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Chapter 1, Orientation
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“The privilege of beauty is that it confers the illusion of power.”
Jean Cocteau
You wince at the sunlight as it splits the skyline with its cheerfully harsh rays. The warm radiance filters through the taxi cab’s windows directly into your eyes, forcing you awake and making this first day at the office seem an even more displeasing prospect. The driver was another human, which did not surprise you. This city was predominantly anthro-dominated, so the few lower-rung positions tended to be staffed by humans instead. 

You have never been a morning person. It has always taken you hours to wake up, no matter what time you go to or from bed. Still, you had woken earlier than usual to put on your most neutral, inoffensive office apparel, eaten a responsible breakfast as a functioning adult should, and waited for the taxi to collect you. You'd had a number of similar jobs before and you know what to expect from this one. Boring hours in front of endless spreadsheets.

The only reason you moved here was because the paycheque they offered was so good that even the higher rent was easily offset. That had seemed suspicious at first. You had sent out so many job applications that you could hardly recall them all, and the market for office jobs was poor even in the best of times. But all the paperwork was in order, the phone calls had confirmed everything and the start date was today. You had checked, of course. No one could expect you to remember every position you applied for, and you barely remembered applying to this law firm at all. You knew next to nothing about the Law with a capital “L” – it was the sort of thing that media skips over for being too dull or specialised. Because of that, you had spent a little time probing cautiously around the edges of the offer, checking websites, search engines, public records, and so forth. They were real, and fairly high-end, from what you could tell. Even the few words exchanged with the taxi driver suggested you were very lucky to have been hired. There was an implication of mild prestige.

You watch as the inner city closes in around you. The tall shards of glass and steel rise like artificial mountains as a concrete river cut through them, all stitched together by bridges of varied architectural styles. Anthros, it seems, do not build much differently than humans. You know this from passive learning – documentaries, articles, the background noise of modern life. Some can fly, but most cannot, so pavements are necessary. Pavements bring roads, roads bring shops, benches, and eventually the familiar chaos of human-like urban design. 

The only real difference is colour choice, stemming from the fact that many anthros have different levels of colour-blindness. Humans like to call themselves the baseline, but their main advantages are endurance and colour perception. Maybe that explained why anthros have less of a television industry. Perhaps they simply didn’t enjoy the colours. They rarely appeared on human television shows (and who could tell over the radio).

Your head jerks forward as the taxi comes to a stop outside the main office building, snapping you out of your groggy thoughts. You could avoid walking entirely if you wished – one of the job’s perks is that the taxi service is included. They clearly wanted you here, despite your very average application. You didn’t own a car, it was too expensive before and inside a city it was even more so. You were prepared to walk the distance if it meant keeping the paycheque, you’d just buy a bike or something if it all worked out.

Stepping out onto the pavement, you take in the building’s façade: a sleek, unassuming rectangle of glass, with the law firm’s name etched in professional lettering over the doors. Anthros in suits, and their probable clients without, moved about with purpose. If this was an elaborate hiring scam, they would be sorely disappointed by your bank account, so you decide there is little to fret about and walk inside.

The receptionist spots you immediately, clearly expecting your arrival. Even as a fox, she is a stereotype. Everything about her screams ‘receptionist’ from the business dress and painted claws to the precise styling of her fur. She looks like she has been typecast straight out of a film. Before you even cross the threshold, she clicks on a small desk fan and angles it not towards herself or you, but somewhere weirdly in between. As you approach, you notice the beige name badge on her blazer: Mrs. T. Silverton. She smiles with just the right amount of fang showing. Right there, that look probably represented years of practice in the trenches of customer service.

‘Mr. Standen Standen?’ she asks. Aside from the taxi driver, you are the only human you have seen all morning; it would have been almost impossible to mistake you but pleasantries must be observed.

‘Yes, that’s me.’ You try to inflect the response with emotion in your groggy state, but whatever you manage is swept away by the fan’s steady breeze. She’s using it almost like a shield. But you hold your expression of mildly cheery charm. Do not complain. Do not ruin the best-paying job you’ll ever get. Perhaps it’s just a fox thing? Probably. Mercifully, she hands you a beige name badge and a plastic card on a lanyard. Good grief your photograph on it is dreadful.

‘Your orientation will be handled by your floor manager, Mr. Blackthorn,’ she says, ‘but Mr. Silverton wishes to greet you in his office first. Head on up to the large doors at the top.’

You smile and say your thanks, but under the surface you’re swearing and panicking. Were these names ones you should already know? Mr. Silverton? The committee of mini-mes inside your mind begins frantically rifling through filing cabinets of proper nouns, discarding useless ones from your hobbies as they go. One of them eventually locates the right folder: his name was on the front door logo along with a few others. He must be one of the partners. The rest of your mental committee immediately starts debating whether the receptionist is his daughter or granddaughter as the elevator doors close behind you, leaving you in merciful solitude. You use the brief quiet to process the fact that you’re about to meet, quite possibly, the most important person you’ll ever have a conversation with. Certainly the one with the most sway over your career.

You try to recall his face. Was he on the company posters? Was his face on the front of the building in one of those generic guy-in-suit-shaking-hands-with-other-guy-in-suit billboards? You draw a blank. You look down at your name badge: Mr. V. Standen. It sounds almost professional. You put on a professional demeanour to match it. Fake confidence works just as well as the real stuff.

The elevator stops early. A loose-jowled canine in an ill-fitting but expensive suit meets your eyes, mutters something about ‘Getting the other one going the other way,’ and closes the doors again a little too hastily. You can tell you’re both mildly embarrassed. At least anthros make social slip-ups too, you think to yourself.

Mr. Silverton’s office is freezing. All the windows are open as far as safety permits, the air conditioning hums quietly at full blast, and a desk fan sits between you and the elderly fox behind a very expansive, very expensive desk. Mr. Silverton has been shrunk by age; his chair is raised to its highest setting. You immediately realise that the receptionist can’t have been his wife or daughter. Granddaughter seems more plausible. His orange fur has faded to a dignified white at the edges, expertly groomed by what must be a very well-paid barber. He smiled in the way that only those who have the money to run an inner-city law firm and keep a bottle of expensive liqueur on the desk nearby could.

‘Please, Mr. Standen, take a seat. Unless you prefer just Vance?’ he asks.

‘Just Vance for now, please,’ you reply, hoping that nothing you say in the next five minutes gets you ejected from the building.

