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         Felicia turns the engine off and steps out of her car. She wraps the jacket tighter around herself. Although the cold creeps in underneath her collar and her toes feel cold in her boots, she stands in the glistening snow for a while, looking at the big yellow house. Although the party won’t start for hours, it’s already getting dark and there are torches all along the paved path leading up to the house. The bushes next to the stairs are dressed in lights and look very inviting. The candles in the windows radiate yellow warmth. It all looks lovely and Felicia takes her bag out of the back seat and walks towards the house.

            Before she reaches it, Josephine opens the door.

            “Finally!” she screams and hugs Felicia. “I thought you would never get here. What took you so long?”

            “I took a wrong turn,” Felicia admits.

            “But you were here last year, at the wedding. You have a terrible sense of direction.” Josephine laughs, and the kindness in her voice makes her comment feel friendly.

            “It’s freezing! Come in!” Josephine picks up Felicia’s bag, pushes her into the hallway and closes the door behind them. Then she takes Felicia’s jacket and hangs it in the closet. “Philip is picking up a colleague at the train station,” Josephine continues. “We have a lot to do before the party, so don’t be too surprised if you don’t see him until tonight.”

            There is a huge Christmas tree in the middle of the hallway and it’s decorated in red and gold.

            “I imagine you’ll want the same room as last year?” Josephine says. 

            Felicia’s heart drops but she forces herself to smile and nod. “That sounds perfect.” She picks up her bag and lets her dark hair fall in front of her eyes.

            “You will love the changes that we’ve made!” Josephine says and walks to the back of the house. “All the other guests will fight you to get into that room.”

            “Is it going to be a big party?” Felicia asks, worry creeping into her voice. 

            “It’s New Year’s Eve, of course it will be a big party,” Josephine says, as if it was obvious that everyone wanted to celebrate the new year with a bang. “I’ve invited everyone I know. Almost,” she adds and laughs.

            Felicia has a hard time believing that everyone Josephine knows would fit in this house. Her sister-in-law has a huge house and knows a lot of people. Josephine has loads of friends from university and from different magazines that she has worked for. And then there are all her siblings and their partners. When she married Felicia’s brother Philip, Felicia got a huge family as a bonus. She doesn’t know very much about Josephine’s family, but she knows there’s lots of them and that she prefers talking to people on a one-to-one basis rather than socialising within large groups.

            “My siblings will be here, of course,” Josephine continues. “Some of my colleagues, some old friends and then Philip’s friends. I’m sure you know who they are: Bobby, Robert and Adam.”

            Felicia’s stomach turns. Adam. Of course Adam will be there, but she had hoped that he might be sick. Maybe a stomach bug or the flu...

            “Most of the guests will go home after the party, though. It’s just you and a few others that are spending the night.”

            Hopefully he will go home tonight. If he doesn’t, maybe there will be enough guests so that she can easily avoid him. If she’s lucky, maybe she doesn’t have to see him at all. Felicia crosses her fingers. 

            Josephine opens the door to the room and walks inside. The wooden floor creaks under her feet when she walks over to the balcony door. 

            Felicia puts her bag behind the door and looks at the room. It looks just like it did last year when she spent the night there after Josephine and Philip’s wedding party. It’s decorated in white and gold with medallion wallpaper, and the bed is dressed in a colourful patchwork quilt.

            “Check this out,” Josephine says and opens the door to the balcony. 

             Outside the balcony door is a wooden deck and on it there is a Jacuzzi. The Jacuzzi is filled with water and the spotlights inside makes the water luminous and blue.

            “Isn’t it cosy?” Josephine says. “And the wooden walls make it very private.”

            Josephine is right. The Jacuzzi is overlooking the white snow and the dark woods, and the wooden walls around it make it feel very private and would stop nosey neighbours from looking in. 

            “I didn’t bring a swimsuit,” Felicia says.

            “Who cares? Swim naked! Nobody will see you here, and it’s almost dark now.” Josephine winks at her and smiles.

            Felicia doesn’t smile back. For Josephine, who is so beautiful and confident, it’s probably not a big deal to skinny-dip in a Jacuzzi. She has never seen her sister-in-law with a spot on her face or dark circles under her eyes. The fact is that Josephine looks extra hot today, even though she is wearing a pair of jeans, a simple long-sleeved shirt and has her strawberry-blonde hair tied back in a ponytail.

            Josephine doesn’t notice Felicia’s mood and casually walks back into the room. “Philip and I will be super busy making sure all the guests find their way here and that the night guests get settled in.” She stops by the drawers next to the bed. “Oh right, my cleaning lady, Marianne, asked me to give this to you.” Josephine opens one of the drawers and picks up a bracelet. “You must have dropped it last year.”

            “Wow, I thought that was gone forever,” Felicia says, looking at the thin silver bracelet. 

            “She is amazing at finding stuff that has gone missing,” Josephine tells her. “She is so meticulous with her cleaning, always finding things people have leave behind. Even if it’s just a receipt that fell out of someone’s pocket, she always saves it and gives it back to its owner if possible.”

            Felicia puts the bracelet back on her wrist. “Well, tell her I say thanks.”
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