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            Cabin Fever Part 1: 

Written in Stone
      

            Summer 1968
      

         

         Sally put on her new, white Vanity Fair panties and the equally new turquoise nylon nightgown. The nightgown was light as a spider’s web, and it draped flatteringly over her small breasts and narrow hips. The short, fluttering sleeves camouflaged her strong shoulders a bit. She looked in the mirror. She was shaped like a ballerina, and there was no denying it. Then, a few drops of Elizabeth Arden’s Blue Grass on strategic places. Otis had given her the perfume after her last show in May.

         Otis had already gone to bed. He was reading The Story of a Soul by the Catholic nun Thérèse de Lisieux. Sally crawled into bed with him with a sigh. They had arrived at the cabin that night, and she was looking forward to the holiday, which promised the start of an entirely new chapter of their life. Otis looked at her and smiled. Then he turned back to his book and continued reading. She let her hand wander under his blanket, found an opening between the buttons of his pyjama top and let her hand wander over his smooth chest. Otis put the book on the night table, took off his glasses and turned off the bedside lamp.

         “I’m so tired.” He kissed her forehead.

         “Goodnight, hon.” He rolled over to his side so that she could see the silhouette of his back against the bright night behind the white curtain.

          
      

         The next morning, the air was fresh and smelled like wet sand. Large, transparent fish eggs lay on the beach, surrounded by long v-shaped tracks from the tide. Otis had still been asleep when she left the cabin. In the distance, Sally could see a few perky walkers getting slowly closer, but other than them, the beach was empty. She took a deep breath and her feet, and her entire body suddenly felt like dancing. Oh, the first lessons at the bar. Joy spread through her entire body. First position, second, third. And then: plié, changement, grande battements. It had been a long time, but even now, she could feel the life in every fibre of her body, exactly as she did when she was six years old. She could not help getting in the fourth position. It was just for a short while – and without the arms en Haute, which made her lose her balance and made her chuckle quietly with laughter.

         When she looked down again, she saw it. One more for her collection. A small, water-polished flint with a chalk-embedment. The embedment was shaped like a J.

         There was someone on the dune, by the Sea Room, she realised. It looked like Doctor Black. Her doctor who also happened to be one of their holiday neighbours. She recognised his tall figure and the big, thick hair that neither comb nor grease could get under control. Sally raised her hand to wave at him, but he did not see her. He was gazing over the green-blue sea.

          
      

         “Look what I found,” she said back in the cabin, where Otis was reading the paper in his blue-striped pyjamas.

         “Mhm,” he said and sent her a quick look.

         “It’s nice. Isn’t your collection getting quite big?”

         “I don’t know. I have many letters — fewer with numbers. I think the number-ones are rarer. Or maybe I’m just not good at spotting them.”

         “Mhm. I made tea.” He pointed to the orange tea cosy.

         She had succeeded in smuggling it into the cabin. The teapot, on the other hand, had been in the house since Otis’ grandparents’ time, and so had the white porcelain with the bright blue flowers.

         “Thank you, Otis,” she said, went over to him and bent down to kiss him on his cheek,

         He turned his head away, just a few millimetres, but she had felt his manoeuvre. She grabbed a few slices of bread and found cheese and milk in the tiny fridge. At the lunch table, she grabbed the paper and pretended to read it.

         Then she put it down.

         “Otis, what’s wrong?”

         He looked up. His face was tight.

         “Nothing,” he answered. “Why do you always think something’s wrong?”

         “You’re rejecting me,” she said quietly.

         “When do I do that?” he puckered his eyebrows.

         “Last night. Just now.”

         He sighed and folded his paper, put it on the table: “You know how I’ve been praying a lot recently. And now God has spoken to me.” He became quiet.

         “And?” she said.

         “I have to abstain for the next two years.”

         “Abstain? But you rarely drink alcohol as it is.”

         “It’s not about alcohol, Sally. I have to be celibate.”

         “Celibate? But why? Your congregation isn’t Catholic. They can’t make you do that.”

         “This has nothing to do with my congregation. This is about God’s plans for me,” Otis answered.

         “But what about our plans?”

         “I can’t defy God,” he answered.

         “How will we…?” she could not finish the sentence.

         “We can do that later.”

         “I’m almost 40.” She felt her eyes getting warm.

         “No, Sally. Stop blubbering,” he said. As usual, his voice was mild, and only his words had gotten sharp. “God comes first. And you knew that when you married me.”

