WORK SUCKS
CHAPTER 1. - CLOCKING IN CLOCKING OUT
"You know what I think? I think this whole fucking place is out to get me!" The man threw up his arms and began to pace back and forth. His hand, holding a warm cup of coffee began to tremble in rage. He was in the break room and of course, was on his break. Having just finished the first half of his long shift, the Man removed his glasses and rubbed at the tired eyes before slotting them back into place with a heavy sounding sigh.
"Come on man... it can't be that bad can it? Think of the money, s'what gets me through each day." His friend was sat on one of the couches merely watching. The inquest earned a scoff from the man who took an agitated sip at the coffee.

"You don't know the half of it Chris. I got you this job because you wanted to see for yourself how bad it is here. Come back to me after a few weeks and you'll see." The man paused, placing his cup down, he pressed his palms into his lower back and groaned, stretching. "It's bad enough they made me work the graveyard shift last night, but to then ask me to come in and open up?! It's like they're trying to kill me!" The man moaned, shoulders slumping as he grabbed his cup and finished off the black liquid, throwing the paper cup into the trash. Chris scratched at his neck, playing with his stubble. He looked awkwardly uncomfortable all of a sudden.

"Yeah I saw that on the timetable. Working a double shift has got to be pretty tiring, but think of the..." Chris never finished what he wanted to say, his friend heard it all before. It was the same excuse that his manager had used.

"I do not want to hear one word about money, Chris." The man sounded venomous. "Money doesn't mean shit if I go insane in the process! Besides, I'm barely making enough as it is..." He sighed, pressing his back up against the wall and closing his eyes. There was a searing pain in the back of his brain, something was digging around in there. He figured it was due to a lack of sleep but who knows, it might even be a tumour if he was lucky. Snorting bitterly, the man flopped his head forward, his short, spiky hair didn't move as he looked down and adjusted his uniform. He wore a green shirt under a light grey vest and a pair of black work pants. 
"Well uh... my shift is over... If you're not too tired after you get off, come over tonight, we can have some pizza and a few beers, forget about how crappy it is for the worker bees." Chris attempted to cheer his friend up. Standing, he walked over and gave a pat to the man's shoulder. "Chin up Jack, tomorrow's a brand new day." With that, he took his leave.

"Brand new day my ass..." Jack kicked the bottom of the couch and collapsed in it. Feeling an urge to rest his eyes, the man nodded off for a moment and was awoken what felt like seconds later by an annoying tutting. "Uh?" He groaned, looking up. "Oh... Oh!" Standing up straight, it was his manager.

She was a rather plump woman. Putting it lightly. She was fat but no one told her that. She wore an executive looking suit, perhaps a little more than her pay grade deserved. But she wanted to look prim and proper. She always carried around a silly little pad with a list of names on them. If you were on "the list" then you were in her bad books. "Mr. Wells... Jack, I came here to inform you of some news about your request for a Holiday week and I find you napping on company time? Oh dear me..." There was almost something gleeful about the way she was going about the whole thing. 

Jack meanwhile began to sweat, he didn't say anything, merely wanting to hear what this was all about. He watched as his manager took out a large red pen from her breast pocket and scribbled his name down, loudly, on the bottom of the page. He winced, being on that stupid list was one thing, but the fact was, he knew that his manager wanted to have a fling with him. She'd use this to her advantage. 

"Now Jack, you come and see me when you feel you want to get your name crossed off my little list all right sweetie?" She spoke in an overly-sweet tone which caused Jack's teeth to clench and grind back and forth. He was almost afraid she'd hear it. Forcing himself to nod, the stressed man sighed as the woman walked towards the door. But it wasn't over yet. She stopped and turned around. "Oh Jack? Sweetie I'm sorry but your Holiday week has been rejected. You can request another one at the start of the next month. Work safe now!" With a giggle she left him on his own. 

Jack felt numb. This day couldn't be happening. It was all some cosmic joke. He sat back down slowly and stared out in front of him. His eyes drowned in the random gurgling of the water cooler. The rest of the day was a blur to Jack. It was as if something snapped inside of him.
Hours later, Chris was sat in front of the TV, looking pretty sad. Jack never turned up for the offer of a beer. He sighed and grabbed a slice of pizza for himself. He figured he'd ask what happened the next time they had a shift together.

