Sally – Chapter 6

“Shit!” Sally cried out as she braked hard to avoid the car in front.  Her mind had been wandering and she had not noticed that the traffic was banking up.  She forced her attention back to her driving.

But the thoughts of yesterday and today were seldom far away, always ready to wriggle their way into her consciousness.  She was on a real low as a result of the weekend and felt let down, disappointed and lonely.  She was also full of self recriminations – she should have known better.

Early that morning she had given up trying to sleep and had gone to the beach for a walk and an early surf.  But even the good waves had failed to improve her mood.  She could not believe that Andrew had made love to her, and then got up, after she had fallen asleep, to join the orgy five and his cousin Helen, for a no-holds-barred sex session.  He had left her a note that was clearly a lie.  “Well that’s the end of Andrew for me,” Sally had told herself.  “I really should have seen through him before this.”

She had returned to her room and to find Andrew still asleep.  “Poor dear, must be exhausted,” she sarcastically thought to herself.  It was warm in the room and Andrew had kicked off the sheet in his sleep.  He was lying on his back and was naked.  His cock lay to one side and was semi erect – she remembered that Jim used to sometimes be half erect in the mornings, particularly if he wanted to do a pee.  She gazed at the cock knowing that she would never take it inside her again.  “Pity,” she thought, “I was just getting to enjoy it.”

She had then woken Andrew and confronted him with his nighttime adventures.  In the end he did not deny it, but did not seem to see anything really wrong with what he had done.  She told him she was returning home.  He was surprised with that and they had argued.  But she was adamant that staying was not an option.  Finally he had got angry – his eyes got black and hard.  He told her if she was going to be such a killjoy she may as well “piss off”.  Helen had already arranged to return with the orgy five and he could go with them, he added.

Without another word she had quickly packed her bag and left.  

And now she was on the road home feeling miserable and sorry for herself - and struggling to concentrate on her driving.  “How can I have been so stupid,” she kept telling herself.  Deep down inside she had known that he was no good, but she had simply gone along for the ride.  In the end he had dismissed her as nothing important, simply as somebody who could provide a nice shoulder to cry on, somebody to give him sympathy and support during his divorce, and somebody to have good sex with.  But not somebody to take seriously and commit to.  No, that was not what Andrew was about.  His primary interests were driven by his cock and his need for it to be appreciated, and for as many women as possible to have the pleasure it could give.

She was also honest enough to admit that it had indeed, in the end, provided her a great deal of pleasure.  She was happy that she had learnt to deal with it’s size in a way that pleased both of them, and was only really getting to know the monster.  “Just put the sex down to a great experience, Sally,” she told herself, “and forget about the prick that owned the cock.”  She could almost hear Lauren laughing in agreement with that one.  

On impulse she phoned her friend, but then remembered that she was out on John’s yacht.  “Shit,” she swore again, having forgotten for the moment that she had been invited and could now be with them sailing.  Mike would also be there, she remembered.  “Shit,” she swore again in frustration.

She got home, unpacked and had lunch, then completed her weekend chores, getting ready for the week ahead.  Mid afternoon, she went to her home office and tried to concentrate on work for an hour or two.  But that did not work – her creativity was well off the boil.

She decided to take a run and was soon in the park behind the beach, heading for the headland.  She went hard in an effort to calm her mind.  On the way home she decided to go past Ian’s place to see if he was home.  She did not like to call unannounced but really needed a good friend to talk to.

His truck was there, but there was no answer to her doorknocking.  Sally headed around the back, slipped through the side gate, wondering where the dogs were.  She never got that far without their excited welcome.   She got to the corner of the house and froze in her tracks by the sight before her.  

In a glance Sally saw that Ian was stark naked with a very erect cock which was being licked enthusiastically by Gollum, Ian’s Labrador.  Lying on a lounge next to Ian was a naked women with her legs spread and Thorin, the German Shepherd, ravenously licking her pussy.  She was letting out little groans, which brought to Sally’s mind the feelings that she had got when both dogs had given her a licking very similar to the one she was now witnessing.  

Sally did not want to spy on her friend but just could not tear herself away from this unbelievable scene before her.  She was invisible to Ian and his companion.  

