Sally – Chapter 3

After work on Monday, Sally went to Ian’s house to collect her things.  She was pleased to see his utility parked in the carport - Ian was home.  

“How was your weekend?” she asked as she saw him out in the garden with the dogs.

“Brilliant,” he replied with a smile, “I actually won.  First time I have done that for a few years now.  Thanks for looking after these two for me – how did it all go.”  

“These two are great.  But they are very randy – they tried to rape me.  You should have warned me.” she said with a laugh.  

“That’s what you get for strutting around naked,” he replied with a twinkle in his eye.  “ I hope you enjoyed it.”

She cried out “I said ‘tried’ to rape me.  You don’t think I let them, do you?”

He laughed again, “What you do in the privacy of my house when I am not there is your business.”

Laughing with him she moved over and punched his arm.  

“Hello Sally,” she heard a low voice from behind her.  She turned to see Greg watching them.

“What are you doing here?” she exclaimed, moving over to kiss his cheek.

“I am a long-term member of the golfing team and have not missed this for the last five years.  In fact I was reining champion until Ian here beat us all this weekend.  I slipped to a dismal fourth”.  As Greg replied he was looking keenly at Sally.  “How have you been – you look great in you business clothes.”

She told him she had been working hard, “All work and no play,” she laughed.  As they moved into the house she linked his arm.

They talked for a while more and Ian asked her if she would like to share a take-away.  She declined saying that she had not been home since Friday morning and had a few things to do.  After saying her good-byes, Greg walked her to her car carrying her bag.  

“I had been hoping to see you,” he said.  “I fly to NZ tomorrow evening and was hoping to catch up with you tonight.”  It was a question not a statement.  Alone with Greg and standing close to him, Sally remembered their love-making only a few weeks ago.  “God,” she thought, “a session like that would be just what my pussy needs.”

“But aren’t you staying with Ian?” she asked.

“No,” he said, “I have an early meeting in the city tomorrow so have booked a hotel there.  How about we have dinner together – I could pick you up in about an hour.”

“OK” she said, “That’ll give me time to do the basics and get changed.”

When Greg arrived at Sally’s place he took her into his arms and kissed her deeply.  In real need of such physical contact, she responded with just as much vigor, each exploring the other mouth with their tongues.  Greg began to fondle her body through her clothes and was clearly ready for immediate action.  Remembering the last time, when Greg had got his business over and done with in a few minutes and then fallen asleep, leaving her randy and unsatisfied, Sally broke away.  

“Before we start that,” she smiled into his eyes, “let’s sort out what we are doing.”

They finally agreed that they would both go to his hotel, a plush international, have dinner there and then be in the city for work early the next day.  She finished off a few things, packed an overnight bag, and followed him to the hotel.  It was just near Sally’ work and they left her car there, driving the short distance in Greg’s hire car.

The room was on the 21st floor and had a view down onto the harbour.  The city lights were spectacular and they stood by the big window sipping wine and admiring the view in silence.

“This is just beautiful,” Sally said.  With that Greg moved and put his arm around her.  Gazing into her eyes he said, “This is the best view in the world.”

He put their wine glasses down and kissed her hard.  Once again she was very conscious of his burning physical lust.  She was pretty keen too, but Greg’s need seemed to almost take over.  

He began to undress her and soon had her bra off letting her breasts spring free, ready for his attention.   They were quickly in his mouth and he was sucking hard on her nipples, kneading her breasts passionately.  As always, to Sally, this was the perfect entree to having her pussy filled with cock.  She quickly took off his shirt, sucking his nipples as she did, then dropped his jeans and briefs.  Bending down she could smell his sex and paused a few centimeters from his cock to study it.  It was fully erect  - in fact thought Sally it looks ready to explode.  “I’ll have trouble keeping him from an early cum”.

She took his shaft in one hand and fondled his balls with the other.  Precum was oozing out of the tip and Sally knew he was already very close.  “Looks like a quick fuck now followed, hopefully, by a lovemaking session later on,” she thought.  

