Tell meeeeeee! 

Charli: Ugh. You’re SO UNCOMMUNICATIVE sometimes.

Charli: I even find your uncommunicativeness hot right now you bastard. I’m so horny. Please tell me I can come.

Charli: Better yet, tell me I can't!!

 

Draken: Permission denied. Busy. Getting ready for awards ceremony.

 

Charli: Love you Mr. Almatto.

Charli: Tell me you love me!

 

Draken: Love you.

 

Charli: But do you really?

 

Draken: Charli put your fucking insecurity away. 

 

Charli: Because you’re not mad?

 

Draken: I didn’t say that.

 

Charli: YOU ARE A GNOME YOU PRICK.

 

Draken: For fuck’s sake.

Draken: Right. My sweet needy darling, cup your tits and imagine it's me squeezing those gargantuan beauties.

Draken: Then call up three of your friends and have them tell you all about the best sex they ever had in loving detail.

Draken: After that, cuff your ankles apart on the bed and watch your birthday video, specifically the part where the Robasm was drilling your cunt and spanking you while I was tonguing your tits.

Draken: Do not touch your pussy. Play with your nipples and watch the video over and over until Matthew calls you with permission to stop.

Draken: You can uncuff after you post publicly how much you miss your husband.

Draken: At precisely four o’clock p.m. Seattle time, text me how you rank on the horniness scale. It had better be a 9 or a 10. Continue edging as per forthcoming instructions until midnight. Do. Not. Orgasm. At any time. Only good wives get to orgasm, and good wives don't send shouty texts. At midnight you may go to sleep.

 

Charli: Ooh.

Charli: You do love me after all. :)

Charli: I think…
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Later the same day….

 

Charli: I posted it. GOD I NEED TO COME. That was so terrible/wonderful. I’m drowning in pussy juice.

Charli: Draken?

Charli: Mr. Almatto?

Charli: Are you there?

Charli: Are you busy doing CEO business?

Charli: OK I'll leave you alone chief executive officer of my heart.

Charli: Aargh I can't I’m wet wet wet it hurts so bad let me come my clit’s so big I need something please a finger a thumb something anything, say I can touch myself down there, am I allowed to press my thighs together?? I NEED relief, PLEASE my love!!!

 

Draken: Uh, hello

Draken: This is Owen Glasnwolski, an attendee at the awards ceremony.

Draken: I’m an old friend of Draken’s.

Draken: Your husband gave me his phone to hold in case you called while he’s giving the acceptance speech.

Draken: He wanted me to tell you

Draken: Ah, yes, this is awkward.

Draken: No. The answer is no. Sorry, uh, Draken’s wife.

Draken: No. I was to tell you no to whatever questions you asked.

Draken: He also wanted me to tell you a little bit about myself so you felt more comfortable as we haven’t yet had the opportunity to meet.

Draken: My brother and I are currently doing robotics research in California. We’re interested particularly in biomimicry although most of my work has been in rapid prototyping. Glen’s worked extensively in swarms though he wants you to know he hasn’t done any work on ant-like systems. Uh, OK, we both look forward to meeting you, ah, one day, maybe if you’re with Draken at the European conference next year.

Draken: Right. Well, as I said, the answer to your question that you asked, or rather your questions, plural, is “no.”

 

Charli: OMG

Charli: OMGMGMGMGMG

Charli: Will you please shame Draken for me?

Charli: Will you shout out CHARLI WILL GET YOU FOR THIS YOU DEGENERATE BASTARD?

Charli: And I’m sorry he involved you in our games, SO sorry, I’m so embarrassed.

 

Draken: Uh I don’t know about interrupting him. He’s giving a speech right now.

Draken: It’s all right, Mrs. Almatto, I’m used to Draken’s ways. Haha. He’s quite a character, isn’t he?

Draken: He said before I go I should remind you of your project deadline.

Draken: He wants you to insert

Draken: He wants

Draken: Ah yes he wants you to insert the prototype on his desk into its charging slot.

Draken: He says you’ll know what that means.

Draken: He says to confirm back when it’s done, with a, uh, with a picture.

Draken: …

 

Charli: OMG

Charli: Mr. Glaski

Charli: Sorry what’s your name

Charli: Owen

Charli: AARGH, tell Draken to go fuck himself.

 

Draken: But is the prototype inserted? Completely? Not seeing the pic here.

 

Charli: Yes here’s the picture.

Charli: Tell him I’ll never forgive him.

Charli: Wait

Charli: Mr. Almatto?

 

Draken: Yes darling.

 

Charli: …

Charli: …

Charli: Was it you all the time?

Charli: Not this Owen character?

 

Draken: Ha. No, it was Owen. His face is red. You’ve made his day, fuck toy. Or rather, the ID has made his day.

 

Charli: ID?

 

Draken: Intelligent Dykstik. The prototype you so obediently inserted. Nice picture. That’s a very wet, ready cunt.

Draken: I had to rip my phone out of Owen’s hands. He seemed reluctant to give it up for some reason.

Draken: How does it feel? Remember what this toy does…it gets narrower the more you squeeze it and wider when your cunt relaxes.

Draken: It’s designed to teach you to exercise control over your rambunctious muscles. You get rewarded when you obey and a workout when you’re naughty.

 

Charli: Please

Charli: So humiliated

Charli: Can’t believe you did that you are a devil to me

Charli: I’ve been good please let me come.

 

Draken: You whine so beautifully. No, baby, no chance. Are you squeezing the Dykstik?

 

Charli: So hard

 

Draken: Stop squeezing it.

 

Charli: I can’t OMG I can’t it’s in me

Charli: Inside me I can’t stop squeezing it

 

Draken: You need to, greedy woman.

Draken: You’ve made me put my briefcase on my lap.

Draken: Did you stop?

 

Charli: Trying oh god its getting bigger now i have to oh god trying not to squeeze

 

Draken: Good, baby.

Draken: Sounds like it’s working as intended. I’m logging in now. There it is.

 

Charli: There what is?

 

Draken: Your ID. I’ve got its signal. Tsk, tsk. You’re squeezing.

Draken: Go and get your leather bite strap.

Draken: Kneel on the bed for me and stick your ass up high in the air.

Draken: I’m going to call you on the speakerphone.

Draken: I’ll be dealing with colleagues for the next hour or so.

Draken: You listen to us talk and it’ll be just like you’re here with us discussing advances in artificial intelligence. You might find it interesting.

 

Charli: AAAAAAAHHHH

Charli: Can I touch myself?

 

Draken: Absolutely not.

 

Charli: You are mad at me aren’t you?

 

Draken: Not anymore. I’ve decided something.

 

Charli: ????

 

Draken: Later, sweet. Calling you now. Put yourself on speakerphone as well.

 

Charli: But, but then I’ll broadcast…

 

Draken: The bite strap should muffle your cute little moans.

Draken: Do not squeeze that Dykstik in your cunt. Don’t touch any part of your body. Think of all the orgasms you’re not permitted to indulge in, my horny fuck toy.

Draken: When you hear me end the call, brush your teeth, do your bedtime ritual, and then crawl under the sheets and lie there with your thighs not touching until midnight. No squeezing allowed.

Draken: Think about what a bad girl you’ve been. When you’ve proved you can be a good girl, that means no squeezing, then you can remove the Dykstik from your beautiful pussy and go to sleep, love.

Draken: Ready?

 

Charli: Yes

 

Draken: Somebody’s squeezing the ID.

 

Charli: Grr, OK I stopped

 

Draken: Are you sobbing for me, baby? Nice and wet and missing me?

 

Charli: Yes

Charli: But what was it you decided?

Charli: Draaaaaaken
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Day 2

 

Charli: Hi Mr. Almatto you aren’t picking up your phone are you busy?

Charli: Yes? No?

Charli: That was amazing last night.

Charli: I couldn’t stop squeezing it.

Charli: I couldn’t be good. :(

Charli: You’re an evil man. :)

Charli: All day on campus my underpants were soaking. My instructors all thought I was loony in the head. I can’t even remember my last orgasm it’s been so long.

Charli: I miss you so much.

Charli: Matthew said they’re having fun on the island.

Charli: He asked me to help him reply to all your congrats emails.

Charli: He did happen to mention to me it was the whole team that won the award, not just you. Were you exaggerating about what an honor it was? Rani’s right, you have such a swelled head.

Charli: The article I read said Susan was the principle investigator, did you give her proper credit? Susan's amazing.

Charli: I don’t like it when people don’t get credit, it’s obnoxious.

Charli: Mr. Almatto? 

Charli: Are you not replying because I’m topping from the bottom again?

 

Draken: That’s not topping from the bottom, that’s nagging the hell out of me.

 

Charli: HI MY LOVE. I prefer the term topping from the bottom. It makes me sound like a superspy submissive.

Charli: Say something mushy to me.

Charli: Are you busy right now?

 

Draken: Yes, busy, thus my not picking up your phone call.

 

Charli: You sound a tad irritated.

Charli: You don’t have time to be a little mushy? Isn’t the awards ceremony over?

 

Draken: Meeting with colleagues.

 

Charli: Um OK are you mad still?

 

Draken: Charli we’re not discussing this now.

 

Charli: Oh.

Charli: Oh.

 

Draken: For fuck’s sake baby.

Draken: Leave it alone.

 

Charli: :(

 

Draken: Wife, goddammit…

 

Charli: This is NOT my being insecure and don’t you even try to imply it. You’re doing that cryptic thing again. You know you are even if you won’t admit it. You’re hiding something.

Charli: Does this have to do with that decision you mentioned yesterday?

 

Draken: Charli I love you. I miss you like fuck. It destroys me to be away from you like this. OK?

 

Charli: OK. Fine.

Charli: Whatever you say.

Charli: Me too.

Charli: So…can I come?

Charli: Just one orgasm?