          
      

         After breakfast, she went back to the beach. Otis did not want to come he had to pray again. A few people were swimming, and some were walking. She put her green towel by the dunes and took off her beach dress. She was wearing the white bathing suit under it, and she ran directly to the edge of the water, kicked off her sandals and ran into the breakers. The water was cold, but she clenched her teeth and threw herself into the waves. Patience was a virtue, she thought while she swam along the coastline. And Otis had been patient with her. Her mother-in-law liked to remind her of that often, and her mother had agreed with her. Most women in her generation, ballerinas or not, had given up their work and careers to take care of their homes after getting married. But Otis had accepted her wish to remain a solo dancer after the wedding. He was unusual in that way. Maybe she had to be patient with him now.

         Maybe it did not matter that much. Their erotic life had never been vivacious. She swam back, walked on land. She did not feel patient. She bent down to pick up her sandals and hurried back to her towel. She could feel anger towards Otis stirring inside of her. Maybe running would make it better. Full steam ahead. She knew the area like the back of her hand, and she should have paid more attention. But the thoughts whirled around in her head, and she forgot everything about the almost-buried bunker from WW2 you had to walk around on the beach. Her right big toe banged into the concrete. She lost her footing and fell. Sally gave a sharp and shrill scream when a piece of a broken shell buried itself in her left hand.

         She was immediately back on her feet. It was something ballerinas had to be able to do, and she ran on hoping no one had seen her little accident. Then she saw the blood dripping onto the sand. It did not hurt much, but the blood was running out like a tiny, red waterfall. How would she make it to her towel without leaving a dramatic trail of red after her? She held her hand to the pleated fabric of the bathing suit and suddenly looked like she had been stabbed.

         “Let me help you,” a deep voice sounded close to her.

         She looked up and into the eyes of James Black.

         “You doctors find patients everywhere, don’t you,” she said and tried smiling. He unbuttoned his short-sleeved, white shirt with ease, took it off and wrapped it around her hand.

         “The shirt can be washed. Your hand is more important. Come home with me. We’ll get you fixed up.”

         “No, that’s okay. I can’t disturb you and your wife so early in the morning. I can manage.”

         “My wife is out of town for a few days, so you’re not disturbing anyone, Mrs Bay. Come on. Is your towel up there?”

         She nodded but was still hesitant. He grabbed her elbow and led her with calm doctor-like authority. She could feel the warmth emanating from his bare arm and chest. She was not used to doctors with so much skin showing. And what skin. The light brown glow from the sun and stiff muscles and veins. Doctor Black looked utterly different from Otis with the light, freckled skin and narrow frame. And Black was taller than Otis – and a lot taller than her male colleagues from the ballet company too. She had never been in the Sea Room, Black’s cabin, before. It had been empty for a long time, until James Black’s young wife had inherited it from her grandparents, about the same time as she had gotten married.

         It was one of the smallest cabins in the area. Only one room with a small kitchen and entryway, but it was light and airy and decorated with white walls, light furniture and thin lace curtains.

         “Sit down here, Mrs Bay,” Black said and pointed to a white wicker chair.

         He went into the kitchen, and she could hear him wash his hands thoroughly for a long time. She looked around the cabin. A small collection of letterpresses was in the window, all blue. There were also some tiny rocks that Sally would like to get a better look at, but she could not go snooping around like this in a stranger’s house, and especially not when she was just a patient. There was a wide bookcase at one of the walls. She was filled with books from floor to ceiling. Works by old, Danish authors like Emil Aarestrup, Henrik Pontoppidan and Johannes Jørgensen, but there were some newer ones among them as well, like Leif Panduro and Klaus Rifbjerg. On the table was Frank Jæger’s latest collection of poems, Idylia, which was also currently on her nightstand.

         Black collected his medical bag and sat down next to her on a chair. He took her hand, unwrapped the shirt-bandage and turned her wound towards the light from the window. With gentle movements, he cleaned the wound with water, looked at it carefully, found a pair of tweezers and rummaged around. She breathed through her teeth. It hurt.

         “Sit still!” He pressed her hand towards his midriff, stabilised his work area.

         Usually, his Danish was perfect, but she could hear his Norwegian origins. Something about how he pronounced the vowels. His chest was still bare, and her thumb and lower arm leaned against the naked, warm skin. She could feel his heart beating, and she was sweating. She looked away, gazed around the living room, but her gaze returned to him, landed on his legs. He was wearing khakis, his thighs and calves were covered with light, golden hair, and the same colour hair was scattered on top of his chest. Otis had no chest hair, and the hairs on his arms and legs were few and very light. She had to go home.