‘I can see you’ve got the first-day jitters, sport. Don’t worry! You wouldn’t be here if we didn’t want your talents.’ His tone is disarmingly genial, the practised warmth of a forgetful grandfather. No wonder he’s successful. 

You mentally check your list of ‘talents’ to ensure none have escaped: spreadsheets, emails, telephone voice, basic IT. Yes, all present. Boring but practical – the sort of skills that strangled every creative career prospect years ago. The grey paste that you could always eat when times became lean.

‘I’m s-sure I’ll s-settle in,’ you manage through nearly chattering teeth. The room is almost icy. Mr. Silverton either hasn’t noticed or is too polite to mention it. ‘I’ve worked in a few offices before.’

‘But never one with anthros?’ he asks casually. He must have been able to tell immediately. Your shivering eludes any comment.

You admit that you haven’t. That’s normal enough, society here has long since separated along those lines. Like oil and water, the two groups can mix if stirred, but they always settled apart again. Mr. Silverton nods sagely, as if confirming a universal truth.
‘Well,’ he says, ‘I looked over your files myself, and I know you’ll fit in perfectly. Go at your own pace. Your office should have your details by now. No doubt Mr. Blackthorn will poke his head in soon.’
The tone makes it clear the conversation is over. You incline your head and take your leave. Yet, as the door closes behind you, you are fairly certain you hear the faint but sharp click of the desk fan being turned off.

Your surprise at having your own office is immense...in that you have one at all. Not a cubicle, not a desk lost in an open-plan wasteland, but a single, modest room with your name on it. You know this isn’t the norm, having walked past the cubicle farms on the way in and made brief eye contact with others. But here, you could close the blinds and enjoy privacy. A fake potted plant sits in the corner, your computer hums quietly, and a sticky note on the monitor lists your login details. The fantasy falters slightly when you realise that, as always, IT administration never changes, regardless of species, and you still needed to handle tedious software setup work yourself. Typical.

Mr. Blackthorn, as you learn around 10 minutes later of settling in, is a horse. And it seemed that he took his name very seriously. He had a polished black hide, a tight black suit with a sharp black waistcoat. Heck, he even a black shirt which camouflaged a black tie. He easily stood taller than you, a little broader too. He clearly ate all his cereal each morning and went to the gym every evening. He looked like every waking moment he was “grinding”. High powered. Highly strung. Rich. Powerful. Successful. And, when he spoke, his voice was deep and probably sugar-glazed too for that glossy edge. Lawyers like him were probably poured from moulds at the “successful businessman factory” and purchased as a premium display model.

He was saying something, but you are too busy trying to see any part of his appearance that wasn’t some shade of sleek professional black. You found yourself incredible envious of the mirror he got dressed in front of every morning, which got to see everything (the lucky bastard).

‘I’ll need to speak to your IT staff.’ Wait, who gave your mouth authority to speak without your say so? What question were even were you responding to? 

‘I’ll write their number down for you.’ He responds, with that great voice again. He could easily have made it as a voice actor for suave cartoon villains, that much was certain. His eyes flit away and searched for a pen. You do a full body scan of him now, because he needs to be studied in detail. He leans forward and you feel pity for his suit’s trousers as they valiantly struggle to contain his posterior. He must do squats. You reckon you could have bounced a coin off them. 

The distance between you closes and you are suddenly made acutely aware of his breathing. Are his nostrils flaring more than they should? Your eyes suddenly snap to the number he wrote but in doing so you become convinced he wasn’t looking at it himself this whole time. Was he watching you this whole time? Get a grip on yourself, it’s just your first day in the office and now you have to speak to their IT department. Escape the room, reset, then come back in and be normal. 

‘Thank you. I’ll get right on this, Mr. Blackthorn,’ you say. Blackthorn straightens himself and adjusted his waistcoat. Then he slowly turns and walks towards the door.

You look at the number, then suddenly back at Blackthorn because he has dropped your pen on the floor. You are uncertain if it is your mind is doing this, or if he really is doing it as slowly as it appears, because no-one picks up a pen that slowly and in that way. Legs straight, back at 90 degrees, but 100 percent of the cake on show. His tail is combed and tied into a tight bind and it does not cover a single inch of his ass.

Silence has filled the room and only the slight squeak of the fabric is present as it stretches over the globes therein. Then it is punctuated by the plastic sounds of him turning the blinds shut, isolating both of you from the outside world. His nose flairs again and you hear the deep inhalation very clearly this time. He’s rolling your pen between his equine fingers like an expensive cigar. It’s the only island of colour amongst the sea of black. With his other hand, eyes still on you, he clicks the door lock to Do Not Disturb. 

You immediately consider your options. 

Number one: Yell. While offices like this dampen sound by design, someone would still notice the muffled noise immediately. Of course, if you’re wrong about what you think is happening then this major embarrassment would end your career within the thirty minutes it took for it to start. Even if you had attended the gym every day, his height and reach alone means forcing your way past him is also not an option for a dignified exit.

Number two: Feign confidence and/or ignorance. Act like nothing is amiss and maybe you can control the situation or diffuse whatever is building in the mood of the room. You’re an adult, lie for pity’s sake! Ask for where the coffee machine was or something.

Number three: Consider-

‘You like what you see?’ Blackthorn asks, taking a step closer. The weight on his hoof means his whole flank rippled when it made contact with the cheap carpet tile. Your brief glance at it betrays the fact that you do. The equine had chiselled his whole body and wore very tight-fitting clothes and slacks. With option one out of the question, and nothing beyond option two formulated, you go with Feign Confidence as your only tactic.

‘I can see you put a lot of effort into it,’ you respond firmly. ‘Did you come in here to fish for compliments?’ Nice. Solid riposte, you think to yourself. Blackthorn takes another step, his long legs and the small office mean he’s closed the gap to the other side of the desk already. He’s looking down at you as you continue to sit in the swivel chair on the other side, and your head is now tilted too far back.
Exposing too much of your throat! yells a mental committee member unhelpfully from the backlines. 
Blackthorn’s posture leans forward, both manicured hands on your desk. ‘I can see why they hired you,’ he sniffs again, breathing in something he is clearly savouring. You can smell his expensive cologne, subtly applied because it was probably very expensive and came in very small bottles. ‘Silverton really did-’

You stand up, pushing your chair back as you go. This had caused the distance between you two to expand just slightly and you watch in sudden bemusement as he overbalances trying to chase whatever smell he’s getting from you and then pretend he hadn’t done it. He was wrong-hooved for just a moment. Your hand shoots out like a striking snake and snatches his necktie from his craning neck in a flash. You’re amazed you didn’t fumble and miss, but you can now tell that whatever reaction speed advantage the horse had over you had been replaced by whatever he’s been scenting. You’re also amazed you even laid hands on him in the first place, but you’d seen it work in a movie once and your brain committee has already proven what calibre of thought it operates with, so it just sort of happened. 

