
Catherine: Comfortably Numb

My entire body was relaxed as I immersed from the depth the night

had taken me to, a yawn sneaking past my lips, forcing me to readjust

my head on the pillow – which was... Shit. I froze at the warm comfort

of Bård's chest under my head, as memories began to flood back.

Heartbeat thumping a tenfold, I bit my lower lip as to stop a whimper.

The reaction was a fact bringing to my attention my own weaknesses

regarding Bård, ones which I had taken no notice of. I chased the

thoughts away, focusing back on the warmth emanating from Bård.

There was no denying the night before had happened, nor the

vivaciousness of our actions – certainly not when I was lying naked

against Bård, with my head resting over his chest and my hand over

his abdomen, as his fingers were entangled in my hair.

Both of us in our naked glory, and Bård relaxed under my frame had

my head spinning, and then sanity kicked in and had me realize how

much I'd dreaded this moment. It was not the intimacy of the

embrace I dreaded, I didn't fear waking up in his bed – I feared it

could be all a trick from that desire of mine, and a moment of lust for

him.

'Besides, how are you supposed to go about the day a er with your

professor?' my mind traitorously provided, in consequence making

my breath hitch. It seemed a work of my own doubts, quite e iciently

pulling me away from feeling comfortable, and then I shi ed to look

at Bård's face.

I held my breath until my eyes landed on his sleeping form, as I'd

expected him to be awake. Slowly, trying not to wake him up, I

pushed myself o  the mattress and not flickering my eyes from

Bård's, I hesitated if I should wake him up with a kiss – his lips looking

more inviting than humanly possible.

Tentatively I brushed over his chest before moving my hand to grip

the duvet and then, making as little noise as possible, I parted away

from Bård and got up, pulling the covers over him again. Ignoring the

lump in my throat I turned around to find my discarded clothes, and

began pulling one article a er another over me.

I couldn't help but wonder why I was doing that to Bård, and what he

would think upon finding the bed empty – yet somehow I still felt as

though he would only feel relief, and he would be right to. I was torn

between what my heart deemed as right and what my mind

considered as such – it was that last thought what eased my decision

– and a er putting on the last cloth, I le  the room as soon as I picked

up all my things.

Before exiting the room, I looked back towards him and whispered, "I

am sorry, Bård."

Grabbing my purse from the living room, I slipped outside his house,

and thinking I would need a walk to clear my thoughts decided I

should head down the street. A gentle breeze greeted me once I

stepped out, and I ran down the driveway, as though distancing

myself from the house, from Bård would make me less inclined to feel

the way I did.

Gulping, I wiped away the beginning of a tear, clearing my throat

through a cough and wishing to be under my bed covers, trying to

forget how overwhelming, emotional, igniting, real last night was.

And, how it was lost in just a beat. How I regretted it and was unable

to change it without regretting it even more.

***

Gulping for air, I walked inside the house, glad everyone seemed to

still be retired and headed up to my room, closing the door behind

me and breathing out a sigh of relief. First thing was getting under the

shower to attempt and wash away Bård's touch, to remove from my

body the gentle glide of his fingers over my skin causing goose

bumps to erupt and to forget how his lips felt ghosting my neck.

The water was rolling down my body, my eyes closed and I still felt

Bård's palm on the nape of my neck, his tongue rolling against mine

before they made their descend, Bård's grazing bites on my

collarbone. The burning of my entire body as I felt him entering me.

I groaned at the memories, shaking them o  as I turned o  the water

and stepped outside the shower. Heading back in the room, I grabbed

my phone – unable to feel remorse for doing it so late – and dialed

home. I needed to check how Fred's trip back had been.

"Hello," my mother's voice spoke, once the phone was picked up.

Taking a breath, and pretending I felt anything but entirely miserable,

I greeted back with fake cheerfulness, "Hi, mum. I'm sorry I am calling

this early, but I wanted to check up on Fred. He got home okay?"

"Yeah, I picked him up last night," she replied right away. "He's been

telling me things."

Trying to ignore the thoughts of Bård, I returned with a teasing tone,

"Are you conspiring against me?"

"He said he had a wonderful time," mum provided, ignoring my

remark. She knew I already was familiar with the answer. "He also

said Bård was really nice."

