Sally – Chapter 8

Sally could not help but be struck by the ice blue eyes as they smiled their welcome.  “Hello,” Mike said, as he opened her car door for her.  “What a glorious day.”  

As she looked back into his eyes, she thought once again, “Yes, I really do fancy him.”  She had been thinking about him on the drive over and had begun to realise that she was, again, beginning to get that feeling deep in her body that could only be satisfied by a man.  Or a man’s cock to be more precise. Her need was growing rapidly.

She smiled warmly back at him as she got out of her car, “It sure is.  And what’s more the surf is great and that’s where I have been all morning.”

“Was that to clear your head after your night with Lauren,” he said laughing.

So he knew about that, Sally thought.  But she responded, “We had a really good chin-wag, going over old times.  Yes, we had a few wines but it was a relatively early night.”

They locked her car and he said that he had to deal with a client but that it would not take long.  The client had just purchased a second hand boat and had arrived to pick it up.  Mike explained that he was not involved in sales, that part of the business was leased out.  However, nobody from sales was available but the client had insisted on picking up the boat immediately.  He excused himself and Sally wandered about the marina.  

She could see Mike with the client – a very anxious looking middle aged man with a woman and a teenage boy in tow.  He was showing them over the boat, but it was clearly taking longer than expected.  Sally found herself nearing Mike’s boat-home and she paused to admire it.  She saw that it was about 20 meters long, quite beamy, but immaculately finished as a substantial cruising yacht.  It had all the equipment.  It was ketch rigged, and she thought it would sail really well.  It was locked up and showed no sign that someone lived on it permanently.  “That’s interesting,” Sally thought, and remembered the voice of the small child in the background of Mike’s recorded message on her answer-phone.

After about half an hour Mike joined her in the coffee shop.  “Boy, that was hard work,” he said as he sat down.  ‘I am so glad that I don’t do sales”.  He looked exasperated and explained that the client was a first time buyer, so had to be shown everything twice.  He asked if she would mind going with him to help the client get going.  He was not keeping the boat at the marina.  

So they both went back and helped the man get going.  Mike got on board and took the boat to the end of the marina, where Sally secured it while Mike gave last minute instructions.  Finally he jumped off, they cast the boat away and waved goodbye.  “Thank God for that,” Mike sighed.  “There goes an accident waiting to happen.”

The moved away and made general talk as they ambled amongst the boats.  It always made Sally feel good to be around boats and she was delighted that most of them were sailing boats, with their rigging clanging gently against the mast in the breeze.  

“Look,” Mike said after a while, turning to the business of the day, “I don’t know how you are placed just now, but a couple of really good yachts have come in for sale and I thought you may be interested.  Do you want to have a look?”

Sally agreed and they returned to his office to get the keys.  Mile continued, “They are both about 35 feet, abut 7 years old and in extremely good condition.  One of them has been serviced here from new.  The asking price is about right for the boat, but these are about the best around with a lot of extras.”

The next hour was spent looking over the boats and Sally agreed with Mike – they both would represent very good value for money.  She liked one in particular.  It had a rich deep burgundy hull and white deck and had been well fitted for short-handed sailing.  It also had a cabin layout that better appealed to her.  But while she was tempted and knew she could afford it with a small loan, she was not sure if she wanted to get her own boat just yet.  She thought she needed to see where her life would take her before she committed to something that would take up such a major part of her time.  

She was honest to Mike about this and he seemed to understand perfectly.  He added that neither boat was actually for sale yet, but would be in about a month or so.  They returned the keys to the office and Mike asked her if she would like a drink.  “I actually live on board the yacht at the end of Pier One,” he said.  “Would you like to see around it?”  Sally agreed, feigning surprise at this announcement, and they began to walk to the boat.

It was getting late afternoon now and a lot of boats were returning to the marina after the day out.  Mike stopped to help a few dock and Sally thought he appeared to really get on with people.  She noticed that some of the women in particular were very keen to have him help them.  One of these was a lovely looking women, about Sally’s age, well tanned, full body, and dressed in a small white bikini, designed to show off the size of her breasts.  She obviously knew Mike very well and jumped off the boat as he secured it.  She gave him a kiss on the cheek as thanks.  But Sally could see a gleam in her eye that suggested a good deal more.  

