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         The last incline was sharp and the sweat was lashing from from her when she finally caught sight of the water in the little valley below her. Behind her, she could hear that he was breathing heavily, clearly exhausted as well. The sun was shining in the middle of a clear blue sky and the heat was intense. It was late summer in northern Norway at its best - over 30 degrees, not many mosquitoes and flies, and a gentle breeze which swept playfully through the thicket of mountain birches. Just enough to make the conditions bearable for the two hikers.

         They had chosen to do this the evening before, when the weatherman predicted an “Indian summer” for that whole part of the country. Down on ground level, the heat was unbearable. The last few days had mostly been spent indoors because it was too warm to be outside. The mountain was enticing. It was generally cooler up there. And they chose the lake which lay just beneath the old glacier, reckoning they’d have a couple of nice days. Their bags were packed with the most necessary items. Tents and sleeping bags were dug out. 

         The night was spent beneath a sweaty sheet. It was to warm to do anything. Sleep was no use. Even sex felt unmanageable. The windows, opened wide, didn’t create so much as a faint draught in the room. That’s why they left early, heading up the hillside towards the fell.


         They had rarely taken so many breaks, and their water bottles were much appreciated. Thank goodness for the fresh river running alongside the pathway. Where possible, they made sure to cool themselves down in the cold river water. The river started at the water just beneath the glacier and was cold and clear, even on warm days like this. The walk up had been tough, almost enough to make her regret agreeing to come. But finally, they were at the top. The mountain lay ahead of them, with its clear air and open plateaus. 


         She shrugged her bag off and sat on a stone looking out over the water. She savoured the peace which spread through her. The mountain had always been magical for her. It was here she came every time her everyday problems became too big and too numerous. Here, she gathered peace and strength for the stress which awaited. She generally preferred to go alone. There weren’t many people who could give her the breathing space she needed. The guy she was with now was one of the few who could. Both of them loved the mountains, but also managed to give each other the necessary alone-time they both needed.

         Her eyes move over the landscape. They stop by a large, mossy stone on the scree at the other side of the water, and she couldn’t stop breaking into a smile. In her mind, she was sixteen years old again. The summer was at its peak. She was as in love as only a teenager can be, and she was on a hike with the whole gang together. He was her first - in many ways. They explored each other and their blossoming sexualities. There weren’t that many opportunities to be alone, just the two of them, when the whole group was together. She was therefore happy when he suggested they go for a walk to see the fishing rods the boys had set up on the other side of the water, far away from the hustle and bustle of the camp.


         They waded through thickets of birches, following a narrow pathway which twisted between the large stones in the scree, sometimes right down by the water’s edge, other times through a world made of enormous blocks of stone. The place they’d chosen to set up the fishing rods was just beside an enormous, moss-covered stone. The top of it was completely flat, sloping gently down towards the side of the mountain. A hill on the other side of the water hid the camp, ensuring that they were completely alone. He helped her up and they lay tightly entwined in the warm moss. His kisses tasted like chewing gum and were wet and demanding. His hands were soon eagerly discovering what lay beneath her thin t-shirt. He found one of her breasts, which he held between his fingers. Her own hands weren’t much better. They stroked over his naked skin, making paths all over his warm body. 


         It wasn’t a long time before they were both naked. She still remembers the feeling of being naked without hiding behind anything, the warming sun, the burbling of the stream and the twittering of the birds. His gaze, moving hungrily over her. The mere pleasure of being young and horny. Then he was on top of her and she felt him slide inside her. It didn’t last long since he was so young. Still, he had the ability to make it enjoyable for her, to take his time. 

         She came back to the present when a hand stroked her sweaty hair back from her forehead. She turned towards him. He was sitting beside her on the stone, smiling. “You were far away just now,” he said. “Oh, yes. Years back. You know, it was here I spent my summers when I was younger. Lots of memories here,” she replied, kissing him gently. The kiss got deeper, and she noticed that desire was awakening inside her. This, coupled with the memories of an earlier summer. He was the one who broke off the kiss. 


         “Come on. Loads to do before we can finally chill out,” he said, pulling her to her feet. With a sigh, she put on her rucksack again and trudged after him through the heather down by the water. Incidentally, the view wasn’t bad. She saw his muscles moving beneath his jeans. His gait was resilient, determined. A shiver of joy ran up her back. It had been way too long. Suddenly, it was as though her exhaustion was cast from her. She knew herself, knew that her desire for him was awakening. Her nipples stiffened beneath her vest and her bra moved against them, sending tingles thrugh her body with every step. She smiled to herself. Oh yes. Soon, they would definitely relax.

         Several hours later, she was lying stretched out on her stomach, her sleeping bag placed between her and a patch of moss. She was almost naked, wearing only some underwear. She sleepily felt the sun warm her back. They’d set up camp, made food, eaten, and then he’d wanted to go for a walk – by himself. She had been a little disappointed, but she had hidden it well, she thought. They both agreed that they both needed time alone, especially here on the mountain. And she had no problem giving him this freedom - it was just that she had been hoping for something else at that moment.
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