Sally – Chapter 4

Sally had a restless sleep, her thoughts never far from last night’s sex.  She knew that she had experienced something rare, being monstered by a huge cock.  But for the life of her, she did not know what to make of it.  

Parts of the night had been excellent.  The dance itself had been good, his company for the most had been very easy and enjoyable.  Much of the sex had also been excellent – the soft and gentle sucking and nibbling of his foreplay was something she always responded to.  To be made love to like that, with one or two gentle climaxes, had been the hallmark of her love making with Jim.  A perfect lead up to a good hard fuck.

In retrospect, it was the fuck that she had least enjoyed.  Andrew seemed to be besotted by the fact that he had a massive cock and that had certainly dulled his understanding of how to use it.  She had not climaxed on his cock, in fact it had failed to stimulate her in the way she had expected.  It was just too big and literally filled her to the brim.  It left no room for stimulation.  And was it usual for a man to like to taste his own precum and sperm?  Sally had a lot to think about.

She awoke early and determined to have a solid run followed by a surf – not at the local beach where she may run into Andrew.  So she headed for the city and ran through the Botanical Gardens and the parks.  She then shot out to the City beaches, regretting her decision when she saw the crowds.  But the surf was big and that kept many of the swimmers out of the wave area.  Her experience in this kind of surf made for a really good session and she emerged from the water feeling much better.

On the way home she chanced a call at Lauren’s place.  Her car was there but Sally hesitated – she may have a man with her.  So she called Lauren on her mobile – yes she was in, alone and would love to see her.

She immediately made Sally tell her all abut the evening, and at the end of the tale, looked perplexed.  “Well you certainly have got yourself an odd one there,” Lauren concluded.  “His tasting his own sperm and precum doesn’t worry me – some men are just like that and it’s not that odd.  His shaving also doesn’t worry me, in fact I think there should be more of it.  I hate it when a mouthful of pubic hair ruins a good suck.  But what you say about his attitude to his cock size does worry me, and the fact that he may well be putting it about as a prize trophy.”

She leaned over to cover Sally’s hand, “And I a really sorry that you did not enjoy it, but big cocks can be like that.  They really can be an acquired taste.”  They talked it over some more and Sally was coming around to the conclusion that Andrew was not for her.  

Then Lauren said, “I am glad you called in because there has been a change of plans for next weekend.  John has had to go to Singapore, which is why I am here alone today, let me tell you.  He comes home on Thursday night.  But he has to leave again on Sunday night and is away again all the following week.  So the plan is to still go away on the yacht, but to leave earlier and get back by lunchtime Sunday.  How does that suit you?”

“What time is early on the Friday?”

“John said if we can get away by 4.30, we can have a bit of a sail and then make it back to one of the bays to anchor for the night.  How does that sound?”

“That means I would have to leave work at 3.30, not sure about that.  I will have to talk to David.”

“John said that if you are late to drive up to Fern Beach and we can pick you up from there on the way out – he is very keen to meet you – I have really sung your praises.”

Lauren then looked sheepish and Sally wondered what was coming.  “I also have a favour to ask you, Sal.  I really need this.”  Sally was immediately concerned – this could be anything.  Lauren continued, “An old friend of mine is flying in on Sunday morning and out again on Monday evening.  He really is a dear.  He will have with him a friend of his, a man.  Sally, I promised to have a meal with them on Sunday night and I want you to come.  Don’t worry, it’s not a sexual thing - I am not after that now that I have found John.  Incidentally, John must not know, whether you come or not.  Please don’t say anything to him.  But please say you will come.”  

Sally knew that this was probably one of the lovers that Lauren seemed to have to call on when she needed love.  But she wondered why it was so important to Lauren that she be there – to make up a foursome.  Sally doubted that.  To try to ensure it stays asexual so that she could be loyal to John.  Perhaps.  But whatever the reason, Sally could not have said ‘no’ to Lauren’s request.  She was her best friend who had stuck to her when she needed help, and she seldom asked anything in return.

“Of course I will come,” she smiled at Lauren.  