CHAPTER 2. - SEVERANCE PAY

The walk home was a blur, Jack felt himself bump into many things along the way. People... walls, it didn't matter. He couldn't think straight. His body ran on auto-pilot as his mind struggled to deal with what had happened to him. Maybe a few others would have taken it better, but not Jack. It was the straw that broke the camel's back.
Mindlessly slotting the key into the lock, Jack turned it and allowed his door to open with a gust of wind from behind him. Walking inside to the darkness, he stood there for a moment, trembling with rage. He didn't know what to do with it. Looking at the key in his hand, he tossed it as hard as he could with a primal roar. Hunched over, Jack wanted to collapse, but he didn't. He walked over to the light switch and flicked life in to his tiny, crappy apartment. Tiny, dirty and below a rather rude man that liked to drink and fuck to loud music, the man walked to the bathroom and sat on the edge of his bath-tub, head collapsing in to his hands.

How did things come to be like this? Were all those years spent in classrooms for nothing? All that debt... that time, wasted? Jack cursed the day he ever applied for a position at the damn workplace. After five years he had nothing to show for it except a small raise in his pay packet. If anyone asked him to describe his job, he couldn't do it, they asked so much of him. It wasn't fair.
God... fate... some other higher power was about to give Jack a weapon to release his anger. A loud bubbling gurgling noise began to echo from the toilet in front of him. Looking up, the man turned his head slightly, thinking that it was backed up, he rolled his eyes before the noise moved to the sink. Standing up with a furrowed brow, Jack sniffed a few times and covered his nose. It was one of the most foul smells that had ever come to his nostrils. Backing away towards the door, Jack watched in horror as a large red mass began to spew from the sink. Gurgling upwards, it spilled out on to the bathroom floor. 
"Oh Jesus... Oh God... Oh fuck that reeks!" Jack coughed, gagging, pinching his nose until it hurt, he was transfixed by the scene, unable to tear his bulging eyes away from the gruesome scene until finally, the last drop of the sludge plopped onto the heaving mass that was now sat on his bathroom floor. Jack kept his eyes on the creature as it expanded slowly before deflating, almost simulating a respiratory system of a human. "What on earth are you..." Jack winced, taking a small step towards the creature. There was no bones about it, this thing was a blob. It was gooey, lumpy and alive. A living blob of... stuff. 

Jack squatted down until he was about level with the creature. It wasn't very tall, coming up to about halfway next to his bath, but boy was it wide. It flowed from the wall connecting the sink from which it came, against the bath, however, it still looked a little cramped. Figuring that it'd only get bigger in a larger space, Jack licked his dry lips, took a breath and released his nose. Groaning from the stench, he fought against the overpowering smell and forced himself to take a few deep sniffs. Noisily sucking air through his nose, he gasped as the blob in front of him began to copy his sniffing. Sounding as if someone was sucking air through a nose full of mucus, the noise it made was disturbing.

The mass of red blob jiggled in delight as it discovered a new talent. Sniffing. Wherever this thing had come from, it seemed to find Jack's apartment suitable, there was a lot of moisture in the air that would provide comfortable living for it. This was not of Jack's design, his home merely had a problem with filtering air. 
Meanwhile, the man - having fought against his curious nature - slowly reached out, heartbeat racing as he gently placed his hand down against the red mass. Feeling exactly like a large lump of jelly, Jack shuddered. 
His simple touch meant far more than he knew however, it created a bond between the two that would never be broken. In that instant, the blob absorbed all of the recent memories from the man. There was a lot of raw emotion to process. The blob was not something to feel, it was all a new experience for it so far.

Taking a seat in front of it, Jack began to stroke the blob his fear eroding away as he found himself used to the smell. The emotion of fear was replaced with that of contentment. This was represented in that of the blob, who melted down a little, jiggling happily. Blinking at this, Jack thought about work, namely, his fat cow of a manger. The blob before him began to seethe with his anger. "Oh my... you can't feel anything, but express yourself with my emotions? Do I have you under my control or something?" Jack thought about asking the red blob to roll into a ball. With a gurgle, the mass rolled up into a sphere. 

