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Carter

“It’s been pretty quiet the last few weeks,” I said as I leaned back in the chair opposite my boss Asher. The owner of KINK.

Asher sighed and nodded his head. “Yeah, with a lot of our members becoming mated they aren’t coming as often.”

There had been a lot of love in the air recently that was for sure. Coltrane one of the more popular members had found his mate. Freya and Hawke, two of the most popular sadists had also found their mates. 

“We need to hold an open night, show case some of the different stuff out there,” I suggested.

“Like what?”

“Well mostly we’ve always focused on the sadist and masochist relationship, why not hold a night, specifically for littles, or puppy play. Also, I know that Newlyn is very into feeding, have a night for feeders and feedees to come along. Tanquil would be most definitely up for a breeding party.”

Asher hummed in his throat and leaned back in his chair nodding his head. He was now mated too, not that he ever played before meeting March. But now he was focused on his children and his mate.

“Sounds like it could be a good idea. I’ll talk to Newlyn about setting up a feeder night, and Ione about the littles, Gunner will probably be up for running puppy play, and if you and Tanquil want to spearhead the breeding party that would be great.”

I grinned and nodded my head. The one girl I often played with at KINK was Tanquil. She was submissive but had such a huge breeding kink it fit right in with me. I loved it. There was nothing quite like feeling my cum mix with several other men and then watching her walk past with cum running down our thighs, or seeing her face completely covered in cum. It was the hottest thing I could even begin to think about. 

“Alright, I’ll ring Tanquil, I know she’s been a bit bored lately so I’m reckoning she will definitely be up for a good night,” I said with a chuckle.

Asher grinned. “Just give me a date that you want to do it. Make sure you give me some warning so that I can advertise it on the website and in the Facebook group. Now that I am thinking about Facebook, there have been quite a few new members joining the group, but they haven’t made it to the club, these nights could be the perfect excuse for them to come and see and take part.”

I nodded my head. “Yeah, sometimes people just need to come and watch first.”

Asher yawned and stretched in his seat. “I swear I’m getting too old to pull all-night fuck sessions,” he said with a laugh. “March is insatiable at the moment; he desperately wants another baby.”

I barked out a laugh. “Maybe it is you with the breeding kink.”

Asher laughed and nodded his head. “I have no doubt. And my little spider is the same.”

“So, obviously no luck on the baby part yet?”

Asher sighed and shook his head. “No. We have had a lot of trouble this time round. Dr. Osbourne said that there isn’t a medical reason that we are struggling, but maybe it’s just the creator's timing. It just hurts to see March sad every time he does a pregnancy test, and it comes back negative. I wish I could change it for him.”

“Yeah, that really sucks man,” I replied with a sigh. I wouldn’t know what it was like to have a mate. I was very drawn to Tanquil, and I knew she was meant to be mine, but so far, she hadn’t realized it. I always hoped that maybe one day the creator would open her eyes, so that I could be mated and have little bear cubs running around. I loved the idea of my mate being big and pregnant. 

“Alright, well, I’ve got to get back to it, I’ll organize these nights, let me know when you and Tanquil are free to run the breeding night, and then we will go from there,” Asher said as he opened the laptop on his desk.

I stood from the chair that I’d been sitting in and went to the door. “Have a good one,” I said as I opened the door and left the office. 

Walking down into the club's main floor it was all quiet. Gunner was standing at the bar, cutting up lemons, while Newlyn sat on one of the stools with his elbows on the bar. The main floor was empty apart from two men sitting in a corner booth looking like they were having a meeting.

I walked over to Newlyn and slapped him on the back. The fellow bear shifter looked up at me with a smile.

“Hey man, how’s it going?” I asked.

“It’s so damned quiet,” he grumbled in return.

I nodded my head. “Yeah, I was just talking to Asher about that. He wants us to organize some nights that are about the different kinks, he is going to talk to you about a feeder night.”

Newlyn’s eyes lit up and a smile took over his face. “I’m up for that.”

I chuckled. “That’s good, you reckon you can get some feeders and feedees to come along?”

Newlyn nodded his head. “Yeah, I know a lot. They normally don’t like to come to the club, because some of the feedees feel embarrassed. It hasn’t happened here that I know of, but apparently, at other clubs they’ve been to, they’ve had nasty comments about their weight and that sort of thing.”

I scrunched my nose and shook my head. “That’s fucked. It wouldn’t be tolerated here.”

Newlyn nodded. “Yeah, that’s what I tell them in the group chat, but it takes a lot to overcome those horrible words that someone once said.”

I sighed and nodded. “Yeah, it does. Well, hopefully, this night will be something that helps them to overcome their fears and see that we do things differently here. Maybe if you talk to Asher, he’d be willing to do feeders and feedees only night.”

Newlyn nodded and leaned back on the stool. “That might be a good idea. We could set up a bunch of games, food eating competitions, that sort of thing.”

I smiled and nodded. “Yeah man, that sounds awesome.”

Newlyn chuckled. “I thought you only liked cum, are you telling me that you wouldn’t mind feeding someone too?”

I barked out a laugh. “I enjoy all aspects of caring for my subs. But cum play and breeding will always be my number one kink.”

Newlyn grinned and nodded his head as we slipped into silence, both thinking about the possibilities that the kink nights could provide.
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Tanquil

“Good morning, Agnes,” I said with a forced bright smile on my face. The grumpy old bitch stepped up to my window with a sneer pulling at her lips. Her pink lipstick smeared over her top teeth.

“I want my money,” she barked at me as she passed her deposit book across the counter.