 

Draken: No, fuck toy. And chill out. Relax.

 

Charli: One day I’m going to tell YOU to relax when you’re upset and you’ll see how it feels.

Charli: Today is not that day.

Charli: I do love you.

Charli: Barely.

Charli: OK, tons, it’s tons I love you. And not just because you're an evil tease.

Charli: I’ll leave you alone now. With your colleagues. Tell them hi.

Charli: Except that Owen fellow. Please just pretend to him I don’t exist.

 

 

Day 3

 

Charli: Hi.

Charli: You didn’t call me last night.

Charli: Draken…

Charli: Um, I don’t even get a not-supposed-to-call-me-Draken-it’s-Mr.Almatto-to-you?

Charli: Still busy????

 

Draken: Were you horny today?

 

Charli: Oh hi!!!!

 

Draken: Were you horny?

 

Charli: Yessss.

 

Draken: Good. How horny? Describe it, fuck toy.

 

Charli: Ooh.

Charli: I wore a sweater but my nipples were so obvious.

Charli: I had to change my underwear three times.

Charli: Rani took me out to dinner and said I needed to get laid. She meant by you naturally. She’s been getting laid so much.

Chari: She’s giving me getlaid envy.

Charli: And how was your day, husband?

 

Draken: Shitty.

 

Charli: Oh no!! Why?

 

Draken: My fuck toy is at home, wet and ready for me, and I’m here without her, hard.

 

Charli: Frustration?

 

Draken: You have no fucking idea.

 

Charli: I have it too!!!

Charli: I MISS YOU!!!!

Charli: I can’t sleep without you next to me.

Charli: Do you have to stay the whole week?

 

Draken: Longer than that, it turns out.

 

Charli: OH NO!!!!

 

Draken: I want to fly you here for a couple of hours.

 

Charli: What??? What about my exam and lab coming up? Who’ll feed and water Botface and Fluffball?

 

Draken: A staffer can install an automatic feeder. I’ll send the plane to pick you up tomorrow night. We’ll have dinner and then we'll fly you back. You’ll have plenty of time to study.

 

Charli: But, but, but, won’t you need the plane to get back? And somebody needs to pet the cats, somebody they trust.

 

Draken: Matthew will arrange everything.

 

Charli: From the island? OK. WOWWWW! YAY!!

Charli: But just dinner?

Charli: At the hotel? Nothing more? No hotel room? :(

 

Draken: No hotel room. No time for fucking. Wear a short skirt. No underwear. 

 

Charli: Wait…wait…I know you.

Charli: Will we be alone?

 

Draken: Of course we won’t fucking be alone.

 

Charli: Are you in a bad mood?

 

Draken: Charli…baby…I want to fuck you. I want to hold you. I want to see your happy face. I want to smack your impudent ass while you chatter on about the plight of the Hawaiian goose. I’ve got meetings. Of course I’m in a fucking bad mood.

 

Charli: :)
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Day 4

 

CHARLI WAS SWEATING WITH nerves. With Chicago’s mad traffic, the road trip she’d just endured had taken as long as the flight before it. Her clothes were uncomfortably tight and sticky. She was tired and jumpy and past ready to be reunited with Draken.

The interior of the downtown hotel lobby she stepped into reeked of old-world luxury, with its white carpeting and antique chandeliers way more old-fashioned and traditional than what she’d expect to appeal to a group of engineers. The chauffeur walked formally ahead of her, leading her to the undisclosed location she was to meet her husband.

Her husband and…somebody. Or more likely, several somebodies. Of course we won’t fucking be alone, he’d said. They only had a couple of hours together before she needed to return to Seattle, and with Draken in a testy mood, that could mean anything. He could be a bit…unpredictable at times.

Being married to the CEO of the Almatto Tech Corporation was its own form of heaven. As the media accounts of their Cinderella-like marriage never failed to underline, Charli’s life was now filled with comfort and convenience. What most people didn’t realize was that being so pampered had its downsides, too. Like the lack of privacy. And how busy she was, with almost no time to bake. Some days, in all honesty, life was so hectic she hardly noticed the lavish luxury surrounding her.

But her change in circumstances wasn’t the heavenly part. No, it was her all-encompassing relationship with the man who'd so unexpectedly become her life partner.

Everything had been boring and unsexy before Draken Almatto's entry into her life. And now, after a couple of years of marriage, her life had become a riotous thrill ride relieved only by rare, restful moments with her yarncrafts group.

Not that she was proud of the fact, but she hated being separated from Draken even for a few hours. This trip of his had been especially miserable due to her recent uncertainty about where she stood with him. She had a lingering fear that one day Draken would wake up and ask himself what on earth he was doing being married to her—unremarkable, unsensational Charli Fontina.

What was on his mind? Not, she hoped, that he was growing bored with her. But that anxious voice wouldn't be silenced, and Draken wasn't any help. He could be stubbornly close-mouthed when he wanted to be.

The fact that her pussy was on fire the whole time made it even worse. Everywhere she turned, there were reminders of Draken to crank up her longing, as if it needed cranking up.

On the private plane, her embarrassment bloomed every time the flight attendant hovered. He’d helped her find the video of the awards ceremony Draken was attending. Between watching her husband on the screen and being self-conscious about her clothes and her personal scent—she hardly owned any panties at all anymore, there just seemed no point—she had the dreadful feeling the attendant had been very aware of her arousal. Not that he'd been anything but respectful and kind. Draken's staff were an amazingly decent and easygoing bunch.

“The maitre d’ will seat you,” the chauffeur told her inside the discreetly lit restaurant, then nodded and walked away before Charli could reply.

“Okay,” Charli said to his disappearing back. “Thanks—uh, thanks, chauffeur man whose name I didn’t catch.” She turned around with a start to see the maitre d’ right there, smiling. “Oh, hi.”

“Mrs. Almatto? It’s an honor to meet you. Right this way.”

Charli followed the intimidatingly formal older man with hesitant, mincing steps. She was very aware of her damp thighs and tried to tug down her brief skirt so nobody else would be. He led her through double doors into a separate dining room that had dim, cool lighting and a multitude of small, glittery chandeliers.

She stopped short at the sight of the three long tables seating what appeared to be a few dozen diners. She adjusted her glasses on her nose, her eyes skimming over the heads in mild social panic, ultimately to alight on one stunningly gorgeous auburn-haired head across the room.

Dressed in one of his beautifully fitting shirts, carrying more than his fair share of vitality and charisma, the man sat surrounded by a group of men who looked very much like scientists.

Men? Yes, they were all guys at that table. The other tables did boast a few female scientists, but Charli didn’t have much opportunity to feel relief. She was preoccupied drinking in the sight of her husband.

He didn’t look stressed or irate. He sat there looking relaxed and in good spirits, gesturing with his long, muscular arm, his tall body gloriously outlined in a tailored dark blue shirt that matched those laser-sharp eyes. The deep timbre of his voice drifted over, and every cell in her body jolted at the familiar sound.

She saw exactly when he spotted her. His wrist stilled and he stopped talking. Other than that and the imperious come here tilt of his head, he didn’t acknowledge Charli’s entrance at all.

Come there? You arrogant…bossy…domineering…spoiled…husband, Charli accused him with her eyes. She caught his split-second sidelong glance. It sent a burst of heat through her. She had the sudden, wild impulse to race over and jump into his arms.

Somehow she made herself behave with genteel dignity as befitted their formal surroundings and walk calmly to him. She was, after all, still a lady, notwithstanding her husband's efforts to turn her into the baddest of bad girls. Don't worry, Charli. You're doing fine. Nobody here sees your crazy excitement. Stroll. Be cool,  just like him.

Still speaking to his tablemates, Draken stood up and pulled out an empty chair beside him. Charli stumbled a bit and blushed, aware that people were starting to stare at her. Draken was essentially ignoring her despite the gallant gesture.

He was saying, “Open source is the way forward, but ATC has to keep our foot nine tenths in the private sector until—hey,” he finally acknowledged her as she reached his side. Apparently feeling it was too much trouble to bend to her, he put his hands on her waist, lifted her easily up, and dropped a kiss on her mouth.

It started as a quick, businesslike peck. But as he raised his head and started to set her down while finishing his thought—“until AI has a better foothold in consumerist markets. Ancel, show them—” she lost a little bit of her mind. Her arms flew around his waist and clung.

She couldn't stop herself. His jaw sported a sexy shadow and his lips were so velvety and he was so warm and smelling of himself, she couldn’t help taking more and more pecks….

Help! I want him!

You’re in public, bitch! Interrupting their technical talk! It’s a conference! Conferences are serious stuff! Stop! Now, stop now!

Can’t let go! Have him at last!

You want to get spanked, Charli? He’ll spank you so hard.

Please, yes, so hard.

Charli became aware that a hush had fallen over the room and she felt Draken smirk against her mouth. Trust the man not to bat an eyelash; she sometimes wondered if anything could rattle her husband.

What about when you brought up having babies? What was that he said, hmm? “You’re talking to me about offspring. Crying infants that shit and puke. What the fuck's gotten into you?” sounds pretty darn rattled to me.

One exception. And he recovered right away. Thirty seconds of being disconcerted hardly counts.

He got drunk with Matthew that night.

Coincidence. Clearly he’s over it.

He certainly seemed unfazed by her lustful display of affection. Laughter gleamed in those blue eyes when he finally managed to set her away. Charli’s cheeks burned. Worse, her nipples tingled, and she knew they must be sticking out ridiculously.

Additionally, she felt shy, knowing she’d embarrassed herself, and also, let’s face it, shy to be greeting Draken Almatto here in this hotel.

Draken Almatto, by some miracle the husband of her. Who’d just gotten an impressive award, as if he weren’t renown enough. How could this man really be her husband?

