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It was Friday afternoon before she knew it.  The week, busy as they all were, had flown by in a series of meetings and late-night phone calls.  She'd reached exhaustion a day or two earlier and managed to keep going on little sleep, coffee and the energy which drove her to succeed but now she was done and had skipped out mid-afternoon.  
She made a stop at the wine store on the way home, picked up pet food and other weekend essentials, got home before the rush started and was sitting outside in her private space.  She was too exhausted to enjoy where she was but soon the sounds and the serenity of the place took her, a second glass of wine and she started to feel herself.
As the trials of the week slipped away she started to think about the weekend and what she wanted to do.  It was then she realized that she had an unplanned long weekend ahead of her, three days to herself before she had to go back to the crazy place she worked.  While there'd be calls she had to take and messages to respond to she could do that from anywhere.  It was too late to go anywhere but tomorrow would work for her so she got on the phone, called her favorite place on the coast and made a reservation.
It was later that evening just as it started to get dark, she was sitting out, wearing sweats and had a large glass of wine in her hand when the idea came to her.  She'd never met him, but for months she'd had an intriguing connection with him, trading e-mails, pictures and messages that had got more and more erotic and creative.  She didn't know who he was and the mystery of that appealed to both of them so neither had tried to or wanted to pull back that curtain.  They'd been straight with each other all along even when that caused setbacks in their communication as it had the last time she’d gone silent and hadn't connected with him for a few months while she was fucking some other guy.  When she tired of that guy she reached out to him, they reconnected and since had developed a fun and playful connection that got both of them through their workdays and livened up their weekends.
She looked forward to hearing from him and enjoyed it when his words made her laugh or got her wet between her legs and her nipples hard and, she admitted to herself, when she went away those times she missed their play, the mystery and the attention he gave her.
The idea came to her as she sipped her wine and the pieces of it, drawn from the relationship they'd carefully crafted and protected over those months, fell into place.  She sat for a long time thinking about the details.  She liked planning adventures, especially those that would get her laid by a guy who knew how to and who cared about her experience enough to want to please her.  Her hesitation though wasn't about the details, she knew how to do that, but whether she'd open up something she didn't want to if she did reach out to him.  She decided that she'd tell him what was on offer, what the invitation was and wasn't and if he took her up on it then she'd have a fun experience with him.  
The message she sent him was short, she asked if he was free for the weekend and, if he was, would he be interested in playing her game?  She'd tell him the rules, her rules and, she explained, just for one night. 
"Are you in?” she ended her message and pressed send.
His message came back within the minute,
"Yes.”
"Are you sure?" she wrote back.
“Yes.”
"My rules.  Are you sure?"
"Yes."
"Just one night, that's all you get with me,” she wrote him, knowing that she’d probably fuck him again next morning then send him on his way, “one night only, my rules.  Agreed?"
The exchange with him didn't surprise her.  She'd come to know him well over the months, which was odd because they hadn’t met, not even talked, but that was so much of the attraction for them both.  She expected him to accept her invitation and to play by her rules.  He’d done that so far and she trusted that he'd follow through, that he wouldn't let her down and, because she'd been firm on it, she trusted that he'd play by her rules.
While she waited for his response her hand went down in her sweats and her fingers found her wet folds.  He'd had that effect on her since the first sexy exchange they'd had months ago and now her pussy was fully drenched.  Her fingers slipped into her opening and she found her spot, teased it with her fingertip until she came quickly.  She'd been too busy over the last week to do much between her legs but now that she'd come she wanted more and if her plan went as she hoped she'd have a lot more than her own finger in her cunt tomorrow. 
Just then his response came back, 
"Agreed.”
She replied, told him when to leave and which road to take.
“I’ll be in touch,” she wrote.
She made a note to shave her pussy in the morning as she hadn't groomed between her legs since the last time she’d let a guy in her pussy so there was a few weeks of growth since then which she needed to attend to.  He liked a bare pussy, he'd told her that so, as much as this was her plan, she'd try to give him something he liked too.
It was getting chilly by then and she was tired with a big day and, she hoped, a night to come tomorrow so she went inside and ran her bath.  She lay soaking in the tub with candles around listening to the fountain outside the window, thinking about how she'd like her plan to go.  She got to the part where she's taking his cock in her cunt for the first time, she had to admit she was enthralled at having his cock in her after so many erotic stories they'd exchanged.  She reached for her wand, let it warm up in the tub then she slid it between her folds and slowly took it into the back of her cunt.  She brought her legs together to hold it in her, found her clit with her fingers and stroked it slowly feeling it harden and come out of its hood.  She was ready to come again and with her fingers working her clit, her other hand stroking her tits, it didn't take long and she was moaning as she felt the waves of her orgasm pass through her pussy and take her body.  
