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Chapter 1


 


I glare at my reflection in the mirror as I try to
control my hair. No matter how much I beat it back with my brush, it refuses to
submit to my will. The strands have an overbearing need to fall in kinky locks
around my face. And so this tale goes. 


I wouldn’t have to worry about my hair if my
roommate, rich San Fernando Valley beauty Katherine Calvinawe, wasn’t heaving
into the toilet right now. It’s a damn inconvenient time for her to have a
hangover. I have a paper to write and exams to study for. Instead, I’ll be
driving all the way to Seattle just to interview some handsome, billionaire
bachelor for Kath’s article for the college paper. The crap I do for her! She’s
lucky I’m so nice.


“Nasty, you are, like, a doll to do this interview
for me?” 


“Kath, anything to help you get better. Just, next
time, take it easier on the Dom Perignon.”


She smiled wryly at me. What a strange choice of
words. Did I mean wryly “crooked” or wryly “perverted?” I must mean “crooked.”
I’m not capable of such subtle foreshadowing. Oh dear. There’s that word
“foreshadowing.” The “fore” part makes my mind stray to so many intriguing
places: foreplay, foreskin, fornicate…


That’s the trouble with being an 18th Century
Russian Literature major. You are always thinking about words and related
words. I wish I could find something – anything – to take my mind off
words!


I drive past all the lovely gardens and quirky shops
of Vancouver without noticing them. All I can think about is how much I dread
the interview ahead. I know nothing about Unitarian Green except that he’s
single, incredibly rich, amazingly handsome, and a benefactor of our
university. 


Kath said that I didn’t need to know anything. She has
all the questions written down for me. I just need to ask them, tape record
them and take notes while smiling appreciatively at the handsome billionaire.
Man, I am so not looking forward to this.


 


By the time I arrive at Green Enterprises, I’ve
worked myself up into a frenzy. I’m not sure if it’s from thinking about
foreplay or worrying that I’ll trip all over myself. In addition to being a
noble, self-sacrificing soul who bends over backward for her roommate, I’m
impossibly clumsy. The seldom-used, stiletto-heeled faux leather boots I
borrowed from Kath won’t help that situation. Maybe I should have opted for my
clogs. Well, too late now.


Green Enterprises reminds me of something out of a
movie. It looks like the kind of place that would have a cave and a butler
named Alfred lurking about. Everything is sleek, modern, expensive and barren.
I wouldn’t be surprised if the seemingly identical blonde Amazons strutting the
halls in designer suits all had their tubes tied – it’s that sterile.


When I finally find the right office, the reception
desk is, of course, occupied by an aforementioned vixen. I approach her
gingerly. I think she could eat me for lunch (if this was one of the weeks she
allowed herself to eat). 


I muster all the appearance of confidence I can.
“Hello. I’m Anastasia Lime here to see Unitarian Green.”


She eyes me over smugly. “One moment. I’m not sure
if Mr. Green is finished with his last beating…I mean, meeting.” Did I notice
her judging me? Smirking at my full-length peasant skirt? These are the height
of fashion in my hometown of Ithaca, NY. Though, we consider them a cultural
statement rather than “fashion.” Fashion is never in fashion in Ithaca, NY.


As she saunters away, I hear a peculiar clanking,
like chains. I wonder if it is from the odd bracelets she wears on both wrists.



She reappears in few minutes looking flushed. “Mr.
Green is ready for you now. Did you sign the victim list?” 


I think she must be referring to the Visitor List. I
did sign it, though I was so nervous, I spelled my name wrong. No matter, as I
also managed to mar it with ink blobs, obscuring most of the letters.


As the Amazon Vixen leads me to Unitarian Green’s
office, I wonder if I should tell her she has a piece of duct tape hanging from
her jaw. I decide against it. She’d likely be mortified. Still, I wonder how
such a seemingly together woman can manage to get duct tape stuck to her face.
She was likely sealing packages. But, even I seldom get tape on my face when
sealing a box. 


 


Vixen takes me around the last corner, then points
to the door. She scurries off, likely having more boxes to attend to. I’m not
sure what I’m expected to do as the door is closed. I rap lightly on the door.
No answer. I take the bold initiative of turning the handle and letting myself in
– only to immediately slip on the polished marble floor and send myself
sprawling spread-eagle. 


After a second of frozen shock, Mr. Green jumps up
from his desk, crying out in pain as if something sensitive has smashed into
his bottom desk drawer. I’ve only seen him for a second and already I’m
wondering about this man’s drawers. And so the tale goes.


Green rushes over to help me up. I am so embarrassed
by all this, I flush as red as my vagina. This seems to affect Mr. Green in an
odd way that I can’t quite put my finger on (at least not yet, but hang in with
me for a few chapters and my fingers will be all over it).


Once Mr. Green has assisted me to my feet, he
extends his hand in formal greeting. It is a gorgeous hand. The fingers are
long, thin and elegant, just like I like them! Oh, what fine appendages this
gorgeous man has – I can’t help but wonder if his toes are as long and fine as
his fingers. I flush, worried he can read my thoughts. I don’t want him to know
I’m lusting after his fingers and toes. 


Unitarian signals that I should take a seat on the
pristine, white leather sofa. The leather is so soft, so supple, I can’t help
stroking it subconsciously. Unitarian clears his throat and looks at me
expectantly. Crap! Holy crap! I’m supposed to be asking questions. I stop
fondling the leather and rummage through my backpack for my list of questions,
tape recorder and notepad.


I ask the first question and am immediately
mesmerized by Unitarian Green’s mouth. It is the perfect mouth on the perfect
face. The man is not just handsome, he’s godlike in his beauty. While his sandy
hair is kinky like mine, his looks good on him. His shoulders are broad and
straight. His muscles ripple under his crisp white-with-hint-of-green shirt.
His pants hang off his hips like a model’s.


He steeples his perfect fingers in front of his
perfect mouth with a bemused expression. Oh, crap. I’m supposed to ask another
question. I can’t read the list with my face flushing so dramatically that heat
waves are rising from my cheeks, obscuring my vision. I wing it, asking
whatever questions come to mind. My hands are shaking so violently, Kath will
never be able to read my notes. Thank goodness for the tape recorder. 


Finally my allotted time is coming to an end. I
don’t think I could take much more finger steepling, head cocking and intense
looks from those steamy green eyes. I mean, how much can a girl flush and
swallow before she dehydrates and faints? 


I look down at Kath’s questions. Finally, I can read
them. I look at Kath’s closing question: Are you gay, Mr. Green? Is she insane?
I can’t ask him that. Sure, he’s got lots of track lighting and impeccable
décor in here. And, yes, he’s more attractive than any heterosexual man I know.
But you’d have to be a real idiot to believe anyone would blurt out a question
like that under the circumstances. Instead, I let him know one more time how
much of an arrogant control freak I think he is. Then, I stand to leave. 


As Mr. Green comes toward me to once again shake my
hand with those long, fine, hairless fingers of his, he glances over to where I
was sitting on the sofa. Now it is his turn to flush. There’s a big wet spot
right where I was sitting. I hadn’t noticed it before, but it was right there
next to some ink smudges I also hadn’t noticed. Green must be so embarrassed to
have let me sit on a wet sofa. I pretend not to notice and take my leave. 


It must have been a fresh wet stain on that white
leather sofa, because when I got back from Seattle, the wetness had transferred
to the seat of the car. I wondered if it would be appropriate to send Mr. Green
my cleaning bill?


 


Chapter 2


 


 “So, like, how’d the interview go?” Kath was
looking suspiciously healthy when I arrived back home.


“Well, once I got over all his finger steepling and
fingers brushing against lips and such, it went okay, I guess.” 


Kath knew my weakness for long, elegant fingers.
“So, he was, like, as good looking as they say?”


“He was about 27 flushes 14 swallows good looking.” 


“Wow!”


“Yeah. I was so distracted, I couldn’t read all your
questions. I had to wing it.” 


“Nasty, do you know you have, like, a big wet spot
on the back of your dumpy, old skirt?”


“Yes. Can you believe it? His leather couch had one
spot on it and I had to plop down on top of it. I think it soaked clear through
to my undies.” 


Kath gave me a strange look then retreated to her
room with the tape recorder for transcription. An hour later she came out with
an even stranger look on her face. 


 


“Nasty, like, how am I going to make an article out
of this? You two were, like, all over each other?” Kath’s face was so scornful
it had flushed bright red.


“I told you I had to wing it. What about that bit
about his company’s name?”


“When you, like, asked him if he lucked into making
money because the green movement was so popular?”


“Yes.” 


“First, I, like, can’t believe you had the b-alls to
ask that? Second, his answer was a threat to spank you?” 


Kath was rolling her eyes. There’s a lot of eye
rolling and flushing around these days. Maybe something in the water is causing
it.


“I think, like, Green asked you more questions than
you asked him?”


“Really?” 


“Umm, yea-ah! He asked you your major, then he asked
if your choice of major had, like, anything to do with your name?”


“I didn’t get the connection between my name and my
major. I’m pretty sure there aren’t any important Russians named Lime.”


“And he, like, offered you a job?”


“Well, it’s not like I’m going to go work someplace
where I have to bleach my hair blonde and get my tubes tied. I want to go into
publishing. I can’t think of anything more exciting than working in an industry
experiencing its death throes.” 


“When you told him to call you Nasty rather than
Anastasia, it, like, sounded like he did a spit take?” 


“He did spit water out all over his papers.” I was
so jealous of those papers. I imagined him spitting water all over me. It made
me feel all tight inside – a feeling I’ve never had before.


Kath stared at me in exasperation. 


“Look, if you need some filler info for your
article, I’m sure I can come up with a lot of stuff describing his clothes and
his fingers…but, not right now ‘cuz I’m late for work.”


I work at Clitter’s, the area’s leading pet store.
That night, work was pretty much the usual. My friend Hoseme came in to leer at
me as I cleaned pet cages and Mr. Clitter’s son, Oris, tried to feel me up in
the stock room. Same old, same old – I guess I wore my tightest baggy jeans for
nothing. 


The next day was different. I was putting drops in a
cat’s eyes when I see this kind of ordinary man with short, stubby fingers who
looks kinda familiar. Then I realize it’s Unitarian Green! I blink to clear my
vision and see that my original glimpse was wrong. He is drop dead gorgeous and
has long, slender, fingers – and toes! He’s wearing sandals! 


He has traded his sexy, slightly greenish suit for
sexy, slightly greenish pants that cling to his hips.  And he’s walking
straight over to me!


“Ms. Lime, so good to see you again.”


“The pleasure is all mine, Mr. Green.” 


“Ms. Lime, I’m young and single. You can call me
Master Green.”


“Of course, Master Green. Would you like to pet my
pussy?” I offer him the cat in my hands.


“Why, yes, I’d enjoy that. Can you hold its paws
down while I do? Wouldn’t want it scratching me, now, would I?”


Unitarian stroked the pussy oh-so-suggestively,
doing his best to emphsize the length, grace and slenderness of his amazing
fingers. 


“Do you have any pets, Master Green?” I blinked up
at him in a way some might call ‘fluttering the eyelids.’


“No, but I’m thinking of getting some.”


“Can I help you pick something out? Perhaps you’d
like to start with a gerbil?”


Green clears his throat and stares intently into my
eyes. “I’ve done the gerbil thing. I’m thinking I’ll go with something bigger
next time. But, today I’d just like to pick up a few collars, leashes…perhaps a
training manual.”


“If you don’t have the pets yet, it may be difficult
to get you the right size…” 


“Ah, Ms. Lime. No problem there. These aren’t for
me. They’ll be for…friends.”


We spent close to a half hour selecting spiked
collars, choke collars, and such. Then I really had to get back to my list of
chores. 


“I’m sorry, Master Green, but I’ve really got to
finish cleaning the cages before my shift is up.”


“You clean cages, do you?”


“That’s probably the biggest part of my job.”


“And do you have to get inside the cages to clean
them?”


“Oh, yes. I get right in there on my hands and knees
wiping up urine and feces.” 


“You are the most extraordinarily perfect woman I’ve
ever met.”


Geesh. That came out of nowhere. All I could do was
stand there with my mouth agape while I unfastened the collar I’d tried on for
him.


“Ms. Lime, might I take you for a coffee when your
shift ends?”


“Uh, um, I don’t get off for an hour.” 


“I’ll be sure to come exactly when you get off.” He
smiled as if he was somehow pleased with himself for delivering  that line so
slowly and deliberately. He must be one of those people who are always on time.


“I’m not worried about you being late. I’m concerned
that you’ll be wasting your time waiting for me.”


“Nonsense. There’s a leather goods store down the
block. It will take me an hour to explain my custom order to them.”


“Well, I’ll see you back here around six then.” And
you’ll be smelling of leather, I thought. I love the smell of leather.


 


Unitarian Green arrived at a few minutes to six.
“I’ll be good to go in just a moment. I have to take the temperature of this
German Shepherd.” 


Green watched me intently as I skillfully inserted
the thermometer into the dog’s rectum, stroked him to keep him calm while we
waited, then pulled the thermometer out, shook it down and read it.


“One hundred and one degrees. That’s perfect for
him. I can go now. I just have to wash my hands.”


“No, no, my dear. Let me do that for you.” Unitarian
Green grabbed my wrists and began licking my hands clean, one finger at a
time.” 


“Wow. Thank you. I hope I can return the favor some
day.” 


“I’m sure that can be arranged.” Green smiled wryly.


Crap. My insides got tight and I flushed. I looked
down at his toes, imagining “cleaning” them with my mouth, my tongue caressing
each long, slender toe as Unitarian looked on with smoldering eyes. Heck, he
didn’t even have any toenail fungus. In fact, I think each toenail has been
carefully buffed by a skilled pedicurist. Oh, yeah, I am flushing big time.


“There’s a coffee shop around the corner?” His eyes
searched mine and he grabs my hand with his long, elegant, cool fingers. 


“Um, I should warn you, I don’t drink coffee.” I
swallow and flush. 


“What sort of refreshments do you prefer?” Is he
smirking at me behind that casual mask he calls a face?


I shrug. “I usually have spring water and granola.”


“Oh, yes. I forgot. You’re from Ithaca.” Again that
hint of a smirk in those impassive green eyes.


Green pulls out an iphone and purrs into it, “Siri,
I’m looking for a restaurant with spring water and granola on the menu.”


A not unsexy woman’s voice answers, “Sprigs of
watermelon and granite. I’m on it.”


“No. Spring water and granola. Restaurant. Nearby.”
Green’s voice now shows a hint of frustration.


“Got it. Springsteen concert with Greg Allman.” 


“No!” Now Green is angry. “You stupid cunt, I’m
looking for bottled water and gran-ol-a.” 


“You don’t have to get huffy, Master. Green. I’m
doing my best.” 


“Not good enough!” He smashes the iphone into a
million pieces against the sidewalk.


“Come, Nasty, dear. Perhaps they’ll have spring
water and granola at the coffee shop.”


He grabs my elbow and pulls me along, seeming to
take out some his Siri frustration as he yanks at me and glares at the world. 


“Master. Green, if I may, here’s a great tree.” I
guide him over to the maple and I give it a big hug. “This will release your
tension. C’mon. Give it a try.”


“Not right now, thank you. But, remind me to take
you hiking through a Honey Locust forest some day.”


How exciting! Master Green is already planning a
hiking date with me. It seems so right. Mrs. Nasty Lime-Green. I was born for
this!


When we get to the coffee shop, Unitarian verifies
that they serve spring water and granola before we are seated. He is so
considerate!


Once we have our orders, Unitarian begins getting
personal. 


“So, Ms. Lime, is there anything between you and
that Hoseme or Clitter boy?” 


Gulp. How did he know I was friends with Hoseme and
Oris? He must believe in doing serious research. And I was so hopelessly ill
prepared when I interviewed him. I’m mortified.


“They’re just good friends. Why do you ask?”


He gives me another of the million wry smiles that
everyone I know seems to give all the time. “I need to know what obstacles I
might face in my plans to fuck you. If you have a boyfriend, that would be an
obstacle. I don’t fuck women who are being fucked by someone else. I like a
nice, clean vaginal canal.”


“Oh.” He plans to fuck me! Me! Ordinary Nasty Lime!
Can life get better than this?


“So?” He cocks his head and smiles at me wryly.


“No boyfriend. No obstacles.” I swallow and flush. 


“You’re biting your bottom lip.”


