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         Something is different. His snoring wakes her as usual, the familiar sound of his soft palate rattling against the back of his throat. And, as usual, he has kicked off the duvet in his sleep and now lies facing the cold wall, only in a t-shirt and boxer shorts. The double duvet has gathered in heavy folds around her. She pushes it away and swings her legs over the side of the bed. Her toes shrink away from the cold floor, but she might as well get up, the alarm will go off in five minutes anyway. Between his snores, there is a peculiar silence.

         He doesn’t want to wake up. He’s conscious enough to be able to think it, or perhaps it’s more that he can feel it, a sluggish reluctant feeling. He doesn’t want to wake up. He wants to remain in sleep, in the warmth and the dark where nothing is expected of him, where no one will speak to him. No actions, no words; just a body, without form or direction, drifting. This is how he feels every morning, right before he wakes.

         There’s something odd about the light, too. As it reveals her reflection in the mirror, the toothbrush poking out between her chapped lips, her cheeks greyish and still swollen from sleep. It’s an unusual morning light, but it is the middle of February. She pulls her pyjama shirt up over her head, revealing the woollen top beneath, and leans over to peek through the curtains. The lawn covered in a blanket of white and powdery drifts swirl above it. Snow. It envelops the garden in a silence so still it’s like sound’s polar opposite. That explains it. An icy gust hits the window and she lets the curtain fall back into place, steps into the shower and turns the temperature knob as far towards the red dot as it will go.

         He doesn’t want to, but he has to. The alarm’s insistent ringing vibrates his eardrums, demanding that he get up. He can’t fight it, even as he rolls around and his lower back complains. The same old stiffness he wakes to every morning, like his body overnight has become a piece of wood and must find its way back to flesh. He leans over and hits the alarm with his palm. It’s quiet, strangely quiet. No hum of traffic on the roads, no background noise from the electricity pylons or the neighbour’s rowdy fridge. And what about her? He regards the empty space next to him where the mattress has sunk a little. Has she already left?

         It isn’t easy to get the cold to leave her body. Her feet are like ice cubes cracking as boiling water runs over them. It takes several minutes before she actually starts to feel warm. The water runs over her face, shoulders and neck and splashes off the curves of her breasts and the folds of her stomach. Little by little, the body comes back to itself, as if it had retreated to somewhere else for a while, and is now returning, a warm-blooded creature once more, brought to life under the cascade of warmth. She takes some soap from the bottle on the shelf and froths it up with a yellow sponge, letting the foamy suds slide down to her abdomen and in between her thighs. Standing there in the warmth, a lazy longing rises up in her.

         No, he can hear her, or he can hear something at least. The familiar sound of water falling from the wide shower-head in the bathroom, like one of the heavy tropical downpours they kept getting caught in when they travelled to Indonesia together. No matter how many times it happened, it always took them by surprise. An ocean of water would fall out of the sky, just like that, only to disappear again, as suddenly as it arrived. The door protests as he opens it and walks past the shower curtain to sit down on the toilet. The toilet seat is cold against his thighs and the steam of his morning urine rises visibly in the chill. Through the shower curtain, he can see the vague shadow of her body. Her round, naked body—a rare sight in the winter months when she keeps it so wrapped up in layers that he almost forgets what it looks like, or feels like for that matter. It’s been a while. He pulls his t-shirt up over his head and kicks his boxer shorts off.

         He could have at least managed a “Morning” or “Hi” when she’s so obviously stood only a metre away from him behind the curtain. When they just so happen to live together, as they have done for the past 15 years. She bends over, lifts one leg and scrubs the hard skin of her heel with the sponge. But, as usual, he stays silent; he never says anything unless he’s required to. There she was, alone and feeling so warm and soft and full of longing; it only took his presence to make her feel big and heavy again. She thinks of all that snow outside. It must have been snowing for hours already. Will he even be able to drive?

         His electric toothbrush propels saliva and toothpaste around his mouth, obliterating the sour taste of sleep. Won’t she hurry up so he can get to the shower? He catches a glimpse of her through the side of the curtain—her round body, warm and red from the water—and he has a sudden urge to touch it. Touch her buttocks. Reach out and take them in his hands. Back when they lived in a small apartment in Southampton, they’d often shower together, their wet bodies pressed up against each other. He puts the toothbrush down, spits and steps towards the shower curtain, feeling his lower back complaining again. She pulls the curtain aside.

