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		Part One

		

	
		

		Chapter 1

		

		My name is Randolph Tyler but I've been called Randy all my life and I first saw Sebella Carver in a shabby little salsa club downtown. She was dancing with some dark skin man and it appeared to me and everyone there he was fucking her right there on the dance floor. He pressed his thinly covered cock all over her body and his hands groped her ass cheeks and her unfettered boobs. He managed to lift her short skirt up and exposed her naked ass. Not even a thong to hide her woman parts. From time to time he used her clearly visible nipples to turn and whirl her.

		Of course I didn't know her name at the time. I didn't learn that for nearly six years when next I saw her. She came to the company Christmas party with Larry Monroe.

		I had no trouble recognizing her. She still wore her red hair cut short. She still had an incredible figure on the five feet nine or ten inch frame. With five foot six Larry they looked like Mutt and Jeff, the old cartoon characters. Her stiletto high heels just added to the funny scene.

		"Who's the long tall redhead?" a co-worker asked eying the woman with Larry's hand on her back. I shook my head signifying I didn't know. I did intend to learn her name and I did so a short while later when I found Larry at the bar getting them drinks.

		"That's Sebella Carver," Larry said, looking proud of himself. "I've known Red since college. She was in nursing school and fucking half the football team. I took her away from a big black football player."

		"What did you use for bait," I said. "Something shiny?"

		"Naw, Red is smart as a whip," Larry said grinning. "I just showed her my cock and she fell in love. See you later, Randy."

		I watched them covertly for a couple hours. Larry was drinking heavy so I thought it was entirely possible she would need help managing him. I have the patience of a hunter/sniper which I was at one time. I did two tours in Afghanistan with the Marine Corps. As Larry got drunker I could see the redhead was quickly losing patience so I made my move.

		"Hi, I'm Randy," I said barely glancing at a shit-faced Larry. "You look like you could use some help."

		"I'm still debating that with myself," she said. "My inclination is to catch a taxi and leave him sitting here snoring and drooling like a fool. Hi Randy, I'm Sebella Carver."

		"I know, Larry told me they call you Red."

		"No, Larry calls me Red," she said. "No one else on earth calls me that."

		"Oops, I should have known better than to believe him," I said. "Being a good liar is what makes Larry a great salesman. Henceforth I shall not call you Red."

		"You work with Larry, then?" she said and again I marveled at just how good looking she was. Beautiful is a word that has been used so much it's lost some meaning but Sebella was drop-dead gorgeous. Her emerald green eyes seemed to look right into my soul.

		"In a manner of speaking," I told her. "Larry works for me. My father started the company and I took it over a few months ago when his health failed."

		"I see," she said giving me an appraising look with those beautiful green eyes. "It's your party I'm attending. You are my host, as it were."

		"I am at your service," I said trying to bow while sitting. Can't be done, by the way. "May I get you a drink?"

		"If my date hasn't depleted your supply of Scotch, I would like one, please."

		"The caterer assured me that there would be at least two bottles of twenty year old single malt whiskey in reserve for VIPs," I informed her. "Soda, water, rocks, or what?"

		"A single malt almost old enough to vote? Neat, please, and make it a double."

		"Very well, but since I am the paragon of versify I should tell you have no idea what a single malt whiskey is. I'm a beer drinker by choice. I'll be right back with your drink."

		The bartender ducked under the bar and came up with an ornate bottle of booze and proceeded to instruct me on where the stuff was distilled and where it aged until I stopped him.

		"Sorry, but I'm in a hurry, buddy," I said. "Just pour the stuff and get me a Bud."

		"So what other lies did this drunken oaf tell you about me?" Sebella Carver asked after she tasted the Scotch and pronounced it nectar.

		"He didn't say much," I told her. "Just that you were dating a football player and he took you away from him."

		"Oh my God," she said laughing. "Larry has told that story so many times I think he actually believes it happened that way."

		"It didn't?" I said.

		"The only thing remotely correct is I was dating a football player. My date and I were smooching down on the playing field one night. Larry took it upon himself to save me. My date beat the hell out of Larry and I had to stop his bleeding and get an ambulance."

		"I suppose your nursing school training helped," I said.

		"That is another lie," she said. "I never went to nurses training. I was in med school. I went on to become a doctor, a general surgeon to be precise. I suppose it's possible that Larry doesn't know the difference. If it's not about him he usually doesn't listen."

		"So you do know him well," I said. "Have you two been dating long?"

		"Larry and I have dated on and off for nearly ten years. We took nearly a year off when I got married and started again when I got divorced. Larry has taken a wife or two along the way causing a temporary dating hiatus."

		"You have known him a long time," I said. "I have to wonder why you two never married."

		"Oh hell no!" she said and laughed. "Larry is great as a casual date every now and then. Would you want to marry something like that?" she asked nodding toward a drooling snoring Larry.

		"No, I would not," I told her laughing.

		"Did you know Larry in college?" she asked.

		"No, I never attended college," I said. "I enlisted in the Marine Corp right out of High school and stayed there until my father became ill. I came home to help him and ended up running the place."

		"Were you an officer in the Marines?' she asked.

		"Better than an officer," I said. "I was a gunnery sergeant. I mean that's what I was when I took my discharge. Where do you practice your surgeon's skills?"

		"I am an attendant at Midtown General," she said. "I've almost went into private practice several times but for some reason I just never made the move. Does gunnery sergeant mean you know a lot about guns?"

		"Yes, something like that," I said laughing. "You could think of a gunny as the chief operations officer for a Marine company."

		"Anyone famous as a gunnery sergeant?" she asked after I fetched her another double.

		"Sure," I said "Leroy Jethro Gibbs." She studied me for a few moments than laughed.

		"A character on TV," she said. "NCIS or something, right?"

		"Right," I said. "Gunnery sergeants try to keep a low profile. They only become famous by getting dead and none of us want that."

		We both looked at Larry who had awakened and was looking around wildly. That apparently proved to be too much effort because he went back to snoring.

		"It's not often I get offered an aged single malt but I suppose I should stop drinking and get this moron home." She looked sadly at Larry.

		"That's one way to go," I said. "But may I suggest an alternative?"

		"Let's hear it," Sebella said.

		"I get some help and we throw Larry in a cab with his address pinned on his lapel. Then you and I can grab one of the elderly Scotch bottles and go somewhere and I'll watch you drink it."

		"Let me be blunt, Gunny," she said. I smiled at her quick pick-up of the less formal title. "I am not married, are you?"

		"Let me be blunt, Doctor," I said. "No, I'm not married."

		"Okay, then," she said. "I'll get some help to load this drunk while you go find that whiskey."

		I saw several men leap to help Sebella as I made my way to the bar. I wondered if she knew the effect she had on men. Of course she did. All beautiful women how exactly how to get men to jump. I know if a beautiful long legged redhead with big boobs asked me to, I would throw myself on a grenade.

		"Your place or mine?" I asked when a protesting Larry was gone.

		"My place is uptown near the hospital," she said. "Are you closer?"

		"I am only ten or twelve blocks away," I said. "I think it's best if I leave my car here and we take a taxi," I flagged a cab and we rode to my building in a comfortable silence almost to our destination. There were two reasons for leaving my car. I had been drinking and the other reason was, my car was a twelve year old Ford that had seen better days.

		"Am I to assume you plan on getting lucky?" she asked as the cab stopped.

		"No, but I hope to get luckier," I said. "Just being in your company, I feel lucky." I used my security code and opened the front door.

		"Oh boy," she said as we got on the elevator. "You just gave a perfect answer." She looked at me and smiled and I felt my heart flutter. "I hope Larry got home all right."

		"Larry is like a cat," I said. "He always lands on his feet. He's obnoxious but the son of a bitch is a good salesman."

		"What exactly does he sell?" Sebella said as we entered my apartment. "He never said. He always smiles and says it a secret and he would have to kill me if I knew. Is it a big secret?"

		"No, not that big," I told her as I poured her some of the very expensive Scotch. "We manufacture small arms. Our biggest customer is the military. This country's military and to our allies, to be exact. Larry sells to the services and he enjoys thinking it's a national security issue. It's not. We also make and sell sporting arms and handguns."

		"Has he worked for your company long?" she asked.

		"Pop hired him several years ago. Right out of college I think," I said. "He's been top salesman nearly every year."

		After we were comfortable in my living room I told her I saw her once before.

		"You did? Where was that?" I told her it was in a Spanish club and when.

		"Six years ago? Let me see," she said and thought for a moment. "I was just finishing my internship and that must have been during my salsa period. I dated a Cuban for a few months. What were you doing in that part of town?"

		"I was home on leave and a buddy took me to that place," I told her. "I really enjoyed watching you dance."

		"I've always enjoyed dancing," she said. "Back then I had very little time to do anything. They always treat interns as slaves. An eighteen to twenty hour day was routine so when I got a night off I went wild. This is excellent Scotch. How is your beer?"

		"Excellent, also," I said. "One cannot beat Budweiser. It finishes nicely." That witticism caused her to laugh. Sebella laughed a lot and I liked that.

		"I have to ask," she said. "You seem intelligent, not at all bad looking, and obviously wealthy so why are you still single?"

		"I've been waiting to find you again," I said. "Ever since that night in the salsa club I've waited. Just for the record, pop is wealthy. I just draw a salary."

		"I don't believe you waited all this time," she said and gave me another hundred watt smile. "You do not strike me as a man who waits on anything."

		I reached for her and she seemed to float into my arms. Her lips tasted like Scotch smells and I found it intoxicating.

		A few minutes later I got a look at her naked body and it was just like I remembered seeing as that man mauled her around the dance floor only better. She had a lot of beautiful curves and big full breasts. Doctor Sebella Carver was a woman who knew what she wanted and had no problem demanding it.

		Once we got to my bed she took over and fucked me like I had never been fucked before and I was no stranger to sex. At least I thought I wasn't a stranger.

		At first we went at it like two animals in heat but after that we settled down to a more sedate fucking. Sebella drained me and got me hard for a second and then a third time. It was getting on toward daylight and damned if she didn't get me up for a fourth time. A personal best I should mention.

		Sebella stayed with me all that day and the next which was Saturday and Sunday. I discovered she worked twenty-four hours on and forty-eight off at the hospital. I caught her just starting her two days off. We got out of bed just long enough to eat, shower, and take care of our bodily functions before jumping back in bed. She knew exactly what it took to keep me going and I felt a sense of pride that I was able to keep up with her.

		Sebella left me early on Monday to report for duty at the hospital and I barely managed to get to my office.

		My personal assistant was a woman by the name of Gina Davis and she took one look at me and went for coffee. Gina had been my father's secretary for several years and I was thankful she stayed with me when I had to take over.