         “I think it’s fine now,” she said. “I should probably…”

         She became dizzy, her hand and arm had left trails of sweat on Black’s chest and stomach. The hand was bleeding again, and it ran too fast for him to catch it with a piece of cotton wool. Her blood was on his skin, ran down his stomach, past his belly button, onto his pants, which immediately sucked the red liquid.

         “Are you feeling okay?” he said sharply.

         “You have to lie down.” He put her other arm around his neck, grabbed her around the waist and lifted her to her legs.

         Then he supported her to the other end of the living room, where he lay her down on what she thought must be the couch, but which turned out to be his and his wife’s bed with a grey blanket and big, white pillows.

         “No, no, it’s fine. I don’t have to lie down,” she said. “And my bathing suit is still damp. I’ll ruin your bed.”

         “I can’t have you fainting on the floor. You’ll hit your head,” he said as he lifted her legs on the bed and made her comfortable.

         His grip on her legs and shoulders was firm. He grabbed his medical bag and chair and started treating her wound again. He smelled of pipe tobacco, fir and something undefinable, which felt very comfortable. He had lines at his mouth, strong brows and a defined chin and nose. The skin around his eyes revealed that he had smiled a lot, but the bags under his eyes told another story. Nonsense, Otis would have said. You cannot possibly tell anything about people from the bags under their eyes. But Sally knew.

         Then, of course, there were James Black’s eyes. She had never noticed their colour before. Green, green like the pieces of glass she had found at the forest floor by an old glass factory from the 1500s with her former boyfriend. She would never forget that day in the forest, even though those glass pieces had gone missing a long time ago. It had been special. Connectedness with the past, but more than that, a connectedness with life. One, which she could not explain, but sensed, while she picked green glass from under the large beeches. And now, the colour was here again. Shimmering and bright in a pair of male eyes that were observing her wounded hand.

         And she was lying there in a bathing suit in his bed, while he was wearing shorts and working on her body. He had big, strong hands, and she could see a web of vaguely green veins under the brown skin. Suddenly, his gaze changed direction, and he looked directly into her eyes, keeping eye contact. His eyes did have the most unusual colour, and it was as if they knew something about her, something even she did not know.

         “You’re done.” He turned her hand so she could see the band-aid.

         “Let’s continue with more pleasant things.” He smiled with his white, straight teeth.

         “Pleasant?” She stuttered.

         “I’ll make us a cup of tea.”

         “Oh.” She smiled vaguely.

         “No, Doctor Black, I should get home.” She tried to stand up.

         “No, you have to stay put for a while. You’re still very pale,” he said firmly. He walked away, and she heard him shuffling around the tiny kitchen.

         She stayed where she was. Above the bed was a shelf with a large bottle of Chanel No. 5 and red nail polish. There was also a bottle of Old Spice. Maybe that was the smell she could sense around Doctor Black. The tea that Black brought in, in large, ceramic cups, smelled lovely but he put them down on the coffee table and walked emptyhanded to the bed. He bent over her and touched her shoulder carefully. His face came closer, and she felt her breathing stop.

         “You have a wound here as well,” Black said.

         She breathed out and exclaimed a tiny gasp. He looked at her for a long time. Then he opened the medical bag, bent over her again, rinsed it and put a band-aid on it. The smell was Old Spice. His breath was against her face and neck. It smelled of fresh peppermint, but also of a warm, living being. Of a man. She sat up with a start when he finished bandaging her wounds. Sprang to the coffee table, grabbed a cup and took a sip.

         “Thanks for the coffee,” she said, took her beach dress from the coat hanger and put it on while she struggled with her sandals.

         Just before she closed the door behind her, she heard James Black’s voice,

         “Am I that bad at making tea?”

         “I fell on the beach,” she said when she came back to the cabin.

         Otis turned around in his chair. She pointed to the band-aids on her hand and shoulder.

         “Doctor Black came by and helped me,” she added.

         “Dear god,” Otis said. “You can’t go around falling like that.”

         “I was running.”

         “Why? You should take care of yourself.” He looked at her with worry in his eyes.

         His auburn hair was the same colour as the freckles on his nose. She smiled and walked behind his chair, put her arms around his chest, kissed his hair, his cheek and then she let her hands slide down over his shirt-clad chest. He froze, turned away his head, removed her hands.

         “Sally. You know, celibacy. I’ve already started.” He lifted the paper, started turning the pages.

         “It’s annoying,” Otis said when she came back from her morning walk on the beach the next day.

         “Someone keeps on calling, but they hang up every time I answer the phone.”

         “Can’t you just unplug it?” Sally said.

         “No, it could be someone from the congregation. They could need me.” He disappeared into the kitchen, closed the door after himself.

