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“Shit.” Daphne leaned over the cliff and squinted down, considering. Her pack had fallen a long way and now tangled in the snarl of bushes she had pushed through hours before. It was too far to recover tonight. Tomorrow she would have to start the long trek down the mountain.

She chewed her hair, frowning. This trip hadn’t been what she expected so far. True, Daphne had never gone camping by herself before, but once the idea had occurred to her, she hadn’t been able to let it go. She was burnt out and she knew it. Working late hours meant she had no time for a social life or for herself. She felt like she was drowning.

But out here, all of that faded away. The birds singing, the soft breeze through her brown hair, the way the sun warmed her shoulders. Everything seemed right for once.

With a sigh, Daphne headed back to her campsite. The bag she’d lost didn’t hold all of her supplies, thankfully, but it was still a loss and it meant she’d be cutting her trip short after only one night. Most of her food was now gone. All she had in her other pack was a bottle of Jack Daniels and some granola bars. A very filling dinner, she thought wryly. Not exactly the relaxing vacation she had planned. 

As she hiked, Daphne felt sweat trickle between her ample breasts. The forest would cool as night fell, but now, with the sun beating down on her, she was burning up. Plucking at her shirt, Daphne wished she could just strip down now so she could better feel the breeze.

“Well, why not?” she laughed. “I’m alone up here.”

Saying the words aloud electrified her. A thrill ran through her as she lifted the hem of her shirt over her generous curves, exposing herself to the forest. Daphne had always been a little shy about her body as a girl, but years later, after several men had told her that she was big and beautiful, she was finally a growing comfortable in her own skin. Besides, who was there to see?

She unzipped her shorts and began to pull them down, feeling them catch against her cotton panties as she did. Daphne felt a twinge of nervousness as she stepped out of those as well. Delighting in how naughty she felt, Daphne gathered up her clothing and continued down the path, giggling a little at how bad she was being. It had been a long time since she had worn anything other than a suit for work; this morning, she had counted herself lucky for getting to wear a plaid button-down. But this was better. She felt free. Daphne’s breasts bounced as she walked and the breeze against her ass was wonderful. She took in a deep breath and slowly let it out.

After a few minutes, Daphne felt the back of her neck prickle as though someone was watching her. When she turned, though, she saw no one.

“Hello?”

No answer came.

She wondered anxiously if she should get dressed. She didn’t think there was anyone else on the mountain. The ranger she had passed on the way in had said this was not a popular place to hike for some reason. But still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that there were eyes on her, exploring her every curve and fold.

Defiantly, she spread her arms. “Like what you see, pervert?”

Again, the woods kept still, refusing to reveal their secrets.

If someone was watching her – and she felt a warmth between her thighs at that thought – then what could he possibly want, staring at her like this and not coming out?

She had to be imagining things. Trying to get herself under control, she took a deep breath, hoping to calm her fluttering heart. Forcing herself to drop the pitiful protection of her bundled clothes, Daphne spun. She saw no one. Emboldened, she ran her hands over her breasts, feeling the luscious skin still covered in sweat. Kneading her breasts, she stared into the undergrowth. “Do you want a show? Is that it?”

She pinched a nipple, feeling a sharp pain course through her. With a little gasp, she twisted, and her lips grew damp. She felt silly, but also excited. There was something so tantalizing about the thought that she was touching herself for a stranger.

Her knees grew weak at the thought of him, a strange man watching her from the trees as she violated herself. Slowly, her hands drifted lower until they reached the hair between her legs and the slick wetness there. Imagining his piercing gaze, she slipped a finger between her lips. She bit her lip at the thought of his cock hardening for her.

Forgetting that she had wanted to be alone only moments before, she indulged, letting her imagination run wild as her fingers moved faster. Her heart pounded in time with her motions as she thought of him aching for her, desperate to see if she tasted as good as she looked.

Sensation coursed through her, a sweet pulse in time with her eager fingers. She worked her hand faster, wondering how it would feel with other, more calloused hands against her clitoris. As the pleasure rose within her, a branch cracked from somewhere to her left. 

“Oh!” Daphne whirled to face whoever it was, her face flushed and red.

She saw movement in the trees. Her throat tightened. She crouched, fumbling for her clothes, suddenly afraid of what she would see.

But instead of a man, a bear sauntered out between two trees a little ways down the path.

Daphne laughed aloud in relief. So she was alone, mostly! The bear turned to consider her briefly and then trotted down the path. She smiled to see it go; it was beautiful. The fading sunlight turned the lighter parts of its coat into a golden halo, and it looked almost unearthly as it moved. 

“Good night,” she called after it.

It turned its head briefly to look at her once more, and for a moment, she could have sworn she saw amusement in its amber eyes. And then it was gone, disappearing into the trees on the far side of the road.

Shaking her head, Daphne gathered her clothes and headed back to camp. Her thighs were still wet from her interlude, and she pinkened a little to think of how foolish she had been. But she couldn’t be upset for long; the sunset was beautiful, and after all, she had come into the woods for a vacation, hadn’t she? 
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