But Mike moved away and led her to his boat.  Sally waved a hand over it and simply said, “She’s a very big boat.”  Mike laughed, “I know it’s a bit much but I just fell for it when it came in for sale.”

“How long have you had it?” Sally asked.  

“Three years.”

“Do you get to sail it much?”

“I try to get out about once a week.”

Sally noticed again that Mike was not giving much information away about himself.  But she persevered and got the story piece by piece.  He had bought a boat to live in when he had started the marina so as to be on site as he built up the business.  He had got used to that lifestyle, and when “Ocean Blue” came in for sale, he had decided to continue living there.  

He showed her around and Sally was impressed.  It was wonderfully well finished, in a very traditional way, and she now understood why Mike was not so keen on her very much more modern design concepts.  But the use of teak and brass was very effective and she began to think about how she may be able to blend some of this into her work.  

It was very spacious with two state-rooms, but what struck Sally most was the lack of personal effects lying around.  There was little decoration, nor photographs you would see in a house, and while it was extremely comfortable, it also looked a bit spartan.  

She also saw nothing to suggest that a female lived on board, nor a child.  She was intrigued but thought it would be hard work to get the full story out of Mike.

He now became the charming host.  He quickly prepared a tray of cheese and pate, and a bottle of champagne from a well stocked galley, and led her up to the large cockpit.  There, they toasted each other, life in general, and sat in the afternoon sun watching the activity around them.  

Before long their love of sailing had them engrossed in conservation as they shared experiences – she much more than he.  But she was growing used to dragging things out of him and it soon became a game.  She would make a statement, then ask a question, then probe quickly on his non-committal responses.  She began to enjoy herself and was a little surprised that Mike appeared to enjoy a drink and begin to loosen up.

Before they realised, it was dark and Mike asked her to stay for a bite to eat, “Nothing fancy, but I can quickly knock up chicken with a pasta salad.  I got some lovely fresh bread earlier on.”  

Sally realised that she had had a bit to drink – too much to drive home - and readily agreed to the suggestion of food.  They moved below deck to prepare the meal.  

Sally soon concluded that Mike was an expert at preparing rapid but good quality meals.  Before long they were again in the cockpit sharing dinner with a crisp white wine.  And soon after that Sally was collecting the plates and dishes to take them below.  She placed them in the galley and turned to find Mike looking at her with a look that only meant one thing.  

He moved to her quickly and she was surprised at this passion.  He kissed her hard, harder that she was used to, and was quickly exploring her mouth with his tongue.  But she was as keen as he, and responded in kind.  It was incredibly sensual and Sally could not wait for what was to follow.

But after such a physical start, Mike slowed down.  He held her face away from his and looked deeply into her eyes, without saying anything.  He then kissed her eyelids, her nose and then returned to her mouth, but with a much more gentle hunger.

He spent a long time kissing, and Sally could hardly wait for him to move his hands to her breasts.  When he finally did she gave a little sigh and moved her hands under his shirt and up his back, rubbing and kneading as they went.  His hands fondled her breasts through her shirt, then felt for the buttons.  One by one they were opened and gradually exposed her breasts to his view.  She was not wearing a bra and her breasts sprang free as the final button parted.  He stood back a little and looked admiringly, gently moving his finger tips across the nipples.  She shivered at each touch.

He moved to suck the nipples and draw them into his mouth.  Absolute bliss to Sally, who responded to better make them available for his attention.  But her hands were also working at his shirt, and it was soon tossed aside with her fingers working hard at his naked nipples.  

She felt his hands move to her shorts, and the waist button was suddenly free.  Then the zip was lowered, and his fingers caught the waistband over each hip and slowly drew her shorts down.  She stepped out of them and he stood back again to admire her G-string clad body.  He removed her shirt and again kissed her nipples.  His hands returned to her waist and found the sides of the G-string and slowly peeled it down.  He descended with the underwear and was soon looking closely at her pubic area.  Sally opened her leg to make the point and he leaned forward to give her clit a lick before again standing.  

Sally admired his body – solid and hard with a flat stomach.  She knelt to his shorts and undid the zip to expose the beautiful bulge.  She quickly drew down his clothes and freed his cock to her view, only centimeters from her face.  She gazed admiringly at it for a moment, fully erect and pointing straight at her mouth.  She was delighted to be in this position again, and slowly moved her mouth forward.  