		"That must have been one hell of a weekend," she said. "You look like you were rode hard and put away wet."

		"I met a woman," I said. "I think I'm in love, Gina."

		"You aren't mistaking lust for love are you?" she said with a smile. "Tell me about it." I told her about Sebella.

		"She's a real doctor?" Gina said. "Not like the egghead doctors we have in research and development, right?"

		"Right," I said. "She's a real sawbones. A surgeon to be exact. She could actually saw your bones."

		"And you lusted after her for six years? That's incredible," Gina said. "I can't get a man to lust after me for more than a few days."

		"I find that hard to believe," I said. I did find it hard to believe. Gina was a full-bodied woman in her mid to late thirties and she was sweet natured attractive woman. I had often considered fucking her and I would have but a good personal assistant is hard to find. I didn't want to mess that up so I ignored the signals Gina gave me. She was in the top ten highest paid employees and worth every penny she was paid.

		"You have a one o'clock meeting with department heads so you are good until then," Gina said. If it hadn't been for Gina I would have folded the first week I was there. She kept everyone and everything on track. "Drink some more coffee and try to get your mind on something other than sex with your fantasy girl. Are you going to see her again?"

		"I sure hope so," I said. "I told her I would call."

		"Send flowers, you jerk," Gina said. "Never mind, I'll take care of that. She's at Midtown General?"

		I always dreaded the weekly departmental meetings. Some of them resented it was me in charge and they made no bones about it. I know some of them even called pop while he was still in the hospital complaining about me.

		I had been running the Tyler Arms Company for about four months and was hopeful Pop would return and take the helm again. I harbored some idea that when he came back I could re-enlist and get back to my first love, being a Jarhead.

		Pop was in a convalescent home and he was doing a lot better but his return didn't look promising. That afternoon when I went to visit him he confirmed my fears.

		"Well son," he said. "The quacks made it official this morning. They said I had to take it easy so I am retired. I hear you are doing a great job at the plant."

		"You heard nothing of the kind," I said. "I'm the new kid on the block and most of them resent me."

		"Yeah," he said grinning up at me. "That will change once they know it's you they have to please. Now sit down and shut-up while I tell you some things you need to know."

		He shocked me by telling me that he had been transferring stock to me over the past five years. Since Tyler Arms was a close-hold company, pop owned all the stock. Well, he had until he did all the transferring.

		My mother died while I was still in high school so it had been just pop and me until I joined the Marines. He was proud of his company and I knew pop was disappointed that I hadn't joined him at the company. There had been Tyler Rifles as far back as the Civil War. Of course back then they were all handmade and my grandfather went to mass production but kept the same standards as the handmade guns.

		For many years the primary Tyler guns were made for sportsmen. Rifles, shotguns, and a very limited handgun production. Pop started making weapons for the military sometime after the Korean War and it escaladed from there.

		"So you aren't coming back," I said.

		"No, I'm not," he said grinning at me. "As soon as the doctors release me, I'm going to Key West and drink rum punch in the sun. I have plenty of money in my retirement account to see me until the end. You now, as of this morning, own all the Tyler Arms stock. I would advise you to grab hold and actually become the boss. Make the others get in line or get out. Call me if you need advice," he chuckled. "I don't charge for advice."

		I told him about meeting Doctor Sebella Carver and he laughed. He told me she sounded like something else I should grab hold of. That sounded like very good advice.

		"Gina," I said when I got back to the office. "Were you aware Pop has been transferring stock to me for years?"

		"Of course I knew," she said. "I know everything. I know your father sent a letter of resignation as chairman of the board. You should call a stockholder's meeting and elect yourself chairman of the board."

		"How does that work?" I asked her. "Pop owned all the stock so why have a meeting at all?"

		"No he didn't, I own one share," she said. "That was so when your father made a major decision and called for a second to his motion, I could second it and then we voted for it. Some of the other vice presidents own one share of stock. Don't look so worried. You own ninety-nine percent of the stock so no one can hurt you. When do you want me to post the meeting and election?"

		"We have to do that?"

		"Yes, it's the law. How about noon Friday? You are free then and that will give me time to put a notice in the newspaper and send an official notice to the others stockholders. Congratulations, Randy. Make your father proud."

		I sat at my desk and thought about what had happened. Pop had a great staff already in place and I had done nothing to screw that up. I knew that some of them just felt I was in the way and I had to change that. I had the perfect man in mind.

		Cecil Robbins had been the chief operations officer for many years. He was well past retirement age and I knew he was well off. He wouldn't suffer anything except ego damage when I fired his ass. I was tired of him calling me young Mister Tyler.

		I wondered how much the other's stock paid in dividends so I called the chief financial officer and asked him to come to my office.

		Henry Goldman had been the CFO of Tyler Arms for as long as I could remember. He and pop had been boyhood friends and I wondered if we would get along.

		"What can I do for you, Randy?" Henry asked cheerfully when he arrived. I told him about pop and that I was now the new owner.

		"I see," he said slowly. "Of course you have been the majority stockholder for several years so this doesn't come as a great surprise. I serve as CFO at your pleasure, Randy."

		"I certainly hope it will, indeed, be a pleasure, Mister Goldman," I said. "How much stock is out there and what does it cost the company?"

		"You must call me Henry," he said. "There are a total of one million shares of stock outstanding. As of this morning you own all but twenty-one shares. Dividends are paid annually and do not amount to much. Last year the stock paid a bit over five hundred dollars to each stockholder with the exception of you and your father. Your father always paid a bonus along with the dividends. He always made sure each stockholder got an additional ten thousand dollars at Christmas. That way it looked like the stock was worth more than it actually is. I just issued the checks a few days ago."

		"I haven't received any dividends, ever," I said.

		"I know," he said smiling. "They were set aside for you. Would you like to have it now?"

		"Just how much are you talking about?" I asked.

		"I haven't looked lately but I would imagine a couple million dollars. Your father took care of the taxes for you."

		"A couple of million? Are you kidding me?" I was flabbergasted. I was stinking rich and didn't know it.

		"No sir," Henry said apparently enjoying himself by dropping that little bomb on me. "Who are you going to fire?"

		"What makes you think I am going to fire anyone?" I asked.

		"Because you are smart, Randy," he said. "And the quickest and smartest way to get absolute control is to let someone go. May I suggest Cecil Robbins?"

		"Sure, but why him? Why not you?"

		"Because I still have a value to the company," he said calmly. "Cecil Robbins has always been a pain in the ass and he has no value to Tyler Arms. Besides I know where your old man buried the bodies." he added with a grin.

		"Yeah, I had thought about Robbins," I said.

		"Good choice," he said. "I suggest you wait until after the stockholder's meeting where I'm sure you will become the new chairman of the board. When is that, by the way?" I told him he would get a notice that there was a called meeting for Friday. "Perfect," he said. "Fire him at the meeting and have him escorted out of the plant before he knows what hit him. All the others will lock step with you."

		"I know why I don't like him, but why don't you?" I asked him.

		"Back in the day, Robbins was a cock's-man or so he thought. He tried to put the make on every female he saw. At a party one night he tried to rape my wife until I cold-cocked him. I never cared for him much after that incident."

		"Why didn't you have him arrested?" I asked.

		"Well, maybe it wasn't an actual rape per se," he said with a crooked grin. :"My wife was sucking on his cock at the time. She became my ex-wife shortly after that. Then the bitch added insult to injury by marrying Robbins. But enough of my personal trials and tribulations. You should open an investment account with a good broker and then I'll transfer your back dividends to that." Henry left after giving me the name of his investment broker.

		I suppose it's true that every generation thinks they invented sex but I had trouble thinking of Cecil Robbins having sex with any woman. Or more correctly, any woman wanting to have sex with him.

		That evening Sebella called me from the hospital to thank me for the two dozen yellow roses.

		"They are beautiful, Randy," she said. "Everyone on my service thinks you must be someone special. Be sure to express my thanks to your secretary."

		"You are welcome and I am something special." I told her about the news I received that morning.

		"Wow, so you are rich," she said. "I'm not sure about any kind of relationship with you now."

		"Why is that?" I inquired hoping she was kidding.

		"I don't know," she said. "It always seemed to me that the rich think they are entitled."

		"If that's your only problem, why don't I give you a million dollars and you can be one of the entitled?"

		"Wouldn't that make me a prostitute?" she asked and I could hear the smile in her voice.

		"Yes, but a rich and very entitled whore," I responded.

		"I will have to give that some thought," she said. "I get off in the morning at eight but since we haven't had any rest this shift I'll spend most of the day in bed. I'll be free tomorrow night."

		"Free? Good I was worried I was out a million dollars."

		"No, just dinner, some wine, and your time," she said laughing. "A lot of your time, Randy. Got to go now, I'm going to cut a nice lady open and fix her. Goodbye."

		***

		"How does it feel to be rich?" Sebella asked me the next night. We were lying in bed catching our breath. We had a nice dinner and drank a lot of wine. We had some great sex and she was trying to stroke some life back into my much used and abused cock.

		"To tell the truth I don't know," I said. "Not much has changed for me. I still live here and I still drive my old car. I haven't had time to consider it."

		"You should do something about that," Sebella said interrupting the nice blow-job to speak. "Get a nicer apartment and buy a new car. You would look great in a Lamborghini." She went back to sucking on my stiffening cock.

		"Naw, I'm, more a Ford kind of guy," I said. "By God, you got it up yet again. You are a miracle worker." Where did you learn to suck cock like that?"

		"I had a great teacher," she said smiling. "I'll tell you about it sometime."

		"What's wrong with right now?" I asked.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		This is her incredible story.

		

		My mother had a lifelong friend I called Aunt Jody. Aunt Jody lived in England and every summer my mother would ship me off to Liverpool for the summer. I loved England and I loved Aunt Jody.

		The summer I turned sixteen I accidently walked in on her and saw Aunt Jody and her current boyfriend fucking like crazy. I was captivated by what I saw. Of course I had seen some R-rated movies and I had read some racy novels but they hadn't prepared me for what I saw that day. I watched them for a long time before I had to go masturbate for relief.

		After that I spied on Aunt Jody and her men friends every chance I got. It wasn't until the next summer that Aunt Jody and I talked about it.

		"Sebella, honey," she said. "I know you watched me having sex last summer. Is that something you plan on doing this year?"

		Of course I was planning on it. It was about all I thought of all winter and spring. I couldn't wait to get on that plane and fly across the Atlantic. I stuttered and stammered trying to find an answer.