She took his cock into her mouth and gave it a tentative suck, not wanting him to blow it immediately.  It tasted so good it was a pity to leave it, but she needed some attention herself before he was done.  She stood up and led him to the bed.  She lay down on it saying, “I need a good lick before you fuck me.”  He did as requested and soon had his tongue probing her pussy lips.  She gyrated her pussy in response.  Just wonderful.  He nibbled on her clit and she came close to a cum.  She started to pant and moan softly, “That is just fantastic.........just a bit more.........more.......MORE....”, and she came with a spasm that almost shook him off her mound.  

As he withdrew his face from between her legs, Sally could see in his eyes that the foreplay was over.  He moved his throbbing cock between her very moist pussy lips and plunged in.  It had the usual effect on Sally – she gave a throaty moan of pleasure, parted her legs to better accommodate him and raised her hips off the bed to allow deeper penetration.  Greg was now pumping really hard, his balls slapping into her with every trust.  He seemed intent of sinking his cock as deep into her as possible and hit hard every time.  It was rough sex, but it felt pretty good to Sally.  

But, as Sally had predicted, it did not last long.  Greg began to pant harder and quicker, let out a low moan and with one savage plunge, ejected his first explosion of sperm deep inside her.  A few more spasms and thrusts into her pussy completed his ejaculation.  After a pause, he finally rolled off her and lay back on the bed.  “If you fall asleep on me this time, I’ll have your balls off,” was all Sally said.

He didn’t, and they talked.  He was now was much calmer and gentle towards her, trying hard to pleases her.  They ordered room service and while they were waiting Sally scanned the hotel facilities folder.  She had idle thoughts of a gym session in the morning before work, but then realised that she had not brought any of her gear.  But she did notice that the hotel had a pool and a spa.  “Hey,” she said to Greg, “the pool and spa are open for another hour or so.  How about we have a look after dinner?”

“But we don’t have any swimmers,” he said.  “So?”  Was her reply.

They hurried their meal and then donned the bath robes provided by the hotel.  They were both naked under the robes.  They caught the lift to the second floor, Sally feeling quite naughty when other patrons shared the lift.  They found the pool and spa and both were empty.  Flinging her robe aside, Sally ran around the pool naked in a display of exhibitionism, before joining Greg in the spa.  They came together and began to kiss and explore and fondle each other’s bodies.  Greg was now quite gentle with her and she was delighted to feel a strong erection.  She was more than happy to have a long and gently love making session before they had sex again.  

They were lying back against the side of the spa, gently kissing and stroking each other’s sex when they heard the door open and bang closed.  They turned around to see a middle-aged couple approach the spa.  The couple smiled at them as they dropped their robes, revealing their swimming costumes.  “It’s lovely to have a warm spa before bed, don’t you think?” the lady said, as they got into the other end of the spa.

Sally and Greg had separated and were now hard up against their side, extremely conscious of their nakedness, her erect nipples and his erect cock, hidden only by the bubbling water.  They looked at each other with a wry grin.  “What are we going to do?”, Greg mouthed to Sally.

Honesty was the best policy, thought Sally.  “Excuse me,” she said to the couple, “but my friend and I are both naked – we were keen for a spa, but did not have any swimmers and thought there would be nobody here at this time.  I wonder if you would mind turning your heads while we get out.  Then we can leave you to enjoy yours in peace.”

The couple looked startled at this announcement, but smiled.  “No problem at all,” the lady said.  They both turned away while Sally and Greg quickly got out and put on their robes.

“Thank you,” said Sally as she took Greg’s hand and led him back to their room, laughing like teenagers who had been caught at it.  “I think the old guy peeked at you,” he laughed.

Back in the room, they resumed their attention to each other’s bodies.  Greg had moved his face between her legs and was slowly licking her pussy lips.  “Would you like me to shave you,” he suddenly asked.

“Why?” she asked defensively.  “Don’t you like it?

“On the contrary, I absolutely love it.  But I could lick you much better if there was less hair down here.  I would not shave it all off,” he added laughing.  “I don’t like it completely shaved – don’t like that look.”

Sally knew that she had been meaning to shave there anyway.  In recent times, her concern had only been to keep a tidy line for her bikini.  She knew that she would now have to also consider how it might affect her love making.  

“Ok,” she said, “but I want to know exactly what you are going to do”.

