
Catherine: Somebody To Love

I was a suspect in the most important, life-altering case Adela had

ever had the pleasure to encounter – at least, so it was, according to

her words. And, to her knowledge she couldn't help but declare Bård

as an accomplice in the so well planned 'crime', and kept insisting on

having to question him, as well. Well, that was the short version of

the words which she had been springing on me throughout the entire

morning whenever she had laid her eyes on me, trying to prove a

point as to why I should be telling her everything about the trip to the

– as it turned out – famous cabin, whilst I kept refusing to share any

details.

Needless to say, her first question – as unforgettable as it will always

remain – was whether the walls of the place were decorated with

copper and dead animals, and if there were skies on the walls. And,

a er I remained silent for about five minutes following the question

and tried my best to steel my befuddled expression, she played their

song, and continued to pray for an answer. I was cruel in my silence,

and provided none.

On was the interrogation relating what Bård and I spoke of, why we

were there in the first place, and so on. Beyond infuriating was the

fact every second word coming out of Adela's mouth was Bård's

name. I would have shared it all, if she had the compassion to allow

me a few hours to decompress, digest it all, and go through the

events of the previous night myself, and a er hours of agonizing

relentlessness due to her insistence, I told her the exact same thing.

The fact that she had noticed my absence in the house during the

night was not as alarming as her obvious persistence in terrorizing

me until I caved and shared information. Luckily, she decided to give

me my space, and let me rest, leaving the room with the words, "I am

not done with you."

And, if her determined expression was anything to go by, she was not

– a notion which was confirmed too soon for my liking. I tried to avoid

discussing the trip to the cabin with Bård at all costs, but as though

Adela could read that the only thing on my mind was that trip, she

didn't let the question slide without answers.

Utterly and most definitely. I knew I had to seek out my own demons,

and answer those questions which were roaming through my mind,

but I had no chance of doing so until I was finished answering hers.

***

I barely saw Bård during the following month, much to both my relief

and unsettlement. The craze of the finals captured almost my entire

attention, and the rest of it was dedicated to Fred, so I had to cancel

Bård's lessons in favor of studying, and Bård gave his complete

understanding. The one time we saw each other, he proceeded

explaining the remaining bits I needed for the exam without any

delay – mindful of my limited time, and nothing was ever spoken

about our trip to his family cabin nor about the words which

transpired there.

I knew my thoughts were in absolute mess – since whenever I

thought about Bård I didn't know where to start from, and yet,

thinking about him took most of my spare time and I was beginning

to believe I would not be able to focus on my studying. Therefore, I

firmly decided to throw Bård out of my mind as e ectively as I could,

until I finished the exams, and in all miracles I managed to do so.

However, the moment I stepped outside the room, my last exam right

behind me, Bård's face momentarily appeared before my eyes, and I

knew it was time to finally go through the mess my feelings were and

see where I was and how I felt. Somehow, I feared the result wasn't

going to be to my liking.

Yet, as serendipity wouldn't have it, Adela didn't give me the alone

time I needed to think. She took it upon herself to distract me from

worrying about exam results, only that was the very last thing which

had me worried. I couldn't take the blame for it, as I tried depicting

the matter to her. She didn't believe that for a moment, which was

why we were arguing in my room with all strength each could muster

as to whether we should go out or not. I was decisively holding onto

staying home. It wasn't my wish to spend the day shopping, when I

desperately needed to think.

Adela was about to start another word vomit, when my laptop

chimed, letting me know I had received an e-mail. My heart fluttered

at seeing Bård's name, and I hurried to open it. It was an o icial mail

from the system to let us know the results from the final exam in

architecture were ready, and that Bård would give away grades

during o ice hours.

I was so immersed in the message, that I hadn't even noticed Adela

drawing closer, and her hovering presence over my shoulder until she

said, "You are going to see him now, aren't you?"

I looked at her, and shrugged, while I stammered the words which

opposed to run smoothly despite my hardest attempts. "I, well –, the

results are ready. I should pick up my grade, because you know."