The woman was clearly loving every second of Thorin’s tongue work and her low moans were getting louder.  With her left hand she pushed Gollum away from Ian, grabbed his cock and took it into her mouth and sucked him for a while.  Gollum was now lost and tried to get Ian’s cock back and to get at the women’s pussy, failing on both counts.  

Sally could see that Gollum was very excited now and his cock was fully extended and ready for action.  Just then Thorin moved back from the women and he too had his red member out and ready to go.  He now moved to mount the woman and she moved, lifting her head.  Sally recognised her then – it was Rachel, and Rachel was telling Ian that she was going to try it.

Rachel moved her lower body out from the lounge and let Thorin jump up with his front paws either side of her on the lounge.  Ian bent down and grabbed the long red dog-cock and directed it along Rachel’s pussy lips.  “Oh, God,” she cried out, “do it now before I change my mind.”  

Sally saw Thorin’s cock plunge deep into Rachel and drew breath hard.  She could almost feel it inside her own pussy.  Rachel cried out suddenly and Sally knew she had cum.  Now Thorin went at it, with his hindquarters thrusting hard to sink his cock as far in as he could.  Sally was transfixed at this, never having studied dog fucks before.  She could not help but think that this was a real fucking machine, as she watched his back legs thrust his long cock in and out in an incredibly rapid motion.  

Rachel was way over the top now, constantly moaning with pleasure.  Ian was gently talking words of encouragement to her – not that she needed it.  Thorin was now close and hitting her pussy harder with each stroke.  He started to let out little yelps and Sally heard Ian say something about stopping the knot.  She saw him try to grab Thorin’s cock as the dog climaxed and stop it from driving in before the knot formed.  Instead he pulled out the cock from Rachel’s pussy just as the ejaculations started.

Thorin was pushed off Rachel in the process and now stood slightly aside with sperm gushing from his throbbing cock.  “God, so much of it,” thought Sally.  It seemed to just keep on coming out.  

Quick as a flash, Gollum now moved in on Rachel’s pussy, with a quick lick before making his mount.  Rachel was lying back still groaning gently, and offered no resistance to this new dog cock that was about to enter her.  Ian leaned over and guided the second cock home.  Then Gollum started his dog-fuck action and Rachel was again responding.

Sally suddenly realised what she was doing – spying on the sexual exploits of one of her closest and dearest friends.  “This is not right, I’ve gotta get out of here,” she thought to herself, and began to back her way out.  But she was unsettled by what she had seen and, turning, knocked the garbage bin at the side of the house.  The noise startled Thorin, Gollum was otherwise engaged, and he let out a sharp bark.  Sally dashed for the gate but heard the claws of Thorin on the paving and then he was upon her, jumping up and trying to lick her face, as usual.  Sally noticed that his cock was still partially protruding, with a bubble of sperm hanging off the end.  

Then Ian was there – he had grabbed a towel and wrapped it around his waist.  “Sally,” he said, a worried look on his face, “did you see………”  and he half gestured to his back yard.

“Sorry Ian……..” Sally’s stammering response confirmed to Ian that Sally had seen what was going on.  “I knocked on the door but………I’m really sorry Ian, I just really needed to see you.  I should have rung first, I know.”

“Look Sally, this is terrible.  I have never done anything like this before and Rachel never had either.  It was just something that happened, after we had had a swim.  I am sorry you came in the middle of it all.  My God, what shocking timing.”  He looked anxious and upset.

Sally tried to make light of it,  “Ian, its ok, really it is.  Don’t forget, I know what happens when you have a swim with those two around.”  She said this with a smile and lent to rub Thorin’s head.  “I am not worried about this at all if you are not either.  I’m just sorry I have barged in and ruined your day.  Look, I am just out on a run, and had better get on.  I’m really sorry, Ian, please forget about this and go and enjoy yourself.”  She moved to Ian and gave him a kiss on his cheek.

“Oh Sally,” was all Ian could say as he escorted her through the gate.  He watched her jog away.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Sally swore to herself as she ran home.  “What an embarrassing mess.  I should have phoned first.”  She showered and changed and prepared dinner – bbq fish, boiled potatoes and a salad.  

