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As Abigail laid in bed that night, she couldn’t help herself, she was feeling the regular need for release. Don’t get her wrong, she had a great sex life when she was with a partner, but finding a respectable and stable boyfriend was easy, she had plenty of offers, and on one or two occasions when she drunk too much or just took the flirting too far, she would hook up for the night. She felt that that she needed an orgasm or two a week (ok, maybe that was an underestimate), it was a way to enjoy giving herself pleasure she had improved upon over time ever since she had first lost her virginity. Nothing could replace the pleasure she enjoyed with her partners but....

––––––––
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SETTLING DOWN AND GETTING herself ready, she connected her headphones via Bluetooth into her phone and found her favourite book podcast. It had gone live that morning, the host would select a book and read sections out loud and then give it a review. Abigail loved reading and downloaded a new book every few days, it was the same with music. She would stream music all day listening to her favourites but also exploring and listening to new artists.

Just before settling back and hitting play, she realised what that date was, how had she not noticed, she had thought about only a week ago as the date drew closer, it was the first anniversary of the incident that had happened just a year ago, something that was so amazingly great, ok, some was not so great, but the rest....

Instead of listening to the podcast, Abigail let her mind drift back to that day, and all the joy she had felt, she let the recollection of the day replay in her mind, right from the start.

It was a lovely warm summer day with the typical brilliant blue sky and cotton-like clouds that time of year was famous for. On a whim, Abigail had decided to go up into the hill to get some new photos, so she packed a light picnic and set off to the mountains to find some new locations with views she may not have seen before.

She had a great morning and felt she had some beautiful photos and had stopped by a small stream to have some lunch. Opening her picnic, she enjoyed her favourite treats and laid back to enjoy the warmth of the sun. Fighting the urge to just give in and relax, she reluctantly packed everything away into the small backpack. She began following the trail knowing that it would loop around back to where she’d left the car.

All of a sudden, as she was walking along a steep part of the trail, her foot shot out from under her as she stepped on a loose stone. She fell painfully, her heart pounding, she laid still for a minute. Gradually she began to move, hoping she had not hurt herself. Checking her ankle, she felt a wave of relief as she found that despite some minor discomfort, it would take her weight, and she hoped it would be ok until she got back to the car.

Checking her camera and the rest of her items, she felt a strange sensation. Reaching down to her butt, she found the back seam of her favourite jeans had given way in the fall. The rent in the back went from just below the waist band, all the way round to the bottom. The only thing that had stopped her jeans from turning into cowboy chaps was the zipper at the front. ‘Honestly, just my luck,’ she said to herself in disbelief.

Wrapping the spare jumper she had brought just in case the weather turned cold, around her waist to cover her now naked buttock crack, she began the trip back to her car.

Despite the pain from her ankle, the torn edges of her jeans gently created a friction on her lower lips as she walked. She found that the slight breeze which had begun, caused her lips to become moist, it was actually a slightly pleasant sensation, and it was doing very strange things to her.

A short while later, with the pain in her ankle beginning to increase, she limped around a corner in the trail and came across him.

He was eating a snack and sat resting on his large backpack, the kind people used for long hikes and camping. His gaze slowly raised to take her in, and she felt her breath catch in the back of her throat. He slowly stood up, and she noted he was lean and good shape, guessing him to be about 50ish. His short salt and pepper hair was still damp from his trekking.

“Are you ok? Did you know you have blood on your face?” his voice giving away his English origin as he spoke.

Abigail raised her hand to her face, finding some dried blood above her left eye, “Oh,” she breathed. “I slipped on the trail a while ago and must have banged my head when I landed. I guess I was too concerned about my ankle to realise.”

“May I offer you some assistance? I have some medical training, and would be happy to help, that is if you’d like.” His manners impressed her as did his offer. She smiled and nodded her consent.

He moved forward and helped her move to the side of the trail where his pack lay. He asked her to give him a moment before she sat down as he pulled out a foam bedroll, rolling it out and then easing her down onto it. Abigail found herself rapidly adjusting her jumper round, to cover her lap and protect her naked rear from his view.

Taking a well-stocked first aid kit and a fresh bottle of water from his pack, he leant forward to clean the cut above her eye. The scent of him greeted her nose as he touched her with hints of sandalwood and bergamot added to a hint of his musk from his exertions during his morning hike.

He finished cleaning her cut and used a small bit of wound closure on the cut. “Now, how about I take a look at your ankle. Do you mind?” he asked. Seeing bandages in the first aid kit, she gave her permission.

