Behind The Shiny Fabric
By Ayn BlackFox
Several months after the events of Shiny Veils of Fabric
	It’s been several months since I seen or heard from Aidrien and his squads of hooligans. When he said: “who needs the trouble”, I felt safe to know that I’d never see him again but I’m not counting him out just yet. After arguing with my parents and finishing school, I moved out to live with a friend but somehow, someway I know that Aidrien was not done with me. I have a feeling that deep in his mind he can’t get enough of having me around for one of his lessons again. A few days ago, I got a call from a company called Renault Transport Systems for a driving job. Who is this company and how did they know I had a CDL and 300 hours driving experience? Immediately I placed the blame on Aidrien as I knew my parents were too stuck up to do something like this and would have instead butchered me into working at a fast food restaurant.
	I had a hunch I knew what Aidrien told them. “Hey, I know a kid about 21, slim but healthy. He’s got a college degree in Business Admin, but he’s got a valid CDL. He sits at home and masturbates all day, you’d hire him right?” 
	Sounds just like him right? I figured the further away from this hole in the ground city the better. So a few days after my application was approved, I told the company I’d come work for them and just get me a bus ride up to their office. A few hours later, I had a confirmation number and the bus left at quarter passed midnight and that gave a couple of hours to pack up. I liked the idea of being on the open road. No household bills, no always busy roommate, no one to worry about except me or else I would not have gotten a CDL in the first place. Packing enough clothes for about two weeks, I made sure I had my latex bodysuit and a few toys to play with. Luckily, having a large suitcase helps with keeping my fun stuff hidden.
	Packing a smaller carry-on bag, I put in a few personal items and a blanket for the trip. I had to make sure I was entertained as well. The hard part was figuring out what to wear as going naked seemed like a good idea but can’t be done. Having packed the latex suit, started to look around from something I could “barrow” from roomie. To my surprise that fox had something I’d wear a red mid-cut-off shirt with short sleeves and a matching pair of pants which had just enough room to support my tail. Deciding against wearing underwear, I donned the clothing and to my surprise the pants fit quite well, a little tight but I liked it. Call me a show off if you want but I like it when the shape of my body is well defined through clothing. After adding a pair of tall lace-up sneakers, I took my luggage out the car that I was so lovingly given. 
	Loading my bags into the car, I closed the trunk and sat in the driver seat. The heat from the leather seats sitting in the sun warmed by back and ass but I drove away from house not knowing when the next time I’d see it would be. My roommate works close to the bus station so I’ll tell him the car is there. As I drive the back way to the bus station, my mind wanders, the thoughts of Aidrien, the Syndicate and everything they do starts to anger me. I’m not sure why though but my mind clouds with anger, my breathing quickens, my heart races as I come to stop sign.
	“HE DOESN’T UNDERSTAND! NO ONE DOES! I am the way I am for a reason! It’s so hard to believe that even in this day and age, sexism is so prominent. Females treating males like they are the scum of the earth and males thinking the same about women. What have we come to so that this mind set has everyday people with these completely uncivilized thoughts? This is why I’m a slut! No one cares that I’m a guy or the fact that I have a great body and a libido to match it! All they know is what I’m wanting and will deliver with the most satisfying result. Maybe, just maybe, I wonder are we running to an end we can’t reach?”
	Beep-beep!
	Hearing the car horn behind me, I stop ranting and continue my trek to the bus station. I feel like my mind is running amok but maybe it’s just the collection of my own thoughts and memories coming as one big conglomerated mess. Rage that I’ve been bottling up along with other emotions I kept bottled to try to keep my own sanity. With a sigh, I didn’t let the feeling become burdensome as I pulled into the bus station. I parked the car in the far corner and with a quick text message to my roomie; I tell him where the car is in the Greyhound Lot so he can get him without me for a day.  “Man I’m going to miss that fox’s sweet voice.” I thought as I extracted my bags from the car and locked it. Walking into the bus station, I seen my good friend Benson working like he normally did and like away, happy to see me.
	“Hey Srys, where are we off to today?” He asked as he swept the tile floor of the medium sized bus station.