         They would not be eating breakfast together today, then. They had gotten a phone at the cabin because of the congregation. Sally would have preferred it not being there. A cabin was not supposed to have a phone. But, the congregation often had problems handling things without their charismatic founder, so she had had nothing to say about the matter. Sally made a tray for herself and moved to the terrace. She armed herself with a few old tabloids. Then the phone rang in the hallway. Otis did not react, so she went to answer it.

         “It’s James Black,” the deep voice in her ear said. “I just wanted to hear how you were feeling?”

         “I didn’t know you had a phone in your cabin,” she said.

         “I don’t,” he answered. “I’ve biked to the phone box by the shop.”

         The door to the office clicked open. Otis poked out his head. “Who is it?” he shouted with furrowed eyebrows.

         “Talk to you later,” Black said in her ear. There was a click.

         “It was just a wrong number,” she said to Otis and hung up.

         Otis disappeared into his office again. She could not stop smiling.

          
      

         Later, the same day, she walked by the ice cream shop, and she randomly saw a photo of a Saint Bernhard dressed as a doctor. She bought it, and a stamp borrowed a green Bic-pen and wrote: “I forgot to thank you for your help. So, Thank you.” No signature. She put down James Black’s name and address and mailed the card before she could regret it.

         The next morning the phone rang again.

         “You’re welcome,” James Black said and hung up.

         She laughed silently.

          
      

         After that evening’s coffee, Sally and Otis went for a walk on the beach. They stopped to look over the white-purple ocean, towards the purple clouds that blurred the sun, so it looked like a crimson silk ball that had been thrown there by a Chinese Child Emperor. Otis did not like it when Sally said things like that. God’s creations should not be referred to as toys, he would say. But his dismissals and this celibacy-project had inserted themselves as hard balls of ice in her stomach.

         “It’s because of the child, too,” she exclaimed. “We agreed we would try becoming parents when I retired from ballet.”

         “It’s been years since we discussed that,” Otis said. “And I thought you wanted to teach now? The theatre offered you that job at the ballet academy, and it sounded like you were thinking of accepting it.”

         “I could teach until the baby comes, and then come back once the child is about six months old.”

         “Who’s supposed to take care of the child, then? Do you think I’m going to take time off?” he laughed.

         “No, of course not. But we could hire a nanny.”

         He sighed deeply.

         “It doesn’t add up, Sally. First, you wanted to dance away your best years, then you want a child, but you don’t want to take care of it yourself, because now you have to teach other people to dance. I don’t think we should try for a child at all when you’re so uninterested in it. Not now, not in two years.”

          
      

         That night, she slept in the guest room. It had felt like being stabbed multiple times in her back, when Otis suddenly attacked her, their past and all their plans and deals. She was staring into the darkness while the waves of the ocean and the screams from the seagulls acted as background noise for her thoughts, which were spinning powerlessly in circles.

         In the bedroom, Otis was standing at the window, looking over the ocean. He went to bed, back to the window, to the dresser. He sank into his chair, sat there and wiped his face. Had he been unreasonable with her? He had to be. He was too scared to have a child, especially if she did not care about it, body and soul. His involvement could not be trusted. He had no idea what was wrong with him. He had been feeling bad recently. He searched for God in every way, read the bible, prayed, even read about Catholic saints and others close to Our Father. But nothing seemed to work.

         He stood up again and accidentally looked in the mirror above the old service tray. Sally had always said he was such a handsome man, but when he studied his face, he did not see anything beautiful. He saw a mask, which kept everyone fooled, but he could not get the cover off to see what was beneath it. He had no idea how to do that.

          
      

         The next morning, Sally found a white postcard. She could not send another open card, that would probably make Black’s wife wonder. So even though there was nothing wrong about her and Black’s contact, she put the card in an envelope which she carefully closed once she had written.

         “Why don’t we get to know each other on a first-name basis?”

         Two days later, an envelope with James Black’s writing – she recognised it from his prescriptions – was in the red mailbox. A few words were written on a piece of lined paper.

         “Yes, Sally. Would you like to go to Skagen with me the day after tomorrow? I need some time off. I’ll be at the yellow house next to the bakery waiting for you at eight o’clock.”

          
      

         “Hello, Sally,” James said when she got into his light grey Cabriolet. Nothing weird, nothing to indicate that this trip to Skagen was unusual. It was the first time she heard him say her first name, and his pronunciation of the S made her tingle. She could feel it on her skin, just as much as she would if his finger had caressed her cheek, down her waist and the bottom part of her stomach. She felt flushed. She had to stop. They were just taking some time off. They were friends. That was all there was to it. But maybe she should not have come with him. Others could misunderstand the situation. And she had not told the truth to Otis either. She had told him she would take the bus to Ålborg to buy a few things and maybe watch a movie.