“Am I?” Crap. Holy crap. Double crap. I didn’t know
I was biting my lip. I wonder if that’s a problem.


“Yes. And bottom-lip biting is a huge turn on to me.
Any biting is. I suppose I react to biting the way you react to long fingers
and toes.”


“You know about that?!” I flush and swallow.


“Yes. I believe in research.”


“Is that why you’re wearing sandals on this cold,
rainy spring day?”


“Yes, Nasty, I aim to please.”


Crap. Holy crap. I cock my head, swallow and flush.
“Does anyone call you ‘Unitarian,’ Master Green?”


“Only my family and dearest friends.”


“Well, since you’re planning to fuck me, I’d like to
call you Unit.” I bite my lip, swallow and flush.


“That’s very forward of you, Ms. Lime.” 


Geesh. He says he wants to fuck me and thinks I’m
being forward?


“I consider it a term of endearment. I’ll use it
sparingly.” 


Unit strokes his chin with his long, elegant
fingers, then smirks at me. 


“I suppose if it’s a term of endearment…” 


So he’s into endearment as well as fucking! I am
halfway to being Mrs. Nasty Lime-Green. Well, Ms. Nasty Lime-Green. After all,
you can take the girl out of Ithaca, but you can’t take the Ithaca out of the
girl.


“Have you had elevator sex, Ms. Lime?” 


I flush more flushy than I have in months. “No…er,
yes…I mean, no.” 


Unit cocks his head, smiles wryly and pats his lip
with his impossibly, long, sexy index finger. He raises an eyebrow indicating
he expects a better answer.


“It’s no. I’ve only had elevator sex in my
fantasies.” 


“I, too, have an unfilled fantasy or two.” He smiles
wryly and cocks his head.


“About elevator sex?”


“Well, no. I’ve been in countless elevators.” 


I flush, swallow, cock my head, and roll my eyes.


“You’re rolling your eyes at me, Ms. Lime!” Unit
arches an eyebrow and cocks his head.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. I guess, um, bragging
about countless elevators just got to me.” 


“Bragging? I was merely stating a fact.” He seems
genuinely offended.


“Well, I, um, guess that when, um, billionaires
state facts about their lives it can sound like bragging to those of us who
make minimum wage. Hence, the Mitt Romney situation.”


“Even those making minimum wage certainly must ride
in elevators?”


“Well, probably not private ones you can have sex
in.” 


“Is that what you’re thinking? What’s the fun of
having sex in a private elevator?” He cocks his head, raises and eyebrow and
smirks at me as I flush, swallow, bite my lip and look down.


“Now, really, Ms. Lime. If you keep biting your lip
we’re going to have to go find an elevator of our own.” 


“Maybe we should change the subject. Why don’t you
tell me about your family?”


His face clouds. “My family is quite different than
your family…” he trails off.


He knows about my ditsy mom and all my stepdads? Of
course. He does his research. 


“I was fathered by a Catholic priest. My mother
raised me by herself, though my father did start taking an active interest in
my life after he was defrocked. I was about five then.” 


“Oh. You know, I really must be going. I have exams
I have to study for.” 


I’m so dizzy from the “my daddy was a priest” news
that I walk out of the coffee shop and straight into the path of a jogger. Unit
grabs my elbow and yanks me into his arms so swiftly that I miss the otherwise
imminent collision with the jogger. I live a lifetime in his arms for a full 30
seconds. I breathe in all his sweet, sweet scents of soap, laundry detergent,
coffee, deodorant, shampoo, conditioner, bodywash, leather, Tic Tac©
and…incense? 


Unit walks me back to my car in the pet shop parking
lot. Except for stopping for me to hug the tree again, we walk silent and
steady. Then, instead of “goodbye,” he says “You really should stay away from
me, Ms. Lime. I’m dangerous.” Crap!


 


Chapter 3


 


Kath is home when I arrive back at our apartment.
She is reorganizing her closet by brand rather than color. 


“Here,” she hands me a stack of Michael Kors purses,
“I decided I’m, like, sticking exclusively to Gucci and Coach bags this year?”


“Um, thanks,” I say, wondering if there are any in
the pile that didn’t involve the killing of an inhumanely raised cow.


“Guess who shopped at the pet store today.”


“Um, like, PETA? Ghandi? Madonna? Is it someone with
more than one name?”


“Unitarian Green,”


Kath gasped, cocked her head and gave me a wry smile
while smirking. “No-oo?”


“Ye-es.” I hated when I sink to Kath’s Val speak,
but sometimes that shit is just so contagious.


“I, like, told you he likes you?” 


I told Kathy my whole sad story of the day. The hand
cleaning, the coffee shop, the talk of fucking, the near-collision with the
jogger, Unit’s warning and me sitting in some wet goo again.


“Except for the hand cleaning, which is, actually,
like, grody, the rest is soooo just like Bella and Edward? I mean, like, you’re
clumsy and have a ditsy mother and he’s, like, gorgeous, rich and dangerous? He
even rescued you from a totally imminent collision? Don’t you see?”


“Great, I’m about to graduate from college and I’ve
finally gotten a romance that qualifies as a high-school level infatuation.”


“Ye-ah, but, like, you’re both infatuated? So,
that’s, like, perfect.”


“I don’t think it’s perfect. He told me to stay away
from him.”


“But, like, he didn’t say he was gonna stay away
from you? And, like, you never do what anyone tells you to? Besides, that’s,
like, sooo Bella and Edward?”


“You know, there are differences between me and
Bella. I have friends. And I wear colors. Bella would never wear tie dye.”


There’s a knock at the door. Kath answers it. It’s
always some gorgeous guy dropping in to ogle her. I don’t get visitors unless
I’ve scheduled a protest committee meeting or a poetry reading at the
apartment. 


Kath comes back with a package in her hand. “It’s,
like, for you? I, like, had to sign for it?”


I carefully remove the attractive, yet eco-sensitive
wrapping, putting the paper into the recycling bin and wondering if I can
compost the twine. It looks like natural fiber twine, but some of those
synthetic fibers can be so deceiving.


Inside the package is a first edition of “Twilight!”
The inscription says, “Nasty, Any friend of Unitarian’s can call me any time.
747-555-8267 Steph”


“Wow. That is, like, so freaky? We were just talking
about ‘Twilight’ and, like, boom, the book shows up? You and Green are, like,
definitely on the same, like, wavelength?”


“Why would he tell me to stay away from him, then
send me such an extravagant present?”


“Du-uh. Because, like, he really doesn’t want you to
stay away?”


Whatever the reason, I am impressed that he was able
to get the book so quickly. I mean, Stephenie Meyer must have dropped
everything to autograph it for him.


 


The next few days I take all my exams and some of
Kath’s. And that’s it! Our college years had come to an end! Or, at least mine
did. Kath had a tendency to not pass courses.


“Want to, like, celebrate? A bunch of the girls are,
like, going to go to the mall on a shopping spree, then we’re gonna hook up
with some totally awesome guys and eat a bunch of, like, totally unhealthy
takeout food and barf it up? Then, we’ll, like, smoke some cigs to help us stay
thin? 


“I’ll, um, hook up with you after the shopping.
Where should I meet you?”


“Um, like, the Greasy Sub at 8?” 


“Sounds good.” I probably wasn’t going to barf or
smoke, but getting together sounded like fun.


When I arrive at 8, Hoseme is already there talking
to Kath. Even though she is a gorgeous, well manicured, perfectly dressed,
petite goddess, Hoseme immediately comes over to sit by me. 


“You look great, Nasty. Is that a new peasant skirt?”


“No. Just haven’t worn this one in awhile. It’s my
celebration skirt.”


“Must feel good to be done, huh?” Hoseme still had a
year to go.


“Sure does!” I smiled at Hoseme as he patted me on
my back.


“Take your hands off the young lady!” It was Unit!
What was he doing here?


“What?” Hoseme jumps away, surprised.


“Did she ask you to touch her?”


“Uh, no…”


“Then, I’m sure she doesn’t appreciate your
advances. You’re not her boyfriend.”


Green put a protective arm around me and started
escorting me to his car.


“Have you gorged on junk food yet? Have you vomited?
Please tell me you haven’t had a cigarette?” 


“What? No! I don’t do those things. What are you
doing here?”


“I just happened to be in the neighborhood with my
cousin, Fabio. I’d introduce you to him, but he’s busy being seduced by your
roommate.”


I looked over at Kath. Unit called it correctly.
Kath had her hands all over Fabio’s shirt. It was probably from some very, very
exclusive designer. 


“I guess I won’t be seeing much of her tonight.”


“Then, come to my place.”


“Your place? I thought you were dangerous?” I raised
an eyebrow and cocked my head, hiding a smirk with a wry smile.


“I think bulimia and lung cancer are worse than I
am. Come with me so I know you’ll be safe tonight. Hoseme looks like he might have
an STD.”


“Well…if you insist…”


“I do.” Not much use in me resisting. Unit had
already guided me to his sports car and my insides were not only tightening up
again, they were squirming their own little dance moves inside my pelvis.


 


Unit drove his car down to the pier and onto a
yacht. He briefly introduced me to Michael Caine, his chauffeur, butler and
yacht captain. 


“So good to meet you, Ms. Lime.” Caine clicked his
heels and gave a slight bow.


“Nice to meet you, Mr. Caine.” I didn’t know whether
to offer my hand or curtsey – so I flushed, swallowed and cocked my head.
Caine’s slight cockney accent was kind of sexy.


We spent most of the cruise in Unit’s sports car.
Unit seemed anxious about me sitting anywhere else. But, it was nice and
private in there so we could have a good talk.


“I want to defrock you, Ms. Lime, but first you need
to sign some contracts.” Unit pulled out a stack of paperwork and started
handing contracts to me one by one. I busily started signing.


“This one is an agreement not to disclose anything
that happens between us to anyone ever…This stipulates that you have no
physical contact with any other man – or woman – not of my selection, during
the term of our sexual relationship…This is your consent to engage in sex with
me or anyone I designate at anytime I specify, but only on weekends…This is
your consent for me to punish you in any way I see fit, such as beatings…This
is your consent to whatever kinky sex I desire such as use of butt plugs,
restraints, hanging – though never by your neck – etc….This is your consent to
have your tubes tied, you’ll see that I agree to have them untied at my expense
when we cease our sexual relationship…This one stipulates that you won’t attend
a Catholic Mass or Confessional…This one gives me control over your wardrobe…”


“Wait a minute! What does control over my wardrobe
mean?”


“I’ll select your clothes for you. Do you own
anything other than peasant skirts and tie-dye?”


“Not really.” 


“I’ll have more suitable clothing delivered to your
apartment.”


“Suitable for what?!”


“Well, for instance, evening gowns for formal
fundraising affairs, suits when you accompany me on business, leather priestess
costumes for sexual encounters…”


“Oh. Fine. As long as they’re made of organic,
natural fibers by fair-wage workers laboring under humane conditions…and the
leather has to be from cows that died of old age.” 


“Very well.” 


There were so many papers, by the time I finished
signing, my hand was sore. When I told Unit about that, he got an erection. 


“Oh, Ms. Lime, I so enjoy the idea of making you
sore.”


“Why, Master Green, I’m sure it won’t take much. I’m
a virgin.”


“A virgin! You mean to tell me you’ve never had a
penis in your vagina?”


I cocked my head and gave him a wry smile. “Why, no,
Master Green.”


“What about fingers…dildos…small animals…large
animals…vegetables…chalices…crucifixes?”


I shook my head “no” to each suggestion. “Is that
going to be a problem?”


“No, I can work around that. I mean, you’ve already
got the paperwork filled out, so no reason not to forge ahead.”


It seemed like we docked, drove off the boat and
into Unitarian’s parking garage in no time. He had the top three floors of his
office building transformed into living quarters. The car drove straight into
the elevator. When elevator door opened to the penthouse apartment, Michael
Caine was somehow already there. He stepped into the elevator and opened the
car door for me. As soon as I stood up, I realized that I’d once again managed
to sit in some goo in Unitarian’s car. 


“How could I wind up sitting in goo in your car?”


Unitarian leaned over and wiped his hand along the
seat where I’d just been sitting. “That goo is from you, my dear.” He then
licked his hand clean with a devilish look in his eyes and a wry smile. 


“What?” I was so confused.


“No need to be concerned. I’ll explain it all to you
later. Right now, Dr. Ian M. Gawd is going to tie your tubes. I’ve had the
guest room set up as an operatory. It’s a very simple procedure. You won’t feel
a thing. And you’ll be better than new in no time. 


And then I was whisked away by a team of nurses and
put under anesthesia. When I woke up, it was morning and I was in bed with
Unitarian. He smiled at me. 


“Am I dreaming?”I was sure that I was.


“That you had your tubes tied last night? No. Do you
have any discomfort?”


I wasn’t really talking about the operation. I was
talking about waking up in bed with Unitarian Green and his long, elegant
fingers – but I decided against explaining myself. 


“No. I wouldn’t say I have discomfort. A little
tenderness, that’s all.”


“Good. I wouldn’t want anyone but me inflicting pain
on you now that you’re mine.”


“I’m yours? I like that.” I nuzzled into his chest.


“Oh, yes, you’re mine, Nasty. All mine body, mind
and soul. And mine alone.” He kissed me gently. 


I felt my insides tighten and squirm. I kissed him
back much deeper and threw my leg around his thigh, drawing his body close to
mine. 


“Careful, Nasty, you’ve just had surgery. We can’t
get you worked up for 48 hours.”


“Two days! That’s forever!” I thrust my breasts into
his chest and dropped one hand down to cup his butt. 


Unitarian jumped out of bed. “Stop!”


“What’s the matter?” I thought I might have somehow
injured him.


“You are not to touch my butt. Ever. No one touches
my butt.” 


“I…I’m sorry. I thought you’d like it.”


Unitarian’s dark look softened. “It’s just a thing
with me, okay? I don’t like to talk about my personal life and I don’t like my
butt touched.” 


“Okay. Quirks noted.” 


Unitarian softened (his demeanor, not his dick).
“Just as well that we stopped heading in the direction we were going. We don’t
want to accidentally rip your stitches open. Any physical damage to you should
only be on purpose. You understand?”


Not really, but I gave him a wry smile anyway. Who’s
going to argue with a naked dreamboat? He answers with his sardonic smile. All
is good in the world.


 


Chapter 4


 


Since Unitarian was determined that we not get
anything going on in the bedroom, I figured I might as well shower and dress. I
spied the brush in the bathroom and couldn’t resist! Using Unit’s toilet bowl
brush as a shower brush was so deliciously HOT! I imagined tiny Unitarian fecal
particles caressing my body as I scrubbed my back. It was like being inside his
butt! And I sure wasn’t going to get in there any other way based on his
behavior a few minutes ago.


When I walk back into the bedroom, naked and
dampish, I’m disappointed to find Unit isn’t there. But, brand new clothes are
laid out for me on the bed. Quite the interesting selection, too. 


A black and red lace pushup bra. A matching thong. A
see-through black lace top. And the shortest shorts I’d ever seen. They were
microscopic. They didn’t cover 


the red thong strap in the back and if you looked
closely, I’m guessing you could see the bottom of the thong through the leg
holes when I walked. They were all from cutting edge designers and they were
completely earth friendly. 


When I walked into the kitchen in my new duds, Unit
raised an appreciative eyebrow. 


“Thanks for the clean clothes.”


“You can thank Caine. He went out and bought them
this morning.” 


“Do I pay you or Mr. Caine for them?”


“They’re a gift, Nasty. You wouldn’t be able to pay
for them anyway. That outfit cost over a thousand dollars.” 


I swallowed. I was dealing with a whole new element
here.


As if on cue, Caine entered the kitchen. “The SUV’s
in the elevator for you, sir. Are you certain you don’t want me to drive you?”


“No, that will be all.”


Caine turned to me, “That outfit looks very lovely
on you, Ms. Lime. Sorry that I couldn’t find anything in tie dye.” As he was
leaving, Caine gave me a lurid wink that made me flush. 


Unitarian insisted on going under the speed limit as
he drove me home. He said he didn’t want to take any risks since I was still a
“patient.” During the ride I inquired a lot about the fancy, schmancy classical
music on Unit’s playlist and pretended I liked it and knew what the hell he was
talking about. 


“That music is so groovy. But, don’t you have any
folk music, Master?”


“Folk?” Unit stroked his chin with those impossibly
sexy fingers of his. “I think I have some Chilean folk chants from their
plateau regions.” 