This happened sometimes to her. Especially around strangers, she'd get the sense she was married to two men, the public man everybody owned a piece of, and the worshipful lover who was all her own.

“Uh, yeah, so, hi,” she mumbled.

“Hmm.” His grunt, coupled with his teasing look, was a full octave lower than his usual deep baritone, making her shiver. Avoiding meeting his eyes, she fluttered her hand in a little wave at all their watchers.

Draken introduced her with two succinct words. “My wife.”

“Mrs. Almatto!”

“Charli Almatto!”

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Almatto.”

“Draken’s been telling us all about you.”

The chorus of greetings, the hands flying out, made Charli tongue-tied while she shook hand after hand. She hadn’t yet mastered all the appropriate social moves for the fancier, more stylish functions she had to attend with her husband.

Draken generally dismissed her concerns—You can act however the fuck you like, darling—but his cousin Matthew occasionally seemed to enjoy giving her etiquette lessons. When she tried to learn how to stop blushing and stammering, though, both men sabotaged her efforts.

“It's who you are,” Matthew kept saying blandly.

“No, don’t sit down,” Draken told her now as she started to sink bashfully into her seat. “Wei—Charli, I want you to meet Wei Young. Wei and Owen’s team—you remember Owen—” Charli’s blush deepened as she spotted the two neatly dressed young men—“have been working with the Almatto Gallagher Foundation. They’d like your help with a special project. Wei, you have the—great.” Draken accepted the object the other man passed to him and held it up high.

He paused, looked straight at Charli, and mouthed I love you.

The words and the wicked glint in his eyes were her only warning.

“There’s no reason not to get started right away,” he announced, setting his arm across her shoulders. “Charli’s got a tight schedule to keep to today, so let’s go ahead and make use of her now as she’ll be flying straight out again tonight.”

Charli stiffened, reacting to the ominous message contained in his words. Get started? Get started making use of her?

“As I was saying earlier, we’ll be killing two birds with one stone today. No doubt you can see after that greeting we just shared that my wife is in a state of heightened sexual arousal, with twofold cause—my absence and some pretty extreme orgasm prohib. She’s been hovering there for about a hundred hours now, isn’t that right, sweetness?”

After delivering that bombshell, Draken grinned down at Charli for confirmation.
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HEIGHTENED AROUSAL?

Orgasm PROHIB?

Whaaaaat….

But Draken was going on in what Charli recognized as his “engineer” voice. “Our mission tonight will be to try to harness that horniness while we test the Glas-Young rod. Charli's been loving using the Intelligent Dykstik to gain control over her vaginal muscles, and right at this moment she's dripping with enthusiasm for anything that promises to give her some relief.” He smiled at her ingenuously. “So to speak.”

Like a deer caught in headlights, Charli stood there frozen. Every humiliating word that had emerged from Draken's lips had drilled itself into her cells. As a result, her body now burst into flames. Within her core began a thundering throb that made standing on two legs a serious challenge. Because…mortification.

Her husband was still talking. She heard nothing.

“Mr. Almatto,” she croaked in a futile attempt to interrupt, automatically reverting to the name he had once insisted she always obsequiously call him, back when he was still in denial about what was between them.

While her mind began ping-ponging.

He wouldn’t.

Oh, no? Why wouldn’t he?

Well, because he loves you and this would purely humiliate you.

But that’s why he would, silly.

No, he wouldn’t. Not here. Not with this many of his professional  peers who aren't even his employees or even in the same research field. He’s never gone quite this far before. Draken wouldn’t do that. Not….

Excuse me, did you forget who it was you married? Does Draken Almatto ever not push limits? About anything?

Well, well, um, there was this one time…hmm.

And does he not know your…particular…eclectic…tastes? Well? What was that? I didn’t hear you….

He knows, dammit. He knows my kinks better than I do.

Thank you. Now answer me this, oh Naive Side of Charli: does or does not your audacious husband manage to get away with murder on a regular basis and do you or do you not love it with every iota of your being?

Well, not literally murder. He’s actually pretty sweet. For a, you know, ruthless bastard.

I rest my case. Oh, and one more point. How long has it been since he’s sprung something like this on you?

Um…months?

Wouldn’t you say he’s well past due? Plus he was angry with you about something, if you’ll recall. What more do you need in terms of motivation?

Oh shit.

She forced herself to focus on Draken's words. When coping with his mischief, information was power.

“As a bit of background,” he was saying to the room at large, “and to settle once and for all the rumors that we've seen circulating…yes, my wife and I do occasionally enjoy mixing business with pleasure, at least when the occasion calls for it. We're all for sexual exploration as long as it's fun, harmless, and consensual. So folks, today in particular happens to be a very special occasion for us.”

Wait, he said what? Special occasion?

“First, I want to remind you that today’s events are confidential and the information shared here proprietary. Please refer to the document you all signed earlier. What this boils down to is the press won’t be joining us, security cameras are on blackout, and we’re enforcing social media silence—so no phonecams. If you’re here, it's because you’ve successfully convinced me you won’t be sharing tonight’s demonstration with anyone, including your pet goldfish. Basically,” he drawled, “I won’t fuck you over if you’re not a dick.”

“Your wife, now,” someone called out. “Does Charli officially work for your corporation?”

“No, Dr. Petrev, not officially, but she falls under the auspices of all agreements pertaining to ATC, in terms I set, as I am effectively my own Board of Directors.” He smiled with all his teeth. “For those of you who haven’t met Charli, this isn’t the first time we’ve recruited her help with ATJ field research. She's an old pro. You can see from her charming blush that this is an unexpected treat for her. It's also in a manner of speaking a surprise party. You see, what Charli doesn’t know is that the webcomic she publishes has just won a prestigious creative award.”

At this news, Charli stumbled back in shock. Her mind raced, and when it arrived at a likely destination, her heart thudded. Eyes wide, she let her lips silently form the name of the award, and Draken gave a faint nod.

“Somebody appears to have submitted my wife's work anonymously to the contest committee—” he smoothly ignored her muttered somebody?—“and yesterday the winners were announced. People, my Charli won second place. Given the calibre of competition she faced, you can imagine how proud I am of this woman, subtle though I may be about it at times.“ This was said so drily everyone laughed, as the Almatto couple was famous for their overt devotion to each other to the point of literally becoming an online meme. “My congratulations gift to her, then, is this dinner here, tonight. I'd say this makes tonight a celebration of achievement for both science and art.”

Whoa! It was?

Holy crap, Charli. He submitted your quirky panels! He knew you’d never do it! He has confidence in you! She tried to gasp out her befuddlement. “You…you really….”

“Here you go, Charli, put your foot up on this chair.”

Charli blinked rapidly at her husband. “But I don’t—”

“Foot,” he said crisply. “Up. High up here, so we can get this show on the road. In front of all these mathematicians, engineers, and trained scientists,” he added, showing he knew quite well how Charli reacted to being the subject of scientific scrutiny.

“But my skirt,” she whispered painfully.

“Is appallingly revealing,” he agreed, showing his dimple.

“This is super humiliating,” she breathed, raising her knee so her skirt slid up. Due to her woeful lack of panties, the action gave the people across the table a clear, lurid view of her very juicy private parts.

“Of course it is,” he murmured. “That's exactly why we appreciate your willingness to help us test the new device.” He bent to say into her ear, “Just in case you missed it, they've all signed a nondisclosure.”

“They did for real?” she whispered.

“Always, love. Even the servers.”

“And I really won second place? It’s not some practical joke?”

“You did.”

“And you didn’t rig the whole thing?”

“No, I damn well didn’t,” he said irritably.

“You look tired. Those are circles under your eyes. Have you been getting enough sleep?”

“Lift that skirt higher.” Now the edge in his voice was sharper.

“Um, are you still mad at—oh, shit,” she gasped.

Around her the scientists and engineers were talking, observing her in that way analytical people tended to do, with open curiosity, like she was some kind of fascinating, wondrous specimen. Then she saw the thing in Draken’s hand and blanched. He held it up high so it was visible to everyone in the room.

“Check it out, people. This right here is the Glas-Young rod. Charli will be giving it a whirl in a moment. Like the Dykstik, the Glas-Young has a responsive design, but with a notable difference. The Dykstik encourages the user to relax and contract her inner muscles. In contrast, this particular piece does something even more mind-blowing. It prolongs female orgasm. Some of you are no doubt thinking I refer here to helping the user build up to an explosive climax. Nope. We mean prolong. Assuming the sensor functions have been fixed and the coding is now free of errors, we should soon be looking at the first public demonstration of a ten-minute-long orgasm.”

After one incredulous glance at her husband, Charli burst into giggles.

Ten minute?

Orgasm?

“Yeah, sure,” she gasped. Then she caught her husband’s expression. Holy crap, he’s serious. “Wh-what?” Charli stammered. “WHAT?”

Draken ignored Charli, addressing the room. “Those with health concerns will be happy to hear the Glas-Young device has been tested as safe on people with excellent heart fitness, and of course as a woman in her prime, Charli’s health is phenomenal. Dr. Whitley, since you worked with the design team, why don’t you give us a rundown of what happens metabolically with this thing?”

A lanky, dark man stood up. “Happy to,” he said, and cleared his throat. “You have to realize the orgasms produced by the Glas-Young are not the same as your normal, everyday multiple orgasms or even your classic singular orgasm with clitoral and vaginal involvement. The ten-minute orgasm is actually a hair over nine and a half minutes long and is induced externally, with our device providing the stimulation that not only triggers but sustains an orgasm without the need for the user’s own body to produce the full suite of hormones and cellular energy needed for the normal orgasmic processes. If you like, you can think of it as a mostly mechanical process. Our working slogan is, 'Glas-Young makes it, you ride it.'”

There was a collective awed hush, and the man waited a minute for his listeners to absorb what Charli had to admit was a pretty amazing idea.