"Yeah, I do," she said a bit too knowingly, and I froze expecting her to

say something I wasn't yet ready to hear. She only shook her head,

addressing me a swi  smile. "I know when I am beaten, but we are

still going out tomorrow," she threatened, already beginning to make

her way towards the door, and just before she slipped out of the

room, she enthusiastically added, "Say hi to professor Sexy for me."

She winked at me, and with that she le  me alone to the silence of

my room, as I began freaking out about seeing Bård again.

I only changed my shirt – avoiding to open up a whole debate on

creating a new combination to wear, reassembled my hair in a

ponytail and threw a bag over my shoulder, grabbed my phone and

headed towards the university. Adela sent me a mischievously

meaningful gaze when she passed me on the staircase, and it almost

seemed as though she had planned just that from the moment she

le  my room. I couldn't stop myself from rolling my eyes at her. It

made her grin even further, but it did bring a smile on my lips.

When I knocked on Bård's o ice door, my heart was thumping with

the speed of light mostly because I overstressed on my way there,

and my mind was growing hazy with nonsensical thoughts, as my

nerves danced under my skin hazardously. I was trying to convince

myself there were few reasonable explanations behind the feelings I

had. The nonsensical thoughts I could prescribe to spending an

enormous amount of time in the same place with Adela; the nerves,

however, I couldn't explain at all.

Bård's exclaimed "Come in" whooshed me out of my thoughts, and I

stepped inside the o ice with a confidence I didn't really have deep

inside. The moment my gaze landed on his stooped form hovering

over a stack of papers, ignoring Adela's voice in my head suddenly

became easier, and all the tension drained away. My breathing

slowed down, but my heart was still thrillingly beating against my

chest.

I smiled brightly, as I teasingly greeted him, "Hello, professor."

His head snapped up immediately, and he beamed at me, before

returning with the same dose of hidden sarcasm. "Hello, Miss

Hateeho."

I couldn't stop the chuckle which escaped my lips consequently to his

words, and even though it was already a lost cause I still pointed an

accusing finger in his direction, sternly ordering, "Don't."

He hu ed a mock annoyed breath, but swi ly nodded at that. His

eyes scanned my face, before locking in a gaze with mine, and he

wondered, "You are here for your grade?"

"If you will give it, then yeah," I mumbled, my hand already on its way

to scratch the back of my neck.

He beamed even more, the words rolling of his lips easily, "With all

my heart."

He proceeded ri ling through the papers before him, and while

observing him, pretending to be o ended and hurt, I said, "You are

really eager about that. Was I such a bad student?"

"Quite the contrary," he whispered, that for a moment I thought I

wasn't even meant to hear it. Before I could take my time on

pondering over it, he continued, "I am happy to announce your grade

is an A, thus making you no longer a student in my course," he

paused, before in his teasing manner saying, "See, I did that less

enthusiastically."

"Hah, I did see that." I nodded. "Thank you for the enthusiasm of not

having me as a student and the lack of one regarding my grade, but I

should be going."

I turned on my heel, and headed for the door, when his voice stopped

me, a little too abruptly. "Catherine."

It almost seemed as a question. When I turned around to look at him,

he was splayed in his chair staring intently at me.

"Yes?" I wondered.

"Do you want to go out with me tonight?" he deadpanned, startling

me, and I froze on the spot trying to compose myself. I wasn't sure

what gave my initial thought away since I wasn't capable of keeping

track of my expression, but he seemed to catch said thought, since

the next moment, he spoke up, "No, not like that. I meant, you are

done with the semester, and I thought we'd go out and celebrate you

nailing my class, and Norwegian too."

The last three words seemed like an a erthought, but I ignored that

fact. He was flushed crimson.

"Right, of course," I stammered, feeling the blood prickling in my

cheeks as well, probably doing a promising job of making me blush,

"You caught me o  guard for a moment."

I was worrying my lower lip between my teeth, trying to ignore the

sudden feeling of disappointment, when he quirked an eyebrow at

me, asking, "So, that's a yes?"

I replied with an arched eyebrow as well, before mumbling, "I was

referring to the fact I caught what you meant. But, I would love to go

out."

He recovered like a champion, though a blush was still covering his

cheeks, as I was sure there was one covering mine. I on the other

hand, still had some di iculty breathing.

"Good, I'll text you the details," he confidently stated, before adding,

"My treat."