The week passed quickly with Sally increasingly looking forward to the weekend – at least the first part of it.  God knows what Sunday night would bring.  She had not been sailing since Jim died and she had missed it.  She grew up with boats – her father had a 35 footer that he used to half-heartedly race on the harbour – but he was far more interested in just pottering around.  She sailed various dinghy classes when young and then got into the racing scene for a while.  She did enjoy that and it was how she met Jim.  After they were married they got a yacht of their own, a thirty footer, which they sailed more that they raced.  They did not have the money to be competitive and left their racing to the enjoyable twilight series in summer.  

But they loved sailing and were often away for weekends – Lauren and Ian were often with them. But Sally’s fondest memories were the tranquil evenings at anchor in a secluded bay after a good day’s sailing.  A light dinner with a glass of Riesling, and then sitting close together on the deck or in the cockpit, just watching the stars.  There was seldom a need for conservation – their presence with each other was enough.  

It also often led to the best love-making.  One of them would start the kissing, and before long they would be naked on the deck, loving each other’s bodies.  There is surely something magical about making passionate love out in the open, where you give yourself so completely to another under the watchful eyes of the stars.  Remembering those nights with Jim would still bring a quiet tear to Sally’s eyes.

As Friday got closer it was clear that it would be touch and go for Sally to get away.  They were on a tight timetable to deliver a finished product.  Sally worked some late evenings but it still would be very close.  She worked at home on Thursday night and began to get confident she would make it.  Latish, the phone rang.  Sally had not been answering it in case it would be Andrew – she did not want to face him just yet.  She let the phone go to the answering service and then heard Andrew’s voice.  He only said hello, and asked her to call back.  A problem waiting to be solved.  

Lunchtime Friday it all went wrong - the client wanted some last minute changes.  They scrambled in response and Sally made a quick call to Lauren to warn her.  She sounded very disappointed and said she would let John know.  3.30 came and went as did 5.30.  At 6.30 they were finished, but so was Sally’s weekend.  She was terribly disappointed, and David was as sorry as could be, blaming himself for getting the time estimates so wrong.  “We would not have to work like this if I did my job properly,” he lambasted himself.  But they all knew it was not his fault.

As she was leaving, Lauren rang.  “John said you are to get going straight away and head for Fern Beach jetty.  Someone will meet you there.  Just do it.”  And she hung up.  With a smile on her face and her bag in the car Sally took off.

It took her a frustrating hour to get to the jetty – the Friday evening traffic was terrible and Lauren’s mobile was either off or out of range.  She found a parking spot and dashed to the jetty, convinced that she had truly missed the boat.  As she got to the end of the jetty, a man stepped out of the shelter, smiled and said, “Hello, you must be Sally.  Lauren said you would be the most beautiful women I would see today and she was right.”  She just smiled a return to his compliment.  “My name is Mike and I am a friend of John’s”

Mike certainly grabbed her attention.  She estimated him to be about 40.  He was of medium height, lean but solid, and had short black hair with a tinge of gray at the edges.  His face was in itself quite undistinguished, but he had striking pale blue eyes.  He was dressed in the way of an experienced sailor – white polo shirt, navy blue shorts and boating shoes.  All in all, Sally thought, a very impressive package.

Mike explained that the yacht was at anchor in a nearby bay and that John had arranged for a boat to pick her up and take her to it.  “He asked me to come across to meet you,” he added.  

Sally realised that she still had on her work clothes.  She excused herself and raced back to the car where she manages to struggle out of her dress and into her boating gear without exposing too much.  She put on a dark blue T-shirt, white shorts and her own well-used boating shoes.  She grabbed her bag and rushed back to Mike.

“Now you look that part,” he said with a smile as she approached.  The boat was waiting, a reasonable-sized half cabin, and Sally wondered at John being able to arrange to have it at his disposal.  She said hello to the helmsman, Mike helped him cast off and they were away.  

Sally knew these waterways well and realised they had about a 20 minute trip to get to the others.  On the way Mike told her that she had missed a lovely evening sail.  The wind had been from the south, about 10 knots, so it was a very relaxing reach down the Bay.  She was sorry she had missed that but was now starting to relax after her frantic day.  She went over her day with him and he sympathised with her.  “Well you can put all of that behind you now,” he said, “and relax.”  And she did – the sea always had that effect on her.