“Dr. Whitley? Assuming what you claim is true, how is it even feasible that this is medically sound?” a male voice somewhere behind Charli called out. “When I read the literature, it sounded like something out of a bad science fiction movie.”

The man chuckled. “I know, right? But the way it works, since we wanted the spasms to last a long time, we've perforce lowered the intensity  to allow for a more subdued experience. It works out to be less strain on the respiratory and cardiovascular systems than a brisk walk of the same duration. Of course the user’s natural metabolic supports will affect the intensity level. Any other questions?”

“I have one,” Draken drawled. “Since my Charli is so turned on and she’s exceptionally fit and healthy, am I right in thinking the results will be that much more pleasurable for her?”

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Whitley said eagerly. “We’re not expecting screams, nothing on that scale, but you should get a long, fun, I like to describe it as gently pulsing ride for the user, followed by a period of deep, satisfying sleep when experienced in the ideal environment.”

“Draken,” a woman called out, “Are you really telling us this is one continuous orgasmic event?”

“And what's your basis for saying it's not dangerous?” another voice demanded.

“Indeed I do, Myrna. Mr. Christopher, we’ve done longitudinal studies for safety. On a more personal note, I assure you I’d never put my wife in any danger. We’ll be monitoring her closely as a precaution, but no, as long as it’s not misused, it’s no more dangerous than any other adult toy. As a further check, Charli can end the orgasm at any point by removing the device.”

Draken then turned to Charli and cupped her cheek. “Well, sweetness?” he murmured.

She knew what he was asking. “Okay. All right. Omigod. This is insane. You actually patented a new kind of orgasm. Are you like Frankenstein or something?”

His blue eyes gleamed. “Don’t panic, now.” He slipped a band around her wrist and lifted up her limp arm, and with unseeing eyes, Charli watched him fasten sticky pads onto her skin.

“Will I die? You’re sure I won’t die?”

“I’m sure. You can go ahead and lift your skirt all the way above your hips for us now.” He leaned down and growled in her ear, “Show us all that hardworking little pussy that’s been patiently waiting for its reward.”

Trembling with trepidation—she prayed Draken knew what he was doing here—Charli bent over and curled up the hem of her peach skirt all the way to the waistband. Now her gently swelling tummy was revealed smattered with freckles. As well as the damp wisps of dark hair below, framing her delicate pink lips, glistening with wetness.

In the taut silence that blanketed the room as attention zeroed in on Charli's pussy, Draken slowly raised his eyes to hers. “Go ahead and put it in.” He pressed the small rod into her hand.

“What?” Charli made herself focus on it. “Me? Now? H-here? Right now?”

“You don’t want me doing it,” he advised.

She gulped and, trying valiantly to ignore what had to be over twenty sets of eyes focused on her with keen, yet bizarrely dispassionate interest, tentatively inserted the G-Y device, trying to effect nonchalance.

Just your everyday after-dinner sex toy demonstration.

C'mon. Put it in. Bend your knees, take aim, and slide it right up there.

In front of this intimidating group of prominent researchers. And wait staff.

In a high class hotel.

Nothing new.

The thing went in embarrassingly easy and slick, and she almost convulsed on the spot with delight.

See? That was easy.

Then:

Oh, God, oh, shit. I can’t believe I just did that. All at Draken's behest. In front of all these scary people. While they looked at me. That woman over there and those guys at that table, look how fascinated they are! They all look really excited and interested. Holy hell.

Hastily she let the skirt fall and brought her leg down, restoring her modesty once more. Technically. And tried to keep her expression calm and dignified as she bravely met Draken’s eyes.

She didn’t fool him one bit.

“Very, very good job,” Draken purred. He sat down squarely on his chair. A moment later he was pulling her down into his lap to cradle her right up against his groin.

Charli jumped with surprise. Where it was hidden from view, Draken’s huge erection house itself between her bottom cheeks, pushy as hell, just like him. The evidence that he was so hungry for her only made her own desire a thousand times worse.

“Fuck, it’s good to see you,” he murmured into her hair too low for anyone else to hear, and she sensed him inhaling her scent. “Hey, stop squirming so much. What’s the matter?”
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WHAT WAS THE MATTER? He dared ask her what was the matter?

As if he didn't know the reasons she was freaking out.

Let's see, let's list them, shall we?

One. She wasn’t alone with him.

Two. She was a test subject.

Three. She was aroused enough that she might burst out crying.

Four. There was a rod inside her that everybody was fully aware of.

Five. Said rod was woefully inadequate, the equivalent of an erotic torture device.

Charli clenched on it secretly. And immediately wondered if they all knew what she was doing. Something told her they had to. She made a low, gurgling sound of dismay.

“What was that?” Draken said with audacious innocence.

“H-horny,” she mumbled. “So horny. You know that, you awful person. And I miss you and it’s all your fault.”

He stroked her hair. “Are you hungry for dinner, Mrs. Horny? She’ll have a cream soda and the chicken kiev.” Charli looked up to see the elegant female server smiling behind them.

“No!” she exclaimed.

But then Draken casually bounced her on his knee, a "friendly" move that sent a jolt of blood through her. She couldn’t help but clench. And then…and then the most amazing ripples began to shudder through her passage. She gasped. Her eyes widened.

And registered all. Their stares.

On her.

Definitely knowing stares.

“Mr. Almatto!” she choked out. “It’s…it’s….”

“Mm, I see. Wei,” Draken asked in his deep carrying voice, “what’s my wife’s graph like?”

The wiry, pleasant-looking man sitting a few places down had his head buried in his phone. “She’s at status ready,” he said without looking up. Then he seemed to remember Charli was present and glanced up to smile at her, blowing his cute guy-bangs out of his eyes. Mortified, she covered her cheeks with her palms. “Mrs. Almatto, you can relax. We’re monitoring your vitals. You don’t have to do anything. The instrument is reading your…uh…signals just fine.”

“Signals?” cried Charli. “What signals?”

“Oh, well, you know, the usual conditions, temperature, humidity, neural impulses, pressure….”

“Pressure.” Charli’s appalled gaze met Draken’s warmly amused one. “Pressure.”

“How hard you’re trying to fuck the stick,” he said mildly. “You heard Mr. Young. Sit back, relax…let it happen. This isn’t an experiment, just a demo, darling. No stress at all,” he added.

“She’s close…status three already,” Wei said suddenly. “The program’s running. She’ll be feeling the gyrations soon…actually, now.” Next to him, Owen reached for the phone and Wei pointed to the reading. The two men abruptly stared at Charli.

Then somebody said, “Did it start?”

And Charli was paralyzed with self-consciousness as inside her body, without her doing anything, she felt ripples electrify her passage. The sensation traveled smoothly, secretly into the stem of her clit, making it feel like it had swelled to the size of a pinky finger. She shifted in astonishment and confusion.

“Status three sub E,” Owen blurted. “Mrs. Almatto, ah, have you begun to, ah….”

“Not yet,” Draken said, tweaking a dark curl away from her glasses. “She’s still getting adjusted. You’ll know when it happens. I promise. It’s absolutely…unmistakable.”

“Oh!” Charli heard the exclamation before she was conscious of making it, jolted by a new sensation inside her body. “Oh, crap. Crappy crapshit.”

Regrets, as always, washed over her too late. Why had she agreed to this? Why had she naively said yes please to letting a roomful of international robotics scientists observe her trying out Draken’s latest evil self-pleasuring device, just because she was both skeptical of and desperate to experience this legendary ten-minute orgasm of Draken’s?

That’s why.

Oh.

He was stroking her arm, saying something—not to her. To one of the male scientists. While she was on the edge of…orgasm?

If so, it was such a strange one. There was no sensation of climbing, reaching, straining. Just a wave oncoming that she couldn’t avoid, hitting her and receding, then advancing farther. It felt terrifically good. And made her feel utterly vulnerable. She had no control over this. She glared impotently at Draken. Who deliberately turned to the person next to him and started talking about the latest blockbuster movie.

While Charli sat ludicrously on his lap, just…being revved up.

Gradually her world reduced to her pussy. All was the pussy. She was the pussy.

She supposed it was inevitable. Days of denial, days of longing for her absentee husband…now her pussy was all she could think of. It was severely inappropriate. Abysmally demeaning.

Except not really.

These moments with Draken—it was always Draken who created them—were some of the most transcendent they shared. As much as he faked ignoring her, Draken was fully aware of what was going on, hard as steel in his pants, and utterly in love with her. She knew that.

That didn’t make it any less embarrassing.

Sublimely embarrassing.

As if his deep voice were the signal, everybody else started talking to each other, too.

And that, of course, was when it happened. When something swept her up in its powerful grip, making her protest, “Draken, I’ll never forgive you for…oh my shit oh my shit ohmyshitohMYSHIT!” It rang out mortifyingly loudly.

That was bad enough. But what had her gripping Draken’s arm next was the orgasm being of unexpected intensity and just…not…stopping.

Discretion was impossible. She hadn’t anticipated that. She’d sort of planned, if this thing worked the way it supposedly did, to bite her lip in a subdued, mannerly way, tuck her chin down mutely, and perhaps let him hold her while she secretly quaked inside. He’d said it wouldn’t be too intense. She’d been reassured by being fully dressed.

Nope.

This was not intense?

Not intense?

She sat on Draken’s lap chewing the flesh of her inner cheek to keep from yelling out. The reverberations weren’t so unbearably powerful that she completely lost her mind, but they were…wonderful. Getting wonderfuller. Ramping up every second, in fact.

Staying still was not happening. Squirming was. Draken’s arm was a tight band around her, minimizing her movements. Abruptly she realized she was humping his leg. Oh, no. Oh, God. She had to stop. Humping. Him. No matter how rock-hard his thigh was.

Don’t go for the knee bone!

But how could she stop?

