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CHAPTER
ONE

 


Two Thousand
and Ten

 


Silk

 


One has to wonder, would
Silk have chosen this path, had she known the course of events that
would unfold over the next 12 years. Or was this path written in
stone as it were?

 


It couldn’t have been
going any better for Silk, despite little pangs of self-doubt and
anxiety that were common for a young woman her age. She’d moved
into the City five years before and swept up the riches, or so it
felt. To call her simply a sex worker would be to do her an
injustice. Silk pandered to the submissive masses, in a manner of
speaking. She was a natural dominant, although one that had been
taught the dark arts from when she was a young woman of just
eighteen years old. There had been a High Priestess called Athena
who took her under her wing. She taught her all about punishment
and reward. She taught her all about Female Supremacy, and the
inferior male of the species. And she had woken, or unlocked in
Silk what she herself had known was there all the time.

Athena had taught her that
not all women were leaders and dominants, and that there was a
place for all within the fetish community and she got that. Athena
was good and had gripped Silk from day one. She’d proved a
compelling and almost mysterious mentor for Silk and she’d helped
her with those little bouts of self-doubt that sometimes stopped
her in her tracks. She’d reached into the parts of her mind that
had been shrouded in shadow. It was almost as though there were
parts of the mind that Silk herself didn’t want to go to, but was
compelled to, and then was grateful to Athena once those dark parts
were opened up to her. It meant that her skills and her mindset
were better off for it. It meant that this statuesque Dominatrix
could rise to the top of the pile. And she did!

 


In
Session

 


“I told you,
if it happened again, this is what would happen.”

Silk’s voice was as smooth
and soft as her name suggested. It was as erotic as the fabric silk
itself, and it was a voice that seemed to caress the senses. The
lighting was low, moody and it was bathing the playroom in this
violet colour that wasn’t coming from just one source, it seemed to
be coming from everywhere. The walls glowed, the ceiling glowed,
the floors glowed violet and that added to the chemistry and
overall vibe in that room.

Silk was the consummate
professional dominatrix. Even in her established days she wouldn’t
just take ‘anyone’ on. There was a process with Silk, and it was
her process. Anyone who didn’t pander to that process, she didn’t
session with, it was as simple as that. There was an initial
consultation - and initial paid ‘chat’ in which she got to know the
prospective client. And if he, and occasionally ‘she’ didn’t open
up, or if there was something that Silk felt that this person was
not telling her, or if she felt this person was holding something
back, than she declined to take things further. It was as simple as
that really. It was like instinct with her, like an intuition that
she had as a natural talent.

And then for the others,
for the ones lucky enough to get through the process and open up to
this woman completely, then their all-time fantasies - their
darkest fantasies, and their deepest taboos could be realised. Silk
was talented as well as statuesquely beautiful. She just had to
spend some time with a person, a little time, sometimes as little
as an hour, and she could be inside of their mind. She could find
out about someone just by looking them in the eyes and then holding
that eye contact. But this was why this woman was so successful at
what she did - this was why she could truly do unto other before
they did unto her. This was why she was at the top of the elite
pile.

“I’m sorry,
sorry Goddess, sorry, so so sorry. Please forgive me Goddess,
please forgive me?”

And the man’s voice was
desperate. It was a breathy voice, and it came a little at a time
because it was as though this man was in some kind of distress, or
under some sort of duress, which he was.

“Forgive you?
I told you, if you had any more ‘urges’ in those directions then I
would punish you severely.”

And Silk’s voice was
raised an octave or two. It was some kind of fantasy role play that
she had been paid a lot of money for by this man. And when you saw
how this twenty-five-year-old woman was dressed and made up, there
might be some understanding there of this role-play. It looked like
Silk had been poured into this little exaggerated school uniform
that clung to her curves, and sexualised her in the most stark way.
To all intents and purposes, and to this man, she was a schoolgirl,
and they had obviously talked about it before and now he was living
the part that he was playing.

Men came to women like
Silk to fulfil fantasies. They also came to experienced
dominatrixes because they could divulge and detail their ‘sins’ and
their desires and urges knowing that their talks would not be
betrayed. It was a fact that sometimes Silk was told and heard too
much. Sometimes she was told things that she wished she hadn’t been
told. And now, here she was, a stockinged, high heeled, pigtailed
schoolgirl for this man who clearly had urges in that direction
real time. But in this role-play, what he craved, what he wanted so
much was also what would punish him. When he had revealed to Silk
during post session chat, that he craved schoolgirls twitching on
the end of his big cock, he had also divulged his guilt for that.
He had also divulged his need to atone for his urges, and his
sins.

Silk had decided early on
that this man probably far from kept those urges in his mind only.
She had decided very early on that this was a man with issues,
serious issues. But she had taken professional view on it. If she
saw this man, if she sessioned with him, then for the time she was
with him all the real uniformed schoolgirls of the world would be
safe. And she reasoned with herself that possibly, the punishment
she gave this sad little man might help shake him out of the
vicious circle in life that he was caught in. Oh yes Silk was more
than a sex worker. She was no hooker. She likened herself to a
therapist who could straighten people out, to a degree - and she’d
had a modicum of success with that of course.

The vibe in the play space
was very tense, very edgy. Silk was able to create the right mood
and ambience with all of her clients, it was why she was so good.
And here she was a ‘mature’ schoolgirl of twenty-five years old,
with some pervert at her mercy. And that was just it, he was at her
mercy.

“I know what
you want to do to me, you pervert. You want to fuck me don’t you?
Admit it, you want to slip your cock up inside my tight hole and
fuck my brains out, right?”

