Sally – Chapter 10

The ring of her bedside telephone woke Sally with a start.  She noticed that the time was 8.20 as she answered it.

“Hi, Sally, its Greg”.

Greg.  It took Sally a few seconds in her semi-sleep state to fix on her New Zealand friend.  And occasional lover.

“I’ve just arrived.  Hope I did not wake you.  I wondered if I could see you.  I’m over until Tuesday.”  He was waiting expectantly.

Sally began to wake up.  “Yeah Greg.  Good to hear from you.”  She said.  “Look I can’t tonight, but what about tomorrow.”

He sounded pleased, and they arranged to meet in the city in the late afternoon.  Sally was going out with Mike that night but did not know what would come of that, and what time she would be home.

She lay back in bed thinking about Greg.  She had not seen him for some months now and her life had changed a lot since then.

“Shit!” she exclaimed with a start, as she suddenly recalled her previous night.  “I took part in an orgy with complete strangers,” she told herself.  Her mind went over it all.  She had been fucked by at least 6 men as far as she could remember.  Two of them had cum in her mouth.  She had been kissed by a number of women and had kissed back.  Two women had licked out her pussy after the men had cum in her, and then kissed Sally to share the spoils.  She had also licked other women’s pussies.  Then she remembered the way Ryan had fucked her hard, with all those people watching them, and cum deep inside her.  His beautiful wife had first licked him clean and then licked Sally’s pussy to get all of his cum.  She had then kissed Sally, her tongue working deep into her mouth.  Then, when it was all over, the young man had waited for her – she could see his card on her bedside table.  My God what a night!  And, she asked herself, how did she feel about it?

“Pretty bloody good actually,” she told herself.  She knew she would never have been there if she had known that it was to be an orgy.  But she had in fact really enjoyed it all.  She was a stranger to them all and had felt quite safe and comfortable all the time.  Ryan had given her the opportunity to leave before things really got started.  And she had been invited back for another session in three weeks time.  Time would tell if she would take that one up.

Then she gave a little giggle, realising that she had been fucked by seven men last night, she expected to be fucked by Mike tonight and then by Greg tomorrow night.  After a few weeks of drought, it was all happening at once.

She jumped out of bed knowing she had a lot to do before Mike picked her up.  He had not let on where he was taking her but wanted her to be ready by 4.00.  She spent the next hour and a half out for a run, with a quick swim in the middle of that.  Fortunately the surf was washed out or else she would have been tempted to stay longer.  

Almost every minute she remembered more details of orgy and could not really believe she had really done it.  In front of all those people, she had committed unbridled sex.  “Little old me,” she giggled to herself.  

The rest of the day was spent grocery shopping and doing her weekend chores – washing, ironing, and cleaning the house.  She put a bit of extra effort into that, as this was the first time Mike would be in her home.  

She thought about him as she vacuumed, at least in between her orgy memories.  She felt very attached to him, but in fact had only met him a few times and had only slept with him once.  She knew so little about him as he was secrecy itself if she probed too deeply.  Still he was very good company, they could literally talk for hours, and he was a very good lover.  She was really looking forward to tonight and what it may offer.

Right on 4.00, the doorbell rang.  Opening the door, Sally saw Mike there with large bunch of flowers, which he offered to her with a smile and a sparkle in those striking eyes.  “How are you Sally?” he said, “its good to see you again.”

She gave him a brief kiss on the lips and stood aside as she invited him in.  “You look great,” he said.  “And so do you” she replied, and she meant it.  He was very smartly dressed and looked both strong and sexy.  “Come in and let me show you around.”

They spent the next twenty minutes looking around her house and garden and Sally was pleased to see that Mike seemed impressed by what he saw.  She had put a lot of thought into the furniture and furnishings and thought she had achieved the look she was after - classy, but natural and simple.  

Then Mike said with a smile, “Are you ready?  I have a hire car outside - we do need to keep to a timetable.”  Sally was intrigued by that – she thought they were just going out to dinner.  

It was a chauffeur driven hire car, one of those extended vehicles with tinted windows and enough room to have a dance.  The two of them settled into the cream leather seats and Mike poured her champagne as they headed off.  He refused to give any clues as to where they were going, just grinned at her with his eyes sparkling.  

