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Krom pulled his car into his parking spot by the warehouse side door, the bespectacled, gray-bearded orc sighing quietly himself as he undid his seat belt and gently lifted his coffee out of the cup holder, adjusting his shirt over his round belly. He saw several of the other warehouse workers, all fellow orcs, standing in a loose circle, gossiping and smoking. As he stepped out of his car, they glanced in his direction to greet him, raising their hands to wave or clapping him on the shoulders and back in friendly fashion. It was the typical pre-shift socializing Krom and his team did before opening the warehouse for the day. It was a kind of daily ritual to reaffirm their camaraderie, and Krom would go over any outstanding business before opening up the warehouse for the day. 

Unfortunately, today was a day where he had outstanding business to discuss, and it was unlikely his comrades would be pleased. 

“All right, boys,” Krom called, the orc’s resonant baritone quelling any further chitchat. “I’ve got an important announcement, and before any of you jump down my throat, I only got the call this morning, so I’m as unprepared as you are.”

“Here we fuckin’ go,” one of the other orcs muttered, a barrel-chested fellow named Grusha. 

“Can it,” Krom snapped. “I got a call from the CEO this morning, he’s coming by for a visit.”

That announcement led to a chorus of groans from the others. The general consensus, at least among Krom and the warehouse staff, was that CEO Howard Hamm was an imbecile. It had been clear from the moment he took over from his father that he had no idea how the rest of the business worked and frequently made decisions that had to be rapidly walked back. Fortunately, the warehouse staff was unionized, which insulated them from some of the worst policy changes; all Krom had to do was send an email threatening a strike. That didn’t erase the general sense of frustration with his leadership, though. 

“Today?” another one of the orcs asked, a younger man with the sides of his head shaved named Rhul. “When?”
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