Sally – The Beginning

“Here we go again”, she thought, as that oh so familiar feeling hit her mind and body.  That sudden quick drawing in of breath, that tightening of her lower body and that rush of blood to the head.  That feeling of sexual desire, all triggered by a scene in a film she was watching.  A handsome young man, great body, standing semi-naked on a beach, waiting for his lover.  She got the feeling and knew that her only release would be a really good sex session.  Otherwise, it would eat away at her day and night, flooding her mind with lustful needs.  

Sally had been through this before, but it had started not so very long ago.  Sally had lost her husband Jim in a terrible road accident about two years ago.  She was nearly destroyed by the loss, as they were completely devoted to each other.  Everyone said that they were perfectly suited and what a lovely couple they made.  Sally always thought this to be the clearest statement of fact - they loved each other passionately and hated to be separated, even for a short time.  And they had great sex.  Sally had always thought that sex can only be better if you are deeply in love with your partner and can totally give your body and your heart together.  That was how she thought about their love-making.  It was more than great sex.

Sally had taken a lot of time off work to recover from the loss of Jim.  She spent much of this time alone, mostly at a friends beach house up the coast, walking the sand at all hours.  Rain, hail or shine would find her somewhere on the beach desperately trying to come to terms with her despair and sense of hopelessness.

Oh so slowly the pain began to ease.  She gradually began to renew her relationship with friends – particularly Lauren, with whom she had grown up, and Ian, who was a life-long friend of Jim’s.  They had tried to help Sally during her dark times but quickly realised that more than anything she needed time alone.  They were delighted when they saw signs of the slow recovery, but did not rush things.  Much of their time with Sally was in support  - so different from the happy times that had had in the past.  But they knew that the good times would return in the future.

Lauren lived alone in a small terrace house near the city.  She had never married and, at 36, did not see this as important to her future.  She had become very self-contained over the years, having a very good job, which kept her busy, a lot of good friends and many ways to spend her time.  She had had many relationships but they seldom lasted more that a year or two at most.  Sally knew that Lauren had a fairly high sex drive and that this was satisfied by casual affairs or by one of her long-term friends and ex-lovers.  Lauren was an attractive woman – tall, long straight dark hair, lovely figure and shapely legs – and was not short of offers.  She had a well paid job, dressed with style and lived a comfortable and contented life.

Lauren often said “I don’t need long-term emotional entanglement, just some occasional very hot physical entanglement.”  They always laughed at this.  

Ian was very different.  He had been at school with Jim and the best man at their wedding.  Ian had married before that and Jim had done the honors then.  But Ian’s marriage had not prospered and he was divorced within five years.  He had one child – a boy named Arron.  Ian doted on him and spent as much time as possible with him.  Ian worked in his own business as a landscape designer and builder.  He had built the business up over the years and was now quite successful with some well paid contracts still on the go.  He was on the verge of either expanding even further, but in Ian’s mind getting more into management and further from the on–the-ground work, or beginning to turn down work.  

Sally had met Ian almost at the same time she had met Jim, and she had liked him from the start.  She, Jim and Ian loved the water - swimming, surfing, sailing, whatever - and they spent a lot of time together in those early days.  Ian was with Karen at the time – they had been boyfriend/girlfriend from high school.  Ian was tall and blond and spent a lot of time exercising and looking after himself.  He had a terrific body and was pretty good looking, but he also had a certain charm that made him very successful with the girls.  It was that apparent success that Karen could not cope with.  She was pretty herself, with a good figure, but lacked the confidence to do the most with what she had.  Over the years she became insecure about Ian, thinking him unfaithful, and getting increasingly suspicious over the most trivial things.  In the end Ian could no longer cope.  Hence the divorce.  Ian now lived not far from Sally, but a lot closer to the beach.

Ian had admitted one affair to Sally and Jim while married to Karen – but insisted that was it.  It had been a very short affair with one of his casual workers, and Ian had ended it quickly.  Since the divorce, Sally knew that Ian had a number of casual relationships and had met some of them – nice girls, but nothing ever became of it.