I was about to argue about that, and I could see in his expression he

expected just that, but a knock sounded at the door, and he smirked

at me in triumph.

"We'll see about that," I mumbled threateningly to myself, and turned

to leave, "Have a good day."

"I am sure I will," his reply came momentarily, and I shook my head at

him without looking back, knowing full well he was observing me,

before stepping outside the o ice. I smiled at one of my colleagues as

I bypassed him, and from the corner of my eyes I saw him stepping

inside Bård's o ice, but suddenly I didn't care about anything else,

but the night out with Bård. And, I was scared. Petrified would be a

much better description.

***

I ran past the hallway of the house, mumbling a greeting to Adela's

parents, before heading directly for the second floor and almost

violently knocking on the door of Adela's room. A very confused, and

sleepy Adela peeked upon opening the door, her hair mused in

numerous directions.

"What?" she groggily muttered, sending daggers through her barely

open eyes.

"You wanted to tease about your professor Sexy," I began without

hesitation, and I saw an immediate change in her. Instead of scowling

at me, she was actually listening what I had to say with the little

interest a sleepy person could hold. I wasn't blaming her. I was happy

to have at least that much of it, since a little of Adela's advices was

better than most of which I could give myself at the moment, so

knowing I held her interest, I proceeded, "He asked me out. Sort of." I

cringed, thinking I was probably blowing this out of proportion. "And,

I don't know what to wear. I need an expert, ergo you have five

minutes to get in my room." I turned on my heels, and headed for the

door of my room, knowing full well that it wouldn't take her long to

follow.

She proved my belief correct, when she walked in my room couple of

minutes later. I was pacing around, and she smirked at me, all the

reminders of sleep washed from her face. "Oh, you are really

hyperactive!" she noted, genuinely amused.

"No, I am not," I defended myself helplessly.

She rolled her eyes at me, commenting, "You nearly broke down my

door but five minutes ago, and now you are boring holes through the

floor. I know a hyperactive person, when I see one," at which point

she threw her hand in the air between us, showing her open palm at

me to stop me from another attempt at defending myself, and she

proceeded, "Now, what did he say?"

"Okay well first," I hastily began, denoting just how restless I truly

was, "he asked if I wanted to go out with him, and I didn't answer

because I freaked out. So, he rushed in to explain he didn't mean it

like that," I stopped, gulping for breath, before finishing my thought,

"and he said it was going to be a celebration only, and nothing more."

"Wow, you two fools are going to be the end of me," she exclaimed.

"Celebration my ass!"

"No, Adela. He did mean it," I stated.

"Oh, Jesus give me strength," she deadpanned, "People from outer

space can see how much he likes you, and I am sure even that damn

tree in the middle of the university knows you like him, but neither is

brave enough to make a move." She hu ed out a breath, gesturing

with her hands some thing or other, which I couldn't really detect. "It

is ridiculous," she finished with a theatrical exclaim.

"You think he likes me?" I mumbled, at which I received a very angry

confirmation.

Before I could process any of what she had just said, she was already

moving the conversation further, "Did he say where you were going?"

I shook my head. "He said he was going to text me."

"Good. Go take a shower and I will find some combinations for you to

wear," she nearly ordered, and I obeyed. As much as I feared leaving

Adela by the wardrobe, she had good taste and I trusted her to

choose something beautiful. I tried not to overthink details to the

very last one, and I gave in to the relaxing sensation of the lively

streams of hot water falling over me. I le  the bathroom reformed,

and to my surprise my nerves didn't begin to flutter again.

Being completely relaxed didn't last for long, since the feeling

morphed into dread when I entered my room and saw Adela hovering

over my phone, smirking mischievously.

I asked the first thing which sprang on my mind, "Oh God! What did

you do?"

She turned around, surprised to see me, but showing no remorse

whatsoever. I was about to repeat my question, when she finally

responded, "How little do you think of me? I did nothing."

"Why is my phone in your hand then?" I blinked repeatedly at her.

She smiled. "You got a text two minutes ago. It was from Bård."

I closed my eyes, hoping although she had had more than su icient

time, she hadn't responded with anything. As though she read my

mind, she provided, "I didn't respond anything. I just wanted to see

what he texted you."