	“You know Ben, I don’t know this time but I got my confirmation number.”  I told the barrel bodied skunk. “And it’s for a job, not my personal pleasures.” 
	“Aww, no fun escape to Atlanta?” He asked as he walked back behind the counter. His expression worried me as I he worked the computer. “It says here that you’re going to Indianapolis Indiana.”
	Unsure of what to say, I just shrug as Ben prints the tickets and itinerary out and tells me the bus leaves in the 30 minutes.  I place the laminated tag on the handle of the large suitcase and a small lock that normally went on my collar to secure it. Knowing the suitcase was less than 50 pounds; I walked over and sat in the middle of the bus station. Looking up at the TV, the news cast said that Muscogee County Sheriff was looking for someone, as normal.
	A few minutes later, the once empty station started to fill up as the large monitors over the boarding doors showed the current arrivals and departures scrolled. Glancing at my tickets, I seen that I was going through Atlanta but northbound from there. I counted on the bus being semi-crowded as normal as I’ve been on the trip countless times.  The Atlanta bound bus pulled up to the gate and stop as the Montgomery bound bus pulled in next to it. Me and three other stood up and got in line for Atlanta as the rest get in line for Montgomery. What the hell is going on in Montgomery? I thought as I moved through the line to board the newer model bus compared to the old one next to it. Ben was outside loading and unloading the buses as quickly as he could as the driver took my ticket and allowed me to board the bus. 
	Inside the bus, I was surprised to find that it was less crowded than it normally was. Looking for a seat, I sat all the way in the back but on the right side of the bus. I placed my bag on the seat and sat against the window. Just as I got settle, the intercom came on and the driver started to go through the rules. Not long after that, we left the bus station and headed towards the interstate, away from the rotten city I called home. The ride was smooth even for the rough streets we went down. Once the bus was on the smoother highway, I didn’t last long and was out like a light before I knew it. 
75 Minutes Later
	I woke up in the much busier downtown Atlanta. The trip felt faster as I normally was awake before getting to Atlanta. Unlike home, the Atlanta station had an army of identical bus from old to new all being unloaded and reloaded with suitcases, bags and boxes. Collecting my bag, I shuffled off the bus like most of the people did and walked into crowded terminal. Before I could even sit down, the PA came on and started to announce arrivals, departures and buses running late as the overhead monitors showed. My bus was called first, straight to Chattanooga from Atlanta. Once again, I shuffled around until the driver took my ticket and told I was transferring in Louisville Kentucky. Once again I watched my large bag go underneath and I boarded the bus but sat in the middle instead of in the rear. 
	15 minutes later the bus was on the highway and for being at 50 percent loaded, it was quiet and smooth. This was not right in my mind and something had to be up but what was it? I couldn’t even spy on car and truck speedometers like I used to. How fast was this thing going? I thought so hard until truck with a digital speedometer read 78 and we were passing it! Even at 80 mph, sleep waved its ugly, invisible gas at me and out I went, like I’d been drinking as was too drunk to continue on. There wasn’t even time for me get my computer out.
110 Minutes Later
	For a short time, I was awake in Chattanooga and I was not lasting long. Sleep lingered around me as I guessed my body wanted the extra sleep. Exactly what my own body was wanting, no one could guess. After a few people get off and a handful more got on, the lights were turned off and bus left the city. Even in the middle of the night, Chattanooga was gorgeous. The mountains around it, the river view from the interstate as the bus heading northwest to Nashville. It made me wonder what I was I missing being stuck home most of the time and Atlanta was far too happy to see me any way. Once the bus was out of reach from the city lights, I was out again and the rest of the bus wouldn’t care. 
	By the time I woke up again, the sun was rising and the bus was pulling into a station but I had no idea where I was until a sign that said “Welcome to Louisville” came into view. With a yawn, I collected my bag and waited for the bus to stop before being the last one to get off. Inside the station, it smelled like a fully loaded breakfast buffet. Curious and with a gurgling stomach, I walked into the built in restaurant and a plate of eggs, sausage and home fries made. At just over 4 dollars, the portion sizes where rather big. I sat somewhat alone just waiting for the boarding announcement to sound as I ate.