And she stood back. There
was no doubt that Silk was a fetish schoolgirl. She was the sort of
’schoolgirl’ that most hot-blooded men would want to fuck. But she
was not a real schoolgirl. She had managed to unlock this man’s
mind. And she had been able to get into that mind herself and look
around. The contradiction between this man’s real taboo urges, and
the sight of this heavily made up, fetish schoolgirl was like a
drug to him. He didn’t want less as a result, he wanted more. Silk
knew what she was doing. She wanted to protect her income, but at
the same time she wanted to show this man what she thought of him
as well, for having those urges and those desires in the first
place. For Silk this was an easy role-play. It was complex, but it
was easy at the same time.

“Yes, yes I
wanna slip my cock right into you and pound your cervix you little
slut.”

This man hissed his words
in the most foul, obscene way possible. But there was no way he
could do what he craved. He was in bondage. He was a man in his
late fifties, possibly in his sixties and he was naked on his back,
on a bed that was bolted to the floor of the playroom. His arms
were spread out and pulled behind him and secured to a heavy
‘headboard’ that wasn’t a headboard. It was a framework that
allowed someone to be securely immobilised. And this man’s legs had
been brought up and spread wide by the ankles, and then pulled back
over himself and his ankles secured to that same
headboard.

In effect he had been
immobilised and doubled by just being secured at four points. And
his genitals, his cock, his balls and his ass were completely
exposed. His cock was hard, throbbing, and it as dripping from
where he had been encouraged to speak out loud his fantasy. It was
unclear how long this man had been like this or how long he had
been in Silk’s company. But she didn’t do sessions by the hour, she
did them by the result. When it was done, it was done.

It was clear that this was
no quickie for this man. It was clear that this scene had to be set
and played out over time.

“You think I
want that disgusting cock anywhere near me you fucking
pervert.”

The thing was, it didn’t
sound as though Silk was ‘playing’ at all. It sounded like she was
as immersed as he was. But that was the skill, that was the
eliteness of Silk. Once she understood what she had to do, she
lived the part. And that was it, that she COULD live the
part.

“Yeah and then
I wanna slide my cock up your ass until you squeal you little cunt.
I wanna fuck your tight asshole until you bleed then I wanna shove
my big hard cock into your mouth for you to suck clean - just like
the dirty little slut you are.”

The thing was that this
man didn’t have a big cock. He had a small cock that didn’t really
have any right to be called a cock at all. Silk had long since
worked out that probably, this man’s cock and its size was part of
his problem. He obviously had an issued dealing with proper women
and he saw his fixation with fucking young vulnerable schoolgirls
as an answer to his penis size. A ‘real’ young vulnerable
schoolgirl wouldn’t have seen a cock before and she wouldn’t have
known anything about size or what to expect.

So his fantasies were to
fuck a virgin. One he would get away with using his tiny penis on,
and in. And his development and contradiction of the schoolgirl
image, the stockings, the high heels, the red lips, the pigtails
were all a blend of a mature woman and a real schoolgirl. It was
the epitome of the twist in his mind - yes the contradiction. Of
course Silk helped to develop the image of herself that she
portrayed in his mind. She assisted in his mind fuck. This was more
of that skill. She had skills very few so called dominatrixes had.
And she had honed and perfected those skills over time. What she
was able to do with a man’s mind was the stuff of legend. And this
resulted in her being able to relieve these men of thousands upon
thousands in payment for her services.

Silk had this ability to
make any man believe that she existed just for him. She had studied
psychology to degree level, and knew what it took. It was vital
that she had these men in the palm of her hand for as long as the
session lasted. It was vital that she kept them in that space so
that when they left they would want to come back. If there was a
man that got through her process and came to session, and she
didn’t like it, or it didn’t feel right to her, then she could
reverse the vibe and make sure this man didn’t come back. But to
the ones she immersed in fully, she really was their Goddess. And
they would come back time after time after time.

“Oh is that
what you wanna do to me daddy? You wanna fuck me until I bleed? You
wanna fuck me until I cry and beg you to stop.”

She was tapping into this
deviant’s mind and she was working it.

“Yes you dirty
little slut.”

And it was clear that it
was a ‘little slut’ that this man was seeing as opposed to this big
breasted, mature woman poured into a tight clingy schoolgirl
uniform purchased from a fetish shop.

“How about I
fuck you until YOU bleed? How about I bitch you until YOU scream
for daddy to stop hey?”

And in that, Silk had been
testing this man. She had developed this role-play and this fantasy
with this man over time and now she was taking it a little bit
further. Now she was testing this man’s perversions to see if there
were any limits to be found. Obviously he was not expecting her to
say that, or ask that. And he kind of stopped dead in his tracks.
He held his breath as he processed what Silk had just asked him. He
really hadn’t been expecting that. The last time she had caned him
with a crook handled, bamboo cane. And this was a new slant for him
to look at things from. For Silk, she was taking him further yes.
Would he feel atoned if she strapped on a big dildo with an
industrial harness and fucked him until he bled and until he begged
daddy to stop?

Silk studied this man. She
looked at him and she could see it in his eyes. This was an avenue
that he hadn’t gone down and would probably never had gone down.
She was leading him.

“Yes please.
Please please Goddess. Please fuck me until I bleed and beg you to
stop.”

Silk smiled. This man was
seriously fucked up, she’d known it all the time. Except it was
more than a simple fucked up. Yes he had urges to do those
disgusting things to schoolgirls, thinking that the size of his
cock didn’t matter. It was like he had all of that worked out in
his mind. But there was also the sign that he was in touch with the
feminine side of himself as well. There was the sign that he was
the one that wanted to be fucked like a bitch slut.

“I should make
you wear a school uniform, like me, and then lubricate this dildo
before shoving it up your pussy.”

And Silk was looking right
into his eyes. She had hit the nail on the head. She had got this
man from the word go, but she had always felt there was more to him
and that this would come out in due course. The vibe with him was
one that she knew she could control and develop.

“Oh yes please
Goddess. Yes please fuck this little bitch until she bleeds and
begs.”