“That’s okay. I was just wondering. Would you like
to turn off the radio and sing ‘Kumbaya’…do you know that song?”


“Perhaps another time, Nasty. I’m not really up on
my folk tunes.”


Unit’s lack of enthusiasm for singing was
disheartening, but as we got close to my apartment, Unit solidified the details
of our next date! “No use getting together for the next two days with your
surgery and all. How about I pick you up after work for dinner on day three?”


“As long as dinner is at your place. I’d hate to
waste a lot of time at a restaurant.” I’d been a virgin for close to 25 years,
I didn’t really want wait any longer now than I had to.


“My, my, Miss Lime, you are an anxious one.”


“The only thing that will make the wait bearable is
your toothbrush up my ass.”


“My what, where?!” 


“I shoved your toothbrush up my butt after my
shower…to help me think of you.”


“You are a naughty, naughty girl, Ms. Lime.”


“Perhaps you can get an electric toothbrush for next
time?” 


Unit gave me a wry smile “Perhaps.”


We stared into each others’ eyes for a long moment,
then Unit leaned over and opened the car door for me. “I’m guessing Fabio is in
there with Ms. Calvinawe. Would you ask him if he’d like a ride home?”


I said, “sure thing,” and climbed out of the car.


“Oh, dear. I must be losing my touch.” Unit sounded
disappointed.


“What’s the matter?”


“There’s no Nasty goo on your seat.”


“Hey, I did just come out of surgery.”


“I do hope the surgeon didn’t break you.”


“I don’t think so.” 


I shot Unit a wry smile as I slammed the car door
shut and walked as wiggly as I could, putting that toothbrush to good use for
Unit’s advantage.


When I entered the apartment Fabio and Kath were
fucking underneath the kitchen table. I called out from the entryway, “Hey,
Fabio! Unitarian wants to know if you’d like ride home?”


“Tell him, no thanks.”


I leaned out the front door and shouted to Unit that
Fabio was not interested in a ride. 


“Alright then. He’ll find his way home somehow. He’s
a big boy.”


“You can say that again!” I smiled wryly and closed
the front door. Let Unit dwell on that one for a bit.


 


Chapter 5


 


By the next morning Fabio and Kath have finally had
their 15th goodbye fuck and he left for work. This gives Kath the opportunity
to grill me like a wiener. 


“So, like, what were you two up to for an entire
night?” 


“We went to Unit’s pad in Seattle.” I try to act
like this is the most natural thing in the world.


“Like, Unit’s pad? As in Unitarian’s residence? And
it’s Unit, now?” 


“It’s Unit on rare occasion. I don’t think he likes
it. And, yes, his ‘residence,’ where else?”


“Oooo, like, what kind of designer stuff did he have
there?” 


“You know me, Kath, I don’t know designer from Ethan
Allen. He did have some original art. I think I saw Mondrian, Chihully, and a
bunch of up-and-comers.” 


“So, like, did you have sex?”


“No! I mean, it wasn’t even a date. Do I look like
someone who would have sex on the first encounter?” I figured I’d leave out the
part about me getting my tubes tied. 


“Um, it was, like, at least your second ‘encounter’
– you went for coffee?” Kath rolled her eyes, cocked her head and gave me a wry
smile. 


“Well, we’ve got a real date in three days.”


“And, you’re, like planning to fuck him good then? I
can, like, tell?” 


“We’ll have known each other for over a week, and
seen each other four times by then. That’s not being too slutty, is it?” 


“Like, no way. Not with, like, a billionaire? I’m
sure most girls bang him within, like, fifteen minutes of meeting him? You’re,
like, being positively prudish?”


“Thanks, Kath. That makes me feel better. I don’t
want to come off as trollop.”


“You don’t? Then, like, why were you wearing that
outfit when you came home, hmm?”


Geesh, she noticed that all the way from the kitchen
floor while in the throes of passionate sex? This Valley Girl is definitely too
obsessed with fashion.


“Um…it was a gift from Unit.” I stammered, flushing.


“Pretty, like, sexy gift? He must, like, want every
man to desire you and, like, envy him?”


Was that it? He wanted men to notice me and drool
over me? It made sense. He liked to own things that were desired by many, but
all his.


“It came with a bra. And I don’t wear bras, so you
can have that if you want it.”


Kath’s eyes lit up. It must have been a very pricey
bra. 


“Like, awesome? Thanks, Nasty?”


 


Chapter 6


 


Three days seemed like an eternity. But, it wasn’t
long enough for me to figure out what to wear. I finally decided on my black
tank top and a black and white floral print peasant skirt, but I still didn’t
think it was the perfect outfit. Maybe there was no such combination of the
perfect outfit amongst the clothes I owned. I hadn’t really needed any “fuck
me” clothes before. At least this matched the underwear Unit gave me. 


Since Unit was picking me up after work, I stuffed
the outfit into a backpack. After work, I took a quick “shower” in the dog
grooming bath area. I forgot to bring a towel, but it didn’t matter. The doggy
blow dryer was fabulous. It dried me off in less than a minute and added the
benefit of making my lady parts squirm inside me. 


It was just like getting a blow job from an
Xcelerator in the women’s restroom at the supermarket. I drove out of my way to
use that restroom all the time.


My girly organs squirmed again as Unit walked in the
pet store. He was wearing a mint green shirt and pants the color of money. They
hung from his hips in the most seductive way. And those long fingers of his
looked so damn elegant as he fondled his crotch!


“Good evening, Nasty.” His tongue caressed my name
as he drew out both syllables.


“Good afternoon, Master Green.” Before I took the
arm he proffered, I reached around and gave his perfectly shaped butt a lurid
squeeze.


“Why, Ms. Lime!” He raised an eyebrow, cocked his
head and gave me a wry smile.


“Why not, Master Green?” I kept my cool, not
flushing the least little bit. 


Outside, Michael Caine was waiting for us with one
of the fancier SUVs from Unit’s fleet. 


“So nice to see you again, Ms. Lime.” 


“Thank you Mr. Caine, the feeling is mutual.” As he
helped me into the backseat, I made sure Caine could see I was wearing the
panties he picked out for me. 


My heart gave a leap when I noticed that Unit had
set out the exact brand of spring water and granola bar that I selected when we
went out for coffee. There was something else, too. A snack I wasn’t quite
familiar with.


“What are these, Unit?” He seemed to wince at the
term of endearment, but didn’t say anything.


“Communion wafers. They haven’t been blessed, so
it’s no sin to munch on them. I acquired a taste for them in my youth.”


Geesh, what was it with this guy? He didn’t like to
talk about his life, then he goes and throws out bait like this. Could you
believe it? It was like he enjoyed torturing me!


The wafers were very dry and who knew if they were
organic, so I stuck with the granola bars. Though, I made sure not to
acknowledge that I was aware he’d done something nice for me. I wasn’t going to
let this guy think he could have me eating from the palm of his hand. 


We were taking an odd route to get from Vancouver to
Seattle, but I decided not to mention anything. We were heading toward
Vancouver Island. Maybe we were going to drive onto his yacht again. Eventually
we did pull into the port, but it was not the same port as before. And there
was no yacht in sight. 


Caine stopped the car and came ‘round to open my
door for me. As he extended his hand to assist me, I once again made sure he
could see the panties. 


“Noticed the first time, ma’am, but appreciate the
gesture.” He gave me a wry smile before getting back in the SUV and driving
away.


“Where are we going?” I really couldn’t stand not
knowing for another minute.


“To my place, as you requested.” Unit gave me a
mischievous look and a wry smile. 


“Are we swimming to Seattle?” We were walking down a
lengthy pier with nothing parked anywhere along it. 


“You’ll see in just a minute.”


As we walked farther down the pier I began to see
that there was, indeed, something in the water at the end of it. It was so low,
I couldn’t quite make out what it was. Dear God, he couldn’t be expecting me to
kayak to Seattle, could he? He knew what a klutz I was, didn’t he?  My heart
began to pound and my palms grew sweaty. What was I getting myself into? I
tried to remember some of the details in the many contracts I signed. Had I
agreed to kayak? I couldn’t recall. 


Finally, I got a full view of our vessel. “Is that
what I think it is?”


“Depends on what you think it is.” Unit was beaming
while cocking his head and giving me a wry smile.


I gulped, flushed and stammered, “A s-s-s-submarine
with wings?”


“Close. This is a Super Falcon Winged  Submerisible.
But, yes, it’s basically a submarine.” 


“And you expect me to get in this contraption?” 


“That would be the idea, Ms. Lime.” 


“Have you driven this thing before?”


“Of course. Dozens of times.”


I gave the thing a skeptical look. 


“Don’t worry, Nasty. You’re safe with me – at least
as long as you have your clothes on.”


“I wasn’t planning on going down on the first big
date.” 


“You weren’t? How disappointing.”


“Okay. I lied. I thought I might.”


“Time’s a wastin’, Ms. Lime.” 


I climbed in the contraption and deposited myself at
what appeared to be the passenger seat. Unit climbed in after me. For a moment,
his toes were eye level. He had, of course, worn sandals to show off his
impossibly long, impossibly gorgeous toes. 


“Are you lusting after my toes, Ms. Lime?”


“You know me so well, Master Green.” 


I was pretty sure he got an erection when I said
“Master.” But, in such tight quarters, there was really no way to take
advantage of it. 


Flying through the depths in a tiny submersible was
an eerie experience. If it wasn’t so fascinating, I’d likely pass out from
fear. But, my curiosity kept me alert. It was as amazing as it was terrifying –
and completely spooky. 


Once the hatch bubbles were locked down around our
heads, the best way to communicate was through headsets.  It took me a good
twenty minutes to adjust to the surroundings, but after I began feeling
comfortable, I got chatty.


“So, do you try to impress all your women with
underwater rides?”


“I don’t attempt to impress, people, Nasty. And you
are the first woman I’ve had in the Super Falcon.”


“You’re kidding?!”


“I rarely kid, Ms. Lime. Until I met you, all ‘my
women’ as you say, have been sex slaves. I buy them from unscrupulous human
traffickers and set them free. They are usually so grateful, they wish to
please me sexually. After a few months of expressing their gratitude I give
them $10,000 and send them to a country where that amount will last them a
lifetime.” 


Wow. Unit was such a humanitarian. 


“Don’t any of them ever fall in love with you?” I
can’t imagine any woman NOT falling in love with Unit.


“Perhaps, but I’ve never fallen for anyone before I
met you.”


Before I met you? Did that mean Unit had fallen for
me? My heart began racing even faster from excitement than it already was
racing from fright.


“What country do you send them to?”


“Depends on where they’re from. I always send each
woman to a country where she doesn’t’ know the language.” 


Hmmm. I supposed there must be a good reason for
that. Maybe Unit didn’t want the girls to contact their relatives. It was
likely the relatives who sold them into sex slavery to begin with.


Suddenly, the Super Falcon shook violently. 


“That’s turbulence from a passing cruise ship. I’m
going to make an evasive maneuver for a smoother ride. Don’t be frightened.”


The Falcon peeled off to the right, did a 360 degree
roll, then dove sharply before leveling off. 


“Fun, isn’t it?” 


“Um…no. If you don’t want your Falcon puked upon, I
wouldn’t do that again.” 


“Roger, that.” I couldn’t see Unit’s face, but I was
quite sure he had a wry smile plastered on it. 


We rode in silence for a long ways, then I felt that
we were rising. Unit released the pressure hatches, jumped out, then helped me
out. My legs were like rubber. As I wobbled and stumbled away from the small
rectangle of water where we surfaced, Unit scooped me up into his arms without
a moment’s hesitation. 


“Can’t have you getting hurt before our
playtime, now can we?”


I looked around at the oddly familiar surroundings.
We’d surfaced in the parking garage under Unit’s building!


“I can’t believe you have a submarine berth in your
underground parking garage!”


“It was Caine’s idea, actually. He’s ex-British
Intelligence. He was on the queen’s security staff at Buckingham and he worked
for Calvin Klein before I stole him away. Difficult to get a personal assistant
with his background. He’s my highest paid employee.”


“So that is a gun in his pocket? I thought he was
just happy to see me.”


“I’m sure every man is happy to see you, Ms. Lime.”
Unit grabbed me by the waist and pulled me close, licking my neck from the edge
of my tank top all the way up to my chin.


“I don’t care about every man. Just you.” I ground
my hip bone into his manhood.


“I do care about every man. I want them all to
desire you, yet none but me can have you. I even care about every animal. You
and that collie were a little too friendly for my taste.” 


“Laddie from the pet store? Why would you be jealous
of a dog?”


“It was the way you looked at each other.”


“Trust me, I could never feel for a dog the way I
feel about you.” To prove it, I cupped his balls and jostled them in my hand.


“If Laddie and I were drowning, which of us would
you save first?”


“Well, obviously, whichever of you was closer to
me.” 


Unitarian raised an eyebrow.


“Physically closer, Unitarian…not emotionally
closer. It would only make sense.” 


“I see.” 


“Actually, Laddie would have to be way, way closer
for me to save him first. You’re my guy.”  I ran my thumb over what I assumed
was the tip of Unit’s penis. It was a bit difficult to tell what was what
through those pants. I’d have to get them off him soon – before I exploded.


“Your only guy, Nasty. And don’t you forget it.”


“Why, Master Green, you are truly green with
jealousy.”


“I am fifty shades of green, Nasty, and now one of
those shades is Lime.” 


My inner slut wiggles her butt. I am one of Unit’s
shades of green! And he’s jealous of my relationship with a dog. Who knew I was
such a femme fatale? 


“When are we going to fuck, Unit? We’re wasting time
standing here having this stupid conversation. I’m yours and only yours, now
deflower me!” 


“You’re incredibly forward for a virgin.” 


“Maybe you haven’t been around enough virgins, Unit.
I’ve been waiting 24 years for this.” 


“Well then, let’s not keep you waiting a minute
longer.” Unit again whisked me up into his arms and carried me into his
bedroom. With one hand, he opened his closet door and swept aside the shirts
hanging there. He said, “I am the Master of all before me.” A panel slid up and
he put his eye to the opening for a retinal scan. Then, the back of his closet
opened up to reveal what seemed to be a Chamber of Deviant Sex. 


“Since you’re a virgin, I’m going to take it easy on
you…this time.” Unit gave me a wry smile. 


“Do you really have to?” I was disappointed that I
might not get the mega sexual experience I had been fantasizing about.


“Stop pouting out your lower lip. You’ll get as much
sex as I feel you can handle.” 


I brightened and began stripping off my clothes. It
took just seconds. But then I realized I was the only was naked. Unit stood
there fully dressed with his head cocked and a wry smile on his face. I
apparently wasn’t doing this sex thing right. 


“Why are you smirking at me?”


“I’m just amazed that you’re such the eager beaver,
Ms. Lime.”


“It’s not just my beaver that’s eager, Master,” I
emphasized the ‘master,’ drawing the word out and giving it the kind of
reverence that turned Unit’s unit on, “all of me is eager.”


I stepped close to him and began tearing his clothes
off. Even his underwear was in shades of green. “I thought you were eager, too,
Master Green. Was I wrong?”


“No…I’m just surprised to find you’re such a furry
little thing.”


I was confused. Me, furry? What was he talking
about?


“Do you even own a razor?”


“A shaving razor? No! What would I do with it?”


“That’s right. I forgot. You’re from Ithaca. Shaving
and tie dye don’t mix, do they? Nor does trimming, apparently.” 


“I’m a natural woman, Master Green.” I tried to
sound as sultry as I could while wondered what the hell he meant about
‘trimming.’


“I intend to make you feel like a natural woman, Ms.
Lime. I’ll explain what I’m doing as I go along. I don’t want you to be shocked
or afraid.” 


“If you didn’t want me to be shocked and afraid, why
did you stuff me into a submarine?” 


“Well, now, you can get back at me by stuffing my
submarine into you.”


“Huh?”


“The part of me that’s long and hard and full of
semen.”


Oh, my inner slut was pole dancing now. On Unit’s
pole. And he seemed to be enjoying it. 


“I’m going to grab your nipples. It won’t hurt.
You’ll like it. I’m going to pull on them. Don’t be alarmed if they seem
excessively elongated.”


Unit pulled my nipples what seemed like halfway
across the room. But, it did feel good! Oh, so good! Unit was nose diving his
submarine into my lady parts deep and hard while his long, elegant fingers
pulled and squeezed at my nipples. I arched my back to give his Super Falcon
access to the dock deep within me and grabbed him just beneath his butt cheeks
to help push that sub as deep and hard as it could go. When I could stand the
throbbing excitement no longer, I drove my index finger into his anus. 