	My eyes wandered the station looking at the other passengers as I finished my plate and sipped my orange juice. Now, I was awake, full belly and some sleep, I felt better as I tossed the used foam plate in the trash. The PA came on announcing the departures for Indianapolis, Chicago, Lexington and St Louis. Yea, yea, I’m coming. My mind said as I stood in line for the Chicago bound bus that stopped in Indianapolis. Once the vulpine driver collected my ticket I sat as close to the front as I can, wanting to be the first off in Indianapolis. The other 13 passengers all sat in seats on the partially pre-loaded bus and within 10 minutes, the bus left the station. 
2 Hours Later
	The bus pulled into the large station in Indianapolis and my eyes grow wide, looking at the seemingly endless rows of concrete and glass monoliths. It reminded me so much of Atlanta, a large business center as well as pleasure. It was so much different than what I thought as everyone told me it’s small compared to other cities but they had me fooled completely. After collecting my suitcase from bus side, I walked outside and looked around, marveling the city but somehow I got the feeling that city was hiding something from me but what as it? Who was watching me? Why do I have this feeling?
	Ignoring my brain’s over-thinking, I walked to the front of the said where a white sedan was waiting. The driver walked up to me, a husky with purple and white fur wearing a shirt and badge that advertised RTS. “You’re the new driver I’ve been waiting for?” He asked with a smile.
	“Yes, I guess I am.” I replied as the husky opened the truck and I placed my suitcase inside. “It came as a surprise to me.”
	“Doesn’t it always seem like that?” He asked me as he closed the trunk and I got in the back seat like I normally would for taxi rides.
	Leaving the bus station, looked around some trying to get a feeling for the city, staying quiet even when the traffic was bumper to bumper. I still had this feeling that something just wasn’t sitting right but I let it go, not wanting to be weighed down before getting to my new job. Getting to RTS didn’t take long and unlike the buildings downtown, RTS looked more like a modern library than a company terminal. Seven stories tall with the flag waving from the top in the light wind, tall glass windows with a small amount of concrete separating the floors and service shop across the street looked more a warehouse with offices than a repair shop. All of this is belongs to RTS!? 
	Once the drive stopped on the side of the building, I grabbed my suitcase and bag and walked inside. This place was outstanding; it looked nothing like the prison conditions other trucking companies are said to have. I was on the first floor and the check-in counter was just around the corner. Again, I was blow away at the sight of the check-in area which looked more like a hotel lobby than anything. At the desk was a lovely raccoon lady and she smiled when I walked up.
	“Hi! Are you here for school or orientation?” She asked typing on the computer some.
	“Orientation.” I replied not wanting to entertain the next thought in my mind, what’s yours?
	“Well just let see your driver’s license and I will get you checked in.” She said and promptly I handed my CDL to her.
	This place…” I paused and took a breath. “Looks more like a hotel than a trucking terminal.”
	She smiled ever so sweetly at me as she typed. “The company owner purposely built this place like this so drivers both new and experienced can feel more at home here than anywhere else.” She said handing me back my CDL. “This is just a satellite terminal with the main terminal in Buffalo New York. We have full facilities here including a pool, game room, movie viewing rooms and dispatch on the upper floors.” 
	Like I have having a seizure, I just stared this raccoon in the eyes, ears down and mouth agape. “And this is just a satellite terminal?”
	“Yes there are plans for one in Atlanta and Mobile Alabama.” She said as the printed worked in the background. “As you’ll learn in orientation, the owner wants this company to operate as efficient as possible which has eliminated middle managing and allow the company to offer more to the drivers than many others would. You’re in room 312, sign this form and enjoy your says.”
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Weakly, I took the paper and scribbled a signature not caring what the paper said. My brain felt it was about to explode. I felt so overwhelmed as everything I seen was completely unexpected from the horror stories I was told. The thing I heard was that orientation started at 8am in the morning and I could only nod as I was giving my room key and off the elevator I walked. Pressing the up button, I waited for the elevator to come and shuttle me up to the floor where my room was. I could not comprehend what I was seeing with this place and what I was getting myself into. The typical elevator ding broke my train of thought and I stepped inside. Pushing the “3” button, I watched the elevator doors close and a few seconds of vertigo later, the doors opened and revealed the third floor to me.