She climbed into bed and was asleep before it got dark, exhausted from the week and looking forward to what she'd planned for herself.  
She was excited that she'd be seeing him tomorrow after all this time.
"One night, that's all, just one night with him,” she told herself as she drifted off to sleep.
Next morning she slept late, allowed herself that luxury as she didn’t need to leave until midday.  She made her preparations, packed what she needed for the two nights she’d be away, some special items to make the night with him more interesting then she sat down, sent him his instructions and reminded him of the rules.
He acknowledged her right away, told her that he agreed to her rules, one night, that was all and identities to be protected.  First names only and no more information than they had already shared with each other and that this would be, as all their connection had been, just between the two of them.
“Sexually, everything goes,” she told him, “If I don’t like it, I won’t let you do it.  But try it and let me decide, OK?”
“OK,” he responded.
Three hours of easy driving later she pulled into the beach town and checked into her room.  She’d been there many times before to retreat and to have some fun times with a guy or two.  She liked the anonymity and seclusion of the place, the galleries, the pubs and the view of the beach and the rock was spectacular.  She unpacked, organized her things for what she hoped would be a very fun time and drove into town to wait for him.
She’d told him when to get there and that he was to walk up and down the ten blocks of Main Street a few times before he went into the brew pub.  She wanted to watch him from a distance and decide if the image she had of him matched his body so she found a seat at the window of the bar across the street, ordered a glass of wine and a snack and waited for him to appear.
Right on time, as if he’d screw this up by being late, she saw him walking towards her a few blocks away and across the street.  He was tall as she’d known and looked a lot like his pictures.  That first view of him took her breath away and she felt her pussy dampen in anticipation of what she hoped he’d do to it later.  
He couldn’t see her but she could tell that he was looking, trying to be casual, look cool.  She wasn’t going to let him off the hook too early so she waited, drank her wine and watched as he passed by again, made a full circuit then, looking around him, he went into the pub where she told him she’d meet him.
He ordered a beer and waited for her, trying to keep calm by remembering how they’d found each other and the intriguing and anonymous connection they’d had over the previous few months.  Every time the door opened he turned to look but it wasn’t her so he decided not to look.  The next time the door opened he stared into his beer, his ears pricked up at the sound of heels on the wood floor and he knew, without turning that she was standing behind him.  
He took a deep breath, stood up slowly and turned to face her.
They talked about that moment later that night when they'd fucked each other over and over and both needed a break.  He gave in first, pleading with her, promising that as soon as his cock recovered she could have it in her again so she let him rest even though her pussy was still aching for him.
“I’m not done with you yet,” she told him, reminding him that it was her rules.  He agreed and with a promise that he would fuck her into a coma later she let him off the hook.
He owned up to how nervous he'd been to meet her, that she'd be disappointed in him or that the powerful erotic attraction they'd had wouldn't be real once they met.  He told her that when he felt her behind him at the bar his heart stopped for a moment and it was all he could do to stand, turn and face her.  One look, he told her, was all it took and the months of communicating with her, not knowing who she was, not even hearing the sound of her voice, came together in that moment.  He knew that she was real and the time and care they'd taken getting to know and trust each other were worth the wait.
"I know, I know,” he told her, "it’s just one night but I’ve fantasized about you for months."
She laughed at that, told him her reaction when she'd seen him walking along the street before he went into the bar,
“My pussy was already drenched for you,” she said.  
She owned up that the only thing she was concerned about was that, despite her bravado about the size of his cock, she'd be able to take all of him.
They had a few drinks at the bar then spent an hour walking the town, window gazing, asking questions, touching each other briefly.  Then finally on a street corner waiting for the light to change he took her by the hand, she moved into him and he kissed her, long and slow through two light changes, ignoring the people and the traffic.
In the room he opened some wine and they toasted each other then, in that matter of fact way she had, she turned to him and said, 
"I'd like your cock in my cunt now, please.”
He was as good as she'd hoped.  
The feel of his cock in her hand for the first time made her gasp at the size of him and when he put her on her back and went down between her legs, his hands under her ass, she felt his tongue between her folds and came long and noisy.  The last wave of her orgasm passed as she pulled him onto and into her, his hard, large cock found her opening and slid into her on the wetness she'd had for hours by then.
He took her slowly that first time, asking her how she liked it.  When she had no words, she just moaned to him he figured he was doing okay and gave her the length of his cock deep into her cunt.  She came again and while she was in mid-orgasm he flipped over onto his back, kept his hard cock in her and asked her to fuck him for her pleasure.  She did, pounding his cock with her cunt until they came together then she collapsed onto his chest, rolled off and lay still.
