
Shere Khan sat with his back to his office, gazing out the window at the city before him. It was nearly time for his four o'clock; a meeting with that Baloo person, the pilot for Higher for Hire. Usually somebody of Shere Khan's calibre wouldn't just casually invite somebody like Baloo in for a meeting like this, but Khan had his reasons. He slowly and casually turned his chair around to face his desk and checked the golden watch that adorned his wrist.


“That fat bear is almost five minutes late.” he sighed, “Well, I suppose I can't expect someone of his standing to be punctual.” he sat back in his chair and linked his fingers together, waiting rather impatiently for the pilot to show up. Shere Khan wasn't a patient man; he had things to do, important things, and he didn't appreciate having his time wasted waiting for someone who refused to show up at the agreed upon time. Especially not when Khan was feeling as... pent up as he was. Ruling over a multi-national corporation as he did rarely gave one time to enjoy the more carnal and primal side of life. With a low, barely audible growl he reached down and gave the crotch of his navy blue business pants a rub.


“I need to fuck something.” he grumbled, putting aside his upper class and noble demeanour for a moment to state the fact to the empty room. He could feel the tip of his manhood hardening from his furry sheath and pressing against the inside of his underwear. He grumbled to himself again. Despite how fancy and upper class he seemed to those around him that sizeable rod between his legs always got the better of him the same way it got the better of any common peasant out there. It was his secret shame and his guilty pleasure; nothing turned the tiger on more than whipping his cock out while had some downtime in his office and stroking himself off right then and there. Many a business meeting had to be put on hold for a few minutes while Shere Khan excused himself to sneakily crank one out in the restrooms. He felt like such a dirty tiger; a naughty, horny boy... and he loved it.


He was still groping himself and was about to let a hand delve inside his trousers when the intercom on his desk buzzed suddenly, making him jump in surprise. The voice of his secretary spoke out through the speakers.


“Baloo from Higher for Hire here to see you, Sir.”


“About time.” Khan grumbled and pushed the receiver, “Send him through!” he ordered and then sat back in his chair, his semi-hard manhood twitching defiantly inside his pants. A moment later and the two big, wooden double doors to his office swung open and in stepped the bear he'd been waiting for; Baloo.


“'Afternoon, Khany!” Baloo waved casually to the tiger as he approached Khan's desk, “Not everyday I get an invitation to see you of all people.” Shere Khan grimaced slightly at Baloo's almost disrespectful display of informality, but decided to look past it.


“Ah, Baloo!” Khan put on a welcoming smile, “I'm glad you're finally here. Take a seat.” he gestured to the chair in front of his desk, adorned with gold with a big, red cushion on the seat. Baloo did as he was told and sat down.


“So, what's the great Shere Khan want from me?” Baloo asked. Khan took a moment to collect his thoughts, his eyes moving up and down Baloo's chubby form slowly before he eventually spoke up.


“Well, Baloo, I've been hearing things about that company of yours; Higher for Hire... You've been having some money problems lately, is that right?”


“Er, yeah.” Baloo said with a nonchalant chuckle, “We've run into a couple problems lately, but what business hasn't, right?” Khan raised an amused eyebrow at that.


“Hm, well, your business's current state is actually why I've called you here.” Khan explained, “You see, I might have it in my heart to help you and your business with a small loan... provided you do something for me. You don't get this successful by giving out money for free, you know.”


“Huh? You'd do that for us?” Baloo asked, clearly surprised at the ruthless businessman's random act of kindness.


“Of course. But, like I said, I expect you to do something for me...” Khan's voice turned into a low growl and his member gave another twitch against his underwear.


“Sure, big guy.” Baloo said, “What d'you need me to do? You need a pilot for something?”


“Prrr, oh, I most certainly do need you for something.” a wide smirk spread across Khan's face and he found his hand lowering to his crotch once again, “Now, you're not a businessman like me so I don't expect you to understand, but when you work as much as I do one rarely has time to take care of... ahem... other business.”


“Other business? Like what?” Baloo gave a curious tilt of his head. Khan's smirk grew wider and he slowly rose to his feet. The two kept eye contact so the big bear in front of him didn't even notice the growing package in the tiger's pants. Khan circled around his desk and approached Baloo.


“Hrrm, now how do I explain this...?” Khan said. He was inches away from Baloo now and stood at the bear's side. He placed a firm hand on the tubby male's shoulder and started to rub it slowly; softly.


“Er, Khan...?” Baloo looked at him, confused and still blissfully unaware of the tiger's bulge.