‘Mr. Silverton really did what?’ you ask, keeping his barely resisting head now lower than yours and keeping your tone steadier than you felt.

‘Did his research,’ Blackthorn answers, a little dreamily. ‘I can smell it on you, that...human smell.’ His face has change expressions now, from Serious Businessman to Docile Drooling.

‘Human smell? What...?’ you look at him again. This wasn’t an abuse of authority, because this individual could have easily pulled out of your grasp by now. He was acting like, well...relaxed...now you came to think about it. ‘You mean...?’

You had heard about this sort of thing before. The rare and elusive Human Domestication Gene, which science had largely been unable to figure out. It mostly showed itself as a slight increase in perceived charisma between animals and humans. Sometimes you saw people in documentaries that no matter where they were, even the wildest animals seemed to find their presence agreeable. Occasionally you’d see a human dating some celebrity anthro and wonder how they managed to score a catch like that and nearly every time the media would speculate it was HDG-driven. 

The idea that it existed, let alone actually worked on anthros was utter nonsense. You had a few idle flights of fantasy to yourself. You didn’t think it was actually real.

You have but one life raft here, so you tighten your grip on Blackthorn’s tie and pull a little harder. His breath hitches. ‘How much research?’ 

‘Everything. Employment, medical, dating apps. Anything publicly available. He probably paid through the nose. He wanted a HDG carrier, who was willing to change jobs and who “liked” anthros.’ 

You are stunned. Amazed even. You had been hired to be walking universal catnip. HDG was considered to be the ultimate social lubricant, more so than booze and entirely without the drawbacks.

‘So that’s why he had every window open in his office?’

‘If you stay in a room too long, well...’ his eyes were half-lidded at this point. ‘Let’s just say normally admin officers don’t usually get their own personal desk space.’

It all made sense now. Outside the office, amongst the city, unless someone brushed right up against you, neither of you would ever know it. 

The taxi driver had been a human for a reason, because otherwise you’d never be able to arrive to work at all. It wasn’t a perk, it was insurance. The receptionist probably hadn’t wanted to take any chances with you either. You wonder if the other staff members were fighting to get into the elevator you had stepped out of.

‘And what do you want, exactly?’ you ask the horse pulled against your desk. You can tell he’s fighting with himself to utter the phrase he’s about to say. Mister super lawyer here clearly wasn’t used to not being in charge. 

‘I want you to...touch me.’ The sudden feeling of pure authority floods your veins like a high-octane fuel. You wrap the tie around your wrist to shorten the leash that you now perceive it as. To hell with it. You go all in.  

‘Say please.’ 

There was a moment of hesitation from him, he wanted to think of his request as an order. To touch him, in his own mind, was a privilege he was granting you. But Silverton had indeed spared no expense finding you. Your preferences were exactly what this equine needed. His work was no doubt very demanding. Stressful, certainly. What he really wanted was someone else to be in charge, if only just for a few minutes.

You tighten your grip, bringing him closer still so that his muzzle now touched your own shirt. It probably smells of you entirely. ‘Please,’ he says. Quietly, but not too quietly. 

‘Stay there,’ you tell him and stand up and walk around to him. Bent over your desk this way, his rump was level with your sternum. His eyes track you the whole way, but he doesn’t move for fear of missing out. From here, you can see how his mane of luscious black silken locks neatly ran from his head down into the collar of his shirt, fading into his upper back. He shifts his weight and his ass flexes in doing so.

‘Remove your blazer,’ the next order came. From this position, it is awkward, but he manages to do it without raising himself too much. Even through the shirt and waistcoat you can tell his back wouldn’t have looked out of place on a classical nude marble statue. 

You slide a hand from his lower back to under the waistcoat and enjoy the expensive fabric of the shirt compress to your touch as it takes on the contours underneath. The heat he’s giving off is impressive too. Blackthorn was already hot and bothered. It wasn’t how you imagined your first hour of work going, but the opportunity to partake in such an expensive person was simply too enticing.

You press your fingers in, feeling the thick cords of muscles like a giant guitar you’re about to play. You move higher, the points of the shoulder blades quiver as you reach them. He’s too tall to stand directly behind and reach, so you’re standing off to his side slightly. You forcefully nudge his polished hooves with a foot to widen his stance, dropping his ass in line with your crotch. 

Despite the muscles, he had this lithe, almost feminine, proportion about him from this angle. He was the low-fat option; you could tell that much as your hand returns to his waist to slide up and fully under his dress shirt this time. He gasps at the direct skin contact you now share. Human hands were amongst the more dexterous and precise manipulators in the animal kingdom and domestic and anthro alike enjoyed attention from them when petting was offered.

You allow your nails to work his spine. Blackthorn was already like putty in your hands. You can tell he’s trying to hide the fact he’s enjoying this from the partially stifled sounds he was making. His rich voice was rendering the sighs, hisses and hitches into very pleasing notes.

You enjoyed giving massages in the past and have seen enough anthro anatomy from various adult sources to also know where to apply the pressure. You couldn’t hope to achieve this level of muscularity without being an equine, it was a simple biological fact. But right now, it was yours to dig knuckles and thumbs into. He really was highly strung, but wherever your hands roam, he relaxes. Even your limited inter-species massage experience doesn’t seem to be a hinderance, because Blackthorn is leaning into every bit of it as the heat of his body spreads across his back. His job must be very stressful indeed.

Your hands withdraw from the heat building inside his shirt and slide down to appraise to his posterior. His legs would come next, that was a certainty. There is a single button at the top-rear of his trousers to remove and free his tail. With his shirt shoved up, you pop the button off tug his trousers down in a single jerk as far as his spread legs would allow. Even his goddamn underwear was black. They were fighting the good fight containing his backside, but the fact they did not have a single crease showed they were stretched to their limit. You could see through the expensive material at the subtly different shiny black hide underneath. You flex your fingers before grabbing a large handful and squeeze, both to feel the resistance and to give just a small amount of pain to remind him who was now in charge. 

‘Aah,’ Blackthorn’s head thumps softly onto the table surface, forehead down to focus on the sensation. You squeeze and knead each cheek with both hands. He wanted touching? Fine by you. Let this mad moment continue.

