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         There was a scent of moss, rocks and damp soil, as there is on most autumn evenings in the mountains. A pair of women’s boots stood in the hallway.

         I was hiking in the mountains. It was autumn and I was surrounded by strong, golden colours. I’d been hiking for a few days and had three days left before I had to head home and return to work. On a nice break hiking in the mountains, off the beaten path in the off-season, I found exactly what I needed – peace and quiet between the mountain peaks, the wind whispering over the heather at night. I had a heavy rucksack and tired legs when I sat down on a rock to rest. I was hungry and ate the remainder of my packed lunch. I was due to reach the mountain lodge in an hour, where I would sleep for the night before moving on. Since it was the off-season, there weren’t many overnight guests in the lodges. I’d also chosen a route best suited for experienced hikers. Even though I spent most of my time alone, I wasn’t lonely. Lighting a fire in the evening and sitting in front of the flames on my own was a nice break from hectic everyday life, constantly surrounded by loads of people. Staring into the flames with complete darkness outside was a form of therapy. I had a drink and continued onwards to the lodge I’d picked out on the route. Then I noticed that dusk was falling, and the evening chill seeped in between the mountains like a thick fog. There was a scent of moss, rocks and damp soil, as there is on most autumn evenings in the mountains. I entered the lodge and found a single pair of hiking boots in the hallway. When I placed my boots beside them, I realised they must be women’s boots, since mine were enormous by comparison. The boots were clearly well-worn, just as mine were. In other words, the woman spending the night was an experienced mountain hiker. The boots were wet and surrounded by two small puddles of water. I took off my rucksack and rested it against the wall. Then I entered the living room. The fireplace was already lit and was crackling and warming the room. Several items of clothing were hung up in front of the fireplace and the rucksack was also drying there. She’d clearly had a mishap and fallen into the same stream I’d nearly fallen into on the way here. A small candle was burning on the table and a woman sat there reading a book with a sleeping bag pulled up to her shoulders. Her hair was still wet. Her skin was flushed from the heat of the fireplace and she was exceptionally beautiful.

         She looked up at me timidly and said “Hi”. Then she buried herself in her book again. It wasn't that I didn’t feel welcome, but she was clearly shy, since she blushed when I entered. She was surely completely naked inside her sleeping bag since all her clothes were wet. I fetched my rucksack and toiletry bag with the most essential items and figured I’d take a well-deserved shower. I entered the small, sparsely-equipped bathroom and undressed. My body was sore, and the warm water worked wonders. I dried off and the smell of soap replaced sweat and muddy legs. It was lovely to feel clean, a feeling one otherwise takes for granted in everyday life. I returned to the living room with wet hair and clean clothes. She’d made soup in a pot in the kitchenette. She sat there sipping from a large cup of hot, steaming soup. “Help yourself”, she said and pointed to a cup she’d put out for me. She must have been naked in the kitchen while I was showering. Now she was back in her sleeping bag. I felt the clothes hanging to dry and determined that they probably wouldn’t be dry before tomorrow morning. “Good thing the sleeping bag didn’t get wet”, I said with a smile and poured soup into the cup. She laughed and the ice was broken. She told me how cold the stream was and how her teeth were chattering when she finally arrived. “But now I’m nice and warm”, she said with a smile. I smiled back and thanked her for the food.

         I was tired and unfolded my sleeping bag and stripped down to my underwear and shirt before tucking myself in. I thought I would have a chat with her before going to sleep but then we just fell silent. The candle had burned out and only the smouldering fire filled the room with an orange glow. Although I was tired, I was left staring into the ceiling. I couldn’t sleep. Thoughts of her, naked, whirled around in my head. It was just me and her here. I tried my best to shift my thoughts to something else but when I heard her sleeping bag rustling and two bare feet walked across the floor, the thoughts returned. It was driving me mad. I turned around as quietly as possible to catch a glimpse of her entering the bathroom. In the light of the fireplace I saw her small waist and pear-shaped bottom. I could see she was slim and had strong legs. Her hair reached almost all the way down to her bottom. She hurried into the bathroom and probably hoped I hadn’t seen her. Perhaps she thought I was sleeping. Then I heard the shower running for a while. Lying there and waiting felt like an eternity. Finally, the door opened. She was wet and just as lovely naked. Now I saw her breasts as well. Firm and just the right size to cup with my hands, I thought. She wasn’t wearing have a towel – it was hanging up to dry ...
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