When they got to the boat Sally was very surprised – it was a very big yacht, at least 50 foot she estimated.  “Very nice,” she said as they approached.  It was obviously set up for cruising but she was sure that it could generate some speed when handled properly.  

They climbed aboard and Lauren and John were waiting for them in the cockpit.  Lauren kissed her cheek and introduced her to John.  He was about mid-40, Sally thought, dark graying hair, well tanned and with a warm and open face.  She thanked him for his kindness in arranging the pick-up, but he just smiled and said it was the least he could do for Lauren’s best friend.  He asked her to come below where he introduced her to another couple, Steve and Annie.  Steve was a colleague of Johns.

John then took her for a tour of the yacht and she was more than impressed.  It has all of the latest and best equipment and was incredibly well set up.  “You do realise that I am a boat builder,” he said, “or hasn’t Lauren told you that.”  Now she began to understand.  

There was a master cabin in the stern, which she assumed was for John and Lauren, and another cabin in the bow, which Annie and Steve were in.  There were three other single berths, and the lounge also formed a double berth if necessary.  Sally claimed a single berth under the cockpit – there were curtains to provide privacy from the passageway to the stern cabin.  

The tour up top was equally impressive and Sally could see that it would be fairly easy to sail such a big boat with only a few experienced crew.  It had all been very cleverly designed to maximise the amount of controls that came back to the cockpit without compromising the functionality of that area.  John explained that this was his latest and biggest design.  He had commissioned a New Zealand team to do much of the design but, with Mike’s help, he admitted, had got them to incorporate a lot of his own ideas.

They finally joined the others in the cockpit and Lauren handed Sally a glass of champagne.  “Impressed?” she asked.  “Incredibly so,” Sally replied, “I have never seen anything like it.”

John and Mike disappeared and shortly returned with a seafood pasta dinner.  It was delicious and Sally passed her compliments to the chef.  John laughed, “You have got me there – I picked it up from a really good Italian restaurant.  All we had to do was to pop it in the microwave.”

Sally really enjoyed the evening – it was just like old times, but without Jim, of course.  A number of times she had turned around expecting to see him there.  Those moments hurt.  

Annie and Steve were the first to turn in and soon after Lauren and John made a move.  Sally had got a brief moment to whisper to Lauren that she thought John wonderful.  Lauren’s eyes smiled at her as she descended the gangway.  John said as he followed her, “Don’t stay up too late now – we have a hard day’s sailing ahead of us”.  Sally thanked him again and wished him goodnight.

It was a perfectly clear night and she and Mike sat in silence for a time just absorbing the majesty of the stars.  “Its just wonderful”, he said, and asked her how much sailing she had done.  He was impressed by her reply.  

“And you,” she said.  He too had grown up with boats and they had become his passion.  In his 20s, he had spent almost 5 years on the Mediterranean simply to make sailing his life.  He worked on tour boats, particularly in Turkey, and ended up skippering one.  He also delivered new boats, mostly from Italy, to their owners.  He described those years as the best time of his life.

“What do you do now,” Sally asked.  He explained that he ran a marina, “I just can’t seem to stay away from boats”, he joked.  They talked for a while longer and Sally suddenly realised that she was extremely tired.  She bade Mike goodnight and was asleep as soon as she hit her berth.

She awoke to the sound of cooking and the smell of bacon and eggs.  It was early, a little after 7, the weather looked great, and she quickly put on her bikini and a large T-shirt.  Mike was cooking breakfast and he smiled his good morning.  John was on the deck and she stuck her head out of the gangway, “Good morning John, great day.”  “Fantastic,” he replied, “Did you sleep well?”  She certainly had and was excited about the day ahead.

Sally helped Mike to prepare breakfast and eventually everyone joined them, Lauren muttering about the godforsaken hour.  Breakfast was over quickly and then Sally joined John, Mike and Steve to get the boat ready for sailing.  She was amazed how quickly it all happened, and before long they upped anchor and motored slowly out of the bay, hoisting sail as they did so.  

Sally had the best day she had had for some time.  The boat was a joy to sail and John had soon given her the helm.  They could all see how pleased she was, and how competent, and she was there for most of the day.  The wind was a bit fluky inshore but was much better once through the heads.  They had a ball, and Sally noticed that Lauren, never the best sailor, was up there with them and helping where she could.  She may be hooked, Sally thought.