About a year after Jim died, Sally first got “the feeling”.  She was quite shocked by it.  She had been looking through a magazine and had turned the page to an advertisement for men’s underwear  - a handsome young man with black hair, a great smile, a muscular tanned body, posing in nothing but a pair of very revealing briefs.  The sight had the effect she now knew fairly well – a tightening in her body and a sudden wave of desire.  While with Jim her sex drive was well satisfied, and for the last year her grief had masked any sexual need.  But now, prompted by the picture, she felt strong sexual urges – her breath caught, her groin stirred, her mind a blur.  Her eyes wandered slowly over the picture, feasting on the body - the lovely face, the strong chest with the rippling muscles, the long legs, and more than anything the subtle bulge underneath the white briefs.  

“My God”, she thought in that instant, “I want him”.

But she quickly shook her head and thought to herself, “What an I doing.  Why am I staring at this picture like a randy schoolgirl?”  She closed the magazine, put it away and quickly decided to head for the beach.

Hitting the surf was just what she needed.  The water was coolish, but sparkling clear and the surf was clean – not huge waves but well shaped and ideal for a strong body-surfer like Sally.  After about an hour in the surf Sally came out, toweled herself off and lay face down on the sand soaking up the sun.  She would only stay exposed like this for a short time, being very conscious of the effects of the sun on her skin.  She turned over and sat up to look around.

The beach was quite busy as she had expected for a perfect Sunday afternoon.  There were families scattered around her, and groups of young people engaged in the age old game of trying to impress the opposite sex.  Looking to the sea, she saw a man emerging from the surf – and her body lurched again.  Her eyes locked on the man’s body as her breathing deepened.  He was tall and dark and his well tuned body glistened from the water. Then her eyes met his and she knew that he had seen her study him.  She quickly turned away and lay on the sand, struggling to dampen the lustful thoughts that were walking through her mind.  

She had remained in the sun longer than she had wanted.  So she quickly rose, packed her bag and made off to the carpark.  Turning past the clubhouse, she almost bumped into the surfer she had stared at.  

“Oops, sorry about that,” he said with a smile, as he stepped aside to let her past.  His clear brown eyes were locked onto hers.

“That’s ok,” she said and moved to pass.

“Hey,” he said, “I’ve seen you here a lot.  You sure know how to catch a wave.”

“Years of practice,” Sally replied.  She noticed that he was very tanned, quite good looking but with narrow lips. His eyes were very catching – so clear and a lovely hazel colour.  

“Great surf today, don’t you think?  I was watching you out there and I am really impressed.  You were able to catch waves most people missed.”

“Yeah, well, I’ve been doing it a long time so I ought to be ok”. She moved on, “I’ve got to get going now”

“Ok, well I hope to see you again down here soon,” he said as he watched her move away.

Without looking back, she gave a casual wave and moved off to her car.  “I do believe he was trying to chat me up” she smirked to herself.  Driving home, she mulled over that thought.  Naturally, guy’s had tried to get her attention over the last twelve months or so.  But she was not interested in them and had quickly discouraged any advances.  But this was different.  She had looked at him with sudden and barely-controlled desire.  His body had excited her.  Should she have accepted his attention?  If so, how far would she have gone?  She had not really thought about again entering a sexual relationship since Jim.  Was she ready for that?

That night she went to bed early but could not sleep.  She could not get thoughts of the surfer’s body out of her mind and a growing need for sex.  “Funny how it eats away at you,” she thought.

She got up and stood in front of her mirror, appraising herself.  She was medium height, slender, a size 10.  Her hair was now short – Jim had always liked it long but she had it cut not long after his death.  Very long hair is too much hard work when your mind is struggling to cope with other things.  Now her hair was shoulder length and she thought this suited her better.  It was naturally dark brown but now looked much lighter from the sun and surf.  

She thought her face pretty but not a traffic stopper.  It must be ok, she had thought, as she had always had a fair share of admirers.  Her body was trim and she was proud of its condition.  It was not tanned – she did not want that.  She could just make out a colour difference between the areas covered by her swimming costume and those briefly exposed.  Her breasts were a good size, but were certainly not huge - a 36C bra size.  They were a good shape, firm and round, and she was particularly pleased with her nipples.  The areolas were about 40 millimeters across, a light brown colour and the nipple itself stood proud.  They always responded well to kissing and fondling, and this was an important part of lovemaking to Sally.  Her pubic area was partially shaved – just enough to keep things nice and neat under her swimming costume.  Jim had liked her to be a bit more clean shaven, but she had not bothered so much recently.  Perhaps things were a bit bushy.