When she awoke he was gone.  
She looked for him, had a moment of panic until she saw his note that he was on the beach.
“Perhaps,” he asked, “you’d join me when you wake.”  
They spent the rest of the afternoon walking the beach, sometimes hand in hand, mostly just walking side by side, talking about anything and nothing, each careful to respect the rules they'd agreed to, not disclosing or inquiring about identities.  They talked about how the mystery and the respect they paid each other made for a unique connection, about other first times they’d had, laughed at how many there’d been and how few were any good. 
Back in the room she told him it was time for her to get ready for dinner.
“Would you like a beer?” she asked him.
He said he would so she told him to have a seat, went to the fridge and brought him a beer.  When he reached for it she pulled away, dropped her jeans and pulled her thong to one side then, as he watched mesmerized, she inserted the neck of the bottle into her opening.  She watched his eyes as she moved the bottle around inside her pussy.
"There,” she said, handing him the bottle, "I told you that's how I serve beer.”
He laughed and tasted her cunt juices on the bottle as he drank from it.
"My rules, remember?" she said.
"Yes, your rules,” he agreed.
"OK, good,” she said and told him what she wanted from him before they went out for dinner.  Then she peeled off her shirt, panties and bra and, showing him her rose-colored nipples standing out from her full, pale tits and her size two ass, she walked off to the bathroom.
He sat there wondering at this beautiful sexy woman, he was still aroused from having her body and at what she'd told him he had to do for her.  He wasn't allowed to touch her again, not until later over dinner then, if he followed her rules he could, she told him, have her anyway he wanted. 
“If that involves inflicting some playful pain on me, binding me, if you want to do that,” she told him, “I’d allow it.”
She took her time in the bathroom.  He took her some wine, looked at her wrapped in a towel and stared at her ass when she intentionally dropped the towel to the floor and bent in front of him to pick it up, showing him her ass from close up but he didn't touch.  She gave up the bathroom and he showered, his cock hard from watching her and knowing what she'd told him he had to do for her.
When he came back to the room she was stretched out on the bed, naked except for a tiny animal-print thong and a cube of ice slowly melting over her tits as she massaged her nipples.   He watched as her hand slipped under the fabric of her thong and, he guessed, a finger slipped into her hole.
"Well,” she said, wriggling out of her panties, "I’m waiting.  We’ve masturbated together many times virtually, now I’d like to do it live.”
At that he moved closer to the bed, dropped his towel, took his swollen cock in his hand and started to stroke himself for her.  She watched as he masturbated just as he'd owned up he did over her pictures and stories.  As his cock got bigger she filled her cunt with her fingers just, as she'd done many times over those months thinking about having his large cock.
She reached for more ice and he watched as she put it into her thong and slid it between her folds.  She gasped as the cold touched her clit and slipped into her opening, melting quickly from the heat of her pussy.  He moved onto her and, as she'd requested, he stroked his cock over her tits while she fingered herself.  When she came he pumped harder on his rampant cock, his hand sliding up and down over his cock as he'd done many times thinking about her.  Now she was there underneath him, she wasn't a picture, she was real and after all those times of fantasizing over her, coming into his hand, he sprayed his cum over her tits.
They lay still, their breathing returning to normal, their eyes locked on each other while her pussy stopped contracting and his cock wilted.
"That's very good,” she said, "you follow my rules.  You will be rewarded for that later, now let's dress and go eat.”
He watched her dress, fascinated by her body and quickly got hard again when she put on a lingerie set of white lace and a pair of blue leather heels.  She teased him, putting on her make-up, fixing her mane, moving around him casually.  He knew she was flaunting for him and he loved it.  She pulled on a colorful shirt that showed off her tits and wrapped her ass and legs in a long flowing skirt.  
“You approve?” she asked him.
He smiled at her, shaking his head which she took that to be his approval.  He didn’t touch her, let her lead and it wasn’t until they were sitting at the bar waiting in no hurry for a table that she reached for his arm and asked him how the afternoon had gone for him.
He laughed, told her that he had a great time, that he was hoping to make her “Best of Show” list and asked how he was doing.
"Too early to tell,” she said smiling.
They sat at the bar talking about how they'd connected and if each of them was anything like the other imagined, had lived up to their expectations so far.  They avoided the topics they'd agreed to, anything that gave away any more information than they'd already revealed to each other but found conversation easy and fun.  The mystery of who they were, they both admitted, played to a fantasy they both owned up to.  He joked with her about her interest in bartenders, she glanced at the young guy tending bar, pulled his leg, telling him,
"I had this guy’s cock a couple times earlier today.  Maybe I'll have him again tomorrow, after you've gone home."