	A short walk to my room and as soon as door closed behind me, I dropped my bags and flopped on the bed. For what felt like the biggest sigh of relief ever, I figured that a shower and meal would do me more justice than solving a criminal case. With a slight grin, I unpacked a few things from the suitcase and grabbed clean underwear, for once and fresh clothing. Unlike the hotel room I thought I had the showers where across the hallway, with clean clothing and my shower bag I walked over to them. The men’s shower room was not just a shower room but 8 individual shower rooms.
	Taking the very last one, I slipped inside and locked the door behind me. Immediately I turned on the water and steamed up the shower room like I typically did at home. After stripping down naked, I opened my shower bag which was complete with everything I needed including my favorite dildo. With a grin, I took my toy out with the thought of having a little fun before going back to the room. I figure my silicone, canine lover would be the best company for a hot shower and since it’s been a while since anything has penetrated me, I’d make a mess.
	Sticking the suction cup bottom against the shower stall wall, I poured a bit of lube against on my toy and stroked it gently to make him a little more slick. The stream of hot water drummed against my back as I stroked the toy, helping me relax and get in the mood to pound my own ass. Oddly, thoughts of me and my roommate playing around in the shower came to mind and immediately, I was aroused. I stroked my own erection like I did the toy, slow and easy even going as far as frotting with the silicone lover. Things changed as my tail developed a mind of its own, lifting up towards the shower head which allow the hot water to stream down my tail right on my hole. I gasped and waited a few more seconds before turning and sliding the floppy shaft into my wet, waiting ass.  Closing my eyes, I waited for my rump to the touch the still cool but wet shower wall. My tail pressed against the shower wall but curled a little to leave the tip hanging over my shoulder and slowly started to thrust my hips.
	Before I knew, the shower was full of wet, slapping noises and my low moans. I didn’t know how much time passed but all I knew that me and my imaginary lover were close to finishing. Pressing back against my tail and the wall, I stroked my penis quickly, teasing my rear with the knot before taking it inside my tight rear. Gritting my teeth, I let out a low but long moan trying to control my vocals not wanting to attract attention as I came and hard too. My hybrid semen squirted against the opposite side of the shower, plastering the stainless steel temperature knob, Panting, I stopped moving my hips and tried to catch breath. I felt drained as thoughts ran through my mind that I should have at least played with my roommate before I left. Looking at the mess I made, I grinned as I didn’t have to clean it up.
	After standing in place for a while, basking like a sunbathing cat in the sun, I tried to slip free from the knot but for reason I was stuck. Holding the base of the toy, I tried to pull away from the toy but the suction cup gave way and stumbled forward. Tugging on the toy a few more times, I realize how truly stuck it was and gave up. As I move my hands away, from the toy touch the underside of the suction cup and grazed over the letters “XL” and I let out a long sigh. I grabbed the wrong one. 
	I washed my body like I normally did trying not to think about the extra-large canine toy that was stuck in my ass and no longer my lover. I just didn’t understand, I had guys larger than a cheap, undersized toy in my and the pulled out fine. Not wanting to dwell on the subject, I finished my shower and started to towel off. Now smelling like a flower garden and fur shiny and slicked like I’m a pampered pedigree, I dressed in fresh clothing that I’d normally wear at night when being naked was not allowed. Packing up from the shower, I figured the toy would come out while I was sleep and the thought of sleep sounded good.
	Quickly slipping back into my room unseen, I placed my shower back in the corner of the room flopped on the bed. I squeezed the large pillow and drifted off to sleep. Whether someone hard my antics into the shower or not, I didn’t care. I wanted rest and be ready for my first day at work and hopefully I could make it through without anyone or anything getting in the way. 

