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Prologue: The Calendar
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Robin sips his tea as he studies the new entries Gina has added to their year planner. Every Sunday in June and July is now marked in purple. And six of them have a cryptic title and symbols. There are also new leaflets, tickets, timetables and maps in the letter rack next to the planner.

Robin calls to Gina. “So, we’re doing nine Sundays this year?”

Gina comes into the kitchen, stands behind Robin and wraps her arms around him. “Well, we had so much fun last year. I had too many ideas to fit into one month.”

“What about the three Sundays with no title or symbols?” Robin asks.

“Those are for you to plan. I know you’ve got lots of dirty thoughts rolling around up there.” Gina ruffles Robin’s wavy hair. “Surprise me.”

The first blank Sunday is only four weeks away.

And yes, Robin is already considering one or two very dirty possibilities.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Sunday 1: The Sunrise
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A faint glow brightens the eastern sky as you step out of your camper van and look up at the viewpoint. It’s the beginning of a glorious summer day. And you’ve risked wearing just a pleated mini skirt with a thin, short sleeved blouse. The fresh morning air pops goose bumps on your bare skin.

As you start up the winding path, the grassy hillside shimmers with a layer of morning dew. By your reckoning you’ll arrive at the top just in time to see the sunrise.

Your rugged walking sandals cope easily with the uneven ground. And the short steep walk leaves you energised and excited. You stretch out your arms and lift onto your tiptoes as you take in the magnificent view along the valley to the distant hills.

There is something about this place that you have always loved. Not just the height or the remoteness. Something about the shape of the hills here. The way they rise and fall and flow into each other. It feels magical.
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At the viewpoint there is a stone table with a map showing nearby landmarks and places of interest. The sides of the table are roughly hewn, but the surface is polished and reflects the steadily brightening sky and clouds and hilltops.

You slip the compact camera from your blouse pocket and take a couple of shots of the reflections on the tabletop, and a few more of the majestic landscape. You switch the camera into video mode and place it across the table facing back towards you.

Now you turn, rest your weight back onto the edge of the table, ease up your skirt and cup your pussy. You’re already getting wet. And even this lightest touch sends a ripple through your body. You begin to move your fingers gently against your folds. Teasing. Making yourself wait.

You look down the hill toward the forest, trying to catch any movement in the growing light. Be patient you tell yourself. But you can hold back no longer. You ease one finger between your lips and slide it several times through the full length of your slick pussy. As you get wetter, you push one finger, then two, into your entrance. You curl them a little, gasping as you feel your cunt clutch at the probing digits.

Again, you look down the hill. A faint light is moving towards you. Not on the path from the car park. But on a shorter route, coming from the forest. The light looks like a torch turned down low. Possibly to protect the walker’s night vision, or more likely to make them harder to spot on the hill.

You ease your fingers deeper inside and move the base of your thumb over your little bud.

As your fingers weave a delightful, supple dance between your legs, you look round at the sky and the hills. The rivers and trees. A surge of excitement makes you purr out loud. You slide your free hand inside your blouse and start to cup and stroke and squeeze your breasts. Your nipples harden and you give one a firm pinch. The sharp sensation connects with the tension in your clit, and for a few marvellous moments your thumbs roll both together in a steady, synchronous rhythm.

The walker is getting close now. They are wearing a hooded walking jacket that you don’t recognise, and you can’t see their face. As the stranger approaches, here you are, alone on the top of a hill, wearing no underwear, and with your fingers pushed deep into your cunt.

This incredible thought creates a fresh flood of slickness between your legs and makes your breasts even more sensitive as your nipples harden and lengthen.

The walker stops just in front of you. Pulling back the hood of their jacket to reveal their boyish face and long, wavy black hair. You both smile as you share a moment of recognition and anticipation. Lifting your hand from between your legs, you gently stroke the walker’s cheek. He licks the palm, then slides two fingers into his mouth. How does he know which two fingers you always use? The thought makes you purr again.

The walker pulls you close for a slow deep kiss. You find his tongue with yours and softly trace its shape.

He pulls out of the kiss and looks over your shoulder. “There. The sun’s just about to rise between those two hills.”

You turn to look. And without ceremony the walker puts one hand on your hip and another on your shoulder, pushing you gently forward. You place your hands on the cool stone table to steady yourself.

