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         I could tell right away that the first wanderer on the slick coastal rocks was a woman. Number two was a thousand feet behind and nearly lost in the rain and the light mist. It had only been pouring down for the past half an hour. It had been a promising day in the morning, with sun and the continuation of the seemingly endless summer. But, the clouds had come in from the sea at around eleven as they are wont to do around the middle of September. It was mild, still, a steamy kind of mild - almost like Paris or Rome in September - well, if not Rome then Vienna or Berlin.



         Enough about that. We were nearing one o'clock, and I was out on my daily post-lunch walk. Energetic and enthusiastic. I'd taken shelter in the cabin by the Coastal Path with my laptop, a modem and a direct link to my workplace. I was going to focus and work on a new marketing plan and a strategy for launching a new integrated communications concept.



         Right. No less than an “integrated communications concept”. Deadline in six workdays. Great. Six workdays plus a weekend by the coast, where the flames of autumn had barely lit the deciduous trees.



         But now it's raining. I usually do like rain a whole lot, especially when I'm inside looking out, reading and working. Or, being outside in it and then coming in. Getting warm again, seeing the darkness comes creeping, seeing the islets disappear. 



         I’d gotten into a workflow that involved working until I couldn’t see the lighthouse out in the sea anymore. For every day that passed, my workday became a few minutes shorter. 



         “It’s a good thing we’re not in spring,” I thought. Or Northern Norway in the middle of summer.



         After four days on my own, I wanted to talk to someone. So, I stood and waited for the person approaching from a distance. She was wet, soaking wet. Mud up her legs. I smiled encouragingly - she smiled back, with a hint of irony about herself.



         “Hi,” I said. “We got really lucky with this weather.”

She nodded, stopped and looked back. Number two was still way, way behind,



         She was between 35 and 40 years old. And fit, dangerously fit. Anyone who’s ever taken an aerobics class knows what I’m talking about. She’s either the instructor, so full of energy it might just kill the rest - at least the ones on the back row. Or, she’s the one on the first row, showing the world how well-trained and tight a butt can be.



         She had dark hair in a short, stylish cut. White headband, white pearls in her ears, red mouth, brown eyes. I saw she had goosebumps on her arms. I was wearing both a jumper and a raincoat, myself.



         She wore a black, shiny aerobics top in lycra. Her nipples budded, hard from rain and the sudden autumn. Her tummy was still tanned after a long summer holiday.



         On her back, a practical backpack, and on her lower body - well, a pair of shapely thighs, a black, soaked-through pair bike shorts so practically glued to her I thought I could see both the contours of her underwear and of something else I hadn’t seen in seven months and sixteen days.

“Right?” she said, which was in reply to my comment about the weather.



         She smiled a little grim and resigned. She clearly felt the need to complain a little, without forgetting how tough she was.

“Is it far to go to Nevlunghamn?”



         I nodded. It was, even though I’d never walked the Coastal Path all the way there. It was surely more than ten miles, several hours of walking.

“That’s a few wet hours, I’m afraid,” I said.



         I'm usually pretty shy when it comes to women, especially the desirable kind. I usually go completely mute, but once in a blue moon, I'll shine through with some charm - when women appear to be happy in my company.

She smiled at me. I relaxed and didn’t put any restraints on my good mood.



         So, we’d had time to get to know each other reasonably well before number two showed up. Her name was Mona Madsen, and she was from Oslo.

I tried to stop myself from looking at her nipples when we shook hands, but it wasn’t easy.

I only just had the time to tell her that I was down here for work when number two struggled their way across the rocks.

This one was a man - her husband. Just as wet, but better dressed.



         Long, dark blue tracksuit bottoms - soaking wet, windbreaker - soaking wet, Grey hair and balding - soaking wet strands of hair stuck to his scalp, looking pretty sad.

“Wow,” I thought. Beauty and the beast. I could’ve bet everyone else who met them had the same thought.

Despite my young age, I'd already learned that life doesn't always follow the logical paths.



         “Kind,” I thought. “Considerate, loving, responsible. Predictable and monogamous. Good father, good position, good economy.



         I decided to be nice to the newcomer. He looked like he needed it. His breath was heavy, his eyes wandered a little melancholy.

“Say hi to Stefan,” the Mrs. said, somewhat firmly. I would’ve guessed the husband was commanded to say hello to quite a lot of young men she got in touch with. He did as she said.

"Dear Lord," he gasped. "I'm soaking wet. How far do we have to go?"
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