And there it was - like a
circle had been completed. She was holding the said dildo so that
this man could see it, and the straps and the harness that she
would strap to herself were hanging down and swinging. It looked
industrial and this man couldn’t take his teary eyes off it. So now
this uniformed schoolgirl that he could see was going to do to him
what he craved to do to her. Silk smiled, there was room for yet
more development of this with this man. The next time he came she
would have a uniform for him and he would be the little bitch. And
Silk wouldn’t have a uniform on. She would be the leather clad
Bitch taking charge of this man. His issues would be in the open
and all sessions going forward would be him atoning for his filthy,
perverted thoughts. He would be that schoolgirl and he would be
screaming ‘yes daddy thank you daddy’. For now Silk, in full view
of this man, strapped on the harness and the dildo.

Yes, this was what Silk
did. This was her at her best, tapping into the psyche of a man and
then dealing with that psyche. Once she fucked this man in this
session he would be compelled to come back to her. In his mind she
would have taken him further than any of the dozen or so
professionals he had seen before her. In his mind she was the best
and so he would become addicted to her and that made her smile.
Silk liked it when things came together for her. But she could
afford to - things came together more often then they didn’t for
her and that was worth a smile.

 


She didn’t know how the
fucking of this man would go. It was new ground for her as well,
but ground that she would tread and feel under foot. And there was
more than a sense of impending doom that leaked from the man’s eyes
in the form of tears. Those tears weren’t necessarily in sympathy
with the thought of having that thick, black, vein ridden dildo
slipped all the way into his anal tract though. No this was
different. This was this man coming to terms with who, and what he
had been all these years. Silk had tapped into his psyche and she
hadn’t left it there. She had unlocked his mind and then she had
gone on to unlock the vault doors that his is true self were
behind. This was this man realising now what he had been searching
for all of these years.

He’d probably come across
it, in his mind many times, the thought, the fantasies of him as a
schoolgirl being fucked roughly and readily. But the macho in him,
the male ego and pride wouldn’t allow him to carry that through.
And so he had all these warped fantasies of rooting real virgin
schoolgirls to the core because he didn’t want to, or couldn’t
admit to what he was really feeling, not even to himself. Who knew
how many real schoolgirl virgins or vulnerable girls he had
actually fucked hard until they begged him to stop, just because he
was searching for the real him. And now he was faced not only with
the real him, but the apparition of Silk representing the young
girls he fantasised about abusing, and probably did.

This wouldn’t have escaped
Silk as she lovingly, and deliciously lubed up the thick dildo she
was wearing.

“I wanna hear
you squeal bitch. And when I say squeal, I mean squeal.”

Silk could change the tone
of her voice ‘just like that’. She had to be the consummate actress
to fulfil the roles she filled. She knew that and it was part of
her talent - part of her skills. She was almost hissing through
gritted teeth, just like this man would have been in the reverse
situation. And then she was getting onto that bondage bed, right up
at the business end of this man, getting between his spread legs,
and rubbing lube dripping dildo up and down his ass crack. And
there was this whimpering from this man that told of his state of
mind.

 



CHAPTER
TWO

 


Bitched

 


It was pretty much a
pathetic whimpering that this bondaged man was letting slip from
between quivering lips. A combination of this event, this event of
him being made to face himself, and the actual physical ‘fright’ of
being impaled on the monster dildo that Silk was waving enticingly
in front of her.

“You gonna do
that? You gonna squeal for me bitch? You gonna make this a nice
fuck for me, and then beg me to stop when it hurts so much?
Hmmm?”

This almost frightening
knack that Silk had to utter more or less the precise same words
that this man would have hissed to his victims was something to
think about and to behold. This was a woman who could plumb those
depths. She could delve into a mind and find out the deepest
darkest secrets, but she could also put herself in that person’s
frame of mind. It was why she was so good at what she did. It was
why she commanded the super high prices and the Empress title
within the female domination and fetish community. This was Silk at
her very best. This was her, doing what she did.

And when she slipped the
enormous cock head of the dildo passed this man’s sphincter he did
indeed squeal. The way he tensed up Silk knew that he was in pain
so she thrust the dildo a little deeper into him and he squealed
again. That squealing was followed by crying. A deep guttural
sobbing that was almost heart rending. Silk liked it when she was
witnessing a submissive face themselves and what they were. It made
her feel power to have brought the person to where, he or she was
now. It made her feel that power surge through her. She slipped the
dildo in a little deeper and that squeal came again. She could have
done it all in one thrust. She could have slid as much of that
dildo into this ‘bitch’s’ pussy as she could, until it hit the bend
in his colon and let him have all of the pain all in one
go.

But no, she didn’t want
that. She didn’t want him to know all at once how much he would or
could take. She wanted that dildo journey into his pussy to be a
long one and one that had no end, as such.

“Gonna be a
good little slut for me now? If you’re a real good slut I’ll let
you suck me clean after it.”

And there was that voice
again - almost taunting this man turned bitch. Almost using word
for word what he had used either in his fantasies or in the
realities of his life. And Silk could sense this man cramping - she
could sense his anal muscles tensing and cramping and then in
spasm. She knew this because she could feel the resistance as he
tensed around the thickness of the dildo. But she knew also that
the lubrication made it impossible for him to tighten enough to
prevent her from really going to town on him and fucking him hard.
And she did this but she started off real slow. She started off
just using the full length of the dildo and the full depths of his
ass to fuck him. Just slowly and firmly at first and then speeding
up, but speeding up very gradually. Him whimpering, him crying as
he was fucked like a little bitch. And Silk changing her tone,
changing her voice altogether back to her own, more natural
one.

“Can you see
now what it’s like, to be a bitch? I know this is what you want.
And what you’ve needed all these years. I KNOW you, and this is
what you are going forward with me - my little bitch.”