"And?" I cocked an eyebrow at her.

"He is taking you to 'Hos Thea'. It is a really –" she stressed the word,

"romantic place."

At my eye roll, and outstretched hand, she handed me the phone. I

checked the message for myself, and was relieved to know I had

couple of hours to get ready. I looked up to find Adela grinning at me,

and I mumbled, "Weren't you here for a reason?"

"Yes, clothes," she said, motioning to the bed, where she had a few

combinations splayed already, and she began, "Considering where he

is taking you, I can already throw two of these out." She gathered up a

few articles of clothing and threw them in a pile on the bed behind

her. Sensing my uneasiness, she commented, "I will sort those out

a er you leave. So, first you could put on this white dress, with those

adorable brown heels you have, and I can totally borrow you my new

purse if you want."

I nodded at her enthusiasm, commenting, "I would think it a great

option, but that dress is not exactly the most comfortable thing I

have."

She looked at me with complete disappointment. "You don't want to

wear a dress?"

I shook my head hesitantly, waiting for her to throw a fit. To my

surprise she moved on with the next combination.

"How about these," she began, flashing creamy trousers before my

eyes, and proceeded, "With your black heels and this blouse. It is

quite elegant and it would fit perfectly, and I could still borrow you

my new purse. Please, say yes."

"Borrowing me your purse means that much to you?" I quirked an

eyebrow, and Adela shrugged as a response. I beamed at her,

confirming, "Very well. I am wearing that. Thank you for your help."

"Oh, I am not finished," she enthusiastically exclaimed, at which I

could respond only with a half-confused, half-frightened, "No?!"

She smirked, explaining, "I am fixing your hair and make-up."

"Fine," I mumbled, faking a pout.

***

Bård was true to his word, as he showed up to pick me up at the

agreed place exactly at quarter past five. If I could say my heart had

been rioting with expectation previously, as I desperately attempted

to convince myself we weren't exactly going out on a date and it was

him who pointed it out, the moment I saw Bård dressed in a suit and

greeting me with a heartwarming smile, all attempts at denying the

fact that my heart was trying to leave my body in a desperate thump

fell into the water.

I couldn't even say much, but simply gape. He looked delectable. In

every possible meaning that said word possesses. I had seen him in a

suit at the university – more than on one occasion, but it had never

been the complete attire, and it definitely hadn't been accompanied

by a daisy in his hand.

If the words 'dressed to kill' were unwitnessed for me by then, I had a

live incarnate of them before me at that very moment.

I barely got to return the smile he had addressed, and he was

standing before me, already starting a conversation, "Hey," he twirled

the flower between his fingers, proceeding, "this is for you."

He handed me the flower and I took it with a shy smile, aware of how

lucky I was to have make-up on, to cover my face and how flushed my

cheeks were rapidly growing to be. He seemed oblivious to my

thoughts, since he proceeded, "I am sorry, I had a few smart things to

say, but I didn't expect –" he interrupted himself, closing his mouth,

giving me the illusion he wasn't planning on continuing that thought,

so in his teasing style I provided, "Me to be here?"

He chuckled, shaking his head. "You to look –" he trailed o  again, so

I indulged him, "Like Adela got her hands on me and didn't let go

before dolling me up?"

"I was going to say so incredibly beautiful," he commented, holding

my gaze, and flashing me a bewitching smile, before continuing,

"But, I guess that would be the same thing." There was a moment of

silence, and I took one deep breath trying to calm my frantically

beating heart, when Bård questioned, "Shall we?"

Untrusting of my voice, I nodded, and when he opened the door of

his car for me, giving me his hand for support as I entered, I was

certain by the end of the night Bård would be the death of me, as I

simply couldn't ignore the very obvious conclusion that this was

indeed a date for him, no matter how he had labeled it earlier that

day.

He started the car, and within moments he was straightening on the

road. It was then when he asked the question, "So, how did Adela get

involved in this?"

I looked at him, grinning. "It was killing you, wasn't it?" I sardonically

wondered, mostly in an attempt to avoid the question or to prolong

the necessity of an answer long enough, as to come up with a version

which didn't involve the frantic, discomposed door-pounding.