A grin stretched Jack's lips. Tomorrow was meant to be his day off. He always did like to put in a few extra hours when he could...
CHAPTER 3. - BRAND NEW DAY

Heather - Jack's manager - was in her office. It was far too early. Yawning, she reached for a cup of coffee. Wincing as the brown stuff fell down her gullet, she groaned. "Disgusting machine crap..." Hating the company coffee machine, it was made worse by a local cafe across the way. From her office window she could see the Barista's brewing up a wonderful aroma. Snuffling her fat face, she could practically see the wavy smell drifting in the air. 

Shaking her head, the manager returned to her work. Her mind briefly turned to Jack, she wondered if the man would take up her offer. It was a well known fact that Heather used her position to get what she wanted in the company. Quite often she had these affairs and then fired the poor guy that she managed to bed. With a happy hum, she typed the denial form in for Jack's holiday request, even shuddering in pleasure as his holiday disappeared. Almost wanting to break out into a cackle, she merely chuckled into another gulp of her coffee.

Meanwhile, in the toilet a few corridors away, a thick, chunky gurgling could be heard as something red and blobby could be seen to emerge from the toilet. Oozing away from the cubicle, Jack was inside, safe and unharmed. Squeezed out from his blobby transportation, Jack grinned and gave his companion a pet. "Excellent work, I might stink, but at least no one knows we're here." Jack still wore the same suit he had on since yesterday. "All right, I want you to break into two pieces okay? One of you follow me, while the other half goes off to cause havoc. I want this place to be utterly destroyed. Anyone gets in your way? You kill 'em, just like we talked about." Jack nodded with a grin, while the blob jiggled happily, signalling that it understood what was asked.
On the same floor, a few doors down, Chris was walking. He had a bunch of files in his arms. Wondering if he should have called Jack last night, Chris sighed as he knocked on Heather's door. A polite "Enter." was heard and Chris stepped inside.

"Here are the reports you wanted." He said, laying them down in front of Heather. While the two talked, a blob went on the rampage, swallowing up and engulfing many employees.  The plump manager beamed. 
"Good... you know you're a much better worker than your friend, I think you could be in line for a promotion soon." Knowing it would anger Jack further to promote a friend over him, one that had only worked at the company for a few weeks, Heather smiled, while Chris gulped.

"That uh, would be out of my hands wouldn't it? I didn't ask for a promotion." He said nervously, not liking where this was going.

"Nonsense, I'm going to make the call this afternoon, be sure to tell Jackie-dear when you see him. I'm sure he'll be just thrilled that a friend will be making more money than him. Oh! If you ever want some... over-time with me, just ask, m'kay? See you soon Chris." Heather beamed, chuckling as Chris practically ran out of the room. "Such fun these young-bloods..." Humming happily, she went over the reports before an awful smell began to flood her office.

Moments before, Chris had gone into the break-room opposite Heather's office. He was a bit stupid when it came to romance. But he knew he couldn't do that to his friend. Meanwhile, finally someone had turned on the fire alarm downstairs. The blob's rampage now known, people began to scream and run for their lives while half of the red monster stalked them down the corridors. 

In Heather's office, the other half pooled under the door and bubbled, gurgling away before rising up in front of the manager. She squealed and held her nose. "Ack! Getawaygetaway!" She squirmed, standing up and away from the desk, backing into the window behind her. Then, the door opened and in stepped Jack with a very wide grin.

