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         Jessica was sitting in a staff meeting when she felt her phone vibrate hard against her thigh. In the middle of a lecture about the new GDPR regulations and how it would affect the newspaper where Jessica worked, she discretely picked up her phone and read the message telling her that she had a package to pick up at her closest post office.

         “Who was that?” The sudden noise made her jump in her seat, and she could see how her colleague Bob threw a curious glance their way from across the table. Of course, Caroline thought that the text was from a hot guy; guys were all she could think about.

         “Nobody,” Jessica whispered and saw Caroline’s shoulders sink in disappointment. Jessica tried to focus on what her boss was saying, but she couldn’t keep her mind from slipping. She just couldn’t figure out what it was that she had ordered.

         Jessica’s colleagues were all taking turns yawning. She assumed that they were thinking about something else, just like she was. An article that needed to be written, a captivating interview, or maybe candy that needed to be bought for Christmas.

         November was coming to an end and everyone at work was always sleepy this time of the year; they all had other things on their minds. Everyone except for Jessica. She wasn’t going to let anything get in between her and her dream. She had a one-year-plan to become the paper’s next big journalist, and in that plan there was no room for Christmas parties, dates and things like that. She had decided to reach the top, and she was ready to sacrifice everything for it.

         But for the rest of the meeting, there was one distracting thought that kept popping up in the back of her mind. She really couldn’t figure out what it was that she had ordered. Maybe it was some folders, sent to her from one of the many archives that she had visited lately? Or maybe it was all a mistake, because Jessica felt pretty sure that she hadn’t ordered anything.

         Back at her desk, she was just about to read about the war in Yemen to prepare for the coming peace talks when an tattoo covered arm appeared to her right and placed a cup of coffee on her desk. Without taking her eyes of the screen, she nodded a ‘thanks’ and grabbed the cup. In the corner of her eye she saw the new assistant move on to the next desk with his tray full of coffee cups. It was a mystery how he could remember how everyone in the office wanted their coffee.

         When it was almost time to go home, Caroline popped by her desk. She was always in a good mood, and now she leaned against Jessica’s desk and almost managed to knock a pile of papers over.

         “Do you want to come for a drink?” She tilted her head to the side and looked at Jessica in a way that told her that there was only one acceptable answer to this question. Jessica couldn’t think of anything she wanted to do less than spending the evening in a crowded bar with Caroline and some other colleagues. Not that she didn’t like the people she worked with, and not that she was antisocial, but because she preferred spending time together with people one at the time. Somewhere you could have a conversation without having to scream.

         “No…” Jessica started, and when she saw the disappointment in Caroline’s eyes, she quickly added: “I have a date.”

         Caroline looked surprised and you could tell that she was thinking: Really? A date? Jessica could see why Caroline was surprised. It had been six months since Jessica’s last date.

         “You know that text this morning?” Jessica continued. “I didn’t want to say anything with all those people around, but yeah… It was from a guy.” There was a spark in Caroline’s eye and she shrieked and clapped her hands before she sat down next to Jessica.

         “I knew it! Tell me everything!” She leaned in, ready for Jessica to elaborate.

         “I don’t have the time right now, Caroline,” Jessica said as she packed up her stuff and turned off her computer. “I have to get home and…” what is it that single people do to prepare for a date? “Shave my legs,” she continued and rolled her eyes at her own stupidity. Caroline opened her eyes wide and gasped, pretending to be shocked.

         “You little slut,” she laughed and patted Jessica on the ass. In that moment, Jessica was reminded of why Caroline, this loud and annoying woman, was her favourite colleague. She didn’t give a shit about what other people thought of her. She did her own thing and Jessica really respected that.

         Jessica accidentally locked eyes with Bob, sitting on the other side of the room. It was obvious that he had listened in on their conversation, and judging by the expression on his face, he wasn’t all that happy about Jessica’s date. When Jessica had just started working at the paper, she had attended a Christmas party – the first and last Christmas party she would attend. After a couple of drinks too many, she had woken up next to Bob. Since then, Bob seemed to have this idea that they would end up together one of these days, even if she has told him on several occasions that it was not going to happen.

         To stop herself from laughing and making an even bigger fool out of herself, Jessica got up and hurried towards the door as Caroline screamed behind her: “Go get him, tiger! I want to hear all the juicy details on Monday!”

          
   

         Jessica hadn’t left the office this early in ages. The city was dark, and Jessica wandered aimlessly past the Christmas decorations on her way home. It was the last day of November and the streets were full of stressed mothers, carrying children and bags of presents. She thought about the fact that she could have been one of them and wondered how her life would have looked like if she hadn’t decided to put her career first.

         A buzzing against her thigh snapped her back to reality and made her stop on the street. She took her glove off and fished her phone out of her jeans pocket. Caroline had sent her a message consisting of three emojis: a tongue, a purple eggplant and three drops of water. Jessica choked on a laugh and shook her head at the same time as she grew more and more nervous about Monday when she would have to talk about a date that never happened.

         Suddenly, Jessica saw the message from the post office that she’d received earlier. She had almost forgotten about it as she rushed to get out of the office. At once, she was curious again. She really wondered what was in that package.

         When the man at the post office walked towards her carrying the huge box, Jessica couldn’t help wondering what kind of an idiot would order such a big package. When the man stopped in front of her and she realised that the huge box was for her, she wondered what idiot had sent it, and how this idiot had planned for her to get it home.

         “Oh my God,” she gasped when it was placed on the counter. The young man didn’t look amused when Jessica continued: “I actually haven’t ordered anything, there must have been some kind of mistake. Could you return it?”
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