“No anal penetration!” Unit screamed as everything
came to a screeching halt. 


Unit pulled out of me, semen shooting everywhere…and
my juices squirting out as well in long, strong jets with every convulsion of
my orgasm. 


Once both our throbbing climaxes receded, I
apologized. 


“I’m sorry. I was in the moment. It was instinctive.
I wasn’t thinking.” 


Unit softened. “It’s okay. Just remember, it’s a
thing with me. Never go near my butthole again.”


“Do you…want to talk about it?” 


“Do I want to talk about why I don’t want anyone to
touch my butthole? No. End of subject.” His face darkened. 


“Do you want to elongate my nipples again?” 


A wry smile crossed Unit’s face. “Let me show you
this little device I have that attaches to nipples.” 


 


Chapter 7


 


The world gradually comes into focus as I awaken
from a deep sleep. Holy crap! Was that a dream? Did I have sex last night?
Seven times? I look around me. I am suspended naked from the ceiling by
hundreds of silky ribbons that appeared to be wrapped around my arms and legs,
then attached to me by tiny staples in my skin. So, it wasn’t a dream. And it
may not be over. Somewhere below me something is probing my ass. 


“Hey! What’s going on down there?” My voice is
surprisingly hoarse. Then I remember the cock sucking. Linda Lovelace, eat your
heart out.


“Ah…finally awake, are we, Ms. Lime? I’m looking for
my toothbrush.” I can only see the ceiling, but I’m imagining Unit with his
head cocked and a wry smile on his face.


“You won’t have any luck. I didn’t wear it. But, I’m
sure it’s still minty fresh down there.”


“After last night, I doubt it. Though my dick does
give the sensation of standing on a snowy mountaintop.”


The sound of Unit’s voice is making my insides
squirm. Oh, no! Did I just squirt his ceiling? 


“Easy, girl. I’m not sure Mrs. Nelson can reach that
high.”


“Who’s Mrs. Nelson?”


“My housekeeper, Alice Nelson.” 


“You let your housekeeper in here?” 


“Well, let’s just say she was already familiar with
the place when she got the job.”


I wondered if all the blonde bombshell employees of
Green Corp. were familiar with this place. “I thought you only had, um,
‘relations’ with liberated sex slaves?”


“Alice and I didn’t exactly have ‘relations.’ Just
some, uh, fun.”


I figured I’d leave the definition of ‘fun’ for
another day. I was starting to worry that my current position was more
precarious than I was comfortable with. “How do I get down from here?” 


“Very carefully. Allow me.”


It sounded like Unit flipped some sort of switch.
The ribbons began a very slow, steady descent. When I was at Unit’s waist
level, he flipped the switch again, stopping the process.


“I’m going to lower you into a pool of ice water. Be
prepared for the cold. It will numb your skin enough for me to pull the
fasteners out painlessly. Trust me, you won’t feel a thing…unless you want
too?” He raised an inquiring eyebrow.


“No. I’ll go with painless.” 


Unit again flipped the switch to lower me into the
ice water. Painless was a relative term, When my body hit the icy water, it
felt like knives piercing every inch of me. I screamed.


“Let it out, my dear, if you must. The room is
thoroughly soundproofed. You’ll acclimate to the cold in just a few seconds.”


Surprisingly, I did acclimate almost instantly. Or,
maybe I just went completely numb that fast. I could no longer feel the faint
tug of the staples, though I remained immobilized as I floated on the frigid
water. Unit waded in and began deftly flicking each staple from my skin. He was
right. I didn’t feel a thing. In what seemed like a minute or less, he was
helping me stand up and climb out of the water. 


“The fasteners are so fine, they won’t even leave a
mark. The cold has constricted your blood vessels to the point where not a drop
of blood is spilled. Come, let me warm you up and untangle you.” 


Unit guided me a few steps to a chamber filled with
light. Warm, penetrating light. As my skin came alive under those blessed rays,
Unit patiently and tenderly unwound each delicate ribbon, his lips lovingly
caressing the spot where each staple had been. Or where I imagined each staple
had been. You truly could not see any sign of a mark, though there was an
ever-so-slight swelling that make me look like I had somehow had subtle skin
piping installed around the outer edge of my body. The lighting had to be just
right to see it.


“Feeling yourself, yet, Ms. Lime?”


“I’d rather be feeling you, Master Green” I leaned
my body into his, sliding my wet, wet squirmy spots down his leg to ride his
knee.”


“You do realize there are physical limits to what a
man can do, don’t you?”


I turned around, pushing my butt into his manhood.
“Yes, Master Green. But we haven’t discovered what your limits are yet, have
we?” I cocked my head backward and bit his neck while I positioned his hands
over my breasts. “Now, elongate my nipples with those elegant fingers of
yours.” 


 


Chapter 8


 


I’m back in my apartment wondering how long it will
be before I’m able to walk normally again. After two deliciously grueling days
with Unitarian, I’m exhausted as well as sore. Caine had to practically carry
me to my door. I threw myself on the couch and haven’t moved for hours. But
now, I hear Kath’s key in the door. 


Kath is walking funny as she approaches the couch. I
guess excessive sex runs in the family. 


“Shit! Like, I need that couch?”


I’m still way too tired to give up the couch, even
for Kath, the best friend a girl could have.


“Chair,” I point. 


She collapses with legs over the arm of the chair.
“It looks like Unit put you through the same workout Fabio gave me.”


No, I think. Not likely. But, I’ll have to keep that
to myself.


“So? How was it, Ms. Virgin? All you hoped for?” 


“And more. Unit is…amazing.” 


“Fabio, is, like, fabulous, too?” 


“I never realized that sex would have such a weird
effect on my personality.”


“Whatdaya, like, mean?”


“Oh, you know, how you kinda turn into a porn star.
I never thought I’d say things like, ‘You’re so fucking hot, give it to me hard
, you big hunk of cock.’”


“Um…that may just be you? I don’t, like, do that?”


“No?”


“Like, no-oo.” 


“Maybe I’m just taking after Unit’s lead.”


“Unit, like, talks like a porn star in bed? Mr.
Formal and Sophisticated?”


“If you closed your eyes, you’d imagine him to be
way too tan and wearing a couple pounds of gold chain.”


“Speaking of chain…like, what is that around your
neck?”


What was around my neck? I had no idea. My hand
reaches up. I’m wearing a dog collar and leash. Holy crap!


“Oh…ha, ha. I was kidding around. Unit bought some
dog stuff at the pet store. I was trying to give him insight into what
personalities different breeds had. I guess I got a little carried away.” 


“Like, if you say so? Unit’s gonna buy a dog?”


“He seemed interested.” He liked calling me “bitch,”
I thought.


“So, when are you, like, going to see him next?”


“I don’t know. We didn’t make any plans. I’m not
even sure he wants to see me again.”


“Like, what do you mean? He’s, like, all over you?
He, like, tracked you down at a pet store?”


“Sure, but, um, I don’t know if he likes me.
Maybe he was just being nice.”


“I, like, don’t think business tycoons would bother
pretending to be nice for two whole days?” 


“It’s not like he’s called or anything…you know?” 


“How can you be, like, so smart, yet so stupidly
insecure?” 


 


We both layed there in silence, paralyzed by
exhaustion and contemplating how I could be so insecure. In about a half an
hour, there was knock at the door. 


Kath and I looked at each other, wondering who was
going to muster the strength to get up. After a minute, a voice came from the
other side of the door.


“Ms. Lime? It’s me, Michael Caine. I can let myself
in if you’d like.” 


I yelled back, “Thanks, Mr. Caine. Please do.” 


I heard something slip into our lock, then the door
opened and Caine swept in, walking just a bit stiffly for some reason. 


“No need to get up. I just brought you something
from Master Green, Ms. Lime.” 


“Thank you, Mr. Caine. I don’t think you’ve been
formally introduced to my roommate, Kath Calvinawe?” 


“Ms. Calvinawe, a pleasure.”


“The pleasure is, like, all mine?” 


“Very good, then. Have a lovely evening ladies. I’ll
let myself out and lock up behind me.”


After Caine left, I started opening the package.


“How did he, like, get in? Did you, like, give Unit
a key? Like, already?”


“No, of course not! Caine’s ex-British Intelligence.
He probably picked the lock.” 


“Oh, like, that would explain the charming cockney
accent? What did, like, Unit send you?”


“A cell phone and ten thousand dollars.” I searched
the box thoroughly. Phew! No plane ticket to a country where I didn’t speak the
language.


“Is there, like, a note?”


“Yes. It says: Ms. Lime. I cannot stop thinking
about you in my every waking and sleeping hour. Now that you have a cell phone,
you can sext me whenever you like. Are you free for dinner on Friday? I was
hoping you’d be the main course. Soons, dollface. U.” 


“Like, see?!” 


“I don’t know. Maybe he likes me. Maybe he doesn’t.
I better go visit my whacky, immature, man-crazy mother for advice.” 


 


Chapter 9


 


I luck out on my flight to Miami. I’m bumped to
first class. Sitting next to me is an ungodly beautiful woman with a thick
accent. I’m not sure what her accent is. Maybe Russian. Even though I’d just
like to stew in my romantic troubles, she chats me up the entire trip. Maybe
that’s a good thing. Maybe I need to get my mind off Unit. Or, more
appropriately, Unit’s unit.


“So, ees these first time in Meeami?” 


“Oh, no. My mother lives there. I see her every
couple years.”


“Ees good to have famlee to preeciate you. Not seell
you.” 


I wasn’t sure what she was saying half the time, so
I’d just change the subject. “Have you been to Miami before?”


“Nyet.” She shook her head “no.”


“Are you going for business or pleasure?”


“Ees gud questyun. Maybe…leetle beet both.”


“It’s always nice when you can mix business with
pleasure.”


“Ees gud when beesness ees pleasure.”


“Yeah. My stepdad always said, “If you love what you
do, it’s not work.”


“What you luv, preety gurl?”


“Um, ah, animals.”


“Aneemal? Like pony? Or jeerbul?” 


“Sure. Any kind, really. I don’t think I’ve met an
animal I haven’t fallen in love with.”


“Wow. Ees syurprizing. You doan look aneemal type.”


I wondered what an animal type would look like. I
also wondered why she was stroking my hand and leaning in so close when she
spoke. Probably an Eastern Block thing. She must have noticed the look of
consternation on my face, because she pushed a loose strand of hair behind my
ear and stroked my cheek.


“Doan worry. Aneemal or no. You gud gurl. Verry
preety, verry sweet. Maybee I see you in Meeami?”


“I don’t know. I won’t be there long. And I may not
even leave my mother’s house.”


“Eef you do, maybee we bump eento one anudder.” She
gave my hand a squeeze. 


“Um, yeah, sure.” The seat belt sign turned off and
everyone was getting up to leave. “Good luck with your business.” 


“Gud luck weeth yur mudder.” She leaned over and
gave me a long, slow kiss right on the mouth. No tongue, but lots of lip. It
was shockingly soft, warm and comforting. She smelled good and her firm breast
brushing against my own was somehow arousing. 


Geesh! Could having sex with Unit have super
sensitized me to human contact?! I felt myself leaning in to her kiss. She
gently bit my lip as she pulled away…and then she was gone, swept 


 


Chapter 10


 


“So, Nasty, what’s up? You never visit.” Leave it to
my mother to get straight to the point.


“Nothing’s up. I just figure I better visit before I
get a job. Once I start working, who knows how hard it might be to visit.”


My mother assesses me carefully. “Nope. That’s not
it.” 


She stands back so she can scrutinize all of me at
once. “Man troubles. You have man troubles! Oh, honey, I’m so happy you’re not
gay!”


“Mo-ther!”


“Oh, like it’s not a bit odd that an attractive girl
like you makes it past 21 without ever having a boyfriend…or a date…or a
crush…or even a Playgirl magazine stuffed under her mattress?” My mother cocks
her head and raises an eyebrow.


“Can I help it if I don’t go chasing after every
muscular body in pants?”


“Oh, so I’m to blame for your lack of hormones?”


“No. But, you may be credited for my extremely
discriminating tastes in men.”


“Aren’t we the high and fancy lady. Most men aren’t
good enough for you, huh? What’s this one got going for himself?”


“Well…he’s very considerate, polite, handsome and
he’s a billionaire.”


“Geesh. Maybe I shoulda held out longer…hmmm.” 


“Don’t go getting any ideas, Mom. Number Six is very
good to you.” I refer to most of mother’s husbands by number. And her current
hubby is, finally, a good match for her.


“You’re right. And I’m so proud of you! A handsome
billionaire! I guess you’re very lucky that I instilled discriminating tastes
in you. Feel free to thank me anytime.”


“Thank you, Mother, for creating such a horrible
example that I was motivated to become the opposite of you.”


“That’s better. You’re welcome. Now what’s the
problem with your relationship?”


“I’m not sure he wants a relationship. He won’t tell
me his deepest, darkest secrets.”


“Well, no man wants a relationship. You have to make
him want it. Hold your affection back a little. Men like conquests. They like
to think things are their idea…as if a man ever had a good idea regarding
women.” She shakes her head in disgust. 


That actually made sense. Unit liked to attain the
unattainable. 


“Now, as for deep, dark secrets…let him have them.
If they’re that dark, you may not want to know. If you had something deep and
dark, you might want to keep it a secret, too. How long have you known this
billionaire?”


“A couple weeks.”


“Oh, for heaven’s sake! Give him time.”


Again, my mother just might be right. She’s had so
many men in her life, she must understand the way they operate. I was starting
to feel better already and I hadn’t even gotten out of the airport baggage
area. 


“Six is circling the airport. He’s going to pick us
up and drop us off at the I. Sea. You. Spa. We’ve both got appointments for
facials. They, um, said they could fit you in for waxing if you wanted.”


Good old Mom. She wasn’t from Ithaca. Hated the
place. High-tailed it out of there as soon as she got the chance. Number 2 and
I stayed, but Miami was more Mom’s style. She was always trying to get me into
designer clothes and makeup. Maybe today, I’d let her. 


 


Six dropped us off at I. Sea. You. and told us to
take our time. He saw a shady spot in the parking lot and planned on catching
some Z’s. That man could sleep. Anywhere. Anytime. Sleeping in the car was his
favorite thing. Said he didn’t have to worry about waking up with Mom bouncing
on top of him. 


At the Spa desk, we got a big surprise. Unitarian
had called and arranged for us to get “The Works.” We could have as many spa
services as we could fit in. It was all paid for, including a generous tip.
Mother was impressed.


“Well, your boyfriend certainly takes good care of
you. How did he know we were going to the spa?”


“Who knows how Unit knows anything? Maybe he has
spies. Maybe he had his personal assistant call every spa, restaurant and store
in town. Like God, he works in mysterious ways.” I was trying not show the
exasperation in my voice. Unit simply confounded me. 


“In that case, after our treatments, we’ll go
shopping next door, then out to the best restaurant in town.” 


Mother and I spent several hours at the spa. I got a
total body waxing – apparently that was the one “firm” service Unit insisted
on. Mother and I both got a massage, facial, mani, pedi, and makeover. Mother
also got a body wrap while I was being waxed. 


I had never been to a spa before. Except for the
waxing, which was not in the least bit enjoyable (well, except when the
technician was applying the wax to my most sensitive spots), the other services
were oh-so-relaxing. I nearly had an orgasm when Bruce was giving me my
massage. I hoped he wouldn’t notice the wet spot on the sheet when I was done. 


When Mom and I were finally finished, we didn’t look
anything like ourselves.


“Doesn’t it feel marvelous to primped, plucked and
pampered?”


“I guess. But, I’m afraid to move my face. Will I
break the makeup if I smile?”


“No, silly. Just don’t cry, rub your eyes, bite your
lips, sneeze or touch your face.” 


“Can I roll my eyes? I’m pretty sure I roll my eyes
a lot without knowing it.”


“Yes. You do roll your eyes almost every time I open
my mouth. But, while it hurts my feelings, it won’t hurt your makeup…stop it, Nasty!”


“Stop what?”


“Rolling your eyes.”


And so it went. Mom and I popped to the boutique
next door and got these ridiculous dresses she insisted upon. My cleavage was
hanging out all over the place! Worse, so was hers! Middle aged cleavage is not
a sight for the faint of heart. Middle aged sideboob is even worse. I’d have to
ask Mom if she wore a bra when she was young. If she didn’t, I should maybe
consider wearing one. Never too soon to start on a program to keep the tits
perky.


