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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?
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