Looking at her body, those lustful feelings returned.  Her hands began to gently cress her breasts and move to the nipples.  “God, I’ve not done this for a long time,” she thought.  

She needed a release, and thought about the vibrator that she had kept buried in her wardrobe.  She quickly got it out it and found batteries.  She lay back on her bed and set to work.  Her clit was aching for attention and it was not long before she came.  It was very intense, her body contorted, and memories of sex with Jim came flooding back.  She slipped the vibrator under her pillow and slowly drifted off to sleep.

Sally worked for a small marketing company in the city.  She specialised in concept design, writing and layout, and was very good at her job.  Her boss had been very understanding and generous when Jim died, allowing her time to get herself together before resuming work.  Over the last month or so, Sally had begun to get more involved and was once again enjoying things.  David, her boss, was relieved – he had struggled while Sally was away.  The company had won a major contract and it needed Sally back again firing on all cylinders.

So next morning Sally was at work early, keen to get into the new contract.  She felt a bit sheepish about having masturbated last night, not having done that for many a year, and wondered if that was what her future held.  Monday and Tuesday were fairly intense and Sally worked long hours.  She had not done this for some time and found the pressure quite stimulating.  On Tuesday she went to a meeting with the client to discuss some initial design concepts.  It all went very well and she was feeling very pleased with herself.  David, too, looked pleased.  

Then, during a lull in the meeting, for no particular reason, Sally’s thoughts turned to sex.  Her body moved in the right places and she grew flushed.  “What is happening to me?” she thought.  The others at the meeting did not turn her on – except for David they were all female.  

She quickly assumed control and concentrated on getting thorough the meeting.  But at the end of the day she was feeling extremely randy.

On the way home she decided to call in on Ian – she had not seen him for a few days.  It was after 7 by this time so he should be home.  And he was.  His utility was there and his dogs rushed out to greet her.  Ian had always kept dogs and since his divorce had bought Gollum and Thorin – yes he was a Tolkin fan.  Thorin was a German Shepherd and Gollum a Labrador.  Sally was not so keen on dogs but had to admit Ian looked after them.  They were fit and healthy and full of energy.

Ian was pleased to see her and opened a bottle of white wine, knowing Sally’s love for a crisp Riesling.  They talked for ages and ended up getting a Thai take-way.  Well lubricated by the wine, Sally asked Ian how his sex life was going.  It was a fairly standard line between these two friends.

“Not as good as I would like,” laughed Ian.  “I had Arron for the weekend so had to behave myself.  In fact I have been behaving myself for some time now.  Its about time I got going again”.

Sally laughed at this, but was now starting to think about her own situation.  Then Ian asked “How about you?”

Ian had steered clear of this topic until now.  They had become really close friends and could talk about anything, but Ian had not mentioned this side of her life.  

“Well, you know that I have been not interested in other men,” Sally said.

“Yes, but how long do you think that can go on?” Ian asked.  “You will need to let things go sooner or later.  You are a young and attractive woman and you should think about your future.  Lauren and I have been worried about you.”

“I do think about my future,” Sally replied, “But that does not have to involve a relationship with men – look at how Lauren gets along”.

“I was not talking about a relationship,” Ian laughed, “I was talking about sex”.

“Funny you should say that,” Sally said.  She told Ian what was happening to her.  

“That’s brilliant,” Ian smiled.  “The re-awaking of your sexual urges.  Quite normal, you know, for a good looking 35 year old woman to get randy”.

“Yes, but I am not used to it and don’t know to deal with it.  I feel like a teenager for God’s sake.  I think I really need a good sex session – I am so randy.  But then I am not so sure.  Anyway I have forgotten how to go about it.  When you get as randy as I obviously am how do you get release?  No, Ian, I don’t mean you personally,” she laughed.  

“Look Sally, there is only one way, and you know it.  You have been lucky to have had a great partner to satisfy your every need in the past, but that has changed now.  You just have to face the fact that you need to meet up with some men and take them to your bed”.

But that was a step that Sally was not sure she was ready for.  No that she was prudish, or took a high moral ground re casual sex.  It was just the thought of doing it seemed to tarnish the memory of Jim.

The talk moved on.  Around 10 Sally called a taxi and headed off home.  She would get her car next morning while on her early jog.  When she got to bed, she went over in her mind her conservation with Ian.  Her hand slipped under her pillow and she soon had her vibrator going to good effect.  She came strongly and it felt good.  But she knew that she needed much more that that – she was getting desperate for the feel of a man’s cock inside her.

