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         I tore off my clothes and laid down on the sun-soaked stone between the petroglyphs. I enjoyed the tiredness in my muscles after the hike through the woods and the solitude out here, the freedom from all considerations, the freedom to simply lie here, naked and sweaty, without having to think about bathing or clothing. I could smell myself as part of the smell of the forest. Rich soil, my armpits, old trees, my privates.


I must’ve slept for a long time. For a brief second, I was back in the rhythm of the city, but I caught myself at it and didn’t look at the clock. The spruces had turned into tight, black silhouettes around the petroglyph area. The moon looked down on me like the pale eye of a mild-mannered God. A strange mood came over me, a sort of preparedness for something lurking out in the shadows...


I wasn't scared - what was there to be scared of? The petroglyph site was an old cult gathering spot. Many litres of animal blood, perhaps also human blood, had filled the notches and ridges in the stone and coloured the sand beneath it red. But that was a thousand years ago. The seiðr, the religions, even the gods, were dead. What did I, a child of the age of machines, a godless PC-user, have to fear? But still, this watchful expectation. Not fear, but rather... Arousal?


I lit a big fire just below the petroglyphs. The red-yellow, flickering light made the drawings even clearer than the conservator's red paint - every little irregularity in the rock threw long shadows, giving the old ships a restless sea. It was as if the cliff came to life as if the memory of blood from sacrificial animals and the monotonous song of the seiðr had been woken by the fire's dance. My fire attracted the gods the way the seiðr's bonfire had, thousands of years ago. Above me, the milky way lay like a belt of light, a myriad of stars, tens of thousands of them, like sperm under a microscope.


I took the big roll of rough, ivory paper out of my backpack and tore off four feet or so. I put the paper across the biggest drawing of a ship and weighted it down with rocks. Then, I tore up a big tuft of grass and wet it with water from my field bottle. I started at the front end of the ship and rubbed the paper with the tuft of grass in long strokes. The petroglyph became visible as a pale silhouette in the dark earthen colour. The result was stunning. I could get a few thousand for it when I got it fixed and framed at home in my studio. The up-and-coming young love decorating their offices with these kinds of things - I assume it gives an impression of solidity and tradition.


I rolled out another sheet of paper. More wood on the fire. I was carrying the seiðr heritage on, in a way. He’d danced naked and sung and sacrificed to secure better times for his people and an outcome for himself by sucking up to the moody gods, who ruled over fertility, life and death. I lay naked and covered in dirt and water to get an outcome by making art of the cult site, to get the most out of the gods of my time, the ones that rule from inapproachable glass palaces with a power the old gods would’ve envied them...


The only thing I couldn’t understand was why my dick was so hard... It stood up like a horn, throbbing and red from the blood filling it, almost painful with each heartbeat. Somewhat concerned, I weighed my balls in my hand, as if checking if they’d explode. They moved. My stones crawled closer to my body, seeking warmth. My right hand wrapped around the hard shaft, tentatively moved it up and down a few times, while the left enveloped my balls and squeezed them gently. It was so hard, touching it was almost painful.


The summer night was cold and soothing against my dickhead when my foreskin slid back. The stars looked down on me with no bashfulness at all, and I lay back like a seething counterpoint to the stream of semen up there. It felt as if the fertility magic worked as if my urge to squirt my sperm like grains in warm soil was an echo of the seiðr's incantations, a thousand years ago...


I pulled a little faster. My breath was quicker now. I spread my legs and let the index finger on my left-hand slide playfully around my butt hole to make the muscle soft. The finger slid in, and another soon followed. I breathed deeply and tightened my grip around the dickhead to stay the orgasm which already tickled its way down my back, but I had to continue, had to let myself ride this wave - my staff twitched, my sphincter grabbed onto my fingers, the warm fluid spat way up my stomach and lay there like half-set jelly. It smelled slightly of sea or soil, the scent of fertility and life and growth.


 I used a tuft of grass to wipe off the sperm and sat up, still wondering about this sudden arousal. Masturbating didn’t seem to have helped, either - it was about to get up again, just as in-your-face as before...


“I’d better roll up my sheets of paper before going to sleep, so that they won’t be destroyed by the morning dew,” I thought to myself, almost as if to think about something else.


At the top of the rocks, at the edge of the circle of light, a woman sat looking at me. She had blonde hair down to her hips, a big, shiny white blouse and an ankle-length skirt in an indescribable greenish earth tone. She was barefoot, not wearing any jewellery, not even earrings, no makeup and no nail polish. A strange, ironic smile played across her full lips and in her eyes, which glowed from reflecting the fire. She simply sat there, motionless, looking at me with this strange gaze, both challenging me and holding back, aroused and shy at the same time. Instinctively, I reached out for my clothes to cover up, but I couldn't find them. I ended up covering myself with the tuft of grass in the scurry.


Only then did she laugh.


A playful little laugh which fit my clumsy attempt at hiding myself with a handful of glass, after masturbating before her very eyes... I laughed too, embarrassed. The fact that my erection stood like a glowing lighthouse again didn’t help. It was extra inspired by my thoughts, despite the bemusement, at the sight of the beautiful woman.