9am – Day 1

	Sitting in a large room, I was reminded of my college days or daze depending on your view. Me and two dozen others sat in front of computer screens watching videos at our leisure. Just in college, I spent most of my time balancing pens laterally on my muzzle. Even with the large cushioned headphones, I could still hear the idle chatter until the lights came on and everyone looked up. The tall, lanky cheetah who was head of orientation motioned for everyone to take their phones off.
	“Class, we have a very important person visiting us today.” The cheetah said with a soft voice that just melted your heart. Handsome and almost too real to be true. The naughtier parts of my brain wanted him, to try him out. My body quivered with the thought of my body rubbing and messing against his well tone body. Then an Umbreon walked inside, not as tall as the cheetah but he looked absolutely amazing. His black fur was shiny and the red rings that accented him were hypnotizing.
	“Good morning drivers, I’m Xander RoseWood, President of RTS or fully named, Renault Transport Systems.” His voice was just as good at the cheetah, preferred the cheetah’s voice. “I would like to be the first to say welcome aboard. Now I don’t want to use too much of your time but I do want tell you a little about this company. 20 years ago, me and my partner BluePaw started this company with four trucks and 8 trailers. We secured a contract with Niagara Ice and Beverage moving turnpike loads from our now headquarters in Buffalo New York to Mobile Alabama.”
	Keep talking and I might start fapping. 
	The Umbreon paused for a second and I thought I was caught, his dark side powers reading my mind. “Soon after that the company grew into what see today.” He pointed to a white foxtaur with blue “gloves” and “boots” and I’m still mesmerized. “BluePaw started RTS Freight which he operates as I operate the standard Temperature controlled fleet. Recently we added…”
	I let him run on until he left and I’m glad he didn’t stay any longer than the 10 minutes he did stand there. More aroused than I ever have in over a week, I had an erection in my pants and it if was not for the cubicle like setting, my erection would have been obvious. It didn’t help that still had my canine dildo stuck in my ass! There was something about a millionaire playboy like that Umbreon that got me hot under the collar, which I should have worn. Standing up, I excused myself from the room and scrambled to find the closest bathroom.
	Ducking into the last stall in the bathroom, I locked the door behind me and sighed softly. I pulled my pants and underwear down still feeling the base of the dildo firm against my butt cheeks. Oddly, I just looked at my erection like it was new, like I’ve never seen it before. Right as I started to calm down, I could see, through the cracks of stall dividers I seen a fox and bird of some kind walked in behind the fox.
	“You know this new guy is going to be the first to drive that new truck.” The fox said as he took his shirt off and god almighty he was gorgeous. He was well built with an 8-pack, his orange, grey and black fur was well groomed, he was type of guy. 
	“Oh, you’re talking about the Atoga guy. He’s a lucky son of gun getting that experimental truck from Mack Trucks.” The bird said as he performed some light grooming in the mirror next to fox who was brushing his fur as well.
	“Yes indeed my friend. Lose nose like a W900 to house that Mack built, Twin Turbo V8. It comes with the extended luxury sleeper, chrome gauges with every gauge possible.” The fox said looking at the bird for a second before examining his shirt. “Everyone who in the office wishes they drive that thing.”
	“Oh I will agree.” The bird said looking around some which made me press up against the wall like a scared little cub. 
	“I’m just going to leave it at that and the rest is your imagination.” The fox said finally putting his shirt back on. 
	The rest was blah-blah as I blocked the rest of the conversation out with my own thoughts. Who are those two? How’d they know my last name? I waited and watched as they left bathroom before pulling my pants up and going back into the orientation room, no longer aroused. Sitting back in my seat, I overheard the instructors talking that the owner, whom I just seen a few ago, was doing away with the computer based orientation for more traditional style orientation. Good, this crap was just boring as my college courses. The day ended with me retreating back to my room and getting back to the typical “Srys Stuff” as the college guys put it.
	After dinner, I waited a few minutes before going to the shower. I stood under the shower head letting the water beat against my back and tail trying not to think about the fox, the cheetah and the Umbreon. My concentration was broken when that had been stuck in my ass 24 hours finally came out hitting the shower floor with a loud thump. As relieved as I was to see the dildo come out, I cleaned the toy off and stuck on the wall but not for my ass. I decided I need some oral play.