Humming in approval, I was otherwise mute in the face of her words,

a gnawing guilt inside me wild as the desert wind.

"Are you okay?" mum inquired, just when I thought she was unaware

of how I felt.

Biting on my lip, I spared just enough time to make sure she wouldn't

suspect anything, which too quick a reply or hesitation would bring.

"Yeah, just a bit tired. Fred knows how to drain my energy to the

maximum."

"Are you sure, Kate? You sound a bit o ," she murmured in the phone,

and I felt chills covering my back in a form of a sentiment I was yet

unfamiliar with.

My mother wasn't the person I wanted to discuss it – the mode of my

relationship with Bård, or rather a lack of thereof – with, but before I

could help myself, I sighed and blurted, "I slept with Bård."

I could practically hear the wheels rolling in my mother's head,

jumping to all sorts of conclusions, I was sure I didn't want

mentioned, so I proceeded, "Last night a er we dropped o  Fred, we

went back to his place, and it just happened."

"Oh, honey," she sighed.

Rising my hand to pinch the bridge of my nose, I added, "And, it was

amazing." I cringed at my choice of words, but there was no taking it

back, so I just swallowed dryly and awaited for the response.

My mother's surprise was evident upon her inquiry, "Why do you

sound so dejected then?"

"Probably something to do with the fact I snack out this morning."

"Oh, but Katie. Why?"

A tear slipped down my le  cheek, and I didn't have the strength to

wipe it away.

"I don't think he would ever be in it for the full ride, mum. I mean he

was my professor, and he probably sees me like something brief until

I return home, and I am not – I am in for a full ride," I paused briefly,

feeling the relief of sharing wash over me. It'd been a long time since

I'd shared. And, it felt good, albeit awkward. "I like him. More than I

dared admit to myself, and it's boarding love. I am afraid if I'd stayed,

sooner or later, he would want me gone. I am afraid that if I allowed

myself to love him, he wouldn't love me back."

"I wish I could hug you now Kate, and make sure you know

everything will be fine," mum provided, not trying to comment on my

hu  of disbelief, "but how can you be sure he doesn't feel the same as

you do?"

Coming up short for much else, I gave my best assumption, "He's too

rational to allow any a ection for a person living in a di erent

country."

I wished my declaration to have sounded more convincing than it

had, and that my words weren't as much of a question as they

appeared to be. Once mum answered, I knew those words could have

been stony and completely believable, and yet she would have made

them crumble.

"So are you, and yet here you are."

"Yeah, I guess so," I murmured. "Hey, I am gonna go. I want to rest a

little, and then I have to study. Thanks for hearing me out, okay?"

"Okay, Katie. If you need anything, give me a call, okay?"

I nodded silently, before remembering mum couldn't see me. "Yeah.

Love you, mum."

"Love you too."

I cut the call short even before I brought my phone down. Placing it

on the table, I splayed over the bed, trying to relax for a moment and

avoid the horrible headache threatening to soon overpower me. I was

merely moments from sinking into the mattress to surrender into the

slumber of sleep, when my phone buzzed.

I got up only enough to grab it from the table and settled back on the

bed, before opening the message.

Hey, is everything alright? You weren't here when I woke up, so I got

worried. Call me

My thumb twitched over the screen in a necessity to reply, but I was

both stubborn and unwilling, so I locked my phone and threw it back

over the nightstand.

I registered three more texts before I allowed restless sleep to

overpower me.

***

A knock on my door woke me up, and once I managed to battle from

under the duvet, I stifled a yawn upon inquiring, "Yes?"

Adela's head poked inside. "Can I come in?"

I nodded briefly, clearing my hoarse throat, before another wave of

sleepiness overtook and I ended up throwing a hand over my lips to

cover another yawn.

Adela quirked an eyebrow at me, "You slept well?"

"Well enough, I suppose," I simply confirmed, running a hand through

my hair and cracking my neck, as I sat up, supporting my back

against the headboard.

"So," Adela drew out the syllable tauntingly, "where were you last

night?"

My head snapped up, as I looked at her directly. So much for

inconspicuousness.