         He’s right in front of her, naked. His skin is darker than hers. Not brown, but pinkish and hairy. Incredible, she thinks, that there is still so much hair on his chest, legs and crotch when the hair on his head has almost all but disappeared. For a moment, she pictures the year 8 boys and their smooth, hairless bodies at swimming on Friday. What is he doing, standing there and looking at her so oddly? He almost gave her a shock. “It’s snowing.” Her words make him move a step to the side. The cold has already hit her again; it bites even more against her warm skin. She reaches for a towel, and rubs her hair dry. “I don’t have any classes today, thankfully, but you might have trouble getting out.” She wraps the towel around her head and takes a bigger one from the rail. “You’ll probably have to use the shovel.”

         She’s chattering away as usual. He turns on the shower and lowers the temperature a little. He can hear her saying something on the other side of the curtain, but he can’t hear what exactly, just the sound of her voice, its frustrated tone. It was otherwise so peaceful. That strange stillness, the silence of snow. That was what she said. It’s snowing. What about the meeting with Andrew? Now she’s saying something about pastries. That word he can distinguish through the gushing water. Then the door closes. Alone again, he stands, without moving, under the shower-head, wishing he could crawl back into bed and into sleep. But it’s no use. He turns the temperature knob as far towards the blue dot as it will go, letting icy water run over his skull, making it tingle. Then he turns it off.

         There is a soft thump as the cat leaps off the windowsill and lands in front of her. “Meow,” it purrs affectionately. It had been stood by the window, pressing its nose against the cold glass as if it wanted to go out. “Alright alright, I’m here now,” she murmurs, pulling a thicker pair of socks over the socks she’s already wearing and stuffing her feet into a pair of leather slippers. Water from her hair trickles down the back of her neck but she doesn’t have time to dry it now. The cat struts into the kitchen ahead of her, its tail held aloft. She notices that its fur is darker around the anus. It’s headed for its bowl. “Meow.” What if he ends up stuck at home, she thinks. She had been looking forward to her day alone. The cat rubs itself against her legs. She opens the fridge and takes out a carton of cream. Squatting down next to the bowl, she pours and the cat’s rough tongue licks the back of her hand in anticipation.

         He lifts the window latch and pushes firmly on the frame, but the window won’t budge an inch. Frost. He pushes harder and hears the ice cracking around the edges. Then the window springs open and crisp, cold air rushes in, merging with the steam from the shower. Hot and cold. He inhales deep into his lungs, recalling a fact from one of his first Chemistry classes at the polytechnic all those years ago: snow is really just warm steam that rises and freezes high up in the atmosphere. A layer of white powder has settled on the windowsill. He reaches out and draws a clumsy heart with his index finger in the porous water molecules.

         She looks out of the window, it’s starting to get really light now. A soft, blue glow hovers like dust on the garden’s powdery trees, like the blue light in that Kieslowski movie they saw many years ago when they lived in London. In those days, they went to the cinema a lot. Sat there in the dark, holding hands or his hand on her leg, sliding gradually between her thighs throughout the film. They don’t really do that anymore. They take the girls, of course. There seems to be an infinite supply of children’s movies to be watched. Speaking of the girls, it’s time to wake them up, the sooner the better.

         It goes so fast. In the time it takes him to pull up his jeans, fasten them, pull a jumper over his head and put his wallet into his back pocket, the two girls have already jumped out of bed, dressed and are seated themselves at the breakfast table, lively as ever. Even in winter, their faces glow with energy, their skin never really gets dull. They’re chatting away, of course, about the snow. “Mum, do you think we’ll get to miss school today?” Maybe he should give Andrew a call, but he’ll think about that later. See what happens.

         School was open, said the intranet, and Anna had already checked for both of them, no update, thankfully. She had a big pile of papers that needed marking and had promised to bake pastries for the staff meeting that evening. Why did she always agree to bake for the meetings? None of the younger teachers ever volunteered. She opens another sachet of yeast and empties it into the lukewarm milk. A triple batch, quite the task.

