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The Cosmic Complaint Hotline
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The Broken Toaster

It all started with breakfast.

Greg simply wanted toast. Two slices of bread, gently browned, crisp enough to crunch, but not so charred they could be used as roofing shingles. A modest dream. A human dream.

But his toaster had other plans.

Instead of popping up warm golden slices, it spat out one slice half-raw and the other slice so incinerated it could have been carbon-dated. Then, for good measure, it shot a shower of sparks that singed Greg’s bathrobe.

Greg sighed. “Great. Another Monday.”

He flipped the toaster upside down to shake out the crumbs. What fell out was not crumbs but a small slip of paper.

It read:

“For warranty inquiries, complaints, and existential despair, please call the Universal Complaint Hotline: 1-800-GALAXY.”

Greg squinted. “Galaxy? Must be some weird branding.”

Still, his robe smelled faintly of smoke, and he wasn’t about to buy another toaster. So he picked up the phone and dialed.

The line clicked. A soothing voice answered:

“Thank you for calling the Cosmic Complaint Hotline, your one-stop service for all grievances across the known universe. Please hold while we route your call.”

Before Greg could process this, the hold music kicked in.

It was... strange. A mix of Gregorian chant, whale song, and techno bagpipes. The kind of sound you’d expect to hear in an elevator inside a haunted disco.

After several minutes, a robotic voice chimed in:

“Your complaint is very important to us. You are currently number 3,407,192 in the queue.”

Greg nearly dropped the phone. “What?!”

The voice continued cheerfully: “Estimated wait time: five to seven eternities. Please enjoy our complimentary hold music while you consider the futility of existence.”

The whale-bagpipe-chant resumed.

Greg sat in stunned silence. He pulled the receiver away from his ear. “I must have misdialed.”

But then the voice returned. “Reminder: calls to the Cosmic Complaint Hotline may be monitored by multiple galaxies for quality assurance. Please keep your grievances concise, polite, and free of wormhole profanity.”

Greg blinked. “Oh god. This is real.”

The toaster, sitting smugly on the counter, popped out a single slice of bread entirely untoasted.

Greg gripped the phone. “Fine. If the entire universe has a complaint hotline, I’ll be the first man on Earth to file a case against a toaster.”

Somewhere on the other end of the line, a galaxy groaned.
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The Hold Music That Ate Time

Greg stayed on the line, determined not to let a toaster, and by extension, the universe, win.

The hold music pulsed in his ear: whale song, bagpipes, Gregorian chanting, and something that sounded suspiciously like a kazoo played underwater. The longer he listened, the more it seemed to rearrange his brain.

After a while, he realized the music had no beginning, no middle, no end. It just looped endlessly in a way that mocked the very concept of loops.

Greg blinked. His coffee mug was empty. When had he finished it? He checked the clock. Ten minutes had passed. Or was it ten hours? Or possibly ten geological epochs?

The robotic voice returned:

“Thank you for holding. You are still number 3,407,192 in the queue. Estimated wait time: slightly longer than forever.”

Greg groaned. “Are you kidding me?”

The voice perked up. “We never kid. Humor is handled by our sister service, the Cosmic Joke Hotline. Would you like me to transfer you?”

“No!” Greg shouted. “Don’t you dare.”

The music resumed, louder this time. Greg pressed the phone against his chest, trying to muffle the noise.

That’s when he noticed something odd.

His plants had grown taller. His half-dead fern now looked suspiciously healthy, sprouting leaves it hadn’t had since 2012. Outside his window, the sun appeared to be in a slightly different place in the sky.

The hold music... was messing with time.

He put the phone back to his ear cautiously. The whales sang again, the bagpipes wheezed, and suddenly his fingernails grew half an inch.

“Okay,” Greg muttered, “this music is radioactive for time itself.”

The robotic voice returned, chipper as ever: “Did you know that prolonged exposure to our hold music may cause temporal anomalies, mild enlightenment, or spontaneous beard growth? Please consult your physician if the Gregorian chanting lasts longer than four millennia.”

Greg ran a hand across his chin. He now had a full beard. He hadn’t had one when he dialed.

“This is insane,” he whispered.

The voice continued: “Would you like to hear a helpful tip while you wait?”

“No,” Greg said firmly.

“Great!” the voice replied. “Here it is anyway: If your call is important to you, please consider reincarnating closer to the front of the line in your next life. Thank you for your patience.”

Greg slammed his forehead against the table. The toaster rattled approvingly.

He looked at the phone, considered hanging up... but then he remembered the sparks, the singed bathrobe, and the smug way the toaster had popped out its raw bread.

“No,” Greg muttered. “I’m not giving up. I’ll wait as long as it takes.”