They headed north following the coast and finally pulled into a public wharf on the bay side.  The wharf was quite crowded and Sally knew it well – there were no restaurants in this area.  But Mike opened the car door for her, bade the driver farewell, and led her to the end of the wharf.  They descended the steps to a waiting tender and Mike helped her aboard.  Sally had no idea what was happening.

But things became clearer as the tender approached a seaplane waiting just off shore.  “All aboard,” Mike said with a mischievous grin, as he helped her from the tender to the float, and then up into the plane.  Sally was quite excited as she strapped herself into the plane beside Mike, only half hearing the instructions of the pilot.  Before long they were off, charging over the surface as the engine fought to free the floats from the grip of the water.  

It was a wonderful flight, low and along the coastline with a slight detour to fly over her house, then on towards the city.  They circled the magnificent harbour and finally came in for landing.  

The plane berthed at a floating boathouse and they walked off.  As she waited for Mike to finalise some paperwork, Sally looked out over the water and thought this was the nicest thing anyone had done for her for a long, long time.  As Mike approached her, Sally turned to him and said, “Thank you Mike, that was just sensational,” and she reached up and kissed him warmly on the lips.  He responded briefly, but then broke away and cupped her face in his hands.  “We’re not finished yet,” was all he said, after a long time looking deeply into her eyes.

He took her arm and led her out to another waiting limousine, and soon they were in the city, with the car door being opened by the concierge of a very expensive restaurant she knew by reputation.  

The meal was everything she expected it to be - perfect food, the finest of wine, and Mike positively effervescent, so obviously pleased that everything had worked so well.  Sally was immensely impressed that he had gone to all that trouble to make the evening such a night to remember.  What it meant, what it said about what he thought of her, she could only begin to wonder about.

Mike was also a lot more talkative.  He talked mostly of his time working on boats around the Mediterranean.  That clearly had been something he treasured in his life, and possibly represented the safest ground for him.  After a while Sally took him back to his childhood.  

It slipped out that he had a sister, two years younger than he was.  He was clearly very close to her and Sally suspected that he had been quite protective of her during their youth.  

“Where is she now?” she asked.

“She’s around,” Mike started to close up.  Sally reached across the table and clasped his hand.  “Mike,” she said, “I am only asking because I want to find out more about you.  Please…..” she let the question hang. 

He had not responded at first, it was not in his nature.  But, although quietly at first, he began to speak with increasing frankness.  Her name was Mary, and she was now in her early forties.  She had been very much his little sister for so many years, rebelling against their very conservative parents and constantly seeking his agreement that what she wanted to do was ok.  

She had caused havoc with their parents, he said this with a laugh.  They could not understand her and were dismayed that she did not fall into the traditional mould – perfect daughter, good results from the private school, then on to university to study medicine or similar.  But that was not Mary’s way.  She was young, determined and stubborn, not to be dictated to by conservative parents.

She could not take the overbearing role they tried to force on her.  At 17 she had fled.  Up the coast to join a group of alternative life-stylers.  

“She called me when she was pregnant,” Mike said.  “I’ll never forget it.  Only 18.  I drove up there to see her but it was futile.  She was hanging off a lad that looked younger that she, long hair, scruffy beard, tattoos, rings from every protrusion, complaining that the world owed him a favour,” he laughed.  “Even though I was about to pull out myself, I thought he was the lowest thing going.”  

He paused.  “I was clearly not wanted by her then.  She simply would not listen to me.  As much as anything, that was what drove me to go overseas.  Throw it all aside, find a life, get away from the expectations of my father.”

Another pause.  He clearly was not enjoying this.

“She had a miscarriage.  Late in the pregnancy.  There were some complications.  She wrote to me about it all but I only found out months after it had all happened.  After wanting to protect her for all those years I was not there when she needed me most.”  He looked intently at Sally.  “That hurt me a lot.  I felt I had really let her down.”

They paused to eat their main course and Sally took it on herself to keep the conversation going on a much safer footing.  She diverted Mike to the coming boat-show and the first exhibition of “her” design.  She and Mike spent the next half hour discussing this – she was quite nervous about it all but Mike reassured her that she was on a winner.  

