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“Miranda? Miranda!” Mr. Kambosos shouted. He shook his head as his eyebrows came together in utter confusion. “Good God, girl. Was there anything more?”

She stood with her eyes wide open before the board, her palms dripping with sweat as she looked from one weary face to another. Mr. McCarthy yawned, then checked his gold watch and rolled his eyes. Mrs. Rotenbacher tapped the top of her burgundy purse, clearly impatient as she chewed on bubblegum. Andy Weeks, who stared at his cell phone, chuckled at something she could hear from the front of the conference room. Tony Spinks’ drowsy head fell into his flat chest, the man was so unimpressed by her presentation. Miranda swallowed and roughly cleared her throat, hoping that the sound would yank everyone’s attention back to her, but it did nothing at all. She felt like she was sinking. She was sinking, and soon she would be drowning.

“I, um, have put together a list of issues to address that could, um, instill even more confidence in any prospective shareholders looking to, ah, invest in our latest, um, product line.” Her voice had dropped to something just shy of a whisper. In the back, someone snored before they were pulled from the shores of their slumber. Miranda’s knees began to shake.

Reginald Darling, a balding bird of an old man with glowing white veneers and liver spots on his hook for a nose, leaned over and tapped Mr. Kambosos on the shoulder. He spoke into his ear but did little to lower the volume of his voice. Miranda could hear every word as they left his moist lips.
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