You increase the pressure to see what responses you can elicit from your (alleged) future manager. One hand moves lower to the curve of his thigh and the more tender flesh there to be rewarded with a soft moan. He tries to shuffle backwards to grind against your groin, but you’re the one setting the pace here, so you give him a sharp smack across the rump, sending a ripple through the black boxer briefs and releasing a fresh tang of cologne into the air to an excited hiss and an exquisitely arching back. 

His almost feminine legs and ass need a little something to complete their look, you think. You snake both hands up the leg holes of the underwear, fingers going against the grain of his fur, thumbs pushing the hems higher until they sink into the cleft and make it seem like he’s wearing a thong. Like a good mare should. You tell him as much. You can’t see his face or make out the response he gives you, but if he was human his flushed face would have stuck out like a freshly spanked ass.
You spank his now exposed ass cheeks again.
It was like manhandling two huge squeezy stress balls and you’re enjoying watching them a lot. Your continued massaging is complimented by him and he purposefully tenses his muscles to make them dance for you. In turn, his thong only becomes more pronounced and tighter, bringing the prize between his legs into view. You glide your hands into his inner thighs, further widening his stance and presenting his tightly contained nuts more. You are temporarily tempted to seize and squeeze, but opt instead to cup and feel their weight. They have a respectable heft to them and the heat from your palm is outmatched by their own. They longed for freedom, you can tell. Maybe if their owner behaves.

With Blackthorn clearly enjoying himself like a pillow princess, it's only fair you do just as much as him. Despite the fact your actual job here was significantly different from what you were expecting, you doubted your desk drawer would have any lube. That would have been a bit too on-the-nose. There needed to be just enough plausible deniability in case you hadn’t been carrying the gene strongly enough. 

‘Forward,’ you grip his improvised thong and hoist him further along the desk, the fabric biting into his tender flesh as an incentive for obedience. As he pulls himself forward, you stride back around to his face, now perfectly level with your own waist. 

The fake confidence you had started with had galvanized into the real stuff at this point. The button and zipper on your own trousers act like a hypnotists watch as you undo them, but the smell of your groin is truly irresistible to Blackthorn, who buries his nose into your crotch to inhale directly from the source. His arms reach out and pull your waist closer, tighter. 

‘Suck it,’ Another order for him, it kicks aside any mental barrier the horse had against performing the act. 

This is why you liked equines. Their longer muzzles meant they could always any length down the base with little effort, no matter their owner’s skill. However, Blackthorn’s technique could certainly use some work. His tongue was too hesitant in its licks and his teeth occasionally tickled your flesh, so you reach forward to pull his mane for a firm but needed correction. 

‘You’re supposed to be enjoying this,’ he does seem to relax after that. ‘Good...’ You stroke the top of his head gently before gripping him by his mane again and slowly pulling your dick back out. ‘Now, try that again.’ He pulls away momentarily with a gasp, tongue hanging out from under the long muzzle to catch his breath.

His eyes are half lidded as he looks up at you, still clearly in a haze of pleasure just from having so much of the scent in his mouth and nose. You bring your cock back into position between those his almost protesting lips. 

Had he never sucked a dick before? Anyone could tell he was attractive, surely, he must have had a boyfriend before? Unless...unless he didn’t normally swing this way? Was the hormone coming off of you so potent it would make any anthro disregard their preference entirely, just to get more of it? You wanted to find out.

‘Now be my good little mare,’ he moans softly and closes around your cock in agreement, swallowing as much of your length as he could manage. You draw back your hips against the suction, then slowly push forward again to fuck his mouth at your own pace.

His hands are still around you like a swimmer clinging to a life preserver and the wet noises he was making only added to the effect. Your hands are delicately stroking his ears, which seemed to twitch involuntarily at irregular intervals. That, it seemed, he genuinely enjoyed and had made no effort to shake you off. He also seemed to be enjoying the taste of your precum, because as soon as a drop formed your hole was assailed by his long tongue to prevent it escaping down his chin with the saliva. You feel your orgasm drawing close, which had been messaging you well in advance ever since he bent down for the pen. There was no point denying the fact he had a great ass, you just didn’t expect to ever be able to touch it.

‘Almost there,’ you encourage him, no way either of you are going to allow your cum anywhere but on his tongue. 

You drive his nose into your pubes again, hot air washes over them, and fresh semen floods his mouth in return. You allow him to get every bit out of you, before drawing back to slide your dick across the entire length of his tongue and pop out of his velvet lips. 

There is a moment of silence between the two of you. You’re partially astonished at yourself for just going along with this idea. Just beyond the door and blinds was the entire rest of the office and you are still not entirely sure what you just did was “road legal” for this business. Blackthorn has to peel himself off the desk, his pressed black clothes now slightly creased and his underwear now has a prominent darker patch where he very obviously came in them. His slowly fading erection easily outsizes yours, which is hardly surprising, but you can see every bit of it contained inside the fabric prison as he adjusts it and the associated material crammed into his cleft. Maybe next time you’ll have a better look, if you aren’t about to be fired.

‘Bottom drawer, pass me one?’ Blackthorn says, his voice becoming surer and smoother with each syllable. The hormone’s spell over him had broken with his own orgasm and you decide to oblige him, finding a box of tissues and just handing him the box instead. 
You smirk to yourself. Very clever. Very clean. Plausible deniability and utility all in one. No one would question a fresh box inside your desk. To his credit, he makes wiping his veiny monster from his awkward position seem easy, almost as if the roles had been reversed all along. 
You conclude at that point you probably weren’t about to be fired, at least not yet. But you did want a few more answers.
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Chapter 2, Security
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“Sex and power go together. Those who have the most power are often the least able to enjoy it.”
Erica Jong
Within a minute Blackthorn had reset himself, with everything neatly back where it should be. He can see by your expression you have a few choice words to say. ‘So, Mister Blackthorn, what was the plan if Mr. Silverton was wrong?’ You give him your best frown after likewise smartening yourself up.

‘Please, Mister Standen, we’re good colleagues, call me Theodore,’ he extended a hand which you find yourself shaking somehow. ‘But to give you an insight into things, let me put it like this: A human comes in, we tell him this office is just temporary for the day. He goes about his business and slowly but surely fades into the wider workforce as the token human hire. Then, this office returns to being a small conference room. He still gets to keep the taxi, however. It is such a small amount to pay extra that it is the most miniscule of rounding errors to the accounting teams. Then he gets conveniently ignored for promotions until he leaves, and we find a new HDG carrier.’