Returning with a razor, shaving cream, a bowel of hot water and a towel, Greg instructed her to lie on the towel on the edge of the bed, legs spread and her knees bent.  Her pussy totally exposed for his attention.  In a put-on posh voice, he said, “I would like, with your kind permission my lady, to shave you completely from about this level (he indicated her clit) to my ladies anus.  And to preserve a mound of glorious pubic hair from here (pointing to her clit) to here (he indicated an area about 50 millimeters wide and 100 millimeters long.  Would that please my lady?”

“It would greatly please me indeed sir,” Sally replied in her posh voice, “shave away.”

It felt so good when he held her pussy lips apart to spread and shave them without nicking her.  She found it hard to keep still as he manipulated her lips.  When he had finished he moved back to admire his work.  

“Now that is what I call perfect,” he said.  He hauled her up to view herself in the mirror, and she was quite pleased with his work.  It still looked like a good bush up top, but was perfectly clean all around her pussy.  “I like it,” she said.

“And now you, sir,” she said with a cheeky grin on her face, thinking of the viewing she had had of Andrews huge and shaven cock.

“No way,” Greg insisted.  “Men don’t do that.  It’s a women’s thing.”  

She laughed thinking to herself, “I don’t think so”.

He took her to the bathroom and washed her pubic area of the excess shave cream and cut hair, then led her back to the bed.  “Now let’s taste the difference,” he said as he lowered his face to her pussy.  And it did feel better to have his tongue lick and suck her hairless pussy – the sensation was directly on her sensitive skin.  “My God, what would Thorin feel like now,” she could not help but think.  

He continued to suck and nibble her and she was getting more and more excited.  He straddled over her so that she could suck his cock at the same time, which she was only too pleased to oblige.  His licks were getting longer and deeper and she felt the tip of his tongue touch her anus as its starting point.  There, he did it again.  She knew that this was bringing her close to a big climax.  Her mouth was eating his cock like it was her last meal.

She finally tore herself away and took his hand.  ‘I want you to fuck me hard now”.  She knelt on all fours, doggy style, close to the big window looking down on the harbour, “And I want the world to see it.”  

He moved behind her and rubbed his cock along her shaved pussy lips and found them well lubricated.  He slowly inserted it an inch, withdrew it, and repeated the act.  “Oh!” she exclaimed and dropped her face to the floor to better open up her pussy.  Greg began to increase in pace and depth now, until he was slapping hard against her with every stroke.  She was going wild with it, thrusting her hips back to meet his lunge and get maximum penetration.  

She could feel a huge cum beginning to swell up from deep inside her.  She had already cum a number times to his ministrations, but this was the one she had been waiting for.  She began a low moan which increased in strength with his pace.  Thrusting back on his plunging cock for all she was worth, it finally overwhelmed her.  Her body spasmed, locking still to take his remaining lunges, she threw her head up and let out a long low moan from deep inside her.  She felt like her whole being was transcended into that cum.  

His time came too as he felt her pussy muscles tighten on him, as she came.  He plunged in again and she felt his sperm gush out, deep inside her.  They came beautifully together.

They were up early next morning as Greg had to be at a breakfast meeting.  They kissed passionately as they separated, he telling her that he would be back a couple of more times in the next six months.

She went down for breakfast, mulling over the night with Greg.  He had proved a good lover, but his initial lustfulness worried her.  She wondered how desperate he may get if she was not willing.  Still it had been extremely good sex and she was now feeling very well satisfied, and also properly trimmed.  She was looking forward to a good day at the office.

She looked up and saw the couple from the spa come into the dining room and take a table near her.  They looked at her and smiled.  As Sally waited for her toast to move through the toaster, the lady came up to her, smiled into her eyes, and spoke in a low voice, “I want to thank you for last night.  Thinking about what you and your friend had been doing gave my husband such a hard-on.  We have not had such a good night in a long time.”  She smiled and touched Sally’s arm – “Thank you again”.

The next evening Sally went home early and got stuck into the house – she had hardly been home since the previous Friday.  On Wednesday evening she called in on Lauren, who was delighted to see her.

“Where have you been,” she called to Sally, “I’ve not seen you in ages. Has some great handsome stud whisked you away and out of my life?”

“No, calm down, nothing like that,” laughed Sally.  I’ve been busy at work and I looked after Ian’s house for the weekend.  This is the first chance I have had to call in on you.”  She kissed Lauren’s cheek.