He furrowed his eyebrows questionably, casting me a brief glance

and then averting his gaze back on the road, before murmuring,

"What do you mean?"

"Having to wait that long to enquire over the women's ritual of

getting ready, and her best friend making it all possible," I stated

cheerfully.

He attempted a laugh, but as he was aware I knew he was faking it, he

sco ed a breath and addressed me, "You dodged my question. I am

waiting for an answer."

I couldn't help but note to myself anew how spot on he was with that

assessment.

"She was in my room when you sent the text. And, since I wasn't

there, she read it," I informed him, settling for the closest thing to the

truth. I wasn't exactly lying, as it was how it happened, the

ungracefully loud banging on a sleeping person's door excluded. At

the expecting hum coming from Bård, I proceeded, "Of course from

there it progressed to an interrogation, and she managed to drain

every bit of information she wanted to know."

At that, Bård actually chuckled, and when I glanced in his direction I

could see he was absentmindedly nodding as well. A smile crept up

my lips involuntarily.

"I think there is a very small number of things which could stop her

from getting what she wants," he mused.

"Like what exactly?" I immediately wondered, before adding,

"Because I can't think of anything."

"Give me a moment and I will get back with that response," he simply

said.

"Oh, come on!" I exclaimed, forcing my hands not to flail

unnecessarily. "Admit it – you can't think of anything whatsoever."

"A New Year's Eve kiss," Bård suddenly deadpanned.

Well, that was unexpected.

"What?" I questioned within seconds – still digesting his words, but

before he could repeat himself, I continued, "I think that would make

her worse."

"I think the kiss on her lips would prevent her from speaking," he

pointed out, ever the wiseass.

I closed my eyes, and let the laughter – which had been building up in

me – out. I didn't even care if he would think it weird. I just couldn't

hold it in me anymore.

"There would probably be a short moment of silence, before she

would go o  as a rocket," I stated, and Bård chuckled at my words.

"And then she would begin to talk about how absolutely romantic

that is." I hu ed a breath.

"You sound as though you don't think it is romantic," he added in

astonishment.

I glanced at him, and a er biting on my lip, I stated, "And, you sound

surprised."

"I am," he confirmed.

"Let me explain then, and you can ditch my notion later as much as

you want."

Bård threw a brief glance in my direction. "I am all ears."

"I am not throwing the notion away completely. I have the dignity to

say that some settings can be very romantic," I elaborated.

He chuckled, before saying, "Everyone in this country can sense the

'but' now."

Wittily, I snarked, trying to regulate the snideness in my voice, "It is

more of a however."

I grinned at Bård, and he responded with a small smile himself.

"However, most normal people at New Year's Eve would be highly

intoxicated, or stoned. Sometimes it is both, and they'd dance with

their partner in a middle of a sweaty, crowded club where they don't

know anyone, including the person they are with," I paused,

contemplating whether it would be smart to say the next bit, but

upon glancing at Bård and seeing a smile on his face, there was no

way I wasn't going to provide the whole story, so I continued, "And,

then they would kiss at the stroke of midnight, and it is supposed to

be this Cinderella-like moment which will be special. A kiss that is

supposed to make butterflies flutter in your stomach, or something.

Yet, it is everything but perfect. In fact it is this sloppy, wet, disgusting

thing which shouldn't even classify as a kiss, and it happens with an

absolute stranger whose name you are not going to remember in the

morning, and he will have your puke on his shoes."

"Wow," was all Bård said, and then, "I think I just moved three out my

best ten moments in life to the worst ones."

I blinked at him, faking innocence. "Sorry, but you did ask."

"Nah," he chuckled, glancing at me as he said, "It was a valid enough

point."

"Also, first kisses on that night is a horrible choice," the words were

out – matter-of-factly – before I could stop them.

Bård looked at me, astonishment entirely detectable in his features.

"Why do you say that?" If the question's aim was to express his

outrage, it was a complete success.

"I apologize beforehand if I ruin another moment for you with this," I

paused. "I am giving you a chance to stop me now."

"Nope," he articulated on the p, before adding, "I want to know."

"If you like someone enough to want to kiss them so much, waiting to

do it under the pretense of a tradition which shouldn't be broken is

ludicrous."