         James pointed to a field without saying a word. Three deer were grazing. He sent her an open and warm look. Sally leaned back in the seat, enjoyed the wind and the sound of the lark that came to them in short bursts through the open windows. It was so easy to breathe. Of course, they would go to Grenen. That was obligatory when you were in Skagen, that much they agreed on. They disagreed on whether it was in Skagen or on Skagen, though.

         “On!” he said.

         “In!” she said.

         “Snob!” he said and smiled, so his green eyes shone splendidly, almost like an opal she had once seen her English colleague, the ballerina Margo Fonteyn, wear in a chain on her arm, and which persistent rumours said she had received from Rudolf Nureyev.

         “High mountain sun!” was the only thing she could think to say.

         He stopped and laughed so hard he could barely breathe.

         “That was the weirdest insult I’ve ever heard,” he hiccoughed.

         She hit him on the arm and laughed. They had reached the peak of Grenen. She took off her sandals and walked into the water. James followed her example and stood next to her, with his turned-up linen pants. The North Sea and the Baltic met and washed over their feet.

         A bit later, he walked behind her. He did not touch her. Still, she could feel the warmth from his body.

         “Here we are, divided into two camps,” he said.

         “Yes,” she said. “So we are.”

         “Why did you need some time off?” she asked when they walked back.

         “Tina would rather I was someone else,” he said.

         “More into parties, more animated, more urban. And you, why did you come with me?”

         “Otis wants me to be someone else too. Or, not to be at all. I always disturb him when I want something.”

         James looked at her with a look so aware and direct that she knew. He understood most of what she could not get herself to say aloud. After a few slices of bread, they drove to the beach at Old Skagen and went for a slow walk there. The awareness of having to go back soon, was like those early August mornings with dewy spider webs that signal the end of the summer. James told her about his childhood in Oslo and the need to go skiing in Nordmarka that was still there. Sally told him about the time she performed in New York – and about how she might go back to teach. And then she mentioned the longing for a child. James nodded.

         “I understand that longing.” He said nothing about the impossibility of combining a child and teaching.

         Instead, he took out his wallet and pulled out a photo. In the photo, he was holding a child. It looked tiny against his broad chest, and his eyes were soft.

         “This is my sister’s daughter.”

         Sally had a sudden urge to put her baby in his arms. Insanity, she thought soon after. She did not have a child, and if she did, why would James be holding it?

         “Should we go swimming?” he said when they had walked for a while. “Or didn’t you bring your swimsuit?”

         She unbuttoned the top buttons of her shirt without a word and pointed to what she was wearing. His face immediately turned red, but he smiled when he realised she was pointing to the white bathing suit.

         “You’re a well-prepared woman. I like it.”

         She laughed.

          
      

         The North Sea was cool against her skin, but the waves were nice against her body. She and James swam for a while along the shore. His strokes were long and calm. None of them had brought a towel, so they sat in the sand and let the sun dry them. Her right hand was next to his left. There were only inches between them. She could feel the warmth from his skin. None of them spoke. Maybe the silence could make the time stop.

         Finally, James stood up and said they should probably go home. He put on the polo, turned his back to her and pulled his swimming trunks down. She briefly saw a dark, heavy shadow between his legs before she had time to turn away. Her pulse was unsteady, and she was afraid he could sense it. She quickly found her clothes and her bag and went behind a bush to change.

         On the way to the car, he picked up a tiny rock. A red granite with a coiling stripe that looked like an S. He handed it to her.

         “S for Sally.”

         “I collect letter-rocks,” she said.

         “Really? So do I.” He smiled.

         When they rode back through Old Skagen, a For Sale sign had been put in the window of one of the small houses, and they saw it simultaneously. James slowed down, and they looked through the tiny windows. Just then, a man came out of the door, the realtor, judging from his briefcase. He took a chance.

         “Do you want to see the house, mam?” he asked and raised his hat to them. “And your husband, of course,” he added.

         Sally and James looked at each other.

         “The husband says yes,” James said. “What about you, ma’am?”

         She laughed.

         The realtor kept on referring to them as husband and wife. They went with the illusion. James knocked on walls and looked at door hinges, while Sally tried the water spouts and checked out the cooking plates on the stove. At one time, James put his arm around her shoulders and showed her the view from one of the rooms on the top floor. She hoped the realtor could not hear her gasp, or James’ hammering pulse, which she could feel through his hand and arm.