Later they headed back into the Bay and found an anchorage for the night.  It was in a lovely inlet that Sally had been to many times before, with a waterfall at one end.  A perfect place for a perfect end to the day.  With the boat secured, they sat in the cockpit sharing the day’s experiences over a drink.  Sally felt wonderful, both excited and exhilarated.  The wine and beer relaxed them all and it was Lauren that stole the show.  At times like this she could be intelligent and witty and often led the way.  So it was today.

Later John asked Sally for her impressions of the boat.  He was looking to the overseas market and was interested in Sally’s perspective.  Sally gave it an impressive review, focusing on its sailing ability and its functionality, and gave this all a marketing twist.  John seemed impressed at her assessment and asked if he could talk some more about a possible strategy.  She warmly agreed.

It was still warm and they were now all in their swimmers.  Steve suggested a swim, and except for Lauren and John, they dived in and headed for the waterfall.  Sally was much the strongest swimmer and got there well in front of the others.  Looking back she saw that Annie and Steve were just floating around, close together and obviously enjoying their physical contact.  Mike was emerging from the water to join her.

She ducked under the waterfall to get the salt off and they sat on a rock looking back to the boat.  She had been increasingly attracted to Mike during the day and she knew he really could sail.  He had made some quite suggestions to her while she was on the helm that had made a difference.  And she was getting really attached to those piercing blue eyes.

He made her talk about herself and soon had a potted version of her life.  He was interested in Jim and thought that they might have sailed at the same club when young, “Although Jim would have been a bit younger than me,” he added.  

She tried to get the same level of information from him, but was little the wiser when she swam back to the boat.  She had a quick shower and put on a sarong over a white bikini and returned to the cabin to help with dinner.  But as usual John was in control – he had erected a bbq on the stern and was cooking away madly.  He appeared to enjoy his food.  

Dinner was a lovely meal supported by excellent wine.  Nobody drunk a lot but they were all very relaxed and happy.  Sally noticed that Annie and Steve were getting rather close to each other – she had spied Steve’s increasingly wandering hands fondling her breasts a few times.  “I bet they are early to bed,” she thought, smiling.  She had also noticed that Lauren was making a strong and successful play for John.  But they were a lot more discrete with their advances.   

This all made her start to feel a bit randy herself.  But she did not know if Mike was on offer, whether he was free and unencumbered or whether he was even interested in her at all.  A quick word to Lauren made her no more the wiser as she also had only just met him.  Very soon they were alone, with the others off to their cabins most certainly for a bit of sex by the look of them.  Mike chuckled after they went, “Hang on to the sides if the boat starts rocking too much once they get going.”

There began a frustrating evening for Sally.  Mike was interesting, witty, amusing and very good company.  They had so much in common.  But she found out nothing about him other that his place and mode of work.  She was tired from the sun and wind, and soon tired at his avoidance.  She yawned, stretched and wished him goodnight.

Another early morning, another breakfast, but this time they had to head off home.  They dropped her at the jetty with Lauren making sure she was ok for later – all very discretely behind John’s back.  Mike told her he had really enjoyed the weekend and hoped to see her again.  John yelled out “I’ll be in touch.”  With that she was standing alone on the jetty watching the boat head south, her weekend over.  But not quite.

She had promised Lauren that she would be at her place by 6 and she was true to her word.  When she arrived Lauren was strangely in a bit of a flap, not at all like her cool, calm and collected friend.  “Not feeling so good actually,” she grimaced at Sally.  “Do you want to cancel,” Sally had asked hopefully.  She was a bit tired herself and a bit frustrated with how the brilliant weekend had ended.  She was randy again, she knew the weekend had had that effect, and her attraction to Mike appeared to be not returned.

But Lauren was determined to go on and explained that Bill was really a dear friend who would do anything for her, and Tom was a nice guy too.  She had promised and they were only in town for the night.  She could not let them down.

The arrived to collect them at 7, and Sally saw immediately that they were indeed nice guys.  They were the arty types rather that the athletic types Sally generally favored, but the were great fun and were quickly in their stride.  Sally very quickly got the impression that Bill was expecting something from Lauren and she did not know how this would pan out – Lauren appeared to have marked out John for her attention.  Tom was also on her case - she did enjoy his flirtations and was increasingly attracted to him.

