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That damned talk radio station with its insipid hosts were blathering about how the President was going to make people part with their guns, someone burnt the microwave popcorn again, and Phil wanted so badly to kill the person on the other end of the phone. Was that too much to ask? After all, the woman claimed it was his fault her children couldn't watch the latest wrestling show on pay-per-view. "Ma'am," Phil said in a calm voice, "our technicians are working on the problem. If the issue hasn't fixed itself in an hour, please call us back."
"I've already been on the phone for ten god damned minutes and you're telling me to call back? Let me talk to someone who knows what he's talking about!"
The pen he held in his fingers snapped into two pieces, the ink pooled around his hand and stained his fingers. Ten minutes? He had to wait two hours one time to sort out his internet connection at home and it was still giving him problems. Phil gritted his teeth, but kept his voice calm. "Let me put you on hold, ma'am. My supervisor will be right with you." Without waiting for her reply he pressed the HOLD button, then removed his headset.
He hated this job, but it paid the bills. All he really wanted to do was compose music, but his Master's degree proved of little worth in the real world. Not for the first time he regretted taking this job. It seemed the world was out to get him, for one reason or another...
Poor Phil, a voice whispered, though no one was nearby his cubicle. Did the nasty harpy hurt your eardrums?
...and then there was the god trapped inside his body.
Perhaps it was the entire universe that was out to get him.
That would be an accurate assumption, my sweet Oubliette.
Phil rubbed his temples as a headache started to form. It called him "Oubliette". A prison. Something to toss prisoners in and forget about them. He wished he could forget; there were times if he looked at a mirror the wrong way, he could see the divinity with his reflection. At other times, he could actually feel the thing crawling around his insides. A disturbing feeling, one that always made him lose his appetite.
Come now, Phil, the voice purred. I am not the enemy. I empathize with you, having to deal with these hapless idiots who rant at you as if you are the cause of all their woes. Wouldn't you like to get rid of them permanently? I can do that for you. Just release me.
Phil shook his head slowly, squeezing his eyes shut. "No." His voice barely rose above a whisper. If the sick feeling in his gut was any indication of what the god was capable of, he would not let himself be damned for unleashing it.
I can wait, my Oubliette. Soon you'll see my way of thinking.
"I doubt that," he mouthed. The times he did see the divinity was in a reflected surface like a mirror. It appeared to look puppyish--small and unassuming. But one time he caught it out of the corner of his eye. That one time, he could only view its eye. It was huge, wolfish, and it defied every law of physics. Something that enormous could not possibly exist, and if what he briefly saw that one time was accurate, then there was no chance he'd ever let it free. Why? Why can't I just believe I'm going crazy? he thought to himself.
Because you are no fool. You know I exist, and that I want out. You can help me accomplish this. I could lay the world at your feet.
Before or after you crushed it under yours? Phil shot back.
I have no idea what you are talking about.
The reflection of the computer's screen showed both his reflection and the small, puppyish creature sitting on his keyboard. He looked away when the god began grinning, its tongue lolling out, a chill rushing down his spine and lingering in his gut.
Then the phones started ringing. All of them. What the hell? Phil thought. The flat electronic beeping continued even after the staff members answered the rings, which meant there were other calls in queue, an event which during Phil's years of employment had never happened until now. A quick word with one of the techs gave him not a clue to the problem, and left him more confused than before.
He flinched as he saw something move out of the corner of his eye, but then realized it was Ritchie, one of his staff.
"Ritchie!" he called out to the phone tech. He was sure Ritchie could see the throbbing vein in his temple. "We got a problem. Hurry up and clock in. I'll explain on the way."
It only took a second for Ritchie to clock in, and both men walked towards Ritchie's cubicle at a quickened pace. "What's up, Phil?" Ritchie asked.
"We've already got a high call volume, seems people in the west coast are having problems with their satellite TV," Phil said. "There's been another earthquake over there, and the technicians think that might be causing the problem."
Ritchie sat down at his workstation, removing his headphones from the locked cabinet. "I've never heard of an earthquake interfering with satellite reception. Anything else I need to know?"
Phil shook his head, feeling very tired as his shoulders slumped. "Yeah, you're going to have a lot of fun going through the scripts to help fix a problem you can't fix."
Ritchie sighed. "That means a lot of transfers to the second tier, huh?" The second tier was reserved for those customers who were unsatisfied, and demanded to go higher up on the ladder of command.
"If they don't ask to cancel their accounts outright. You know how some people are, Ritchie." He then glanced at the clock, hoping it was time for him to go home already. "Good luck today. We're all gonna need it." He started to walk away, but stopped suddenly. "Oh, and another thing," he called over his shoulder. "All breaks are suspended until the call volume goes down."
Phil knew Ritchie was grimacing, but that was the kind of work they were in. Stressful with an enormous turnover. It didn't help that the management continued to make working there a living hell with their constant demands for customer service and quality.
I can help rid you of those problems, Oubliette, the deity cooed into his mind.
No, he thought.
I expected that answer. Pity. He could feel the disappointment from the deity, and almost chuckled when he realized it felt like heartburn.
Did you cause that earthquake? He didn't want to know the answer, fearing it would be "yes".
The chuckle was a faint echo in his ears. No. I am a prisoner in your fleshy interior, remember?
Relief flooded through his body, making the headache fade a bit. Still, it had lied to him before, back when he believed it was helping him. The restraining order placed on him by his last date was still in effect. I don't believe you, he thought.
I'm as helpless as you are when you cannot help your customers, came the cool reply.
Phil returned to his desk, and as he picked up the headset, he wondered just how long he could withstand the voice in his head. A month? A year? How long had he already dealt with it?
It? I'm disappointed, my Oubliette. Can you not tell that I am a female?
He gave the statement some thought, then realized it did sound female...now.
Anything for you, the (now?) goddess purred. I could do so much more for you, though. All you have to do is let me out of this prison of flesh, and into your world.
No, he thought. He didn't dare look at the monitor, because he knew he would see her wolfish grin. Confident and superior.
I can wait, my Oubliette. Soon you will come to my way of thinking.
"I doubt that," he murmured, answering her the same as last time.
This time, however, he did not feel as confident.
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