		"It's okay if you want to," Aunt Jody said. "I need to warn you that I have a new man in my life. His name is Clive and he's black so I don't want you to be shocked or anything. You don't have any racial prejudice, do you?"

		I didn't know if I did or not. There were black kids in my school and I didn't think I had any prejudice toward them. Actually I never thought about it, but I told her I was fine with it. That was a summer of discovery.

		I didn't have much to compare him to but Clive had an enormous dick. Until Aunt Jody told me it was only eight inches long, I would have sworn it was at least a foot long. I also discovered that men like to have their dicks sucked and I learned that blow-job was just an expression.

		I also learned that some men like to lick a pussy and that Aunt Jody loved to be eaten, as she called it. I learned to say fuck, cock, cunt, and a lot of other very naughty things that I couldn't wait to get home and use.

		Aunt Jody taught me a lot of useful things that my mother never mentioned. She taught me about personal hygiene especially keeping my pussy clean and fresh. She let me watch up close and personal while she gave Clive head and hand-jobs.

		Clive seemed fine with having a teenage watching his every move in bed. Aunt Jody told me it was okay for me to get naked while I watched them fuck. She said it made me fingering myself easier and she was right.

		Once while I was watching them do it doggie style Clive reached over and cupped my breast. It felt nice but Aunt Jody told Clive if he touched me ever again she would cut his cock off and feed it to him. Clive was from some place in Africa and he spoke English with a heavy accent.

		"She old enough," Clive said. "Fine pussy going to waste."

		"Maybe so but I promised her mother she was safe here with me. No man will touch her until she is eighteen."

		'Too late, Aunt Jody', I thought. 'I gave Billy Goins my cherry in the back seat of his father's car.' It had been great sex but again I had nothing to actually compare it to.

		I didn't say anything to Aunt Jody but I really wanted some of that big black cock Clive had. I was more than ready and willing to let Clive pound my pussy like he did Aunt Jody's.

		The next summer I went back to England much more experienced. I let any boy who wanted a piece of my pussy have it. I sucked cocks and gave hand-jobs to every boy in school except for a few geeks and shy boys. That was the summer before I went off to the university.

		I was heart-broken when I got to Liverpool and Aunt Jody told me Clive had gone home to Africa.

		"Don't look so sad, Sebella," she said hugging me. "I have a new friend. His name is Jeffery and Jeff is a real bull. He's even bigger and blacker than Clive was. I told him all about you and he's anxious to meet you. Did you do what I suggested you do?"

		"Birth control? Yes, I did that last year," I told her. "I'm not a virgin now."

		"Good for you," she said. "We won't have to make an issue over that bit of tissue. Come on along, Jeff is waiting to...well to meet and meat you."

		Fifteen minutes after the introduction I discovered what I had been doing was not fucking. I discovered a huge difference in fucking boys and fucking a man. Aunt Jody called him a bull and it fit him to a tee. Jeff would fuck me, unload a half pint of cum, fuck Aunt Jody and do the same thing all over again.

		After about half an hour of that I was finished with it for the time being. That is the major difference in a boy and being fucked by a man such as Jeff. Of course I went back for more. Wild horses couldn't have dragged me off that bed but it took a while to get accustomed to that big black cock.

		It was also the summer I had my first ever girl on girl sex.

		***

		"But that's a story for another time," Sebella said. "I see you have something sticking straight up and waving at me and I want it."

		She swung her leg over me, guided my cock to her hot wet box, and rode me like a cowgirl.

		The next morning she woke me with kisses and a hand-job that finished in her hot mouth.

		"I know you have to go to work," she said swallowing my cum after showing it to me. "I'm going to go out and find you a nice place to live. After I've done that I'm going car shopping."

		"Okay, but remember my tastes are simple," I finally agreed. "No imports of any kind," I gave her my credit card that the bank manager assured me had no limit.

		Later that morning I met with Henry Goldman to try to understand the company's finances. While he tried to explain how it worked I mentioned a lady friend was looking for a place for me to live.

		"Don't buy a place yourself," Harry said. "Let the company buy it for you. We can use the tax break. That way you are not responsible personally for taxes and upkeep. A condo is the way to go. Who is your lady-friend? Do I know her?"

		"Doctor Sebella Carver," I said rather smugly. "And yes she is a real medical doctor. She works at Midtown General."

		I called Bella's cell phone and told her what Harry said. I'm not sure when I started calling her Bella but she seemed to like it when I did.

		"Good," she said. "I can narrow my search. By the way I changed the order of things. The taxi service was too slow so I bought you a new car."

		"What did you get me?" I asked almost dreading her answer.

		"I got you a great deal on a new Lincoln Navigator," she said. "It's black and it's got all the bells and whistles. Loosen up, Randy. A Lincoln is just a big Ford. You'll look good driving this beauty. I know I sure look good in the driver's seat. I'll call if I find a place for you. Have a good day."

		It was a quarter to six and I had enough of big business for one day. I was just about to leave the office when Sebella called.

		"Come on out front and I'll take you for a ride in my new car," she said. I had to walk across the parking lot to the street because the guard wouldn't let the strange vehicle in. I stopped and admired the beautiful SUV.

		"Passenger seat, chum," Sebella said through her open window. "I'm driving, so get in."

		Okay, I was impressed with the sports utility vehicle. It was big and smelled like a new car should. Luxury combined with beauty combined with practically.

		"Where are you taking me?" I asked once she got the big machine underway.

		"Midtown Towers," she said. "It's a new condo still under construction but the penthouse is finished. It's spacious and beautiful, Randy. You'll love it, Randy. I just know you will. There is one drawback. Your old worn out curb-found furniture will not go in the apartment."

		I wanted to be offended but the truth is when I came home, I bought some second-hand furniture because I didn't know how long I would be there. The sofa was the only piece I found on the curb but it seemed foolish to make an issue of it.

		Bella was right. I did love the apartment. It was larger than many houses. Two thousand square feet to be exact. There was a large picture window that looked out over the heart of the city and there was a wide terrace on down a bit. The whole thing sat on the twenty-third or top floor.

		"This is the only unit that's finished," the salesman said eying my J C Penny off-the-rack suit and my less than expensive shoes. "This penthouse unit will go on the market next week or the week after and it's pricy."

		"How pricy?" Sebella asked him.

		"One point three million," the ass-hat said with a smug look. I suspect we were supposed to run screaming from the building. "There are four other units below that will be finished by then."

		"Come over here , little man, and let me explain something to you," Sebella said and led him off a few steps. "That man is Randal Tyler the third or fifth or something. He's the owner of Tyler Arms Company. I realize he doesn't look like much but I've just started working on him. His company will buy this place when you get ready to sell but I wouldn't wait long. He's looking to buy now."

		"Oh," the man said looking at me as if he just noticed I was in the room. I suspected that happen a lot with Sebella. "Tyler Arms...I see. Once five units are sold the owners will constitute the condo board which will approve all other sales. Let me consult with the owner and see what he suggests." He walked away with his tiny cell phone to his ear. He was back within five minutes beaming like he had just won the lottery.

		"The owner is pleased that Tyler Arms Company would be the first to buy a unit," he said. "Have your company send me a check for one million one hundred thousand dollars and we'll call it a done deal."

		"I thought you said a million three?" Sebella said.

		"Discounted to a well-respected company," the sales squirt said. "We can close within a week after payment is received."

		"I'll have a check messaged over tomorrow," I said. He kindly told me who to make the check out to. Actually considering the size of his commission he had won the lottery.

		"So you saved two hundred grand," Sebella said as we reached the Navigator. "Do you want to drive?' she asked clearly not wanting me to. I declined.

		"You do pretty good maneuvering this boat around so take us to dinner. How about McDonalds? We can eat in the car."

		"No way!" she shouted. "No food allowed...oh, it's your car, isn't it?"

		"I'm not sure," I said. "However it is a good rule so find us a restaurant that serves some grease. I'm tired of those dainty fu-fu places. I want some real chow like meatloaf or chicken fried steak."

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Bella and I spent every hour together that I could get away and she wasn't working.. Some of her shifts were harder than the others. Some nights she was able to sleep most if not all night so she was free to be with me or out spending my money on furniture and furnishings for my new place. We had closed on schedule and I was planning on moving in as soon as the furniture Bella ordered was delivered.

		By the time I moved in five other apartments had been sold. When I begged off the condo board I talked them into accepting Sebella. I thought it was fair because she was there as much or more than me. I didn't give a flying fuck who the neighbors were.

		***

		When Sebella asked for a tour of the plant I was more than happy to give her one. I got Nathan Oliver, the general foreman to go with us to answer the questions I wouldn't know the answer to.

		Bella was impressed with the huge building where the weapons were made along the long assembly line. where the hundreds of workers made the guns. There was a line for assault rifles, one for hand guns and another for just rifles. The sporting guns were made in the next building. She fired an assault rifle at the indoor range.

		"What's in that building?" Sebella asked and I deferred to Nathan because I had no idea.

		"In that warehouse is stored about twenty-two thousand assault rifles, about that many rifles and probably fifty thousand semi-automatic pistols. Come on I'll show you inside."

		"Sorry, sir," the armed guard said when he saw our ID badges. "A redline ID card is required to go in the building."

		"Do you not know this man's name," Nathan said swelling up like a balloon. "This is Mister Randal Tyler the third. He is the CEO, President, and chairman of the board of directors of Tyler Arms. What do you have to say about that?"

		"Hopefully he don't know my name either," the guard said. "If he's got that much horsepower than he should have no trouble getting a redline ID card. But he ain't going through this gate until he does." I stopped the tirade I saw coming from Nathan and called him over to me.

		"Find out his name and make sure he gets a promotion or a raise or a bonus," I said softly. "Do it today without fail, please. We'll look in the warehouse after I find out how to get one of those redline ID badges."

		"That was handled perfectly, Randy," Bella said a bit later. I inquired to what she was referring.

		"I am pleased you are not becoming hubris," she said. "It is a real danger especially in young men such as yourself."

		I thanked her and found a dictionary as soon as she was gone. There I discovered: Hubris (hu·bris), also hybris, means extreme haughtiness, pride or arrogance. Hubris often indicates a loss of contact with reality and an overestimation of one's own competence or capabilities, especially when the person exhibiting it is in a position of power.

		"I hope you were referring to the boardroom and not the bedroom with that hubris crack," I said when I reached her on the phone. When she finally stopped laughing she assured me it was definitely not the bedroom.

		***

		The next few months were busy but pleasant for me. Sebella was slowly but surely moving her things into my new condo. While that was taking place, pop recovered nicely and he hired a pretty nurse and they left for Key West.