And from that point she
fucked him hard and fast and as she did that she played with his
cock, encouraging it to harden as his colon was pounded. And she
did this until he dripped pre-cum, and then she rubbed him as she
fucked him hard. She coincided that hard, last gasp fucking with
his orgasm. And of all the orgasms he had ever felt, this was the
one he would remember the most, this was the one that would stay
with him because in it, in that orgasm he was the bitch. And as
Silk brought this session to an end, she knew that she had this man
where she wanted him and that he would come back time after time
because she knew him and what made him tick. And in the process she
would relieve this man of tens of thousands in professional fees.
She was his therapist after all? Silk could be whatever she needed
to be because she was that good.

 


At Every
Opportunity

 


Just like the highly
polished professional she was, Silk was never ‘off duty’ as it
were. She was always looking for opportunities to make big money.
She didn’t make it obvious, she was simply a predator disguised as
this super cool, ultra-attractive, ultra-polished vixen of a
woman.

She really was at the top
of the City’s fetish tree at just twenty-five years old. She had
VIP access to all events and just a mention of her presence on club
and event advertising ensured that a massive crowd attended. If the
truth were known, she’d pretty much made dominatrix work in the
city ‘decent’. Silk was becoming an accomplished business woman
within her circle and as such she commanded a respect that was
total. It would be inevitable eventually that she would use her
kudos and her increasing wealth to look into other area of
business.

People not in the scene
knew what she did, but it didn’t matter because she was Silk. It
was almost something not worth mentioning in highbrow gatherings
any more. It was accepted, she was accepted. Now wives of the men
who couldn’t keep their eyes off her didn’t want to rip her head
off because they knew that she was the consummate professional and
they wanted to be seen with her, even photographed with her. They
knew that she wasn’t out to steal their husbands, or wives. She did
a job. She enjoyed her job, yes she did, but it was still a job.
And she was one to be seen with and associated with. But it was too
early for her to venture too much out yet. She needed to reach that
nirvana state in her dominatrix practices - she needed to feel like
there was little more to achieve before she began exploring other
business ventures. Still, it didn’t stop her attending the highbrow
functions though and it didn’t stop her investing in the markets a
little bit - something that allowed her to buy her apartment
outright, mortgage free. And, here - there was always opportunities
at these do’s.

It was pretty much
accepted that Silk could get any man, or pretty much any woman that
she wanted to. But she didn’t tread on toes and that had become her
benchmark. She just didn’t tread on toes. People knew and people
accepted, but they’d never know what really went on in the fully
equipped playroom, and the chambers she had bought and paid for out
of her gains. They’d never know the intricate, mind-fucking games
she played with her clients. Maybe if they knew more of that then
there would be more eyebrows raised. Maybe if they knew the depth
of the games she played with her clients they’d had a different
take on it. Fact was though that they didn’t know. They would never
know. As far as they were concerned, what went on behind closed
doors stayed behind closed doors - it was between her and her
clients and no-one else.

“It’s good to
see you Silk. We don’t get to see enough of you.”

The Lady Mayor spoke
casually. A rather roundish woman with oversized cleavage and
slashed red lipstick that looked too young for her over-middle-aged
years. Actually hearing this little round woman using Silk’s
professional name was odd. This was a meeting and a get together of
the City’s financial powerhouses, not a fetish event where the
using of Silk’s name would be expected. The fact was that no-one
knew what Silk’s real name was. Anyone who knew her, only knew her
as Silk. Even clients and acquaintances who’d known her since she
rocked up, only ever knew her as Silk. That took some doing - to
infiltrate a city with a single non-gender name, and then have that
name become almost a household name.

“Oh you know
Lady Mayor, I try to get out more but it’s not always possible. But
here I am, enjoy me.”

And Silk accompanied that
response with a wide beaming lipstick smile. She was an impressive
woman who towered over the Mayor. And in a smart, fitted suit that
hugged her curves like a second skin, perfect makeup, and perfect
feminine stance, she was more than awesome to look at. The only
hint, the only slight hint of her fetish endeavours was the height
of her heels. Pencil thin tapering heels that were metal tipped.
Patent court stilettos that had heels that exceeded six inches and
with no platforms, or straps to spoil the line of her shapely legs
that seemed to go on for days even though her skirt was hemmed just
above her knees. And then her feet, sheathed in the sheerest and
most expensive nylon, it would be true to say that she attracted
the eyes towards her.

“You must come
round to my house for drinks one evening. You know we can make an
evening of it, get my husband to serve us drinks all
night.”

And the Mayor was smiling,
but Silk threw her head back and laughed softly.

“That sounds
like a ‘must do’ Lady Mayor. Are you booking me? Are you exploring
the dark side, with your husband?”

Silk accompanied that
response with a wink. It was just the two of them looking around
the gathering.

“I might be,
yes. You know, never too old and all that.”

Silk knew a fishing trip
when she heard one. And she knew that this was exactly what the
lady Mayor was after. Her and her husband played kinky games and
they knew all about what Silk did.

“Absolutely.
Well, here’s my card, give me a call and we’ll get you booked in
for a home visit. Mate’s rates and all that.”

The Mayoress exploded in
laughter. Yes, Silk had hit the spot and she watched the little
woman slip the card into her clutch bag before slipping into the
crowd and mingling. Silk stayed where she was. It was a fact that
from somewhere, anywhere in the function room there would be at
least one set of eyes on her. She was used to it. She couldn’t be
the woman she was doing the job she did and not have eyes on her.
Like any woman she craved being admired and looked at, and desired.
And in her line of business it was a must. But she took it all in
her stride. She could do that. She’d been a natural even as far
back as the Athena days. And the more into her role she got, the
more she ‘loved’ the looks she got. She made her way for the host,
a tall handsome man who reeked of money.

“Gerry, I have
to be making tracks but this has been a blast. Thank you so much
for inviting me.”

Silk’s ‘normal’ voice was
soft, slightly husky, very feminine and warm. It was the voice that
when she eventually spread her wings more, that she would need to
take with her.

“Silk, always
a pleasure. You light up the room and get pulses racing, we like
that.”

And there was this cheeky
wink from this man.