Her tongue protruded and gave the cock head a gentle lick, taking a tiny drop of precum with it.  What a beautiful taste, she thought.  She slowly took the cock into her mouth and began to suck up and down.  She could not take it all in but tightened her lips around it as she began her rhythm.  She slowly increased her tempo and was soon rewarded with a low moan from Mike and the taste of more precum.  She stopped and used her hands to give him a few rapid pulls, trying to get a blob of precum on his tip.  When it appeared she looked into his eyes and slowly licked it off and swallowed it.  

Mike now raised her to her feet and move in for more kissing.  Sally loved this, clinging to a naked man, his hard throbbing cock forced against her body, and his tongue exploring her mouth.  It was incredibly erotic and she was getting very excited.

He then moved her to the bed and lay her down, but she quickly drew him along side her and got on her knees to get her mouth back on his cock.  She loved this and knew she was good at it.  He responded by moving around under her legs and soon she felt his tongue on her pussy.  She stopped in mid-stroke with the sensation.

Sally loved the classic 69, and was delighted to find that Mike appeared happy to spend some time in that position.  He was frantic with his tongue, one moment it was plunging deep inside her, the next it was on her clit, then making way for his teeth to nip her gently.  Sally was in heaven.

Sally eventually broke away and turned to face him.  She moved her pussy over his cock and grabbed it to move the head along her opening.  She lowered herself down on it, all the while looking deep into his eyes.  She got to the end and wriggled herself in order to get every millimeter of it inside her.  

“My God this is magic,” she thought to herself, and began to lift her body off his cock before plunging back down again with increasing force.  After a few strokes of this she had her first cum, forcing her pussy hard down to take all of him deep inside her, and holding this maximum penetration as she gave out a low moan of pure pleasure.  

He took over after that and she was amazed at his staying power.  He fucked her in so many positions and kept erect and rock hard the whole time.  In and out he thrust into her, sometimes gently, and other times hard and fast, leaving her groaning for more.  He finally came when he had her doggy style, with her leaning down to maximise his penetration.  She felt his breath quicken with his tempo and then the final savage thrusts deep into her, before his last penetration released his cum.  He held it there as his orgasm exploded and Sally pushed back to relish the moment.  

He seemed to cum for a long time and Sally held him there.  Then, when he relaxed, she moved so that his cock was released from her pussy, and began to lick him clean.  He seemed surprised at this, but there was no stopping Sally at one of her favourite habits.  She could taste her own pussy juices but also the lovely flavour of his remaining sperm.  

They collapsed on the bed and held each other making small talk.  Soon Sally drifted off to sleep.

She awoke to a sound she had not woken to for some time – the gently clanging of rigging against masts.  It was very early morning, and the light was faint, but she could see that she was alone.  She took a few moments to think about the night before.  She felt so good about it.  Mike had been a really good lover and had incredible stamina, able to hold his strong erection for hours.  Or so it had appeared.  She felt deeply satisfied, although she would not mind doing it all again right now.  

She eased herself out of bed, put on her shirt tied in the front and her G-string, and went to find Mike.  He was up in the cockpit, watching the sunrise.  

“Hello,” she said as she snuggled up against him.  “How are you?”

He put his arm around her and smiled, “Feeling pretty good, I must say.  And you?”

“The same” and she kissed his cheek and grinned at him.  “I did not come prepared to stay the night but I am sure glad I did.”

They rested in shared silence watching the eastern sky slowly get brighter with the coming day.  Although very content to be with Mike like this, Sally was indeed randy again.  She moved her hand over and up under the leg of his boxer shorts to find his cock.  She began to stroke it and was rewarded as she felt it come to life.  Mike responded by undoing her shirt so that his hands could explore her breasts, gently tweaking her nipples.  Mike said, “how about a quick shower and then back to bed for a while?”  She could not agree quickly enough.

They showered together and spent a good deal of time washing each other’s bodies, he at her breasts and pussy, “I must have the cleanest pussy in town,” Sally thought, and she at his cock.  Then they quickly dried off and headed for bed.

Mike proved that his stamina the previous night was no fluke.  He was quickly erect and took charge, placing Sally in a number of positions to fuck her.  She was in heaven and responded strongly to his every move.  At last he paused and moved to lick her pussy, and she swung underneath him to get his delicious cock into her mouth.  She had her first morning cum to his oral feast, and was rewarded with a frenetic licking of her juices.  She quickly returned his cock to her mouth and began to plunge on it in a hard mouth fuck.  She sucked on him hard and clamped her lips for maximum effect.  She could tell he was enjoying it but did not want him to cum yet.  She lay on her back and directed him to her pussy, and the fucking started again.

