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    To everyone who has ever been stuck on hold, lost in an endless phone menu, or told, "Let me transfer you to another department."
You are stronger than you know. May your call be answered swiftly, your coffee be strong, and your patience be infinite.
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The Fall of Stil Eldori-Smith
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For centuries, Stil Eldori-Smith was a name spoken with awe and reverence. He had once been the Archmage of the Fourth Age, the Bane of the Shadow Tyrant, the only sorcerer who had ever walked into the Abyssal Realms, insulted the Demon King’s mother, and walked out unscathed. His exploits were legendary, his power unmatched, his knowledge of the arcane beyond mortal comprehension. But after centuries of battle, after bending the very fabric of reality itself, he had grown tired. The weight of magic, destiny, and world-saving had become too much, and so, at long last, Stil had decided to do the unthinkable—retire.

Retirement, as it turned out, was far less glorious than he had imagined. Instead of resting in an enchanted tower, surrounded by tomes of lost knowledge and the hum of mystical energies, he now spent his days slumped at a desk, drowning in corporate emails and quarterly reports. The legendary Staff of Ages, once used to channel unfathomable power, now sat forgotten beside a company-issued ergonomic chair. His new domain was a cubicle at MagiCorp Solutions, an interdimensional tech firm specializing in “Seamless Magical Integration™”—whatever that meant. He had traded the thrill of battle for the agony of spreadsheets, his enchanted robes for ill-fitting business casual, and the power to reshape the cosmos for bi-weekly check-ins with HR.

And yet, even in this mundane existence, dark forces still conspired against him. One fateful morning, as Stil was sipping his third cup of company-provided lukewarm coffee, he noticed something amiss. Scanning his bank statement, his ancient eyes narrowed as they fell upon a charge that made his very soul shudder. “Omni-Scry™ Premium Subscription – 49.99 Gold, Auto-Renewed.” He frowned, rubbing his temples. That was impossible. He hadn’t used his crystal ball in centuries, not since the Goblin Rebellions, when he had last needed to track an army’s movements. Since then, it had sat gathering dust in the corner of his apartment, next to a pile of unread spell manuals and an unopened Instant Necromancy Starter Kit.

He sighed heavily, shoulders slumping under the weight of an unseen burden. It was no ordinary charge—it was a subscription. A subscription that he did not remember signing up for, that he had no recollection of needing, and yet had somehow persisted through the rise and fall of multiple empires. This was no simple matter of canceling a service; this was dark magic. Auto-renewal sorcery of the highest order, the kind woven into the very fabric of reality, impossible to undo through mere mortal means. But Stil Eldori-Smith had not survived eldritch horrors and time-warping paradoxes to be defeated by an unwanted service charge. No, he would handle this the way all great evils must be confronted. He would call customer service.

He reached for the crystal ball, wiped a thin layer of dust from its surface, and muttered the activation phrase. A swirling mist formed within the orb, shifting, flickering, before revealing an all-too-familiar sight—a cursed automated menu. A lifeless, monotone voice droned through the sphere, emotionless and eternal. “Thank you for contacting Omni-Scry™ Support. Your call is very important to us. Please listen carefully as our menu options have recently changed.” Stil grimaced. The last time he had heard those words, it had been right before the collapse of the Third Age. He waited as the voice continued, rattling off options that made progressively less sense.

“Press 1 for Account Services. Press 2 for Technical Support. Press 3 to summon a lesser imp. Press 4 to hear these options again. Press 9 to return to the main menu.”

Stil exhaled through his nose, already feeling the onset of a headache. He had faced labyrinthine dungeons, shifting dimensions, and the mind-breaking void of the Ever-Hungry God, but nothing compared to the hellish maze of a poorly designed automated phone tree. He pressed 1, only to be greeted with yet another menu. “For subscription management, press 1. For billing inquiries, press 2. To report an unauthorized summoning, press 3. To hear these options again, press 4.” He selected subscription management, only to be sent to yet another list of options.

This continued for what felt like an eternity. Every choice led to another menu, a recursive nightmare of prompts that circled back upon themselves in an unholy loop. With growing desperation, Stil attempted to cast Divination, seeking a path to the correct option. But the spell fizzled out, leaving only a smug system message: “Your selection is invalid.” He groaned, rubbing his temples. “I miss dragons,” he muttered under his breath. “Dragons were easier.”

After what felt like three lifetimes, he finally heard the words that offered a sliver of hope. “Please hold while we connect you to a representative.” A faint orchestral tune began to play, a melody that seemed to echo through the void itself, looping endlessly, designed to break even the strongest of wills. Stil slumped in his chair, staring blankly into space as his soul slowly unraveled. Hours passed. The sands of time wore away at his patience. His once-mighty staff, infused with celestial energy, now functioned primarily as a coat rack. His familiar, a spectral owl named Morgath the Unknowable, perched on the edge of his desk, watching in silent judgment.

And then, at long last, a voice emerged from the mist. “Omni-Scry™ Customer Support, this is Gregory. How can I assist you today?” Stil snapped back to life, gripping the edge of his desk as if he had just been yanked from the brink of oblivion. This was it. The final battle. He explained, as calmly as he could, that he wanted to cancel his subscription. Gregory, sounding profoundly uninterested in the plight of a once-great archmage, simply responded, “Hmmm. Let me check your account.” The silence that followed was heavy, as if the fates themselves were considering whether or not to spare him. Finally, Gregory spoke.

“Ah, I see here that you signed up for the ‘Eternal Loyalty Plan’ back in the year 1347.”

Stil frowned. “That... can’t be right.”

“Says right here in the contract. ‘All who sign shall be bound in perpetuity, beyond time and death, forever charged the standard monthly rate.’”

Stil clenched his jaw, feeling a surge of raw, cosmic energy course through his fingertips. He had unraveled the mysteries of the universe. He had stared into the Abyss and laughed. He had rewritten the laws of magic. And yet, none of it mattered, because Gregory from Customer Support had just uttered the most insidious spell of all.

“Sir, if you cancel now, you’ll lose your loyalty points.”

A long silence filled the room. Stil slowly exhaled, his hands trembling with barely restrained fury. His ancient mind, sharp as it was, weighed the reality of his situation. He had spent centuries earning rewards he had never used. The points, meaningless yet omnipresent, now held him in a grip stronger than any magical curse. Finally, after what felt like the true end of all things, he spoke.

“...Fine. Keep the subscription.”

His crystal ball pinged cheerfully. “Congratulations! You’ve earned enough points for a free decorative orb stand!”

Stil slumped back in his chair, defeated. Somewhere, across the infinite reaches of time and space, the gods themselves chuckled in amusement.

The greatest wizard who had ever lived had just been bested—by customer service.
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