Dinner was short lived.  After the main course Lauren had said that she was not feeling so good and suggested they return to her place for a drink and coffee.  They all reluctantly agreed.  In the taxi on the way back, Sally sat between Tom and Bill and soon found both of them with their hands resting on her thighs.  She was feeling quite randy and was appreciating a bit of attention.

Back at Lauren’s Bill went to help Lauren with the coffee and Tom quickly made his approach.  He was quite direct - walked up to her, took her in his arms and kissed her.  It was a strong sensual kiss and it got Sally going in all the right places.  “God, I need this,” she thought.  They kissed long and hard, to be disturbed when Lauren and Bill returned.  

Lauren did not look well and she soon apologised and said she had to go to her bed.  Bill looked very disappointed.  Sally took her upstairs and tucked her in for the night.  “Sorry Sal,” she said.  “I have really left you in the lurch.  You can stay the night if you wish but don’t do that on my account.  I will be ok in the morning.  Incidentally,” she smiled, “they are both really good guys, so I know you will be ok.”  Sally chided her over that last comment but had realised by now that she was going to be fucked by Tom.  She told Lauren that she would go home later and would call her tomorrow.

Back in the lounge room, Tom was alone – Bill was in the toilet – and he soon got back to the kissing.  She had made up her mind, she needed some hot sex to put out the smoldering fires, and was now a willing partner.  Tom’s hands were very soon roaming her body while he continued kissing her.  She was getting quite turned on.  But then she thought, “How can Tom’s hands be everywhere at once?”  Breaking the kiss, she was shocked to see that Bill had joined them and was fondling her body.  She gasped, and the shock must have shown on her face.  Bill lent towards her and smiled, “you will be ok,” was all he said as he kissed.  Although shocked by this turn of events, Sally was well underway now and could not have stopped.  Her mind immediately went back to the porn video she had watched at Ian’s place – where two guys had really fucked a blonde.  Many of the scenes had made her draw breath and she wondered what she was in for.  Clearly this was not the first time Bill and Tom had done this.

They were undressing her now and both descended to her breasts.  They were experts at it – each fondling one to feel the shape and the firmness, licking it, then licking, sucking and nibbling her nipple.  This was heaven to Sally and she was beginning to look for her first climax.  They now took her skirt and G-string off.  Tom continued on her breasts while Bill explored her pussy with his fingers.  But she needed to taste cock.

She broke away and moved to undress them – but how do you do it to two guys at once?  She need not have worried - they were eager to get naked.  Very quickly she had two cocks waiting for her attention.  She grabbed one in each hand and pulled them close.  They were quite different - Tom’s long but thinish, Bill’s shorter but much thicker.  But both asking for attention, and soon to be rammed inside her.  She had an instant recall of the porn video and again drew breath.  

She stood up and smiled at them, “Excuse me a moment, but before we start the heavy stuff I need to visit the loo.”  She left them to cries of “Hurry back.”  In the toilet she found she did indeed need to go.  When she had finished, she lubricated her index finger and slowly inserted it into her anus.  It came out clean.

Back in the lounge, Bill and Tom were keeping going by hand, and she soon had them standing ready for a good suck.  She was now really turned on and excited at what was happening, something she had never experienced and had never really thought about.

She began to suck each cock in turn, pulling the free one with her hand.  She could deep throat Bill’s quite easily, but had trouble with Tom’s – the sheer length of it causing problems.  Still it was good fun trying.  She always loved this bit and enjoyed licking up more and more of their precum.

Tom now moved to enter her.  She got Bill to lie back on the rug and got down on all fours to get her mouth on his cock.  Tom then moved behind her and she could feel his cock play with her pussy lips.  He slowly pushed it inside her and that led to her first climax – her first ever to a cock in her mouth and her pussy at the same time.  They continued this for a while, Sally marveling at their staying power.  Then they changed things around.  Sally straddled Bill and quickly eased herself down on his cock.  Tom very soon had his cock plunging into her mouth.  This was fantastic, another cum for Sally, with her low moans smothered by Tom’s mouth fuck.  