		"I'll call you if you need me," pop said when I drove them to the airport in the borrowed Navigator. "You are doing great, Randy. You won't need me, I'm sure. I like your girlfriend, by the way." Pop and Bella hit it off from the get-go and I was sure that was why she let me borrow the car.

		Harold Goldman had been right about the others falling into line after I canned Cecil Robbins and had him escorted off the plant property.

		"Tell me more about your summers in England," I asked Sebella one night. We were lying on the super king-size bed she bought for me...for us. She started telling me about the places she visited. "No, that that," I said stroking her large breasts. "You know what I want to hear."

		"I do," she said kissing me. "Are you sure you want to hear about my wickedness?"

		"There is nothing about you I don't want to know." That was true enough but hearing about her fucking black men was a turn-on and I didn't understand why it was.

		***

		Her story continued:

		The summer of my eighteenth year was a great summer. It was the summer I learned all about sharing but mostly about sex.

		Aunt Jody was a great teacher and with Jeff there to fuck me, it made learning easy and a lot of fun. It was a summer of a lot of firsts. First anal sex, first threesome with a woman, first two guy threesome, and first strictly girl on girl sex.

		One day the three of us were on Aunt Jody's bed and Jeff was fucking Aunt Jody while I watched.

		"Suck her tits," Jeff told me. "Do it!" he yelled when I hesitated. I got closer to them and looked at her breasts.

		Aunt Jody had small but perfectly shaped boobies. They were like two cones on her chest and her nipples were puffy. I tentatively licked one nipple and then the other one. Her tits tasted a little like strawberry. Jeff pushed my head down in her breasts and again told me to suck so I sucked. I was surprised that I found sucking on her tits was exciting for me.

		Apparently Aunt Jody found it pleasant because she stroked my head as I suckled and told me how good it felt. Her hand found my much larger breasts and she toyed with my nipple. My nipples got as hard as pebbles. The climax I got came as a real but nice surprise.

		Jeff was a take-charge guy and he had be lie back and put Jody on her knees. He got behind her and ramming his giant cock in her. He had me wiggle around so that my pussy was accessible and he pushed Jody's head down.

		Aunt Jody started licking my pussy. Then she sucked on it and when she bit my clitoris I came with a yelp. I didn't feel my orgasm coming so it was a shock.

		"That girl likes having you eat her pussy," Jeff said. "I bet she will like sucking your puss, Jody."

		A few minutes later Jeff arranged us one on the other in a sixty-nine position. I wasn't so sure I wanted to do to her what she was doing to me but Jeff shoved my face down on Jody's pussy and made me eat it.

		After the first few seconds I discovered it wasn't bad at all. Jody's pussy was all wet and slimy from Jeff's dick but she tasted good and I ate her to a climax. I came twice while we did the sixty-nine.

		While Jody sucked on my pussy, Jeff got behind me and roughly shoved his big cock in my pussy. I came just as soon as he put it in me and I came again every few minutes as my pussy was sucked and fucked. I have no idea how many times I climaxed but it was many, many times.

		I knew it would be a short summer because I had to return home early to get ready for college. That knowledge created a sense of urgency in me. I wanted to learn everything I could in the time I had.

		Of course we didn't spend all the time in bed. Once we went to a medieval fair they were having on the green. There were concession tents, people in brightly colored costumes, and strolling minstrels and jugglers. It was great fun. Jody, Jeff, and I spent most of the day there.

		While we were there Jeff ran across one of his workmates. I never learned exactly what Jeff did for a living. It seemed to me he was with Jody and I most of the time. Anyway, Jeff's mate was also a large black man who had emigrated from the Bahamas named Henry.

		"No, mon!" Henry cried. "You are with two beautiful women and poor Henry has none. Is that fair, mon?"

		"It is what it is," Jeff said putting his arms around both Jody and me. "Come, join us, Henry. We are bound for some food."

		We left the green and went to a fish and chips place to eat. Jeff and Henry ate enough each for two men. Between large bites Henry quizzed me on America. He said he wanted to go to the states someday. I told him to give me a ring if he did.

		"Henry," Jeff said. "I have American beer at Jody's house. You want to come and drink some beer?"

		"I can't, mon," Henry said looking sad. "I told my mates I would join them at the pub."

		"Come with us," Jeff said. "I will show you two beautiful naked women while you drink the beer. You won't find that at a pub."

		"You can't be serious," Henry said looking at both Jody and me. "You tell Henry the joke, eh?"

		"No, I am serious," Jeff said. "Sebella has learned to eat the pussy and she will show you what she learns, won't you, Sebella?" I was blushing so much I could feel my face being hot.

		"I come," Henry said. "I wish to see them."

		"Good," Jeff said. "I will let you fuck Jody. She loves the black cock, don't you, Jody?" Jody smiled and nodded.

		I always thought of Aunt Jody as a strong forceful woman but with Jeff, as she was with Clive, she was totally submissive.

		"What about her?" Henry said looking at me.

		"Maybe," Jeff said. "But today I do Sebella's ass. She is a virgin there and she should not be."

		That was news to me. Not that I had a virginal ass but that he intended to fuck me there. He had a few times stuck his big finger in my butt. I wasn't sure I wanted anything bigger in that hole but it didn't seem like it was up for discussion.

		It looked like one of those clown cars at the circus when two white women and two giant men got into Jody's mini. Jody drove because Jeff didn't have a license to operate a vehicle in England. She seemed to be in a hurry because she drove even more reckless than usual.

		Jeff let no grass grow under his feet. He got Henry some beer and told Jody and I to do a striptease. I worried that I looked as awkward as I felt but Jody was a smooth dancer. I watched as she did her strip and I tried to follow her moves.

		Once Jody was completely naked she got down and dirty. She played with her small boobs and fingered her pussy for the watchful eyes of Jeff and Henry. Once I was also naked she started to play with me.

		To tell the truth, dancing naked for the two black men and turning them on was hot and Jody playing with me had me sizzling hot.

		While we danced and made-out to the beat of the music both Jeff and Henry got their clothes off. Henry was packing a huge chunk of black meat.

		Jody danced over to where Henry sat and climbed on him. She guided his stiff cock to her pussy and sat down on it. She wiggled down until she had all his big cock in her then she proceeded to bounce up and down on his cock. I watched her fuck herself on Henry's big dick until Jeff summons me to come.

		I did what Jody had done. I got on Jeff and took his cock in my sloppy wet pussy. It felt wonderful and I had an almost immediate orgasm. Just one of many before the night was over.

		I had been correct in thinking anal sex would be painful. For a moment I thought Jeff had stuck a red hot poker up my ass. I screamed and told him to take it out but he didn't and after a few minutes it stopped hurting. After a few more minutes it actually felt good.

		I had heard that women didn't have orgasms from anal sex. That proved to be untrue. I came several times from anal fucking. I discovered if it's done right it can be a lot of fun.

		After Jeff has plucked my anal cherry he let Henry fuck my pussy while he butt-fucked Jody. Later I watched as Jeff and Henry both fucked Jody. Jeff was in her ass and Henry in her pussy. Jody loved it and I wanted it. The evening's grand finally was when they both fucked me. I came so hard I passed out for a few moments.

		We all got together several more times before I had to leave for home. I almost backed out from going home to college. I wanted to stay and have more of their wonderful black cocks but Jody insisted.

		"Your mother would kill me if she knew I let you stay and what you are doing," she said. "Go home, sweetie, and get your education. You'll find there are thousands of black cocks to fuck there."

		***

		"So I reluctantly got on the plane and came home," Sebella said.

		"And did you find thousands of black cock?' I asked. My cock was so hard I was afraid it would explode.

		"No, not thousands," Sebella said kissing the tip of my cock. "Dozens maybe. Enough talk. I need some fucking, Randy. Do me, honey. Do me now and make it hard and fast." It bode well for me that she wanted speed because I shot-off quickly. Not that it bothered Sebella because she could always get me hard in no time.

		We made it a short night of wild sex because Bella had to go to work the next day to start her twenty-four on.

		It's should be noted that Sebella drove my Navigator to work and I drove my old car. I had generously offered to give her the old car and she ignored my offer. She loved the new SUV so much I hated to take it away from her. Actually I'm not sure I could have gotten it away from her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		A few days later I was sitting at my desk and my office door was open. I was studying the plans the design engineers sent me for a new assault rifle. It looked good on paper but sometimes, I had learned, it wasn't worth much in the field.

		Mostly I thought about the first meeting between Gina and Sebella on the Friday before. It was like watching two strange dogs meet. They were coldly appraising each other and for a few minutes I was fearful they would start scratching and pulling hair. Then suddenly they smiled at one another.

		"Randy was right," Gina said. "You are one beautiful chick."

		"Thank you," Bella said. "So are you. Married?"

		"No, I'm still single," Gina said with a deep sigh. "Randy rejected me so I'm still on the hunt."

		"What the hell is wrong with you, Randy?" Bella said turning to me.

		"I was waiting on you," I said lamely.

		"Bullshit," Bella said with a snort. I don't know why she never believed me when I said that. "Gina, are you free for dinner tonight? Please join Randy and I. I want to get to know you better."

		We did have dinner with Gina and it was the first time I saw her dressed in something other than the rather sever office dress she wore. I was thinking maybe I had been foolish to write her off.

		The meal was nice; the conversation was pleasant and mostly excluded me. That was okay because I enjoyed listening to them. Suddenly I realized the conversation had changed tones. Bella was asking Gina about her love life.

		"I just got out of a relationship a few weeks ago," Gina said. "I had dated Gary for a couple years and it dawned on me he was not going to get serious. I was just a place for him to dump his sperm."

		"Men are pigs," Bella said and glanced at me. "Present company excluded. So the sex was okay?"

		"Oh yes, Gary was fine in bed but he had no adventure in his soul, you know what I mean?"

		"Maybe," Bella said. "You wanted to experiment and he didn't?"

		"Exactly," Gina said. "Gary was a one man, one woman, and missionary position man. I wanted to explore other kinds of sex."

		"Like maybe a threesome?" Bella asked.

		"Yes," Gina said. "When I suggested it, Gary turned white and refused to discuss it.".

		"Angelic or devil's threesome?" Bella said.

		"I don't know exactly what that is, but anything to spice things up," Gina said. "What exactly are they?"

		"A devil's threesome is two men and one woman," Bella explained. "An angelic threesome is two women and one man. I hardly recommend either or both."

		"I have thought about sex with another woman sometimes," Gina said and blushed. "That angelic thing sounds interesting."

		"Then why don't we go to our apartment and we'll give you an angelic threesome?" Bella said and they both looked at me. I was still thinking about the our apartment and liked it.