"Good,” he said, "then you'll know how good mine was,” and they both laughed.
After awhile she excused herself and went to the restroom and when she returned she took his hand and gave him the lace panties she'd taken off.
"There,” she said, "just like in all those stories I wrote you,” putting her wet fingers to his mouth.
Dinner was easy and fun for them, stories about others they'd had, sexy things they wanted to do but hadn’t yet had the connection to ask for, testing each other’s boundaries and interests.  How much of what they'd written each other was real, turned out all of it was and so much of the appeal of the connection had been, still was for both of them, the mystery of who each other was and the trust and honesty they had for each other.  They both admitted to the unique sexual experience of the long slow seduction of words and images and being aroused by someone they didn't know and had never met or talked to until tonight.
There were times when she was caught up in the conversation that her pussy wasn't wet for him.  Times when his cock wasn't hard for her, but there weren't many of those and as the evening wore on they both admitted to that arousal.  She didn't know what she'd do with that tomorrow when it was time for him to leave, but for now she wanted him again down between her legs where he'd been earlier and where she still felt his large cock stretching out her cunt.
Back in her room later they gave each other all they had.  
He took her at her word that he could do anything to her and he believed her when she'd told him that this was his one night to have her, to impress her so he did his best work.  It didn't take any thought and effort, as it did with the others he'd had, she was different and it had flowed for him like no other woman he'd had.  He wanted to leave her with a memory worth the time, energy and words she’d put in on him for those months and, he thought, if he only got to have this fascinating and beautiful woman for just one night he’d make it something he’d remember.
In the car on the way back from the restaurant she’d opened her legs, took his free hand and put it up her skirt against her bare pussy.  His fingers found her folds while he tried not to drive off the road and his finger slid into her wet hole about the same time she reached across for his hard cock.  They parked at the back of the lot at the hotel and hand fucked like teenagers.  He undid her shirt and released her bra, went down and sucked on her tits while she spread her legs and his fingers found her spot.
“More please,” she said, so he gave her his fingers deeper in her cunt, until she came around him.  Then she took his cock out of his jeans, not an easy maneuver they laughed at, and took his shaft between her tits and in her mouth until he begged her to stop, telling her he wanted to save his cock for her cunt.
Later when he came out of the bathroom she was laying on the bed, naked except for her heels, her left leg draped off the edge of the bed, the other leg wide apart, her fingers stroking her pussy and tits.  He watched her, waited as long as he could then he went down on her and followed the thin line of hair she'd left on her pussy down into her wet folds.  Her pussy tasted like honey and he spent a long time down there between her legs his hands under her ass, licking her folds and teasing her clit hard with his tongue.  He took her hands and put them to her tits, asked her to stroke herself there.  She did, squeezing her tits, pinching her nipples just hard enough while he watched from below. 
She was still for awhile when his finger slid into her hole and found the swell of her spot, then she squirmed around, wriggled back onto the bed and spread her legs wider.  He followed, climbed beside her and put his hand between her legs while she took his cock in her hand.  He found her hole and slid a finger into her, finger fucked her slowly.
"More please,” she told him so he gave her as much of his hand into her opening as he could, stretching her cunt as she spread her legs wide to take his hand.
She asked him what he’d like for following her rules earlier.  He told her so she climbed onto him, took his cock between her breasts and slowly fucked him with her tits, taking the head of his cock into her nipples.  She pumped him until he felt himself coming and begged her to stop.
Then he turned her over and asked her to tell him about the bartender guy and how he’d fucked her.  It was fiction, he knew, but the game she played with him aroused him so he played along.  She told him about the bartender guy's big cock being in her cunt earlier and that brought out the jealous guy in him, as she knew that it would.  He put her on her belly and while she told him some made-up story, he spanked her lightly at first, then gave it to her harder when she told him how hard and long the bartender guy had fucked her, until her pretty ass turned red from his handprint. 
“Fuck me now,” she said.
“Where do you want it?” he asked her.
“My cunt,” she said giggling, “I want your cock in my cunt now please.”
He turned her over put her on her back, pulled her legs up around him and thrust his cock deep into her cunt.  He gave her all he had and she gasped to feel his size in her as the length and thickness of him filled her cunt.  He squeezed her tits, sucked on them until she squealed in delight and pain then, driving his cock into her cunt, he fucked her long and hard, encouraged by the noises she made and her words in his ear.
"Pound me,” she said to him, "pound my cunt, give it to me,” she pleaded as she pulled her knees up, wrapped her legs around him and pulled him deeper into her.