         They’ve moved on already, now they’re talking about some leap year party, although it’s a week and a half away, as far as he can make out. Their conversation moves so fast, it’s impossible to keep up. Meanwhile, she’s at the kitchen counter, baking something as usual, keeping up conversation the whole time. They can talk for England, those three. He’s the only one who can’t seem to figure it out. It would be nice, just for once, if they could just sit in peace and quiet and eat their breakfast. Or if he could. If he could sit all alone with a coffee and a bun from the bakery.

         It’s too much. Too much to handle. The dough is already so big and heavy she can barely lift it. Why didn’t she think to do it in two batches? Her wrists are starting to hurt. The dough is moist, but it doesn’t seem to be absorbing the flour. Should she add another egg? With a sticky hand she takes an egg from the box and cracks it on the side of the mixing bowl. The yellow yolk falls glistening onto the pale dough, together with the translucent, viscous white—so pure and clean and yet so intimate, like a secretion from within. She massages the cool membrane with her fingertips, working it into the dough. She can hear the girls chatting away behind her and she can hear him, silent as ever. It would almost be easier if he wasn’t there.

         It’s clear to him that the three of them have something together. He doesn’t know what, exactly, but he’s definitely not part of it. That’s why, sometimes, he just wants to do his own thing. To just get up and go out into the snow alone. He pictures it, his deep footprints in the snow, leading across the lawn, out into the meadow, into the forest and further still. The chair scrapes against the tiled floor as he pushes it back and stands up. He goes over to the fridge and takes out a block of cheese—the strong one that only he eats. “Uuuugh,” the girls complain, “It stinks, it stinks.” She just stands there, kneading. He sees how much force she puts into it, as if there’s something up with her.

         It continues to snow outside, great drifts falling from the sky. She makes a fist with her hand and presses it into the dough which is finally beginning to resemble dough, a shiny, bouncy lump, as she answers Nina’s question about what she dressed up as for the leap year party, when she was still at school. “Ballet dancer,” she says. “What, you?” Anna says, with a hint of scorn in her voice. “Yes me, I borrowed Eva’s tights.” She gives the dough another punch. “Could you really fit into those?” asks Anna. Then his phone starts ringing.

         It’ll be Andrew. His lower back jolts a little as he straightens up, puts the phone to his ear and walks into the living room. Andrew’s cheerful croak greets him on the other end of the line. They’ll have to cancel of course. Andrew’s stuck in Bristol and it’ll be impossible to get in to the office today. Not to mention the four miles he would have had to drive himself. Either way, Andrew isn’t planning to enjoy his day off. “Fucking weather,” he curses, as if the snow had appeared solely to piss him off. “Although, if you’re going to be home today, you’ll have enough to keep yourself occupied, I suppose,” he grunts, as if the mere concept of a family offends him. It’s always the wives who leave. That’s how it was with Andrew at least. She left, taking the two kids and the dog with her. “But why,” he’d asked when Andrew told him. Andrew had shaken his head and said, “She said she was tired of feeling lukewarm.”

         She can hear it in his voice. It’s Andrew, for sure. The clock above the cooker reads quarter to eight, time for the girls to leave. If there are no teachers there, they’ll just have to come home again. But hopefully not for the first few hours. As for him, well, she supposes he’ll just have to stay home too. “Go and get ready girls,” she says, as she washes her doughy fingers in the sink. At least the dough is as it should be: soft, golden and so huge it can barely fit in the mixing bowl.

         Back at the table with his half-eaten cheese on toast, he’d prefer not to think about it, but the images resurface anyway: Andrew at the Christmas party. How he’d swooped around the room, hitting on everything that gave off the slightest odour of female. Especially the new girl in marketing with the large breasts. Not that he hadn’t noticed them himself, from a polite distance. If that was what it was like to be divorced, he was good where he was. She turns around to face him, a little smudge of flour on her cheek. “If you’re staying home today, will you at least go out and shovel the path?” she asks. Of course, she’d rather be alone today, he knows her well enough to know that.