You knew about this sort of practice. He made it sound almost acceptable with his voice. It would have just sounded like a half-hearted threat coming from you. Businesses couldn’t just fire someone out of hand, but they could make people leave in other ways. And who would win a legal case against a building full of lawyers? There were enough power dynamics in play here you could use them to run a microwave.

You fire back at him, not wanting to let him or the business off the hook just yet. ‘And what if your prize refuses? Am I supposed to fuck on command?’ That idea doesn’t appeal to you at all. It would be like being a something akin to a lewd kitchen appliance. 

Theodore Blackthorn smiles. It is a flash of perfect white in absolute contrast to the rest of him. ‘Vance, please. You are thinking of this in such human terms. Do you think just having some genetic trait is how it works? That we’re going to bottle your sweat and pass it around in a spray can? It doesn’t work like that.’ He glides himself into one of the chairs and crosses one curved leg over the other so that it can be used as a platform to steeple his fingers over. ‘It’s less about the gene, it’s the more the way you use it. Body language, confidence, words. Catalysts are needed which have to align. We can’t force it out of you, so it is in our interests to encourage you to...roam freely. You’ll find the reason IT hasn’t set up your account yet is because they’re waiting to see whether you’re going to be given the “light” workload or the “regular” one.’ 

Already being shown the smoke and mirrors behind the scenes felt weirdly abrupt, but the honesty had some merits. You drop into your seat on the other side of the desk. ‘Why give someone software they’re not going to use? Right...But I get the feeling you lot, that is to say, this law firm, seems to know a lot more about this gene than science officially does. Unless this is just a weirdly elaborate prank,’ your eyes flit around the room for hidden cameras, with post-nut clarity allowing slight panic in as you did so.

‘Oh yes. Every major business of this calibre has their own HDG carrier in one form or another. It’s good for business.’ 
The way the horse says it makes it sound like it’s an open secret. He licks his lip, getting a tiny quantity of you that managed to escape. It didn’t seem to re-intoxicate him as far as you could tell, but you’re still too amazed at the situation on the whole to be sure of anything.
‘What, its good for me to go around screwing random anthros? What if they’re not into it? What if, I don’t know, they’re married or something?’ you throw your arms up into the air at the notion. You can see it now, a very bashful man in your office and a very angry wife threatening who knows what.

‘Again, very human of you. See it from the lonely office worker’s point of view. He comes into work, sad and tired from a long week of whatever. But then, you confidently pass by. Everything smells just so good to him. He spends a day getting covered in prime HD gene, made potent by the correct catalysts. Every client he meets that day seems to get along with him just fantastically, they agree with everything he says and don’t even try to haggle. He then goes home to his wife and tells her of his success, who for the first time maybe in years leaps on him just like when they were teens.’ He smiles again with another brilliant white flash. He’s clearly thinking about what happens when he goes home today and gets to experience it all for himself. ‘You still need to actually do some work however; we can’t have you lounging about on the clock. You’ll just find it to be very easy to drop at any moment.’

‘So...I choose when and who?’

‘And pretty much wherever. Obviously, we can’t have you ploughing people on the front reception desk, but the cubicles provide enough cover and the others nearby will enjoy whatever they hear or smell. Just be reasonable.’

‘No fucking while on the phone,’ you nod your head along with the syllables.

‘No fucking while on the phone,’ he nods his own head in a teasing mimic. ‘Anything else?’

‘Won’t they get jealous of who I pick? I can’t fuck all of you, this building must contain hundreds of people.’ You recall the droopy dog from the lift and shudder slightly. Not your type.

‘No?’ the perfect look of suave intellect on Theodores face was briefly replaced with a quizzical look as if you had just asked why the sky sometimes turned white with pink polka dots. He didn’t seem to be elaborating further as if the answer was obvious. ‘Any other questions before I leave you to it?’
‘About the receptionist...’ you begin.
‘No, they’re not related.’ 

You call the IT department. The voice on the other end clearly had been primed for you, specifically. They essentially ask you which software you needed, full or basic. What would have been a straightforward question you now know is in fact a code for whether you’ll play ball or not. You say Basic. After all, you now have much more important tasks to attend to. At least until the wheels fell off the whole scenario.
You can hear a stifled noise on the other end and you suspect the other staff nearby were also listening in with rapt attention. Obviously, they were very pleased to know the company had acquired a carrier. 

‘If you have any faults, or need...anything. Keyboards, monitors, other hardware, we’re on the second floor.’ 

The voice on the other end was trying to keep it together. You couldn’t tell what species they were, but they all sounded eager at least. And is that tittering in the background? Maybe you’d pay them a visit, those sorts of teams usually had their own private office space to handle equipment. IT staff are like mushrooms, kept in the dark and fed bullshit. It would be like spelunking.

You need to wait for it to install, so you decide to get your bearings. You open the blinds and the light from the rest of the floor filters in. Anthros were mostly at their desks, some moving back and forth with paperwork in gaggles around some central figure like a prophet amongst acolytes. You step out into the main space and close your door behind you. A thought occurs to you and instead you fling it open as far as it will go, wedging the doorstop to keep it that way. A few minutes of built-up smell from there can just be dumped into the unprepared crowd beyond. How delightfully devilish, Vance. 

You decide you want a mug of something hot and caffeinated.

You can tell you’re turning heads as you head towards a break room. You can see from the corners of your vision the spectrum of subtly; from those who don’t turn their heads and just have a subtle shift in the eyes, to those who are standing and craning their necks over the partitions to gawk. 

You never got this much attention on dating apps, but then again, every day it was only bots who matched and messaged. There were so few anthros in the town where you worked previously that you supposed that any who would have sensed the HDG on you had never been in an enclosed space with you for long enough for it to be revealed. 

It’s not like you sat down in restaurants to eat by yourself and when you were dating another human you had even less reason to do so. It was all such a missed opportunity. The attention you are receiving is already threatening intoxication; you can see it on the horizon. Your mind conjures an image of a drug dealer handing you a baggy labelled ‘POSITIVE SOCIAL INTERACTIONS’ and you just snorting it up like the devil’s nose candy. 
Pace yourself, Vance.
You locate the break room. It is small, little more than a countertop with a few appliances and two vending machines on either end. You could tell this was a high-end corporate sort of gig by the way the machines spat out the exact same incredibly terrible tea and coffee assortment as their regular counterparts, except you didn’t have to pay for the privilege. The thin plastic cups also assisted in scalding your hands for the added bonus. Truly, a wonder of modern technology. However, all of this was blocked by the singular individual taking up the majority of the space. 