		"Oh, you're waiting for me to say something?" I said. "I'm in." We left the restaurant with unseemly haste.

		Gina looked even better when Bella stripped her. Not quite as good as Bella but still mighty nice. Her tits were not as big as Bella's but still great.

		Gina must have been hot before Bella even touched her because she was quickly sizzling hot. She had an orgasm while Bella kissed her.

		Watching two women have sex was the wildest thing I had ever witnessed. Bella knew what she was doing but Gina was a quick study. Bella ate Gina to two or three orgasms.

		"Fuck her, Randy," Bella said lifting her wet face from Gina's pussy. "Come here and I'll put it in her". Of course I leaped to obey. Gina had a hot wet cunt and my cock slid in easily. She bucked and moaned and came almost immediately.

		"Dump a load in her pussy," Bella said hovering close to Gina and I. "I'll suck your cum out of her."

		That hot comment was all it took. I shot-off and Bella shoved me off Gina and dove into the cum-soaked cunt.

		That night I discovered an angelic threesome was a lot of fun. I also discovered it was demanding on a man. Several times during the night Bella cautioned me to pace myself for the long haul and it was, indeed, a very long haul.

		I'll have to say, Gina gave as good as she got. She went down on Bella and ate pussy as if she had been doing it all her life. Bella said she was a natural cunt-lapper. She also was a great cocksucker.

		Gina and I were both off the next day as it was a Saturday but Bella had to work. She left us both sleeping. Later I woke Gina up by sucking on her nipple.

		"Oh, that feels good, Randy," Gina said once I had her fully awake. "My pussy is tender but I want to fuck you. Can you do my butt?"

		Hell yes I could! I grabbed a tube of lube from the nightstand where Bella had stashed it. I used a finger to get Gina's tight asshole loosened and when I stuck my cock in her she squealed like a pig. I fucked her ass and toyed with her clit. Bella had instructed me on proper ass-fucking decorum. She told me that a man who wouldn't do a reach around was a dickhead so I did a reach around and Gina came with a loud moan. We fucked several times that day and when Bella got off on Sunday morning she started us again. It was a wild hot weekend.

		***

		That was what I was thinking about when I heard loud voices outside my door.

		"No sir," I heard Gina say. "Not without an appointment. Go away."

		"Look, sweet tits," I heard the crude voice of Larry Monroe say. "I just want to tell him we got a contract for the T-40."

		"Send him in, Gina," I called. The T-40 was our newest sidearm. I personally tested it on our firing range. I found it better than the Beretta I carried overseas. Our T-40 was a forty caliber and the military had resisted changing from the nine millimeter to a forty caliber.

		"I sold the damned thing," Larry said charging into my office with a huge grin. "I sold the Marines on it to the tune of ten thousand pieces. How about that?"

		"Great, Larry," I said and shook his hand. "Damned fine work. Do we have that many pieces in stock?"

		"Hell yes we do," he said. "But you should tell them to step-up production because I have the Canadians' interested in it. They want to better arm the Mounties and the national police. Once the army sees how well the Marines like the T-40 they'll want it. I turned the contracts over to Goldman and he'll take care of getting them to legal. The jarheads want to get them quickly so you better alert shipping so they can get off their asses. I'm going to Canada next week."

		"Fine, take a few days off and try to recover from being in DC," I said.

		"Yeah, I'll do that but first I wanted to tell you I resent you taking my girlfriend away from me," he said. "That sucks, Randy. I called her last night when I got in and she told me she was with you now. I think that constitutes an abuse of power and it pisses me off."

		"Well, I'm sorry you feel that way, Larry," I told him. We both knew full well I was not sorry at all.

		"You broke the bro code," he said. "She was mine and you used your power as the boss to steal her from me. Hell, Randy, I've been fucking that gash for years so I had a real claim on her. You ain't man enough to keep her, you know."

		"Maybe not," I said beginning to get angry. "I am man enough to keep her away from you. It's what happens when you passed-out drunk and leaving your date is. Go peddle some weapons and leave me the hell alone."

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		"Poor Larry," Bella said that night when I told her about the confrontation with Larry. "He actually believes we were an item and we never were. I mean of course we dated but he's a lick'em, stick'em hit and run kind of man. Two weeks with the same woman and he's ready to move on."

		"But he always came back to you, didn't he?' I said.

		"Yes, we were the other's fall-back date in college," Sebella said. "We could always count on each other if all else failed. Larry was a fun date and he was always inventive. He got me to smoke pot for the first time."

		"Sex?" I asked.

		"Oh sure," Sebella said laughing. "Anytime Larry got a hard-on and he couldn't find a place to stick it, he's come running. He's a voyeur, too. He loved watching me fuck some other guy. He fixed me up sometimes just so he could watch."

		"I always figured Larry for a kink," I said.

		"Remember me telling you about Larry getting the crap beat out of him? That was one of Larry's fix-ups. His name was Carl Baker or something like that. I think he may have played professional football but I'm not sure. Since Larry ruined that date by bleeding profusely, I gave Baker a rain check. We went out several times after that. Larry left us strictly alone, too."

		Me, being a Marine of considerable experience I had my share of women but there was something special about Sebella. She was entirely different from any other woman I had ever known. Gina was great but she lacked something Bella had.

		Even with the stress of trying to run a business for which I had no training or aptitude for, she could cause me to relax. Also she could give me a boner just by walking into the room. The fact she had a lot of sexual experience did nothing to diminish the attraction I had for her. In fact I think it enhanced it. I wondered how the doctors at the hospital ever cured anyone with Sebella around. She certainly was a major distraction for me. She seemed to wreak sexuality.

		I found myself a little jealous of Larry Monroe because he had seen her in action and I had not. I knew watching Sebella fuck would be one hell of a show because she put her all into fucking.

		***

		When I got the opportunity to see her with another man I almost missed the signs. It happened like this:

		Harold Goldman came to my office one day and asked me what I intended to do with the house and the farm.

		"What house?" I asked. "What farm?"

		"The house your father lived in," he said. I told him I supposed pop would sell it sooner or later. "It's not your father's house," Goldman informed me. "It, like your condo, belongs to the company. It's not wise to leave a house empty for very long."

		"I'll call pop and see if there is anything in the house he wants," I said. "I wouldn't live in that mausoleum for all the tea in China." I thought of the house just that way. It was huge and ugly to me. I always thought it was a place Dracula would like to live in. While I was in the service I stayed there a few times and I was always glad to leave it.

		"Okay," Harold said. "I'll contact our real estate agent and see about selling it. What about the farm?"

		"We have a farm?"

		"The company owns a beef cattle operation down in Lincoln County," Goldman said. "Your father bought it as a tax write-off about fifteen years ago but it turned out to be a money-maker. The old man added to it from time to time. A man by the name of Colin Baker manages the farm and has done so for a long time. I know nothing about the man. I just write his check every month and send it to him. Hold on to it?"

		"Is it still making money?" I asked.

		"Never lost a dime on it," Goldman said. "Some years are better than others but it is always in the black. Maybe you should go down and look it over. Show the company flag and all."

		I called Bella at the hospital and got her voice mail. I left a message asking her to call when she got time. She called about an hour later.

		"What's up?' she asked. "I was up to my elbows in guts when you called."

		"My cock is up but the sound of your voice always does that to me," I said causing her to laugh. I asked her if she would like to go visit the farm for a few days.

		"An overnight road-trip? You bet, When?" she said

		"How about tomorrow morning when you get off duty?" I said. "It's about a three hour trip so you can sleep in the car if you let me drive your car, that is."

		"Yeah, we can take my car," she agreed. She wasn't trying to be funny because she actually thought of my Lincoln as her vehicle.

		"Sounds like a plan," I said smiling. "Maybe you can get me a good deal on a new car."

		"Of course I can," she said. "I operated on the owner's wife and he thinks I'm super special."

		"Anyone would," I said. "Let's do that when we get back from the country. I'd like to see what it feels like to drive a new car."

		"You would like it," she said apparently not hearing the sarcasm or choosing to ignore it. "If it's quiet maybe I can get off work a few hours early and we can get an earlier start. I'll call and let you know if that's the case. Bye, sweetie."

		Bella called me at five o'clock the next morning to tell me she was on the way home and for me to get my lazy ass up and moving. I grumbled but her excitement was catching so I was up, dressed, packed, and had the coffee ready when she arrived.

		"What should I take?" she asked me.

		"It's the country so I would take my overalls, straw hat, and work boots," I suggested. She gave me a withering glance and started packing.

		"Is it okay if I change the seat and mirrors?" I asked after putting my small case and her two large suitcases in the back of the SUV.

		"Sure, all you have to do to put them back where they belong is push the memory button," she said and climbed beside me. "I doubt if I sleep because I can't sleep very well in a moving car." She was fast asleep before we got out of the city.

		Since she was asleep I dared to change the radio station to some old 50's rock and roll. I love how they combined the guitar and saxophone's to get that wild back-beat. Rock on, Chuck Berry, rock on.

		The town of Lincoln, I learned, is the county seat for Lincoln County. I also discovered Lincoln was mainly rural in nature with a population of a bit over twenty thousand. From what I saw, all twenty some thousand drove pick-up trucks.

		Bella woke up when I stopped for breakfast and a pee break. She asked where we were.

		"In the heart of downtown Lincoln," I said. "Hungry?"

		"Starved," she said. "Put my radio back where it was, please."

		Later after a hardy country breakfast and a quart of coffee we were back on the road. The Navigator's factory equipped GSP found the farm about twenty minutes later.

		Harold Goldman called the manager the day before and told him we were coming. I would have preferred to slip in quietly and see what was going on.. Harold pointed out that notification would give Colin Baker a head's up that a VIP was coming and save me having to explain who I was. He also mentioned that even if I saw what was going on I wouldn't know what it was. He had a point but I threatened to fire him anyway. He seemed to think that was amusing for some reason.

		Colin Baker was a surprise. Not because he was black. Black folks have been trying to wrestle a living from the soil for centuries. My surprise was because he seemed younger than I thought a farm manager should be.

		"Good to meet you, Mister Tyler," he said crushing my hand in his. "Mister Goldman said you was coming this way. I didn't have much time to do much to prepare. The old man told me it was okay for me to move into the big house but I got you folks a nice room ready if you stay the night." His eyes occasionally darted to me but quickly snapped back to Sebella. By then I was used to males from nine to ninety looking at her. I could not find fault with that because I like to look at her too.

		"I'm sure sorry, ma'am, if I'm staring at you," he said to Sebella. "But you sure look familiar to me and you ain't the kind of woman I'm likely to forget. Did you go to State?"