“How long can he go on,” she thought, as she moved again to the doggy position, pausing to suck his cock on the way.  It was still rock hard.  In and out he plunged into her and she adjusted to take every millimeter.   He then withdrew and she felt his cock at her anus.  She had not expected that and momentarily stiffened.  He paused in a waiting moment to gauge her reaction to his proposal.  A second later she opened her legs further and invited him in.  

He was gentle, and made sure his cock was well lubricated before pushing enquiringly at her entry.  He nudged in and very slowly edged his cock inside.  Sally had not had anal sex for many weeks and was again surprised at how good it felt when he was in her.  He moved in and out very slowly at first, only about half his cock penetrating her.  She was getting used to this and could feel herself open up.  Now he was moving harder and faster and going in deeper.  Sally was suddenly surprised to feel a cum start to swell from deep within her.  “Go harder,” she whispered, as she felt the wave rising.  He was plunging full length and hard when she came, and he did not stop for a moment.  On and on he went, and Sally came, and then again in rapid succession.  He then slowed his stroke and finally withdrew.  Sally glanced at his cock and was relieved to find it clean.  Nevertheless, Mike quickly grabbed a tissue and wiped it.  

He then returned it to her pussy and was quickly into top gear.  His breathing increased and Sally could tell he was finally about to cum.  “I want it in my mouth, “ she said, and he withdrew from her and rushed it to her face.  She gave his cock a quick suck and lowered her head to get her open mouth ready.  He gave it a few hand strokes and then paused as his sperm exploded from his cock.  The first load went across her face and over her head. She managed to capture most of the remaining blasts in her mouth, and was pleased to find she had a good mouthful.  She was looking in his eyes as she swallowed his load, with a grin on her face.   She then set to work to lick his cock clean.  Finally she used her fingers to collect the stray sperm off her face and eat that as well.  “Can’t waste this lovely stuff,” was all she said.  

They lay in bed for some time, wrapped in each other’s arms.  Finally, he got up and they went to fix breakfast.  They ate in the cockpit and enjoyed the growing warmth of the sun, making small talk and laughing at nothing much.  She again tried to get more information from him about himself, but was again frustrated by his minimalist responses.  But she was not to be put off by this and was really content to be once again on a yacht, even if it was tied up in a marina, and to be with a man that had made love to her so well.  She was well satisfied.  

Finally she had to go, and Mike walked her to her car.  They walked passed the boat with the woman in the white bikini that Mike had helped the day before.  She was sitting in the cockpit, this time in a very brief orange bikini, and gave Mike a fetching smile.  But she gave Sally a look to kill.

They kissed at her car and he promised to talk to her soon.  She left with the memory of his sparkling blue eyes firmly in her mind.

She was very relaxed and content that afternoon and evening.  Lauren had been very excited when she had called her.  “I am so pleased,” she had said, “you two would make a perfect match.”

“Stop it,” Sally had rebuked her friend.  “We may be off to a good start but that’s all we’ve done and you should not assume anything past that.”

But Lauren was not to be put off.  “I just have such a good feeling about you two,” she had said as she hung off.  Sally knew that she would be on the phone to John very quickly.

As the evening wore on Sally’s mood changed dramatically.  She had a few glasses of wine and began to think about her situation.  She felt increasingly alone and knew that she longed for a close, intimate and lasting relationship with a man.  As she had with Jim.  But here she was skipping from a very short term fling to another.  The sex was great but she needed more than that.

She was very attracted to Mike but could not be confident about how that might end up.  As she thought about it all, she realised that she really knew very little about him.  She had picked up a little of his background from Lauren and what she had dragged out of him.  But so little else – she did not really know him at all.

She had a few cd’s playing and she listened now to one of her favorites – The Pretenders, Isle of View.   Jim had played it all the time and she had grown to really love it.  She listened to Chrissy singing Hymn to her:
let me inside you 
into your room 
i've heard it's lined 
with the things you don't show 

A lonely tear came to her eyes as the words struck home.  Would she ever really get to know Mike?  And what surprises would she discover on the way?


