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It began on a Tuesday, which may not seem significant until you consider that Tuesdays are universally the most infuriating day of the week, wedged between the crushing realization of Monday and the deceptive hopefulness of Wednesday, and for some reason, the universe clearly wanted to make a point. On that particular Tuesday, every screen on Earth simultaneously flickered, buzzed, or outright screamed in a mechanical monotone that sounded like a cross between a robotic tax auditor and a vending machine with existential anxiety. And then, almost cruelly, it delivered its message in the form of a single, cold, impersonal declaration that left billions of humans blinking at their devices with a mixture of disbelief, irritation, and the creeping sensation that they might have forgotten to pay a very important celestial invoice: “Your planet is under warranty. A repair technician will arrive in 9 days. Expect temporary essential outages.”

Marlene Huffington, who prided herself on her ability to remain calm in any crisis short of spontaneous combustion, dropped her avocado toast onto the counter in a splatter of green mush and ceramic shards. “What the actual hell?” she whispered, her voice shaking somewhere between indignation and the dawning realization that she might soon be legally obligated to offer her living room as a temporary workshop for a celestial employee. Her cat, Sir Fluffington III—a regal creature whose demeanor suggested he had personally supervised the fall of several empires and found them wanting—vaulted onto the refrigerator, casting an eye of disdain at the human chaos below. “You knew this would happen,” Marlene muttered under her breath, as if the cat could explain the bureaucratic absurdity of interstellar warranty procedures.

Farmer Jim, three states away in rural Kansas, was less poetic about his concerns. Squinting at his smartphone as if willing it to cough up some hidden context that would absolve him of responsibility, he yelled at the cows, who stared back with unblinking neutrality that he interpreted as judgment. “Nine days?” he shouted, spittle flying and mixing with the early morning dew. “A repair technician for the whole planet? Are we talking fields, crops, cows, or just the Earth in general? Am I supposed to prepare, or are the cows supposed to prepare? Someone tell me which side I’m on!” His neighbor, Brenda, leaned over the split-rail fence with a broom held aloft like a medieval halberd, her eyes narrowing at a cloud formation that, through a combination of squinting and fear, resembled a giant, floating wrench. “I told you aliens were coming,” she hissed, voice low enough that the cows didn’t even flinch. “They warned us, and we ignored it.”

“I swear, Brenda,” Jim groaned, rubbing the bridge of his nose and considering how a minor headache had suddenly escalated to a full-blown existential crisis, “if they rearrange Kansas, I will personally write the worst Yelp review the cosmos has ever seen. And yes, it will include star ratings for celestial punctuality.”

Governments, naturally, responded with the efficiency of a three-legged llama attempting ballet. The United Nations convened an emergency meeting in a glass tower that offered zero protection from either physical or existential danger, where representatives from every nation argued with a ferocity that could only be described as a combination of panic and mild indigestion. “We must ascertain the source immediately!” bellowed an ambassador from an island nation that, quite frankly, no one could locate on any map without a magnifying glass and several dubious assumptions. “Are we under attack? Is this a prank? Is the universe testing our customer service skills?”

“Does anyone have a protocol for planetary warranty enforcement?” another diplomat asked, tapping on a tablet as if doing so would summon a universal manual from the ether. “Because if we don’t, I’m fairly certain that chaos will ensue, and while I am happy to volunteer my time, I am not inclined to accept responsibility for existential instability.”

The room, predictably, descended into a state of disorganized frenzy. Chairs tipped, papers flew, and one ambitious delegate attempted to staple a model of Earth to the ceiling with the belief that physical proximity would somehow convince the technician to take mercy on humanity. Shouting, gestures, and incoherent statements mingled into a symphony of panic that would have been impressive if anyone had been alive to witness it from a safe dimension.

In Geneva, Dr. Leonard Brix—physicist, quantum theorist, and reluctant master of cosmic confusion—stared at his computer screen and muttered through a growing beard of irritation. “It’s either a cosmic error or the most elaborate prank in universal history,” he said, tapping keys as though sheer determination could undo the message. His assistant, Timmy, who looked like he had survived the lab coat lottery entirely by accident, whispered, “Should we... call IT?”