         She covers the mixing bowl with a tea towel. When was the last time they were both home on a weekday, she wonders. Was it back when they were students? When they occasionally skipped class together or just sat opposite one another in silence, each engrossed in their own textbook. She goes into the hallway but he’s already gone out, disappeared without a sound. Then she knocks on the bathroom door, “Time to go!” The door opens and there stands Nina with a flower in her hair and Anna, looking at her with her usual slightly snobbish expression. She gives them each a packed lunch and a hug. “Dad is out clearing the path for you,” she says. Despite everything, at least he’s got time to do that, so they can get to the pavement. She goes out onto the front step, getting hit by a rush of cold. He’s already reached the gate and looks, all of a sudden, like a stranger, a man she doesn’t know, out there in the snow. A strong, dark figure, thrusting away.

         He bends over, thrusts the shovel into the snow, slides it forwards and then lifts it up and empties it, getting into the rhythm. He’s not wearing a coat but he’s already sweating. It feels good to move his body, to hear himself getting a little out of breath. His lower back doesn’t even hurt anymore. On the contrary, he feels strong. He steps forward and strikes again, making his way painstakingly down the path. Here come the girls. He doesn’t need to turn around, he can hear their voices behind him, then a snowball hits him in the neck and gives him an icy shock. He spins around. Nina is standing there in her puffer jacket, laughing.

         “If it's too deep on the pavement, walk on the road,” she shouts to them, steam evaporating from her mouth. There won’t be any cars out today anyway. Anna makes a face in response, then they turn and make their way through the snow, lifting their boots high and waving back at her until they are out of sight, obscured by the drifting snowflakes. A day will come when it will feel like this again. When they’ve moved to Southampton or Brighton or even all the way to London. When it’ll just be the two of them again. The arms of her woollen jumper are already covered in snow. She opens her mouth and sticks her tongue out, feeling the light fluffy snowflakes against her warm skin. It feels more like fire than ice, a hot rush that goes straight to the heart. What was it, they said about snowflakes? Every single one is different from the others, no two snowflakes are alike.

         He pauses for a moment and leans on the shovel. The girls are walking in the middle of the road and the snow still comes up to their knees. Anna is in front. Even knee-deep in snow, there is something light and playful about them, like little animals capering about. No doubt there will be snowball fights at school today; girls versus boys probably, trying to shove snow down under each others’ shirts. He remembers it well: the uncontrollable tension in his body, the energy pumping through him, the delight at having an excuse to brush against the breasts of a red-cheeked girl.

         Well, time to get going. The door slams shut behind her as she goes into the living room. The cat is curled up like a fur ball in its usual corner of the sofa. The room is cold, even though the radiator is turned up as high as it can go. They ought to light the fire but they are almost out of firewood and today is not the day to go out and get more. A cup of tea will do, and a coffee for him. They’ll just have to make the best of it.

         He leaves the shovel against the wall by the front door. If it snows more, he’ll have to come out and do it all again. It’s impossible to predict. He brushes the snow off his shoulders and thinks to himself how odd it is to see the air so filled with activity where usually there is nothing. His body still feels strong and warm, almost buzzing. Perhaps he ought to chop some firewood too, now that he’s up and about. She’ll probably want to light the fire.

         Her teacup steams on the desk. She pulls out the stool with the sheepskin and settles herself down into the soft wool. Where has he disappeared to now? She can no longer see him through the window. She brings the cup to her lips, taking a sip of the scalding tea. The heat on her tongue spreads to the back of her throat and all the way down her body, to her lap. She is hit by a sudden impulse. The same impulse she gets whenever she walks past the new maths teacher in the hallway and he smiles at her.

         It smells of wood, resin, oil and turpentine. He balances a large log on the block and grips the axe, swinging his upper body as he lunges forwards. The log splits in two and falls to the ground either side of the block. He takes another log and, tensing his shoulders and upper arms, he splits the wood in two. Sweat drips down his forehead and he wipes it away. A few more, then there should be enough to light the fire. Andrew’s ex-wife, Stephanie, was always freezing too. Women just seem to feel the cold more. He wonders what Andrew is getting up to now in his empty house. Sitting in the kitchen, drinking coffee, probably.