	After climaxing and cleaning up, I dressed and left the shower and went back to my room. Having already pleasured myself in the shower, I slipped under the covers and just curled up. My mind needed a break from everything that happened and before I knew it I was out. Damn, just a dildo. 


11:45am – Day 3
	
	After several videos made to just pass the time, it was the long wait for truck assignments. I watched as several others left the orientation room and walked across the street to the shop. Rumors flew around the room that there were new trucks and trucks with more miles than most cars but both equally vanished from the lot with a new driver. The chubby skunk who was assigning trucks looked at me and sighed and only motioned me to follow him. We walked passed the shop and to an area that was coned off with a large silver truck in the middle of the cones. This truck was huge; the hood was taller than me!  Fully raised roof and dual rear stacks, this truck was a monster compared to what I trained with at the college.
	The Skunk hand me the keys and I unlocked the door and climbed inside. The new vehicle smell as strong and I had a feeling that I was the only one driving this beast. Inside was every gauge possible for a semi-tractor and more! The sleeper area was divided in two and huge. The front area was where you could watch TV and cook in the tiny kitchen with two-eyed electric stove and microwave. The rear was the sleeper area with cabinets for clothing and whatever else you could but in them and two bunks. It was a mini hotel room without a bathroom. 
	Placing the key in the ignition, I turn it to the on position watching the gauges cycle before starting the engine. To my surprise, it had a deep mumble than other trucks but sounded awesome. As the motor warmed, I unpacked my belongings putting every in its proper place. Honestly, I was in love with the truck as I sat in the plush driver seat, melting like snow under a hot sun. Just as I getting comfortable, a chime came from the onboard computer with a green light that looked like an envelope blinking for a few seconds before holding steady.
	Just as I was getting a feel for the truck, the message appeared to be a load. Looking through the message, I saw that the trailer was in trailer lot around the corner and was pre-loaded. It was strange that the trailer was going to Jefferson City Missouri and came from a local car dealership. Leaving the shop area, I crawled in low gear all the way to the trailer lot. People pointed and watched me like they had never seen a mutt driving a truck. I loved the truck; it was quiet on the inside but my attention feel on an RTS freight trailer, 0120 sitting all by itself in a corner of the lot. The trailer was sealed with a bolt seal and once I checked the bills box, I found the Bill of Lading and scale ticket. It seemed that the cargo weighed 10,000 pounds and there were two of them but item description said car parts.
	Without further question, I connected to the trailer and attached the air and electrical line. Back in the truck, I sent in the loaded form and closed the laptop once I got the confirmation with no route. Leaving the trailer lot, I head straight for the interstate. The motor had this low, deep purr at lower RPMs but head enough power at half-throttle to make any gear-head cream their pants. The straight 12 transmission was smooth, no grinds or hard pops to get in gears.
	Once I was on the interstate, I set my cruise to 70 and figured I had a good long ride. The load was not heavy like the paper loads from the college to the records storage. The trailer didn’t dog leg to one side and all the lights worked. So far, I like what I was dealing with but something was going on and I could not put my finger on it. Whatever it was, I didn’t care as I had a job to do and I was focused on it.
	A few hours later, I stopped to take my 30 minute break and boy when the other drivers watched me back my monster truck without hitting anything or having to pull up, they went back to their cigs and left me alone. It was not too crowded but I could smell the diesel fuel as well at the body odor of the most deprived males possible. Most smelled like they hadn’t showered in a week or more and they were all aroused whether they knew it or not. It was like their internal radars fixed on me and I was turned off. Inside was worse and I cursed my strong sense of smell. All the truckers waiting to pay for fuel, food or other things, smelled worse than the ones outside. It was plenty to make my sex drive shrivel up and hide in a dark corner as I went into the bathroom to relieve my bladder and get out as fast as I could after washing my hands.