Lauren’s response was much the same as Ian’s when Sally called to see her the next night.

“Sally, you are just randy and you need a good fuck,” Lauren laughed.  “I get like that at times and believe me there is only one solution.”

More gently, Lauren went on.  “The problem with you is that you have been spoilt.  You were with a great lover who is now gone.  From what you have told me, you and Jim had a magnificent sex life – you have been very lucky.  And that is just as well because we both know that you do have a very strong sex drive.”

Sally knew Lauren was right.  They had grown up together.  Sally had matured quickly as a young girl and had developed an interest in boys very early on.  She was popular with the boys, although not as much as Lauren, who was quite a stunner.  By her mid teens Sally was well into heavy petting and really enjoyed it.  She was careful, though, and boys had to work hard to get their hands on her body.  Many a boy had turned away in frustration.  But once she started, she really did enjoy sexual contact.  She loved having her breasts sucked and rubbed, that was such a favorite, and having her pussy played with.  She had many boy’s fingers up there but she held back on intercourse.  

She and Lauren had debated this.  Lauren had lost her virginity about a year before and could not understand why Sally did not go all the way.  “You just don’t know what you are missing out on,” she had said.  But Sally had argued that she did not want to do it for the first time with just anyone, and certainly not just for the sake of doing it.  They agreed to disagree.

Naturally, though, Sally’s moment came and when it did she knew she was ready.  She was 17 and had been going out with Tim for about 6 months now.  They were growing very close and the heavy petting was getting heavier.  Tim was the first she had oral sex with.  She had been pulling him off now for a while and was always turned on when he came with a gush, spraying his sperm everywhere.  Once, she had tentatively raised her sperm covered hand to her mouth and cautiously touched it with her tongue.  She had heard the other girls talking about “eating their boyfriend’s cum” and had wanted to try it herself.  It had tasted ok, although not as exciting as the other girls made out.  She tried a little more.  “Not bad, “she thought, “I could grow to like it.”  This in fact proved the case, and Sally would grow to love sucking cock and eating cum.  It would become a passion.  Later, with Jim, she would sometimes lie him on the bed or the floor and go to work on his cock with her mouth.  She would bring him almost to a climax then let him relax.  She would repeat this again and again, savouring the taste of his precum.  She would finally bring him to release and watch him shoot his load up onto his stomach and chest.  She would then lick his cock clean, before licking all his sperm off his body.  She would hold as much as she could in her mouth and then, while looking deeply into Jim’s eyes, open her mouth to show him before swallowing it all.   She loved doing that and Jim never complained.

On their next date, Sally decided to suck Tim’s cock.  This was to be her first time.  It surprised Tim when she bent down and slowly ran her tongue along his throbbing shaft.  She came to the head and tasted her first pre-cum.  Now that was very nice.  Then she opened her mouth and took the cock inside.  She slowly began to move her mouth up and down the shaft, tightening her lips with each stroke.  This was too much for Tim and without warning he quickly shot his load into her mouth.  Sally jerked her mouth away – she had not intended that.  But she had caught the first spurt and it now filled her mouth.  Instinctively she forced most of it out of her lips and it dribbled down her chin.  But some remained and Sally realised that it actually tasted alright.  She swallowed it.  She then moved to Tim’s cock and sucked the remaining sperm from its head. Tim was over-whelmed.

But it had all happened so fast that it left Sally feeling randy and unsatisfied – a feeling she would experience a lot until she met Jim.  She and Tim were in the sandhills behind the beach, under a bush for privacy.  It was a favorite spot for their petting.  They got dressed and walked back, hand in hand, to her house.  In the kitchen Sally found a note from her parents saying that they were out for dinner and leaving some money for a pizza.  Sally knew that her brother Richard was also away at a school camp.  She smiled at Tim, ”We have the house to ourselves”.

She led him up to her bedroom and knew this was to be her moment.  They kissed passionately and both became very aroused.   She quickly undressed Tim and was delighted to see his cock was hard and ready.  She knelt and took it into her mouth for a few sucks.  She was getting to like this a lot.  Tim then undressed her, pausing to suck and nibble her breasts.  He did this really well and she was quite turned on by the time his hand went to her pussy.  He inserted two fingers and began to pump then in and out.  In her current state Sally quickly came to a strong orgasm.  She looked Tim in the eyes and said “I want you to do it to me”.