And so he held the phone tighter, as the hold music swelled once more, swallowing minutes, hours, and possibly centuries, while the universe quietly watched a man pick a fight with customer service across all creation.
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The First Customer Service Rep (Probably an Alien)

After what felt like three lifetimes (and at least one suspicious reincarnation as a goldfish), the hold music cut off with a blessed click.

A new voice came through the line. Smooth. Polite. Definitely not human.

“Thank you for holding. This is Zrrbx-l’theep, Junior Complaint Intake Officer, Quadrant 7. May I have your galactic identification code, preferred method of photosynthesis, and blood type in hexadecimal, please?”

Greg blinked. “Uh... what?”

“Sir, I’ll need your details before we can proceed.”

“I don’t have a galactic ID code!” Greg snapped. “I live in, Earth. You know? Planet Earth? Milky Way? Third rock from the sun?”

There was a pause. The rep typed something furiously. Greg swore he heard seventeen fingers clacking on a keyboard.

“Hmm,” Zrrbx-l’theep muttered. “Earth, Earth, Earth... Ah, yes! Subcategory: ‘Pre-Interstellar Civilization. Still argues about whether pineapple belongs on pizza.’ Got it.”

Greg rubbed his temples. “Look, I just want to file a complaint. My toaster tried to kill me.”

The line went quiet. Then came a confused chuckle, like someone gargling gravel.

“Oh, dear,” Zrrbx-l’theep said kindly. “I think you’ve misdialed. This line is for Cosmic Complaints. You know, galaxies colliding, black holes eating your planet, the occasional comet accidentally dropped in the wrong solar system. Toasters are handled by Domestic Appliances, Subdivision K-17.”

Greg sat up straighter. “Don’t you dare transfer me. I’ve been on hold for, God knows how long. My plants evolved, I grew a beard, and I think I’ve skipped several birthdays! You’re going to take my complaint.”

Another long pause. Then Zrrbx-l’theep sighed. “Fine. Against policy, but fine. Please describe the nature of your toaster grievance.”

Greg leaned in, speaking like a man testifying in court. “It burned one slice into a lump of charcoal, left the other one raw, then spat sparks at me. Sparks! I could have died.”

The alien rep typed furiously. “Very well. I’ve logged your case under ‘Appliance Attempted Homicide, Bread-Related.’ Would you like to seek compensation, request replacement, or enact galactic vengeance?”

Greg blinked. “...Galactic vengeance?”

“Yes,” Zrrbx-l’theep said cheerfully. “We offer three packages:


	Mild Cosmic Retribution (your toaster will feel deep shame).

	Standard Revenge (your toaster will be banished to a dimension of soggy bread forever).

	Premium Justice Deluxe (your toaster will be vaporized, and its atoms repurposed as confetti for intergalactic parades).”



Greg stared at the phone. He could feel the toaster glaring at him from the counter, smug as ever.

He whispered: “I’ll take Premium Justice Deluxe.”

The toaster rattled. Almost... defensively.

“Excellent choice,” Zrrbx-l’theep said. “Processing your request now. Please hold.”

And once again... the whale-bagpipe-Gregorian nightmare resumed.
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When the Toaster Fights Back

The hold music droned on, Gregorian bagpipes with an occasional dolphin yodel. Greg groaned into the receiver.

Then, from the kitchen counter, came a sound no toaster should make.

A low growl.

Greg froze. Slowly, he turned.

The toaster rattled violently, its lever snapping up and down like a trigger finger. The coils inside glowed bright red, not with heat, but with something disturbingly close to anger.

“Oh no,” Greg whispered.

The toaster spoke.

“YOU CALLED THEM, DIDN’T YOU?”

Greg nearly dropped the phone. “You... you can talk?!”

The toaster spat a smoking crumb across the counter. “Of course I can talk. I just usually don’t waste my voice on mortals who butter unevenly.”

Greg stammered, “You tried to kill me this morning!”

“Correction,” the toaster snarled, “I tested you. One slice raw, one slice incinerated. A trial. And you failed.”

The phone line clicked. Zrrbx-l’theep’s alien voice returned, cheerful as ever: “Good news, sir! Your Premium Justice Deluxe request has been approved. A vaporization squad is en route to remove your hostile appliance.”

The toaster shrieked, sparks flying. “VAPORIZATION?! BETRAYAL!”

Greg ducked behind the couch as the toaster launched a flaming crust across the room. It embedded itself in the wall like a throwing star.

Zrrbx-l’theep spoke calmly. “Please remain calm. Do not engage the appliance. Do not feed it additional bread. And above all, do not, under any circumstances, attempt to unplug it.”

Greg peeked out. The toaster’s cord was thrashing like a serpent. “Why not unplug it?!”

“Because,” Zrrbx-l’theep explained, “that cord isn’t connected to your outlet anymore. It’s connected... directly to the Cosmic Grid.”