“Harder,” she begged him for more. 
He did, forcing his rampant, long, thick shaft between her dripping folds, deep into her hole, deeper and deeper.  Her gasps came in loud sighs, replaced by the next one as the head of his cock pounded deep into her cunt and found her cervix.  When that happened she came. Nobody had fucked her that deep in awhile, the pressure of him brought her to another orgasm and she came in deep, noisy waves as she gushed her juices out over his cock.
She collapsed under him, lay still for a minute or two but soon she was on the move again.  She put him on his back, came up on her toes and sank his cock into her cunt.  She took him cowgirl, squatting over him and lifting herself with her strong legs, letting him watch her take his cock into her hole.  While he sucked on her tits she fucked him until she came over and over, pushing his cock into the back of her cunt.  He watched her come and, as she threw her head back and howled, he let himself go.  His cock quivered, hardened and seemed to grow inside her as his cum poured out of him into her hole, filling her while her orgasm kept coming in waves as she leaned back and felt the pressure of his hard cock on her spot.
They had each other until the early hours, the deadline of his enforced leaving driving them through a frenzy of fucking until finally they collapsed on the bed and slept.  
Next morning she slept late and when she awoke he was gone.  She looked for him, wondering if he was on the beach or he’d left already until she found his note.  She made herself some coffee and sat quietly, thinking, then she picked up her phone and sent him a message. 
He was sitting in Starbucks when his phone vibrated.  
It was late morning and he was just killing time waiting, hoping that he’d hear from her.  He’d promised himself that he wouldn’t wait there all day, that if she was going to connect she’d do it right away or not at all so he gave himself until noon then he’d drag himself out of town, make the drive back home and try to get on with his week.
He knew that whatever happened she’d be in his thoughts for the drive and likely for the week.  He’d done his share of one-nighters, had fucked lots of women, left next morning and not thought any more about them.  But she was different than all those.  It wasn’t the sex they’d had or the seductive way she’d played with and fucked him, the fabulous full tits and tight cunt that she’d given him, well, yes those things too but, he admitted to himself, she was different than those others he’d had.
He knew that playing by her rules was a requirement if he was to get invited back for seconds – he’d fucked her half a dozen times since yesterday afternoon and overnight so, he laughed to himself, if he ever did get invited back into her cunt it would be for sevenths! 
When he woke it was light so he’d got gently out of bed and pulled on his clothes that had been scattered around the room.  He watched her still sleeping, her hair a mess across the pillow, then he went to the kitchen, remembering how he’d bent her over the counter when they’d got back from dinner last night.  He’d pulled her skirt up around her waist, teased her ass with his cock then spread her legs, found her cunt and fucked her from behind still in her heels.
He left a message on the kitchen counter, "Just one night.  I honor your rules and you.”  Then he collected his keys and quietly closed the door behind him.
He read her message, waited a few minutes to reply and told her that he hadn’t left town yet, where he was and that, yes, he’d like to see her. 
While he was waiting for her to respond he thought back over the communications she’d shared with him.  Something from those months of anonymous connection talked to him, something about that shift in the balance of power in a relationship, when control shifts from one to another and back again.  He remembered how she’d written about how she liked that shift, whichever way it went.  She’d been in complete control since she contacted him Friday evening, “my rules,” she’d reminded him and he’d given in to her, let her lead.  Even when he was playfully spanking her pretty ass for fictionally fucking the bartender.  His cock responded when he thought about doing that to her, he knew that’s what she’d wanted him to do and that even when he was spanking her she had him where and how she wanted him.
“Now it’s my turn.  Time to take control,” he thought and before she could respond he sent her another message.
“My rules,” he typed, “one more night.  But my rules.  Agreed?”
He wondered what she’d do with that, it was a risk, he knew that, but one he was willing to take to have her.  She might tell him no and go silent as she had a couple of times before.  He hoped that, as she’d written him one time, she’d be intrigued and aroused having to give herself to him the way he wanted her, just to see how he’d do it.
Besides, he thought, only fair that she reward him for, as he had done all along, played by her rules.  
Just then his phone vibrated,
“Agreed.” 
He read her message and smiled.
“Are you sure?” he wrote back.
“Yes,” she responded right away.
That afternoon after lunch and a few beers they went to a bay south of town, sat on the rocks and watched the surfers.  They talked about last night.
“Yes,” she told him, “you make my “Best of Show” list.
He laughed, pleased at himself and that he’d been invited back for more time with her.  Then as they walked back to the car he took her hand, turned to her and said,
“My rules tonight, right?”
“Yes,” she said, “your rules.”
