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         Finally! The highpoint of the year. My regular summer trip to the Norwegian mountains had arrived. Just me, my rucksack and the great outdoors; five days altogether. If that’s not happiness, then I don’t know what is.


I put on my rucksack and set off. The weather's fantastic with a cloudless blue sky, a pleasant 20 degrees and a breeze just strong enough to keep the mosquitoes away. My walking boots, a little pair of shorts and my bikini top is all I need to wear. While packing, I’d prepared for both rain and frosty nights. Still, this weather seems to be making my thorough preparations unnecessary.


I feel very light at heart. Everything seems to be going my way at present. My studies are going fine, and I got to know my exam results immediately before I left. My anxiety about having to retake my exams appears to have been unfounded. And if that wasn't enough, I've also managed to keep my new year's resolutions of working out more often and eating fewer snacks and sweets. That's had its effect, and I can now wear my bikini without having to think about holding my stomach in. Innumerable hours in the gym means that any slopes in the landscape are dealt with playfully easily. Also, my self-confidence is such, that the highest tops seem perfectly within reach for my firm, fit body.


As the hours pass and the slopes deepen steadily, my good mood begins to ebb away. The sun is burning, and my body is running with sweat. So I'm happy to see a mountain lake come into view from the path. I have a look at my map and can see that there's no problem in taking a good long rest. I've already covered three-quarters of the way to the cabin, and it's barely past two o'clock. Now, I deserve a rest! 


I find a nice smooth rock by the water’s edge and lie down. My good mood, which I had when I set out, soon comes flowing back. The water reflects the blue sky and looks very tempting. But there are still three miles to go, so it's no good getting my clothes wet. Maybe I should take the chance of bathing naked? After all, I haven't met a single person on the path in the last five hours. The inclement weather forecast has probably frightened off other hikers. Besides, it's the middle of the week and the holiday season won't really start for at least another week. I look around and cannot see a living soul. The lake is a reasonable distance from the path, so the chances of being seen are tiny. What the heck, I'll do it! I get undressed and go naked down to the water’s edge.


It sure is beautiful, but it's not what you might call warm. I swim a few strokes but quickly come back up onto the land. The water drips from my body, but my little towel is right at the bottom of my carefully packed sack. Well, since I've had a naked swim, I might just as well let the sun dry me off. I lie down on the bare rock and close my eyes.


Not without noting, however, that it's slightly arousing to lie there so exposed. It feels like a long time since I've enjoyed the taste of a man. Far too long. How good it would be to get a little something! A quiver runs through my body at the thought. I am just so full of unreleased lust and desire. Even though I'm lying on a bare rock in the middle of the wilderness and not in my own bed, I can't hold myself back. I just have to play a little with myself. My smoothly shaven pussy is glistening in the sun. I slip my fingers into my hot, wet crack, the palm of my hand, rubbing my clit while I massage my jutting nipples with the other. I groan, spread my legs and lose all awareness of the world around me. My pussy is like a running river, making delicious wet sounds as I lie there wanking. My orgasm is building up and up, and I cry out in pleasure as I reach the point of no return.


I can hear the echoes of my cries dying away as I come back to my senses. And then, when I open my eyes, I shriek again. Five or six yards away, four men are watching me. Lust is evident in their eyes as they stand there, each holding his fishing rod. Two of them are actually taking pictures of me with their cell phones. The sight of them completely knocks me for six, and it must be at least thirty seconds before I start thinking it might be a good idea to put my clothes back on. I grab my shorts and bikini top, but it's a bit of a struggle before I manage to get them back on.


I kind of don’t quite know how to react. The whole situation is almost comic. One of them breaks the slightly embarrassing silence, saying they hadn't meant to disturb me - he just wondered what was going on. "We were worried you'd got cramp after being the cold water," he laughs. I can’t help myself but laugh too.


We say some proper hellos, and it turns out the four of them are colleagues on a trip together. Their company owns a cabin nearby, and they usually go fishing in the lake. I couldn't put an absolute age on them, but I guess three of them are in their mid-thirties and the last one closer to forty. They all seem in pretty good shape and have the air of being quite at home in the mountains.


"Our catch won't keep so long in this weather, so I'm afraid you're going to have to help us eat it," says the oldest of them. I haven't eaten anything since breakfast. So fried mountain trout is undeniably more tempting than four slices of bread and ham. They fry the fish over a bonfire, and we share a couple of bottles of wine they have with them.
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