		"I did and I know you," Sebella said grinning. "You played football, didn't you?" he grinned and nodded. "Yes, you were a couple years ahead of me, I think. How are you, Colin?"

		"I'm doing mighty fine," he said. "A little older, but not any wiser or wealthier. I seem to recall you and me..." then he started to say something and stopped abruptly and looked away.

		"It's okay, Colin," Bella said smiling and putting her hand on his muscular arm. "Randy knows I dated blacks in college. He knows that Larry Monroe fixed us up."

		"Holy shit!" I said. "Is this the man that put Larry in the hospital?"

		"Yes it is," Bella said laughing.

		"I'm not normally given to violence," Colin said. "But that twerp hit me and I kind of lost it. Sure didn't mean to hurt him that bad. I've often wondered what became of him."

		"He's alive and well," I said. "You didn't do any permanent damage."

		"Fucked up his ego for about a month," Bella said still laughing. "For a long time he jumped every time he saw a black man. He works for Randy, Colin. He some sort of salesman."

		"Good," Colin said. "I glad he's okay. Let me show you where to put your bags and we'll take a walking tour of the main farm."

		"I don't want to put you out," I said. "We can find a motel."

		"Don't be silly," Sebella said. "He said there was plenty of room, didn't you, Colin?"

		"Yes ma'am, I surely did. No bother at all."

		"You can stop calling me ma'am," she said again putting her hand on his arm. Her white hand made his skin look even darker. "We were once friends and we can be friends again. Get my bags, Randy."

		"Yes ma'am," I said and touched my forelock. "Anything you say, ma'am." Most of the time my sarcasm was lost or at least wasted on Bella.

		"Let me give you a hand," Colin said and took one of Bella's suitcases. She had packed more than enough for a two week safari to Africa.

		Colin Baker led us into the old typical farmhouse and up the stairs to a bedroom. "I got a woman who comes and cooks for the hands," he said putting Bella's suitcases on the bed. "We'll have the noon meal about one o'clock if you care to eat with us."

		"How many men do you have working here?" I asked

		"It varies with the season," Colin said glancing at Sebella who was taking things out and putting them in drawers. "I've been re-fencing and haying is about to start so I've beefed up the workers. I have twenty-eight right now. Mostly Mexican migrants. About a third of them are women."

		"You have women farm workers?" Bella said.

		"Sure do," Colin said. "They work as hard if not harder than the men. They travel in family pods. They'll end up several hundred miles up country when it time to pick apples and pears. I have eight full-time workers year round. One of my full-time men's wife will be cooking. They take turns and I hope today it's Ruby. She's a great cook." He looked at the pile of clothing she had on the bed and back at me. "Okay, Sebella, I got to ask. How long do you plan to stay here?"

		"Just a couple days," she said. "Hey, I like to be prepared. You boys go on and I'll be down in a few minutes. Since it's a hot day, I'm going to change to shorts."

		I was sitting on the top porch step and Colin was standing at the bottom facing me and explaining how he contracted with the migrant labor. I heard the screen open behind me and I saw Colin's eyes widen and his nostrils flare.

		When I turned around I saw what caused his shock. Bella was wearing the tightest pair of short shorts I had even seen. We could clearly see the outline of her pussy. A camel toe, I believe it's called.. She was wearing a white thin blouse and obviously no bra. Obvious because there was a lot of bounce and sway and her nipples were poking out.

		"Good God Almighty," Colin breathed. I said a mental amen.

		"What were you saying Colin?' Bella asked.

		"I ain't got the foggiest idea," he said. "Damn, woman I thought you were hot back in school but you just got hotter."

		"Thank you, kind sir," she said and bounced down the steps and I do mean bounced. Bella is a thirty-eight D cup and it all moved around with the bouncing. "Let's go, boys."

		Colin led us through a barn lot and through a few more gates and steadily up hill. It was an early summer day and very warm.

		"When we get to the top you'll be able to see most of the main farm," Colin said.

		"How large is the farm?" I asked.

		"Back when old man Tyler first bought it, there was about three hundred fifty or so acres," Colin said. "My pap was the first farm manager. Over the years the old man bought every scrap of land that came on the market. By the time I got out of college and spent a tour in the Marine's, there was about fifteen hundred acres. Now there is a bit over twenty-one hundred acres."

		"What in hell do you grow here?" I asked. "I mean besides the cattle. I can see them."

		"Wheat, Oats, Soybeans, and hay, mostly," Colin said. "We rent some land for local truck farmers to raise vegetables The reason is we are holding some marketable cattle is we are waiting on the prices to go back up. There are a bit over six hundred head ready for market. We have Hereford and Black Angus cattle."

		"It seems a shame to kill those beautiful creatures," Bella said.

		"Not if you want a nice steak or a hamburger," Colin said. He turned to speak to her and did a double take. I looked and I saw why. Bella had unbuttoned her blouse and was fanning herself with it. We both got a view of most of her beautiful full breasts

		"Hot, isn't it?" she said smiling sweetly. She was deliberately teasing Colin.

		"And getting hotter by the minute," I heard Colin mutter. "I'm going to step over there and relieve myself if you'll excuse me a minute."

		"Okay, Bella, dear," I said softly. "What are you up to?"

		"My, my, whatever do you mean?" she said and gave me a lascivious wink.

		"Are you planning on renewing an old acquaintance with Colin?" I asked. "It's okay, I just need to know what the plan is."

		"You wouldn't really mind, would you?" Bella said. "He looks yummy, doesn't he?"

		"Not to me but you got to do what you got to do," I said feeling my heart rate quicken. I ran my finger through her camel toe and she trembled.

		"We better start back now it..." he stopped and stared. Bella had completely removed the blouse and tied it around her waist, Her bare giant globes were shiny with sweat. While her breasts were large there was only a tiny bit of sag and that was from the sheer weight of them.

		"Well now," Colin said and cleared his throat and started again. His eyes were glued to her tits. "You need to be careful and not let them pretty things get sunburned. Be lunch-time soon so let's go on down."

		"Maybe we could stop in one of those barns," Bella said. "We didn't get to say a proper hello before." She smiled at him. "We do want a proper hello, don't we, Colin?"

		Colin looked at me with confusion written all over his brown face. I smiled at him and told him Bella did whatever Bella wanted to do.

		"I'm just along to watch so you won't have to whip my ass like you did Larry's," I told him.

		"Are you sure it's all right with you?" Colin asked glancing at me and quickly back to Bella's beautiful tits. "I mean, I like my job."

		"Yes, whatever happens is fine with me but that's not the point," I said taking her hand and started down the hill. "Bella is my girlfriend, not my property. Even if she was my property I'd still let her do whatever she wanted to do."

		"There's nobody in here," Colin said as we entered the big barn. "We just used this for hay, straw and grain storage. I think..."

		That was as far as he got. Bella grabbed him and locked lips with him. His lips were busy and so were his hands. They squeezed and mashed her breasts out of shape.

		I have no idea how something as tight as her shorts were removed so easily but suddenly they were around her ankles. While she tried to kick the shorts off, she undid his belt and pulled his jeans down.

		"Look at this, Randy," she said pulling his long black cock out of his shorts. "Is this not the most beautiful cock you ever saw?"

		I just grunted, neither affirming nor denying her statement. I'm strictly straight and there was no way I would call any man's cock beautiful. Impressive or incredible maybe, but not beautiful.

		Bella went to her knees after finally getting the shorts off her ankles. She lovingly took Colin's cock in the hand and then to her lips. Bella is a world class cock sucker and I knew what Colin must be feeling.

		Bella stroked his long shaft as she sucked his cock and suddenly he was telling her to slow down but Bella speeded up until Colin erupted in her mouth. Bella opened her mouth to show him his cum then she swallow his seed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

		"Why?" Colin said. "Why didn't you stop? We can get it on!"

		"That was a sample of what you'll get tonight when I climb you and fuck you until you are speechless, Colin Baker."

		"Fuck, I'm nearly speechless now, damn you," he said. "Don't get dressed! Hold on a minute!"

		"Got to go, stud," Bella said buttoning her blouse. "I think lunch is served."

		"That was a side of you I've never seen before," I said to Bella as we walked to the big house.

		"What side? The nasty slut?"

		"No, the badass bitch," I said. "That was just mean and you are not a mean person so what the fuck?"

		"Payback," she said and laughed. "He said he would call me and he never did. Next thing I knew he had graduated and left school without a word. I wanted revenge."

		"I see," I said grinning. "Honey, you don't know shit about revenge. Giving the man a blow-job and swallowing his cum is not revenge."

		"I know it," she said giggling. "I meant to suck him just enough then walk away leaving him with blue balls. I changed my mind because giving him lover's nuts would be just too mean."

		"I see," I said laughing. "If you really wanted to extract revenge you could tease him tonight and leave him high and dry."

		"That's not only mean-spirited but it would be stupid to deny myself that beautiful cock," she said. We stopped at the porch steps to wait on Colin to catch up. "Besides, I got over him. I just wanted him to call me so I could tell him to get fucked."

		Is there any man out there that understands how a woman's mind works? If so call me at...never mind, I wouldn't believe you anyway.

		After a nice unpretentious lunch we took the SUV and drove to places on the huge farm that we hadn't seen from the hill. Actually all I saw was the beautiful hills on Bella's chest. When we got ready to take the tour Bella held out her hand for the keys. She automatically adjusted the seat and the mirrors and put the radio back on easy listening station. She didn't say a word as she tinkered with the car but her cutting glances spoke volumes.

		"You know something, Bella?" I said after she told me to get in the backseat and Colin in the passenger's seat. "If you were not so damned beautiful and so damned hot, I would take my car back and throw rocks at you until you were out of sight."

		"No you wouldn't," she said smiling her beautiful smile at me in the mirror. "You are too nice for that. Besides I told you I could get you a new car when we get back so stop pouting, sweetie. Where to, Colin?"

		She, with directions from Colin, took that big SUV places I would have never dared attempted. Once we were away from prying eyes she went topless and poor Colin had trouble giving her directions.

		"Something distracting you, Colin?" I asked.

		"She's killing me," he complained. "She knows what her big tits do to me."

		"You should have called her," I said. "A woman scorned and all that jazz." He asked me to explain and I told him what Bella told me.

		"Hold on a minute," he said to Bella. "I heard you were married. That's why I didn't call you, Sebella. My buddy Mike Green heard that Larry goober telling someone that you got hitched. I wasn't about to mess with another monkey's monkey."

		"When was that?" Bella demanded.

		"It was about a week before I graduated," Colin said.

		"And you believed it?" she said.

		"Yes because it fit. You told me yourself you were planning on getting married after medical school," Colin said. "I just figured you speeded up the timetable so I packed up and left. Did that prick lie?"

