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Who is not afraid of the passing of time? Especially time spent not as we would have wanted?

The specks of dust swirled in streaks of light by the only window of the Timeless Inc. building that hadn't yet been cemented shut. The other windows had long ceased to let in sunlight, and the employees worked under the glow of fluorescent lights.

Victor, nicknamed the Monk by his coworkers, mechanically swapped pages in the photocopier, a motion perfected over the past few years. This job was supposed to be his ticket to a successful career. It was meant to be the proverbial foot in the door many years ago. Starting from making coffee and handling simple administrative tasks, then a shining career while climbing the rat race ladder. That was the plan.

However, it seemed like everyone had forgotten about him. Buried in papers at the copier, integrated into the end window of the hallway, he had been standing there for several years, eight hours a day, five days a week.

The previous day, hope for a career at this workplace died within him. He celebrated his fortieth birthday and decided to delve into his old journals, kept sporadically but well documenting the dullness of his existence.

He read through entries from over a decade ago, boastfully praising his status as a millionaire at the age of 40. Victor checked his account, but magically, no additional zeros appeared. An extended overdraft loomed with additional fees. Victor wondered what had gone wrong.

He thought about all those years wasted at the copier, and he felt immense despair.

Every morning, a glimmer of hope burned within him that this day would bring some change. But after work, it was worse. A 1.5-hour commute back home in traffic, quickly preparing a meal and lunch for the next day's work. If he had a TV, he would watch a movie. However, depressing news from television programs once inspired him to place the TV on the pavement. So, he spent his evenings immersing himself in materials about myths, fairy tales, and legends, hoping that these ancient stories would reveal some universal truth about the meaning of life.

However, over the past few years, nothing like that had happened, and now, on his 40th birthday, his body was sagging, his face was marked with the furrows of despair, and his mind sadly uncovered the truth about his wasted life.

Each day white wine eased him into sleep, where nightmares of an imminent dismissal from Timeless Corporation began to torment him.

He stood there now, wondering if they were bricking up these windows so that no one could sneak out through them. The copier machine was dreadfully slow. Through the loud grind announcing the end of the copying process, a soft giggle pierced through from the depths of the corridor.

It was Betty, the chief TikToker and social media guru of the company. Apparently, she had just finished filming him.

A quick thought crossed Victor's mind about murdering the sexy and brazen thirty-year-old. However, the vision of trading his job for a prison cot didn't seem appealing to him, so he dismissed the inhumane thoughts.

"Of course, you're okay with us posting the video?" she asked. "I don't think we have any footage of you yet. Those sloth-like movements are sure to make a splash."

"It depends on how you use the footage," Victor replied.

"Seriously? You're putting up a fight? I have a better idea. Let's make a video in your honour. This is the first part. You'll record the second part yourself, talking about your hobby. Just some short footage, like you watching TV, because I don't expect much creativity from you. Today is Friday, the recording should be done by Sunday, send it to me."

Betty turned around, took a few steps, then added, "Actually, you don't fit into this company, so you better step up. No one likes lone wolves here. In fact, I have a better idea. I'll create a TikTok account for you so I can tag you," Betty said, snapping a photo with her phone, capturing Victor's surprised face and his helplessly lowered hands holding a stack of documents. "'@corpoadmin' should be a good username, right?" She chuckled.

Victor's blood boiled in his veins, raising his body temperature by at least two degrees Celsius. He felt the urge to chase after Betty and throw one of her body parts into the copier, but firstly, it would be challenging from a technical standpoint, and secondly, he remembered the state of his bank account.

Nevertheless, the blood continued to rush through his body at a dizzying speed. However, instead of succumbing to apoplexy, he came up with another idea. He would use this as his chance. Yes, he would talk about his hobby. Actually, maybe he could become a famous TikToker himself?

Betty entered the elevator. Victor fantasised for a moment about severed cables and Betty plummeting with the elevator two floors down. However, the hum of the device indicated that nothing of the sort had happened, and Betty continued to wreak havoc and terror in the company with her recordings.

That night, Victor didn't manage to fall asleep for even a minute. Anxiety was boiling in his mind, and surely it wasn't the best fuel for rest.