I refrained from rolling my eyes and curling my lip as I took her deposit book and typed it into the computer in front of me. Bringing up Agnes’s account I could see that she indeed didn’t have any money in her account. My stomach dropped at having to explain this to the cranky witch. 

“I’m sorry Agnes,” I said as I turned the screen of my computer so she could see. “It says here that your account is actually overdrawn by thirteen dollars.”

Agnes glared at the screen and her lip curled over her top teeth as she sneered at me. “I want my damned money.”

I shook my head and tried my hardest to remain as calm as possible. “I’m sorry Agnes, I can’t give you money. You don’t have any. Do you have another account that you would like me to check?”

“No,” she snapped. “My money is in that account.” Her voice was rising shrilly and the people that stood at the other windows turned to see what was going on.

“I’m sorry. But if you look here, you can see it says thirteen dollars and the od. That means overdrawn. It means that you owe the bank thirteen dollars. I’m happy to look at other accounts if you have your details there.”

Agnes shook her head firmly and slammed her hand down on the desk. “Listen you little bitch, my money is in that account. I want my money.”

I sucked in a deep breath as I tried my hardest to compose myself. “Agnes, I don’t appreciate you speaking to me in that tone, and I certainly don’t like being sworn at. I’m sorry but I can’t help you. You don’t have any money in this account.”

I wasn’t sure how I could explain it any clearer. The old bitch didn’t have any money. I couldn’t just magic it out of my ass, fae or not. It just wasn’t how it worked. I could practically see the steam starting to pour out of Agnes’s ears.

“I want my money,” she roared. Spittle flew from her pink lips and splattered on the Perspex shield in front of me. I’d never been gladder for that shield.

I shook my head. “I’m sorry Agnes, I’m going to ask you to leave. You do not have any money in your account. I can’t give you what you don’t have. I won’t tolerate you yelling at me.”

“I want my money,” she screamed again in a high-pitched scream that would have shamed the best of the banshees. 

“It doesn’t matter how loud or long you scream, it is not going to make money appear in your account. I’m not sure how I can make you understand this, but you do not have any money in your account.”

Agnes slammed her hand on the counter again before screaming incomprehensibly, I understood a few words like bitch, slut, and whore. All words in the right setting would have had me squirming in my seat. But sitting here in the bank with this old cunt screaming at me wasn’t that setting.

“What is going on out here?” Lincoln, my manager, asked as he came into the teller area and stepped in behind me.

“This little bitch won’t give me my money, she’s a thief,” Agnes roared.

I shook my head and fought so hard not to roll my eyes and stay professional. “No,” I said as I turned the screen back so that Lincoln could see. “As you can see Agnes is actually overdrawn and doesn’t seem to understand that I can’t give her money because she doesn’t have any.”

Lincoln nodded his head. “Have you checked any other accounts?”

I nodded. “I tried to ask her for other accounts, but all she has done is scream at me that she wants her money.”

Lincoln hummed in his throat. He looked up at Agnes and put on his best smile. His fingers skimmed over my back, and I wriggled slightly in my seat. Lincoln and I had some serious chemistry. We hadn’t played on it, but it wasn’t for lack of want. 

“Agnes, can I get the account details for any other accounts so that I can see if your money has been mistakenly put in there,” Lincoln asked with a polite smile.

Agnes frowned but nodded her head and pulled three other deposit books out of her purse. I bit on my cheek and breathed in deeply.

“Thank you, Agnes,” Lincoln said with another smile. “Tanquil will check these accounts for you.”

The first account I looked at, was as empty as the original one. As were the next one, but the third book gave us some success. 

“I’ve found your money, so you want to remove one hundred and twenty dollars?” I asked sweetly.

“Yes,” Agnes said. She didn’t show an ounce of shame as she continued to glare at me.

I input all the information and counted out the money for her, before handing back her deposit book. “It is in this account that your money is. I can see that is the account that your pension goes into, so next time if you bring this book, it will prevent any problem,” I explained as nicely as possible.

“Was it that hard to sort it out?” Agnes spat.

I was so gob smacked I couldn’t even find the words to say. Not a sorry, not a bit of embarrassment for her behavior. She simply snatched her books and money, shoved them in her purse, and marched out of the bank. I leaned back in my chair and rubbed my hands up over my face.

“You handled that better than I would have,” Brielle said from beside me with a laugh.

I giggled and shook my head. “You can take care of her next time.”

“Not in your life,” Brielle replied.

Lincoln ran his hand up my back under my hair to my neck. He gave my neck a squeeze that did things to me that should be illegal. I squeezed my legs shut and bit on my lips to stop from moaning. This was getting out of hand, and I needed to either act on our feelings or we needed to be far away from each other. 
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Lincoln

Tanquil. What could I say? She was the hottest girl I’d ever had the opportunity to meet. I would have mated with her in a heartbeat. If it weren’t for the fact that I was her damned boss. It wasn’t like the other employees hadn’t noticed my affection for her. Brielle, who was Tanquil’s best friend had often told me to just go for it. Brielle was a funny woman, she believed so strongly in love and romance but was too afraid to step into it herself. I often wondered if it was because she was a much larger woman, her weight embarrassed her. She tried to pretend she was proud of being a chubby girl, but I saw the way she would hide when people stared.

Me? I didn’t care. She was awesome. A fantastic friend to Tanquil, the two of them were as thick as thieves. And she was a terrific employee. Weight never took away from who the person was for me. But as for my and Tanquil’s relationship, as hard as we both tried, we attempted to keep it professional. There were times occasionally when it crossed the line. Like me squeezing the back of her neck in a way that I knew would get her going. Or times she would purposely come into my office and stand close enough that I could feel the heat of her body beside me. 

I swear that girl had me walking
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