“You know me
Gerry, how much I like a racing pulse.”

And in her normal guise
Silk was more than able to display a sense of humour. It didn’t
escape her that the comments and the innuendo were aimed at what
she did for a living. But she didn’t care about that. She wasn’t
above making fun of herself a little bit. Or joining in the
jovialities. It was what made her able to mingle like this. It was
what made it possible for her to make her profession ‘respectable’.
At least, as respectable as it could be.

Outside the venue a five
hundred series Mercedes was waiting for her. As she came out the
smart suited driver got out of the driver’s seat and opened the
back passenger door for her to slide into. Silk didn’t have a
full-time driver at this point. She simply used a chauffeur drive
company to take her to and from functions, although she did request
the same driver each time. And this did show that she had class.
When she got home to the apartment she had bought, she threw off
her jacket and poured a glass of red wine. She’d sit and read for a
little bit and then go to bed. At least that was the intention.
Tomorrow was another day.

She been woken by her
cellphone going off. She’d fallen asleep on the sofa, glass of wine
still in hand. She looked at the time, it was 2am and she thought
‘who the fuck is calling me at 2am?’

“Hello, Silk
speaking.”

Calls in the dead of night
usually weren’t good news, but in this instance Silk
smiled.

“Lady Mayor,
it’s always a pleasure to hear you voice. What can I do for you at
this ungodly hour?”

Silk was smiling wide and
that would have been ‘heard’ over the phone. She listened to what
seemed an extraordinary length of time before she spoke
again.

“You want to
go ahead with the booking? That’s fine.”

She listened again and
then spoke again.

“It’s
perfectly ok, I guarantee discretion at all times. He has a
feminine side, they all do darling and usually I can get more out
of them than they care to give at first. If you are comfortable to
go ahead, then I’ll book it out in my diary. My fee is 5k for the
night, is this acceptable to you?”

Silk sipped the wine even
if it was 2am. She was listening again and she was deciding that
this was an easy 5k - and more to the point she didn’t need to do
the usual due diligence she did with out of the blue bookings.
She’d known this woman from the time she stepped into the City.
She’s whispered to her one day in the Athena days,

“I’m going to
be the first lady Mayor of this city.”

And true to her word she
had been.

“I’ll text you
my bank account details and you can transfer the funds. That’s a
better arrangement, and negates having to play with money on the
night. And I promise you, this is between us. I don’t discuss
clients with anyone, as you already know.”

And they hung up the call.
The smile faded from Silk’s lipsticked mouth and she rested her
head back on the sofa. She was thinking, ‘sooner or later they all
come crawling out of the woodwork.’ And she was right. She went to
bed and when her alarm woke her at 10am, her phone pinged a notice
from her bank. 5k had been deposited and she smiled. She was going
to enjoy this one.

 


Three Days
Later

 


Silk chose a black, supple
leather pinafore dress that hugged her curves and seemed to give
extra prominence to her voluminous breasts - it almost gave her a
younger ‘girl’ like look. It was sleeveless and the wide shoulder
straps supported the low-cut front. Had she not worn a crisp white
blouse, and small delicate bow tie, it would be doubtful that the
dress alone would have been able to contain her pendulous breasts.
One could say that Silk looked breath-taking but somehow that
wouldn’t be enough one would feel. Her thick, dark reddish hair was
piled up, and into a tight bun which allowed the length and the
femininity of her neck to be exposed and displayed. The dress was
hemmed quite tightly at mid-thigh and then revealed the length and
the shapeliness of her legs. It was true that Silk had been blessed
not only with talent but with the most amazing legs, breasts, and
figure that one could wish for. Certainly that one could wish for
in her line of work.

She was like a Goddess
only more so. And with those legs sheathed in super sheer, dark
brown nylon, and her lower legs zipped into tight, fitted boots
that came to just below her knees, she looked something approaching
spectacular - but even that word didn’t do her justice. Silk was
tall in just bare feet, but in the heeled boots she exceeded some
six feet four. She made an imposing sight. She would be an imposing
sight in everyday life, but when someone booked a fetish session
with Silk, what they got was usually more than what they conjured
up in their minds. Silk, in full bloom as it were, was an
extraordinary sight and a foreboding sight if you were
submissive.

She booked her usual
driver for the trip to the Lady Mayor’s house on the other side of
the city.

“I’m a little
early, so take your time, no panic to get there.”

She casually instructed
the driver. This time on a Friday night it was usually bedlam on
the streets. People getting home from work, people getting out of
the city for the weekend and those who had been away all week
coming back in. She really wasn’t in a rush. She had a feeling that
this was one assignment that was going to go as smooth as her name
implied.

“Yes Ma’am, no
worries.”

The car with it’s almost
silent V12 engine glided out of the city and within half an hour
she was in the right postcode. Silk looked at these tree lined
streets with the huge, detached houses and whenever she came over
here, which she did frequently through her job, she wondered when
she would be able to afford one of these houses. At the moment she
was where she needed to be. She needed to be in the middle of the
city, in an apartment from where she could reach all locations
easily in order to do outside calls. But these streets gave her a
cuddle as the limo crunched stones as it glided down to the end
house on the right.

“This is it
here. You don’t need to wait and I won’t be needing you again
tonight.”

Silk spoke to the driver
in that seductive voice of hers and one had to wonder what this
middle-aged man thought of her. Certainly to most men she would be
this unattainable woman who made them ‘twitch’ in the small hours
of the night. But this driver was completely professional. He never
let his guard fall, or let his eyes wander to places that they
shouldn’t. At least, he never got caught.

“As you wish
Ma’am. If you change your mind, you can just call me
direct.”

And this was why Silk
asked for this driver every single time, because of his level of
service and the impeccable way that he presented himself. Silk
slipped him a 50 and smiled.

“Thank you
very much Ma’am.”