As we walked out of the store in our new outfits, I
couldn’t help staring at my feet. My sexy new sandals showed off my pedicure. I
never had polished toenails before. The bright pink polish, combined with my
now hair-free toes, made me feel like I was looking at someone else’s feet on
my body. The same with my hands. Then, I caught my reflection in the store
window. Hell, I looked like someone else’s body on my brain! 


I couldn’t exactly walk in the high-heeled sandals.
It was more like I was mincing. Mom was more adept, so she reached Six and the
car well ahead of me. (It was easy to find, we just zeroed in on the snoring.)


I heard Six snort awake and yell at my mother in
alarm, “Hey, lady. You got the wrong car.” 


“It’s me, you fool.”


“I don’t care who it is, I’m waiting for my wife. If
she sees me with a hooker, I’m dead meat.” 


“What if she sees you with two hookers?” I couldn’t
help teasing Six as I leaned in the driver’s window.


“Oh, fuck! Leave now or I’m calling the cops!” 


“Honey, that’s Nasty.” 


“I’ll say it’s nasty. And I don’t want no part of
it!”


“Nasty, your stepdaughter!” 


I smiled down at Six as he began to realize the
truth of the situation.


“Christ, what happened to you two? Could they do all
that while I was taking a nap?” 


“You old fool! We’ve been gone for hours. I guess
you got enough sleep for the night, huh?” Mom snuggled up next to him and put
her hand on his thigh.


“There isn’t enough sleep in the world to give me
the energy to keep up with you. Buckle your seatbelt.” 


“Don’t worry, sweetie. I’ll be easy on you tonight.
Bruce took a lot out of me.” The twinkle in Mom’s eye made me wonder exactly
what might have gone on in that massage.


“Who’s Bruce?”


“Our masseuse, I piped up from the back seat. I
never had a massage before. I didn’t realize it would be so…intense. I think
I’ll be sore tomorrow.” 


“I know I’ll be sore…” Mother said with a wry smile
as she cocked her head. “Now, don’t head for home, we’re going out to dinner at
The Naked Pheasant.”


“Pheasant? Huh! And all this time I thought it was
‘Peasant.’ So that place is a restaurant? Now it all makes sense.”


“I’ve been wanting to have dinner there for years.” 


“Ain’t it awful fancy? I don’t think they’ll let me
in without a tie.”


“We bought you a shirt, tie and jacket when we were
shopping.” 


“Man, Naughty, how much is this day costing us?”


“So far, not a cent. Nasty’s billionaire boyfriend
has picked up the tab.” 


Now it was Six’s turn to be impressed. “Billionaire
boyfriend, huh? So you did learn something in that college.”


This time, I knew I was rolling my eyes. But, I was
in the backseat, so no one could see me and get offended. What was the big deal
about having a billionaire boyfriend? I couldn’t tell if it was the
‘billionaire’ or the ‘boyfriend’ that made everyone who knew me get so worked
up.


The Naked Pheasant wasn’t far. We found a secluded
spot to park where Six could put on his new shirt without making a scene. He
really did look quite nice when he was gussied up. And despite his “hick”
persona, he pulled off genteel when he had to.


“Three for dinner, please.” He smiled charmingly at
the hostess. 


“Do you have a reservation?”


“No. Will that be a problem?” 


“Yes, Mr….”


“James. Arthur James.” He knew enough to pull out
the “Arthur” rather than “Arty.”


“Well, Mr. James, I’m afraid the dining room is
fully booked for this evening. 


Mother pushed past me to the hostess station.
“Perhaps you have a reservation for a Ms. Anastasia Lime …or a Mr. Unitarian
Green?” Unit’s name dripped off her lips like liquid gold.


“Oh, yes, of course. Party of four. Mr. Green is
waiting for you in the bar. I’ll take you to him.” 


Mom and Six raised their eyebrows and looked at me.
I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head, indicating this was as much a
surprise to me as it was to them.


As we followed the hostess, I could see Unit up
ahead. He had a presence that commanded attention. As if he were the king of
whatever room he occupied. He looked startlingly handsome in his pale grey suit
with green accents. The pants hanging off his hips in that way that made my
insides squirm. If I died today, I prayed I’d be reincarnated as a pair of
Unit’s pants. 


When my mother saw Unit, her outer sexpot ramped up
a couple notches. I could see her start to smolder like a coal that needed but
a gentle breeze to burst into flame. 


“Ms. Lime! I’m so glad you and your family could
join me.” His eyes were mischievous as he took my hand and licked it. 


“Mom, Arthur, I’d like you to meet my stalker
boyfriend, Mr. Unitarian Green. Unitarian, this is my mother, Natalie, and my
stepfather, Arthur James.”


My mother extended her hand to Unit. “Please, call
me ‘Naughty.’ Everyone does eventually.” She delivered her signature line with
a huskiness that was just plain embarrassing. 


“And I’m Arty.” Six gave Unit’s hand a manly shake.


“I can see why my Nasty is so enthralled with you,
Unitarian. You have such long, lovely fingers. You know, when Nasty was in high
school, she’d make posters of men’s hands to hang in her bedroom. She’s always
been a pushover for long fingers.” This was true, but I can’t believe my mother
was saying it! In the back of my mind, I thought it might be an excuse for her
to stroke Unit’s hand, which she was doing. She had reached across him, so that
her breasts were rubbing against Unit’s shoulder and she was stroking his far hand
– as it rested on his thigh!


“Has she now?” Unitarian cocked his head and gave me
a wry smile. Crap! Double crap! Was I going to have to spend the entire night
being embarrassed by my mother? It was going to be doubly bad since all I could
think of was fucking Unitarian. I’d have to sit there and watch food going into
that mouth that I should be going into. I’d have to watch him poke his fork
into meat when he should be poking it into me. Oh, this was going to be
torture.


“What brings you to Miami?” At least Six was smart
enough to try to deflect my mother’s rude conversational turns.


“Actually, your stepdaughter. I found I could not
take my mind off her. And if she was running to her mother for advice about
me…well, I wanted to make sure you met me so your advice could be as relevant
as possible.”


If I wasn’t crimson before, I was sure I was by now.
My flushes had flushes and then they had flushes. I wanted to crawl under the
carpet and die. Or crawl under the table and suck Unit’s dick. Anything, but
sit here fully clothed talking with Unit and my parents. 


“Well, now, Unitarian, I have no advice for my
daughter at the moment, but I do have advice for you. Why don’t you take her
off someplace where you two can talk without her rolling her eyes at her mother
every five seconds?” 


“Then she would simply resort to rolling her eyes at
me, I’m afraid.” 


I rolled my eyes at the two of them. “It probably
would be a good idea if the two of us had a chance to talk. You can’t go buying
me all these spa services and clothes and…everything…all the time.” My mother
was digging her fingernails so deeply into my back that I thought I might need
to scream from the pain. 


“Really. You two, go on. Have some fun. Talk some
sense into this girl, Unitarian. I’ll have a nice, romantic evening with Arty,
here. He thinks I look like a hooker thanks to you. I might as well take
advantage of that illusion while I can.” 


Unit was taking no chances at losing this golden
opportunity. He took me by my elbow and guided me off my seat. 


“If you insist. Naughty. Arty. It was a pleasure to
meet you. Please, stay and have dinner. Everything has already been arranged. 


“Why, thank you, Unitarian. For everything. We’ve
had the most marvelous day!”


“You’re most welcome. I promise to get your daughter
back to you safely. Enjoy your dinner.” At that, Unit signaled the server who
had been standing sentry just a few feet from our table. As the server led my
parents to the dining room, Unit swept me out a side door. 


“I’m staying at the Luxueux Hôtel Trop Cher at the
corner. Perhaps we can dine en suite?” 


“I’d be just as happy to grab a bite in your room.” 


“Uh…perfect.”


“Of you.” 


“Oh, Ms. Lime, you are so eager.”


“Eager beaver.” I thrust my girly hole toward him. 


This makes Unit pick up the pace to the point where
I have to brace myself against him. I can only mince so fast in the heels I am
so unaccustomed to. 


“Nasty, I have a surprise for you in my room.” 


“You have a surprise for me in everything you do,
Master Green.” 


I feel Unit’s erection against my thigh. That
“Master Green” bit does the trick every time. 


“I agree with your stepfather. You do look like a
hooker tonight.”


“Is that a good thing, or a bad thing?” 


“Definitely a good thing. Most definitely.” 


“With that look in your eye, I can see that I’m
going to have to charge you double, tonight, sir.” 


Unit whisks me off my feet and up into his arms
without ever slowing pace. I’m not sure whether it’s to speed up our progress
or to put his thumb up my butt, which he does. 


“Oh, Ms. Lime. At the very least, you’re going to
have to charge me triple.” 


 


Chapter 11


 


Unit’s room at the Luxueux Hôtel Trop Cher is
amazing. It is huge and ornate. A handsome, finely carved four poster bed
commands the sleeping area. The living area is full of leather couches,
mahogany tables and high tech toys such as the humongous flat screen TV. I
wonder if Michael Caine is in the next room, but I don’t ask. 


“Your surprise in on the balcony, Nasty. After you.”
Unit signals me toward the balcony with those long, elegant fingers of his. I
think he’s making even more effort to show them off since my mother’s
embarrassing revelation.


I walk toward the balcony. I can see that it
overlooks the Atlantic Ocean. Of course. The ocean is rough tonight. The waves
crash violently down against the gleaming white virgin sand. The sound of it
makes my clitoris hitch. I flush. I don’t know if it’s because I’m worried Unit
can read my thoughts, or my blood is racing around my body looking for my
vagina. 


I step out onto the balcony and gasp in confusion.
Draped sexily atop the lounge chair is a gorgeous blonde in the tiniest bikini
I’ve ever seen. Or, at least, the tiniest bikini bottom I’ve ever seen. The
nymph is topless. She props herself up on one elbow and squints at me in the
last, fading golden rays of sun. 


“Hee-lo.” Her smile is playful, revealing dazzlingly
white teeth.


That voice is so familiar. Is this the woman from
the plane? I blink, trying to focus on her face, but her huge, perky breasts
make that task such an impossible effort. 


“Hi,” I mutter. 


“Svetlanka, why don’t you come inside and we’ll
chat.” Unit doesn’t seem phased at all by the scanty thong on my “surprise.”


We all step back into the hotel room. Svetlanka
looks almost as confused as I feel. 


Unit clears his throat. “I believe you two know each
other.” 


Svetlanka blinks at me. “Neeasty? Iy deedn’t
reecogneeze you!”


“That’s what an energetic spa team can do given a
few hours.” I turn from Svetlanka and look querulously at Unit, who has taken a
comfy seat several feet away.


“Svetlanka is the last woman I, uh, freed. Before
flying to Peru next week, she hoped to get acquainted with you. I understand
you two hit it off well on your flight?”


“Um…we had a very nice conversation.” I gulp,
remembering that kiss. Does Unit know about it? I gulp again.


“Well, perhaps the two of you can get to know each
other better…without conversation.”


Svetlanka wiggles out of her thong as she steps
toward me and begins gently pulling my dress down from my shoulders. I tense. 


“It’s alright, Nasty. I approve of this little tete
a tet. I think you’ll enjoy it as much as I.” 


“Will, um, you be joining us?” I wonder how that
would work, sharing Unit. I don’t think I want to share him. 


“No. I’m just going to watch. Are you on board?”


Svetlanka has her tongue in my ear and her hands are
gently cupping my breasts. 


“Um, looks like we already set sail.”


 


At first, I’m self conscious with Unit watching us.
But soon, I am so overwhelmed by Svetlanka, I’m not even sure Unit is still in
the room. 


Svetlanka’s body is so, so soft and warm. She
fondles every part of me so carefully, so slowly. I follow her lead, though
soon I am exploring her more aggressively than she is touching me. Her tongue
is firm and probing. Her nipples grow hard and erect in my mouth. Her vagina
seems to open to welcome my fingers, then swallows my fist in its slippery, wet
embrace. Crap! I’m touching lady parts! I am so naught! My inner slut
high-fives my inner dike.


I kneel before Svetlanka to get a better angle and
slide my fist ever so slowly up and down inside her throbbing love cave. My
tongue attacks her clitoris and I hear her moan in ecstasy as she strokes my
hair and whispers my name. At least, I think it’s my name. She may be saying
“nyet.” I don’t care.


I find my fist able to plunge deeper and deeper
inside her with every stroke. The pulsating wet flesh against my wrist and arm
sends tingles through my body. Is this what it’s like for Unit? Being inside a
warm, wet, comforting place that seems to grip you tightly and pull you deeper
with every pulsating throb? I know my other hand is clenching Svetlanka’s butt
cheek harder and harder with every slow, glorious stroke, but it is doing so
without my overt control. 


It does not take long before Svetlanka’s intoxicating
Love Canal convulses in one, huge clench that then explodes into dozens of
quick ripples of pleasure that tug me deeper. After a few moments, ripples
subside and my hand is released back to my own possession. I am almost
surprised that my wrist isn’t broken. 


Svetelanka kneels down beside me, wrapping herself
around me and pulling me to the floor as she murmurs her appreciation. We are
naked and entwined so closely, I’m not sure where she ends and I begin. She
bites my nipples, elongating them as they remain willing captives between her
teeth. We writhe around for hours, filling each other, satisfying each other,
covering each other in our vaginal secretions. Sliding, gliding, tasting,
biting and teasing until our hands (and feet) are numb and our orafices begging
sorely for relief. I hope Unit’s appreciating all this hard work I’m doing for
him!


 


Sometime in the middle of the night I am awakened by
Svetlanka’s lashes butterfly kissing my cheek. We are in the four poster bed,
carried there, no doubt, by Unit while we were unconscious with exhaustion. 


“Me-aster vants us t’ vatch moofie,” she whispers in
my ear, then gives the lobe a long, hard lick.


I follow her, naked, into the living area where Unit
awaits us naked on the couch. 


Svetlanka cuddles up on Unit’s right side, so I take
the left. He kisses us both on the nose and I am surprised that I don’t feel a
pang a jealousy! I don’t at all mind Svetlanka receiving kisses from our
Master. He flicks the remote and we begin watching…us! Unit somehow had my
encounter with Svetlanka videotaped. And it is soo hot to watch us! My inner
stripper begins dancing a tango with my inner slut as I see the effect our
performance has on us. 


Unit is erect within seconds. Svetlanka jams her
tongue in his ear as I begin stroking Unit’s hard hunk of manhood. He diddles
me with his fingers as his mouth reaches for Svetlanka’s breast. Soon, we are a
tangle of arms and legs, but our eyes keep returning to the screen. The effect
of our real-time moans blending with the ones being broadcast is surreal. 


It’s not always evident who is pleasuring whom or
with what. At some point, I think I remember a band. The brass and percussion
instruments were wonderful, the string section, not so much. 


I find my mouth returning again and again for
Svetlanka’s kisses. She pushes my fist into her crotch on more than one
occasion. It’s a tight fit with the trombone in there, but we manage. 


And always, Unit’s mushroom seeks my pussy willow.
He goes slower now, in rhythm with our projected images. And it is good.


The next morning, I awaken on the couch with the
remote control shoved up my crotch. Unit is showering and Svetlanka is eating
strawberries on the balcony. I pleasure myself with the remote control,
giggling furiously as the video pauses, rewinds, slows and fastforwards to the
throbbing of my honey walls. Next time, I’ll have to remember that the business
end goes in first. 


 


Chapter 12


 


By the time I get out of the shower, Svetlanka is
gone, packing up for her trip to Peru. I’m disappointed, but eager to find out
what other new and exciting sexual adventures Unit will expose me to. 


“What do you have planned for today, Master Green?”
I sidle up to Unit, dripping wet wearing nothing but a scant towel.


“Don’t tempt me now, vixen. We need to get you back
to your mother’s. We don’t want her imagining that we’ve been up to anything
out of the ordinary.” 


I screw my face up in deep thought.


“And don’t screw your face like that. It makes me
want to screw your face.”


“I was just thinking, sometimes it’s like my closest
friends and family can read my mind. I don’t want them reading about this.”


“Tut, Nasty, if they see you acting a little guilty
or embarrassed, they’ll just imagine you had sex. You were a virgin last week.
You’re expected to look a little sheepish for awhile.” 


“What happens when I still look like this after
awhile?”


