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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.

Was that far enough back? Or should it be the first day she met him?

A chance encounter leading to her first project role, the start of a successful project career, and finally here, now in this pathetic excuse for an office, full of broken-down rubbish, working with a bunch of morons.

Surely that was enough now.

Surely it was time to move on to some other job where she had a habitable place to work and was treated with a little respect.

Was it not?

She made a grab for her bag and jacket hanging on the old fashioned hat stand (also broken), but they were caught up in the hooks, and the whole thing fell towards her making her jump and dance to avoid losing an eye and tearing an arm off her jacket in the process. 

Forgetting its old-fashioned wooden solidity, she kicked the prostrate rack, hurting herself and probably scoring a massive bruise across her shin too.

Another string of curse words - just as well she had an “office” to herself and didn’t have to contribute to anyone else’s swear jar.

She picked her handbag out of the wreckage and left the cupboard, slamming the door behind her.

As she walked away, down the dim corridor, she heard something(s) crashing as it fell from the racks.

She paused for a moment, debating whether to go back and see what, then squared her shoulders, and kept walking, with no intention of returning.

No matter how curious she was about whether the door would actually open, or whether some brooding and unhappy presence had barricaded itself in.

Or her out.

Or whether she’d shot through the event horizon and out the other side into a universe very like the one she’d left only different in some way that wasn’t readily apparent but would come to a horrifying conclusion over the next few weeks.

Honestly, the sooner she got back into less creative projects, the better. Something a little less creative and a little more stable and predictable.

Like construction.

But on her way off the lot, a sharp pain in her stomach reminded her she hadn’t eaten in hours.

She stood still for a moment, one hand on her stomach trying to decide whether she could make it to the bus stop before passing out from hunger.

The lovely Art Deco café building on the main entrance to the back lot operated as an actual cafe, as well as a set, so she figured she might as well stop in on her way out and get herself one last discounted lunch.

To go.

But by the time she collected her chicken noodle soup and toasted ham and cheese sandwich, she knew she couldn’t wait any longer, and found herself a sunbeam on the portico of a nearby building (currently dressed as a post office) to eat her sandwich.

She leaned back on a white painted pillar, stretched out her red denim jean clad legs, and tugged her white fitted button-down shirt down to a more comfortable fitting.

She couldn’t remember which project was filming right now - something involving a pretty blonde boy and some kind of mixed martial arts fighting, currently rehearsing in and around a “bank” on the other side of the street.

Or maybe it was a shop.

They were still dressing the exterior, so it was hard to tell.

The men weren’t fighting particularly fiercely, but the random sounds of grunting and limbs connecting was irritating and disturbing her attempt at calming herself sufficiently not to tear the head off the next person who spoke to her.

She pulled her phone and earbuds from their respective pockets in her handbag and plugged herself into something a little more calming and soothing.

Well, given it was a Stravinsky ballet, more like something loud and clashing, cleansing and cathartic.

It certainly added an unexpectedly dramatic dimension to the fight scene unfolding in front of her.

Though of course, it was carefully choreographed, which was why they were rehearsing. 

And they were rehearsing for a movie, so what she was watching would come out something similar on the other side anyway.

But probably with a soundtrack leaning more towards the heavy metal end of the musical spectrum. 

And when you thought about it, movies took a collection of singularly ordinary moments, shone a bit of gold light on them and undercut them with a bit of dramatic music and made them seem more exceptional than they really were.

Larger than life.

About six times larger on the smallest of theatre screens actually.

As many as thirty times on the larger.

Sandra closed her eyes, took a deep breath and held it for ten seconds before letting it out again. 

She loosened the lid on her soup to let the steam out and give it some time to cool while she started eating her sandwich. 

From her vantage point, Pretty Boy’s fluid fighting style included the odd stylish gesture; he seemed sweet and wholesome, and she guessed he was playing the hero. 

His dark-haired opponent’s style was sparer and more calculated, suggesting a lethal efficiency, and she guessed he was the villain.

Despite herself, she was intrigued, and wondered why it was that she preferred the villain. Was it a kindred recognition of a different kind of precision to her own?

Or was it the sense that heroes live in a slightly parallel universe of sunshine and unceasing positivity, while villains see the universe for the miserable, dark place it is.

Was it possible the villain and hero were different sides of the same coin - light and dark, locked forever in mortal combat that neither of them would ever win?

The same guy spinning endlessly in battle with his own shadow.

Or more likely, it was time to give Stravinsky a break and listen to something more cheerful.

She shook her head to dispel her thoughts, and as she did, a drop of fat from her sandwich escaped the paper it was wrapped in and dripped onto her shirt.

She held her arms out to the side as she looked down on her chest.

Just bloody perfect.

Not only would everyone be staring at her breasts for the rest of the day, but she’d be tormented by the smell of toasted cheese.

And of course, she’d ruined her jacket so unless she went back to her office, tore the other arm off it, and wore it backwards, she was stuck like this.

And just when she thought her day couldn’t get any worse, the fighting crossed the street, and Pretty Boy tripped over her outstretched legs and somehow kicked her soup all over her shirt too.

Unbelievable day.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” he demanded. “Can’t you see we’re rehearsing here?”

After a moment of incredulity, Sandra struggled to her feet, flicking hot soup from her hands, before scraping it off her top, and accidentally on purpose flicking it in his direction.

“Actually,” she said, crossing her arms over her nearly transparent shirt, “if you were rehearsing according to the approved protocols, you would have cleared the area, installed warning placards and the authorised safety barriers to prevent incidents like this.

“Clearly you’re not rehearsing, you’ve just crossed the street to assault me.”

Pretty Boy performed an unnecessarily flamboyant backflip back to his feet while Sandra took a step closer to the edge of the portico, to prevent him from stepping up to her level and towering over her. 

He was tall enough as he was thank you very much.

She wondered if she remembered enough Taekwondo to get herself out of trouble, and as she thought about it, relaxed into position ready to strike.

As if in recognition, a hand fell on her shoulder at the same moment as a male voice from behind her said, “Oh my god, I’m so sorry about Jason, are you okay?”

She twisted out from under the hand and found herself face to chest with the villain, who was looking down into her face.

On the bright side, the cheese stain was indistinguishable from the soup stains, and he was looking at her face, not her chest.

She took a step back along the edge of the step, trying to maintain a safe distance from both of them, but the villain took a step closer to bridge the gap.

On the bright side, he was between her and Pretty Boy, or Jason, or whatever the hell his name was, and on the less bright side, he was still looking at her.

Sandra brought her feet together and stood as tall as she could without standing on her toes, “I’m fine, though it seems I am destined to be hungry today.”

It seemed she might also be destined to never regain her composure.

“I don’t know what you’re apologising for Dan,” Pretty Boy said, “placard schmacard, we have every right to be here.”

Without breaking eye contact with her, Dan held up the palm of his hand back in Jason’s direction.

“No, she’s right. You could’ve been injured, and that could have delayed the shoot. Next time we’ll do it properly.”

She had the curious feeling Dan was trying to protect Pretty Boy from her.

While the thought she might capable of damaging him was amusing, it was just another
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