Brix turned slowly, eyes narrowing with the weight of someone who had spent thirty-seven years explaining quantum mechanics to people who didn’t care about reality. “IT? Timmy, do you really think a repair technician responsible for the maintenance of an entire planet will be routed through IT? Do you understand the scale? The magnitude?”

Timmy, blinking rapidly, shook his head. “No, sir, but—maybe the technician likes computers?”

“No, Timmy. No. Computers will not placate a cosmic employee. Computers are irrelevant.”

Meanwhile, ordinary humans did their best to process the absurdity in their own unique ways. Social media exploded with references to planetary warranty, technicians arriving, pleas for help, and general complaints about the inadequacy of cosmic customer service. Influencers, true to form, posted videos staring dramatically out their windows at skies that now seemed to flicker in subtle shades of violet and green, claiming prophetic visions that conveniently coincided with sales of kombucha, scented candles, and inflatable unicorns.

Greg from Cleveland, a man with the resilience of a slightly damp paper towel, shrugged at his television. “If the world ends, at least I’ll finish season seven of that cooking show. Priorities,” he muttered, tossing a half-eaten slice of pizza onto the couch with the air of someone utterly convinced that some things must survive, even if the planet does not.

Religious organizations, predictably, had a field day. “This technician is either a harbinger of doom or a literal angel sent to audit humanity’s sins!” a preacher shouted from the pulpit, waving a wrench that may or may not have been blessed by someone with questionable credentials.

“I’m just here for the snacks,” whispered a congregant, nibbling on a gluten-free wafer with the enthusiasm of someone whose priorities were suddenly both simple and sharply defined.

Children, blissfully unconcerned with the mechanics of cosmic bureaucracy, continued to draw crayon diagrams of the technician and ask terrifying questions like, “What if they fix the clouds and forget to put them back?” Their parents, caught between anxiety and the practical need to preserve some sense of order, offered vague reassurances: “Then...we buy new clouds,” one mother suggested, eyes narrowing at the fridge which might or might not have been preparing for the technician’s arrival independently.

Cats and dogs, naturally, reacted with their usual mix of disdain and existential terror. Dogs barked at the furniture as though warning humanity of its imminent fate, while cats stared at walls with an expression that clearly communicated: You had nine days, and you wasted them.

Nine days stretched out like an eternity. Every alarm clock beeped with portentous significance. Every sneeze felt like a rehearsal for apocalypse. Airlines released statements, carefully explaining that they had no idea whether flights would be affected but recommended snacks, mental fortitude, and perhaps a light sense of humor.

In offices, passive-aggressive emails multiplied like viruses. “To: All Staff. Subject: Planetary Maintenance. Please remain seated during outages.” No one understood the memo, but everyone obeyed, because human nature favors obedience when the universe announces a warranty.

Marlene called her friend, Gary, still chewing on a leftover taco. “Gary, the fridge just told me we’re under planetary warranty,” she said, tone somewhere between hysteria and incredulity.

Gary paused, mouth full. “Did it? Really? Or is it just Thursday?”

“I swear! Nine days until a technician arrives!”

“Well,” Gary shrugged, “at least they’re giving us notice. Could be worse. Could be surprise repairs.”

And so, the countdown began. Nine days for humans to reconcile panic, absurdity, and a vague sense of cosmic responsibility, while somewhere, the technician probably checked a schedule, sipped lukewarm coffee, and wondered if this species was worth the effort.

Life on Earth, it seemed, had officially entered its trial period.

The United Nations convened an emergency session so hastily that many delegates arrived in mismatched shoes, some wearing ties upside-down, and a few carrying briefcases filled with nothing but chewing gum and anxiety. The massive glass chamber, which usually served as a monument to political futility, now vibrated with the sound of urgent whispers, frantic typing, and the occasional exasperated sigh that could be heard over the microphones.

“We need to determine the implications immediately!” demanded Ambassador Felicia Jansen, waving her hands in a flurry that suggested she was either directing a symphony or signaling surrender to a hostile alien race.

