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         “Believe it or not, I’m full of inhibitions,” said Solveig and took a large gulp of her beer. “It’s true!” she insisted, quite serious.

         She leaned forward over the table, and her collar opened even wider, so her breasts had to practically cling to the fabric so as not to topple out.

         "The thing is," she said, "it's like I always have to perform. The world around me experiences me as free and easy. Like if I'm loose or something, but behind the varnish, there’s a frightened and insecure girl. A girl with sexual anxiety and inhibitions. It’s part of the reason why I’m studying Psychology. Why are you studying it?" 


“I dunno,” I said hesitantly, sipping my beer. “I really don’t.” 


Thoughtfully, I stared at her open collar, sneaking a look at her breasts, as if expecting an answer there. Perhaps I was onto something. Sex is the driving force behind nearly everything. Perhaps I’d chosen Psychology to get to the root of my own obsession with sex. But I didn’t tell Solveig this; instead, I looked up, glancing around at the suntanned Oslo locals in need of a beer, making the most of the southern heat on this glorious July day. 


“The great thing about summer,” I said, “is that even the most avowed puritan has an excuse to get their kit off! We should head out to Huk. What do you reckon, Solveig? Fancy a trip to the nudist beach?”

         

“So you can see me naked,” she said and leaned back, buttoning up her blouse. “No, thank you!”

         

“Yea, but I’ll take my clothes off as well,” I said. 


Suddenly, she burst into laughter.

         “Sometimes you’re incredibly childish,” she said. “You going to be a qualified psychologist soon and you can be so childish. But, OK. Let’s do it. I feel safe with you because you’re so childish! So, are we going?”


And that’s what we did. We each bought a beach mat at a store and took my car out to Huk. It was a sweltering hot summer day, and we took the road to the right. Not long after, we were among a myriad fellow Norwegians of all shapes and sizes. Solveig said nothing. I was also quiet. We’d known each other for a good while, had gone to lectures together, and worked together with the same stuff. But nothing had really come of it. Just a bit of flirting. No sex. 


“Here’s ok, isn’t it?” I said, pointing to a free square metre between a slightly overweight woman and a very overweight man. The woman lay on her back with her thighs spread. Her breasts were like sun-drenched puddings, overflowing and hanging down. It looked like she was asleep.

         

The man was sitting up, gazing around behind dark sunglasses. His dick was well-hidden under his massive belly. We wove our way between them and then began to undress. 


Without any hesitation, I removed my T-shirt, shorts and underpants and made a bit of a show of getting up, standing there in the sunshine, glorying in my nakedness. Here was a lad who had nothing to be ashamed of! Insecurity wasn’t a word in my vocabulary. Solveig, on the other hand, who was usually so free and easy and wasn't bothered if she'd carelessly forgotten to do up a button or two of her blouse... Well, now she tried to make herself as small and invisible as possible, with her tummy and breasts hidden by the beach towel. Hesitantly, she removed her clothes and lay there with her face hidden in her hands, her legs pressed tightly together. She didn’t move. 


The fat bloke just sat there staring, waiting for her to turn around. He was looking at her pale, ample bum, her round, smooth thighs, her small, well-formed feet and her tiny waist. Of course, I also had a good look before I lay down close to her. 


“Are you OK?” I whispered in her ear. 


She didn’t answer, just nodded almost imperceptibly. After that, she pretended to sleep and carried on for quite a while until I gently tapped her and pointed out that she was getting sunburnt.

         “You’re turning pink,” I said. “Maybe you ought to turn over.”


She shook her head. 


“Do you want me to put some sunblock on you, then?” I asked, then remembered that we didn’t actually have any with us.

         The fat bloke came to the rescue. 


“Here you go,” he grunted, handing me a bottle of Ambre Solère. He licked his lips. “Us nudists need to stick together and look after each other,” he said. “If you hadn’t put some sunblock on her now, I’d have done it. Look!”


Before I had time to stop him, he had put his fat, stiff hand on Solveig’s warm, red bum. As he lifted his hand away, it left a white mark on her skin.

         “Totally inexcusable,” he said. “Do you want me to help spread some sunblock on?”


He let it go. I decided it was time to leave, and Solveig didn’t mind. I handed her panties to her, and then I helped her pull her light trousers on without the man next to us getting a glimpse of what he was after. Then we set off back to the city. 


We went back to her place. She lives in a small furnished two-room apartment in Torshov. It was the first time I’d been there, and I was just about to say how cosy it was when, unexpectedly, she threw her arms around my neck. She held me tightly and said that I must surely understand that there was something wrong with her now.
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