“Listen. It’s easy. Did you think I did these things
before I told you about them?”


“No.”


“Then neither will anyone think you did these
things. The key is, don’t look guilty, don’t walk like you’re sore, and hide
any marks.”


Double crap! More rules. What did this man expect
form me? 


“How am I supposed to remember all that, Unit?”


He scowled. I wasn’t sure if it was from my whining
or my calling him “Unit.” 


“Just remember the three P’s: stand Proud, walk
Painlessly, remain Poised. I think you can remember that, don’t you?” 


“I guess.”


“That’s not all that’s bothering you, is it?” Unit
cocked his head.


“Well…I was wondering…how long have you ‘known’
Svetlanka?”


“Just a few weeks.”


“Did you let her touch your butt hole?”


“Goodness, no, Nasty. No one touches my butt hole.
And you needn’t be jealous. No sex partner that I haven’t been related to has
touched my…I guess it’s my heart…the way you have.”


“So…does that mean I’m your girlfriend?” There was a
hitch in my heartbeat and I flushed.


“I suppose it does. But, remember, I’m not a
romantic kind of guy. Now, get dressed. We have to have you back to your
mother’s before she thinks I’m doing more than deflowering you.” 


I look around the room. My dress is still in a heap
on the floor, right where I’d left it. Without Michael Caine around, I guess
certain things didn’t get done. I pick up the dress and notice Svetlanka’s
thong on the floor. I bring it to my face and breathe it in. It smells of
Svetlanka’s Love Canal. I rub it over my face and body, then put it on under my
dress. Something to always remember Svetlanka by. That makes me happy. I wonder
how often I can wear it before I’m forced to wash it.


“Come, Nasty, I have a surprise for you.” Unit was
in a cheerful mood.


“So, you’re not in that big a hurry to get me home
to my mother’s after all?” My feminine flaps twitch with anticipation.


“Down girl. The surprise is how I’m getting
you to your mother’s.”


He opens the door to the hotel room and there stand
two Segways. What was it with this guy and fancy transportation? Next thing you
know, I’d be in a Star Trek teleporter. 


We spend fifteen minutes driving them around the
hotel suite. It did take a bit of practice to become accustomed to the dang
things, but they were kind of fun in a nerdy sort of way. Extra nerdy because
Unit insisted I wear a helmet, knee and elbow pads, and driving gloves. 


Once he was satisfied that I had the hang of it, we
Segway into the elevator, through the lobby and down Miami’s main drag.
Fortunately, my mother didn’t live far from the beach. (Six was a very good
provider.)


When we arrived, Unit presented the Segway’s as
gifts to my mother and Six. He seemed to take great delight in showing them how
to operate them. Then, he sent them both off on a test drive. 


“You’re insane, you know. You can’t be going around
giving me and my family gifts!”


“I most certainly can, so I do. It makes me happy.
Don’t you want me to be happy? You signed a contract saying you would make me
happy.” 


“It makes me feel…” what was the word? Guilty?
Used?  “indebted.” 


“All the better. You are indebted. You signed a
contract that practically makes you my indentured sex servant.”


“I thought I was your girlfriend.” I flushed.


“Ah, Nasty, po-tae-to, po-tah-to.” He cocked his
head and gave me a wry smile. “Speaking of which, why hasn’t my girlfriend been
sexting me? I gave you the soon-to-be-latest iphone.”


“I don’t know how to text. I’ve never had a cell
phone, much less the future’s new iphone.” 


“Is there nothing you’re not a virgin at?”


“Sorry, you just happen to be dating a very
inexperienced girl from Ithaca. But, I think you’ll agree: I catch on quickly.”



Unit’s limo pulled up. 


“Unfortunately, I’ve got to go. But I’ll have you
trained to text…soon. Give your parents my best. I need to get back to Seattle
for an important meeting.”  He got into the car muttering about poor Steve Jobs
and who was he going to get now.


Four hours later there was knock at the door. I was
afraid it would be the police telling me my mother was in the hospital since
she and Six hadn’t yet returned from their Segway test drive. But, instead it’s
a guy named Steve Wozniak. He said Unitarian had asked him to teach me to text.



After an hour, I was not only a great texter, I
could also play a mean game of Tetris. I wasn’t sure if I was supposed to have
sex with the guy, or tip him with cash, so I figured offering him a chicken
salad sandwich would be both friendly and neutral. We had a very nice
conversation over the sandwiches. “Woz,” as he asked me to call him, was a very
sharp guy for a text instructor. I wondered if the Apple genius bar really did
require their employees to be geniuses. 


About an hour after Woz left, my mother and Six came
back. They’d had a fine day showing off their Segways to everyone they knew. Or
so I thought. When I got up in the morning, they left a note saying they had
gone to show the Segways to friends they had not been able to get to the day
before. I spent the day at the beach texting Unit. I had a full file of photos
that I’d taken that morning for just this occasion. 


 


(I
send a pic of me, or rather, my crotch area with a banana half stuffed in
Svetlanka’s thong)


Hey, Unit, is my
pussy 


hungry or am I
just 


wishing you were
here?


 


                                           Passion fruit?


 


Wow! I can’t believe I got a reply so fast. This
texting thing is gonna be fun.


 


(booby
pic)


Guess which one?  


 


       Too easy. Left tit smaller.


 


I can’t believe I kissed a girl!


 


       Neither can I. 


 


Who else is on
your 


list of approved


sexual partners?


 


       So far, only Svetlanka. That you know of.


 


You know, I’ve
always


wanted to see 


Machu Picchu.


 


       I would love to have you suck my Machu Picchu while
our Russian friend fists your butt.


 


Sounds good. I’ve
wanted to 


make love in the
ruins ever since


I saw “Against
All Odds.”


 


                                    What
other Nasty fantasies might I be unaware of?


 


I’m thinking I
better 


keep them to
myself 


for now. What 


Unitarian fantasies



should I know
about?


 


       I don’t have fantasies. I have realities.


 


Don’t you
fantasize 


about me when I’m



not there? ;-)


 


       Yes, but those become realities.


 


Are you
fantasizing 


about me now?


 


       No, I’m having a difficult enough
time negotiating this crucial corporate merger while sexting you under the boardroom
table.


 


I’m thinking I’d 


like to be tied
down 


on your pool
table & 


have you cue me
up.


 


There
is a very long pause and I worry I may have gone a bit too far. Finally, after
several finger-biting minutes, I receive a reply.


 


       Ms. Lime, I believe you just cost
Green Corp. several million $$$.


 


How could I do
that?   


 


       My boner.


 


?


 


       Someone on the other team noticed.
Felt if I was that excited my price was too high.


 


Ooops. Sorry!


 


       It’s okay. I’m willing to pay even
more for a Nasty boner.


 


Wish I were sitting
on that boner.


 


       Why, Ms. Lime, interesting use of
the pluperfect tense. 


 


The tension would
definitely be


pluperfect.


       If Sister Loyola knew her English
lessons degraded into this, she’d give up teaching.


 


If she knew what
you have 


degraded into,
she’d try to 


save your soul.


 


       She gave up on that decades ago.


 


(pic
of hunky guy staring at me)


You’re making me
writhe 


in the sand &
attract attention.


 


       How long has this piece of meat
been paying attention?


 


Pretty much since
I arrived.


 


       R U still wearing that banana?


 


Bwha, ha,ha, ha,
ha…


 


       With you, I think that was a reasonable
question.


 


Really? 


 


       You are the most sexual recent virgin
in existence. And you’re mine, all mine.


 


Guess what? Police
just


dragged my gawker
away! 


 


       Good. Then I don’t have to worry
about your safety.


 


I think I need to
go 


in the ocean and 


cool off. You
make me hot.


 


       Good idea. Soons, dollface.


 


Not soon enuf.
ttyl


 


I was pleased with myself for remembering some of
the text slang Woz taught me. 


 


Chapter 13


 


The flight back home is uneventful. I am once again
upgraded to first class. This time, I know it’s not random. Unit is obviously
the puppetmaster behind any unexpected perks that come my way. 


There is no Svetlanka stand-in waiting for me in
first class. I think that’s good. While having sex with Svetlanka was so, so
hot, I don’t want to make a habit of that kind of thing. Especially not in my
new hometown. I am not after sex; I’m after love, right? Svetlanka and all of
Unit’s sex tools are about sex. “Fucking” as Unitarian puts it.


Not only is there no Svetlanka in first class,
there's no one. I have the front of the plane all to myself. I wonder if that's
got anything to do with Unitarian’s jealous paranoia. As if I go around picking
up guys on planes!


Unitarian is waiting for me at the airport as he
promised. He is wearing pants that hang off his hips in such an incredibly
sensual way. As I get into the car, I noticed there's a plastic seat cover on
the passenger side seat.


"You're pretty confident about your effect on
me aren't you?"


"The seat protector? I just like to be ready
for any eventuality."


The music Unitarian is playing on the car's sound
system is extraordinary, but totally unfamiliar.


"This is beautiful. What is it?"


"Ahhh. This doesn't have a name and the
composer is a mystery. The score was found among papers in a museum attic in
Venice. I requisitioned the Vatican Philharmonic Orchestra to perform and
record it for me."


"Is there any area where you don't have some
priceless original that no one else can possess?"


"Not that I'm aware of. If you run into one,
let me know."


"Well, this car doesn't appear terribly
unique."


"Really? It's the one driven by James Bond in
the 12th movie."


"What about your shirt?"


"Spun from silkworms of direct lineage to those
of the first Emperor of China. It was designed exclusively for me by Stella
McCartney. Except for the few in my closet, there are no others like it."


"Okay, I give up."


"It's not like you, Nasty, to give up so
easily."


"I know how to pick my battles."


“I’ll have to remember that. It could come in very
handy.” 


Crap! Unit gave me a wry smile that seemed
very…dangerous. 


When we arrived at my apartment, Unit took my bags
into my room.


"An iron spindle bed! Perfect." Unitarian
had a devilish grin on his face.


"What's that supposed to mean?" I'm sure I
flushed. My heart was beating 1,000,000 miles an hour.


"It means I'm going to enjoy spending the night
with you, Ms. Lime."


"I didn't realize you'd been invited Master
Green."


"No invitation is necessary, Ms. Lime. Don't
you recall your contract?"


Crap! Again with that damn contract. How was I
supposed to remember every little clause on countless pages? Still, the
prospect of making love to Unitarian in my own bedroom was thrilling.


"Truth be told, Master Green, I despise that
contract."


Unitarian raised an eyebrow, "and why would
that be?"


"Well… It seems you want me to do all sorts of
unsettling things."


"Yes, Nasty, that's the point."


"I know I'm inexperienced, but don't people
usually just sort of come up with their sexual moves as they go along? Planning
and contracts seem…well…ridiculously structured."


"I find planning is half the thrill. On days
when I can't see you, I imagine all of the naughty, naughty things I'll do to
you when where next together. Things you already agreed to do."


"Don't you enjoy spontaneity?"


"Never tried it, though I do enjoy improvising
on occasion. I'm sure tonight will be full of… improvisation." The smile
on Unitarians face was downright devious.


"Well, I don't mind being seduced so far away
from your Chamber of Whorers.”


"Is that what you think of my playroom? A
chamber of horrors?"


"Of course! There's nothing playful about
whips, chains, butt plugs and whatever else you have in that evil room of
yours."


"Ahh, you only say that because you haven't
played with those toys." Unitarian rubbed his chin with his long, elegant
fingers. "You want spontaneity? You got it."


Somehow I doubted that I was going to get the kind
of spontaneity I was thinking about. Unitarian headed for the kitchen,
rummaging through drawers.


"Sex toys needn't be exclusively for sex."
Unitarian held up my manual eggbeater and began spinning its furiously.


"Now, Unitarian, no good can come from an
eggbeater. Too many moving parts."


"Perhaps you have a point. But, these sauce
spoons…this melon baller…oh there's so much here to work with."


Unitarian excitedly bagged up a couple dozen
utensils and hurried me into my bedroom.


"Apple or sock?"


"What?"


"Which would you prefer to have stuffed in your
mouth?"


"Uhh…apple?” I wondered what kind of bizarre IQ
test this might be. But, I was oh-so-wrong. Unitarian quickly shoved an apple
in my mouth and duct taped it to my face.


"Mfhph!"


"Perfect. We can't have you babbling about, can
we, Ms. Lime?"


As I reached up to pull the duct tape from my cheek,
Unitarian pulled my shirt up and gathered it around my wrists. He gently tipped
me back onto my bed and secured my bindings to my headboard spindle.


I was beside myself with excitement and fear. My
inner slut longed for whatever implement or appendage would be filling any one
of my orifices. But, somewhere in the back of my head a tiny voice of sanity
was screaming at me. No matter what I did I couldn't get that stupid bitch to
shut up.


While Unitarian was rummaging through his bag of
kitchen tools/sex toys I quickly chewed through the apple in my mouth.


"I don't want to be gagged!" I coughed,
spitting apple seeds.


"That's not what your contract says."


"Then we'll have to amend it. I need to be able
to tell you if you're hurting me."


"Ms. Lime, your eyes tell me everything you
need me to know. I read you like a book."


At that, Unitarian worked off his stock and stuffed
it in my mouth duct taping it firmly in place. Double crap! I was screwed. Or
maybe not.


I prodded at Unitarians crotch with my feet. Slowly,
deliberately, I rubbed the tip of his manhood with my toes, kicking his bag of
tricks off the bed with my other foot. I looped my big toe into his waistband
and pulled his pants down around his knees. Then I wrapped both of my legs
around the back of his butt, pulling him down hard on top of me. I writhed
against his throbbing torpedo until he forgot the kitchen appliances now
scattered on my bedroom floor. He came in a glorious release that sent my
tunnel of love into spasms of pleasure.


Finally, I was able to work the sock gag loose. I
grabbed his head with my ankles and forced it down to my lower lady lips.


"You made a mess, Master Green. Now clean it
up!"


Unitarian fought me for a few moments, then
succumbed. He lapped at my fem funnel with a determined tongue. Finally, he
fell in a spent, sweaty heap onto my stomach. Exhausted, the two of us fell
quickly to sleep.


It must have been at least an hour before I awoke.
Naked and damp, I was cold and shivering. I could hear Kath in the other room.
Quietly, I called Unitarians name. No reaction. I jostled him gently with my
legs. Still no response. I stuck my big toe in his ear and wiggled it.


"I don't think I've ever been awakened quite
like this before." Unitarian yawned.


"My arms have gone numb,” I whispered.


Unitarian gently unfastened my wrists. Prickles ran
up and down my arms as the blood began to flow.


"Sorry about that. But, you know, if things had
gone according to my plan, this would never have happened. You must allow
things to go according to my plan, Nasty."


"But, you’re so bossy in bed. Always telling me
what to do."


"That's the point!"


"What do you mean?"


"That's the game that I play. I'm the dominant.
You're the submissive. You do as I say."


"But, that’s stupid."


"I'm sure you wouldn't say that if you gave it
a try."


"Didn't you enjoy tonight, Unitarian?"


"Yes. Of course I did."


"Then why do we have to play that stupid
dominance game of yours? Aren't you a little old to be playing games?"


"But, it's what I do, Nasty."


"Can't we compromise?"


"I am the ruler of the corporate world, Nasty.
I don't compromise. By the way, we need to make an appointment to get you
another waxing."


Unitarian pulled on his clothes, kissed me on my
cheek and left.


"I am the ruler of the corporate world," I
mimicked. Oh give me a break. I threw my pillow at my bedroom door. 


From the kitchen I heard Kath yelling, "Where's
the spatula?"


 


Chapter 14


 


In about an hour I started receiving texts from
Unit.


 


I don’t know what it is


about you. I wouldn’t take


your behavior from any


other woman.              


 


      Maybe it’s
because I’m the first woman you    didn’t get from Craig’s list.


 


You don’t have to be so 


nasty, Nasty. 


 


      You think I
got my nickname because it’s short for Anastasia? Think again!


 


Oh. Why didn’t they just 


call you bitchy?    


 


      It was
taken. Do you have a point?


 


Yes. I’ve tried things your way, 


though not exactly voluntarily.


Now, it’s time for you to try 


things my way.


 


Crap!
He had a point. I hate when people use logic against me. I’m a sucker for
logic. 


 


      O.K. Your
way next time. But, no gags!


 


You win. No gags.


 


      Promise?


 


I promise. The only way you’ll


be gagged is by my giant cock 


in your mouth. 


 


      And will
you elongate my nipples?