“Madam Ambassador, with all due respect,” countered General Kwon, a military man who had the kind of stare that made everyone around him reconsider their life choices, “we have no evidence of hostile intent. For all we know, this is simply an interstellar service announcement. Perhaps the technician is friendly.”

Jansen blinked slowly. “Friendly? Friendly?” she repeated, her voice dripping with incredulity. “Have you seen what a technician can do when humans attempt repairs on their own plumbing? I shudder to think what one could do to a planet. And you call this friendly?”

Meanwhile, Dr. Henri Leclerc, who had been frantically sketching diagrams of Earth with arrows, circles, and question marks in every possible color, interjected.

“It’s not a matter of friendliness, it’s a matter of physics,” he said, his accent thick, his hands trembling slightly as he held a marker like it was a lifeline. “Consider the gravitational consequences. A single misalignment of continental drift could cause—”

“Dr. Leclerc,” interrupted Minister Saito, tapping her pen on the table with the intensity of someone trying to summon rational thought through percussion alone, “I don’t need your academic panic. I need actionable solutions. How do we protect cities? How do we ensure essential services? How do we prevent—”

“You can’t,” Leclerc cut in, almost gleefully. “No one can prevent it. This is planetary-level intervention. Evidence, data, precedent—none exist.”

Saito’s eyes widened. “None exist?”

“Exactly,” Leclerc said, snapping the marker like a twig underfoot. “We are entirely unprepared. We are entirely irrelevant. And yes, it is terrifying.”

In a quieter corner of the room, a small group of analysts huddled together over a bank of screens displaying satellite feeds, weather reports, and the occasional trending meme about technicians.

“Maybe it’s a prank,” whispered one analyst, her voice barely audible over the low hum of fluorescent lights and humanity’s collective anxiety. “Or maybe it’s a warning. Or...some kind of cosmic mandate?”

Her colleague, staring at a map of shifting ocean currents that didn’t actually exist yet but might, shook his head. “We have no idea. The variables are infinite. We can’t predict the technician’s behavior. And if we could, would it even matter?”

Back in the chamber, debates escalated to near-shouting matches.

“Are we to interpret this as a threat?” bellowed a delegate from a northern nation, his face red with urgency. “Is the message implying retribution if maintenance standards are not met?”

“I don’t think the universe works on our definitions of threat!” Jansen snapped back. “We are not prepared to meet cosmic service standards! We barely meet ours!”

General Kwon’s lips twitched. “Perhaps that’s the point. Perhaps we are supposed to panic.”

“Then congratulations,” muttered Leclerc under his breath, “because we’re excelling.”

Meanwhile, ordinary people observed the bureaucratic scrambling with a mix of skepticism, bemusement, and a slowly growing sense of panic that they were largely powerless to prevent. In suburban Illinois, Karen Hollister wiped a thin layer of dust off her emergency supply shelf, where she had placed a series of jars labeled “Technician Snacks,” “Technician Entertainment,” and “Technician Reparations,” as if a cosmic visitor might somehow take offense if she failed to provide adequate refreshments.

“Do you think they like cookies?” she asked her teenage son, who was currently ignoring her while playing a game in which the entire planet exploded in various humorous configurations.

“I don’t know, Mom,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Maybe they prefer gluten-free options or...celestial kale chips?”

Karen shook her head. “You can’t take chances with a cosmic repair technician. If they’re particular about dietary requirements, we could be in big trouble. Big trouble.”

Across town, Tom and Ellen Mitchell debated the merits of installing surge protectors on everything from their television to the neighborhood water pump.

“Tom,” Ellen said, adjusting the measuring tape against a drainpipe, “we can’t protect everything. That’s ridiculous.”

“I know, but what if the technician has a thing for water pressure? What if every faucet is evaluated individually? I read online—somewhere—that technicians are meticulous,” Tom replied, tightening a bolt with trembling hands.

“Where did you read that?” Ellen demanded.

“Somewhere,” he said, looking embarrassed. “I don’t remember exactly. But we
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