         She takes another sip of tea, feels it warming her body from top to toe. At least, that’s how it was in the beginning, with the maths teacher. They’d pass each other in the corridor and exchange smiles, but it fizzled out after a few months, for no particular reason. At lunch, he’d tell the same jokes, again and again. She didn’t really want anything, when it came down to it. Don’t shit where you eat, wasn’t that the advice? Although she wasn’t sure why. She turns the computer on. Class 7B, quite a troublesome bunch. Perhaps they could talk about where snow comes from tomorrow.

         From her posture alone, he can tell she’s freezing, despite the sheepskin and the cup of tea. Her shoulders are hunched like she’s trying to make herself smaller to preserve heat. He stands for a while with the chopped wood in his arms, then tiptoes in socks over to the firewood basket. Only then, does she turn around, her eyes falling first on the basket, then him. “Oh, firewood,” she says and smiles, her cheeks becoming round. For a moment she looks young. “I made coffee.” She nods at the cafetière on the table, her face back to its usual age. He pours himself a cup and takes a sip—dark and bitter.

         Firewood, just what they needed. If she’s lucky, maybe he’ll light the fire too. She turns her attention back to the computer screen. Her lap is still warm and there is something insistent about it. Behind her, he’s tearing up pieces of newspaper, curling them and pushing them in. She hears the fire tongs scrape against the side of the log burner and the sound of a matchstick setting it all alight, rippling through the paper. She turns around and gets up from the stool.

         The fire catches hold of the paper, the firelighters and the flaky bark of the wood. It’s easy to start a fire; the difficult part it getting it going so it lasts, getting the wood hot, so it burns slow and easy until everything is charred and blackened. She has gotten up from the desk and is now squatting down next to him, in front of the fire, holding up her hands toward to the flames, towards him. Her cold, white fingers. He can’t stop himself from taking them into his hand. “Always cold,” she says, as if she can read his mind. Then she adds, “and you, always so warm.” She doesn’t take her hands away but stays there, sitting, watching the flames. Then he does it. It’s like approaching a strange animal. He puts his free hand on her chest.

         She can feel the heat of his palm through her multiple layers of wool. His hand tries clumsily to find its way up under the layers and eventually, after several detours, reaches her skin. He takes a deep breath as he takes hold of her breast, kneading it slowly, softly. Another hand slides up to find the other breast. His fingers find her nipple. They are hard in a way they haven’t been since last summer, the week they were in Greece. She can’t help it. She turns her head to kiss him. He tastes of coffee and cheese.

         Her lips are freezing and chapped from the cold and it feels a little awkward to begin with, like kissing a stranger. It’s been so long since they did this, kissed like this. Eventually though, her lips soften, becoming moist with the saliva between them, jaw muscles warming up, remembering. Her tongue tickles his palate teasingly and he holds her tighter. Then there’s a little thump from over by the sofa. The cat prowls nonchalantly across the living room floor and he remembers that she had work to do today, that she didn’t want to be disturbed.

         He falls back, his soft, warm lips no longer pressed against hers, and he takes his hands out from under her clothes. So he doesn’t want to, after all? Does this have something to do with her? Has she gotten too old, too fat, too ugly? She watches him watching the cat, as it pushes the door open with its paw and walks out of the living room. “Maybe a bit too warm,” he says, nodding at the animal with a little laugh. He has a smudge of soot on one of his cheeks. Before he can do anything else, she takes his hand and places it between her thighs, his fingertips resting on the metal zipper of her jeans.

         She wants to, after all, despite the papers to mark and the pastries and whatever else she was supposed to be doing. He rubs her crotch through the fabric, up and down, feeling her tensing up beneath his touch. Now it’s up to him to keep the momentum. He glances over at the log burner. The fire has caught, thankfully. Meanwhile, she has begun to unbutton his shirt, button by button, exposing his naked skin. She puts her lips onto his hairy chest and kisses him where his heart is. He feels light-headed. Now there is no going back. Now there is only forward. It is as if they’ve left the house, the place they know all too well, and entered unknown territories. They have no choice, they must keep going, walking step by step through the snow.