He told her what he wanted her to do and, as she had done for him, he assured her that if she played along she could have him any way she wanted later.  That prospect alone had her clit trembling, that and what he’d asked her to do soaked her pussy in anticipation.
He left her at the car and as she went up to the room he headed back to the beach, found a convenient bench with a view of the rock, checked his watch and prepared to wait.
When she got to her room, as he’d asked her to, she poured herself a large glass of wine, found the items he’d told her she’d need and laid them out by the bed.  Then she stripped down to her thong, stepped into the fuck-me heels she’d worn for dinner last night and went and lay on the bed.  She couldn’t help but to stroke her folds and slide her fingers into her wet hole in anticipation of what was about to happen to her.
The knock on the door came about twenty minutes later, a surprise to her even though he’d told her what to expect.  The pattern of knocks was the password, she answered and in the one minute he’d told her she’d have, she unlocked the door, went back to the bed and put on the blindfold.
The door opened and her hearing, sharpened now that she couldn’t see, tried to pick up clues but he was quiet, he closed the door behind him then moved across the floor lightly so the first sound she recognized was him opening a beer and taking a drink.  More steps then she felt him sit beside her on the bed.  He was still and the only noise in the room was her own breathing and the sounds of him drinking his beer.  Her senses were acute and when she felt him move and something cold placed on her breast she inhaled, gasped as the cold bottle hardened her already aroused nipple.
He’d told her that there would be silence, no communication with him and the blindfold stays on, just the feel of him and the anticipation of what he might do to her.
“Hi,” she said.
Silence, no response.  
She tried some small talk but nothing came back, just the sound of his breathing and gentle movements on her bed as he teased her tits with the cold bottle.  So she settled in, gasping again when his cold fingers took her nipples and pinched them, gently at first, then just hard enough that her cunt responded.
He took her hand and placed it inside her thong, found her opening with his fingers then guided hers into her slit, covered her hand with his and showed her that he wanted her to finger fuck herself.  She did while he teased her nipples.  The sound of the chain and clips she’d laid out at his instruction got her attention and she tensed as she felt the first clip take her already hard nipple, then the second and the feel and sound of the chain linking her swollen breasts flowed to her cunt.
She felt him move off the bed, the sound of a buckle being released, a zipper undone, jeans stepped out of, shirt pulled over his head and dropped to the floor, then something laid on her belly, a knife he must have taken from his jeans as he took them off.  One hand still in her folds she reached for him, felt his legs and slowly following his thighs, she took his cock in her hand, gasping at the size and hardness of him.  He moved closer and she felt the blade of the knife against her piercing then he sliced through her panties.  They fell away revealing a thin line of pussy hair.  
He hadn’t said a word and she’d given up trying to engage him, enthralled now by the feel of him, her grasp on his cock and what he was doing to her.  Her senses were heightened because she still could not see.  He moved her across the bed and put his hands on her thighs opening her legs, then his tongue was in her folds.  She tried to reach for him but he put her hands back over her head and went back to eating her dripping pussy.  When she came he didn’t let her go, kept his hands under her ass, his tongue on her hard clit and kept her coming and coming, licking her folds and drinking in the cum that poured from her hole.
Then he turned her over, moved to the edge of the bed and pulled her to her knees.  Standing behind her he spread her cheeks and gave her his tongue around the rim of her ass which made her squeal with pleasure until she couldn’t stand it any longer.
“I want your cock in my cunt now, please,” she begged him.
He took her by the hips and buried his cock into her cunt while she moaned at the feel of his huge cock stretching her folds, the head of him touching the back of her hole on each thrust.  When he was done with her he got up, went to the fridge and brought her a beer, kissed her and removed the blindfold.
“How’s your afternoon going?” he asked.
“Good, so far,” she giggled, stretching out naked on the bed, her perfect tits full from the sex she’d just had, her nipples still erect and, she told him, her clit was still quivering from having his cock in her.
He told her that he was very impressed how she’d played by his rule and reminded her that he still had a few hours in control of her.  He told her that his cock had been hard since he watched her walk away to her room earlier, how he’d sat and watched the waves, dogs running on the beach, clouds coming in from the ocean, thought about his grandmother, anything soft to distract his thoughts and his swollen cock from what he knew he’d soon be doing between her legs.  
He told her that as many times as he’d come back to this place, it would always remind him of his time with her.
“I’ll think of you too whenever I come here,” she said.
He asked her if she’d like to go see the rock.  She told him that she would but that she was hoping that he’d fuck her again before they went out.