	After spending 37 minutes in the pit of depravity and gluttony, I left that truck as far behind as my memory would let it. The interstate was my friend and CB was not. I heard it all but I simply ignored it. Only the jokes against cop caught my interest and hearing those trying to defend them. It’s over a CB, it’s just talk but some many on it treated it like an internet forum. I loved the laughs I got but hated the bull crap that was tossed back in the pool.  It’s just talk. 

3 hours later,
Jefferson City MO, Rand Tower
	
	After negotiating the busy capital city streets, I backed to the dock that was somehow, under the 17 story building. The trailer doors were open and before I knew it, a guy dressed in blue walked to the truck and took the paperwork but told me to stay in the truck. I didn’t mind as I normally stayed in the truck anyway. Something about the atmosphere of this place seemed eerie. I hid in the bunk area of the sleeper not wanting to know what was going and definitely didn’t want to spark any more issues with Aidrien or anyone associated with him, or the Syndicate as a whole. 
	The weird feeling stayed with me as I didn’t feel any more from them unloading the trailer even after sitting for quite some time. This odd feeling hung around like a carrot in a hazy sunset and every carrot loving person was oblivious to the reward. Even with the window partially open, it was awfully quiet and I didn’t like it. Moving back to the front, I looked in the mirrors to see if anyone was around but I could see anyone. Barely had any scent either unless my nasal passage was fried from being at the truck stop. Climbing the ladder to get up to the dock, I looked in the trailer and it was empty. Shocked I looked for the loaders but I still didn’t see anyone.
	“Hello? Can I get my paperwork now?” I called out just to hear it echo back at me. Walking around the dock area I follow the yellow painted “safety line” to a parking area just to find two solid back Ford Flex sitting by themselves. Did I just haul those?  
	My heart started racing as I looked around some more and stopped at an elevator. Pushing the up button I figured I’d up to the receiving office and get my paperwork. As I waited something about this place bothered me and I just wanted to leave as quickly as I could. Once the elevator arrived I looked at the buttons and pushed the only labeled one which had a “T” on it. Once the doors closed and elevator stated to move, my continued to race, my tail tucked between my legs. I was legitimately scared to death. Time felt like it slowed down and for what seemed like hours, I gasped in the elevator stopped and the doors opened. 
	Blinded by a bright light, I covered eyes and walked out of the elevator. The room beyond came into view as the light dimmed from the blinds closing in the large windows. In front of the windows was desk centered to the grey walled room and white tiled floor. As I approached the office chair facing the windows turned around and I suddenly face to face with a grey-blue colored feline dressed in what I felt was a true to blue gangster suit and tie.
	“Hello Srys, I’ve been excepting you.” The cat said with a soft but still aged voice. “I’m Don Givano.” His eyes were hypnotically green and his tone of voice was baritone.
	“Wait, how do you know my name?” I asked keeping six feet between us. “And what is this place?”
	“I know you have a lot of questions but let me first tell you that the burning question in the back of your mind is truly the most important and all others are… irrelevant.” He said just starting at me. “What is the Syndicate?”
	This floored my mind and every thought in between including masturbating later vanished. I felt like he was reading my mind so I tried to read his. “You…created the Syndicate?” I asked as it was the only thing I could muster up.
	“Yes and furthermore, you’re already processed so therefore somethings I will say you may understand and others you will not.” He said with a never changing expression. “So before you ask that ever so inexplicable question, “What is the Syndicate”, I must say that…” He paused for a second. “I can reassure you that Aidrien didn’t lie but foretold what I’m going to tell you. The Syndicate as you know is an organized group of fetish enthusiast but not to congregate fetish groups into a union but to control the fetish world.”
	“But that make no sense, fetish lovers are everywhere!” I said as firm as I could. “How you possibly control that?” 
	“I knew you’d come forth with a statement like that but the answer is ever so simple.” He said still not changing expressions or position. “Influence with the use of the hidden fetish clubs, stores and other forms congregation.” The lights in the room dimmed as projector turned on. “Consequently, the Syndicate is older than you and most other know. Personally I prefer counting each time an anomaly appeared to systematically…destroy the organization.” Suddenly, pictures and video of mafia gangs appears on the wall slideshow style.