Tim was surprised and said “Are you sure?”  He was aware of her views on going all the way.  She led him to her bed, lay down and drew him on top of her.  “Yes I am sure.  Do it now,” she replied.  Tim did.  It hurt, but not as much as some of the other girls had made out.  It was also not as exciting as Lauren had promised.  After a few strong thrusts, Tim reached his climax and the first ever load of sperm was deposited inside Sally’s body.  

“The first time is never real good,” Lauren had said when Sally told her.  “But the great thing is that you can now do it again and again, and it will get better and better.”  And of course Lauren was right.

Lauren was also right about her sex life with Jim.  It had been fantastic and they had grown to be great lovers.  He was always intent on making sure her needs were well catered for before he came himself.  He seemed to get as much pleasure in satisfying her as in satisfying himself.  

She also acknowledged that she did have a strong sex drive – just as Jim had.  They regularly had long sessions of love-making where they worked at each other’s bodies constantly.  They had often spent a whole day doing nothing but making love.  It was anything goes – straight, oral, anal, with toys, and in a variety of positions.  She had photos and videos of some of their sexual performances.  She would go out to dinner with nothing on but a simple dress to cover her naked body, or with the full array of sexy underwear - suspenders, stockings, lacy bras.  She was constantly finding ways to tease him and then please him.  During these sessions, he could make her orgasm time after time, and he measured his own to climax with her.  She gave an involuntary shudder as she thought of how good it all had been.

Lauren brought her back from her thoughts.  Sally heard her say, “I am going out with Hillary on the weekend, up the city to the clubs.  Why don’t you join us?  I will be looking for a man for myself, but you don’t have to.  Hillary certainly won’t be.”  Hillary was in a solid relationship but her partner was overseas for work.  

Sally made a non-committal reply, saying she would think about it and ring before the weekend.  She left for home and spent another night dwelling on how randy she was.  “God,” she thought to herself, “I should have asked Ian to do it.  Isn’t that what friends are for”.  But she knew that that would never happen.  Once again her hand went under her pillow and her clit got a good work-over with the vibrator.  “This is becoming a habit,” she thought later as she drifted off to sleep.

The next few days were again hard at work – but interspersed with lustful thoughts.  On Friday morning Ian rang.  An old friend of his was in town for a few days.  Would she like to accompany them for a Saturday night out on the town?  Sally was immediately suspicious of Ian trying to set her up with a date – but what the heck, there would be three of them.  So she said yes and arrangements were made.  She rang Lauren to tell her about this and predictably the response was, “If he is younger that 50 and half decent looking, go for him like a dog on heat.”

Greg was certainly younger than 50 and not bad looking either.  Not heart stopping by any means, but more than acceptable.  He was of medium height, dark hair, dark eyes and looked in reasonable shape.  He was though, a bit too eager to impress her.  She wondered if Ian had said anything about her situation.  To Sally’s surprise Ian himself had brought another friend – a women named Rachel.  In a private moment Sally said to him, ‘You have set me up – I’m going to kill you for this.”  Ian just smiled at her and told her to relax.

The evening went well.  Greg and Rachel were good company.  Greg explained that he normally worked in New Zealand for a multi-national company and was over for a meeting on Monday and Tuesday.  He was not married, she found out, but whether there were any other relationships was not mentioned.  As the night went on it became clear the Ian had intents on Rachel, leaving Greg to more and more concentrate on Sally.  She began to warm to that.  Finally they left the bar and Ian made a quick retreat with Rachel, with promises to Sally of a call tomorrow.  Sally and Greg decided to take a walk around town.  They stopped at a bar for coffee and then Greg offered to drive Sally home.  Why not, she thought.

She invited him in for a nightcap and he accepted – a bit too eagerly, she thought.  But she was aroused and was responding to his company.  She kept asking herself it she would go through with it, but secretly knew there was only one answer.  Once inside, it was not long before he approached her and they began to kiss.  Slowly at first, but then more passionately as her body responded.  Their mouths were now open and they took turns to explore the other and gently suck on their tongues.  