“Well, Baloo, I have a lot of... shall we say needs that don't get seen to due to my busy life.” his voice was barely more than a growl or a purr, “That's what I need you to take care of for me.”


“I don't follow...” Baloo said, “You still haven't told me what this 'other' business of yours is.” Khan sighed. The bear was denser than he though. He lowered his hand, fingers running over and tickling the fur of Baloo's arm until he took his wrist in his hand and raised it up. Baloo just sat there, watching curiously as Khan brought his hand up and rested it on his hard bulge. It took Baloo a second to realize what Khan was trying to show him but his eyes widened in surprise when he finally grasped the situation.

“H-hey, wait a second here!” Baloo gasped, his hand still pressed against Khan's crotch, “Now I'd do a lot of things for Higher and Hire but... but you're askin' me to...” he stared in awe at the impressive bulge Khan was packing. He could feel the warmth from the tiger's member through the thin fabric of his clothing and could feel it twitching against his palm.


“Do you want the money or not, bear?” Khan growled, “I'd hate to see such a promising up-and-coming business such as yours go under...” Baloo looked up into Khan's eyes and then back at the bulge presented to him.


“You... You just want me to...” he hesitated, “...take care of your needs this one time? And then you'll give us the money?”


“Oh, no, don't be ridiculous!” Khan said, “You'll need to do a lot more than that to earn the amount I'd be giving you... I want you to be my servant, Baloo... No, servant is the wrong word... You'll be my slave.”


“What?! Slave?!” Baloo gasped and looked back up into Khan's eyes. Khan stared back down at him, that wicked smirk still adorning his face.


“You heard me. Oh, you'll still have time to work for that business of yours, don't worry, but I'll want you to come here every evening to serve me... Are you listening, bear?”


“I...I'm listenin'...” Baloo said, “I don't like what I'm hearin', but I'm listenin'...”


“Good. So, do we have a deal?” Khan pressed Baloo's hand harder against his crotch.


“I... I can't... I mean... What would everyone say if they found out...?” Baloo stuttered, barely able to get the right words out. Khan waited patiently, his member still twitching against Baloo's hand through his trousers as he waited for a definite answer, “Will anyone find out about this?” Khan shrugged in reply.


“Maybe. Maybe not. I can't promise anything.” he said. Baloo sighed.


“Dammit... We really need that money...” he said, “I... I guess... Maybe it won't be too bad...”


“Is that a yes?”


“Yeah, fine.” Baloo said. The reluctance was clear in his voice and Khan could tell that he still wasn't sure of his own answer, not that Khan cared. Baloo had agreed to his terms and that's all that mattered.


“Good.” Khan said simply. He let go of Baloo's hand and let it droop to the bear's side. The tiger then turned and crossed the room to sit in a lacquered wooden couch at the side of the room which was really used for decoration more than anything else, although it served perfectly for what Khan had in mind.

“Come here.” he ordered, spreading his legs wide and giving an obscene display of his package. Baloo got up from his chair and made his way over to where Khan was sitting.


“Strip.” Khan ordered, “Well, not that you have much to strip off... How you people can go about without a pair of proper pants is beyond me.”


“Do... Do I gotta?” Baloo asked.


“You want the money, don't you?” Khan replied.


“Well... yeah... Ah, dammit. Fine.” Baloo grumbled.


“And nix the attitude, bear!” Khan growled, “If you're going to be my slave then you'll speak to me in the appropriate tone. Do you understand?”


“Yeah...”


“Ahem!” Khan glared at him.


“Yes...”


“Yes, what?”


“Yes... Sir...”


“That's better. Now, start stripping. Come on, you've kept me waiting long enough.”  Khan sat back, waiting for his new slave to obey him.

Reluctantly, Baloo started unbuttoning his pale beige shirt and Khan let out a soft growl of approval when he laid eyes on the silvery fur of Baloo's naked belly and chest. He touched himself, his hand rubbing over his throbbing bulge as Baloo stripped for him and let his clothing drop to the floor, leaving him completely naked save for his hat which he was about to take off when Khan stopped him.


“Ah, leave the hat. You look quite, ah, cute wearing it.” he smirked. Blushing slightly, Baloo let the hat sit comfortably on his head, “Now come closer.” Baloo did as he was told and approached the feline until he was within arms reach. Shere Khan raised and made a twirling motion with his finger, “Turn around”. Baloo did so and Khan found himself presented with that big, plump ass of his. It was so big, so furry... Khan admired it for a bit before leaning forward and grabbing his rump; a cheek in each hand.
