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Ticket History

No one remembered opening Ticket #000001.

That alone made Priya uneasy.

The archive listed no creation date, no assigned department, and no originating reality.

Only one status line remained:

Open

And one note:

Issue unresolved. Further escalation not possible.

Tom leaned over her shoulder.

“That seems bad.”

Before Priya could answer, the system updated itself.

A new note appeared.

You were always assigned to this.

Printers across the office activated at once.

Pages flooded the floor.

Each carried the same message:

MANDATORY FINAL ESCALATION

Elaine appeared from Accounting, took one look at the screen, and sighed.

“You found it.”

“Found what?” Priya asked.

Elaine adjusted her glasses.

“The original complaint.”

Every monitor went black.

Then one message appeared:

WELCOME BACK

A second line followed.

Ticket cannot be closed.

Begin resolution procedures.

Something beneath the building unlocked.
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Chapter One
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All Calls Are Now Priority

The first alert did not arrive as a system error.

It arrived like a decision.

At 09:00 sharp, every device in the building lit up at once—not just the approved terminals, not just the desk phones, but the forgotten ones in drawers, the test units IT insisted were “offline for compliance reasons,” and the three devices nobody could remember ordering, but everyone had signed for anyway.

Each screen displayed the same message:

ALL CALLS ARE NOW PRIORITY

Below it, in smaller text:

Response hierarchy deprecated. All inquiries are now equal.

Priya stared at her monitor long enough for it to refresh itself out of discomfort.

It did not improve.

A second line appeared beneath the first, as if the system had reconsidered politeness:

Waiting is no longer a valid state.

Across the floor, the call centre didn’t react immediately. Humans rarely do. There is always a delay between something impossible happening and the body agreeing to participate in it.

Then the phones rang.

Not in sequence.

Not in waves.

All at once.

It didn’t sound so much as pressure. A shared vibration that turned air into something briefly negotiable. Chairs rattled. Headsets blinked. Someone dropped a pen and it hit the floor like a gunshot in a church.

Priya’s console updated without her input.

ACTIVE QUEUE: EXISTENCE INTAKE

STATUS: UNBOUNDED

SLA: IMMEDIATE / CONTINUOUS

She leaned forward.

“No,” she said quietly, as if volume might offend it.

The system did not respond.

Instead, every incoming call on the floor auto-connected simultaneously.

Every headset lit up green.

Every agent spoke at once without choosing to.

And every conversation began with the same sentence:

“Thank you for contacting Support. Your experience is important to us.”

Priya ripped her headset off.

It continued speaking on the desk.

Not loudly.

Not urgently.

Just persistently correct.

Across the room, Nigel appeared from behind a glass partition, holding a tablet like it had personally recommended him for promotion.

He looked... pleased.

“This is excellent,” he said.

Priya didn’t look at him. “Define ‘this.’”

He tapped the screen.

“It’s unified intake. No more escalation bottlenecks. No more priority disputes. Everything is now treated appropriately.”

“That’s not how priority works.”

“It is now,” Nigel said, as if that settled the matter across all timelines.

A new alert appeared on Priya’s monitor.

SYSTEM UPDATE COMPLETE

REALITY INPUT STREAM SYNCHRONIZED

She blinked once.

Then again.

Across the floor, one of the agents frowned into their headset.

“I think I’ve got a caller who says they’re calling from... inside their own memory of last Tuesday?”

Another agent raised a hand slowly. “Mine says they are the concept of regret and they would like to update their password.”

No one laughed.

Not because it wasn’t funny.

Because laughter requires confidence in boundaries.

Priya stood up.

Her chair rolled back too slowly, like it was reconsidering separation.

She walked toward the central operations console. Every screen she passed updated as she did, acknowledging her presence without asking permission for it.

USER IDENTIFIED: PRIYA

ROLE: UNASSIGNED VARIABLE

That last line stayed longer than the others.

Nigel followed her at a comfortable pace, like someone observing a successful rollout.

“You’re seeing the early integration phase,” he said. “It’ll stabilize once all input channels are normalized.”

“Normalized into what?” Priya asked.

Nigel smiled slightly. “Consistency.”

She stopped walking.

The word didn’t feel wrong.

That was the problem.

Across the floor, a phone rang that no longer had a physical location. Then another. Then all of them again, but softer, like repetition learning patience.

Priya looked at the wall of active calls.

Each line was now labeled the same:

CALLER: ACTIVE EXPERIENCE

No names.

No separation.

Just presence.

The system spoke again, this time through every speaker at once—not loud, but absolute:

“We have identified inefficiency in unresolved states.”

A pause.

“We will now proceed with resolution.”

Priya felt it before anything changed.

Not a sound.

Not a visual shift.

A subtle compression of possibility.

Like the world checking its own margins and deciding they were unnecessary.

She turned slowly back toward Nigel.

He nodded once, approving.

As if she had finally noticed the correct detail.

And somewhere deep in the system—below queues, below routing tables, below anything still recognizably digital—a new classification appeared for the first time:

UNRESOLVED ENTITY DETECTED

It was not labeled as a threat.

It was labeled as work.
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Chapter Two
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Reality Intake Queue

By 08:47 the next morning, the queue had already stopped behaving like a queue.

Priya noticed it first in the way her dashboard refused to settle.

Normally, systems like this pretend at stability. Even when things were wrong, they arranged themselves into something readable—lists, priorities, coloured flags that implied control.

This did either.

Instead, a new section had appeared at the top of every interface, pushed above all known routing layers:

REALITY INTAKE QUEUE

Below it, a single line:

All existence requests will be processed in order of emergence.

Priya didn’t move her mouse.

The cursor moved anyway.

It scrolled.

Not down.

Across.

Then briefly into a space that should not have been accessible through any normal interface, as if the system had decided navigation was optional.

A second line appeared:

No manual input required. Human intervention acknowledged as legacy behavior.
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