	“But all of this you’re showing me is gang related, organized crime.” I said looking at the footage of typical gang violence and hassles. “What does this have to do with anything here?”
	“This was the roots of the Syndicate, when organized crime reached its peak and fell. The big wigs like me had to find other means of revenue to support our means and I found the fetish world.” The footage change to what had to be a fetish club, latex, leather, lace, bondage you name it was there including the unavoidable sex. “With the remaining funds I saved and hid from the other bosses. I built night clubs with fetish themes but like the rest of the mafia, we seen the eyes who sought to take us down still.” 
	“But that’s only natural, where you have friends, you have enemies.” I said trying to pick up the pace of the speech some.
	“More or less to control it, the first version of the Syndicate was systematically perfect. We gain control over the fetish masses but I was overcome with failure.” He said closing his eyes as the projector turned switches to videos of riots and their aftermath. “Even as perfect as I designed the first Syndicate, there was no control and subsequently, the first Syndicate was taken down. I knew I like a critical piece of evidence to show and maintain perfection.”
	“Choice…” I said softly.
	“Precisely, we did give people a choice to be in or out. We just took them in and forced the fetish world upon them just for being too curious. This brought along the appearance of the first,” He paused and pointed to me. “Anomaly.” 
	“What does this mean to me?” I asked crossing my arms. 
	“Simple, the anomaly’s role is to not fear, feel pleasure, enjoyment and fulfillment to be processed into the Syndicate.” He said staring at me like he was preparing to pierce my soul with just his gaze. “This breaks the chain of submission and ultimately the downfall of the organization. However, you’re the first to meet a, Big Boss.” 
	Confused, I looked down and back up at the cat as my next thought came to mind. What did it all mean? Why am I still involved? “My previous question still holds.”
	“Well Srys, allow me to tell you.” He said as the projector turned off. “Everything you’ve done was not by chance or even by Aidrien’s doing. After hearing of your processing and reactions, I had to meet you face to face. To meet an anomaly of what was supposed to be a perfect system of induction to fetish life. You seemed so determined to learn more about what happened and what the Syndicate was about. I regret to inform you that so far, things are not just set in motion, they are in motion already and you are the catalyst.”
	“For what?”
	“As you seen, Aidrien along with others have over run my organization with their own corruption, shadowing the entire system set in place. They have returned to ways of the first Syndicate and even have their own Big Boss. I’m going to take down that organization and you’re going to be my catalyst.” He said moving closer to me. 
	Too close, too close! 
	“Everything that has happened to you was not by chance but my doing. You’re job at RTS. That load of cars which brought you here and being the only one to do it.” He stood just inches from me and my heart started to race again. I was more scared than being on the elevator with someone I didn’t know standing so close to me, it was like standing on the sun itself. “And thanks to you, the atrocity will end that which I started.”
	“So…” I hesitated. “What should I do?” 
	“For now Srys, stay low; avoid the Syndicate as much as possible. Keep working for RTS and just be aware, any load you take can result in a meeting with me or the Syndicate but don’t be afraid. The only Syndicate members who know you are Aidrien and those who work with him, others will not know about you, I will assure that, now, take this and continue to work.” He handed me a sealed envelope.
	With a thank you, I quickly left the room and returned to the truck. Looking at my crotch I saw that I had an erection. Knowing I didn’t have time to masturbate, I got in the truck and just as I started to move to the sleeper area to change my clothing that I’m sure was semen stained, there was a knock on the door. Seeing the working from earlier, I rolled the window down and was handed the signed and stamped bill of lading. The work nodded and went back to the dock as I rolled the window up. Putting in my empty call, I sighed to relief my brain of what just happened and what lies ahead. Taking down the Syndicate, speaking to real mafia Don, what did I nose dive into? Will there be more of this? What will happen to me? My mind went wild as I pulled up from the dock and closed the doors. 
Driving away from the building, I craved answers as well as a good pounding. Anything to forget the whole day, the convoluted speech as my body was ready for anything I put it to and whatever the road had in store. 


To Be Continued