It felt goooooood. So. Fucking. LUSCIOUS.

Wow.

Wow wow wow, oh, WOOOOWWWWWWWW.

The room fell silent, suddenly drawing Charli’s attention. She blinked through dazed, fogged eyes, trying to see everyone through her steamed-up lenses,. Her jaw had slackened and harsh sounds were issuing from her not-so-ladylike throat.

She was their focus. No, her pussy was. Her pussy was the focus of everyone in the room. Because it was her focus, and because she was being loud about it. And moving around in an entirely inappropriate way, given she was sitting here at a professional dinner conference and it simply did not stop. For a moment. It came in waves, never letting her off the ride. They were right. This wasn’t the same as a multiple orgasm.

Stop panting. You’re too noisy. You sound like a sex-crazed maniac.

How? How am I supposed to stop? Tell me that! The damned orgasm isn’t stopping!

I don’t know, just stop—pant—pant—panting—

OK, but then I have to get it out some other way!

“Dra—Dra—Drak—Kake—Drakay!”

She heard, “Shhh” and felt Draken gather her up more tightly in his arms. At that point, she ceased trying to reason with herself and just clung to him.

“You doing okay?” he said quietly. “Owen says your pulse is fine, everything looks good on this end,” and when Charli didn’t answer except with tiny, animalistic whimpers he prompted, “Take it out?” Mortification burned her face as she shook her head. “You like it in?” She nodded, cringing.

Hearing him inhale through his gritted teeth and knowing his cock was primed for her, she came even harder, shuddering.

“Can she comment?” she heard someone say, and Draken answered, “Better wait. She's adjusting. How many minutes?” and someone said after a pause, “It’s only been two, we’re just beginning…now three. Six and a half more to go. Four hundred seconds more or thereabouts.”

That “four hundred seconds” exploded in Charli’s mind. Four hundred seconds of sinful pleasure in her pussy while the whole room watched. Oh, lordy, if only she weren’t the only one here experiencing this! If only someone else were here as a guinea pig, too, another demonstrator dividing people’s attention, maybe it wouldn’t be quite so humiliating.

She was the sole focus.

Had Draken guessed how utterly fabulous it would be?

Obviously.

“I wish we had some external input aside from the vocalizations,” she heard, and then her husband drawled, “That could be arranged,” and while she was thinking, oh, hell and damnation, these data nerds are probably recording my rude noises on audio, it hit her what Draken must mean by “input”. Right before she was lifted off his lap and carried away.

Draken was carrying her even as she orgasmed and the other diners watched. It seemed wrong, very wrong. She hiccupped helplessly. And gave Draken an outraged look when she found herself laid down on the floor. Stretched out on the gleaming hardwood floor! How was this science? Oh, no! Her skirt was being peeled up to her waist and her knees were being raised and spread wide and everyone was standing around her, looking at her bare pussy as she climaxed.

Bare pussy. While clothed.

Spread open.

Climaxing. On the floor.

With a sex toy inside her. Sticking out just enough to be rude.

No sooner had the thought of closing her legs passed through her than she realized she couldn’t; her diabolical husband had wedged her ankles between the leg bracers of two chairs to keep her legs apart. It was one of his favorite tricks.

Suddenly it hit her how bad the situation was. She was lying here, stuck and exposed, in the private dining room of an elegant historic hotel under the unrelenting stares of a bunch of strangers. The realization alone nonplussed her. Being nonplussed made her moan with ecstasy. The sound of her own moan made her chagrined, and chagrin started the cycle all over again.

Charli heard the scientists talking. She was terrified they would take out their phones. She heard her husband murmuring.

But did she care? Not so much.

Because the orgasm went on and on and on.

It was so on.

And unlike most orgasms, there was no winding down, no sense of exhaustion. If anything, it ramped up more the longer it continued She tried to focus in the general direction of Draken’s voice.

When she found him by the glow of his auburn hair and realized he wasn’t even looking at her, but had his arms folded across his chest and seemed entirely unselfconscious despite the hard-on tenting his pants, she became crazed. Even knowing why—every other cock in this room would be nearly as hard—fallout of working in sex toy development; Charli was used to it by now. But this was Draken virtually flaunting his erection at her in public.

It was good, it was good, it was insanely good.

“Time?” she heard, and then “Three hundred twelve seconds to go. Almost halfway there. She’s still going strong.”

Halfway? “Oh, my God,” she cried out.

Draken turned toward her with leisurely casualness. He went silent, as did the others around him. Some of the scientists had gathered close enough to block out the light. They were staring directly down at her on the floor. The others sitting at their tables and still eating were no doubt looking at her as well.

Eating…some of these people were eating through this! Damn them! And waiters were moving around! With dessert trays!

I mean they all look polite and encouraging, none of them are being deriding…you'd almost think this was routine for them. But still!

This was beyond wrong. Yet Charli couldn’t bring herself to stop it. She could only try not to blabber more than the necessary minimum. “Draken! Draken! Ah!”

“Like I said, unmistakable,” she heard her husband say.

She winced. Shut her eyes. Tried mantras.

Something brushed her hair. Her eyes flew open and she saw with alarm that a server had stepped around her. Plates were being removed from the tables. She saw a tray of after dinner drinks. She glimpsed Draken talking to one of the servers, the server nodding.

Probably threatening him with unspeakable horrors if he should say anything.

Indeed, a moment later her husband was crouching down and murmuring an astonishing figure in her ear.

“That’s how much you—paid them?” she managed. “It’s enough to live on for—the rest of their—lives if they’re thrifty.”

He grinned and kissed her cheek.

She managed to grab his arm. “What if—oh GOD—what if they do anywayyyyyyy. Drak—Draken what if they talk about me to the whole world?”

“Shh, then we’ll pay the fines, launch a PR campaign for sexual liberty, double your close protection, move to the deep jungle…do whatever we need to do, darling. As always.”

“But your professional repuTATION OH MY GOD.”

 “I’m not worried. Relax, baby.”

“I am relaaaaxed oh shit Draken it feels, it feels, it’s too much, I can’t bear it.”

“You can always take it out…erm, ask me to,” he amended, assessing her and accurately gauging her unwillingness to let go of him for anything.

“Is she commenting?” Suddenly everyone was surrounding them, pushing in. “Mrs. Almatto, hi, I’m Glen Glasnwolski, nice to meet you, can you describe the sensations? How does it compare to a self-originating or partner-originating orgasm?”

“Not nooooowwww,” she wailed. “Interview me later! Please cover my face.”

“Can’t, it’s data,” Draken said blandly.

But it wasn’t her face they were looking at primarily, but her pussy, as well as her breasts, which she feared were moving unfettered under her blouse. With all that writhing and all the convulsions, she started to become aware of her muscles tiring.

She began gasping for oxygen. It was no worse than playing volleyball, though. She'd swear exercise endorphins were kicking in, in addition to the regular climax. She started to stammer as much to Draken, knowing he'd find it interesting, but changed her mind at the sight of all the faces.

They showed rapt awe along with earnest enthusiasm. These folks were really into this stupid technology. Sure, there was a little bit of lust, but she had no fear. She didn’t know how Draken managed it, but somehow he kept people in line whenever he orchestrated such events.

Charli shut her eyes, wishing she were alone with him so she could go wild. Although knowing all these people were making her the center of attention was unbearably, sinfully delicious, the cherry on top of her orgasm sundae.

Draken was right. It was the perfect way to celebrate.

Draken had been the first man to figure out that Charli’s conservative manner and dress hid an exhibitionist-cum-hedonist soul with more kinks than a chain link fence. Kinks that needed one catalyst to activate…a catalyst that had turned out to be him.

Her husband relished this part of Charli, no doubt about it. Relished driving her beyond reason, despite his possessiveness. It wasn’t unknown for him to growl at anybody who came too close to her. Yet when he indulged her on birthdays, holidays, and other special occasions, he reined in his lock-Charli-away-in-a-cave urges so she could satisfy her burst-out-of-the-cave-naked ones.

She loved him so much.

“How much longer?” she panted.

“Three minutes or so,” came the answer, and she gurgled and began to pleasurably sob.

 


Chapter 8
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DRAKEN WATCHED HIS DELECTABLE wife wantonly test out what might be the sexiest device ever commissioned by Almatto Tech Joy and wondered how much longer he’d survive it. Each second that passed, the urge to carry her out of here grew stronger. Or hell, to leave the room, as so many had done before him. He doubted Charli had even noticed the others leaving. Half the people here were now uninterested in her appearance except academically only because they’d vanished for fifteen crucial minutes.

But taking the edge off his lust never worked.

The only one who truly satisfied it was Charli, herself.

Charli.

Wife.

Voluptuous tits shaking, exotic pussy on display, sassy mouth yelling, freckled cheeks glowing with embarrassment, big brown eyes fluttering at him happily behind those adorable lenses….

Charli, his perfect woman.

Belonging to him and him alone.

She was the center of his world.

But nothing lasted forever. Fuck life to the bowels of hell. Everything had to change, even the heavenly bliss of marriage. He’d known from the beginning it would come to an end. Just as this killer long orgasm must fade away, so too did his exclusive relationship with this irreplaceable woman. Their relationship was doomed. He'd finally accepted the inevitable, but it infuriated him no end.

Gritting his teeth, he bent again to her. “Enjoying yourself?”

“Mmph—yes oh God yes.”

“If you yell any louder, they’ll hear you out in the lobby.”

The shamed look on her face, combined with the lust, was quintessential Charli—cute and innocent and defiant all at once. He glanced at the pendulum clock on the wall. Damn it to fuck and back. He wanted all night with her, not just a few more minutes. But the plane Matthew'd had his office schedule was waiting for her to board.

“How’s she doing?” he asked Owen.

“Status five sub two,” Owen said, clearing his throat. “Everything looks excellent.” 