“I saw it last week,” he told her.  “It looks fantastic and I know that John is thrilled.  I actually think I am getting to like it,” he said with a laugh.

Later she took him back to Mary.  “Is she still up the coast?” she asked.

“No,” said Mike.  She had left there in her mid 20s, returning to the city to complete a university degree in environmental law.  “I really admire her for that, I could no more have done that than fly to the moon.”

She had completed the degree part time, working in cafes and bars to support herself.  “I was still swanning around on the Med.”  Mike added.

But then she had fell into a relationship and was quickly pregnant.  “She thought that she could not have children, thought she was safe.  And as soon as the boyfriend found out he left her.  It did not fit in with his lifestyle. A real creep.”

Yet another pause.  “She is ok now,” he said.  “She has a boy, Paul, and they live quite happily very close to here actually.  She has a good job with the legal side of the conservation movement, and is frequently in the papers leading a court challenge against some pathetic development or another.  I am really very proud of her,” he said.  “Paul is now 8 years old and I try to see him as much as possible.  In fact at times, when he is tired or in a hurry, he sometimes calls me ‘daddy’”.  

He said this so proudly that Sally squeezed his hand tight.  And she remembered his message to her on the answer phone and the child’s voice in the background calling ‘daddy’.  A mystery solved.

They finished dinner and she felt incredibly close to Mike.  She really wanted him.  As they left the restaurant he whispered in her ear “Did you bring a toothbrush?”  She laughed and whispered back “And a spare G-string.”  He responded, “Good, I have booked a city hotel.”

A taxi took them to a grand hotel overlooking the harbour.  Sally quickly realised that this was the same hotel that Greg had taken her to a few months ago.  With a sinking heart she suddenly thought that surely Greg would be staying there that very night.  “Please God,” she said to herself, “don’t let this happen.”

Much relieved, she entered their room, remotely thinking that this may be the very room that she had shared with Greg.  

They were both ready for each other, and the door had scarcely closed before he moved to take her in his arms for a long and passionate kiss.  Sally was more than ready and after a while broke away and said, “Thank you Mike for a truly wonderful evening.  I can’t think when I have enjoyed myself so much.”

She slowly began to unbutton his shirt, rubbing his chest with her hands as she did so.  She kissed and sucked his nipples, let her mouth wander over his chest.  She peeled his shirt off, and knelt before him, her hands immediately at his belt.  Quickly she had it undone and lowered the zip.  The bulge she had been waiting for was straining against his underwear.  

She lowered his trousers and underwear together, gasping with pleasure as his erect cock sprang forth.  Without touching it she undid his shoes and soon had him naked before her.  Then she took his throbbing cock in her hands and stroked it lovingly.

She was desperate to get it into her mouth and taste the sweet pre-cum she could see slowly oozing from his opening.  She was soon sucking him hard, taking his cock as deep as she could, as he stood before the vast window looking over the harbour, completely naked and moaning with pleasure.  She kept this up for some time, remembering the last time they had made love and his amazing stamina.  

He finally moved to lift her to a standing position and began to undress her.  Her lightweight dress was off first and he stood to admire her in her underwear – her very best, the sexy, skin coloured bra and matching G-string.  “You are really beautiful,” he said as he took her all in.  

He took her bra off and got to work on her breasts and nipples.  Sally’s favourite entree to love making.  He was very good with his mouth, and she was soon groaning in ecstasy.  Then he slipped off her G-string and, kneeling, paused to look at her pussy.  She had trimmed the pubic hairs and shaved around her pussy lips, leaving a dense triangle of hair from her clit upwards.  

He led her to the king size bed and lay her down.  Quickly his tongue was at her, licking her clit and pussy.  Sally had been waiting for this all evening and now it felt every bit as good as she expected.  In fact, even better.  It was not long before she felt the swelling grow within her and, lifting her hips off the bed, she had her first cum – soft and gentle on her body, but intense and hard in her head.

She moved down under his body and took his cock in her mouth and began to suck hard, as she felt him return to his licking.  His cock felt beautiful, absolutely rock hard but with a real softness on the skin.  She encouraged him to plunge it into her mouth, wanting so much to take it all the way in.  She was quite good at deep-throating, having taught herself that trick as a late teenager.  Years of practice were paying off.  

