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         If I was going to get full payment, I had to start early. The door was thoroughly locked, and the key had been placed under one of the flagstones. I had a backpack on and started to walk along the forest path from the cabin. Although it was early, the sun had managed to warm the surroundings, myself included.

         

It had been a wonderful week so far. Once a year, I indulge myself in this oasis, staying on my own in the cabin. Jenny had a job that required her to work the entire summer. We took our holiday together at the end of August.

         

The first few days were spent finishing off projects for the summer. Once the last e-mail had been sent, I began the holiday with a large glass of Gabrielsen XO and a Davidoff Half Corona. Finally, I had that great summer holiday feeling. It was time for a little bit of carpentry and minor repairs. There’s always something to do when you own an old cabin. I’m a long way from being a hiking enthusiast, but I usually take one day during my stay at the cabin to hike up Snaufjellet. It takes the whole day.

         

On this occasion, I had got as far as I could see the outline of the cabin below. The forest trail had narrowed to an almost overgrown path. The tall grass brushed against my calves. The light from the sun flashed teasingly through the foliage – sounds, smells, heat. The intensity made me quiver as I walked alone. Few things are more erotic than hiking alone in the forest and being able to let your imagination run free.

         

Nature has always had this effect on me. I’ve had it ever since I was small. My parents had a cabin by the sea. To get down to the water, you usually took a forest path that ran along the hill on which the cabin was located. I would often take a path on the other side. The path went through marshland with dense leafy forest. The sun hardly broke through. Instead, it formed a mystical green light that gave the feeling that you were in the Garden of Eden. The path itself was almost completely hidden by large green ferns. A ravine ran alongside the path, and a little way on, in the middle of the ravine, lay a large rock covered with a blanket of thick moss. I would look around before leaving the path. Then my heart would go into overdrive as I took off my shoes, t-shirt and trousers and lay them next to a rock. A faint, tantalizing draught would blow through the ravine, fluttering gently around my naked body. I would lean with my butt against the rock and my naked legs on the cool soil; my cock would have been rock-hard for ages. I can see myself now stroking it carefully with the palm of my hand, but it doesn’t take long before I’m in full swing. Now and then I rub up and down against the rock, feeling the damp moss tickling my bum and my back. I’m good at keeping this going for ages. While the feeling of well-being spreads throughout my body, my gaze flits around, taking the trees and plants. It was always best if a small opening in the canopy of leaves let through a little beam of light, hitting me in the eyes. All I had to do was move my bum slightly to get it going. I just had to relax a bit, and then I’d come. I remember that the ferns in front of me made a nice pattern of white spots.

         

At the time, I recall, I occasionally thought about these solitary walks with a little embarrassment. Now, on the other hand, I remember all of it as something beautiful. I have tried to imagine it; a naked twelve-year-old leaning up against a rock with strong sunlight across his smiling face, while his right-hand stops and the last white drops dribble from his still stiff cock. Without a doubt, it must have been a beautiful sight.

         

The pathway made a turn. Was that something I heard? I had seen animals here before: moose, hares and big birds. I stopped and listened. No, it wasn’t anything.

         

I’d managed to keep the erotic feeling of nature. But now it was just my feelings and memories. Not that I had a bad sex-life: Jenny and I had it good. It was just that we hadn’t done it out in nature for some reason or other.

         

I stopped to catch my breath. I was halfway to the top now. Then I heard the sound of something new. Someone was coming out of the thicket along the path.

         

“Hi!”

         

A young girl appeared from the thicket alongside the edge of the ditch.

         

“I thought I heard someone coming. I don’t usually meet anyone here.”

         

“No, I don’t usually bump into anyone either.”

         

She was young enough to be my daughter. It turned out that she was a biology student working on her dissertation. It was practically finished. She was going to take a few pictures to liven up what was, as she put it, a rather dull scientific project. She showed me what looked like a very complicated SLR camera. Her dissertation was about the consequences of hydropower regulation that had occurred in the region twenty years ago. At that time, plants and animal life had been mapped out both before and after. Now, she’d looked at the long-term effects of the regulation. She explained that she’d actually finished, but had decided to walk to the top before going home. As there was only one path heading in that direction, we continued together.
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