         When they left the house with the realtor’s card in James’ pocket, they walked close together on the small sidewalk. And suddenly it was there — James’ left little finger against her right. He did not pull his hand back. His finger grabbed hers and held on. They looked straight ahead, said nothing, just walked to his Citroën. All the way home, they were silent. Life was light and bubbly, and at the same time, it felt like a cloudy December-night. He stopped the car next to the bakery so that Sally could walk home discreetly.

         She said a silent goodbye and was already opening the car door when he grabbed her left wrist and held her back. He bent over and kissed her mouth, light and short. His lips were alive and giving, but they held back with all their might in their search for her mouth. It had to stop. Sally knew that. They were both married, and you did not break a marriage vow. That night, she woke up to Otis shaking her shoulders. She sat up, confused.

         “What’s wrong?”

         “Are you sick?” he asked. “You keep on moaning.”

         “I was dreaming something,” she said and fell back to the pillow.

         “Nightmare?” Otis asked.

         “Yes. Yes, maybe,” she said.

         Otis did not answer. He was already asleep again. She lay for a while, staring into the bright summer night. She had not been having a nightmare. She had been dreaming about a man on top of her. A man thrusting into her. So she had been close to an orgasm when she was woken. The man had filled her up so much she could still feel it. Otis was now snoring.

         She had to get outside. She slid out from under the blanket, opened and closed the bedroom door carefully, slid down the staircase and out of the back door. A smooth wind took hold of her nightgown. Somewhere down the road, an unlubricated bike squealed and clattered. An angler on his way to his boat or a sleepless holidaymaker on a late-night trip? She did not want to meet anyone, so she hurried to the shed. Amongst the tools and furniture, it was still warm from yesterday’s sunny weather. She sat down on a rocky garden bench.

         It smelled like resin, and she saw James Black’s green eyes when she closed her own. She reached for an old cushion, rolled it up and straddled it. She pressed herself against the pillow, sank into it and straightened her back in wavy movements she had not used since she was a teenager. And right there, in the brisk summer night, surrounded by the smell of resin, she gasped her orgasm out while she repeated the name James in a long, wavy, rising and falling repetition. Otis would have been horrified at her undulation and her words. It only deepened her orgasm.

          
      

         The next few days, she used the discipline she knew from being a ballerina, while she focused on painting old garden furniture and an old bed she had no idea what to do with. She took long walks on the beach late in the evening, after darkness had started to creep in and other people were inside. She could not bear to meet James. One evening, she saw him sitting on the bench in the dunes by the Sea Room. He let his fingers slide over his forehead and through his distinctively thick hair. He moved back to the shadows of the dune and turned around silently.

         It was a stiflingly humid day, and when she exited the bakery holding two cookies, he stood in the middle of the road, holding his bike. He looked just as shocked as she felt. She had to leave, she thought but kept standing there. He moved closer, and she saw his eyes, green and shining, and then they both started running, not away, but towards.

         People looked after them. His shoulders seemed incredibly full in the white shirt, and his arms were tan and robust against the upturned sleeves, and so was his legs in the beige shorts and he smiled with white teeth. She said “James”, and he reached for her, wanted to touch her cheek, but did not do it since people were staring.

         “Come on, let’s go,” he said, took the cookies from her and put them on his bike which flattened them.

         He looked confusedly at it, took his bike to the bakery wall and parked it. She took the sunglasses from her hair, so people could not see the look in her eyes, and he raised his head and looked straight forward. They walked over the dunes where there was no path, trotted away in the sand.

         At the same time, they looked back, and once they were sure no one could see them from the road, they looked at each other, laughed, and she said, “You-“ just as he said “I-“, and she saw the sweat in his hair, and he held her around the neck, and he was so tall. Suddenly, his face was closer, and his lips caressed hers. She could taste the sweat. She put her arms around his neck, and he pulled her towards him, so the sweat from his shirt penetrated her Marimekko-dress, his tongue entered. He tasted of salt and earth, and she could not get enough.

         “We can’t do anything more than this,” she said and pushed him away.

         “You’re right,” he said and stared at her with a wild gaze from those deep eyes.

         They walked to the top of the dunes, and she told him about the newly painted furniture, and he said something about his sister’s child. Sally’s stomach was knotted with grief, and at the same time, she was about to burst with happiness because James was walking there next to her.

         “Look, a cumulonimbus cloud. That’ll cause a storm,” he interrupted himself and pointed to a white-grey cloud formation, just before a violent thunderbolt broke the sky above them, and lightning struck the ocean.

         “We have to leave!” he yelled, grabbing her hand and pulling her towards an old fishing hut in the distance.