"What if they arranged it?" Bård mumbled.

"But why?" I nearly whined, making a sound I would deny until my

last breath. "They like or love each other. So, why wait for a cliché

moment to make that first move, and why would one couple even

plan it. It is something that is supposed to happen spontaneously. I

look into his eyes, he looks into mine, and it is all it takes. If that

person is special it doesn't matter where you kiss them for the first

time, it matters how you do it."

I hadn't even noticed turning towards Bård to face him in my

explanations.

"You are a strange person," he commented, as he stopped the car,

before continuing, "But, I love it. And, we are here," he motioned to

something behind me, and I turned to look at the place. He was

getting out of the car when I began unbuckling my belt, and within

moments I stepped out of the car and joined him.

He was standing at a few feet distance, looking at me with partial

disapproval, and I raised an eyebrow in a questioning manner. He

provided, "I was going to open the door for you."

"Another cliché," I teased, and he gave a look as though I had just

ruined his life philosophy. "Ladies are perfectly capable of opening

the door for themselves," I elaborated in defense.

"But it is romantic," he whispered, and for a moment I thought I saw

him blush crimson. I shook o  that thought before it could preoccupy

my mind, as I tried to provide a retort, but came up empty-handed, so

I simply said, "I can't argue with that."

We walked inside the restaurant, and I was trying my hardest to

maintain my expression under control. The place was nothing short

of perfection – wonderful lightning, pleasant atmosphere and a light

melody running in the background of the noise. We were escorted to

our table, and the waiter joined us almost momentarily to take our

order. On my insistence, Bård ordered on my behalf, something he

thought I would like, and I didn't really mind. I didn't know half of the

dishes on the menu, and someone else's choice could be better than

making an educated guess.

"Now that you are done with the university," Bård began, "What is

your general opinion of it?"

"It was a lovely experience. I found everything I was looking for. A

getaway from home, a couple of friends," I stated, addressing him a

swi  smile, before narrowing my eyes, while adding, "and I bought

this really good book on architecture. It was a plus that I met the

author as well."

Bård chuckled. "Now you are just teasing."

"I am showing you that you are not the only one capable of it," I

mumbled, smirking, before leaning in – supported on my elbows,

whispering as though conveying a grand secret, "Also, I am not done

with the university."

"What do you mean?" he questioned, obviously puzzled.

"I was the only transfer that hadn't taken any course in the language,

so they divided the work I needed done in two." My elaboration was

cut short by the arrival of our order, and I waited for the waiter to

withdraw before I continued the explanation. "I have to finish that

here by the end of March, and then I will be able to go back home and

defend my theses."

Bård nodded, smiling. "So, if you are continuing Norwegian, you will

need a tutor again. Am I right?"

"Very observant," I sardonically noted, before taking a bite from my

plate. The bite was barely a moment in my mouth, and I was certain

Bård's order got him a point.

He smirked. "I am nothing but."

I bit my lip, not sure why, but nevertheless asking, "So, are you

o ering?"

"I might be," he confirmed, and suddenly I felt a weight li ed o  my

shoulders, one I didn't even know was there. "Are you interested?"

I nodded at his question, a irming, "I am not above taking you up on

it, if you are certain."

"It would be my pleasure," he replied, and we exchanged a small

smile.

We spent a few minutes in silence, indulging in the meal before us,

when he looked up at me with furrowed eyebrows. "So, if that is the

case, are you going home for the holidays and coming back, or?"

"I will be going home, yes," I mumbled. "Should be back before

February. Not sure when exactly, and it all depends on where my

paper stands."

"Are you having trouble with it?" Bård questioned.

"The usual amount, I suppose." I shrugged. "I am dreading the spell

check. I always hated those, but I will hand in a copy to mum and one

to Fred. Mum will do it out of love, and Fred for a prize, but it will be

covered."

"Sounds like a plan," he murmured.

I arched an eyebrow, smiling. "Nothing I haven't done before."

I barely even noticed the waiter was hovering there, the plates picked

up, and apparently waiting for our next order. Bård smiled, asking,

"What do you want for desert?"

"Surprise me," I deadpanned, and at Bård's raised eyebrow, I said,

"You did a good job out of the main course, I'd hate to see that talent

go to waste."