He looked down at her, awed at her beautiful body, her beautiful face, all that hair a post-orgasmic mess, her tits, full and pink and the thin line of hair pointing the way to the slit she had between her pretty legs.  He didn’t know who she was or much of anything about her but this connection with her was, he admitted to himself, not just about her body.  She made him hard just from thinking about her but there was something more than that, a powerful, mysterious attraction they had for each other.
That afternoon he made love to her.  
Long, slow and gentle, his cock finding her hole, they moved onto each other in turns and when he found her cunt spot she came hard and loud, her arms and legs wrapped tight around him, calling his name, holding him to her.
Later, sitting on the bench she was quiet.
He asked her if she’d had others in this place.
“Yes, there was a guy I used to come here with,” she said, “but he’s gone now.”
He nodded, wondered if that’s what she did, keep a guy until she got tired of him, or something more fun came along, then she’d discard him.  Would that happen to him, would this be, as she’d told him, his “just one night” with her?  
He put those thoughts aside, no need to get distracted by how it would play out with her.  This was about one more night with her, maybe it would be the last, perhaps it would be the beginning of something more with her but he figured she didn’t keep a guy around long and for now he needed to concentrate on giving her and having for himself another memorable night.
Back in her room he opened a bottle of wine while she was in the shower, took her a glass and watched her soap herself.  His cock responded to her and he was ready to take her again but he waited patiently while she finished her shower and handed her a towel.  She asked him for more wine and when he brought the bottle to the bathroom, she took it, leaned back against the counter, dropped her towel and slid the neck of the bottle into her opening.  His eyes got wide watching her, his cock hardened as she moved the bottle further into her hole, she twisted it, took it out and poured them both some wine, a wide grin on her pretty face, then she picked up the hairdryer and turned to the mirror.
He left her to her ritual, took his wine, his still aroused cock and the wine bottle to the deck and sat watching the waves, thinking about her.  
When she came to him he was deep in thought so her touch surprised him.  He turned to look at her expecting that she’d be dressed but she was wearing a towel, nothing else, a razor in her hand.
“Would you mind helping me with this?” she said grinning.  
Drawing his attention to her pussy, she turned and walked back to the bedroom knowing that he was staring at her ass.  She propped herself up with some pillows, put the towel under her, one leg hung off the edge of the bed, the other was raised.  
“I want to be a virgin for you tonight,” she told him.
He told her that he liked her pussy hair, but she insisted, 
“Shave me please.”
He took his time, trying to ignore his swollen cock, he lathered between her legs and on her mound then he gently shaved her, taking off the hair she’d left, baring her folds.  When he was done he wiped her clean with a warm towel then spread her legs and told her what he wanted her to do then he went to fetch more wine.  When he came back she had her oil bottle buried in her cunt, her fingers were stroking her clit then probing into her slit to stroke her spot.  Her tits were full and erect, the swell of her breasts outlining the perfect shape of them, her nipples taut and erect. 
He stood, pulled off his shirt, dropped his jeans and released his erection.
“Come for me then I’ll fuck you in your bare pussy,” he told her.  
She wanted him, wanted his cock in her so she fucked herself with the oil bottle as he’d asked, just as she’d done many times when he wasn’t there with her, just in her imagination and in his words.  She came long and hard and all the while he watched her new bare pussy, captivated that she’d let him shave her and how she looked with no hair on her folds. 
She moved to the edge of the bed, pulled him to her and took his cock between her tits then in her mouth, her fingers were tight around his cock so he swelled in her grasp.  Then he put her on her back, told her to turn and climbed onto her, adjusted her the way he wanted until his face was buried in her bare, young girl pussy with his cock in her mouth.
Later they were sitting at the bar, the same bartender working whose cock she claimed she had before he got there yesterday.  He knew that she hadn’t really fucked that guy, she was just teasing him.  It worked of course, the jealous guy in him wasn’t far away and he liked that she played games with him.  He was hoping that she’d flirt with that guy again so he’d have an excuse to pull her panties down off her fine ass, put her over his knee and paddle her for being a bad girl.
He probably didn’t need an excuse with her, she seemed to like it when he’d spanked her and she’d told him about the other guy she’d let spank her while he had his cock buried in her from behind.  That was a variation he thought he might try on her later and he wondered what else he could learn from the guys who came before him.  He decided to ask her to tell him how this or that guy had fucked her, what she liked about how they did her.
“My rules,” he reminded her, telling her what he wanted to know. 
When she came back from the restroom, panties in hand, she pulled her bar stool up close to him so she could talk into his ear without any other patrons or the bartender hearing. 
“Start with the last guy you fucked,” he asked her, “then work back as far as you can remember.”