“She’s really into it,” Wei blurted. “Enjoying it. From—uh, a numbers perspective. That is to say, her plot—graph—the data, it seems to say, indicate, she’d be a satisfied, uh, consumer, if she weren't, uh, your wife.”

Both men looked shell-shocked. Draken couldn’t blame them. Charli tended to have that effect on heterosexual males. Also on bi or gay females. Hell, on straight females too, and gay men. On road signs as well, presumably, and orbiting satellites. Her orgasms probably reverberated throughout the galaxy and triggered stars to go nova. He’d long since recognized that he’d married a love goddess. He ground his teeth as he stared at her sweetly agonized face.

It was all he could do not to yank out that goddamned sex tool and plow her in front of all his esteemed colleagues.

He caught the eye of one of the servers. He'd noticed the man’s attention kept straying to Charli as he was busing dirty dishes. Draken had seen his crestfallen expression earlier when the staff had been warned against using cameras and Draken had read out the clause in the agreement prohibiting connected devices. The server wouldn’t try anything. He might think about talking later, but Draken would take care of that.

A few pics had already been attempted by attendees with inconspicuous gadgets; Draken would deal with those people later as well. It came with the territory of indulging his wife. If Charli knew the measures he now routinely took to jam and scramble phone transmissions during their special sessions, she would object on principle. Loudly.

Some things it was better she not know, for her own good, and, he acknowledged sheepishly, for his. Spy gadgets weren’t just for the feds and hobbyists; they littered Draken’s playground. Sports gear was the cornerstone of the Almatto Tech Corporation, and artificially intelligent adult toys a fast-growing sideline. However, certain other inventions he’d covertly sponsored and developed only a few people knew about. If Charli knew, she’d waste a week of her life lecturing him on who-knows-what about it.

Charli might also potentially have an issue with some of his intimidation methods.

And retaliations.

And containment measures.

But again. He was good with being the asshole in this marriage, as long as it meant his sweet Charli didn’t have to put up with any intimidation from pricks other than him.

When Charli’s orgasm had thirty seconds left on the clock, he started soothingly stroking her glorious brown hair, which had become matted down with sweat. His wife had been reduced to gasps. Her hips were moving in that belly dancer way that pleased him, her tits flying free…and he didn’t even think she was aware that the whole time, she’d been tracking his location. No matter where he moved, she reached for him.

“Two waters,” he said to a passing server, and not for the first time rued Matthew’s absence. He trusted his cousin implicitly to take care of any loose ends.

However, at the moment it was Ancel Schmidt, a new ATJ hiree, who was acting as Draken’s P.A. The man was known for screwing anything with legs, and Draken didn’t want him anywhere near Charli. He sighed. “Schmidt, enough with the notes. Get portraits and profiling of everyone here, hotel staff included. Send links to Matthew. Any leaks that I find particularly annoying I’m holding you accountable for.”

Ancel gulped. “Yes, sir.”

Charli’s orgasm had finally ended. She began to weep in that way of hers that said she was overcome by the magnitude of what had just happened. He scooped her up, rose, and walked out with her. Excited voices followed him, which he ignored. The hotel lobby was teeming with people. Impatiently he strode to the elevators.

“Draken?” she blubbered. “Where are we going?”

“My room,” he said curtly.

“I thought you said we didn’t have time to—”

“I changed my mind,” he stated, shifting her in his arms, paying no attention to the gaping onlookers. “We have thirty minutes before you have to head out.”

“I love you,” she hiccuped. “Are you mad at me?”

“No.”

“Sure?”

“Yes.”

“Are you sure sure?”

It went on like this. He was alternating between laughing and biting her by the time they got to his suite.

He dropped her straight onto the bed, then landed on top of her with a throaty, “fucking goddamn hell, woman” and took her mouth with a groan of pure relief even as he shoved open her legs.

A moment later the Glas-Young rod was out and he was in. That first deep, slicing thrust found her exquisitely tight, hot, and wet. Charli’s cunt had narrowed and toned in his absence—his good, good girl had done all her exercises.

Apparently he sounded like a wounded animal upon entry, because his wife’s tears dried up and she snort-giggled even as she yelped, “Ow.”

He lifted his head to give her a meaningful stare. “I love you.”

“I love you.” Mercurial as ever, she burst into tears. “I don’t want to go. I have to. But I really don’t want to. I miss you when you go away. I miss your dickishness even. I love you so much.”

The heart he’d never known he possessed seemed to crack open further each time he looked into those incredibly overemotional brown eyes. “I—need you, Charli. Love—you.” He tried to curtail his thrusts, he could feel he was overstretching her, but her transparent expression told him she was adoring his size. He drove home again and again. Nothing felt like this.

“I love you! Ow! Don’t stop! Ooph.”

“Love—you.”

“Are we being too—”

“Maudlin? Sentimental?” he growled.

“Yes! Oh, I love you!”

“Of course we—fucking are. Your fault. Fucking. Love. You. I’ll never have you close—enough—to me—woman.” He clenched his ass, holding off the building explosion to bare his teeth at her. “When you get home—you lock on Ms. Chastity—until I’m back, you hear me?”

“Not the evil belt! You are—mad at me. Aren’t—you—oh gaaaaahd! I love youuu!”

If a qualified futurist had tried to tell Draken that exploding naked inside a particular woman’s cunt would one day become his highest form of joy, he’d have fired him. Yet that was the truth. Nothing matched locking eyes with his woman while blasting his jizz deep into her. Nothing equaled seeing that expression of grateful wonder—which he had the bad feeling was reflected off his own expression—as her arms and legs locked fiercely around him.

Confirming they belonged to each other.

Last Valentine’s Day, Charli had forced him to watch My Fair Lady, a sappy musical about a snobbish professor who tried to turn a coarse commoner into a refined lady. He’d realized how very hooked he was on his wife when he found himself riveted by the man’s wistful song, “I’ve Grown Accustomed to Her Face.” Every line of the absurd chorus applied to him. Hell, he saw eerie similarities between himself and the arrogant prick of a professor, except in his case, Charli was My Brunette Fuck Toy. She’d stolen his serenely independent existence from him simply by being her honest self.

It enraged him to think this would all end, and so soon. All because of her deviant, base, primitive needs. All because he’d been ambushed by domestic bliss.

“You know I love you with all the love ever,” she said on a shuddering sigh as he gathered her close.

“Ditto you and this sassy ass,” he muttered, squeezing her derriere. “I’ll whip it to a burn next time I see you.”

“What about now?” She plucked wheedling little kisses at the base of his throat.

“No time. I've got to get you on that plane.” He forced himself to push her away. This was the last he’d see of her for days. He’d have no access to her body, her scent, her freckles, her needy hunger. Fuck this fucked situation.

“And you’re really not mad at me? And don’t say—”

“We’ll talk when I get back.”

“Aaargh, I knew you’d say that, you gnome!”

 


Chapter 9
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DRAKEN’S LAST OMINOUS WORDS haunted Charli over the next few days.

We’ll talk when I get back.

He hardly called, and then only briefly. All his texts were sexy teases. He sent her one email—one—wishing her good luck on her exam. By early next week, Charli had worked herself, along with her friends, into a frenzy trying to guess what was on Draken’s mind.

With her husband, there was no telling what it might be.

What was worse, she hadn’t been permitted an orgasm since their brief time together in Chicago. She knew Draken was relieving his own lust daily, for he told her. He knew it drove her wild when he got all the orgasms he wanted and she got none. And her misery was worse than that, for he’d ordered her to wear Ms. Chastity, the diabolical intelligent device that kept her lust finely tuned.

He wanted her so horny she was twitching when he next saw her, he informed her smugly.

By Wednesday, she was there, writhing all through the night, mewling with desire and texting him a barrage of pleas for mercy. Her need became so great she nearly forgot to worry about what was on Draken's mind.

His response? A demand for tit and pussy pics and a recommendation to take up Buddhist meditation.

Their last texting conversation before he left his hotel reminded her that Draken Almatto would never be predictable.

 

Draken: Suffer, sweetness. Ms. Chastity is not coming off until you give me what I want.

 

Charli: I’ll give it to you right now! Tell me what I have to do!

 

Draken: You can’t. You know, darling, nobody else would I let screw with my life the way you do.

 

Charli: What do you mean? You know I’ll give you anything Mr. Almatto.

 

Draken: No you won’t. You won’t rest until I’m a hollow shell of a man.

 

Charli: WHAT DO YOU MEAN??

 

Draken: I love you, Charli, but I always knew this marriage shit was a trap.

 

Charli: WHAAAAT?

 

Draken: You’re mine. Nobody else’s. Say it.

 

Charli: I’m yours my love. XXXXOOOO

 

Draken: You will always be mine.

 

Charli: Yes. :)

 

Draken: You are fucking destroying me.

 

Charli: What? NO!? Don’t be depressed. When you get home I’ll lick you YOU know where, every inch of you, ALL your inches, husband, I’ll lick you for hours, you’ll feel so much better!

Charli: Mmm, please Mr. Almatto can I come? Please I need to come right now.

 

Draken: You know the answer to that, baby. When I land I expect you to greet me on your hands and knees, with Ms. Chastity, nipple clamps, and wet thighs.

 

Charli: Um at the air strip?????

 

Draken: No, darling. In our foyer.

 

Charli: Oh fuck OK now I need an orgasm right now PLEEEEEASE.

 

When he replied, Not a chance, but feel free to beg all you want, Charli whimpered, on the verge of signalling true desperation with one of her special code words. Draken had given her the words though she’d never used them. Who needed safe words when this man read her needs so well? “I love begging my wicked, cruel dragon,” she’d confessed at the start of their marriage.

But he’d insisted. “I’d lose my shit if I ever hurt that damnably tender heart of yours, Charli. I need to know you have a way to tell me if I go too far. And don’t fucking tell anyone that.”