Greg was clearly excited now and began to cup her breasts and pinch them through her top.  His hands were then under the top and touching her skin.  “Yes,” she thought, “I need this”.  He unclasped her bra and was soon working on her nipples.  As usual that was a trigger for getting her really turned on.  He took off her top and paused for a moment to admire her breasts, then bent to suck hard on each nipple.  He then moved to her jeans and very soon she was naked.  She suddenly thought that she should have had that shave, but he certainly looked like he liked what he saw.  

With her naked, he stepped back, as if to say now it’s your turn.  She moved quickly and soon had his shirt off.  She kissed him again and then descended to his nipples.  She had always liked to nibble on Jim’s and old habits were hard to break.  She reached for his belt and quickly had his jeans off.  Only the briefs remained and they were failing to hide a very solid bulge.  She put her fingers under the band and drew them down.  His cock bounced to freedom.

She caught her breath – she had not been so close to a throbbing cock for an awful long time.  Just centimeters away.  She stared at it, admiring its glory.  Again she thought, “Yes, I really do need this.”  Greg was watching her keenly.  She saw the first bubble of pre-cum on the head of his cock and slowly extended her tongue and moved forward to lick it off.  She held it on the tip of her tongue and looked into Greg’s eyes as she slowly drew it into her mouth and savored the taste.  “How sweet was that,” she thought.  She now attacked his cock with her mouth giving it a workout that been pent up inside of her for an awful long time.  She sucked hard and he responded by thrusting his hips into her face.  She was able to take him deep in her throat and was loving it.  But she was not after a blow job.  She could feel more and more pre-cum oozing from his cock, so she soon broke away leading Greg to the bedroom.

She told him to lie on his back and began to massage his erect cock.  She soon had it back in her mouth but now in a much more controlled action.  She swung her body around to Greg’s head and nearly died at that first lick along her pussy lips.  He then began to lick her hard and they assumed the classic 69.  However, Greg seemed to tire of that quite quickly and moved to take control.  He told her to lie on her back and moved between her legs.  Slowly he moved the head of his throbbing cock up and down her pussy lips, teasing her with the anticipation.  She was incredibly aroused now and desperately wanted to feel him in her.  And then he did it.  Not with a slow push but with a sudden hard stab.  It was unexpected, but felt fantastic, and Sally was close to cuming.  

Greg went into immediate fucking mode, ramming her harder and harder with each stroke.  She was getting closer and closer to a cum when Greg suddenly cried out and thrust his cock hard into her pussy, pouring his cum deep inside her.  He thrust in spasms, one or two more times, and then she knew he was finished.  But she wasn’t.

“That was fantastic’” Greg said, and lay on the bed, smiling at her. Greg was soon asleep leaving her to quietly move to close up the house for the night.

Back in bed, Sally could not believe it – what had happened was great and she now knew that sex had to again become an important part in her life.  But Greg had left her still frustrated, still needing to have that pussy cum that would give her release.  She gradually drifted off to sleep thinking, “so near, but so far.”

Sally woke with a start, surprised to find a man in her bed and even more surprised to find him staring strongly at her.  He smiled at her awaking.  “You look lovely while you are asleep, I could have watched you for hours.”

Sally smiled back, “I still feel tired.”

“Look,” said Greg, “I want to apologise for last night.  I know I was a bit gun-ho about having sex – I guess I was a bit keen.  I have been thinking about it this morning, and I realise I only looked after myself.  That sometimes happens with me.  I’m sorry and would like to make it up to you.”

“Exactly what do you have in mind?” Sally asked with a growing smile.

“Come here”, was all he said.  This time he was more patient and he made sure that he built up Sally’s passion with his own.  He spent a lot of time licking her pussy.  His lips and teeth worked away at her clit and took her to her first climax.  He loved her body gently and for a long time, before entering her again, and proceeding slowly.  Finally he got her over the top and she had the cum she had been searching so hard for.  It was huge, created from deep within her, emerging with a long, low loud moan.  Relief at last.

He continued to work on her and brought her to another, but smaller climax.  And then he pounded into her, bringing himself to his climax and to once again pour his sperm inside her.  Now, well satisfied, they both fell asleep.

Later when he was leaving, Greg asked, “Will I see you again?”

“No,” said Sally, “I would rather not just now.”  He knew her situation, they had talked about it, and appeared to understand.  “But when you are next over here, make sure you call me”.

She closed the door.  A happy and contented women.  At last.