He was now fucking her mouth quite hard, having stopped his licking to concentrate on thrusting.  Sally arched her throat to make it easier for his cock to plunge in without causing her to gag.  Fortunately she did not have to, and marvelled at the sensation of his cock filling her mouth and throat, and then of his balls thumping against her lower lip.  

“That was awesome,” he said as he pulled away, with a look of admiration in his eyes.  “You do that so well.”

He lay her down now and moved his cock to her pussy.  His first insertion was magic, the feel of his cock slowly moving against her pussy lips.  He was soon all the way in, leaning over her and looking deeply into her eyes.  Then he started moving, slowly at first but with increasing speed and intensity.  Sally was ready for this and rose to meet his thrusts.  “God he is so good,” she thought as she could feel another cum build up and move to overwhelm her.  She arched her hips high and he hit her hard as she let out a strangled cry of passion.

He fucked her like this for some time, his cock not wilting a fraction.  Then he led her to the giant window, and knelt her down looking out, so he could fuck her doggy style.  She brushed aside the memory of Greg doing the very same thing to her in what really could be this same room.  

She wondered how he could keep going after all this time with his cock still fully erect.  She again took it in her mouth tasting the mix of precum and her own pussy juices.  She encouraged him to mouth fuck her again.  They tried a few more positions and she felt him gradually begin towards a climax.

“Where do you want to cum,” she whispered to him as he fucked her pussy again with increasing strength.  “Do you have a preference,” he smiled at her, concentrating hard on his actions.

“I would love to take this one on my face and in my mouth,” she said.  

He went at her harder then, and she marvelled at this strength and the feel of his plunging cock.  Finally she could sense it was his time, and was ready when Mike groaned “I’m cuming………...”

Sally whipped around and knelt before him as he grabbed his cock for the last few pulls, her mouth open and ready for him.  His cried out as his first stream shot over her face and her hair.  The second she took mostly in her mouth, and grabbing his cock, was able to direct the rest right into the centre of her throat.  When he had finished, she took his cock into her mouth and sucked it, trying to draw out the last of his love juices.  She then looked into his eyes as she swallowed his cum.  Using her fingers she mopped up the remaining cum from her face and fed that into her mouth as well.

“You taste so good,” she said, laughing up into his face.  

Sally quickly cleaned herself up and for the next hour or so they sat on the lounge, both still naked, sipping champagne and making small talk.  Then she slowly began to work on his cock and was delighted to see it respond quite quickly.  So they made love again, gentler this time, but with as much passion.  This time he came deep within her, doggy style, with Sally pushing back onto him to get the maximum penetration.

Finally they got into bed and fell asleep in each other’s arms.  

Sally awoke to find Mike awake, looking at her with a small smile on his face and in his eyes.  “Hello,” he said, “sleep well?”

She responded with half a smile, half a yawn, “I certainly did.  Why wouldn’t I with all the action we had last night.”

Mike had suggested that they have breakfast in the dining room overlooking the harbour, but Sally quickly declined, thinking of Greg.  So they ordered room service.  And after breakfast they made love again, this time quick and hard as if they knew they had to get it done before checkout time.  Still, Sally was not complaining, she knew now that she would have Mike fuck her any-time or any place.  And he too seemed to share the feeling.  Again he came deep inside her and, with his face very close to hers, she could see the intensity on his face as he ejaculated his seed of life into her body.  She could tell it really meant something to him.

Sally had told Mike that she had to be home by lunchtime and he had not questioned her about that.  “I’ll call in and see Mary and Paul,” was all he said.  “But I have arranged a hire car to take you home.”

Sally was anxious not to linger in the hotel foyer as Mike settled the account.  She tried to keep well hidden while constantly looking around.  Finally she was in the hire car after Mike had kissed her warmly and settled her in.  “I’ll call you,” he said as he closed the door.

In the car on the way home, Sally thought about the Mike and all the trouble, and expense, he had gone to.  She felt really good about their time together and knew she would love for it to continue.  She was confident now that she really meant something to him and was already looking forward to seeing him again.

But first there was Greg.  And after a close and intimate night like last night, she was not altogether sure that she wanted an overnight fuck with Greg.  And it was going to happen all too soon.  In fact as soon as she got home she would have to quickly pack and turn around and return to the city.  