He was built like a brick shithouse. Arms like sacks of beachballs, a body that didn’t have a 6-pack, but instead an entire beer keg. Theodore probably went to the gym for vanity. Whoever this was went to the gym went out of necessity. When you think of a strongman, you sometimes incorrectly think of bodybuilders with their sculpted bodies designed for looks but not actual functional work. But the sort of people who could actually lift you with one arm without a fuss looked like this. Was this.

When he turned around, you realised he was some kind of bull. As he turned around the dark grey shirt he was wearing had “SECURITY” in a no-nonsense thick white font scroll over your vision like the opening of a movie reel. 

You believed it. He could stand in the doorframe and block anyone from passing by sheer virtue of filling it with muscle and bulk. His brown furred brow furrowed to look down at you. Like his long-furred fetlocks, his hair had a bit of a highland look to it. More impressive were his horns, which were uncharacteristically long and sharp. Polished too. 

Most species with horns had them trimmed and rounded, lest they poke holes in their clothes every morning. There were even fashionable rubber caps you could get. A lot of places applied laws to their length and such much like there were laws about openly wielding knuckledusters. They were, after all, weapons. You never really considered the permits around this problem, but you were also trying to spot a name badge.

Your eyes manage to find it, comically small and nestled upon the mountainous peak of one pectoral akin to some intrepid explorer. ‘Excuse me, Mr. Harrisson? I just need to slip by.’ You say, simply. You still wanted that crappy cup of caffeine. The bovid makes a token gesture of vaguely leaning to one side. This place probably didn’t get robbed enough for him to have much to do all day, but his grumpy attitude still was a bit much. He already had something in his hand, which he sipped to make some kind of point. The mug in his grip looked comically tiny by comparison.

‘You’re Standen,’ he rumbles down at you. It isn’t a question, just a statement of fact. You guess he was told the new hire might be very valuable. He was probably told that about all the new high-end lawyers he encountered, and it has long since lost its novelty.

Your eyes flit down from his eyes to the big ‘SECURITY’ text on his chest, then continue their journey over his muscle-bound gut, past the dark jeans and down to his hooves, which were scuffed and unpolished. A practical soul, it seemed.

‘That’s right. That’s me,’ you lightly slap the name badge for some reason. Harrisson didn’t respond. Not much of a talker then. You prod a button on the vending machine. It gurgles, and the bull sips again from his mug. You think of something to say other than you work in security, huh? because you have a slight suspicion that would go down like a lead balloon. How about that sportsball game last night? also didn’t seem like a winning strategy because you didn’t watch any and didn’t know if any had been on last night to begin with. Mercifully, your drink dispenses. You have to turn so your back leans against the machine to face Harrisson in this close-quarters social combat. ‘So, who did they hire to do your security then?’ you ask, attempting humour. 

‘Quis custodiet ipsos custodes?’ he rumbles back gruffly with each syllable being dumped out one after another. ‘No-one. It is just me.’ He finishes his drink and the mug is shoved unceremoniously to the corner. Brilliant really, he couldn’t have disarmed a budding conversation any more skilfully. You feel almost sad for him, if he wasn’t being so standoffish. You realise that in order for him to get out of this alcove the two of you would need to do a sort of Mexican dance routine. 

Obviously, he should be attempting to do so and return to his empty patrol. However, what you also just realised is that you’re in a very cramped space and he no longer has his coffee shielding his nose from you. ‘Just you?’ You ask, wryly. ‘No-one else to protect the big guy at work?’ it sounds so corny coming from your own mouth, but you wanted to test what Blackthorn had said.

In response, Harrisson makes a dismissive harrumph. Which causes another unprotected breath in. How long would it take him? While Blackthorn had presence, this bull had mass. Everywhere. Would it take longer? He attempts to step out then, but you pretend to have mistaken it for your turn to leave, so neither of you end up leaving. His hip squishes against your hip Three Stooges–style in the doorframe and he quickly stops to avoid his bulk from mashing you flat. He rotates to the side uncomfortably, the growing bulge in his pants being the obvious reason for this awkward manoeuvre. 

His imposing frame spreads wide as he tries to find a pose where he can adjust himself discretely in the rapidly shrinking room. You discard your own drink and step behind him as he faces away from you fumbling at his groin.

‘What’s the matter, big softy got a little hard-on?’ you ask over his broad shoulder. He ponderously turns around to face you with an indignant expression at the comment. One of his hands is covering the bulge, the other is trapped by the tight confines behind his back. You also have a hand on your cock, covering it in a bit of whatever was stuck to the inside of your underwear and a bit of the fresh stuff too. ‘You need to smile more.’ You say, smearing your hand over his nose and pressing the palm of your hand against his lips. He could have stopped your hand easily but it was the sheer audacity of it which gave him pause. You don’t need to look too far down to see he’s rapidly approaching full mast, stiff as a board. ‘Very tight in here, isn’t it?’ 

He nods, mouth quivering with the urge to lick your hand whilst also fighting his inhibitions. You can practically hear his heart thumping as you take your hand away and place them on the top button of his jeans. To his credit, he keeps his mouth shut in defiance of the overwhelming urge to taste, but it also prevents him from voicing protest. You pop the button open. Two more to go. You’re starting to feel the excitement too, now. You slowly reach back down into your own trousers and get a fresh bead of pre onto your fingertip. You can appreciate the big muscles just as much as the small ones.

The slick dot glistens in the bull’s eyes as you raise it up to his face. ‘For you.’ You smear it between his nostrils. He’s just letting it happen, mystified.

You watch as his tongue forces it way out and quickly, shamefully, gets the whole drop in one long pink swoop. Another one of his buttons pops open at your behest. ‘Just one more drop, for me?’ you ask, as if he’s doing you a favour. Harrisson closes his eyes tight, so he can’t see you getting your index finger coated in your own precum, and so when it touches his lips he is unable to stop you from invading and slowly finger-fucking his tongue. 

It’s hot, soft and moist in there in a way that hits all the right buttons for you. His breath is washing over your digit like sea waves in a storm and needs a small bit of effort to fight the suction as he tries to stop it from leaving. Even so, you undo the last button with a pop like a champagne cork.