"I –," my words failed me, as I was unable to think of a proper excuse

close to the truth, yet without including Bård in the story, and I felt

my face heating up on its own.

Which of course, didn't go unnoticed, making Adela inquire, "You

were –?"

"I am pretty sure you already know," I provided with a shrug, realizing

that maybe it would be a good idea to actually talk to her regarding

the events from the previous night.

Nodding, she didn't fail to question. "Bård?"

"Yeah," I murmured.

Adela squealed, "So, where did you guys go?"

"We went bowling with Fred, and then we took him to the airport,

and we ugh," I paused, bringing my hands up only to rest them on my

shoulders, and dig my fingers in my flesh. The words I wanted to

provide, only ended up being a few groans in succession.

"You," Adela prompted, and I looked up at her, sighing in defeat as I

finished my thought, "We went back to his place."

"Oh my God, are you for real?" Adela's enthusiasm was as blinding as

was her smile.

"And, we slept together."

Flailing with her hands around, she exclaimed, "Holly shit!"

"And, I snuck out this morning."

That was the point of turn of events.

"What?" disbelieving, she inquired.

"And, I've been ignoring his texts."

"Why? What did he say?"

"I read only the first but he was super sweet."

Not a second later she snatched my phone from the nightstand, and

said, "Aw, five missed calls and three texts."

"Adela, please," I pleaded.

"' Hey, is everything alright? You weren't here when I woke up, so I got

worried. Call me', that is adorable," Adela chirped.

"Can you not?" I begged.

"No, I am reading them out loud," she pointed out, turning her finger

at me accusingly, "and then we are discussing your shitty behavior

towards him." And, whatever she had planned to say next was

dismissed, by her need to squeal, "Oh, God. Then he wrote, 'Did

something come up? Call me'. Well, aside from him," Adela pointed

out with a cocked eyebrow, "I am sure nothing came up."

I groaned at the implication of her words, yet she remained

unimpressed and vehement on her task.

" 'Did I do something wrong? Please call me,'" she read out again,

flipping a strand of hair over her shoulder, and uncaring for my

displeased expression, proceeded, "And then, 'Please, I am worried.

At least let me know if everything is okay. If you are okay. Kate?'"

"Adela, there was a reason I didn't read those texts," I provided, trying

to bypass the lump in my throat. Biting my lower lip, I gulped a

breath, before biting out, "You are aware of it, correct?"

Unfazed by my tone, she half-stated, half-questioned, "So, you are

telling me you walked out on a guy who could quit academia to

become a model, who shares the same passion as you, is starkly

smart, has a great sense of humor and is an absolute sweetheart to

you?"

I remained silent, unable to come up with a response.

Adela's disbelieving voice echoed from the room. "What is the matter

with you?"

"I'm here for another couple of months at most, Adela," I began,

shrugging as I fixed my gaze on Adela's. "I'd like to remember

whatever we had as something that could have been at better

circumstances, than as something that failed being because of the

ones we are at."

"Did that crazy brain of yours even make any sense out of those

thoughts?"

Pursing my lips, I glared, before I blurted, "What do you mean?"

"You'd rather ignore him and ruin a chance at a great friendship in the

least, then talk to him and have the opportunity to build something

more?"

The thought I'd do anything to keep the idea of Bård liking me alive in

my memory, than finding out he'd never be able to love me, crossed

my mind at that point. Instead, "We will never build something more,

Adela. This is as far as it goes."

"I give up!" she proclaimed, exaggeratedly throwing her hands up in

the air, "You have o icially lost it." Shaking her head judgingly at me,

she proceeded more calmly, "He is absolutely smitten with you."

"No, he is not," I denied, thinking, ' He couldn't be.'

"Yes, he is," she insisted, "Just talk to him, please. For both your

sakes."

"I am doing this for our sakes." Taking a deep breath, I concentrated

completely on the prevention of snapping at my friend for trying to

be there for me. Thus, I ran my palm over the back of my neck,

digging my fingers in the flesh there in attempts to ease the tension

there at least a little. Adela was aware I had something else to add, so

a er the initial hesitance, I confessed, "If I fall for him just a tad more,

there is no going back, okay?"

"And, what? You are scared?"

