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The rain had advanced up the valley like a grey wall. For a short while after they'd crested the ridge, they had been able to look down the trail and see the small stone building they were heading for. But it, and everything beyond it, had soon disappeared under the downpour rushing toward them. When the squall reached them, it was so heavy that it was a struggle moving forward through it.

Zoe had the best waterproof coat she had been able to find. It didn't leak, but the water was hitting her so hard that it forced its way through any gaps and openings. Worse still, she hadn't put waterproof trousers on, and her hiking trousers were drenched in moments. Her socks were soaked as well, and the water was leaching into her boots. The more the weather hit her, the further away the bothy hut seemed.

Her husband wasn't faring any better. His outdoor gear was as good as hers, but suffered from the same problems. "It can't be much further." Derek said, barely audible over the sound of the storm. "They'll be there already, and there'll be a fire on."

"I bloody well hope so." Zoe said. They crested another small rise and, maybe, the darker shape up ahead was the sanctuary they sought. "This was a stupid idea of mine. I'm sorry, we should have picked somewhere more civilised."

"This was a great idea of yours. The weather's just shitty luck. Come on, that looks like it just up there."

The guttering on the bothy had been overwhelmed by the downpour, and a small waterfall cascaded onto the path near the door. After what they had just walked through, this was a minor inconvenience, and they hardly even noticed. Derek pushed the door open and they stepped inside.

The five men already in the small building stopped pulling on their waterproofs and looked at the newcomers. "Excellent timing," said the nearest of them, "we were just about to set off and find you. Come in, but not too far. You're soaking."

Zoe pushed back the hood of her coat, and received one last unpleasant surprise from the rain as water fell off it to run down the back of her neck. She shivered and pulled a face, but composed herself as she turned to face the hut's occupants.

The five men were walking toward them, led by the one who had spoken when they had entered. "You must be Zoe and Derek. I'm Steve. This is Ken, Henry, Mark and Gary." Zoe tried to remember which names matched which face, but worried that she'd need reminding several times before they stuck. They crowded around her and Derek, but mostly her. "You two are soaked, you need to get out of those wet clothes." Steve said, glancing over at Derek and getting a light nod in reply.

"I think Zoe might need some help." Derek said. "Why don't you guys assist her."

Zoe opened her mouth, then realised she didn't know what to say. Wide eyed, she looked at the men who now surrounded her. She was short, and they all towered over her. Derek was above average height, a head taller than her, and all but one of the men around her were taller than he was. She stared up at all the friendly, helpful smiling faces.

This wasn't what they had planned, but it was going in a direction that Zoe liked. She stood still as someone behind her took the weight of her backpack and arms reached in from either side to slide the straps off her shoulders. She had packed far more than was needed for an overnight stay, and when the heavy pack was taken away from her, she felt light on her feet, almost ready to float.

The floating sensation became stronger as Steve stepped forward to open her coat. He had to fold back the flap that covered the zip, then pull it down. Zoe found she was shivering as the only sound in the hut was the clicking as each tooth of the zip opened. The feeling was spoilt a bit as Steve had to work the last bit of the zipper loose two handed. He pushed the coat apart and off her shoulders, and the hands came in from behind and the sides to catch it and take it away.

Zoe's top was wet up the arms from the ends of the sleeves and down the front from the collar, everywhere that water had been able to force its way in. Steve grabbed the hem and started lifting it. She raised her arms so he could pull it over her head and off easily. The top disappeared into the crowd and Steve was pulling her T-shirt from her trousers already.

The T-shirt had clung closely to Zoe's slim frame before it had got wet. Now, it was plastered to her skin from her throat down to the top of her breasts, showing her bra straps and the top of the cups. Water had leached up the material of her trousers and soaked the bottom of the T-shirt as well, but not quite all way up to her chest. Steve bunched the wet hem up all the way to the bottom of Zoe's bra, then paused.

He was teasing Zoe, and all the other men in the room, who watched silently as he started moving it up again. Zoe's arms were still up, waiting for him to pull her T-shirt off. She shivered as the material peeled away from her skin and, briefly, wet her face. Then it was up along her arms and spirited away again.

The hands behind her released the clasp of Zoe's bra. She brought her arms down and held them across her chest before the cups could fall away. Looking around the circle of men who were watching her, she read their lascivious stares and little smiles and liked what she saw. Beyond the men around her, Derek was undressing quickly, but pretending not to notice the attention his wife was getting. There had been a script, more of an outline, really, but the downpour had knocked them off that. They were improvising, and doing a good job of it.

Zoe's maid of honour had been the one who gave her and Derek the good word to get onto The Gang. After she and her husband had spent a weekend with them, where cheeky banter and innuendo had escalated into an incredible foursome, she had told them all about a website that would help fulfil all manner of fantasies.

The Gang was a social network of sorts. 'Crowd-source your gang-bang or orgy.' it said on the front page. Everyone on the site was introduced and vouched for by at least one existing member, and they were all there for one reason- sex.

Derek and Zoe had many fantasies, and a significant number overlapped. Such as this one. They had hiked a lot in their dating days, when she had been living with her parents after University and he was in a shared house. They had needed to get away from house mates and family if they wanted to get really dirty and loud. There were several valleys in the Lake District and Scotland where they had wandered off the beaten path, got naked and made love in the open air. The urge to do this again had turned into a fantasy where they really went overboard. Zoe wanted to be tended to by a large group of men, and Derek wanted to watch and join in. The Gang had given them the perfect way to get that group of men together.

The bothy- an old shepherd's hut converted into overnight accommodation for hikers- had been suggested by Steve, who had promised that he could make sure they had it to themselves. If the weather had been better, they might have found an open area nearby for the gang bang, but doing it inside the building had always been an option. The way that Zoe was losing her clothes was a neat twist on what they had planned, and it turned her on.

An arm still across her breasts, Zoe pushed one, then the other, strap from her shoulders. She smiled at the crowd waiting on her next move, then slowly dropped her arms to let the bra fall down them and reveal her breasts. They were small, B cups, but they were perfect. Her nipples were long and hard from the cold and the excitement, and they tingled at the attention they got from five pairs of eyes. She held the bra out to her right and somebody, Ken, maybe, took it.

Someone crouched down on Zoe's left side. She thought it was Mark, as she looked down at him, but she couldn't be sure. It was unlikely any of them were going to mind if she got their names wrong after such a quick introduction. He started working to release the sodden laces on her left boot. Ken was by her right foot, working on that boot. It wasn't the sexiest part of her undressing, no matter how turned on she was. Something a bit more was needed, and it was soon provided.

Steve had a lightweight towel. Without moving any closer, he used it to dab water off Zoe's face and then her shoulders. He ran his fingers through her short dark hair, finding the bits that were wet. As he rubbed them with the towel, he gently pulled her head forward and down. This let him get at the back of her neck, but also had her leaning with her hands on his waist for balance. She looked down, and the front of his dark trousers were pushed out, just what she wanted to see.

Henry and Gary also had towels, Zoe discovered, as soft material rubbed at the under side of her breasts, then teased up and around, to be drawn slowly over her nipples. She made a happy sound somewhere deep in her throat. The gentle rubbing continued even after her chest was obviously dry. Steve's exploration with his towel had led him down her spine to the tops of her trousers, then back again.
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