"Hello Heather! I'm here to hand in my notice. I've discussed it with my friend here and he thinks it's for the best that I quit. Move on to bigger and better things." He chuckled, glaring at the manager that had tortured him for a while. "Now that is out of the way I can move on to more personal matters."
CHAPTER 4. - PERSONAL MATTERS

Heather was scared. She looked all around, she didn't understand any of this. Jack had lost it. She looked at the phone on her desk. Jack caught her and laughed. "Can't you hear the fire alarm? The authorities are already on their way. But we'll be long gone before they arrive, won't we?" Jack asked his so-called companion, the blob jiggled, feeding off of the man's emotion. Right now Jack was happy, and so was the blob.  "Go on, call for help, I beg you." Jack sneered. 
Not waiting to be told twice, Heather grabbed the phone and called security. The very moment she went to press the last digit, the power died in the building. The other half of the blob taking care of that. "Oops. Now you're screwed Heather. Not by me though, as much as you wanted to." He snorted.

Heather dropped the receiver and whimpered in fear. That was good, Jack liked to see fear in her eyes. Pacing in front of the blob, back and forth, Jack spoke up. "I've hated working here Heather. The lack of consideration from the managers like you, towards the workers like us. The hours are... ridiculous and it seems like the company just doesn't care. Well I do. I'm doing this for people like me that are fed up with the people like you. Finish this disgusting, sick, evil bitch." Anger seethed from Jack and in turn, so did the blob feel his anger. 
Directed towards the woman in front of it, the blob rose up and slopped over the desk, inching towards the frightened woman like a snake, stalking its prey. Heather groaned as the stench overpowered her nostrils and then... it pounced. From Jack's point of view, the blob leaped over the desk and grabbed Heather, pinning her to the ground, unseen. He merely listened, skipping around the office to the sounds of her screams. 

"Eeeeek! Aaagh! Get it off! Jack please! I'm begging you! This feels so gross... please... please..." She whimpered, moaning and begging for mercy. She would get none from Jack. "I promise, I'll change, I'll put in a good word higher up, we can make this right Jack! Wait, no, no! Noooomphhh!" Her last pleas were cut short, muffled as the red blob began to engulf her body. Legs kicking up in the air, they were all Jack could see. Her high heels were kicked off leaving nothing on her feet but a pair of office stockings. The legs began to twitch and jerk in front of Jack's very eyes. 

From behind him, the door opened and Chris entered. "All right Heather, I've thought about it and..." He froze when he saw the chunky legs of Heather disappear behind the desk with a loud slurping and blorping sound. He then saw Jack, grinning like a maniac. "J-jack? Oh my God what is that smell?!" Chris covered his nose and retched. 
Jack beamed at his friend. "Chris! Glad to see you could make it! I'm just having a meeting with Heather here, I'll be done... or rather, she'll be done in around..." He never finished as the blob belched and slopped back over the desk, full of a lightly wiggling and suffocating Heather.  Jack laughed. "Well I guess she's done right now!" The blob before the two jiggled like it was laughing, once again happy. 

The two watched, one in horror, the other in glee as Heather gave a few gasping twitches for air and was then still, a shocked look on her face as she floated there. Feeling the meal go still inside, the blob began to fold over itself until the Human meal was no longer visible. Effectively digesting Heather into more slime, it bulged, groaned and expanded to become an even bigger mass of blob. "Wonderful! I never get tired of watching you grow..." Jack giggled, walking over, he rubbed the blob, leaning against the desk and staring at Chris. "You were saying as you entered?" He asked, turning dark.

Chris gulped nervously. This wasn't Jack like he knew. "Jack it wasn't like that... She offered me a raise a promotion even! I came in here to tell her that I didn't want it... I don't wanna die." Chris mumbled in fear. Jack laughed and shook his head.

"I'm not going to kill you. You're going to be a witness to what I can do. I want you to tell everyone. Go on all the chat shows, in fact... If I don't see you on Letterman or Leno, I'm going to hunt you down myself. Now go on get, the Jack that was your friend is dead." He said, leaving his old life behind with this.
Chris looked sadly upon his old friend and nodded, running from the office and outside where the police and the fire engines were waiting. He explained everything that he could before the police stormed the office. 

Meanwhile, still in Heather's room, Jack welcomed the other piece of the blob back home, watching in glee as it morphed into a more fearsome creature. "Take me away from this painful past. We have much to do." Opening himself up, the blob engulfed Jack and slammed against the glass window. Spectators down below looked up as they saw a large red mass leap from the building and ooze away on the rooftops...