         His heart beats fast under her lips, his chest hair is somehow both rough and soft. She knows it so well, and yet it feels new, here in the snow-lit living room, a far cry from their usual hurried grope under the duvet. Suddenly, she’s overcome, crying with laughter. Before she knows what she’s doing, she has jumped up and run over to the window. She pushes it open and scrapes a handful of snow from the windowsill. Then she slams the window shut and runs back towards him, screaming with laughter. She slaps the snow onto his chest.

         It makes his skin tingle. The snow on his chest melts and spreads, cold and refreshing. And now she’s laughing, silly and bright like the girls, like when she too was young. She laughs and pulls her jumper up over her head, then the turtleneck underneath, followed by all the other layers and finally her bra, before she lies down next to him. She presses her breasts into the snow on his chest, that is almost water by now. Her laughter is replaced by serious concentration as she pulls her jeans down over her hips, steps over him and lowers herself onto him with trembling thighs. That strong pelvis, thrusting away.

         She gets into the rhythm and he keeps pace with her as he grows larger and larger inside her. She has a sense of belonging, of being exactly where she’s supposed to be. He thrusts further into her, the snow on his chest turning to water and then evaporating into air. She can feel her own strength, her back, her thighs spread wide, her wrists holding her in up on the wooden floor. A heavy, mature kind of strength. At least until he stops her mid-thrust, clasps her around her back and, in one movement, pulls the lambskin down from the stool, places it on the floor and he lays her down on it. Now she feels small and soft. He bends over her, his face between her legs.

         White on white. White skin. White bodies in the white, wintery light. She is so beautiful, lying there. Big and white and beautiful. All the parts of her that are usually packed away for everyday life, his for the taking. He grabs her buttocks, lowers his face between her full thighs and buries it in the folds of her skin. He licks and nibbles until she’s purring like a cat and squeezing his head tightly between her thighs. It floods his body with a sharp sensation. In a purposeful motion, like swinging an axe towards a log, he turns her over onto her stomach and glides into her. Again and again he thrusts into her broad body, as she gasps beneath him, crying out. Her cries rise in pitch until they become a shuddering, drawn-out scream. He lets himself fall forward, collapsing into the white flesh, feeling as if his body is evaporating, his consciousness floating up and away.

         He lets out a raw, animal sound—a roar from a long time ago, a time before there were children to make breakfast for—and a moment later his body transforms from a light, supple thing to a weight that pushes her hips down against the white sheepskin. A tear rolls from the corner of her eye, heat flows through her body, her blood like boiling water. They lie there together in silence. The silence of snow, the silence of their bodies. She feels the semen trickling out between her thighs. Same, same but different. The same two naked bodies, all those times, all those years. She spots the dough out of the corner of her eye. It’s risen so much that it’s spilling out over the edge of the bowl and is slowly expanding out onto the kitchen counter.

         The fire is still going but he thinks he ought to put some more wood on soon. How long had it been? For once, they lie still together, both of them. It had always seemed to him that it was in this stillness that they managed to get closest to each other. He glances towards the window. The glass panes are fogged up. It’s difficult to tell whether it’s still snowing or not. Then he looks into her moist eyes and she looks back. Sleepily, she says, “I looked it up online, it really is true. Every single snowflake is unique.” Then he hears from outside, in the garden, the crunching sound of boots in the snow and the girls’ clear, bright voices.
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There’s something about Christmas, making it feel like living in a bubble. A bubble where the worlds plagues no longer reach you, only in form of charity offerings that grandpa and grandma would get from their grandkids. You can safely look at the pictures of starving children and villages hit by war and in this instance, know I’ve done all that I could have. That feeling of routine and everyday life washing through you and changing into something cuddly and soft. Warm and red and safe. Even the gilt taking a much-needed break. The fortified bone marrow-guilt for having an okay life but still being sour about it. Daring despair over little things, although people die in the world. All that disappears, to be replaced by gratitude. You can hardly be unkind to strangers, or at least that’s how it’s supposed to be. If your name isn’t Felicia. Or “Felizia,” a nickname, this time of year, from her mother-in-law Greta. Ha ha ha.