"I am, because I can get out from this hurt. What I fear more, however,

is hurting him."

"Bård's last relationship ended up with disaster. She –" Adela

attempted, but I cut the short with the words, "I know the story."

"Did he tell you that?" she wondered, a small smile on her lips.

I didn't see a reason to lie to her. "Yes."

"Well, he trusted you enough to share that. And, he trusted you even

more by sleeping with you, because that way he gave you a way to

bring him to the ground, which you clearly took." She sounded

disappointed in me, and her tone of voice sent chills down my spine.

"Do you think a er his last relationship he'd just go around and sleep

with whomever?"

"I –" I attempted, but all words died on my lips.

"A er Maya, he was never photographed with a woman in public," she

stated, getting up from her seat, and headed for the door, only to stop

short of it and a er casting a glance at me over her shoulder, ask,

"You still think your silence isn't hurting him, then?"

With those words she was out the door, and I was le  with absolute

silence and a su ocating void in my chest.

***

I knew it was late, but I couldn't wait until the following morning to

talk to Bård. Thus, I found myself standing at his doorstep, hesitant to

ring the bell. I needed to do this face to face. I needed to apologize to

him in person.

I noticed my hand was shaking as I reached towards the doorbell, but

I ignored it in favor of pressing over the switch. A long minute

stretched by, and I couldn't suppress the necessity to ring again. The

second time around I was also met with a closed door.

Certain, that Bård either didn't want to see me or wasn't home in the

first place, I headed down the driveway. I walked along the street,

towards a small restaurant down the road I'd taken notice of a few

times, with the intention to have a drink before trying to find him at

his place once again.

I'd barely halved the distance to the place, when a familiar voice

pronouncing my name caught my attention, making me look up from

my feet.

Bård was standing a few feet away, looking at me in a way I couldn't

decipher.

"Hey," I provided dumbly.

A shy smile was all the response I received.

"I was at your place just now," I stated, considering how to go about

what had urged me to ignore him throughout the entire day. My voice

was a whisper, when I said, "Bård, I am sorry."

Shrugging slightly, he shook his head slightly, "It's fine."

Reaching out hastily, but stopping myself mid-step, I provided, "No, it

is not." Realizing how he must have perceived my initial apology, I

rushed to elaborate, but all I managed was a, "Bård, no!"

Bård visibly flinched back, and I rushed into a babble, "It's not how I

meant that. Not how I planned this to go. I –, shit."

"I've never heard you curse so much before," he stated, voice a tad

hoarse.

I let a breathless laughter escape me, then shi ed on my feet.

Taking a breath, I placed my hands at the hem of my shirt, to prevent

them from fidgeting by my side, and continued, "I am not sorry about

what happened between us, okay? I am sorry about leaving this

morning, and not responding to your calls and messages."

"Kate, if it is something you regret, then –"

He never managed to finish, because I stepped up in his personal

space, curling my fingers in the collar of his shirt, as I explained, "I

wouldn't, and I couldn't regret the best thing that has happened to

me in a long time. I was afraid, and I panicked. I know it is not much

of an excuse, and the way I behaved was unpardonable. What I am

trying to say is that what I did was wrong, and I am sorry. And, as

cliché as it sounds, it really wasn't you. It's –"

I didn't manage to continue, because Bård's lips were pressed against

mine within seconds, and his arms wrapped around my waist as he

pulled me flush against his body. His lips tingled as they danced over

mine, and I grabbed onto his shoulder blades, urging him closer.

Pulling him to me. The last coherent thought I'd managed to perceive

was that Adela had been right, and I owed her an apology.

Bård's kiss was still sweet, so I groaned into it and coaxed his lips

open, to delve my tongue in his mouth filthily in order to provoke an

equal reaction from him. He seemed to catch up with my wish,

responding in kind with his own flicker of tongue.

I ground my hips against his roughly, trailing one hand up to tangle

my fingers in his hair, messing it up even more that it already was.

And, when he ground his hips in return against mine, I couldn't avoid

grinning in the kiss.

And, I was happy. And, crazy in love.

Everything was perfect. The night sky above us, the cool breeze

around us and the heat between us.

Continue reading next part 
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