A tent of white fabric bursts forth from the break in the dam. It jumps in time with his heartbeat with the raging hard-on pressed firmly up inside it. In a pinch you think it could have worked as a coat hook with how stiff it was. 

It seemed the bull took his sports seriously, because the jockstrap let you see everything. His huge uncut penis had only the head obscured by the stretched fabric. His fat nuts, each one the size of a plum, hung to one side underneath. The shaft was so girthy it would fill the palm of your hand entirely. And, in fact, as you touch it, it did. It jumped with a life of its own on the contact, and you watch as his testes clench upwards and drop with it. His happy trail which merged into the unkempt pubic mound gave it a lion’s mane.

‘I don’t d-do this, no-one has.’ he protests weakly. His voice is still deep, but the quavering edge gives it this meek undertone uniquely his own. 

‘What, your wife never touched your junk before big guy?’ You exert a little pressure to point it downwards and then let it twang back up again. ‘Oh, I get it. You’ve always had to take the initiative? The big scary bull has to do all the work for others.’ You tease him with your tone of voice, somehow talking down at a guy who could have tossed you down the entire length corridor with a single hand.

‘No!’ he protests. It’s reflexive, a deflection with no bite to it.

‘Ah, I understand. You touch her tits, but she,’ you stroke a pec through his shirt to emphasise the point ‘doesn’t play with yours!’ you find the nipple, not yet brought out to join in the fun. You squeeze the pec like a woman’s breast. ‘That’s so unfair of her, I bet they look very good. And your shirt is very tight.’

‘My shirt...’ he trailed off. You move back slightly, nudging his trapped arm to help him put two together. 

‘Wouldn’t want it to get coffee on it.’ You say, helpfully.

‘No...’ he reaches down and begins to lift it up. His rounded belly is a plush playground, a smooth expanse with sides of stacked muscles, and it is revealed from the bottom up like a fluffy sunrise. You observe with amusement and intrigue at the skilled technique of navigating a head of sharp horns as he bears his chest for you. You see his nipples, two pink islands amongst the brown fur. 

‘I bet you start off slow, like this...’ you begin circling each one with a thumb. Harrisson buries his face in his hands to hide his expression. ‘But I think she likes it a little harder.’ He nods almost imperceptibly. The perky buds of his nipples have come out from your ministrations and you pinch gently at them between thumb and forefinger, rolling back and forth. 

His cock is now thumping with his heartbeat much more prominently, but still not enough for your liking. A big guy like this needed to be guided through each new step. You grab a swath of pecs and do broad strokes with your thumb, bouncing them off his nipples with each sweep. ‘Then, you want to show her how good they look.’ You come in close; his height means that his chest is in line with your head. You breath in, then move your mouth as close as possible without touching and gently release a slow hot breath over one. His size meant little when put against that sensation, he shuddered at the unfamiliar pleasure, the heat rippling in from one tiny spot and blossoming out.

‘How do you show her, Harrison?’

His voice is little more than a whisper. ‘I...suck...them.’ 

‘I bet you’re very gentle, despite your size.’ You offer. He can’t utter another word for now, those last three probably felt herculean to force out. He nods again, head still in hands. You plant a kiss around the first one, and sensually coat it with your tongue around the bead-shaped flesh. Then, you gently apply pressure and pull your head back slowly, the skin follows your mouth as you suck. With a loud, lascivious pop it escapes your mouth. 

‘But I know you’re a strong bull, you can take a bit more than her.’ You go in again and repeat, but sucking harder this time. You pull back, and the second and louder noise fills the confined space. The bull reacts as if he was just electrocuted and shakes from the feeling. You look down, his white jockstrap has a growing dark patch causing it to become see-through. The head of his dick is straining to get out like a swimmer about to breach the surface. Harrison’s shovel-like hand comes down to rest upon your head. Not to guide you, or force you, but to feel the comfort from your hair. The other hand is steadying him on the countertop. You make no comment or attempt to displace it.

‘And you make sure they both get equal attention.’ You travel across the expanse of his chest, his hand follows your head, cupping the back of it now, a single thumb stroking you. You give the second nipple what it needs. By the time you pull away a single bit of his precum has forced its way through the white fibres and begun rolling down the tented fabric.

‘Ego ipsos custodio.’ You say gently to him, hoping you had the grammar right. A person who knew Latin but rarely got to use it probably felt saddened in this place where it got used all the time and he could not. He had spoken gruffly at first, but he had softened so readily. It wasn’t the moment to be stern back. ‘I can see the depths within you. You fear them seeing more than just the muscle, but you’re safe here.’ It seemed the right thing to say.

That got more of a reaction out of him than anything physical you had done so far, he instinctively pulls you tight to his chest, pressing your head between the pillows of his pectorals. His heart thumps like a mortar battery against your ear, even through the fuzz of his fur. You let him recover for a bit, enjoying the warmth yourself. He would probably hold you there all day if he could, or at least for the hour or two it would take for lunch to arrive. There is a quiet but unmistakable dripping sound as his pre strikes the floor.

‘You love your wife’s ass,’ you tilt your head to look up at his, the fluorescent tube lamp above is obscured by his silhouette, giving him an unintended halo. He looks down at you then, eyes open and unobscured now. ‘That wasn’t a question,’ you say to him. ‘She wants to show it off, just for you,’ you give him a firm look. You extract yourself from fluffy heaven and expectantly make a motion with your finger for him to turn around.

Harrisson could have escape there, and a part of him probably still wanted to if only out of habit. But if getting out of the alcove was tricky before, it may as well have been an eye of a needle to him now. His eyes move over the exit as he turns, and then they continue on as his body comes about, powerless to stop himself. 

‘You like it when she lowers them herself, slowly all the way to the floor.’ You put a bit of authority in the voice. You get the impression the bull has never been this sensual in his life, but he allows his jeans to slide over his ass and to the floor, then steps out of them without further prompting.

To him, a jockstrap was just a practical choice. Long tail, big package, lots of exercise to be done. To you though, the white straps only acted as a picture frame for the prize. It takes a lot of ass to hold up this much bovine. You gently lay an open palm over one, getting him used to the idea of being touched there. Even then, it came as an oddly pleasant surprise to him. Few people he encountered were soft with him, that much was clear. 

Both your hands were upon him now. Softly, softly. Gently, gently. You play with the straps that almost vanish into his flanks. His round thighs yielded for his sizable nuts, cradled in their magnitude by the fabric which now was damp with the constant light discharge. ‘You want to show me, don’t you? The part of you no-one else sees.’ You guide an unresisting hand to a cheek. ‘Show me your soft side, big guy.’ You encourage him. The other hand joins in and the bovine begins to yield.