Taking a step backwards, getting an overview of the living room; the commercial picture of how Christmas is supposed to look like is unconsciously present. Oh, yes. Some green, some gold and some mess. Completely fucking perfect. Although Felicia recognizes how pleasant it is, she’s had a harder time finding that Christmas feel over the years. Even though she tries to overdo herself visually each year, there’s always a part of her that remains empty. Missing something. She’s never succeeded in replacing that feeling with something else. Thinking back, somewhat embarrassed, to her visit to the obscure decoration shop with the cheerful babbling owner trying to be funny. She couldn’t stand the compulsive niceness in the middle of the chaos of Christmas, she didn’t have time to be his bubbling buddy. It went so far that her body told him PLEASE just let me be, without her brain catching on. Regret hit her, hard in the stomach, and consequently, she’d bought lots of decorations – spending too much money.

The hurt eyes of the talking old man whirled around in her tummy like shamefaced arrows. On one hand, she feels entitled to her outburst, on the other, she knows she can be unreasonable sometimes. On top of that is the added layer of stress, thriving at Christmas time. Out in the kitchen, Jonas is whistling, while preparing a Christmas ham á la the chef Per Morberg. There’s almost no chance of contacting him while he cooks, which Felicia finds most attractive. This is her weakness: the sharp, concentrated look and the muscles of his forearms working with sharp tools – because of Jonas. The volume of the Christmas music is comfortably low; you know it is Christmas music, without being able to identify the song. This to not get PTSD from the enervating Christmas shopping. Taking a deep breath, Felicia puts her hands at her sides. The smell from the tree is taking over their home, but she likes it. It’s a kind of rich woody smell she’d love to have linger past Christmas. Maybe it has something to do with man, being a forest creature: Although the world looks different than when we ran around in the woods, there must be some basic intuitions left in us, Felicia ponders – deeply inhaling through the nose. A shy small voice interrupts her thoughts.

“Where are all the presents?”

Elvira has tiptoed to her and is now hugging Felicia’s leg, resting her light little head against her knee. Putting a hand on her head, Felicia looks at her and giggles.

“At Santa’s of course!” She answers, squatting down. Elvira smiles knowingly, as if she, with her four short years in life, can see through her.

“You’ll see,” Felicia says, poking her daughter playfully on the nose. Elvira fidgets, her thick dark-grey stockings are too loose and are sliding down her legs. She’s, almost too cute, wearing a red Christmas dress. Their daughter’s cuteness is making it hard for both Felicia and Jonas to keep up the appearance of being tired (and somewhat touchy) parents in need of a break. When being around her you can’t help being energetic and happy.

Picking up Elvira, Felicia joins Jonas in the kitchen. Together, they prepare a modest Christmas buffet to the sound of both laughter and later tears, as Elvira suddenly decides she doesn’t want to do it anymore. Suddenly it’s all just too much, and to avoid any unpleasantries early in the evening they need to put her down for a nap before the guests arrive. No one wants to hear a crying child at Christmas. It’s CHRISTMAS for fuck sake – BE HAPPY. Her mother-in-law Greta and her new husband Roger is never late to point this out, with a tone that insinuates it being Felicia’s fault that their grandchild isn’t joyful at the biggest of holidays. Maybe it is their old fashioned, Christian upbringing making them call attention to everything that would ruin Jesus’s beauty sleep.

She’s never had much love for her in-laws, no. The sceptical eye she received from the start hasn’t changed. Not even the fact that she pushed a watermelon out of her pussy could scare them away. All jokes aside. Elvira being her gemstone, sometimes she wished for a night off. She knows Jonas wish for it too. The stolen kisses in the kitchen when no one can see speaks for themselves.

“Damn, you’re hot in that skirt,” Jonas whispers in her ear as they’re alone by the sink and the guests are eating their second helpings. As he takes a suggesting grip around her waist – a completely inappropriate, in such close proximity to family, train of thought occurs. But there aren’t many family members present, the only ones there are Greta, Roger and Felicia’s dad Claes, who sits there quietly – enjoying a smoky whiskey, giving everyone loving smiles. Regardless, it feels edgy – in a good way – to think of Jonas’s warm, naked skin while she does the dishes to the buzzing sound of Christmas. As the washcloth wipes a plate, she’s stroking her finger over his chest in the dark.