Over a glass of wine her confused thoughts began to settle.  “Well I have really done it this weekend,” she told herself.  “Spent most of it spying on other people having sex.”

At least she had settled things about Andrew – that was well and truly over.  Now she would just have to suffer the embarrassment of meeting him at the beach.  But she was determined not to change her surfing habits just because of him.  But she was really sorry about Ian.  They were such close friends and she did not want to do anything to upset that.  She also knew that she should not have watched as much as she had.  “Guilty as charged,” she accused herself.

It was also the first time she had seen Ian naked and she had noticed that he was quite well endowed.  She mused over that one, but was also quite pleased that Rachel was still around.  She had quite liked her.

The phone rang and it was the man in question.  She answered and they apologised to each other and both said it was nothing and not to worry.  Then, after the mutually embarrassed opening, Ian said, “I was going to catch up with you anyway.  I have heard around that you are seeing a fellow called Andrew Bailey.  Would that be right?”  He was trying to keep it light hearted but Sally could tell he was very serious.

“I was, and in fact was away with him this weekend.  But I ended it today and came home early.  Why?”

“I was talking to some of the blokes at the beach yesterday and they were telling me he is really bad news.  Chris had seen you with him a bit lately and thought you ought to know he has a bit of an unsavoury history.  They reckon he won’t be around for long but could cause a lot of trouble for someone.”

“Great,” thought Sally and said, “Yes, I have experienced some of the worst parts of his character.  But don’t worry, I’ll not be seeing him again.  Thanks Ian, I do appreciate the warning.”

They talked some more and then hung up.  

The phone rang again almost immediately.  It was Lauren, full of life and on a high from a great weekend.  “Sally, you should have been there, we missed you.”

Sally then told the sorry story of her weekend away and its premature end.  “God, I am feeling so depressed about it all.  And to top it all, Ian just rang up to warn me off Andrew.  I have really been such a fool.”

“Sally, you have just got to forget him.  He is clearly a first class prick and you are much too good for the likes of him.   I have come across many like him before and they can be trouble.  So enough of him – I have big plans for you, my dear little friend.”

That sounded quite ominous to Sally but Lauren refused to elaborate.  “We will talk about this later,” was all she would say.  

When she hung up, Sally felt a whole lot better.  Not coming from a close family herself, she thought herself so lucky to have friends like Lauren and Ian.

Work quickly dominated Sally’s week.  She had a major contract to complete and was desperately keen to work on John’s project.  So the week was one of long hours at the office and at home.  But it was a rewarding one.  She finished the major work on the contract and could pass that on to others to finalise it for presentation to the client on Thursday.  That took all morning and was extremely successful.  Everyone was pleased and Sally felt the intense personal satisfaction of having worked hard on a project and then having it so warmly received.  That did not happen all the time, but Sally had learned to savour it when it came.

She had also come some way on John’s work.  In fact, on one of her many impulses, she had asked Ian around to her place on Tuesday night to help her tease out some of her ideas.  She, Ian and Jim had spent a lot of time sailing together and she knew she and Ian had many common views.  She had cooked a quick pasta dinner and they took this to her office where she went over her concepts.  

She was delighted to find that Ian saw immediately what she was trying to achieve and was excited by it all.  Not for the first time, she wondered about the synergy of two similarly two creative minds.  They worked at it for some time and then packed up.

“Thanks for that,” Sally said, “I can’t tell you what it means to me to have your input like this.  It gives me much more confidence to take it all the way through.”

Ian laughed, “All I am doing is paying you back.  Just think about all the times you have helped me with my landscape designs.”  

As she walked him to the door, Sally said, “I would also like to say that I am pleased to see that you and Rachel are going strong.  I really like her, but does she know that I………”  Sally could not finish the question.

“Yes, she knows but not the extent.  Which I don’t either, come to think of it,” he laughed.  “But don’t worry about it.  She is a very pragmatic woman and will not lose sleep over it.”

