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When it comes to the holiday season, people always talk about the magic, food and presents. Then they may eventually start talking about the little traditions each of us have and what makes the holiday season so special to each of us.

I know me and my best friends back in school would always use the last week before the Christmas break to tell each other about how Christmas worked for us. Since each family had their own special traditions and little things that made the season their own.

I bet you have some too.

So in this collection based on the Holiday Extravaganza 2022 I wanted to bring together and write a bunch of stories that focus on the little Made-Up holidays that can make the holiday season even more special to some people.

Sometimes these Made-Up holidays involve lone criminals wanting to steal something. Other times it’s gripping private eyes wanting to celebrate with their friends or save a street’s happiness. And other times it is fantastical witches and wizards wanting to inspire and surprise us with their Made-Up Holidays.

Whether you’re more of a mystery or fantasy fan, these wonderful enthralling Holiday stories are sure to provide the perfect escape at any time of the year but most importantly, during the strangely stressful and chaotic time of the Holiday season.

Enjoy!
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Mood/ Genre: Light Crime

If you thought you were only going to get wonderfully light goody-two-shoe stories from me then I hate (not) to tell you, you are sadly mistaken. 

But don’t worry because today we have a great light crime short story as it is National Package Protection Day. 

When I first heard of this made-up holiday, my mind immediately went to two different places on the mystery fiction spectrum. I was tempted to write a Bettie Private Eye short story set today, but then I realised I ready had a few of them lined up for the Holiday Extravaganza. 

Thankfully my mind went somewhere else too, it went to the criminal side. Because surely the packages need to be protected from something?

Cue criminals!

But our next story is filled with twists and surprises, so if you think this is your normal theft short story, think again!

Enjoy!
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National Parcel Protection Day (in the US at least) had to be the greatest of Holidays to Jessica, it was a day basically begging for crime to be committed, parcels stolen and their protectors in tears over their failures.

And Jessica was only too happy to oblige. 

Jessica wasn’t a bad person, she didn’t steal for herself, she didn’t steal for thrills or any of those so-called excuses, she stole for the good of others. 

That reason was a simple excuse according to many of her friends but Jessica loved the holiday season and National Parcel Protection Day most of all, it was her way of giving back.

As Jessica stood in the wonderful little street with small houses packed together with a (rather pathetic) little road separating them, Jessica felt the excitement filling her as she prepared for her first steal of the day. 

The air smelt wonderfully of warming Christmas spices, one of the houses were probably baking some mince pies, a little early but each to their own, and Jessica loved the sound of the children singing (badly) at school a few blocks away.

Jessica wasn’t sure if she liked the neighbourhood or houses along the street too much. Sure they had Christmas decorations, lights and wreaths hanging all over them. But there was something strange about them, they were all the same, identical and not in a beautiful way.

The bitter cold was another reason Jessica didn’t like the neighbourhood, every neighbourhood in England had a certain (extremely varying) degree of charm to it and even the houses that were meant to look alike had their own faults and aspects of character to it.

These houses did not.

If Jessica was to guess, she might have believed some American developer had created this street or something but she didn’t know. And she most certainly didn’t want to find out. This street felt weird.

The wonderfully spice scented air got stronger and Jessica licked her lips as she imagined their amazing fruity, spicy taste in her mouth. Maybe she would have to steal some for herself.

Jessica hated that idea. That was flat out wrong, stealing for oneself was never good and Jessica had learnt that first hand as a child. 

As a homeless child living, eating and stealing on the streets, she had to get food somehow but she stole from the wrong baker one day, and ended by getting beaten within an inch of her life because of it. 

When she recovered, got a job a few years later and learnt that her true family had died in a car crash and left her some money, Jessica vowed to help those on the streets like no one had ever done for her.

The sound of the children singing started to die down as the howl of the bitter wind grew. That was probably the worse thing about the streets, their cold unloving nature. Maybe she would buy some thick coats for the homeless with the money she got from today’s theft.

The sound of a large white van driving slowly down the street made Jessica stare at it. Jessica wasn’t a fan of white vans, they reminded her too much of scary child kidnapping films and there was something about the speed of the van. 