She stood up in a supple movement and came toward me across the petroglyphs, carefully moving on her tiptoes between my sheets of paper. Her breasts were two firm handfuls pushing up against the linen of her blouse, the hard nipples contoured like peas in a pod. She had a narrow waist, but wide hips, long legs and a long neck, small wrists - she was everything I’d ever found attractive, as if I’d created her myself through my fantasies, or as if she was a gift given to me by Adam from Paradise.


“What are you doing?” She meant my papers. I explained the process as briefly as I could and looked discreetly for my shorts while she looked at my prints. I found them and was about to pull them on when I felt her hand on mine. It was warm and soft, like her voice. “Not for my sake...”


I looked her in the face, instinctively. She was so beautiful, so unblemished... But still, her eyes twinkled with arousal, her lips were red and moist, her breath hot and heavy, by all the gods I’d never seen anything that...


Our lips met. The eager little tip of her tongue snuck in to play with mine. She drank me, I drank her. I got my hands beneath her shirt, rolled her nipples between my fingers so that she moaned and squirmed, then got the item of clothing on and sucked one nipple in between my teeth. She loosened her waistband herself and let the skirt fall. The powerful, black hair on her mount of Venus stood in striking contrast to the pale skin, which shone as if it was lit from the inside in the light from the moon and the embers from the fire.


We toppled over in the grass like two switches, locked together in greedy want, wanting to suck in each other’s life force. She guided me in between her wet labia with her hand. I went all the way, in one long thrust. I had to keep it still there for a long time. I’d cum straight away if I tried to move it, that’s how tight and wet the grip she had on me was. Her body quivered beneath me, holding my bum with both hands and pushing me down, further inside her.


I took her in long, slow strokes. All the way out, so that I was only barely in the forecourt, and then deep inside her again, letting myself be sucked into that moist heat, my pulsating meat in hers, back and forth. Small, wet, suckling sounds escaped into the night, the sound of labia eating a man...


We rolled around so that I ended up on my back with her riding on top of me. Her sex was like the snout of a hairy animal on my chest, it searched its way up, toward my mouth. The hair smelled like soil and life beneath my nose. I let my tongue slip in between her lips and sneak playfully around the opening, only a couple of quick dips on the inside, and then back out and up to her throbbing clit. She squeezed her thighs and threw her head back with a loud “Oh!” when I found it with the tip of my tongue. She leaned back until she was almost laying on her back on top of me. She pushed her bush against me hard, I only barely avoided being strangled, but I kept licking and sucking, I couldn’t stop now...


She twisted sideways so that she could reach my dick with her mouth without ever moving her crotch from my face. Without further ado, she took it into her mouth all the way to the root and let her tongue snake around it, then half-way out and back in, way in deep. Fright and pleasure slid into each other every time her teeth scraped against the underside and sent cold shivers through me. I took advantage of her new position and separated her labia using two fingers on one hand so that I could get better access with my tongue. Another two slid into the opening, and my fingers got wet and smooth. Then, I pulled them out and pushed them in just above, in her bum. Finally, she came. Her body shook and shivered uncontrollably, a stream of juices flowed out of her and made my face wet and smooth. She twisted and turned, but I managed to keep my fingers in her bum all the while, feeling her contract, giving her something to tighten around.


She kept sucking me off, a little more gentle now, she probably wanted to save me for as long as possible. I stroked her back and wove my fingers into her thick hair, played with her nipples, felt her smooth skin live beneath my fingers as she sucked me.


Suddenly, she let me out of her mouth and threw herself at me again. She guided me straight into her opening and started riding me as if possessed, faster and faster, rotating her hips with ecstasy, my dick chasing to the bottom only to be released again, and finally, with a breast in each hand and her face in a grimace forcing out a scream, I felt my nether region tense and squirt the semen up into her frothing sex, I emptied myself as I've never emptied myself before, like a volcano. But, she didn't stop her wild ride, she chased onward until orgasm shook her again, and then she fell across me and remained there as if she was dead.


I suddenly woke up. I shivered with cold and the scrapes I'd gotten from wrestling with the girl without even noticing burned. A grey mist lay like a torn blanket between the spruce trunks. The sun hung large and light-red half-way above the treetops. The girl was gone. I could've sworn I'd been woken by a kiss! I quickly looked around and ran a few meters haphazardly into the woods, then back to the clearing and into the woods again in a different spot. I had no name to shout. The birds sang gentle trills from their hiding spots. Otherwise, all was quiet.


What was that? The muffled, aroused laughter of a young woman? But from where? I ran back and forth again like a naked cave-dweller on the hunt for an escaped prey through the woods, but I had to give up eventually.


That’s when I spotted her. It was only the shortest of glimpses, and she was too far away for me to chase - besides, the sight froze me to ice. I couldn’t have moved if I’d wanted to. Because - What was that thing I’d seen? What dangled down back there, that brown, bushy thing poking out beneath her skirt? Who was she, the girl in the woods, if not...


No, I won’t tell anyone. Not a soul. Except for the occasional old lumberjack, and perhaps some farmers and shepherds, you’d all laugh at me.


I got dressed, packed up the few things I had and rolled up the rubbings. Luckily, they hadn’t gotten wet at all. The real morning dew would only set in in a couple of hours. I’d be sitting in my car on my way down the valley back then, on my way back to civilisation, to a city of customers for my prehistoric transcriptions. What they don’t know, sitting beneath those old symbols and trying to make their wealth fertile, is that the old gods are alive, every single one of them.
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