On Wednesday morning Lauren rang.  “Are you doing anything on Friday night?  John is going out with the boys and I would like to have a girl’s night in.  Just you and me, over here, I’ll cook and you can stay the night.  We can have a chinwag like we have not had for many a year.  How about it.”

To Sally this was manna from heaven.  Until Lauren asked, Sally had not realised how desperately she needed to have a long talk to Lauren about so many things.  “Yes, yes, yes,” she responded.  

John had asked for a meeting on Friday morning, again on his yacht.  When Sally and David arrived at the marina, John and Mike were there to meet them.  Seeing Mike again gave Sally a little flutter inside – he really is quite attractive she thought.

They greeted each other like old friends, and John said it had been a shame Sally had not been able to join them for the weekend – it had been two days of really great sailing.  Sally inwardly cringed at the memory of her weekend and agreed that come rain, hail of shine she would be with them next time.  As John then led them to the yacht, Mike asked Sally if she could pop up and see him before she left.

The meeting was anything but smooth.  Sally presented her concepts for the marketing campaign, the way the yacht could be finished and how the two could be linked.  Her ideas were to subtly give the yachts a modern and simple finish with the best of interior fittings and finishes.  She argued that the market was full of very good yachts all with traditional approaches to finishes and appointments.  Something new and different was required to really make a yacht stand out from the crowd, particularly in the well-saturated Asian market.

John’s designers naturally took issue with much of this and were reluctant to support the new fit-out ideas.  But John could see a lot of sense in what Sally was saying.  As a result the meeting went around in circles a fair bit without making much progress.  Finally, John decided that, despite protests from his designers, he wanted one of Sally’s concepts worked on for one of the yachts as a trial.  He also agreed to Sally’s suggestion that an interior designer be brought in to assist.  Looking at David, he asked if Sally could be put onto the project immediately and with priority.  David agreed.

John had ordered a light lunch and Mike joined them.  John took the opportunity to show Mike Sally’s ideas, and she waited anxiously for his response – she already had great respect for his boating knowledge and experience.  Mike did not reply at once, and when he did it was to give cautious support.  He could see what Sally was trying to achieve, but the traditionalist in him was not enthusiastic about the interior fit-outs.  However, he saw a lot of sense in providing this for the Asian market as an option, provided that the designs were carefully watched, “You don’t want the thing to look like some of the floating brothels seen on the Mediterranean,” he concluded.  

Sally let out a half-serious cry of protest, “Well thanks for the vote of confidence in my interior design taste.”  She was pleased to see that Mike had the grace to blush at the mild rebuff and look to John for sheepish support.

“Ok,” laughed John, “you, Mike, can be our litmus test.  If you think it looks like a brothel we’ll kill it off and go back to the basics.”

As they walked back to the cars, Mike accompanied Sally who said, “You wanted to see me before I leave?”

“Yes,” Mike said, “I remember that you said that you may be interested in buying your own yacht again.  It’s just that if you were I have two in the marina that will very shortly be on the market that are very good buys.  I have the keys if you wanted a sneak preview.  If you were not doing anything tomorrow, I could show you over them.”

Sally knew she had mentioned getting her own boat again, but she did not really know if she was ready.  She was quite well off, her good job and Jim’s insurance had seen to that, but as a single women buying her own yacht might not be her best option.  It is hard doing it all by yourself.

On the other hand, it would give her a chance to be alone with Mike for a while and to try to find out a bit more about him, and there would be nothing wrong in having a look.

“I’m not sure about buying a boat just yet, I’ll be honest about that.  But I suppose if I don’t have a look I will never know whether I want one again or not.”  She smiled at him, “If on that basis you are prepared to show me the boats, then I would very much like to do that tomorrow.”

Mike suggested she come over early in the afternoon when things were quieter, and she agreed.  

The rest of the day was hectic as Sally moved quickly to get the yacht project under-way.  She got on to an interior designer Ian had recommended and arranged a meeting for Monday.  She also reworked her ideas based on the outcomes from the meeting.  

She felt good at the end of the day – the work had been successful, she was looking forward to the girls night in with Lauren, and she was meeting Mike tomorrow.  “Somehow,” she thought to herself, “I think tomorrow could be the start of something big.”

To be continued