         The thunder was rolling above them, and Sally was relieved when the door of the hut turned out to be unlocked. James slammed the door behind them, just as the rain started hammering against the roof. The hut seemed abandoned. There was nothing in there but some old fishing rods and a table without chairs. In the corner was a rusty water pump.

         “It’ll be over soon,” James said and looked out the window. He was not right.

          
      

         Even though the storm pulled back a bit, it returned with added strength. Sally was at the window and tried her hardest not to react to the thunder, but a particularly violent boom still made her duck and gasp. James put his hands around her waist, protectively. She could feel his body against her back. She leaned back a bit, and his hands moved upwards. She was afraid to breathe. His hands reached her breasts, and she started swaying in a circular motion, searchingly. He formed his hands against her breasts, grabbed them and she took a deep breath. He caressed her nipples, and they rose to meet him. She tore herself away from him, went to the table and sat down on the edge of it. For a moment, he just stood there staring at her with green eyes that were lit by lightning.

         He was with her in a second, big hands reached down to separate her knees. He pulled up her dress and suddenly she was scared. He was so big and strong, and she was so tiny, he could do whatever he wanted with her. But it was too late, he pulled her dress over her head, pulled down her bra so her breasts popped out and she no longer cared what could happen. He kissed one of her nipples and soon after, he started licking them. The sweetness fell like a shock through her body, wound itself through her stomach and around her clitoris, and she gasped and thrust her lower body against him. He pulled off her panties and then he did something Otis had always neglected. He got on his knees and pulled his face close to her vagina. She squirmed, she couldn’t – she was married, he was married – but she wanted to so much. He kissed her clitoris, and she gasped. A bolt of lightning struck the ground close to the house, but she did not care, because just then he started licking her.

         She wanted him to stop, but his tongue worked wonders, circled, paused, was back again but not close enough to her centre. She pulled back, but then his tongue would hit her just right. Her feet sat on his shoulders while the orgasm rolled through her, just as a long and violent thunderclap ripped through the air above them. She screamed, both from horror and from pleasure. He pulled off his shorts and underpants in one movement, and finally, she got a good look at his gender. It was big, stiff and dark with bright veins. Her entire body longed for it so much she was shaking. Still, she said, “You can’t do it. Not really.”

         “Why not?” he stared at her.

         “I can’t,” she said. “I want to do everything with you. Everything but that. I can’t.” Dark thoughts of Otis and his reluctance against her and their shared plans whirled through her.

         “Everything?” he said.

         “I need you terribly,” she answered.

         He pulled her to her feet, turned her around, reached down, licked his fingers and ran them across her anus, and she shuddered. He pressed slowly into her, and it tingled and hurt so much that she lost her ability to think.

         “I can’t,” she gasped. “I can’t hold it.”

         “So what?” James moaned and reached to rub her clitoris. With that, she came again – right along with him, this time. And she laughed and cried all at once.

          
      

         Once the thunder had finally retreated, she had tried more things for the first time. She had licked and sucked a man to release, and she had swallowed his semen. She could not get enough of James’ smells and his taste, his movements and his sounds. They strolled back to the bakery. She felt no remorse yet, but it came moments later when an angler came running towards them yelling,

         “You have to hurry to the hospital, Mrs Bay! Your husband collapsed in front of your cabin! That author-guy found him!”

          
      

         At the hospital, Otis was lying still, pale in the face. Next to him was Rudolf Nureyev. Sally touched her forehead. It could not be right. It must not. The man on the wooden chair spoke Danish to her. She realised it was the author, Frederick Gray, who had just bought the cabin next to theirs. She had seen photos of him in the paper and thought he reminded her a lot of her star-colleague from the Soviet Union. And he did, only he was a bit taller, and his eyes were strangely azure.

         “He’s awake again,” Frederick Gray said. “But he’s a bit groggy.”

         “They think… a brain tumour,” Otis mumbled. His gaze wandered.

         She stared at Gray, who nodded vaguely.

         “It’ll be okay,” he said and put a hand on top of Otis’. A bit later, he patted her underarm. She felt that he registered her terror. The following days she and Frederick Gray took turns sitting by Otis’ side.

         “You need sleep as well,” Gray said to her, and she was very grateful for his help.

         James called a few times while she was in the cabin, and she told him about Otis’ condition with confusion and sorrow, but she also told him how she longed back to that afternoon during the thunderstorm.

          
      

         One night, she came to the hospital sooner than intended. She cracked open the door. Otis was asleep, and Frederick was by his bed, his back turned away from the door. He was stroking Otis’ cheek. She stared. The shame hit her like a ton of bricks. Otis needed affection. Even a stranger could see as much.