He briefly nodded, and ordered, something I paid no attention to, as

all I could think – now that we weren't conversing – was how blue his

eyes looked in contrast to his pink lips.

I shook those thoughts away when he looked at me again, trying to

convince my mind to keep from wandering in that direction. The

melody of a familiar song reached my senses, as the violin strings

mapped the music, and I smiled when the glint of recognition in

Bård's eyes told me he knew the song, as well.

Bård got up from his seat, and outstretching his arm, he let his palm

rest midair before me. "Would you like to dance?" he asked so ly.

Though usually I would have avoided it, my hand moved on its own

accord, and I whispered, "I would love to." Before I knew it, Bård's

protective hand resting on the small of my back was leading me

towards the small podium, and I felt more relaxed than I'd felt in

years.

He pulled me close the moment the lyrics began, and I felt his

soothing, calm voice singing in my ear, "When I am down, and oh my

soul so weary," he kept whispering the lyrics, and I could feel

goosebumps raising on my skin.

It was a slow sideway motion we interlaced in our steps, until the

chorus started for the second time, and the strength of it was

accentuated by Bård's sudden firm hold on my hand, as he spun me

around the floor. I could catch a glimpse of his smiling face each time

my eyes would be turned in his direction, and the ease with which he

cleared the way for my movements had me realize how good of a

dancer he actually was.

I was enjoying dancing again anew a er so, so long; until my

movement was suddenly cut o  as the melody eased down again,

and his le  hand was resting on my waist o ering support, and his

face was so close, his lips barely an inch away. His gaze was locked

with mine, and I could feel his breath hitching, as his exhale tingled

my skin. I breathed in, my eyes darting down to his lips and up again,

and I let the air out shakily.

"You are a great dancer," he commented, setting a distance between

us, and I once again found myself gently swaying with him.

I cleared my throat inaudibly, and commented, "I was about to say

the same thing about you," my eyes meeting his once again.

"I have people forcing me to dance for my show," he mumbled. "What

is your excuse?"

"My dad was a dancer," I whispered, not entirely sure why I was

sharing this fact with Bård, but certain he would hear it out. I needed

to get it out of my chest, talk about it and I have needed that for

years, only now did I find the person I was willing to share all with. I

cleared my hoarse throat, and proceeded, "He did it professionally

for eight years before he met mum. She wasn't used to the life of

moving around, so he gave up dancing to pursue her."

The music died away, and we were retreating to our table. The desert

was already waiting, and I couldn't stop the smile which quirked my

lips when I saw it was a chocolate cake. When Bård sat down as well, I

could see him expectantly looking at me, waiting for the rest of the

story.

"So when his little girl was able to walk on her own, he was ecstatic to

show her the world of dancing. It began as our time to have fun, and

it progressed to us choreographing routines and dancing in front of

the family on every holiday, special occasion and so on. When I

turned twelve he sat me down and said that if I chose to do it

professionally he would support me, and do his best so I could

develop my talent."

"So, did you go ahead with it?" Bård asked, his eyes scanning my face

determinately.

"I wasn't interested in dancing, as much as I was interested in

dancing with dad. I told him that, and he hugged me, saying he was

proud either way." I smiled fondly at the memory, and Bård did too.

"And, we never brought it up again."

"Do you think he missed it?" he wondered, before taking a bite from

his cake.

"He missed dancing with all his being, but he knew family mattered

the most. I think that is why he wasn't angry or disappointed in my

choice. Because, I wanted to keep it in the family." I was about to say

something I would mostly regret, so I was glad I cut the sentence

short before it even began, and I smiled at Bård. The smile he flashed

me back nearly had me regret not telling him this dance was the first I

had danced since dad's passing. Nevertheless, I looked down to finish

my desert.

Despite the wonderful evening I was really hoping to get home as

soon as possible, since my thoughts began growing wilder, and more

uncontrolled and insistent than ever before. I couldn't stop my eyes

from roaming down to Bård's lips as they mapped his face, and the

moment they would land there the thought of kissing them would

flash bright in my mind. And, it scared me because it was not the

usual desirous attraction, since I have known him long enough for

that initial lust to be already gone, so I was fully aware on how

di erent a level was I finding myself captured. I didn't want to kiss

him as an attractive person, I wanted to kiss him as Bård, and that

was starting to make no sense to me – how suddenly it appeared, so I

did the only thing I ever knew how, I craved escaping it all.