She packed an overnight bag and drove to her work.  There she parked her car and walked the short distance to her rendezvous with Greg.

He was already there waiting for her, and she paused for a moment before he saw her, to study him.  She had not seen him for a few months now, and in her heart of hearts was not looking forward to the evening.  Not because she did not like Greg, for he was always good company, but because of what has happened with Mike.  Another sex session, for that was surely what Greg would be after, seemed to sully the night before.

But she had made her commitment and knew that she would have to go through with it.  She also remembered that she had enjoyed it previously.  

She moved now to greet him.  He turned and saw her, stopped to take her in with a small smile on his face.  She noticed his dark hair, and dark eyes as she approached him, such a contrast to Mike.  They kissed, and stood apart, taking each other in.

“Hi Sally,” he said.  “You look good.  Its great to see you again.” and he drew her to him for a hug.  She smiled in return and asked how he was.  He took her hand and led her along the harbour-side, telling her what he had been doing.   

They quickly settled in with each other and were soon talking like old friends.  Sally relaxed, quite comfortable with this part of the evening.  They sat at a harbour-side bar and had a drink, as they chatted and watched the passing people.

They walked for a while around the gardens and then headed back to the city for a meal.  He took her to a seafood restaurant overlooking the harbour, right across from the hotel where she had spent the night with Mike and, she suspected, where Greg would soon lead her.  She enjoyed the meal, and the company, although if anything Greg was quiet and she caught him looking at her with a questioning look on his face.  

But all too soon the meal was over and they left the restaurant.  He led her towards the hotel and at its door he suggested that they call in for a drink.  The same young driveway attendant, who had been on duty much earlier when she left with Mike, was still there and recognised her.  But he quickly stopped himself saying anything when he noticed that she was holding hands with a man quite different to the one she had left with not so long ago.  He looked at her knowingly and Sally knew exactly what he was thinking.  

They had a drink at the bar before Greg suggested that they adjourn to his room.  She had been waiting for that and until the last second did not really know what her response would be.  On the one hand, having sex with him so soon after her love-making with Mike was not what she wanted.  But on the other, she had agreed to meet up with Greg under an arrangement both of them understood.  When she had needed sex, Greg had provided the answer.  Now it was her turn.  

So she agreed and they headed for the lift.  Sally nearly died when she saw Greg push the button for the same floor Mike had taken her to.  Greg’s room was only five rooms around.  On entering, Sally went to the big window and looked to her left to where she and Mike had made love for all the world to see.  As the hotel was curved to take advantage of the harbour views, if Greg had been standing where Sally was right now, then he would certainly have seen at least some of the action.  “Shit,” she whispered to herself, “a close call.”  Or so she hoped.

Greg had poured drinks and took them to join her at the window, where they stood admiring the same view she had admired last night.  He then took her glass and placed it on a coffee table, and drew her to him in a close embrace that led to the first kiss.  Sally responded slowly, but then began to feel her body get going as his tongue explored her mouth.

He began fondling her breasts through her clothes, massaging then and squeezing them hard.  That began to work for her.  Then the Greg she remembered so well took over.  With almost a sense of desperation he undressed her rapidly and helped her undress him.  Clearly he wanted her naked, wanted her body and wanted her hands and mouth on his body.

She tried to keep pace with him but his urgency was great.  He spent too little time on her breasts, he gave her mouth too little time on his cock.  He was desperate for a fuck and was soon inside her, plunging his throbbing cock as hard and as deep as he could.  Now that he was where he wanted to be, he slowed down a bit, and eased his frantic thrusting into a steady rhythm.  

But he could not last long and was all too quickly reaching his climax, his breathing getting hard and rapid, his thrusting more savage, and his moans getting louder and louder.  After three thumping lunges at her body he came with a cry, and his load exploded deep, deep inside her.  Sally was perfectly clear that she had not even been near cumming herself.  

They were on the bed and Greg soon rolled off her.  Sally grabbed a tissue to stop the flow of his sperm and moved to his cock.  She was now quite stimulated and leaned to suck it clean.  She could taste her pussy on his cock but the taste his cum was the stronger flavour.  

