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Take This Job and Shove It

-Johhny Paycheck
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Recently I've learned a lesson that has since warped my worldview in a way I never perceived as possible: Human jobs suck.

My entire life has gone sideways in the last few months, from my lifelong position as the Head Enforcer of the Balance to performing retail jobs just to make rent. I went from protecting the mundane world and fighting monsters to upselling them a weekly promo item that the management team deems cool enough. It bothers me, it really does. I get yelled at by customers who have zero comprehension on what they actually want, get scolded by managers who have zero comprehension on how to perform the job they hired me for and get backstabbed by co-workers who have zero compassion for scheduling conflicts.

But do you know the worst of it? I can't hit any of them with my favorite baseball bat.

The Fae, Unseelie or otherwise, aren't even this cruel! When I was enforcing the Balance between the mundane world and the supernatural it wasn't all glamorous, sure. I'd get my hands dirty, my mouth smacked, and my bat bloodied but it wasn't stressful at all, and I still held hope for humanity's good side. But after a few months in the retail world, in the thick of the general population, my faith in the human race is shaken and I question why I didn't let those Nosferatu just run amuck in Orlando earlier this year. Three simple words live in my head rent free... Human jobs suck. 

Even the ones you would think is cool and laidback still suck. Which is why after getting fired from being, and I'm quoting the manager and the bitchy old lady who complained about me, "the absolute worst bagger Publix Supermarket has ever seen," I took up a job that I thought would be perfect for a headbanging former monster hunter such as myself— Hard Rock Cafe. 

The Hard Rock on Universal City Walk here in Orlando is the largest in the franchise; the restaurant is two stories, with a cool retail shop that is a giant circle on the first level and is attached to a live concert building. Not just the largest in the franchise but also only one of five that has its own concert hall; paying attention during orientation was easy when they feed you bacon and play Metallica. Roughly eighty percent of the time, they play good classic rock and sometimes even death metal if the big boss isn't roaming somewhere downstairs in the bowels of this labyrinth of brick and memorabilia. And damn do they have a metric shit ton of memorabilia. Another factual statement I learned from orientation. 

"Damien," I hear a female's voice behind me sounding sweet as venom. "What did you tell that customer?"

I've been here for about three weeks, and I want to like it, I really do. If they gave me hours at all. Three five hour shifts a week with a ten-minute break somewhere thrown in makes me think I'm a glorified fanboy of the brand than an actual employee. Aside from the bad hours, the semi-boring playlist and entitled theme park customers I don't have anything to complain about this job.

"Did I hear you tell them that we only have logo hoodies?" That voice echos into my ears, causing a small shiver to roll down my spine.

Oh, then there's this bitch. 

I'm at the cash register, finally clocking in for my shift, with the ancient computers they have it takes two or three attempts just to clock in. To my side is a small and slender blond woman, hair pulled into a ponytail, with a black Hard Rock hoodie on and navy-blue jeans. My manager, the retail director of the cafe, Danielle. The biggest bitch in the universe, and who seems to always have something to say about my performance. 

"We do have logo hoodies," I say and point to the rack in the middle of the store, under a spiral design of band equipment. The Roadie Case, because the rack is in recycled cases roadies would use during shows. "They were asking for logo hoodies, so I directed them there."
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