“But what about men, Sal.  Do tell me all,” Lauren said as she led Sally inside.

“Yes, there has been some developments,” Sally smiled and told her all about her weekend.

When she heard about Andrew, Lauren was genuinely astounded.  “You mean to tell me that you were looking at the biggest cock in the world and you did not take?  When he was practically pleading to thrust it inside you?  I am almost cumming at the thought and you turned your back on it?  Sally, Sally,” she exclaimed, “what are we going to do with you?”

Sally just laughed and said she was simply not ready for Andrew yet.  “It may happen but not yet.”  At that Lauren just shook her head.

She asked a lot about Greg.  “He seems nice and from what you have admitted to, certainly keeps you sexually satisfied.  But you are right, his burning need to satisfy himself at all costs is a worry.  Still you don’t have to think about that for a couple of months at least.”  She paused, “Now I was talking to Ian yesterday and he said something about the dogs,” Lauren said with a twinkle in her eye, “what happened there?”

“Why that rotten bastard, what has he been saying,” Sally cried out.

“Nothing really, Sal.  Keep your hair on.  He just made a passing reference and I took the lead.  But I see it has got you going, so something must have happened.  Want to tell you best friend about it?”

So Sally told her about the licking – both how it started (with her in a doze) and how good it felt.  “But that is as far as it went, I can assure you.  The sight of two large dogs coming at me with massive red cocks at attention was not a real turn-on.”  

They both laughed at this.  “Now your turn, Lauren,” Sally said.

“Well as you can expect I have been my usual wanton self,” Lauren said with a grin.  Sally knew that Lauren tired to depict herself as a wicked women of the world, and did indeed have a very strong sexual appetite over many years.  But she also knew that Lauren took care of herself – she would do almost anything during a sexual encounter, or at least Sally thought she would, but she was very careful who she did it with.  

“I did in fact spend the weekend with a new man,” Lauren said.  “He is really dishy, you need to meet him.  Name’s John and I met him at a work convention a couple of weeks ago.  We actually spent the weekend on his yacht,” Lauren added with a smile, knowing Sally’s love of sailing.

“You lucky thing,” cried Sally.  “When can I get to meet this magic yacht?”

“In time Sal, I’ll get to that.”  Lauren then told Sally about the weekend without getting into the details – she generally kept those to herself.  But Sally got the gist of things and was a bit envious of Lauren.  She had always enjoyed making love with Jim on deck under the stars.  

“Now what are you doing the weekend after next,” Lauren asked.  “How would you like to come away on the boat with us, and a friend or two of John’s.”  Sally could not resist the thought of a weekend sailing.  

“I’ll be there rain, hail or shine,” she said.  

She left soon after, getting home about 8.  She prepared herself a quick salad and with some fresh bread sat to watch TV for a while.  The phone rang – it was Andrew.  “How did he get my phone number,” she wondered.

“Hope you don’t mind me ringing at this time, but I wanted to ask if you were doing anything on Saturday night.  Our surf club is having a dance and I wondered it you would like to come.  I know a surf club dance does not sound like the best night out - but it could be a lot of fun.”  

Sally knew it was now or never with Andrew and she tossed things around in her head.  She was unsure about him in a lot of ways, but in others she enjoyed his company - talking with him about surfing, he was not bad looking and then there was the cock, big and bald.  While not enthusiastic about a surf club dance, she agreed to the date.  Andrew sounded really happy and they arranged to meet for pre-dance drinks at a nearby bar.  She did not want Andrew to pick her up from home.

Saturday was on her before she knew it.  She had rung Lauren to tell her of her date and typically Lauren had laughed and told her she would be sore on Sunday.  Sally was worried about this part of it all.  How far did she want to go with Andrew?  No, the thought of being stuffed with a monster cock did not come into it, she told herself.  It was just that she was not convinced that he was telling her all about himself.  

Andrew looked very pleased to see her when they met at the bar.  He was dressed quite smartly in a black shirt and jeans, and looked quite good.   Sally could not help but look at the bulge in his jeans.  “I’ve got to stop that,” she told herself.  She had on a white shirt and jeans and he told her she looked great.  He had certainly eyed her up as she walked in.  