They lay together for a while, not talking.  “I’m sorry,” Greg said.

“What do you mean,” Sally asked, sitting up on one elbow and looking at him.

“I know I am hopeless,” Greg said.  “I was so desperate for it you that I lose all perspective.  Especially when I am with somebody as sexy as you.  I know that I have not satisfied you but I am now all finished.”  

“When did you last have sex?” Sally asked.  

“What …….” Greg looked at her in surprise.  Sally repeated the question.

“A couple of weeks ago…….” was the timid response.

“Then we should be able to do something with this,” Sally grinned at Greg as she grabbed his flaccid cock.

She set to work on it with her mouth, drawing it in deep with her teeth just touching the sensitive skin.  She paused and pulled him hard as he lay on his back, the got her mouth into play again.  She was pleased to feel a response, a gradual hardening of his organ.  

She made him kneel on the bed and slipped her head between his legs, giving his growing cock a hard suck as she moved.  Lying under him like that, she used her mouth to play with his balls, drawing them in and rolling them around as best she could, then moving on the other.  His cock was growing and she could now feel it hit the back of her throat when she took him in hard.

Sucking his balls like that was clearly getting him aroused and his cock was getting rock hard.  Sally made him lie down on his back so that she could go to work on it with her mouth.  Firstly she just held it at the base with two fingers and studied it closely.  She was not going to compare it with the one she had loved last night, but would admire it in its own right.  It was a good size, with that wonderful shaped ridge between the head and the shaft.  It was throbbing as she studied it, with the blood vessels that gave it heart clearly visible.  “A thoroughly good fucking specimen,” she laughed to herself.

She now led him to her pussy and lay back while her licked her with lots of commitment.  After her efforts at getting him going, Sally was now very aroused and soon she could feel a cum coming on.  She stretched her legs further apart to let his tongue in even further, and arched her back, lifting her hips off the bed as she let out a loud moan of pleasure.  

Now she needed a fuck, a good hard fuck.  He responded to everything she directed, keeping his cock hard and quickly switching positions at her request.  Finally she was ready and called to him to go hard and to go fast.

She was once again doggy style on the floor in front of the big window.  “Fuck me hard,” she called out as he plunged into her and out.  She said it again as she felt another cum swell inside her body.  It grew into an avalanche as he too reached his climax.  They came together.  He in a final thrust into her gripping pussy.  She in a well timed lunge backwards to meet his hard insertion.

They were soon asleep.  

Sally awoke to an instant recollection of what had happened, but also to find herself alone in the bed.  She turned her head and saw Greg standing naked by the window, gazing into nothingness.  He had not noticed her wake up and she studied him in thought, not at all sure what to make of it all in the clear light of day.

“Hello,” she finally said, “could not sleep?”

He turned and slowly smiled at her, saying nothing.  She got up and joined him, throwing a loose arm around his shoulders.

Then after a few minutes of silence, “This is it for us Sally,” he said so very softly.

Sally turned to him.  “What do you mean?” she asked.

“You have changed, Sally,” he said.  “I can feel it in you, I can see it, almost touch it.  I reckon last night was for old-times sake.  I reckon you are ready to move on.”

Sally turned away suddenly, realising that Greg’s words were exactly how she felt but that she had been incapable of reaching that conclusion herself.  She did not know what to say, how to respond.

“Its ok Sally,” he continued.  “You don’t have to say anything or pretend anything.  We were only a sexual arrangement.  I could help you, and you me.  But that’s finished now.  Am I right?”

Sally turned and slowly nodded her head.  “I’ve met someone,” was all she said, fearing to look Greg in the eyes.

He came to her, and held her.  “Sally, its ok.  I knew you would.  You are a very attractive and very sexual women.  I knew one day this would happen.  I think of you dearly and have loved our time together.  But I know that that is it.”

“Do you just want me to go now,” Sally asked.  

“No, don’t be silly.  Lets go down and have breakfast and let me enjoy your wonderful presence one last time.”

Which they did.  It was not as bad as Sally had feared and Greg carried them through it.  But finally she left him at the door to his room.  He hugged her, kissed her gently and said a soft goodbye.  She held his face in her hands and kissed his eyes and his lips, before releasing him and slowly walking away.