When Bård parked in front of Adela's house my mind was racing with

confusing thoughts I couldn't catalogue despite firmest attempts,

and my heart was so worked up that it didn't beat as it was proper.

We ended up standing face to face on the pavement, and I was

clutching the flower Bård had insisted on me taking, and I found the

ability in me to break the silence.

"I had a really nice time," I whispered, the words followed by a

sudden unnecessary silence – which I contributed to the heels-

induced pain my feet were in, and then I added, "Though I don't

really recall us mentioning any celebration even remotely related to

university."

"True," Bård mumbled through a smile. "But, you did say you have

Norwegian, and as for my class," he paused, and I could feel

anticipation burning inside of me with the desire to find out what was

hidden at the end of that line. "The flower was an apology for my

earlier enthusiasm, or lack thereof. I will miss my best student."

I chuckled, and as though he was waiting my permission for it, he

joined in. I looked up at Adela's window for a second, and when I

looked down Bård was way closer than I'd le  him, and I felt my feet

losing their stability on a completely di erent level, as my heart

stuttered menacingly. And, then he was speaking, and I was trying my

best to concentrate on the words instead of zeroing in on his

completely kissable lips.

"You know," he mumbled, his sky blue eyes darker in the nightlight.

"I, uhm," he stammered, as he locked his gaze in mine, "About that

kissing thing," he cut himself o , and he ran his fingers through his

hair. "It is kind of weighing on my mind." He moved closer, I slowly

took a step back, my gaze falling on his lips. "So, maybe. I mean, I was

thinking... Since it is torturing me."

He trailed o .

Another step closer, and as I stepped back, I found myself backed up

against his car with nowhere to go, as Bård was closing in on me, "I

would want it to," even closer, "stop doing so."

His body was almost pressed against mine, close enough for me to

feel the warmth radiating from his body, and yet far enough for me to

be lacking his touch. He leaned in, his hand finding the way to my

cheek, and I felt his breath getting warmer, as he grew closer with

each new second. My chest tightened in anticipation, my breath

becoming shallow. His lips were almost on mine, a ghost of

connection, and I was already giving under the so  sensations of his

breath, as he gently and slowly moved his palm to the back of my

neck.

And, I wanted him to kiss me, and somehow the moment made me

realize it was desire cooking in me for months, and yet my hand

rested on his chest, pushing him away moments before he managed

to seal the kiss. The hurt which flashed through his eyes as he took a

step back at my hushed 'no' was the same hurt I felt for doing what I

did. But, I needed to be entirely sure of what I felt, before I would

even allow myself to cross that line.

I had to make sure I knew everything to be known. I wasn't willing to

risk my heart again on losing someone who would be sorely missed,

not if I was to lose myself as a consequence. I was barely back on my

feet, as it was. And, though pushing him away was painful, to the

point of agony mostly when his expression shi ed into something

closed o  and unreadable, it wasn't nearly as painful as a

misunderstanding would have been. Pushing him away carried regret

at most – as one couldn't miss something never had. Kissing him

would have been tearing myself to bits. At least, so I thought. So, I

hoped.

"Catherine," he attempted, but I moved past him, whispering, "I am

sorry Bård. Good night."

I couldn't look him in the eyes, as I walked away, not looking back.

I heard his response seconds before I closed the door of the house,

and without even considering I moved up the stairs, and into my

room. I closed the door behind me, and leaned against it. And, then I

was back at the car – Bård there against me, and me almost

struggling to breathe, and I wanted it even though I wasn't there. I

wanted it more than before, and I closed my eyes, feeling his breath

against my lips, and I was crying.

I knew if I were given another shot at it, I would have kissed him

without stopping myself, because as I rested my head against the

door of my room, unkissed, I was sure of the one thing I had been

trying to sort through for a couple of weeks.

I hurt more because he hurt. That was something I feared

unexplainably.

I was in love with Bård Ylvisåker. And, I was past the initial phases. I

was in it deep.
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