Their talk in the bar was about surfing, their common ground.  She learned that he had not yet got the board shaping job he was hoping for but was working in one of the local surf shops.  He pulled out a picture of a surf rider screaming down a large wave.  “I got this today,” he said.  “I designed that board for Nathan Brown.”  Nathan Brown was the current world champion and the photo had a scrawled message on it which read ‘It’s working just as you said it would, thanks’, and was signed “Nathan”.

“I’m impressed,” Sally said and she was.  “You must be very good at your work.”

They shortly walked over to the club and Sally was pleased to see it was a good deal more civilised that similar events that she had been to as a teenager.  It was dominated by younger people, but Andrew introduced her to a group of people about their age.  There was a live band, which she always enjoyed, and plenty of beer and wine.  Sally took it easy on the drink and she noticed Andrew did likewise.  

They danced a lot – she was surprised to find him a good dancer.  She also danced with some of his friends and the night went rather well.  Late in the evening the slow dances started and they clung together like teenagers as the moved around the dance floor.  She did enjoy being so physically close to a man while good music played.  She also enjoyed the way he would occasionally kiss her neck or nibble her ear lobe.  She was starting to feel quite sexy.  

And of course he suggested a walk along the beach.  “A walk, yes,” she told herself, “but I am passed the groping in the sandhills stage.  I will soon put a stop to that one if he tries it on.”

They held hands as the walked, and he talked about his life down south.  He had had a good job, a good house and he thought a good wife.  But all of that had come down like a pack of cards.  He actually started to feel sorry for himself, and Sally too was sorry for his obvious agitation.  

After a while he drew her into his arms and kissed her.  His kiss was warm and sensual, rather than the initial strong and passionate one of Greg.  His tongue explored her mouth slowly, and she responded with her own gently probing.  She was enjoying this but was aware that his hands had started wandering.  She let him fondle her breasts through her clothes, but when he sought more, she broke away.  

“Let’s not do that here,” she said.  

“Where then,” came the reply.

“Let’s just walk back and see what happens.”

The dance was closing as they returned.  She knew decision time was here.  Would she invite him back to her place?  Would she go with him to his place?  Or should she make excuses and go home alone?  She did feel for him in terms of what he was going through, but told herself that was not a reason to bed him.  Nor was the size of his cock.  She had to be reasonably sure that she wanted to have a meaningful relationship with him at least in the short term.  And she thought she did.  

She heard him say, “Look I live only a short walk from here, would you like to have a coffee there and I can call you a taxi?”  She agreed.

‘His place’ was a townhouse in a small block and it was not bad at all – better than what she had expected.  “It’s my cousin’s place,” he explained, “or at least she is renting it.  I needed a bed and she offered her spare room.  I really don’t expect to be here long.”  She wondered if that was wishful thinking.

He embraced her again and restarted his kissing.  She responded again, and now that she had made up her mind, was getting quite excited about that cock.  In no time at all he had her shirt undone and was unclasping her bra.  “Beautiful,” he whispered as her saw her breasts for the first time.  

He spent a long time on them and she loved it.  “This could be heaven,” she thought.  Then he slowly undid her jeans and slipped them off – he took her G-string with them.  She was now naked before him.  He bent down and gazed at her bush.  “Very nicely done,” he said and moved in to place a kiss on her clit.  Oh, that was good.

She started on his shirt noticing that her hands were unsteady – anticipation was a terrible thing.  She had his shirt off and spent some time licking and sucking his chest.  Then it was time to expose the monster.

She undid his jeans, slid them down his legs and he stepped out of them.  His cock was already erect and peering from the top of his briefs.  She drew sudden breath.  “It is rather big,” he smiled down at her.  “Others have been taken by surprise.” 

She slowly drew his briefs down and the cock sprung out at her.  Although she had seen it reflected in the mirror at Ian’s place, the erect size of it still shocked her. She did not have a thing about cock size and had always said to Lauren “Its what they do with it that counts.”  But this was much bigger than anything she had seen before – in real life or on video.  Not that she was an expert by any means.  

It was also shaved, around the base of the mighty shaft and both balls were hairless.

