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Disclaimer: 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and organizations are either the products of the author's imagination or are used in a satirical, parodic, and transformative manner for the purposes of commentary, humor, and critique.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real-world events, institutions, or ideologies is purely coincidental — or deliberately exaggerated for absurdist effect.

The content of this book includes dark humor, absurdism, existential parody, and satirical depictions of religion, culture, society, politics, and contemporary life. It is not intended to offend, provoke hatred, or promote harmful behavior. Instead, it aims to explore and deconstruct human experiences through irony, exaggeration, and grotesque comedic form.

The views and actions of the characters do not reflect the beliefs or intentions of the author or publisher.

Some themes may be disturbing or inappropriate for sensitive readers, including but not limited to topics involving death, faith, identity, social inequality, and institutional critique. Reader discretion is advised.

No real religious, political, or cultural institution is endorsed or attacked in earnest. This work is a piece of literary satire and speculative fiction, protected under the principles of artistic freedom and fair use.

If you are looking for straightforward guidance, spiritual comfort, or moral certainty… you’re in the wrong book.


You’re fired!




– You’re fired! 


– No, and once again, no! I’m leaving of my own volition, and I would’ve slammed the door if they weren’t automatic!


– Slam your dumb head with your empty wallet, you idiot.

– Boss… umm… I mean ex-boss — this is going too far now. Then I’m forced to inform you that your wife is cheating on you.


– With who?! You trying to say it’s with you, you little weasel?


– With… uh… with that guy… or maybe that one... anyway, not with you for sure.

– Uh-huh, got it. You’re just as bad a liar as you were a trader. Get the hell outta my office!

– At least I’m lower than you — which means I’ve got room to grow!

– That’s the weakest argument I’ve ever heard. Grab your crap and be gone in ten minutes. Clock’s ticking. Louis, you’re in charge and you’ll be the timer. Hope you can handle that role.

– Of course, Sir! You didn’t even need to say it, didn’t even need to think it — I already started counting on my fingers.


The building did not shake after losing such a valuable employee. Now short by exactly one human being, it calmly continued to serve as a trusty cage for the untamable “bulls| and “bears”
(those are trader terms, go Google it — don’t make me stick boring footnotes in here and turn this story into Wikipedia).
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