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         Ula was tired of repeated, fruitless job interviews. Always the same: hundreds of CVs sent out, humiliating conversations, an occasional trial day, after which the last thing she heard was “we'll call you.” Like swimming through the sea of shit on tinder just to arrange a few terrible first dates, and even if some ended in bed, you would sometimes hear the same thing – “I’ll call you.” Although she had an advantage over men since she would usually dump them. She promised to be in touch, just to have the peace of mind. Anyway, when it came to dating, she had no interest in making any commitments. Yes, she wanted to find company for frequent and intense intercourse, but the last thing she wanted was a relationship. The previous one had left her with a bad taste in her mouth, and besides, it was in itself the indirect cause of such ineffective job searches. Her ex-husband had liked to have her at home. Develop your passions, take care of the house, let's try for a child, don't be afraid, I will provide for us. Sure, that’s what he said. But not only to her – and as it turned out, the other one got pregnant much faster, which led to Ula packing her bags and deciding that she was better off relying on herself. But the last few years of unemployment and little experience did not look good on her résumé, and she couldn't make up for it with pretty eyes.

         She was sitting now in the spacious hall of an insurance company, despite the fact that she knew nothing of insurance, and considered trying to get a position in some supermarket after all. The cash register job was the opposite of what she felt she was made to do, but her savings were shrinking at an alarming rate, and she had no intention of returning to her parents with her tail between her legs at the age of thirty.

         “Mrs. Ursula Paczkowska?” she heard her name from behind her back. Her name? Her husband’s? She didn't really know anymore. She shook herself and rose from the leather couch.

         She headed for the office they pointed out, clutching a briefcase full of certificates and CVs that no one ever wanted to see anyway. Except that one time she hadn’t taken it.

         The man who had called her came in behind her and sat down with two other people, a woman and a middle-aged man. The sharp, unshaved jaw of the young man made a stunning impression along with his perfect figure, although he wasn’t the one to catch her attention – instead it was his older counterpart, looking at her with kindness, but also boredom.

         “Aneta Krawczyk, Human Resources Department,” the woman introduced herself, shaking the candidate's hand, and right behind her, the man introduced himself and his son:

         “Kaminski.” But she knew perfectly well. Ever since she crossed the threshold.

         He hadn't changed a bit – age had given him more wrinkles, but he was still handsome and elegant. He was looking at her politely, but rather impassively, from behind the lenses of thick, black-rimmed glasses. The handsome face was clean shaven and focused. Ula instinctively glanced at his hand, which held a pen above her CV. He still had a wedding ring.

         She sat down in the indicated seat and tried with all her might to focus on the conversation. She listened to working conditions, duties, and other very important things that she could not comprehend for anything in the world now. As if they were communicating in Chinese, to which she nodded with a smile. Not only that, but she answered them in the same language, which seemed completely foreign, and yet her messages reached where they needed to, although her thoughts wandered around the mouth of the older Kaminski, bringing back memories of the times when those lips warmed her skin with kisses, encircling nipples and fingers, shielding teeth which bit into her neck. And now they were saying something about “responsibilities” and “challenges”, as if he didn't remember her at all, and she couldn't understand how it was possible, because he must have been etched into her memory forever.

         But why was she surprised? He was one of her first, and she owed him many of her preferences and skills. And for him, she was probably just another fling passing through his life. Another trophy that would eventually go away, making room for someone younger and more inexperienced.
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