She gasped in awe of it, and looking up she saw Andrew looking at her in a way that told her he had been through all this before.  He looked seriously proud of his shaved monster, and was enjoying the surprised look on her face.  She could not help thinking “How many times has he showed this off to an unsuspecting woman.”  But there was no stopping now.

She reached out to touch it, rapidly thinking, “What am I going to do with it – this could hurt.”  She tried to judge its size, something she had never done before.  She guessed about 200 millimeters long and 125 millimeters round.  She did not have to guess.  “Its nearly 10 inches long and 5 inches round,” he whispered with obvious pride.

She found that she could put both hands around the shaft and still leave a gap between them.  She began to stroke up and down and after a while saw the first bubble of precum slowly seep from his hole.  She took it on her tongue and tasted what was to come.  That oh so familiar taste put her right back on track.

She moved her mouth to the head, opened wide, extra wide, and slowly drew the cock in.  It filled her quickly and when it hit the back of her throat she only had a third of it.  “Shit,” she thought, “what now?”  She slowly began to suck off the top third of cock, gaining pace but using one hand to stop too much going in.  

With the other hand she felt for his balls was surprised to notice how soft and smooth the skin was.  She had never noticed that before - the pubic hair must hide it.  His balls too were big and she wondered how much sperm he would eventually expel from those sacs, deep, very deep, inside her.  

She was managing her cock suck better now, but once or twice the head forced against her throat and she gagged hard.  She knew that she could never deep throat it, so grasped on harder with her hand.  He was excited now as well and she could taste his precum all the way along her mouth.  Now that she liked.  She just loved that taste.  

It was time to move on to the next stage, time for her pussy to get stretched.  She stopped sucking and looked expectantly for him to lead her to his bed.  She was quite shocked to see him put his finger to the hole in his shaft and take off a little blob of precum.  He put it into his own mouth.  “Now that is a bit kinky,” she thought.

He led her upstairs, his erection pointing the way.  He took her to his bed and lay her down.  He then attacked her pussy with his mouth – he tongued her for what seemed like a blissful eternity, sucked on her shaved lips, and she knew now that the shave did make all the difference, and nibbled at her clit.  She had two small climaxes in the process.  

He then straightened up and moved his cock to her pussy.  Thankfully it was now well lubricated.  His pause at her slit was almost theatrical, the head ready but a delay in execution while he picked his moment.  Then he started to push, ever so slowly at first.  Gradually she could see much of it disappear inside her pussy.  It really filled her up and stretched her like she had not experienced before.  She could now feel it bottom out.  There were still about 2 inches, in his language, outside queuing up to enter.  She felt totally stuffed, with not a millimeter to spare in any direction.

He then started to slide it in and out.  “Don’t worry,” he whispered, “I won’t hurt you.”  Again a sense of a repeat of words said before.  He started to slide it in hard, but seemed to have marked on his shaft how far he could go.  She had never experienced anything like it, but it was not raising her to a climax.  It was just a bit too uncomfortable to feel this monstrous tool pounding in and out without and room to move.  It was not stimulating her response.

He was going for it now, stretching her with every measured thrust, and getting closer to his cum.  At the last minute he pulled out his pole and straddled her chest pulling his last few strokes.  Then it came all over her tits and face, a massive explosion of sperm befitting a cock of that size.  She did not mind this bit and opened her mouth to capture great streams.  She really liked to eat the stuff, always had.  She swallowed what had made her mouth and then took the great head and licked it clean.  “Geeze, you do that well.” She heard him say.  

She gathered some more of his sperm off her breasts and licked that off her fingers.  She was very surprised when he leaned over and kissed her full on the mouth.  He obviously liked the taste of his own cum, very unusual thought Sally.

Finally he lay back and held her close.  After being almost besieged by his monster cock for the past half hour, Sally was relieved to be close to his normal sized face.  He smiled, “You were fantastic Sal,” was all he said.  Again she could not help but wonder whether she was being compared with others that had survived the big one.  

After a while, Sally announced that she had to get home and asked him to call a taxi.  He looked surprised and had obviously expected her to stay the night.

“Sorry, I have to make an early start tomorrow.”  Clearly disappointed he called the taxi and walked her to it.  He kissed her a gently goodnight.  

Sally’s head was spinning as she rode home and she knew that she needed time to get her thoughts clear on this one.

