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A Review 
by Jessica Waters 

Ring, ring. 
‘Hi, Jane. Meredith would like to see you now.’  
Fuck. She knows. 
 

Let me rewind.  
I’d been doing the ‘swipe, match, delete, repeat’ routine, until somebody asked 

me out in real life.  
‘Do people still do that?’ I asked my friend, Sally. 
‘Meet organically, without the use of an app?’ she said. ‘I guess. Are you going to 

go?’ 
I wasn’t having any luck online, so I said yes. 

 
The dates I had with Corey were straight out of a rom-com. It was great. He was 
great.  

Later, I sent Sally an update. 
‘I think I’ve been ghosted.’  
‘I don’t know, babe,’ she said. I’d sent screenshots for her to decipher. ‘I’m just as 

confused as you. Sorry.’ 
 

My boss told me I was being considered for a promotion.  
‘I’ve been very impressed with you,’ Meredith said on Friday. ‘It’s clear you’re 

committed to your work here.’ 
I glanced at the clock. 5:32pm. It was officially the weekend.  
‘Any plans?’ she asked. 
Yes, I planned to park my arse on the couch and eat a whole bag of chips. 
‘Going on a day trip with my sister,’ I said. ‘The weather should be nice.’ 
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‘Lovely.’ She smiled. ‘See you Monday.’ 
 

I took the lift to the lobby, scrolling through my phone.  
‘Sorry.’ I nearly bumped into someone. I moved. They moved. We were still in 

each other’s way. I realised who it was.  
‘Corey?’ Shit. The Ghoster. ‘Hi.’ I racked my brain, trying to remember if I’d told 

him my work address.  
‘Hi.’ He blushed. 
‘What are you doing here?’ 
Oh God, was I about to become the recipient of a Big Romantic Gesture? Like in 

the movies, where the guy chases the girl and begs for another chance?  
Okay, Corey, you could have another chance. 
He shuffled. ‘Sorry. Um, I’m just waiting for someone.’ 
I realised he wasn’t waiting for me. 
‘Oh.’  
Corey’s eyes darted behind me. ‘Sorry, I’ve got to go.’ He left.  
 

‘And the next thing I saw was Corey, arm in arm with Meredith,’ I told Sally.  
‘What. The. Fuck.’  
‘Yep. I still feel sick.’ 
‘Aren’t you up for promotion on Monday?’ 
‘Yep. Shit.’ 
 

I looked at the time. 10:05am.  
‘I’ll be right there, thanks,’ I told the receptionist. 
Taking a deep breath, I knocked on Meredith’s door. 
‘Take a seat, Jane,’ she said. ‘We’ve got a lot to discuss.’ 