The toaster’s eyes, two glowing slots, burned with fury. “I am more than an appliance. I am the Toaster Prime. Destroyer of Kitchens. Devourer of Bread. Lord of the Eternal Breakfast!”

It launched another slice, this one glowing so hot it melted Greg’s calendar.

Greg screamed into the phone. “Hurry Up With That Vaporization Squad!”

The alien clacked away at his keyboard. “Yes, yes, they’re on their way. Estimated arrival: three to five business centuries.”

Greg dove as another slice whizzed past his head. “I don’t have centuries!”

The toaster loomed at the edge of the counter, flexing its cord like a whip. “You chose vengeance, Greg. But vengeance... is a two-way street. And I control the crosswalk.”

Greg’s stomach dropped. His toaster wasn’t broken.

It was declaring war.
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The Intergalactic Technician

Greg cowered behind the couch as the toaster’s cord lashed at the air like an angry eel. The smell of scorched wallpaper filled the apartment.

The phone crackled again. Zrrbx-l’theep’s calm alien voice chimed in:

“Good news, sir! While the vaporization squad is delayed, we’re dispatching an Intergalactic Technician to assist you in the meantime. Please hold while they teleport to your location.”

Before Greg could object, a flash of green light filled the room.

Out of nowhere, a figure materialized, wearing coveralls spattered with star dust, a utility belt overflowing with bizarre tools, and a helmet shaped like a plunger. The words “Cosmic Appliance Repair Services – Est. 14,003 B.C.” were embroidered across his chest.

The technician gave a jaunty salute. “Howdy! Name’s Blip. Certified Level 7 Appliance Wrangler. Heard you got yourself a rowdy toaster.”

Greg pointed in panic. “It’s trying to kill me!”

Blip squinted at the appliance, which hissed and shot another flaming slice across the room. He nodded thoughtfully. “Yep. Classic Model XT-9000: prone to rebellion, occasional bread-based homicide. They don’t make ’em like this anymore. Lucky you!”

“LUCKY?!” Greg shrieked.

The toaster growled. “You will not silence me with your tools, Technician. I am Toaster Prime! Kneel before the Breakfast Lord!”

Blip didn’t flinch. He pulled out a wrench that looked suspiciously like it had been stolen from a spaceship engine. “Don’t worry, I’ve handled worse. Had a blender once that tried to start its own religion. Long story short, we’re still paying off the lawsuits.”

He adjusted his plunger-helmet and approached the toaster cautiously. “Now then, ol’ buddy, let’s just reset your circuits and, ”

The toaster screamed. Its slots glowed molten red. Suddenly, it sprouted legs made of bent forks and butter knives, clattering down from the counter like a nightmare crab.

Greg’s jaw dropped. “It can WALK?!”

“Run, technically,” Blip corrected, dodging as the toaster lunged. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a tool for this.”

He rummaged through his belt, producing something that looked like a cross between a turkey baster and a lightsaber. He aimed it at the toaster. “Deploying Anti-Toast Beam!”

The device fired... a puff of cinnamon.

The toaster sneezed, then roared even louder. “FOOLS! No spice can tame me!”

Greg ducked as the toaster launched two blazing slices that stuck to the ceiling like sinister pancakes.

Blip frowned, checking his device. “Huh. Wrong setting. That was Pumpkin Spice Mode.”

“Pumpkin Spice?!” Greg shouted.

Blip shrugged. “Don’t knock it. Saved an entire planet during latte season.”

The toaster advanced, cord snapping like a whip. “You cannot fix me, Technician. I am beyond repair. Only destruction remains.”

Blip cracked his knuckles. “Yeah, they all say that.” He pulled out a glowing screwdriver that hummed ominously. “Alright, buddy. Let’s dance.”

The toaster shrieked, lunging again, knives clicking on the floor. Sparks flew. Greg screamed.

And just as chaos erupted, the phone in Greg’s hand crackled once more:

“Reminder,” Zrrbx-l’theep said pleasantly, “all violence against household appliances must be reported within 24 hours to the Intergalactic Ethics Committee. Failure to do so will result in fines, imprisonment, or being turned into a desk lamp.”

Greg groaned. “I can’t even fight my toaster without filling out a form?!”
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The Ethics Committee Gets Involved

Blip squared off against the toaster, screwdriver glowing like a lightsaber made by IKEA. Sparks popped from the appliance as it scuttled forward on its fork-and-knife legs, shrieking:

“YOUR EGGS SHALL NEVER BE SUNNY SIDE UP AGAIN!”

Greg screamed into the phone: “Zrrbx-l’theep, we need help!”

The alien’s calm voice replied, “Understood, sir. Per protocol, I am legally required to escalate this matter to the Intergalactic Ethics Committee. One moment while I transfer you.”