 


Oh, yes. Definitely.


 


      With your
fingers, not some damn clamps?


 


There you go ruining 


my fun, Nasty. Allow 


me to plan our 


escapades.I promise you


wont’ be disappointed.


 


      Sexcapades.


 


Time to end these 


textcapades. You need


your sleep. You’re 


graduating tomorrow.


 


      Only if you
hand me my diploma.


 


Oh, I’ll hand you 


your diploma.


 


      Goodnight.
If I get any calls, I’ll be thinking of you.


 


?


 


       J


 


Why did that whole diploma thing feel like a threat?
Maybe I was just too tired. I tried the egg beater on my nipples. Definitely
too many moving parts. I put my phone on vibrate, threw in in a plastic bag,
shoved it up my twat and rolled over for a good night’s rest…after dialing my
cell number a few times from the landline.


 


Chapter 15


 


Graduation day! I had been waiting for this for six
years. Finally I’d be able to go out in the workforce and put my triple major
in Women’s Studies, 18th Century Russian Literature, and Water Divining to
work. I wondered what kind of job I should apply to first. Maybe an assistant
midwife? No time to ruminate on this now, I had to get dressed for the
graduation ceremony.


Let’s see. I needed to put on underwear in case I
tripped on the stage and landed spread eagle facing the audience. Hiking boots
would definitely lower the possibility of tripping. My peasant skirts would
increase the possibility of tripping. But, what to wear if not a peasant skirt?


I rummaged through the outfits Unit had sent over
the other day. There was a nice pair of leather tights. If I tripped, the
leather would save me from brush burns. Then it dawned on me: That’s probably
what the leather mask was for – to save me from beard burns. I had been
wondering about that thing.


Did I need to wear anything on top? I was going to
be in my graduation gown after all. Then I noticed Unit’s tie. He left it on
the floor amongst the kitchen gadgets. That gave me a brilliant idea. 


It took awhile to get my cap on just right. Stupid
things. Why had every single thing in the world evolved into something better
except graduation headwear and silver dental fillings? I was thinking about
fillings because Unit had sucked one of mine out of my tooth in Miami and I
hadn’t yet had a chance to have it replaced. I smiled. If he knew there was an
extra orifice in my head, he’d probably want to fuck it. Bless him and his
fucking. 


I hopped in my vintage VW bus and headed for the
ceremony. I rolled it down the hill to start it. Kath had been drinking last
night and I didn’t want to wake her with the big banging and cranking sounds
the bus made. It was a noisy, rusty old bucket of bolts, but I loved it. 


It made me feel like an honest-to-God hippie. Or at
least like Thelma in Scooby Doo. I was born too late. I belonged in the
seventies. Or maybe in the eighties. But, definitely not in the twenty first
century. Nobody from Ithaca really belonged in this century.


It was going to be a long ceremony. Waiting to find
out whatever trick Unit had up his sleeve was going to make me crazy. But, I
had a few tricks to pull myself. 


The valedictorian was Bambi Rizzo. So, those rumors
I’d heard about her sleeping with her professors must have been true. No way
that ditz could have made it to the top of the class on her academic
achievements. 


Bambi’s speech was about working hard and doing what
needed to be done to succeed – no matter what obstacles life threw in your way.
There was a lot of innuendo and subtext going on there. Maybe Bambi wasn’t
quite as ditzy as she had appeared. It seemed to me like she was indicating her
professors should consider inflating her bank account as well as her grades. I
looked to see which professors on stage were squirming the most when she talked
about turning even the smallest obstacle into a big stepping stone. Hah!
O’Brien and Flaherty were flushing. Guess it must be true what they say about
the Irish. 


I never understood the Irish. Like that ugly
leprechaun with small-man syndrome that Notre Dame used as a mascot. If the
Irish had any sense, they’d realize it was offensive. Or were they proud of being
short, drunken brawlers with tiny dicks? I could never figure it out. 


After what seemed like forever, Unit started handing
out diplomas. I still had to wait quite a while. “Lime” was smack dab in the
middle of the graduating group. I was always in the middle. Why did everything
always have to be alphabetized by last name? Why not use first names once in a
while? 


Finally, it was my turn to take the stage. The
hiking boots did the trick. I felt sure-footed as I walked across the platform.
A good thing, too. Unit was sliding my scrolled up diploma in his palm like he
was jerking it off. The devilish look in his green eyes told me he was
oh-so-pleased with himself. I began unzipping my gown as I walked. All I was
wearing under it was his signature tie. I think he swallowed his tongue. 


Better yet, when I shook his hand as he gave me my
diploma, I slipped him back the sock he used to gag me the night before. It was
still damp. I smiled and whispered, “I believe this is yours.” 


Unit was in a bit of a bind. He had a wet sock in
his palm and a long line of graduates he still had to shake hands with. I was
pretty sure the ceremonial gown he was wearing had no pockets. I was in my
glory. 


 


After the ceremony, I was hanging with my friends,
Hoseme, Bart, Steve, Mumjar, and Brick. Unit came over and stared the boys down
‘til they left in a nervous burst. 


“I see I’m not the only one who looks good in
green.” Unit murmured as he zipped my gown back up so his green tie and the
sides of my titties could not be seen. 


“But, I think you look best in Lime, Master Green.”
Crap! I can’t believe I said that. I flushed and Unit gave me a wry smile.


“I told you that you can’t have relationships with
other males. What were those boys doing with you?”


“We were talking. That’s all. I can’t completely
ignore my friends.” 


“I feel I have to keep my eye on you every minute,
Ms. Lime.” 


“I’d prefer a body part other than your eye, Master
Green.”


“That can be arranged. Are you free right now? I’d
like to give you your graduation gift.” 


“You can give it to me several times. I have all
night. Just don’t gag me or tie me up.” 


“What’s the fun in that?” He raised an eyebrow.


“Why don’t we find out?” I raised an eyebrow as we
both cocked our heads and gave each other wry smiles. Crap! I can’t believe I
could be so forward. I flushed in shame while my inner slut pulled my zipper
down on my gown again.


As we made our way through the crowd, it seemed like
we were heading toward a handsomely restored school bus. It was a duplicate of
the Partridge Family bus, painted with the same Mondrian style graphics. Funny
that I’d never run into that bus on campus before. I was sure I’d have noticed
it if I’d seen it. As we drew closer, I saw that Michael Caine was in the
driver’s seat! He opened the door and called out.


“I hope you enjoy your new van, mum.”


“This is for me?!” 


“Yes, it’s your graduation present. I can’t have you
driving that deathtrap you rattle around in. It’s a sorry excuse for a vehicle.
I rather doubt it would pass its next inspection.” Unit gave me a wry smile.


“But, I love my car!”


“And you don’t love this?”


How to answer? I did love this. While part of me
would miss the hippie mystique that came with driving a rundown vehicle, I
could pretend I was Julie Partridge while I was driving this. Julie! The Julie
that went on to fuck every man she met in L.A. Law. I wondered if I could get a
vanity plate that said “L.A.Law?” Vanity plates were sooo not me, but in this
case…


“I do love this. But, it’s too much. I can’t accept
an exact replica of the Partridge Family van!”


“Replica?” Unit raised an eyebrow. “I thought you
knew me better than that, Ms. Lime. This is the Partridge Family bus. Mr. Caine
spent all morning washing Mr. Cassidy’s love juice off the ceiling.” 


“Really, it’s too much!” 


“I insist, Ms. Lime. For your own safety as well as
enjoyment. We had air bags retrofitted.”


“Well…okay. Just as long as you don’t think you can
gag me just because you got me such a nice graduation gift.”


“Why, that’s not why I think I can gag you, Ms. Lime.”
Unit cocked his head and gave me a wry smile. 


Crap! Was he still going to try to gag me? I wasn’t
sure if the squirmy shiver running through my body was fear or excitement.
However, my inner stripper was definitely imagining using Unit’s unit as her
dancing pole. 


“Have you looked at your diploma, Ms. Lime?”


Oh, no. I hadn’t. Did Unit substitute a degree in
sex education for my real degree? If he had, I’d certainly earned it. I
unscrolled the diploma. 


“How…?”


“I have friends in powerful places, Ms. Lime.”


“Is it legitimate?”


“Of course.”


Unit had somehow managed to get me a doctorate
rather than a bachelor’s. This opened up so many opportunities. I could teach
at the university! I imagined myself with dozens of women students chained to a
cosmetic company’s animal research lab in protest as we chanted slogans phrased
in the 18th Century Russian style.  With any luck, one of the students would go
into labor and I could deliver the baby…naturally…while chained to the
lab…washing in water I divined.


 


Chapter 16


 


Caine drove what he insisted on calling my “van” to
a private airstrip. Unit handed me some type of fancy flight suit. Not my style
at all.


“Put this on.” Unit demanded. He was such a
demanding person!


“You’ve got to be kidding me.”


Unit gave me that dark, dark scowl that signaled I
was being disobedient.


“You’ve got to be kidding me, Master.” I made a
conscious effort not to roll my eyes.


“You do as I say, Ms. Lime. That’s part of your
contract.”


“This is sooo not me. What is it made of, Lycra?
Spandex?”


“It is a special flight suit for the special flight
we are taking. It is essential for your safety. Now, don this safety gear
without questioning me again.” 


I wanted to grouse, but I did not. I thought he was
way out of line trying to get around our agreement by calling this outfit
“safety gear.” It was obviously not made of natural fiber. What was it with
Unit and his transportation toys anyway? 


I looked totally ridiculous in the skin-tight,
bright yellow jumpsuit, but Unit seemed pleased. (He didn’t look any less
ridiculous in his bright green jumpsuit, but I felt it best not to mention
that.) 


“Ms. Lime, I am about to give you the final part of
your graduation gift.” 


“I had hoped the final part of my gift would involve
taking clothes off, not putting them on.” I cocked my head and smiled a wry
smile.


“When I have you take your clothes off, Ms. Lime, it
is not a gift to you, but a service to me. I thought you understood the
contents of your contract.”


“I understand the contents of my heart, Master
Green, and it feels more like a gift to me than a service to you.”


“We’ll work on changing that, Ms. Lime.”


Crap. Double crap! What was I getting myself into
with this sexy, long-fingered tiger? I didn’t have time to think about it as he
was soon strapping my back to his stomach.


“How are we going to have any kind of fun strapped
in this configuration, Master Green?” Really, I didn’t see how this would work.
Our parts weren’t lined up even remotely near enough to each other. 


“It’s a different kind of fun. You’ll see.” 


My feet couldn’t touch the ground when Unit stood
upright. So, he simply strode toward the plane with me dangling from his chest.
I never thought he’d be able to climb aboard with us strapped together, but he
managed it with amazing grace. Especially considering something unwieldy seemed
to be strapped to his back. From my vantage point, I could not see it. But I
sensed it from Unit’s movements and from the shadow it cast. 


I figured it was a parachute. I tried to get myself
mentally prepared to jump out of the plane at some point, but I could not. The
only thing I could do to make the next hour tolerable was to block the thought
of jumping from my mind. Instead, I mentally pictured myself sucking Unit’s
pogo stick dry. I immersed myself in that fantasy so completely, all my blood
started rushing down there. 


I was aroused from my fantasy by Unit telling me to
remain calm.


“Just relax and go with the flow, Ms. Lime. I’ll do
all the work.” It seemed fair since I’d just been doing all the work in my
fantasy. 


As Unit hauled us out onto the side of the plane, I
noticed Mr. Caine was our pilot. We seemed to be near the outskirts of Seattle,
still way too far over the water to parachute. I began to tense with fear. 


“Don’t worry, Ms. Lime, you’re in good hands. Just
stay still and go with the flow. Try to remain rigid and DON’T FLAIL.” 


Oh great, now I was worried I’d flail. 


I was looking across the top of the plane wondering
what our next move would be when Unit seemed to lean back and fall off the
plane! We were tumbling heels over head! Then, I heard the sound of a jet
engine in my ears. Holy crap! We level off and are flying! I see our shadow on
the water. It looks like Unit has a jet wing strapped to his back.


In just minutes we are circling over Unit’s
building. The engine cuts and we begin to fall. Then, there’s a yank on my
straps and we slow to a gentle float. Soon, Unit is jogging on the roof of his
building. He leans down and unstraps me.


“Wow, that was fabulous!” 


Unit reaches over and twists my nipple. The pain
mixes with pleasure as I remember my role.


“Wow. That was fabulous, Master Green.”


“I’m glad it worked out as nicely as it did. I was
worried you might flail.”


“And if I did”


“That could have sent us plummeting. Don’t worry. I
had a backup plan and a failsafe.”


“And what were those…Master Green?”


“I would have choked you unconscious. If that didn’t
work, I have a syringe filled with a powerful, fast-acting sedative.”


“I’m glad you didn’t have to use the sedative. After
that adrenaline rush, I’m stoked for whatever you have in mind for me tonight.”


“Excellent, Ms. Lime. I thought we’d start up here.”


Up here? Where I didn’t have to worry about his
little torture chamber? I was all for that. I started stripping off my
confining flight suit, though it was going to be slow going. It was so tight!
Unit drew me to him, forcing his tongue playfully down my throat.


“Your gag reflex is beyond the reach of my tongue.”


“Is that a good thing, Master Green?”


“I believe so, Nasty, dear.”


He produced a knife from his pocket and proceeded to
cut the flight suit off of me. Sometimes I could just feel the tip of the knife
against my skin, but he drew no blood.


“You’re very skillful with a blade, Master Green.”


“I am well versed with a variety of both sharp and
blunt instruments, Ms. Lime. I’ll introduce you to them all…eventually.”


He took my now-exposed breast in his mouth, his
tongue playing with my nipple. 


“Oh, Master Green, elongate my nipples with your
fine, long fingers!” I gasped.


I felt the point of the knife press against my
buttock.


“I mean, please elongate my nipples with your
long fingers.” I pushed my breasts into him, urging him onward.


“No, Ms. Lime. If you can’t remember your place, I
can’t give in to your desires.”


“Of course, Master Green, I’m so sorry. I beg your
forgiveness.” I pushed away from him, licking his hand in a submissive gesture.
Then I grasped my breasts in each hand and gently pushed them up to my mouth
where I alternated licking each nipple. 


“You are trying to manipulate me, Nasty, and you’re
not going to get away with it.” 


“I’m sorry, Master Green. I just lust so for your
long, slender fingers.”


“You will have my fingers…on my terms.”


I pouted as sexily as I could and hung my head.


“Have I shown you my swimming pool?” 


He had not, but everyone in Seattle knew about
Unitarian Green’s “swimming pool.” It was a clear channel that hung over the
edge of his building’s roof. Unit was known to swim laps around his building in
the morning. Passersby could look up from the sidewalk and watch him swimming
from below. He had the water tinted his trademark green. The effect of looking
up through the water to the sky made the water appear a brilliant, tropical
turquoise. 


“I’ve heard about your pool, Master Green, but you
haven’t shown it to me.”


“Well, I’m going to show it to you now. And I’m
going to fuck you in it. I’m going to fuck you fifty laps around the building.”


“Won’t that distract the neighbors, Master Green?”
The thought of thousands of eyes watching me fuck Unitarian Green around his
building made my inner slut have a large, squirting orgasm.


“No. I can adjust the glass at the flip of the
switch. We’ll be able to see them, but they won’t be able to see us. It allows
me to swim nude when I choose.”


I tried not to let my disappointment show. Unit
guided me over to a waterslide. 


“Up you go, Ms. Lime.”


“Yes, Master.” I climbed the stairs It was
exhilarating being naked up here with all of Seattle at my feet. 


“Slide down, I’ll join you.” Unit called out from
the ladder. I stepped onto the platform and it immediately gave way under my
feet, sending me on a thrilling, spiraling ride down to the “pool.” 


I barely got my bearings when Unit splashed down
beside me. The pool had been drained. There was enough water to splash around
in, but not enough for swimming. The water was very warm and salty. 


“I had the pool specially prepared for this evening,
Ms. Lime.”


“Thank you, Master Green.” 


“I’m going to fuck you from behind so we can both
enjoy the lovely view.”


Unit rolled me onto my belly. My whole body felt
weak and quivered from the view. We were suspended some 90 stories over the
sidewalk. Unit felt me tremble.


“Quite something, isn’t it, Ms. Lime.” 


I was too overwhelmed to answer. 


“Don’t worry, Nasty, my dear. You’ll get used to
it.”