And with that he was
climbing back into the perfectly clean car for the drive back into
the city. Silk always wondered how he kept the car so clean. The
grimy city, the temperate climate and the unpredictable rains. But
whenever he came for her, in this very same car every time, it was
spotless and she liked that.


CHAPTER
THREE

 


The Lady Mayor
and Her Maid

 


“You didn’t
tell him about this? You didn’t tell him that you’d hired a
dominatrix for the night, just for him?”

Silk was a little
incredulous as she spoke down to the Lady Mayor.

“I didn’t. I
wanted it to be a surprise. And trust me, I know him. I know this
surprise will resonate through that tiny mind of his and he will be
devastated, but in a good way. You’ll see.”

Silk weighed it up and she
thought, ‘oh well, I’ve got my money. If it all goes pair shaped it
will be through no fault of my own’. And she was right of course.
Besides, the Lady Mayor and Mr, had been a couple who’d been
together since their schooldays - they had been childhood
sweethearts. They knew each other inside and out. And they’d
obviously taken this ‘fetish’ with them through the years and the
decades.

“Ok, let’s do
this thing then.”

And Silk was smiling
broadly as she studied herself in the full-length hall mirror.
She’d stepped inside this huge house and looked around in awe.
Certainly she would like a house like this one day.

“You look
splendid darling. We’ll do drinks first. Do you think we can get
through the first hour say, of not acknowledging ‘her’? Have her
serve us as though it’s the most natural thing in the world. Kind
of ignoring her, or just talking about her as though she’s not
there, until we want to progress further?”

Nothing much in the line
of requirements surpassed or shocked Silk. She knew exactly what
the Lady Mayor was requesting. By the ‘her’ she meant the husband
that was struggling with the feminine side of himself.

“Why of
course. I mean we have to ramp up the anticipation and the tension
don’t we now?”

Silk sounded almost
playful and yet behind that tone of her’s was a woman getting into
her required character. That wasn’t hard for her - most of what
this woman did came naturally to her. She did one last check of
herself in that mirror and she was ready to go.

The Lady Mayor led Silk
into this huge lounge that was traditionally decorated and
furnished. To the back were huge double bay windows that were
ceiling to floor in height and that looked out on perfect lawns and
gardens. The light was beginning to fade out there now, but there
were little spotlights all over the place that were timed to come
on when the light reached a certain level. Silk imagined that the
gardens looked spectacular when they were all lit up. She looked
around the room, no sign of the husband, but she was being led by
the lady at the moment. The time would come when she would take
over the lead but she would know when that time came.

“Take a seat,
please. I’ll arrange us some drinks. Champagne?”

The Lady Mayor spoke with
this barely disguised excitable voice.

“Champagne
sounds perfect.”

Silk wondered, for the
first time, if the night was for her husband or for her. She
wondered further if she had stumbled on a real female led
relationship. She’d find all this out in due course. She was
intrigued at what she had come across in this woman. This pillar of
the community and her secret life. As Silk sat on the plush deep
sofa and crossed her legs, the lady picked up a little hand bell
and rang it. She held it up almost to her head height and shook it.
Inside Silk smiled. Yes, this couple were a couple who had kept
this little secret of their for years and now they, or she was
letting the cat out of the bag as it were. She thought ‘this is
sweet’.

When ‘Mr Mayor’ came,
there was this little stutter that he did in his movements.
Basically he was stopped in his tracks - but it was just for a
split second and then he pulled himself together. He hadn’t been
expecting Silk to be there. In fact he wouldn’t have been expecting
anyone to be there except his wife. This was ‘their secret’.
Something told Silk that they lived like this behind closed doors
and had done for many years. And now there was this third person,
this apparition called Silk, leather clad and high heeled to the
max in his own lounge and one would have to imagine it, that his
mind was trying to reset to take this into account.

Of course, he wasn’t ‘he’
at all. She was dressed for service. A little service uniform that
could have been ‘maid’ or ‘waitress’ or ‘chambermaid’ or anything
in between. And whilst Mr Mayor, as a man would be small, and quite
insignificant, as this uniformed ‘girl’ she was petite, and
adorable. The dress was short enough to expose the stocking tops.
And Silk noted that she managed the high heels with ease which told
her this wasn’t a once-a-week thing. Then the makeup and the wig
were more than passable. It was the kind of thing that Silk noticed
- how this man presented as a girl. She noticed the almost perfect
deportment. All of what she noticed here told her that this was an
established lifestyle and whilst pleasantly surprised she was not
‘shocked’. She’d learned long ago that the people that presented
themselves in public were rarely the real deal. It was behind
closed doors that the real person came out and now she had been
invited behind the Lady Mayors closed doors and she smiled to
herself. The inner sanctum!

“Champagne
slut. For two. Now.”

The Mayor’s tone was curt,
and it was sharp. Silk didn’t say anything - rather she was just
making mental notes. She noted the slut word, and the shortness
almost the ‘anger’ of the instruction. These were all pointers for
her going forward.

“Yes Madam
Mayor, of course.”

Silk would never accuse
any woman of letting the power go to her head but she smiled wryly
to herself. The mere presence of Silk would have set this man on
edge. She knew that. She’d seen the effects that she had on a good
deal of submissive types. But she embraced it as this maid turned
on her heels and went to prepare a drinks tray.

“I want him to
feel the walls coming in on him. Do you know what I
mean”

The lady whispered to Silk
when the maid was out of sight.

“I do
actually. Tell me are you sure this is for him, and not
you?”

And Silk accompanied that
question with a little smile. She wasn’t interrogating the little
round woman, she was being playful.

“Ah I can’t
hide it. Ever since I found him in my knicker drawer thirty years
ago I’ve had this thing over him. Ever since that day, it’s been
easy to control him. Getting the power in the relationship was easy
and bringing him down was easy. It’s for me, but it’s for him as
well - for his own good.”