The brown fur lightens as more is shown, until you can see what you knew he was hiding all along. The tides part to reveal a fat, thick, puffy pink donut of perfectly unblemished flesh. There were porn actors who would have killed for this asset. He probably had no clue. This close, you let your breath play over it, to watch it flutter in response. Then the lightest touch with a finger, circling the hole slowly. You know he is beginning to suspect the inevitable as you make the circles ever smaller with each loop, spiralling ever closer towards the hole not even he has played with before. 

Whilst you hadn’t been issued lube (yet), there was a much closer source at hand to work with anyway. You reach around his side, hand always in contact with his hide and raking the fur as it went. It caught in his happy trail, over the tangle at the base of his penis and down the length in one fluid motion. He was solid as a rock and covered in his own hot leavings that matted his fur. Your palm now finds itself against the head on the inside of his underwear and he pushes forward guiltily into it. You let him do it a few times, if only so that when you hand comes out from escaping where his dick cannot, it is covered in him.

You slather his hole with it, the slick sensation a contrast to the soft touching of your earlier ministrations. You’ve given him enough time to come to terms with what is coming next. 

‘I’ve never...’ he trails off, not sure of which emotion he wants to convey. Fear? Shame? Excitement? Guilt? They all mix together then are replaced with surprise as you let your pinkie finger press in. 

He fights instinctively at first, as all first timers do, the powerful ring of muscle working to keep you out. But you wait, let him relax, and move in further. You work him up in sequence, each finger progressively larger until your thumb intrudes. Each time one goes in, his nuts slap upwards with his tension, then release back down slowly as he relaxes. He’s stoic, that’s for sure, because at no point does he back down or ask you to stop.

You renew the lube on his hole, allowing him to fuck your hand some more in the process. You’d need both hands spread wide to cover the circumference, but just one was enough to stimulate the very tip. That really sent him, like a nervous twitch he stamps a hoof, causing every mug and cup on the countertop to jump in fright. At this point, his jockstrap is soaked through, it is dribbling down both legs and on the floor without pause now. 

Two fingers now, enough to find the real prize. You probe the heat and slickness, but with testicles like these it does not take long to find the spot. You know you’ve found it, not just by feel, but by sound. Harrisson is groaning, his deep rumbling voice an instrument you can play on request and you keep going back for another act. His huge hands are white-knuckled spreading himself open for you and from the novel sensation. You go for the encore performance and this time press down hard on his prostate, rubbing it with both fingertips and smushing it back and forth with the sole intent of his intense pleasure. 

Another hoof stomp and the crockery dances with him once more. Everything in him tenses, but you pull your fingers free before the climax can strike. A very heavy splat of precum hits the floor. He desperately wants to finish, but much like before you have his arms blocked, just in a different way now and he doesn’t want to move and lose this moment.

You ask him if his wife liked getting fingered. 

Of course she did, he admits. The uncertainty is gone in that response.

You tell him she likes getting fucked too. You unzip your trousers. He heard the sound and bows his head to brace himself as you line yourself up. 

You touch but don’t press in. Rather, you gently tug on an arm to let him know who gets to decide. It doesn’t take more than a moment for his hips to steadily spear himself upon you. His prostate stands no chance, it is taken and ridden like a cheap stolen car. His rhythm is terrible with his mind clouded this much and he was in an unfamiliar pose, but you both make it work. You make him work especially. Wet slaps fill the alcove, grunts and sighs mingle as one. His ass clenches around you, taking from you what he gives up in equal measure. Cum ruins his jockstrap, forces it way through the fabric and onto the floor without a single hand involved. His balls churn and empty themselves uselessly and each pulse only milks your own junk in turn.

All the strength leaves him with it, and a modern-day Samson falls before you, landing on his knees. Harrisson is panting, he forces an arm forward to finally let his dick free and it dribbles a little more semen onto the floor. He and every (mercifully wipeable) surface around him has not been spared. He didn’t care, too busy mentally resetting as his erection maintained full mast, finding still yet more reserves to bring to bear, if only a little. He isn’t panting, but he is having to control his breathing somewhat. 

You put your hands on his broad shoulders and gently massage him in a sort of “good work champ” way. He was on a journey right now, travelled through his first trip through sub-space. He could probably smell sounds and taste light after all that fresh and new stimulation just now.

It’s a long minute before he finally rises upon his hooves, now just that little bit more scuffed. The bull looks around, as if finally seeing for the first time. He locates his shirt, navigates his head through it and smooths it down over his bulky frame. His breath hitches as the cloth brushes his sensitive pecs, but only the once. Facing you now, he drops his sticky jockstrap and steps out of it. It’ll need a very thorough rinsing in the bathroom sink before even the cheapest of escorts would consider putting them back on. 

He looks at you differently now. The same expression a child gives to a treasured blanket, but hidden behind a thin veneer of shaggy fur and fat. He had found at last something to hold in case the day becomes too much. 

‘You okay, Harrisson?’ you ask. He’s still nude from the waist down. Even flaccid he would embarrass a soup can.

‘Yeah,’ his voice is a bit distant still. He leans down and hugs you unexpectedly, rubbing his muzzle into the crook of your neck. His velvet ear provides a soft contrast to the flashing off-white of the flesh gouging potential from the horn right next to it. You hug him back, caught off guard. You could not hope to make your hands meet on the other side of him. You assume you’re being lifted off your feet, because you can’t see the floor and you feel closer to the ceiling lights. There’s a moment where you wonder if this guy was going to come down from his high and become grumpy again and whether you’re about to become a whole lot thinner. But the squeeze doesn’t come and instead you are ignobly dumped on the countertop like an unruly child.

‘You’re going to be in the way.’ Harrisson states, now having enough room to put himself into his jeans. ‘This place is a mess.’

It was, but that was what the roll of kitchen towel was for. You lean over and re-order the drink you originally intended to have from the machine. At this rate, by days end you’ll be dry as a prune if you’re not careful. You watch as the guy gets back down on his knees and begins to mop up his mess. You decide to not speak for this. Let the brief period of manual labour allow him to sort and file the encounter in his own way. When the last piece of paper is crumpled into the bin and the work surfaces given a quick spritz of disinfectant you are lifted and placed back on your feet, firmly on the ground.

‘You can call me Ghaid.’ The bull’s voice had returned to normal now. But he then quietly added ‘Like my wife does.’
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