She understood. “It would hurt your reputation as an unfeeling, ruthless, power-hungry bastard.”

“Damn right, fuck toy.”

She nearly did decide to use it, until it dawned on her that it wasn’t the need for sexual release driving her past her limits. It was Draken’s cursed stubbornness. There was something on his mind, and he was being a close-mouthed gnome about it. Even an orgasm wouldn’t relieve that.

Draken’s next text had her bursting into semi-hysterical laughter: And bake me some banana nut bread.

 

Charli: OK…um with walnuts or pecans?

 

Draken: Whatever you want. 

 

Charli: Frosted?

 

Draken: Sure.

 

Charli: Cranberries or dates?

 

Draken: Do I fucking care?

 

Charli: In that case you get unsoaked raisins!

Charli: I mean, your wish is my command, exalted master Draken.

Charli: Damn it did you just change the programming on this horrible chastity belt? Why oh whyyyyyy?

 

Draken: You weren’t suffering enough, clearly.

 

DRAKEN’S STRANGE MOOD CONTINUED to puzzle her the whole time she prepared for his return. She’d had as close to an argument as she’d ever come with his cousin, Matthew, over who got to be in the limo that picked up Draken. Apparently, Matthew had been instructed by her overbearing husband not to let Charli within a mile of the airport. 

“He has two meetings, angel,” Matthew had reminded her.

“I know, I just want to see him!”

“And he would be devastated if you missed class because of it,” Matthew said smoothly.

“I know. Does he copy you on all our messages?”

“Only when he expects disobedience.”

“He’s not my overlord. Much.” A suspicion occurred to her. “Is he planning something?”

“Sadly, as far as I know he is not.”

Charli wasn’t sure if she believed him. She now knew Matthew well enough to know he’d lie shamelessly if he felt justified.

“I swear, Freckles, no mad sartorial antics have I been privy to,” Matthew said solemnly, and then his voice changed to petulant. “Next time have pity on me, will you? Just go with the man. He’s like a lion with a thorn in his side without you. He made me come back from paradise early.”

“Elizabeth said you got bored with doing nothing. And,” Charli blushed, “you were getting raw.”

Actually, her friend, who was deep in a relationship with the former manwhore, had said, “He had the gall to accuse me of wearing him out! Me. I’m only one person! How can he be chafed? Do you know how many women he used to bed at one time?”

“Maybe he’s slowed down with age?” Charli had suggested.

“I wouldn’t say so,” Elizabeth had said cautiously.

Charli had been intrigued but forcibly bitten her tongue. Since getting involved with Matthew, Elizabeth had come a long way from the prim, virginal lady Charli had first met, but Charli still found it awkward to talk about their respective sex lives. Probably because Elizabeth had to have learned by now of Charli and Draken’s kinky antics. Yet the two women never spoke of it directly. It was one thing for Charli to spill her guts to her raunchier friends; sharing sexy tales with good girl Elizabeth felt almost incestuous.

It was silly, really. After all, with Matthew for a boyfriend, Elizabeth couldn’t be that innocent.

Charli might flounce, but she knew she was going to obey Draken. His orders that morning, sent right before his plane took off, had been explicit.

 

Draken: When I walk in that door tonight, fuck toy, I expect to find you naked on display, nipples on a short chain, rump facing the door so it's the first thing I see. Your chastity belt should be securely on. Wear your glasses. And I want to see your purse next to you on the floor.

 

Charli: My purse?? You mean the big leather one with the pockets, or one of my evening bags?

 

Draken: Leather one. Confirm with me.

 

Charli: Um OK. That’s interesting. What do you mean about my nipples? Ugh that sounds painful.

 

Draken: It will be if you do it right, sweetness. Clamp your tits with prototype NC8, level two is fine, then fasten the clamps to the shortest chain we have.

 

Charli: The SAME chain? Both of them?

 

Draken: Precisely.

 

Charli: But the shortest chain is sooooo short. Nooooo!!! Ouch!

 

Draken: Poor baby. I’ll be home between six and seven.

 

Charli: What if you don’t get here till seven? OMG, I’ll be crawling on the floor for an hour!

 

Draken: Now you’re getting the idea. That reminds me, better wear your knee pads. See you tonight, Mrs. Cuteness.

 


Chapter 10
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SHE'D MARRIED A DEMONSPAWN, but then, she’d known that going in.

Charli found herself on all fours that evening, decked out shamefully as Draken had commanded. She was unbearably turned on, half expecting the door to fly open to a bunch of businessmen. He’d better not. If Draken sprang that on her tonight, she’d burst into tears. She missed him too much for perviness now.

She’d texted him with that information, but he hadn’t responded, merely sent her a quick text when his plane landed. It had been Matthew who’d called and updated her on Draken’s itinerary.

Now she was posed as instructed on the plush entryway rug, glasses perched on her nose, ass in the air. Ms. Chastity was chugging away at her pussy, robotically tantalizing her as only an ATJ toy could. Her clamped nipples were chained so closely together it created an awful, unrelenting burn that sizzled straight to her erotic core.

Pent-up longing had put her into an inflamed, swollen state, her sex gushing with her need. She must look like a shameless hussy. Her humiliating condition would be revealed to her husband in vivid detail the moment he entered.

It felt like ages she’d been waiting with her bottom facing the door, anticipating his arrival. In sudden frustration, she scrambled inside her purse to find her phone. Three minutes after seven! How late would that man be? He hadn’t even messaged her. 

It was all simply too much. Her most favorite clamps…her plump behind rudely turned to the door…plus Ms. Chastity, the hated device that had mercilessly nudged her pussy hole without once entering it, for days!

She moaned pathetically, raising her bottom yet higher, as if being extra submissive would magically make Draken appear.

At last, her phone buzzed. Unfortunately, it was only Matthew. “He’s running late, angel. He’ll be with you in about fifteen minutes. Hang in there.”

She blushed. “Did he tell you what he had me do?”

“I know nothing,” Matthew soothed her. “Relax. Cuz’ll be there soon.”

Aaargh!

It was definitely longer than fifteen minutes, horrible man. At the first sound of the door snicking open, Charli froze and held her breath. She heard footfalls and then silence.

 The electricity that jolted through her told her it was her husband in the flesh. And judging by the sound of his footsteps, he was alone.

Thank goodness.

“Hi? Hello?” she called out, and then ducked her head in sudden extraordinary shyness. Even as every cell in her body strained toward him. Her heart pounded.

“Sweet fucking lord.” That familiar, beloved deep rumble, hoarse with tiredness, jolted her to her core.

More footfalls approached. She sensed him sinking to the floor behind her. One broad hand smoothed over her ass cheek. And then he was drawing her up and back against him with a soft, “Ssh, ssh.”

She felt the abrasion of his wool slacks and shirt, the demanding imprint of his cock. His hands went around her to cup her breasts. She cried out at the sharp pain and jerked her hips. Her pussy throbbed.

“Fuck me,” she whimpered.

“Am I in the doghouse?” he growled in her ear.

“You know you are, you loser, you're late.” She had to arch her back.

“What do you think, should I fuck you before or after I go out there?”

“We don’t have a dog,” she moaned. “We’re too busy. Only cats.”

“Where are Botface and Fluffball?”

“Prowling around where they shouldn't be, I swear they know you're gone, oh, God, stop talking, just fuck me.”

“You're not getting a dog.” He ignored her imploring plea and hefted her heavy breasts together.

“Okayyyyyy, fine.”

“I'm taking a week off.”

“I'll believe that when I see it,” she gasped.

“I missed you like fuck.” He tugged the chain punishingly.

Little screams tore from her. “I need you, Mr. Almatto. Please please please….”

“You’ve been a good, obedient little wife, haven’t you, Charli? Let’s get this shit off you.”

Blessed be, oh, yes, yes.

Soon she was lying on the floor, Ms. Chastity and knee pads discarded, her slim legs spread wide. Draken’s greedy eyes soaked her up, taking in her tormented breasts, her weepy eyes behind their big glasses, her fingers holding her pussy open for him in lewd invitation.

He knelt between her legs, fully clothed. She saw how exhausted he looked, unshaven, with circles under his eyes. “Never again,” he muttered.

“What never again?”

“Leaving you like that. God fucking damn, you’re my entire world. Do you realize that? You may be in chains, but it's me who's forever enslaved.” He laid kisses on her tummy, dipping his tongue into her navel. “Talk.”

“About what?” she moaned.

“Anything. Tell me how you’re doing. You need fucking?”

She wiggled to get closer to him, loving him so much she felt like she’d explode. “I need to be fucked so bad, I did everything you said, fuck me with your cock, do it, oh, do it.” Charli adored begging him as much as she knew he adored her pleas.

“You didn’t come once? Not even a little mini one? This ravenous cunt of yours kept to the rules and earned her cock?” He slid down her body to breathe on, breathe in, the rosy, swollen female flesh she held splayed for him in hopes he'd take the hint.

“All of them, I did everything, I was soooo good.”

“And how was Ms. Chastity? Pure hell, I hope.” He kissed the skin of her inner thigh and Charli writhed.

“It was awful, so good, awful in a good way, oh, shit, make me come, Draken, I missed you so, touch me, don't tease, touch me!”

“Hard or slow?”

“Hard! Fast!”

She couldn’t take her eyes off him as he yanked out his belt and carelessly shucked his clothes. She never failed to react to the sight of Draken in all his glory, but now she was like a starving woman in a bakery.

“Let’s get these free for you…shit, that looks painful. No damage to my beautiful girl?” He traced around each of her puffy areolas, still tightly clamped.

“Noooo.” Her body jolted when the underside of his turgid cock brushed her thigh. She felt a searing pain in both nipples as the confining chain fell away, then gave a little scream as her breasts sprang apart.

“All right, baby? Talk to me.”