		"Yes, it was a lie," Bella said. "I did get married but it was well after I finished my internship. That explains why several men I had been dating disappeared. That miserable rat-bastard." I saw her looking at me in the mirror. "Did you just laugh?"

		"I may have," I admitted. "Larry Monroe struck again. Why on earth would you have him as a friend?"

		"I don't know," Bella said. "I just don't know. Colin, what's that over there?" she asked pointing to a cleared area.

		"There was a farm house and some outbuildings we tore down a few years ago. We plowed up the ground and sowed some grass. All this was a farm the old man bought back when he was empire building."

		Bella stopped her car in the shade of a huge tree. She reached over and took Colin's big hand and put it on the tit.

		"I owe you an apology, Colin," she said. "And I owe Larry a thump on his head. I thought you had just dumped me without a word."

		"No man in his right mind would do something that crazy," Colin said.

		Bella leaned over and kissed him on the lips. She opened her door, got out, and got a blanket from of the back of the SUV.

		"I owe you a fuck, Colin," she said. "Here or wait until tonight?"

		Colin set a speed record getting his clothes off and Bella was right behind him. They went down on the blanket in a tangled heap. I knelt on the edge of the blanket and watched as he shoved his big black cock in Bella. It was an awesome sight and my heart was beating so hard I was sure they could hear it.

		I've heard that the big cats, lions and tigers and such, are real vocal when they mate but I doubt any of them could be more vocal than Bella was. She cried, moaned, groaned, cussed, and screeched urging him to fuck her harder.

		I don't think Sebella had ever been more beautiful than she was that afternoon on that blanket. It was a combined look of raw passion and total serenity. My cock became so hard I was afraid to touch it fearing it would shatter.

		Colin fucked Bella in every position known to man. Once he had her on her hands and knees and was slamming his cock in her while she faced me. Her big tits were gyrating wildly and I saw she had her eyes opened and was looking at me.

		"What do you think of your slut now?' she asked her speech labored. I got close and took her swinging titties in hand. They felt hot and her nipples were as hard as stone.

		"I think I like the idea that you are my slut," I said.

		"I am your slut and if you'll give me your dick, I'll suck it while Colin fucks me."

		I did pretty well getting my clothes off in record time, too. I lay down where she could suck my cock and it only took a few minutes for the explosion that had been building to come. Bella swallowed my cum and kept on sucking until I was hard again.

		"I want both of you," Bella said breathlessly. "Colin in my ass and you, dear, in my pussy."

		We quickly got in position for her double penetration. Colin got on his back and used his cum, to lube her ass. She was facing away from him. I got between their legs and she guided my cock to her sloppy cunt. Once we found the proper rhythm she got a wild fucking. We got a wild fucking.

		That afternoon set the stage for the night. Colin and I fucked Bella for nearly three hours and she wore us out. I fell asleep while they were still going at it.

		Bella and I left the farm just before noon the next day after got another dose of black cock for the road. Before we left Colin asked me if we were going to sell the farm.

		"No,” I said. "For three reasons. One, it would be a crying shame to break up this beautiful farm and two, it's making a profit."

		"You said there were three reasons," Colin said looking relived.

		"Yes, number three is, I wouldn't like to see you lose your job. After all you are a fellow Marine, Semper Fi!"

		"Semper Fi," he said and we bumped fists.

		"Do all former Marines do all that grunting and farting?" Bella asked as we drove away.

		"There is no such thing as a former Marine," I explained. "Once a Leatherneck, always a Leatherneck. And yes, we do some grunting but there was no farting."

		"What did he say to you just before we left?"

		"He said it was a shame you wouldn't let me drive my own car," I lied then told the truth. "Colin asked if I could get him an assault rifle and a new T-40 pistol. He's having some trouble with feral dogs and coyotes,"

		"Can you?' she asked.

		"Yes, I could get him a railcar load with a little effort but one would be no trouble, I told him I could send it down right away or wait until you and I came back. Guess what he said."

		"I have no idea," she said. "Will we be coming back soon? Even after what he said?"

		"I'm sure of it," I said. His threat to have two of his buddies come and fuck Bella wasn't much of a threat to me. I just wanted to witness it. I would bring a video camera next time. "When are you going to tell me about your marriage?"

		"It's a sorry tale. Are you sure you want to hear it?” Of course I said I did.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		This is what she told me:

		I met Ben Carver in my final year of medical school. Ben was a doctor and my class advisor. He was several years older than me and frankly I was hopelessly in love with him or so I thought. He was wealthy with his family's old money and drove a fancy imported sports car. He was what I thought a successful medical doctor should be.

		Since it was not permitted for a student and a facility advisor to date, we had to sneak around but he had a nice apartment where we would meet.

		We dated, if you can call what we did dating, for about six months until I started my internship at University Hospital. Ben was on staff at the hospital and a doctor dating an intern was winked at.

		When he asked me to marry him I agreed even though I knew it was a mistake. I knew it was a mistake because Ben was lousy in bed. He approached sex as if was something he felt he had to do not because he wanted to. He seemed reluctant to start fucking and seemed relieved when it was over with.

		Of course all the time we dated, the lousy sex wasn't an issue because I had several men I saw regularly. Colin was one of them as was Larry. After Ben and I were married I stopped seeing any of my regulars and tried to be a faithful wife. That was when sex became a major issue.

		Just to show you how dumb I was, it took nearly a whole year for me to realize Ben was as gay as springtime. It wasn't until I walked in and caught him sucking a man's dick that I figured it out.

		Ben begged me not to leave him and he told me he wasn't gay that he just a bisexual. Bullshit. He was a queer as a three dollar bill. I told him I wanted out but I would keep his secret if he caused me no trouble. He promised me that there would be no trouble. I went immediately and called one of my old boyfriends because I needed to be fucked by a real man. It may have been Larry but I don't remember who it was. To me it was just a hard cock.

		Ben was as good as his word and we got the divorce quickly and smoothly. The only thing I kept was his last name. My maiden name was Zigaloski so you can see why I kept the name Carver. I finished my internship and did my residency there at University Hospital. I took the position at Midtown General and now you are all caught up with the life and times of Sebella Carver.

		***

		"Zigaloski? Yeah I can see why you kept Carver as your last name. I'll bet you hardly ever got called on in school," I said.

		"Seldom if they went alphabetically," she said. "Where are we going Randy?"

		"Home," I answered.

		"Not now, silly," she said. "I mean our relationship. Where do you see us headed?"

		"Anywhere you want us to go," I said. "Frankly, I think Sebella Tyler has a nice ring, don't you?"

		"If you are proposing marriage you'll have to do a lot better than that," she said and I saw a tear rolling down her face.

		"Okay, Sebella," I said getting serious. "I love you and I would be a happy man if you would be my wife."

		"Getting down on one knee would kill you?' she said smiling.

		"At eighty miles an hour I think it just might," I said. "Why are you driving so fast?"

		"Because I am in a hurry to get you home and in bed," she said crying and laughing at the same time. "Of course I'll marry you, Randy Tyler. I do love you so much. Do I have to stop being a slut?"

		"Hell no!" I said. "Just as long as you are my slut, I insist on you staying a slut."

		"You got it, Randy my love," she said. "Can you get me an assault rifle?"

		"I suppose I could, but why do you need one?"

		"Because I'm going to assault Larry Monroe," she said. "His bare-face lie cost me the use of Colin's cock for months."

		"You won't need an assault rifle for that," I told her. "A baseball bat would do the trick. Do you want to pick out your engagement ring or shall I?"

		"Honey, you better let me do that." she said. "I'll get it my next day off right after I get you a car."

		

	
		

		Part Two

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Being married to Bella brings to mind the expression of riding a tiger. Everything is fine if you stay on its back.

		Even before we were married Bella ruled me and my life completely. In everything except work. As far as the arms company she seldom came to the office or the plant. She would listen to me bitch about something but hardly ever gave advice.

		On the other hand what I ate, drank, wore, or drove, she considered her business. Wait, there was one other exception. The TV remote was mine to do with and watch whatever I wanted.

		I would not want anyone to think I minded that she ruled my life because I didn't. I was spared the mundane decisions men have to make every day of their lives. What to wear, for example. It didn't make a bit of difference because Bella had picked out every item in my wardrobe so she had to like it. My shirts, for example, were handmade from some special Egyptian cotton and had a ten million thread count. I could be off on the thread count but you get my point. Her taste is impeccable.

		Not only is her taste good, she tastes good. Sex with Bella was incredible from the very beginning and just got better. After the wedding she assumed control and she became a wild woman. She is insatiable.

		All right I am exaggerating...Mostly. She did take over my life but I let her and I loved that she cared for me enough to shop for me and to make me eat healthy. I also lied about the TV remote. I didn't have exclusive use of it. We took turns

		The wedding got completely out of control. What started out as a small informal affair grew every day until finally there were over three hundred people invited. The venue was changed three times to accommodate the ever increasing crowd.

		I was pleased that pop came up and agreed to be my best man. Colin Baker also came and he insisted he was actually the better man. He set out to prove it on our wedding night. I won't concede anything but according to Bella he was a good man. Colin slam-fucked my bride for well over an hour before he let me have a turn.

		We were married a week before Christmas and spent the rest of December and all of January in the South Pacific. When most of the folks in the northern hemisphere were freezing their ass off, I was turning my ass a toasty brown.

		We flew from LA to Tokyo and then to Brisbane Australia where we hired a sea plane and an Australian pilot to fly us from island to island.. New Caledonia, the Solomon Islands and many small islands, some we stayed for a day or two and some we just visited for a few hours until we came to Espiritu. It was there we decided to stay longer.

		Espiritu or more formally, Espiritu Santo, is in what used to be the island group of New Hebrides which is now an independent nation of Vanuatu. Bella and I took one look at the white sand beaches and breathed the tropical air and we were hooked.

		I told Mick, our pilot, we were staying for at least a week and he said he would just pop over to Queensland for a holiday. Looking at a map you'll it's one hell of a pop-over but it was a long range floatplane and it wasn't mine so I said go. I asked him to take the ton of souvenirs Bella had picked up and ship them home for us. I'll tell more about Mick later.

		On Espiritu if we wore any clothes at all it was shorts and sandals but most of the time we were bare-ass naked unless clothing was required. Going into the village to shop was one place clothing was necessary. However being naked is idea when you're in the company of a horny lady.

		At first when we lay naked or splashed in the mild surf and a fisherman came we would put something on but after a while we didn't bother. That seemed to increase the foot traffic on our beach.