He slipped her boot off her foot and slid the sock off. Slowly and gently, he examined her ankle, asking a question now and then. Finally, he reached into his pack, drew out a long white plastic pack, slapped it on his hand, shook it, and then applied it to her ankle. The sudden hit of coldness stunned her. “Ah, sorry about that.,” he said as she flinched from the sudden cold. “It’s a chemical ice pack and will take down some of the swelling. We’ll leave it like that for 30 minutes, then I’ll bandage it up. Do you have transport nearby?”

She explained her car was down the trail, about another 30 to 40 minutes away. “Then rest and I’ll escort you down. You should be ok to drive, I think. It’s just a sprain but walking on it has aggravated it.”. They chatted about how their day had been, with Abigail showing him some of her photos, and as they talked, she realised that she was actually flirting with him, and he was responding with positive vibes. 

He moved off to start packing stuff away, and smiling and sat down a short distance away, “Do you mind if I make an observation?” he asked.

“No, go ahead,” she replied.

His face blushed slightly, and he gave a small cough to clear his throat. “While I was treating your ankle, I could not help but notice the damage to your jeans. I have some spare jogging bottoms that should fit you. They’re not very smart, but they’re clean.,” he left the offer hanging in the air.

Abigail felt herself blushing with embarrassment as she wondered how much he had seen, and that she had been flirting after he had seen everything. She chided herself for failing to make adjustments as he’d been checking her ankle. Could he have seen the wetness from where the edges of the jeans had rubbed? Not sure how to proceed, and fighting the growing embarrassment, she let the silence stretch.

He purposefully moved to his pack and began drawing items back out. Clothing and food appeared, and it rapidly became clear to Abigail that this man was camping as well as hiking. Finally, he sat back, and with eyes lowered offered her a pair of brightly coloured baggy bottoms.

He went back to the pack and then handed her a towel, suggesting she wrap the towel around herself while she changed.

Abigail stood and wrapped the towel around her waist, undid her jeans and eased them down. She could feel the slight breeze as it picked up, making her lips tingle even more. As she began to slip his baggy bottoms on, she felt her ankle start to give, and she began to slowly fall backward.

His arms caught her as she was falling, his body cushioning her from the impact, his breath punching out of him with the impact of the fall. Abigail realised that in the fall, the towel had fallen away, leaving her totally naked from the waist down but for the bottoms hanging from her damaged ankle.

Stunned by what happened next, she felt his strong hand on her buttock, slowly, as they lay there. She felt his hand move, beginning to massage her ample buttock, then it stopped as if waiting for permission, and as Abigail made no move to stop him, instead she gave a soft moan of pleasure as he continued to caress her buttock and thigh.

Abigail felt herself becoming aroused and felt her lips moistening and opening in response. The hand continued when she made no move to stop him. She closed her eyes, letting her head drop back as she enjoyed the feeling of his firm caress as another soft moan escaped her and his mouth made contact with the back of her neck, beginning to nibble gently.

She could feel his manhood begin to stiffen against her lower back as he kissed the bottom of her ear and as his other hand moved round to her pussy, and the fingers of that hand worked the lips first, then she felt his fingers probing to enter her she let her thighs fall apart to allow him access, moaning and wiggling down to meet them.

As her juices began to flow with the thrill of his caresses, she lay there enjoying the feeling of his hands, one squeezing and rubbing at her buttock, the other with a finger delving inside her and the thumb rubbing at her clit. Abigail felt the rush building and gave into her orgasm, knowing she was moaning with pleasure and feeling her juice flowing like a river out of her pussy, drenching his hand.

As the first waves subsided, she could feel his manhood straining at the front of his trousers. With a shiver, all she could think about was him releasing his cock from its confinement and showing her what he could do with it. But instead, he rolled her over onto her hands and knees, his hand moving round to continue to play between her lips. He began to lick and bite at first one butt cheek, then the other. Dropping her head down to be cushioned on her arms, her rounded butt thrust upwards for him to work on her. His mouth moved from her buttocks and moved to lick at her full petals, end to end. His tongue worked the full length down of her dripping pussy and back up again, pausing to lick at her anus, sending shudders through her body.

She was knelt there, arms pillowed on her forearms, exposed fully to him, she left any bit of inhibition behind as she fully surrendered to him. He, with his mouth working away, had one hand playing with her pearl, the other had returned to squeezing and caressing her butt cheek.
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