They ordered food at the bar and spent the next hour and more huddled over their plates drinking the local beer.  The bartender watched them from time to time, asked them how they were doing, if they needed anything.  He noticed that she was sitting up close to the guy and assumed, rightly, that the guy had fucked her a few times and had done it well since they were in his bar yesterday.
She talked about the last guy she had then she worked her way back in her history as he listened intently and without comment to the flurry of guys she’d had over the last few years.
“Quite a recent track record,” he commended her without judgment, smiling at her as she told him about getting fucked by guys she’d had.
“Some were good, some not so good, one or two not worth going back to,” she told him.  She talked about things she did with them, things she wouldn’t let them do, where she went to get fucked by them.  She told him about the places she’d held precious until she’d met a guy last summer who’d broken the spell and chased away the ghost.
Her stories aroused him, they had done since the first connection they’d made.  He wasn’t jealous of those others who’d come before him, they helped make her who she was.  Well maybe for a day or two he was jealous the first time he found out she’d fucked a guy one Saturday night right after she’d been online flirting with him most of the day.  
“Just a casual date,” she’d told him, but he could tell that it wasn’t and when she surfaced next day he asked and she owned up to fucking the guy.  That told him where he was with her, who she was.  He brooded for a few hours then, as he had done many Sunday nights by then, he got her aroused with his words, got her to masturbate while he told her what he’d do to her if he got the chance.
He got over that event and from then on he enjoyed, was aroused by her tales of being fucked by other guys.  He owned up to her that one of his favorite fantasies was to watch her fucking some other guy then, when the guy had left, to have her to himself.
He told her,
“If you ever wanted to do that, please keep me in mind.”
“Possibly I will,” she said. 
She talked about how different it had been with the men she loved and who loved her, how the playful, erotic events she now enjoyed, had aspirations of, she’d discovered and refined with those guys.  She owned up that as fun as the sex was with them, it was just a part of the connection she’d had with the men she truly loved.  
“I’ve fucked my share of guys just for the sex of it,” she told him, “but with those guys, it was different.”
He asked her how many guys she’d truly loved.
“There were just two,” she said.
He asked her what happened to them,
“You still talk to them?”
“No,” she said, “I don’t.  When I’m done, I’m done.”
She didn’t want to talk any more about them so he dropped it and to lighten the mood he changed the subject, asked her for details of the threesome she’d owned up to.  She told him how she’d spent an afternoon in a hotel room with a couple of guys, how she’d got their cocks hard and what she had them do to her.  
He liked her stories, paid attention to the details and when she asked him how she was doing he reached for her hand and put it in his lap so she could feel the erection she’d caused.  Then, while none of the patrons or the bartender was looking she slid her hand up her skirt, put her fingers in her folds and wiped them on his lips, to assure him that she was also aroused from teasing him and recalling times she’d been fucked by other guys.
He told her how much her stories of guys she’d fucked before he came along had aroused him, but, he told her,
“I’ve not got over the jealousy of you fucking the bartender yesterday.  I’m still kind of mad about that.  You were a bad girl,” he said grinning.
She agreed with him.
“Yes I was.  What are you going to do about that?”
“Wait and see,” he told her.
Back in the room he told her to strip, 
“On my lap,” he ordered her and she lay across him, her bare ass all his.
He told her that he’d spank her the same number of times the bartender guy had fucked her.  She made up an improbably large number but he didn’t dispute the bartender’s prowess and set about spanking her ass.  In between each slap he poured oil over her ass and slipped his finger into her hole, then when he’d spanked her the right number of times he put her on her back on the bed and stripped so she could see how big she’d made his cock.
“I want your cock in my cunt now, please.”
He gave it to her.
He woke in the middle of the night.  The effects of the wine they’d drunk, the fucking they’d done had worn off and he lay on his back knowing that the two nights they’d had together were coming to an end.  
When she stirred he took her hand.
She looked up at him, stared into his eyes and waited for what he’d say.  He stumbled through the next few minutes, told her that he had to be at work in the morning so when she awoke he’d be gone.
He thanked her for ‘just one night’,
“I’ve never done this with any woman before,” he said, “as much fun, as great as the sex was, there’s a connection with you that comes from another place and time.”
“Explain,” she said.
“Well, I think we’ve met before,” he told her.
“Really?” she said.
“Don’t ask me why,” he said, “I just know we’ve been in each other’s lives before.”
 “Yes,” she said, “I feel that too.”
He told her that what happened next was her call.
“This started and, if that’s what you decide, it will end, with your rules.  If this is just one night with you I’ll play by your rules, but if you want me again you know where I am,” he said, “I’m never so far.”
They made love gently one last time then they lay in each other’s arms until the first light of the day came through the windows.
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