“I’m good…I'm fine…wonderful…just hurry…please….”

A dual sting burned at the center of her breasts. Draken tossed the released clamps aside. “Fuck, you had those on tight. Did they malfunction on you?” He pushed her breasts together, buried his face there.

The sensations were indescribable. Feeling was rushing to her nipples, agonizing at first, then easing to a pleasurable ache, while between her legs she’d become a single pounding throb of need. She was going crazy! “Wha-what?”

“I told you to lock them on two. You had them all the way up to six. You need to take better care of my tits, fuck toy. Treat them like the sweet…tender…morsels…they are,” as his tongue began licking her nipples.

“Since when do you…care…how high I want…the pressure, oh, oh shit, that's, ah, I can't take it!” She went berserk trying to get him inside her.

He held her off effortlessly, damn him. “Have you been taking your pill every day? Did you take it today?”

“What?”

“Birth control.” He beamed fire into her with his eyes. “Did you take it?”

“No, that’s later,” she burbled. “Nighttime, you know that! Why are you asking me all these questions? Are you being paranoid? I've never even skipped one day except for periods, why are you always so cynic—”

“You want my cock in your cunt?” he interrupted.

“Yes, now, now, now!”

“Are you mine, Charli?”

“Yes!”

“No matter who else gets to have these.” He sucked one nipple into his mouth, then let it pop out again. “These are mine.”

“Well, mostly….”

“Fuck toy,” he warned.

“If my breasts are yours, your you-know-what has to be mine. Your manhood, it's only fair. Dammit, Draken, Mr. Almatto, husband, what do I have to do?”

“Stay like that.” He leaned over to nip at her upper lip with his teeth. She watched with bewildered eyes as he rolled over to grab her purse. A moment later he had something enclosed in his fist. He sprang up and without another word, he was gone, disappearing in the direction of the kitchen.

When he came strolling back a few tense minutes later, Charli felt a stab of dread at the sight of his grim, determined expression. Her legs slackened and her disappointed hands fell away from her pussy. “What’s going on? Were those my birth control pills? What did you do with them? Is this to do with what you’re mad about? Don’t you trust me to take my pills? You ass, you’re supposed to trust me, remember?”

He bent and scooped her up. “What’s going on is I’m going to fuck you. Nonstop.”

“Okay, finally! But why did you have t—”

“So you can make us a goddamn baby, Charli. And listen up, if it’s a girl, she’d better be a nun.”

Charli's heart seemed to skip a beat, then resume double-time. “Draken, that's not funny!”

“I'm fucking serious. If it’s a boy, shit, if it’s a boy you’d fucking better make a girl the next time.”

Charli gaped at him.

He snarled, “Hell, goddammit, you know what, boy, girl, I don’t care,” and stopping only to scoop something shiny up off the floor, hefted her into his arms. As he strolled down the gleaming floor, one part of her recognized he was heading toward their bedroom. The other part was too busy trying to raise her fallen lower jaw. “Wait—you just—did you just destroy all my birth control pills, is that what you did?”

“Don’t try to tell me you want them back. Not after the way you hounded me.”

His words hardly registered. “You want a baby?”

“Mm.” He flung open the door and then flung both of them on the bed together. Charli bounced right back into his arms, his body hard as hot steel against her. He adjusted her glasses with painstaking precision, then pressed her down into the plush mattress, thrusting his legs between hers in a typically ruthless move of the exact sort she typically thrilled to. Now, though, she was too shocked to fully appreciate it.

“A real true baby? Now?”

“ASAP, yes,” he clipped.

“But—but is that what—do you mean you—wait, how can you mean it? Do you really mean a baby baby? I thought you said you were nowhere near ready for baby type people! They throw up! And Frances told us their poop gets everywhere!”

“Charli…I love the fuck out of you. I’m jealous as hell, all right? I don’t want to share you. But there it is. You win. You win it all.” Draken braced himself over her and stared intently into her eyes. In one breath-sucking stroke, he plunged his cock all the way into her, as deep as he'd ever been, and Charli shrieked, her body seizing with relief.

“There. Is that what you want, my greedy wife? You and your sweet, loving cunt—and your murderous heart—you know you kill me—slaughter me a little more every day. I should have—should have seen my doom—” groaning, he drove in roughly—”that very first day in the conference room. I knew—it would come—to this sooner or later, ah fucking hell baby you feel good.” 

She clasped her legs around his hips, moving frantically with him. She felt her glasses slide off her face, and then the world grew fuzzy, the need churning inside her tightening until all she felt, all she knew was Draken's enormous cock and hot, ravaging mouth.

An arguably finite number of orgasms later, Charli blinked myopic brown eyes as he surged, his cock feeling colossal right before his heat  flooded her. She did not care. Too big with him was better than too long without him.

Then she frowned in confusion. Had Draken been serious, or had her lust-crazed brain imagined his threat to fuck her until she was pregnant? She floundered for her glasses, eventually locating them under a pillow.

“Hold on, hold on here. Did I hear you right? You want to make little Almattos?”

“Mm.” The unintelligible answer was muffled against her chest, where his head had heavily collapsed after his climax.

“Was that a yes or was that a wow-what-a-fantastic-orgasm noise?” she asked suspiciously.

He shook with laughter and bit her collarbone. “Yes. I told you already, you win.”

“I win. But, okay, well, I wasn't competing, you ass! I mean, how did you even know I was wanting a baby so bad? I didn’t say anything.”

“Your demands came through loud and clear, believe me.”

“I mentioned it one time!”

“Like I said.”

She snuggled closer, threading her fingers through his hair. She'd once thought her greatest desire was to have intimate access to Draken's auburn waves. “That’s not true, I was very subtle, I was only feeling you out. I was gonna bring it up delicately. When we were both ready to take the plunge. I knew you weren’t ready, for one thing we’re too young—ooh, aaaahh!” Because Draken's cock was hardening inside her again and she couldn't help but spasm on him, and before she knew it, he was moving in her forcefully again.

When she eventually regained her power of language, it was to mumble into his chest, “You distinctly said we’re too young, and all the diapers and bawling and night interruptions were too….”

“Forget what I said.” He rolled with her until they lay on their sides, dipping down to kiss her hungrily. His voice sounded slightly slurred. “Just accept that you broke me with your incessant nagging and now you've got me obsessed with making brats. Give me a few minutes and we'll go again.”

“Ow, I don't think I can! And wait, the pill is still in my system, I mean, I was due to take it soon, so it's not even the right time.”

“It can't hurt to get in some practice runs. You'll make me a baby eventually. You'll make make me a fucking baby and finish me off.” And with his mouth at her ear, Draken whispered his exact, heartfelt thoughts about impregnating Charli.

And she was so lost, so overwhelmed at what he was saying that by the time they were moving together again, she she didn’t know if it was her pussy exploding with happiness or her heart.

A long time later, after both their bodies were trickling sweat and their flesh was chapped and sated, Botface found them lying limply in bed. Draken stopped nibbling on her fingertips to lean down lazily and pet him.

“How are you, you vicious bastard? Where’s Fluffball? Where there’s one, the other one's got to be lurki—ah, there’s the ogress I know and fear. Out, both of you, out!”

Bemused, Charli watched the two cats bolt almost immediately upon Draken's barked commands. “How did you do that? Where are they going? What’s that sound?” She heard a rumbling noise and an ominous thump.

“Chaseball FSI-1, feline sequestering intelligence. A little project Glen’s team worked on for me while I was in Chicago. I need some privacy around here.”

“You're kidding. How did you even activate it?”

“I dropped it outside our door when we came in. It's voice activated.”

“I don't think you're getting the idea behind having pets,” she snorted.

“I'm getting it fine. I haven't started breeding them for kitten fur, have I?”

“I'm going to start calling you Drakenella De Vil!”

“You can call me whatever you like when your legs are spread like a good little fertility goddess.”

As he lowered his head, Charli suddenly smacked him on the arm, tears springing into her eyes. “I thought you were mad at me, you jerk! I thought you were losing interest in me!”

He drew back, his expression astounded. “The fuck is wrong with you.”

“Well, okay, fine. I guess I jumped to conclusions just a little.”

“Charli. My darling fuck toy. You need to calm the fuck down.” He traced the freckles from the bridge of her glasses to the tip of her nose. “Sure, I was pisssed. Nobody but you has this kind of power over me. I never meant to lose my bachelorhood…my freedom…my fucking heart. It's completely your damn fault. I have a right to be pissed that my woman's become more important to me than the entire sum of my work. And now she wants a family.”

“We don't have to have kids right away, I told you, only if you totally want—”

“I do want them,” he cut in. “I need them. I need this-” sweeping his palm over her belly, “growing our baby and these,” caressing the lush curve of her breast, “ripe with milk, and this,” stroking her mouth, “whining about morning sickness and pickled strawberries, and I need little devils with your freckles running around making my life insane. So we might as well get started on the project and beat my cousin to the draw while we're at it. What now? Why the pout? This is what you wanted, isn’t it?”

She sniffed. “It’ll be hard. There’s vet school and my comic, remember I'm putting it out twice a week now, and you’re always working and we hardly ever have time to ourselves. I mean, I want redheaded rascals too, okay, you're right, I didn't say it before, but I want them so much, but how will we manage, seriously? And there's something else I thought of. How will we have the sex when we have a baby to take care of? Uh-huh, think about that. What if there’s no more pervy sex, Mr. Almatto, omigod, what if the baby cockblocks us? Maybe we're being hasty, maybe we should rethink this. Because how?”

“Love will find a way,” he said, laughing, and kissed her.
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Thank you so very much for reading!

 

Also in the Seven Tech Tower world:

BEG, Charli and Draken's story

TRY ME, Conn and Wendy's story

Sign up to receive my newsletter and be the first to know about my new releases.
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