They changed position again, with Sally on her back, Tom pounding into her pussy and Bill enjoying a cock suck.  Then Sally could feel Tom withdraw and move his cock to her anus.  She had been expecting this and was completely ready.  She had only had occasional anal sex with Jim but she knew she wanted it now.  His cock was well lubricated and he very gently massaged her hole until he felt her to be ready.  Then he slowly inserted his cock, bit by bit.  Then she thought he must have it all in – it certainly felt like that.  She stretched out to accommodate him as best she could.  Then he, slowly at first, began to move his cock in and out.  It felt very different from a pussy fuck but it was what she wanted right then, and she came to another climax almost immediately.  

But she wanted more – there was one more fantasy from the porn video that she had to have and she could feel that they were reaching their climax.  She stopped them both – “I want double penetration,” she said.  “I’ve never had that.”  Tom said “Only too happy to oblige,” and they moved into position.

Bill got on the floor and they moved Sally to straddle him.  She helped guide the tip of his cock to her pussy and she sank on it.  Number one felt good.  Tom then moved behind her and she waited expectantly for his penetration.  He got into position and slowly placed the tip of his cock to her anus.  Gently he pushed, and pushed some more, until he was well and truly inside her.  Number two also felt great.  She felt literally stuffed, but in a different way to having Andrew’s monster inside her.  Here, there were two quite different but complementary sensations.  

Tom began to fuck her first with slow piston strokes to get her used to it.  Then Bill joined in and she had never has a feeling like it.  She was lusting for more and moved her body to get maximum penetration.  She felt her climax growing – it was a big one and it came with a rush.  Her whole body spasmed and locked as the two cocks pounded onto each of her sex holes.  She cried out in pleasure and felt her juices flow on Bill’s cock.

Tom too had reached his end, and with a final savage thrust he rammed his long cock deep into her rectum to deposit his load of sperm.  Finished, he withdrew and Sally was surprised to feel Bill still going.  He rolled her off Tom onto her back and knelt in front of her.  He lifted her bum off the rug and slipped his cock into her, pulling her to him as he did so, and continued to fuck her hard.  He later explained that he like to look at his cock plunging into her pussy and her tits move while her completed his final fuck.  Then he too came, withdrawing his cock and rushing it up to her face.  She opened her mouth wide and was able to capture most of his cum.  The rest she could feel on her face with some splashing on her breasts.  She looked into his eyes and swallowed what was in her mouth, moving to then lick his cock clean.  She used her fingers to scoop the rest of his sperm into her mouth and swallowed again - the final desert to their lovemaking.

Once the sex was over they all seemed to realise that they needed to get going.  She saw Bill and Tom out after they had cleaned up, and said goodbye with a kiss, doubting they would ever meet again.  Sally sad because they were really nice, but realising that Lauren’s world had appeared to have changed.  

Before she left she crept up to Lauren’s room to make sure she was ok.  As the hall light fell on her face, Lauren opened her eyes.  “I’m glad you called in,” she said.  “How did you go?”  She noticed Sally’s sheepish look.  “Did you and Tom......” she left the question hanging, but got only a more sheepish look in reply.  “Not Bill?” she smiled.  Then she gasped, “Not both of them?”  She let out a little giggle.  “I should have guessed.”  She sat up “Did Tom do the anal bit.”  She took Sally shocked reaction to the question as an affirmative, ‘I really think Tom likes the anal business,”  she laughed.  

Sally left her then, not wanting any further questioning on that subject.  On the way home she thought over her the night – it was a totally new experience for her and she had to admit she had really enjoyed every bit of it.  But she also saw that it was a special night – the time, the people, all made it right.  Especially the people.  Tom and Bill were perfect for such an adventure and Sally realised that it was not something she could do with just anyone.  Anyway, she felt really good about it and was very contented.

She got home about 11 and noticed that she had some phone messages.  The first was from Andrew.  He sounded a bit desperate.  “I would really like to see you, please call.”  There was a similar follow up message.  “I really have to sort that one out,” she thought.

The final message was from Mike.  To say he had enjoyed the weekend, hoped she got home safely, and hoped to see her again soon.  She thought she could hear a noise in the background and replayed the message.  She was sure it was a child crying “Daddy, Daddy.”

