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Sandra (not Sandy, Sands or Sando) pushed a stack of papers aside, then cursed as it overbalanced and slipped off her wonky desk in a cascading flurry of individual sheets across the floor.

She leaned across to her left and looked around her desk at the once organised, colour coded, sticky noted, highlighted and marked-up schedule pages currently strewn haphazardly across the tiny area of worn grey carpet not currently stacked with racks of boxes of props and equipment.

It was the kind of filing crisis that would take twice as long to reorder as it would to reprint. And version control be damned, very tempting to simply sweep it into a corner under the racking and leave it to gather dust like the crushed and torn boxes stored within them. 

Her tiny basement office, dimly lit by one small street-level window (and a bare flickering light globe) was literally a storage cupboard before she moved in.

Technically, it still was a storage cupboard, though she wasn’t entirely sure whether she was leftover junk in storage or not.

Her pay still landed neatly and on time in her bank account, suggesting not mothballed, but the room’s damp, musty smell of forgotten dreams and hopes contended she was in storage.

Or perhaps some kind of black hole event horizon she couldn’t escape was a better description.

Frozen in time and place. 

She pushed her chair back, and in doing so, knocked the desk off its chock of exactly two and a half pads of sticky notes.

And set in motion a Rube Goldberg style chain reaction of levers and ratchets and spinning wheels and falling things that resulted in a box of light reflectors resettling at precisely the right angle to cast the mess on the floor and dust motes floating in the air in a magical golden glow.

Something clockwork, somewhere in the storage rack started ticking rapidly for a moment, before slowing down, getting slower and slower and finally stopping leaving the room eerily still and silent.

Worse, in some undefinable way than it had been before.

Like her time had run out.

Sandra sighed.

Some days started bad and just got worse.

She started quietly muttering swear words, cursing the day she’d agreed to take up the Project Scheduler contract with Gorgon Studios.

No, not just that.

Maybe as far back as her first job with Con.

Con by name, con by nature.
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