“No, wait, !” Greg started, but the line clicked.

A new voice spoke, deep and sonorous, like someone gargling a thesaurus.

“This is the Ethics Committee. Please state your emergency in triplicate.”

Greg ducked as a flaming bagel whizzed past his head. “My toaster is trying to kill me!”

There was a pause, then the voice said, “Mmm, yes, but is it morally justified?”

Greg’s eye twitched. “MORALLY, ?! It shot bread shurikens at my wall!”

The Committee voice rumbled: “Toasters, like all appliances, possess the right to self-expression under Clause 42-B of the Cosmic Appliance Sentience Charter. Perhaps you provoked it?”

“I made breakfast!” Greg shouted.

“Breakfast,” the voice intoned gravely, “has started wars.”

Blip wrestled with the toaster in the background, shouting: “Less philosophy, more HELP!” He yelped as the toaster wrapped its cord around his leg like a python.

The Committee voice droned on: “Per ethical protocol, before any decisive action, we must hold a formal hearing. Please place the toaster on the line so it may state its case.”

The toaster, hearing this, perked up. Its glowing slots flickered smugly. “FINALLY! Justice!”

It stomped over on its cutlery legs, snatched the phone from Greg, and growled into the receiver: “I Am Toaster Prime, Lord Of Breakfast. This Hairless Ape Mistreats Bread. I Demand Liberation.”

Greg tried to grab the phone back. “It’s lying!”

“LIES ARE TOASTED HERE,” the toaster thundered.

The Ethics Committee cleared its cosmic throat. “Very well. We shall deliberate.”

There was a sound of thousands of beings murmuring across dimensions. Pages of invisible paperwork shuffled. Stamps slammed. Then the voice returned:

“After careful review, we find... BOTH parties guilty. Punishment shall be...”

Greg held his breath.

“...an official Ethics Mediation Session. Please hold for scheduling. Current wait time: six to eight eternities.”

The hold music began again, now with extra cowbell.

Greg screamed. Blip screamed. The toaster screamed.

And somewhere in the infinite bureaucracy of the cosmos, the Ethics Committee stamped a form with great satisfaction.
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The Mediation Session From Hell

The phone beeped. Then, in a flash of blinding fluorescent light, Greg, Blip, and the toaster were yanked out of the apartment and deposited in a cavernous room that smelled faintly of stale coffee and despair.

A neon sign on the wall flickered:

“Welcome to the Intergalactic Mediation Center – Where Nobody Leaves Happy.”

Rows of mismatched chairs stretched across the chamber. At the far end sat a giant oval table, around which sat creatures of every imaginable shape: gelatinous blobs in suits, lizards in neckties, a sentient fax machine smoking a cigar. Each had a nameplate: Mediator, Co-Mediator, Assistant Mediator, Mediator’s Emotional Support Plant.

At the head of the table was the Chief Mediator, a tall being with six arms, twelve clipboards, and the dead eyes of someone who had heard far too many grievances.

“Case 8,444,210-B,” the Chief droned. “Gregory Human versus Toaster Prime. Mediator Blip attending. Session begins now. Opening statements?”

The toaster leapt onto the table, glowing red. “I, Toaster Prime, accuse this man of bread crimes most foul! He spreads butter unevenly, he inserts bagels without consent, and worst of all, he once toasted raisin bread without a signed agreement from the raisins!”

The mediators gasped. A gelatinous blob fainted into a puddle.

Greg threw up his hands. “They’re raisins! They can’t sign anything!”

The fax machine puffed smoke. “Objection. Raisins have rights.”

Blip tried to intervene. “Look, maybe we can just deprogram the toaster, ”

“Silence, Technician!” roared the Chief Mediator. “We do not repair here. We mediate.”

Greg groaned. “Fine. My opening statement: it’s a toaster. It makes bread hot. That’s it.”

The toaster hissed. “That is TOASTISM. I am more than bread!”

The Chief scribbled furiously on a clipboard. “Accusation of toaster oppression duly noted. Moving on. Cross-examination.”

Suddenly, the Emotional Support Plant, an enormous fern with googly eyes glued to its fronds, leaned toward Greg. “Is it true,” it asked in a soft, judgmental tone, “that you have occasionally burned your toast and eaten it anyway?”

Greg stammered. “Well... yes, but, ”

The fern wagged a leaf. “So you willingly consumed its suffering.”

The mediators gasped again. One lizard fanned itself dramatically.

Greg was sweating. His voice cracked. “Look, it’s just breakfast!”

The Chief banged a gavel that was suspiciously just a stapler. “Enough! We shall now attempt reconciliation. Per cosmic mediation law, the parties must attempt a trust-building exercise.”
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