“Knew you’d like it,” she answers, giving her husband an inviting stare. The skirt is tight, a black pencil skirt ending at the knee, which she wears with a tied shimmering green and gold blouse with seductive seems. The outfit gives her body a curvy hourglass figure, which she has matched with a simple updo-hairstyle and a bit more eyeliner than usual. Raising his eyebrows, Jonas playfully growls at her. That they want each other is no secret, it’s been two or three weeks since the last time. Not because they haven’t wanted to, but more because they haven’t had the energy or time. December is a real wringer.

“Mostly I just want to tear it off,” he says, before – with a knowing look – leaving Felicia at the sink, flushed from excitement. Vanishing from the kitchen with a silly jump, she wants to scream WHEN at him, but her self-preservation stops her. Becoming a professional at swallowing your desire can be described as a ‘parent thing.’ Or more correctly, professional of swallowing the reactions of desire.

Jonas might be an unbearable name; he thinks so himself too – a bit too common and a bit too much like a chauvinistic pig-CEO. But despite his name, he’s nothing like that. She loves that he’s a thinking person, often ventilating his thoughts. He genuinely wants to hear Felicia’s opinions, is interested in them. His relentless desire for life has always made Felicia both jealous and weak in the knees. Making her see herself so much clearer, as the bitter person she is. There’s nothing wrong with his healthy mood and the way he seizes the day, it gives her energy like nothing else could. Oh, Jonas. As she lets the thoughts of his body take over, she can feel herself getting more tender, her joints becoming syrup under her skin. Switching from the stiff hostess and mother to the horny woman, maybe wife, who’s more youthful. The youth who could break things on her way to orgasm. Like the time when the new spring mattress collapsed… Felicia barely notices how she’s just standing there, staring at the running water without moving the brush.

“Oh missy, how wasteful you are!” Greta, who’s just showed up behind her, nags and it seems she’s trying hard to make it sound like a joke. As if she isn’t highly offended by the water running for no reason. Typical, for the people growing up after the war, constantly implying that there are better ways of doing something: their way. As Felicia jumps back to the here and now, she chooses not to answer. Greta never expects an answer anyway, she’s already on her way back to the party with a plate full of food.

 

As Jonas re-enters the living room with Claes, who “let him in,” he’s transformed to no other than Santa himself. Furthermore, a damn good version. All the details are perfect, which isn’t surprising with Jonas being a dedicated guy, loving masquerades. During their time as students, he had two or three boxes full of dress-up clothes, masks and other gear hidden under his bed. Always ready. The red costume looks authentic. There’s no fluffy white stuff at the end of the sleeves or the bottom of the coat. It has a more natural look, a bit worn like you could imagine it would have been. The material looks heavy, as does the hat – which looks more like what pilots used to wear in the olden days. So typical of Jonas, putting his own spin on it and going all in, no matter the context. The boots are big, heavy and the same colour as the gloves: brownish-black. It makes one think of old-time hunting gear or cowboys during winter in a Tarantino-movie. Over his shoulder is the giant sack, all square from its content.

As he’s standing there, quiet in the doorway before Elvira sees him and starts giggling madly, Felicia meets his eyes and actively needs to hold back her laughter. He’s really outdone himself this year. On top of that, Felicia knows he enjoys playing dress-up like this. It’s somewhat comical, but also rather cute.

“Well, are there any good children present?” Jonas says and you can tell by his voice that he’s struggling to be serious. Claes gives him a thump in the back, before sitting down with a smile on his lips. Felicia tries to hide her expression by sipping her Avec, a regular Baileys. Elvira keeps looking at her to make sure this is happening for real, and that it’s not just a joke. Nodding, encouraging for Elvira to go and say hi, she hopes that the illusion won’t break. Sitting with their arms around each other, Greta and Roger are cuddling, and it’s unusual to see Greta show her feelings in public, that all started after Roger came into the picture. On top of that, she has been unusually calm and harmonic today, apart from a couple of comments that she doesn’t seem too able to stop herself from uttering. Maybe she’d even consider taking Elvira tonight? The thought makes Felicia’s sex swell. She decides to wait until all the presents are distributed and all glasses empty and the atmosphere is at its highest.
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