He slides your skirt up onto your back and pushes the pleats under the waistband. You soon feel his already stiff cock push between your legs. As the walker nudges your feet apart a little, you arch your back in response. Rocking his hips, he begins to slide the length of his cock back and forth over your slippery slit, pressing the head against your bud at each pass.

You revel in the contact between your wet softness and his probing stiffness. On another day you would take your time. Wait until the anticipation was almost painful.

But not today. The sun is coming. And you need to be ready.

You reach down to help the head of his cock find its way inside you. The walker stops his rocking and lets you push back, enveloping a little more of his cock with each movement. You gasp as the head slides fully inside your cunt. He strokes your back and thighs and your round bare bottom. You both pause to savour the sublime feeling of first penetration.

One deep breath and he begins to move again. Two firm thrusts into your eager pussy, going deeper each time. On the third thrust the walker’s hips smack against your backside and you feel his bulbous head opening wide the deepest parts of you.

Keeping one hand on the stone table, you move the other up to squeeze your breasts, your nipples now achingly hard. The walker keeps one hand on your hip and slides the other round until he reaches your clit.

For a moment you close your eyes to focus on all these sensations. The cool breeze on your naked flesh. His warm cock deep inside you. Its weight. The feelings of delicious fullness. Your hand on your soft breast. His rough fingers on your swollen clit.

As you open your eyes again, the first shafts of sunlight flood over the distant hills and light up the land around you. An intense rush of pleasure chases an almost violent orgasm through your body. You stagger and the walker pauses his thrusts to hold your hips tight. The orgasm swirls and vibrates, shaking you to your core.

As your orgasm subsides, the man starts to gently thrust into you again, gradually increasing the depth and power. You feel another orgasm building more quickly than you’ve ever known before. You let out a long low breathy moan.

“Nobody can hear us,” he says, as he starts to thrust his cock even harder and faster and deeper into your rippling cunt.

As your second orgasm surges through you, your pussy grabs at his cock. And you call out to the rising sun, “Oh baby, that’s so good. Fuck me! Like that! Aaaaaahhh!”

The walker lifts you upright and wraps his arms around you. His cock still buried deep in your cunt. For a moment you lose any real sense of time and space.

As you float high above the earth, you can feel that the walker is slowing his thrusts. From the tension in his body and the rough noises in his throat, you know that he’s trying to extend your combined pleasure as long as he can.

You turn your head and see more of the forest lit by glorious rays of amber and gold. Down in the valley you see cars in the little parking area at the foot of the climb. There are people getting ready to come up the hill. They look scarily close. One couple stand together and look up the hill. The woman raises her arm and points directly at you.

Looking back at the couple, a third orgasm crashes through your body. You fall forward onto the stone table. But the walker holds you firmly. And his cock stays deep inside, filling you so perfectly.

You scream out your pleasure as the walker grunts and curses and thrusts. Emptying his cock inside you. He keeps on thrusting. Your bodies slamming together.

For a moment the pleasure is almost too intense. You shake violently and your legs buckle. But you remain blissfully impaled as the walker keeps pumping his hips against your backside and his cock and juices into your cunt.

Finally, his movements come to a stop. And he reaches round to help you upright again.

You are both out of breath, and a little unsteady on your feet. You lean against each other, panting, as his softening cock slips out of you.

You turn to face the walker. Wrapping your fingers round his cock, you squeeze out the last of his come. You lift it up and lick your combined juices off your fingers.

He pulls you into him and kisses you hard. Sliding his lips over yours. Pushing his tongue inside to share the taste. You look deep into his eyes and feel a powerful surge of love and warmth.

The sun is now fully over the horizon, bathing the hills in a glorious light. The walker reaches past you to pick up the compact camera and slips it into his pocket. With a quick grin he turns, and strides back the way he came.
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You smooth down your skirt, straighten your blouse, and start the walk back to your camper van at the bottom of the hill. On the way down, your nipples feel incredibly sensitive against your blouse. And the juices flowing from your cunt stream down your thighs to dry in the warmth of the rising sun.

Halfway down you meet the couple who pointed up the hill. For a moment you worry that your swinging hips will raise your pleated skirt and show off your bare pussy. But you decide that you don’t care.

As you pass them, you
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