The van shouldn’t have been driving that slowly, the entire street was perfectly clean of cars, so the van was hardly going to bump into anything.

Jessica stepped back a little and focused on the drivers. There was one man wearing a black tracksuit and a black cap covering most of his face, and a tall woman was wearing a long black coat.

But what Jessica didn’t like was how they were looking each house up and down and around. 

That look was all too familiar to Jessica, she had given the entire road those looks twice today already. She had calculated from a bit of research that the post people always come at 12 o’clock on this road like clockwork. 

It was almost time and all the houses in the road were empty.

Jessica wasn’t sure what the people in the van were doing but she didn’t like it. She wanted to go over there, pound on the window and get them to go. This was her road to steal from and at least she was going to give her stolen items to a good cause.

These people weren’t, Jessica had run into these sorts of people before. White van drivers that were thieves were never good people to get involved with. 

If she could just get one parcel without those people seeing her, then she could get something for the homeless people. 

The sound of the van doors slamming shut made Jessica’s eyes widen as she saw the man and woman leant against the van and stare at her.

Jessica didn’t know what to do. She could run, but she didn’t want to be chased. 

“You wanna parcel?” the man asked. 

Jessica was surprised by his deep, disease ridden voice. He definitely wasn’t the healthiest man she had ever met, but there was something creepy about him. The way he stared at her and bit his lip. 

“Ah come on Luv,” the man said, gesturing her to come close. 

Jessica wasn’t sure why they were here. If the man and woman had been here for parcels then they should have waited in the van, seen the post people leave the parcels and then steal them.

But they wanted Jessica to come closer to them. 

She didn’t like this one bit.

“I’ve got some presents in my van ya can have,” the man said.

Jessica’s mouth dropped. This man and woman were foul people, they wanted to kidnap her. Jessica was shocked. How dare they come to this street, on her favourite National Day and try to pull a stunt like this.

The sound of children cheering echoed around the neighbour from the school.

“Leave!” Jessica shouted.

She wasn’t going to let them kidnap a child if that was their plan, if the local school was finishing earlier today then Jessica was never going to let one of the children anywhere near these people.

Jessica had almost been stolen herself on the streets before, she was never ever going to let another child experience that!

“We ain’t doing anything wrong. We just waiting outside out van,” the woman said.

Jessica sneered at them both. “What’s your plan then? Steal a few children. Get their parents to pay you. Then have a merry Christmas,” 

The man and woman smiled at each other.

“What is it to ya?” the man asked.

“I will not let you steal children on my day!” 

The man laughed. “Ya Day? What are ya the Queen?”

Queen Jessica, it did have a nice ring to it. But as much as Jessica loved that idea, she had to try to do something today of all days. The holiday was meant to be about Protection after all.

“Go now or I will call the police,” Jessica said.

The man mockingly cried. “Ya really think ta police will show up for two peeps leaning against a van,”

Jessica wanted to protest but that was a harsh truth about the world they lived in. Years of cut backs, politics and everything had left all public services decimated to varying degrees, the police was no less affected than any other public service. 

After spending about ten years as a police call handler Jessica remembered that all too well.

“Tell ya what luv. Leave. We let you live,” the man said.

Jessica shook her head. “I am not leaving you two alone,”

“Come on, you must have some fam. Ready want ‘em to receive your ransom?” the woman said. 

Jessica was glad she didn’t have any still alive. She hated her true family for abandoning her and when they died it was almost joyous to her. But how dare these idiots threaten her, they were going to be in for a hell of a surprise. She had lived on the streets long enough to learn how to defend herself.

The amazing smell of warm mince pies made Jessica realise there had to be someone at home in one of the houses, maybe if she was loud enough they would check on the situation. 

But what would it look like?

She wasn’t sure. All it probably looked like were two strange people leaning against a van and a crazy woman who clearly wasn’t from the neighbourhood shouting at them. 

“My family wouldn’t pay for pay anyway,” Jessica said.

The man grabbed his genitals. “I would luv,”

That was the final straw, Jessica had to do something. This man was disgusting and it was even more disgusting that this lady friend (girlfriend, wife, mistress?) wasn
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