         The next day, she called James and told him they could never see each other again. He said he understood and she hung up and cried. It was the day before Otis was being discharged from the hospital. They had not found a tumour. His fainting and the cramps had most likely been caused by dehydration and exhaustion because of excessive praying. Sally was relieved, of course, she was. No one wants a tumour and Otis was her husband, whom she owed so much of her life to. Everyone always told her as much. Worry still made her wander around in dunes alone.

         Suddenly, she was once again in front of the fishing hut from the thunderstorm, and with that all the memories of her and him. James. She sat down on the edge of the table and said his name clearly into the relative darkness of the hut. And as if by magic, the door slammed open, and there he was. Her lover. Her love.

         “Otis would never want a child with me!” The sentence emerged like a dark scream. “Because I want to teach.”

         “Who does he think he is?” James’ green eyes shone with an almost yellowish hue under the bushy eyebrows, and he was a large cat with wild eyes as he came closer.

         He stopped, stared into her eyes, and she met his gaze firmly. He pushed her down, pulled her panties off in one swift movement and opened his pants.

         “Say it!” he demanded.

         “I want you. Do it!” she said.

         “Do what?” he said darkly.

         “I want your cock,” she answered.

         Then he penetrated her tiny body, and she squirmed with the pain. He started moving slowly and gently inside her, circled and hit something inside her, which had never been hit before. He started thrusting harder, then back to gentle and circling. She squirmed again, but this time because of a honey-sweet feeling running through her lower body. She started reflexively squeezing her vaginal walls against him, and he moaned deeply.

         Suddenly his moans deepened more than ever before, and he was thrusting so hard she started screaming with pleasure. He thrust harder and harder, and the pain mixed with the honey and became a delight that made her lose control of every fibre of her body.

         “Oh no, I’ll cum if you keep doing that,” she breathed out, and it had already happened. He was moaning.

         “I love you for doing that,” and he came inside her, while she was shaking from an orgasm that became another one from the pure shame of everything and another one from the delightful disregard of the shame. Nothing was shameful with James. Nothing at all.

          
      

         Otis came home and was still not precisely himself, but he seemed to revive every time Frederick visited them in the cabin, which was often. Sally was relieved. She felt sick, heavy and physically exhausted. Her conscience was black, but still, she yearned. Yearned for James and sex and losing control, for wildness, love and tenderness. And then, during an afternoon where Sally had decided to go the doctor to talk to him about her exhaustion, Otis said to her that he had told Frederick he did not want any more visits. He would go back to focusing wholly on God and the gift of grace from God. Sally cried silently behind her sunglasses on the bus on her way to the doctor. She cried about Otis and herself and their life. A life, which she no longer wanted.

         When she came back hours later, she went directly to James Black’s house. Her back was straight. And she had made a decision. The tourists, who walked past the house, saw James approaching her. Saw him talking intensely with Sally in a low voice by the garage. That night, she told Otis. He did not react with his usual calm, mild voice.

         “You – you, whore! You are Mary Magdalene!” he yelled.

         “I’m not a whore. I need to be loved.”

         “Sick and disgusting!” Otis yelled.

         “It’s neither sick nor disgusting.”

         “Yes, it is! You deserve eternal damnation.” Otis grabbed his Bible and hurled it to the floor.

         “Don’t curse.”

         “You’re selfish. I’ve given you everything!”

         Otis roared and grabbed the teapot. He threw it through the kitchen window, and ceramics and glass shattered on the tiles outside. Sally walked into the hallway, called the phone exchange and asked for the number of a cab. She got through and ordered one, while Otis threw a chair through the window of the hallway. He grabbed a stoneware vase and aimed it at Sally. The door to the terrace was ripped open, and Frederick was suddenly in the living room. In one jump, he was next to Otis and tore the vase from his hands.

         “She’s leaving me,” Otis yelled. “Fucking whore.”

         “I’ll deal with this,” Frederick nodded vaguely to her.

         He put both of his arms around Otis who was stiff as a statue. Frederick patted his back. Otis collapsed and started crying. Sally walked into the summer evening to wait for the cab. Towards the north, she could see the light, fluffy clouds shimmering like silver.

         Shortly after that, she arrived at the hotel. She knocked on the door to room 7. James opened the door.

         “My love,” he said nothing else.

         On the nightstand was three tiny rocks. One was marked with an S, the other a J. On the third one, was several small chalk markings. Together, they looked like a baby. James put all three rocks in her hand. He smiled.
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