I could feel Unit’s nuclear missile arm itself
against my buttocks. Soon it was attacking my back door.


“You’ve been a very bad boy, haven’t you?”


I wasn’t really sure how to answer that one. “Um,
yes, I’m sorry Master Green.”


There was the huge thrust of entry.


“Sorry for what, you nasty boy?”


Unit pushed my face into the water for a moment. I
came up gasping for air. “I’m sorry I’ve been such a bad boy?”


“Say it like you mean it, you disobedient little
cocksucker.” 


Again, he pushed my face in the water, this time
holding it down. 


“I’m sorry I’ve been such a bad, bad boy!” 


Unit’s thrusting was becoming faster and more
violent. I wondered if my butt hole would hold up under such an assault. But,
the more he drilled me with his power tool, the more my insides danced with
delight. I was worried the force of my nipple hardening might crack the glass
bottom of the pool as he pushed me farther along the perimeter of his building
with every thrust.  Unit was tenderly holding my head up by my hair so I didn’t
drown.


“Are you ready to cum yet, boy?”


“Um, yes Master. I’m ready to cum.”


“Shall I make you cum?”


“Yes, Master, please, Master.”


Unit pushed his hand against the back of my head,
shoving my face in the water. He drove his hips harder and harder against my
buttocks, forcing my clitoris to bang repeatedly, mercilessly against the
bottom of the pool. But, I was running out of air. I struggled to raise my head
up, but Unit held it down firmly. Just when I thought my lungs would burst, my
vagina went into spasms of pleasure. 


Unit yanked my head from the water, twisting my long
hair around his fist. 


“Did that do it for you, baby? Was daddy good to
you?” 


I didn’t know whether to be mad or grateful. I could
think of a hundred better ways of having an orgasm than a near death
experience. 


“Daddy was naughty…and I’m not going to give you
back your penis until you promise not to do it again.” 


I clenched my butt cheeks around his member, locking
it inside my rectum. A healthy, mostly vegetarian diet had given me some mighty
powerful butt cheeks. 


“Argh! Nasty! Release! Release, boy, release!”


“Not until you promise not to try to drown me
again.”


“I wasn’t trying to drown you, I was trying to
enhance your experience through oxygen deprivation.” I clench even tighter and
hold.


“I promise! I promise!”


I release my cheeks and Unit pulls out at a furious
speed. 


“You could have Bobbitted me!”


“Yeah, well, you could have drowned me.”


“I would never do any such thing.”


“Neither would I.” 


“Sometimes I think you are completely untrainable,
Ms. Lime.” Unit pulled a lever and we are swept down a tube and deposited in
his hot tub two stories down.


 


Chapter 17


 


As we lay cuddling in Unit’s hot tub, I find the
courage to broach the subject.


“Unit, why won’t you let me touch your butt?”


“Because I don’t want you to. No one touches my
butt. Not anymore.” He sniffs as if he has said the final word on the subject.


“But, you just butt fucked the hell out of me.”


“Yes. And you didn’t seem to have a problem with it.
I do.”


“But, why?”


“Let’s just say I had some issues with my father
when I was young.”


“Has that got anything to do with why you were
calling me a boy when you were butt fucking me?”


“I was?” Unit’s eyes look distant. “I didn’t realize
that. And yes, I suppose it is connected. Subject closed.”


“But…”


“Subject closed, Ms. Lime!” Unit gives me the eye
that warns punishment may be in order. 


“Oh, alright. Have your secrets. Keep your butt to
yourself. But, I lay claim to your love silo.” 


“Do you, now?” Unit lets his silo surface from the
beneath the water so we can both admire it.”


“The silo was in danger of being crushed earlier.”


“I would never crush your silo.  Your silo holds the
grain that feeds my existence.”


“Just remember, Ms. Lime, it’s feed grain, not seed
grain.”


“You’ve assured yourself of that, Master. Green.” 


I reach over to pet the silo and Unit splashes me
away.


“Not yet, Nasty. I’m still recovering from your
assault.”


“My assault?” I splash him back. “You butt fuck me
for ten laps around the building and call my 20 second caress an assault?”


“Ha! You nearly cleave my favorite appendage clean
off my body and call it a caress?!” Unit splashes me again, really kicking his
palm into the water to send up a forceful spray.


This leads to a vigorous water war. I don’t think
Unit is playing. He is very aggressive. But, he’s met his match. I am
determined to win! We are flipping and flapping and giggly about like a pair of
otters. 


Then, as I jam my fist into the water for a good splash
to the face, Unit rolls over to protect his face – and my fist slides clean up
his butt! And I mean “up.” There is literally no resistance. This must be the
world’s widest Hershey Highway. Unit groans in what is unmistakably pleasure. 


I pump my fist in and out several times, Unit
squirming in obvious ecstasy. 


“You’ve been a very, very bad boy.”


“I know, Daddy. Make me pay for it.”


And make him pay, I do, fisting aggressively away as
he seems about to explode in sheer, erotic delight. Finally, he blows his wad
and collapses into a quivering heap. 


It takes several minutes for Unit to pull himself
together. Then, he stands up and without looking at me, slips on a towel. 


“Never. Ever. Do. That. Again.” He leaves the
bathroom in a huff. And never returns. There’s no sign of Michael Caine. I
decide to try my luck in the parking garage. Fortunately, there’s a car in the
elevator with the keys still in the ignition. I drive myself home wondering if
I’ll ever see Unit again. 


 


Chapter 18


 


My Partridge Family Bus is parked at my apartment
when I get home. I don’t want to face Kath and her questions (okay, as a valley
girl, all her comments sound like questions, but I know if I see her tonight
she will ask me actual questions that demand answers), so I curl up on a seat
inside the bus and cry myself to sleep. 


When I awake in the morning, I am cold and stiff and
I’ve shat my pants. I drag myself inside. Surprisingly, Kath is already up.
She’s never up this early. Damn. 


“Um, like, hi? I, like, didn’t hear you drive up?”


“Oh…I sat in the car for awhile. Thinking.”


“Did you, like, read about Unitarian in the
newspaper?”


“No. When did you start reading the paper?”


“I, like, didn’t. But, like someone told Fabio and
Fabio told me?”


“About what?” I was really too tired for this and I
needed to get to the shower before I started leaking feces from Unit’s jeans.
This will be one pair I won’t be giving back to him.


“The paper, like, says that Unit has been sexting
under the table during important meetings? And he’s, like, screwed up a like,
HUGE merger and, like, some other important shit?”


“Oh.” 


“So, like, aren’t you worried that Unit is, like,
ruining his company?”


“I’m more worried that Unit probably isn’t going to
call me again. I think we might have broken up.”


“Are you, like, gonna be all right?”


“I’ll be fine. I just need a shower.” I trudge
toward the bathroom. “How are you and Fabio doing?”


I hear a head bonking against our kitchen table.
Fabio and Kath simultaneously yell, “fine!” Damn. I didn’t realize Fabio was
under there. I hurry to clean myself up. I could hear Kath talking to Fabio.


“Wow. Nasty, like, smells bad.” 


“Unitarian probably butt fucked her last night.
She’ll tighten back up again.” 


“You are, like, so insightful? You know that? Oooo,
you just, like make me want to….” I could hear Kath slip down off her chair and
hit the kitchen floor. I turned on the shower to block out the sound. 


 


Chapter 19


 


When I get out of the shower, Michael Caine is at
the door. 


“Good morning, mum! You should wear a towel more
often. Suits you.”


“Thank you, Mr. Caine. Are you here to pick up the
car?”


“Oh, no, mum. Mr. Green has already had the owner’s
papers transferred to your name. I’m just delivering this box from Mr. Green.” 


“Oh. Thanks.” 


I took the package, but Caine still lingered at the
door.


“Is there something else, Mr. Caine?”


“Oh, I was just hoping to have a peek, mum.”


I put down the package and gave Caine a quick
frontal flash of what was under the towel. He looked a little embarrassed and
continued to stand in the doorway.


“Mr. Caine?”


“A peek in the package, mum. I wasn’t sure if they
put in the extra set of keys to the car.”


“Oh.” How embarrassing. I flushed as I opened the
box and rustled through the contents. “Yes, they’re in here, Mr. Caine.”


“Thanks, mum…for, eh, everything.”


“You’re very welcome, Mr. Caine.”


“I’ll look forward to seeing you again soon. then?
Have a good morning.” He gave me a knowing wink and was off. A good man, that
Caine.


 


Chapter 20


 


Unit came by to see me the next day.


“I want to control you.” Christian’s green eyes
darkened.


“I don’t want to be controlled.” I whispered
breathlessly and flushed. 


“Just let me beat you up a little bit.” Christian’s
eyes softened. “It won’t hurt. You’ll like it.” 


“What if I don’t?” I raised my eyebrows and
blanched.


“You will.” Christian murmured as he nuzzled my
neck.


“Why haven’t you beaten me up yet?” I look at him
quizzically.


“Because I’m afraid you’ll leave and I’ll never see
you again.” Christian sighed.


“Why would I leave you if it doesn’t hurt and I like
it?” I hoped Christian could see what I was getting at. 


“Because you’ll realize how fucked up I am.”
Christian’s eyes darkened again and he pulled away.


“But, I know how fucked up you are, you idiot.” I
tried hard not to roll my eyes. 


Unit gave me that look.


“I mean, I know how fucked up you are, Master, you
idiot, you.” My inner slut wondered if he’d punish me in some deliciously
sexual way.


“Then, let’s go play the sadistic bondage games I’m
into.” Unit put his hand down my pants, rubbed it against my twat, then pulled
it out and licked it.


“Okay. But, not right now. I, um, I’m enjoying
having a billionaire boyfriend. I want that to last a few more days. Let’s do
your bondage thing on Tuesday.” 


“Tuesday. Whatev, dollface.” 


“Tuesday, baby.” 


 


Chapter 21


 


On Tuesday, Unit picks me up in his Bondage Mobile.
It’s a recreation vehicle outfitted especially for his own particular kind of
recreation. 


“I guess you’re not going to waste any time getting
down to business.” I blanche. 


“No, as soon as I park this mother, I’m going to do
to you what I’ve been dreaming of doing since I first saw your hairly little
cunt splayed across the floor of my office.” I flushed. Crap. He could see my
twat that day?


Unit eased the RV into a parking spot not far from
my apartment. “Now, take your vagina off the parking brake so I can secure this
thing. We don’t want to be rolling down the road while we’re in a compromising
position.” 


“I have the brake all warmed up for you.”  I slid up
and off. It was quite slippery. 


“Doubtless you’re all warmed up, too.” 


My breath hitched at his look. 


“That’s my job, you know, Nasty. Warming you up.
Now, I’ll be forced to warm up your behind instead. I shouldn’t have to be
jealous of my damn parking brake.”


“But, that’s what you really want to do, isn’t it?”
I flushed. Crap. This was going to be the real thing tonight, wasn’t it?


“Yes. I spank, Ms. Lime. It’s what I do. It’s what
turns me on more than anything else. Without spanking, no relationship is
fulfilling for me.” Unit’s green eyes had a glint I’d never seen before. 


“I guess we might as well get on with it then. The
suspense is just making it worse.” 


“It won’t be bad, Nasty. You’ll like it. Won’t
knowing you’re giving me immeasurable pleasure bring you some fulfillment?” His
voice was soft, comforting.


“Your pleasure at my pain. It’s just weird. Won’t
knowing you’re hurting me give you some, uh, sorrow?” 


“I told you, it won’t hurt.” 


“Whatev. Let’s get it over with.” 


“Come here then.” 


I walked over to Unit. He settled on a sort of sex
bench in the back of the RV, pulled my pants down and leaned me over his knee. 


“Now, each time I slap your lovely little bottom,
you say: ‘I’m sorry, I’ve been a bad boy.’” 


“Is that really necessary?” Unit gave me the look.
“Uh, Master?”


“Yes.” Unit’s voice was firm. He rubbed my behind
gently, slipping his fingers up my butthole a bit, then slapped me. Hard! 


“Ow!” 


“That was not the correct response, Nasty Lime.”
Unit’s voice was stern.


“I’m sorry, Master, I’ve been a bad boy.” I
whimpered.


Unit slapped my bottom again, almost as hard. “The
‘Master’ was a nice touch.”


“Thank you, Master, but I’ve still been a bad boy.” 


Unit slapped me the hardest yet. Was going off
script making him angry? “I’m sorry, Master, I’ve been a bad boy.” 


“Better.” Unit mumbled, then slapped me hard, but
with slightly less force than the last time.


“I’m sorry, Master, I’ve been a bad boy.” The slaps
were consistent now. And so was my response. I dared not vary from the script.


“Do you think you’ve learned your lesson, young
man?” Unit’s voice was still stern. I wasn’t sure how to respond. I hadn’t been
given the script for this part. But, after about a dozen spanks, this had to be
the end, didn’t it?


“Yes, Master, I won’t be bad again.” I held my
breath, waiting for the next move. Unit was silent and still. The terror of not
knowing what was next gripped even my inner slut who was usually so happy to
have her pants down whenever she was around Unit. Finally, Unit exhaled a long,
deep breath.


“Very good. Would you like some Communion wafers?” 


“Um, no thank you, Master.” I straightened, pulling
my pants up over my sore bottom. I stood there for a moment flushing from head
to toe. I was determined not to cry. 


“Are we done?” I tried to keep the quiver out of my
voice.


“With the punishment, yes.” Unit’s voice was soft,
conciliatory even. “Now, I fuck you with a gold crucifix, Nasty, my dear.” 


“I…I…don’t think I’m up for that.” I was having real
difficulty keeping the quiver out of my voice.


“Are you in pain?” 


“I’m  a little bit sore. And a lotta bit angry. Why
do you need to beat me like that? It’s…humiliating.” Crap. My flushes were
flushing.


“That’s the whole point, Ms. Lime.” 


“Well, if that’s what you need in this relationship,
maybe it’s not meant to be.” I ran out of the RV. I could hear Unit calling for
me to stop, but I didn’t. I ran the entire two minutes back to my apartment
without even stopping to hug my favorite tree. 


 


Catch 22


 


I feel numb after my spanking episode with Unit. I
must have been crying in my room for close to an hour when Kath comes home. 


“Nasty? Are you, like, okay in there?”


“I’ll be fine.” I sniff.


“Are you, like, puking, or, like, crying?”


“I’m not puking. I’m fine.” I hate to admit that I
am crying. That I let that long-fingered billionaire get the best of me.


Kath opens the door. I must be a mess. 


“You are, like, a mess?” 


I was right.


“What, like, happened?”


“Oh, Kath, Unit spanked me!” 


“He what?”


“Spanked me. On my bum.” I wiped the boogers from my
nose with the tissue she handed me.


“Did he, like, hurt you?” 


“Well…yes. I had to say ‘ouch’ and all.”


“Why did he, like, do it?”


“That’s what he likes to do. It turns him on.”


“Like, oh.” 


Kath and I sat in silence for a long time while she
wrapped her mind around my terrible, horrible problem.


“So, like, he wants to spank you, but you don’t want
him to?”


“Exactly.” 


“And he, like, won’t take no for an answer?”


“I don’t think so.”


“Sooo., like the sex is great and he treats you okay,
like, except for the spanking?”


“Um, yeah.”


“But, like, the spanking is a deal breaker for you?”


“Well, yes. I don’t want to be spanked. I don’t want
Unit to get pleasure out of spanking me.” 


“Bummer. Cuz, like, he’s so gorgeous and so, like,
rich.” 


“I already miss him so much…and it’s only been a
hour.”


“So, like, do you hate the spanking more than you,
like, miss him?”


“It’s not that I hate the spanking. I hate him
liking the spanking.”


“So, you don’t really mind if he, like, spanks you?”


“No. I just mind that he enjoys it.”


“So, like, what if he pretended not to like spanking
you?”


“If he didn’t like it, he wouldn’t do it.”


“So, like, that’s the catch.”


“Yes.”


“Then it all comes down to, like, whether you hate
him liking the spanking more than, like, you miss him?”


“Yes!”


And I broke down in tears again. Has any girl ever
had such a dilemma? 


 


Ӂ


 


Also
enjoy Lardyard Hampoon’s other parody:


 


The
H.Unger Games Gone Wild


with
Sue Knott


(suitable
for young adults)


 


Lardyard Hampoon is a scoundrel and a layabout. When
he is not writing (well, truth be told, dictating), he does nothing useful. 


Lardyard enjoys eating and laying on the couch
watching TV (if he has a remote). 
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