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I rarely remember my dreams clearly.

Sometimes, vague fragments linger—but the full picture always slips away. For a few fleeting seconds after I wake up, I try to figure out where my mind wandered during the night, and whether that place was better than being awake. But then my alarm starts playing its programmed tune, and my thoughts grow gloomier than the rain tapping out a rhythm on the windowsill.

I feel misplaced in this world, as if I’m just drifting—useless—when I should be creating something meaningful. That feeling cuts through my brain with the first conscious breath of the day, washing everything in dullness and bitterness.

I reach to the side.

My fingers find only a crumpled blanket and a dented pillow in the dim room. Andrea’s already up—I don’t hear her, but I know she’s getting ready in the bathroom. A faint light spills in under the door from the hallway.

“I just want to sleep a little longer...”

I try to hold onto the last tingly threads of my dream, but they’ve long since dissolved, leaving behind flickers—tiny sparks—mocking me with a sly grin as they vanish into the dark.

I lie there silently, lost in thought, when the door gently opens. In the flood of hallway light, a slender figure approaches. Long legs. That sweet perfume clings to her like a whisper, chasing away the stale morning air of the room.

She kisses me.

-Good morning, love. I’m heading to work. I made you a sandwich... and that gross shake you drink for lifting.

I breathe her in. I let myself soak in her scent and voice for a few seconds, let it freshen my foggy mind as I kiss her back.

-Oh—and did I tell you you’re the best guy in the whole world?”

-What about Statham?- I mumble.

-He’s alright,- she grins. -But you? You’re a whole class above.

She turns, grabs her coat.

-Liar...- I say after her, still half-asleep, already missing the scent she took with her.

-Have a great day.-she calls, blowing me a kiss before disappearing out the door.

-You too...- I murmur toward the window. Behind the curtain, I can still hear the rain drumming the grass—the same grass our old neighbor carefully trimmed just yesterday afternoon.

I crawl out of bed, convincing myself I’ve got the coolest job in the world. Who cares about the rain when I’m better than Jason Statham?

All this internal pep talk happens as I shuffle to the coffee maker. Milk. Sugar. Living room.

Only Pakito’s little paw sticks out from under the plush blanket. He’s still deep in doggie dreams, breathing softly. Then a quiet growl—he’s probably chasing that multicolored cat that tried to sneak in through the kitchen window. Fierce little chihuahua. Sometimes I swear he was human in a past life—he just gets things.

I don’t wake him. I sip my coffee in silence, fish the vitamin tablets from under the table, and swallow them one by one with my coffee. (That’s how it goes after forty.)

Then I grab my phone.

“But there was no shipping list yet — I mutter with a frown.—nothing assigned to me.”

Outside, the rain drums steadily. And I can already feel it in my bones—

this day’s gonna suck.

Working for EVRI, the parcel delivery company, isn’t exactly what most people would call a “real career.”

I see that flicker of subtle mockery in their eyes the moment I mention what I do.

But then—one sentence later—comes the surprise, when I tell them how much money I actually make. And that’s when I see it: that little spark of understanding, that intoxicated daydream lighting up their face. Suddenly, they’re interested.

Of course, if you want to make good money as a courier, you can’t be running around with 50 or even 70 parcels a day. No—you need to hit at least 150, maybe 200 drop-offs if you want to smile when you open your Barclays app at the start of the month.

Yes, that guy over there, dragging three oversized cages full of boxes through the pouring rain—that’s me.

The one in the soaked raincoat, sorting close to two hundred packages out in the open, in the warehouse parking lot, under the relentless downpour—that’s me too.

The guy whose creative vocabulary includes passionately cursing saints, divine concepts, and anything sacred—often in ways so obscene they’d make a priest faint?

Still me.

After almost an hour and a half of scanning and sorting, I slam the van door shut like I’m a hunted animal diving for cover in the bushes.

Stray thoughts zip across my mind—why don’t I just work for Amazon, Yodel, or DPD? Over there, they let you sort parcels indoors, which would be a massive plus right now.

But no answer comes. Maybe my brain’s OS has crashed... or maybe it just short-circuited in the rain.

Then again, they’re paying me to stay fit by sprinting around all day—and my girlfriend says I’m a perfectionist who thrives on challenges.

And honestly, I kind of love it. Even in the pouring rain.

We scan the parcels with our own phones now. None of the companies give you a proper scanner anymore.

Needless to say, most smartphones aren’t waterproof.

After one disaster too many, I bought an Android just for work. But now, even that’s giving up on me—it’s waterlogged, and I still need to set the ETA.

You know that message you get when you order something, telling you when your parcel’s going to arrive? Yeah, I’m the guy behind that too.

Once I punch in the ETA, the system sends out a friendly little update about my impending arrival. I think it even attaches my photo—to really drive the message home.
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