		I was assured by the islanders that there were no big fish in the lagoon because of the high reef but I still swam with one eye out for sharks. It seemed to me swimming naked there was a tempting lure hanging down. The natives told us to watch out for flat fish which we assumed were stingrays.

		I learned quickly there are two things you do not do on a beach. One is fuck and the other is not to eat anything but especially pussy. Sand doesn't feel good anywhere in the human body.

		"Do you know what I love more than fucking you?" Bella asked me one day while we were lying in a two person hammock. Since I needed to know what that could be, I said no, but tell me. :"I like it best when you make love to me," she said. "I have fucked a lot of men but you are the only one to make love to me." That was when I discovered there was a difference in fucking and making love. I never knew and I'm hard-pressed to explain the difference.

		Oh yes, I was going to tell you more about Mick Muldoon. I first saw him standing beside his pride and joy a DeHavilland Beaver. A DCH2 to be precise, I thought the plane looked small but that was because the big man was standing beside it. The aircraft had been put on floats and has extra fuel tanks for long distance flight.

		We got the typical Aussie greeting, "G'day, Mate" but he was not looking at me. In fact I'll bet to this day he doesn't know what I look like. His eyes fixed on Bella and hardly left. I couldn't fault him but I like my pilot to look at gauges and things like that when we are flying.

		"Mate, your wife is wicked hot," he said as we loaded the baggage in the compartment. "I have to wonder what it would be like to..." his voice faded as he realized I was standing right beside him.

		"It's fucking great, mate," I said in answer to the question he didn't finish. He grunted but didn't say anything or look at me. I'll get back to Mick in a moment.

		When our week was almost up it was mutual agreed that we did not wish to leave our paradise. Bella found that the small village had an infirmary but no regular doctor so she went to the village to see if she could help.

		After her first morning being doctor she returned and she found me asleep in the hammock.

		"Randy," she said piling in beside me. "How much charity work does Tyler Arms do?"

		"I'm not sure," I answered. The truth was I had no idea. It had never come up.

		"These people need a lot of medical supplies," Bella said. "Can you get them some money?"

		I found where I had stashed the huge satellite phone and finally made contact with Harold Goldman. I think it was the middle of his night.

		"Yeah, we can make a donation," Harold said. "We can always use a write-off. How much do you want me to send?"

		"Hold on, Harold," I said. "My wife is demanding the phone. My advice is get some paper and something to write with."

		Bella took the sat-phone away and started giving Harold orders. It was not just money she wanted it was medicine and equipment.

		"Did you get all that, Harold?" she asked after giving him a long list. "Good. Some of the drugs and equipment you can get out of Australia. Some may have to come from the states or maybe Japan but don't get tight. Send everything by air that you can. Thanks. Do you need to talk to Randy again?"

		She handed the sat-phone back, telling me Harold didn't want to speak to me. Apparently Harold got on the ball because a shipment of medicine came with Mick when he returned to get Bella and I.

		"So where do you and your missus want to go next?" Mick said after we had delivered the boxes of drugs to the infirmary. I told him we had decided to stay there on the island for a while longer.

		"I'm sorry, if I had known how to contact you, you could have stayed home longer."

		"No worries, mate," he said. "A week at home with my old lady is plenty for both of us. I can find a place to bunk and be here when you are ready to go." I told him there was plenty of room in our shack. It's wasn't actually a shack. There were several rooms where he could bed down.

		Over the next week equipment and supplies arrived almost every day, so Bella stayed busy making sure the equipment was installed properly. But that wasn't enough for her.

		"Randy, there is an English doctor in Sydney that needs a job," she said. "Can you get Harold to contact him and make sure he's paid enough to come here?"

		I got back on the sat-phone and got in touch with Harold. Harold called me back and informed me the Brit was married to a nurse and they were a package deal.

		"Yeah, I made a deal for both of them and they are on their way," Harold said. "Are you having a good time?"

		"I would be if my wife wasn't off healing the sick," I whined. "She was doing surgery yesterday."

		"That's a good work, Randy," he said "You should be proud of her. See you in a couple weeks unless you want to call me in the middle of the night and have me hire a school teacher or something." Harold is a little grouchy when his sleep is interrupted.

		When word got around to the other villages and to the other islands that there was a real doctor available, the halt, sick and lame came in swarms.

		The Islanders were so enthralled by Bella they called her Lady Sebella and treated her like royalty. If they knew that their Lady was a flaming sexpot they didn't care. I think it made them love her even more.

		When Mick moved in to the shack, Bella's dress, or lack of dress, didn't change. Since Bella spent her mornings at the infirmary that only left me the afternoons and nights to enjoy her.

		"Mate, that is a lot of woman," Mick observed one afternoon shortly after he joined us. Bella was walking along the water's edge topless wearing only a bikini bottom. "Kind of keeps a man on edge, don't she?"

		"Yes, she does, Mick," I agreed. We were laying on the sun beds in the shade of the palm trees. "Let's go throw her into the water."

		"No, man!" Mick said "I would be afraid to touch her. I would be afraid I'd lose control and make a fool of myself." It only took a quick glance to reveal Mick had an erection. His cock was straining his shorts and it appeared he had a large package.

		"Bella," I called. "Mick is afraid to touch you." She turned and crossed the beach and the sandy verge. As she approached her big beautiful breasts bounced and swayed.

		"Afraid?" she said coming to stand in front of him. "Why are you afraid to touch me, Mick?"

		"Mortal men should not touch a goddess," he stammered.

		"I agree," Bella said with a smile. "But, Mick, I am not a goddess. I am a woman." She cupped her breasts and tugged at her nipples. It seemed Mick's eyes were going to pop out.

		Bella glanced at his crotch and saw the big bulge in his shorts. She winked at me and slowly and deliberately untied the strings to the bikini bottom and let it fall.

		This wasn't as spontaneous as it sounds. I had told Bella the night before that Mick had a case of the hots for her.

		"Should I fuck him?' she asked. “Do you want me to give him some pussy?”

		To be perfectly honest I felt the need for some help with her. I'm serious when I say that Bella could kill an ordinary man with sex. I told her that fucking Mick would be an act of kindness to all of us. She smiled and said she would take care of it. That's why her action at the beach wasn't a surprise.

		"See, Mick, just a woman with a woman's parts," she said and ran a finger through her bare slit. She opened the lips of her pussy and rubbed her clit. "Like all women I have a pussy, I have an ass, and I have a mouth. Would you like to use them?"

		For a moment I thought Mick was having a stroke or a heart attack. His lips moved and there were slight sounds coming from him but that was all. He sat frozen in place.

		Bella went to him and pulled his shorts off and we both gasped at the size of his cock when it sprang out. Ol' Mick was carrying a hefty package.

		"Oh my God, Mick," Bella said going to her knees and taking the huge thing in both hands. "That is certainly a cock fit for a goddess." She lowered her head and took part of the monster in her mouth.

		"It's okay, Mick," I said when I saw him looking helplessly at me. "Relax and enjoy the ride."

		When Bella was satisfied his big cock wouldn't get any larger or harder she pushed him back on the lounge and mounted him. She guided his stiff cock to her pussy and settled down on it.

		"Oh my God!" Bella said. "I haven't felt this full of cock in a long time." She started to slowly rise and fall on his dick,

		I ran to my camera bag and got the digital video camera. I had started making videos of Bella and her lovers even before we got married. Right after we returned from the farm the first time she and Colin fucked with me present. I wasn't about to let another opportunity pass me by again.

		I watched in amazement, as I always did. as Bella fucked the big Aussie. She transformed right before my eyes from healer to a nasty slut. A woman in heat. A woman demanding to be fucked and fucked hard.

		Bella was moving up and down on Mick's cock harder and faster and Mick was trying to say something.

		"It's okay, baby," Bella said. "Shoot it in me. Fill my cunt with your cum. Let me have...IT!" she screeched and had her first orgasm. Mick let go and did indeed fill her with his cum. Bella wasn't about to let him up until she fucked him again and got yet another load of cum.

		If she was aware there were several fishermen watching she didn't care. She was completely focused on fucking Mick until he had nothing left which she did. Then it was my turn to service her.

		By the time she finished with me a small crowd of both men and women had gathered to watch their goddess fuck two men. You'll think I'm lying when I say they actually cheered when she dismounted and went to the water to wash our cum off.

		Once she was stroking Mick's big cock and remarked that something that large should be on a black man.

		"Too right," Mick said. "While I'm away my gal has a black fellow come and do her. Once I came in unexpectedly and saw him fucking her. It was something to see all right. She was yelling for him to take it easy and in the same breath she was telling him to fuck her harder. I often wonder why her pussy isn't twice as large from his big cock.".

		By the time the new doctor and his wife/nurse arrived, Mick had fucked Bella at least fifty times. Several times she insisted we fuck her in tandem. She wouldn't take Mick's big cock in her ass so I always got that hole.

		We stayed another week after the doctor arrived so she could indoctrinate him and make sure he knew how to contact her for supplies and equipment. Then all too soon for all of us, Mick included, it was time to go home. The whole village and many of the other islanders turned out to see us off.

		We said goodbye to Mick in Brisbane and started the long journey home. We all were sad but I thought Mick was going to cry. We promised to meet again but none of us really believed it. Sometimes you just know when something is finished.

		***

		Once I was back in the office I reviewed the company's charitable contributions and found them pitifully lacking. With Bella's help I set up an endowment to make sure the island would have medical supplies long after we were gone. We also started the Sebella Tyler Foundation to fund local charities. Bella said it best:

		"It's just obscene to keep all that money for ourselves," were her words and we lived by them for the rest of our lives.

		***

		

		Extracting revenge on Larry Monroe was almost an obsession with Bella. We made and discarded one scheme after another. They were either too cruel or not cruel enough.

		Once I suggested we invite Larry for dinner and Have Colin come and fuck her.

		"That's no good," she said. "Larry loves to watch. He would enjoy that too much."

		"So," I said. "Invite him and show him some of the video I've made. Let him see what he's missing."

		"No, I think he would get-off watching the video," she said. "Maybe you could just tell him about you watching me getting it from Colin."

		"That might work," I acknowledged. "Has he ever seen you with another woman? Maybe I could get Gina to put on a show with you and let him watch."

		"Naw, that won't do either," she said. "Larry watched me with several girls in college. I'm beginning to think that assault rifle is the best idea." She smiled and kissed me. "However I wouldn't mind some softer loving. Call Gina and see if she is available."

		Twenty years later when Larry died from a heart attack we still hadn't come up with a workable plan. Bella was still bitching about me waiting too late, long after we buried Larry. Somehow it had become my duty to get her revenge.

		

		The End
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