He tossed and turned in bed, torn between planning a super TikTok recording and writing his resignation letter.

The morning rays spurred him into action, and seeing his bank account balance again convinced him that recording a TikTok was the better option. But not just any TikTok!

Near his home, there was a certain place; Basingwerk Abbey, where an ancient legend circulated. Lured by the song of a nightingale, a monk was taking a brief stroll into the depths of the forest. It seemed to him that he spent a few hours there. When he returned, he found the monastery in ruins. He tried to find out what happened, but in the nearby village houses looked different and were occupied by some strangers, wearing weird clothes. A peasant then told him about a missing monk from several hundred years ago and offered him food. The monk touched the bread, and he crumbled to dust. What was a few hours or minutes to him, appeared to be a few centuries.

Victor got out of his Fiat Seicento not far from the ruins of the monastery. The weather promised to be beautiful. It was early. The sun's orb rose slowly amidst the misty haze. Horses grazed quietly in the nearby meadow, softly neighing.

Victor wanted to say something while recording the first part of the video, but his voice refused to come out of his throat. He didn't use it often, so it was difficult for him to muster verbal eloquence. He decided to record the voice-over later and focus on filming for now.

A faint path emerged from between the ruins, perhaps human-made, or perhaps worn by the local foxes, admiring the charming ruins. Or perhaps it was the eternal spirit of Time, spending time here, waiting for the next victim? Victor shuddered. Maybe it was his thoughts that caused it, or perhaps the fact that suddenly the ivy covering the chapel wall trembled silently.

He stood on the path. The boundary of the nearby forest looked as if the trees had frozen in anticipation. Perhaps no one had set foot there for centuries? "Ugh, I'm such a romantic," Victor scolded himself in his thoughts and marched towards the forest.

He decided to follow the path, occasionally covered with fern leaves. It was cooler between the trees. The path led him to a place so beautiful that if he were that monk, he wouldn't regret those few minutes or centuries spent in this place. The ground was covered with moss, with blades of grass poking through here and there. Light mists above the moss spread enchanting ribbons. Trees with thick trunks testified to the age of this forest stand and place.

Victor filmed this beautiful nook. The song of the nightingale from the nearby tree momentarily froze his blood, but he laughed at his fear. Then suddenly the trees rustled above him. Victor listened to the nightingale's song, and he could swear he suddenly heard in those trills the words: "From now on everything that's precious to you will turn into ashes." Victor shuddered. He quickly took a selfie and hurried back to the ruins of the monastery.

The trip resulted in a beautiful recording, but did other people deserve to see it? He reached into his backpack for his phone. He felt the familiar shape and suddenly felt the phone crumbling in his hands. He pulled his hand out of the backpack. There were traces of ash on his fingers.

All thoughts suddenly swirled in his head and left his mind. Victor still saw his body. He didn't crumble to ashes. The nightingale's trill sounded again, as if reproaching him, "You haven't appreciated precious things in your life in the past, so now you will lose them."

Victor ran to his car. Maybe it was too much oxygen all at once, causing hallucinations? Maybe he was poisoned at the corporate cafeteria yesterday? He pulled the handle of the old car. The door opened with a familiar creak.

Victor chuckled. Even if his hallucinations were real, it was an evident sign of his lack of respect for the vehicle. Otherwise, it would have been reduced to a heap of ashes.

He started the car and, exceeding the speed limit, returned home. Here, it turned out that the curse persisted. His favourite coffee package crumbled before his eyes into black powder. Yes, he always cursed in the morning, brewing it and not appreciating that morning treat.

Victor sat on the floor. Hallucinations or a new reality. And what the hell was this damn curse? Not only had he wasted 40 years of his life, but now, if all of this was indeed a new reality, he would have to live in despair and hopelessness because everything he loved would turn to dust.

Such thoughts swirled in his head. And what a perfidy of fate. Why hadn't he been granted the power to turn hated objects... and people into dust. What if he loves someone but will never be able to touch that person.

And why did he return in normal time, and not after hundreds of millennia? And what does the force that cursed him have been
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