The lady smiled back. Silk
made more mental notes. The way this woman spoke about ‘control’,
‘power’ and ‘bringing him down’ that was serious language to use.
This told her that this was not a game that she was playing and
that it was slightly more than just an odd quirky lifestyle. This
was serious power exchange. Indeed it was like this man never had
any power to exchange in the first place. He had revealed a little
knicker perversion and she had exploited that. This power trip that
the Lady Mayor was on, was real.

“It’s ok, I’m
intrigued and I’m learning all the time. I’m assuming I’m the first
time you’ve involved a third person?”

The lady Mayor just smiled
and nodded.

“It is. And
where I have controlled everything up to now, now that you are here
I’m not sure I know what next, if you know what I mean?”

And there it was, this was
where Silk came in. This was where she would have a chance to shine
yet again.

“I do know
what you mean. What I need to know before she gets back with
drinks, is about ‘consent’. Do we have his consent? It’s just a
little thing that I have to be sure of, you know as a professional
woman?”

This might have been a
better conversation to have had before this night but in actual
fact, this conversation was flowing.

“You have
consent, trust me. She will do what she’s told and she will suffer
if she has to, unquestionably.”

There was no reason for
Silk to doubt what this woman said. Clearly she controlled the
relationship and this man. For a lot of so-called professional
women it could have been on dodgy ground - that consent being so
one sided and all that. But Silk could read between the lines. She
could see that this man had been controlled like this for years. He
obviously adored his dominating wife and they obviously lived a
‘colourful’ lifestyle, at least inside this house.

“I only ask
because you know, once we get on a roll, we don’t know where it’s
going to end do we now?”

And Silk was smiling
again. She remained very demure, aloof even but this was her
character and what she wanted to do was excite this woman into
going further than the Mayor would have planned for.

“We don’t and
that was why I chose you. I know your reputation and I’ve followed
your career the whole way. There was only one dominatrix that could
do this with us this weekend and that was you.”

Silk was used to people
sucking up to her - mostly it was men who did that. But it was
different coming from another woman and she smiled and nodded. Just
then the maid came back with the drinks. And immediately there was
this tension in the room, and this ‘edge’. But this was emanating
from the maid. He was a nervous wreck. Silk ran an impeccably
manicured hand up her lower booted leg, and just hovered her
fingers over the nylon encasing her thigh as the maid served
drinks. She did it knowing that he would be able to see, and hear
that rasp of fingers on nylon. Silk’s long finger nails were coated
in deep red that matched her lips and there was the heady smell of
her scent for the small husband to contend with.

For decades it would have
been just the wife and him. And now there was this! There were
these other sounds, these other smells and when combined it brought
the reality to him in something of a shockwave.

“I’ve got it’s
cock caged you know. It’s not had an orgasm for twenty years, but I
know the desire is still there.”

Silk was making more
mental notes. She referring of the husband as ‘it’. That was a deep
thing to do. It showed a little more of this woman’s mentality.
Silk liked her, she liked what she had done here. They were to all
intents and purposes, consenting adults. They could live how they
chose to live. But Silk liked the deeper more sinister vibe that
this little round woman had going on. She was more than convinced
there was more to her than met the eye. But this was more than
enough to be going on with. She spoke about her husband as though
he wasn’t there and Silk answered her in the same light.

“Excellent! I
find that a locked ‘clitoris’ achieves more focus, and more
obedience.”

This was the first time
that Silk had been able to ‘act’ her part. It was the first time
she had been able to contribute. And her tone was one that was
chilling to hear. For a twenty-five-year-old woman to be able to
exist in this setting and then pull it off was testament to her
skills, and her maturity and if she had any nerves or anxiety
herself about this then they were not on display.

“For these
creatures, feminine creatures trapped in pathetic male bodies, it’s
better not to let them live a free life. It’s better for them to
live a constrained, denied life.”

Silk carried on talking as
though this man dressed as a maid was not there, sticking to the
‘ignoring’ request that the lady had made. But she knew that her
words were for him. She knew that because of his state of mind that
he would be hearing every single word that she spoke. And the Lady
Mayor sat back and watched Silk in full flow. She waited for Silk
to stop talking and then she snapped,

“Show Madam
Silk your cage, slut. Now!”

There is was again that
snappy instant instruction that was almost delivered through
gritted teeth. Silk ran her fleshy wet tongue across the width of
her lipsticked mouth and turned her head for the first time in the
direct direction of the maid. She knew that would be a profound
moment for him. Silk knew what effect she had on all men. But ones
that lived like this, she knew she had the ability to shatter their
world with just that turn of the head and eyes in their
direction.

He was visibly shaking,
trembling but ‘she’ slid her fingers under the hem of the dress and
peeled it up so that his caged cock was visible. Inside Silk was a
little surprised. He was a small man, and a pretty petite ‘girl’,
but his cock was enormous. That impression was more than helped
along by the fact that the meat of the cock was bulging, trying to
get an erection in a cage that was curved downwards to prevent that
from happening. The skinless bell end of the cock was bulging
between stainless steel bars and was drooling with something that
looked like pre-cum. His balls hanging below the stainless steel,
locked cuff looked swollen, blue and fully loaded.

“Now that is
what I call a clitoris. And perfectly, correctly locked up. It
doesn’t deserve to be free and it certainly doesn’t deserve to have
orgasms. Did you consider regular ‘forced orgasm’ using it’s
prostrate as a means? That keeps everything in working order you
know. And because it’s being milked via it’s ‘pussy’, it isn’t like
an orgasm at all. It’s more like a ‘sissygasm’.”

Silk was in full flow now
and she was voicing her experience. The Lady Mayor threw back her
head and laughed out loud. This added to her husband’s degradation
if anything.

“You know I
have considered release. I always decide against it because I don’t
want to give it a treat, if you know what I mean? But what you say
is right, and a ‘sissygasm’ using it’s prostrate, what a hoot!
Could we try that later?”

Silk had a little smile to
herself. This couple had obviously built this world of theirs with
no regard to the outside world and that was fine, but those from
the outside world like Silk were knowledgeable and skilful and
could contribute immensely. And already she was opening up a whole
new world for the Lady Mayor. For the man, the maid, the sissy,
there was a whole new world of torment coming his way and he had to
try to absorb that at the same time as serving the Lady Mayor and
Silk.

“We certainly
can try it, whenever you like. You know I don’t go anywhere without
my prostrate massager. It comes in useful at all sorts of
times.”

And the Lady Mayor threw
her head back an laughed again as Silk pulled out this odd shaped,
pure smooth stainless steel ‘instrument’ from her bag.

“This gets
better and better. Let’s have a few drinks and get into that
mindset and let this creature get used to it in his mind. This is
going to be such a good night. Maybe we can make it
regular?”

The Mayor was visibly
excited as she spoke.

“I don’t see
why we can’t make it regular. I like this slut, I like the way you
control it. I like the way you subjugate it and I’d love to show
you more ways to do that. More ways to bring it down.”

Silk was speaking like she
meant it and like she knew would resonate with the Mayor - but she
was also a professional looking to seal work into the future. Yes
she enjoyed her job. Yes her work made her wet through but at the
end of the day she was the consummate professional.

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Silk uncrossed her legs
and patted her skirted, and nylon sheathed thighs.

“Come over
here girl, get over my lap, face down.”

Her voice was short,
stern, and she looked directly at the little man in the maid’s
dress. One had to assume that for him, the world must have felt
like it was ending. He’d chipped his own lipstick all away by
nibbling at it. That had been something that manifested the longer
the night went on. The more tension, apprehension and anticipation
went up the more nervous and ‘girly’ he became. He made a sound as
Silk drilled him with her eyes but he didn’t say anything. He knew
who she was and what she did. He knew about her reputation and he’d
heard stories, and seen them online. And now she was sitting a few
feet away from him, large as life patting her thighs for him to get
over. One could try to empathise with how he felt, all stockinged
and heeled up, full makeup, wig and that satin dress uniform, but
it would be hard.

Silk on the other hand was
cool and calm - she was the epitome of what she represented - the
dominant female. There were no visible nerves or apprehension.
There was just this aloofness and this strictness that seemed to
ooze from her. And she kept her eyes on the sissy girl all the
time. Even when ‘she’ came towards her, not so confident on her
heels now, and those long slender, almost spindly legs very
wobbly.

“Good girl.
You’re going to get a ‘sissygasm’ - and this is the only way you’ll
ever get sexual pleasure from now on. This is the only way that you
DESERVE to get sexual pleasure because this is what you are. This
is who you are and who you were meant to be.”

Silk spoke softly but
sternly as she adjusted herself as this ‘girl’ got down over her
lap. She raised one of her breath-taking legs and swung it around
and over him, clamping him face down over her lap. She’d done this
before, or she’d done something very like it before. And the way
she moved, the way she made sounds was as though it were all for
his attention. It was like she was ingraining herself in his brain.
And that was right of course.

“You’ll feel a
little coldness and wetness, then a little stretching of your
‘pussy’, and then, you’ll feel this travelling up inside you, until
it locates your prostrate and then you will feel pressure. Pressure
and rubbing, and then you’ll be milked of your semen and you’ll
experience your first sissygasm.”

All the time she was using
that soft seductive voice of hers. And all the time she was
working. The maid whimpered like a virgin about to have her cherry
taken but Silk clamped her down hard and then she pushed. One swift
movement and the instrument was inside her.

“Get down Lady
Mayor, have a good look at the sissy being sissygasmed. Have a good
long look at her close up.”

Up to then, the Lady Mayor
had been sitting, watching mouth agape at what she was seeing.
There had to be an amount of arousal in her. It was in her eyes.
And there had to be some kind of need in her to see her own husband
treated this way. But she did get down. She got down to her own
deep pile carpet and she crawled closer. That struck Silk, the
bizarreness and the almost obscene sight this little round woman,
the first ever Lady Mayor crawling closer and closer to the little
maid girl over her lap.

“Now let’s get
all of that semen out of her shall we.”

A few minutes later, if
that, this little man come maid was whimpering a different tone as
his balls were emptied. It would have been similar to an orgasm for
him but it came from a different place and felt different to a
penile orgasm. And of course his cock was locked away, unable to
erect which made it painful to a point. But his testicle contents
were extracted and allowed to empty to the carpet. A few minutes
after that, he was down licking it all up. Silk had told
her,

“Little sissy
girls have to clean up their own mess, so you do that that now,
there’s a good girl.”

And as she’d spoken to the
sissy she’d looked at the Lady Mayor. There was bliss in her eyes,
like she had been taken to a different place herself. Silk smiled
inside, to herself.

 



CHAPTER
FOUR

 


Two Thousand
and Sixteen

 


At 31, Silk was a more
complete dominatrix, if that was even possible. She had matured in
her mind and her stature, her physical appearance had taken several
turns for the better - as though she had grown into herself. Her
body language, and her character leaked the fact that it wasn’t
possible to shock her any more. She had run the gamut of every
fetish within BDSM and she had mastered every single aspect of the
fetish scene. And now she was able to sit back and enjoy it.
Whereas, even though she hadn’t shown it, she might have had bouts
of anxiety at certain things she was asked to do, or certain things
that were requested of her - now there was no anxiety. Now it was
possible for her to just ‘enjoy’ completely what she did for a
living. Before, she gave the appearance, but now it was a thing
that ran right through the core of her. She’d cracked it. She could
do anything she had to and she was quickly approaching that nirvana
she needed to be in and more to the point she was able to really
feel that she deserved the Empress title that was given to her all
that time ago.

There was this confidence
in her that was not just for show, it was a confidence that ran
through every one of her veins with her blood. Now she didn’t have
to ‘act’ so much. She didn’t have to pretend to be something that
that she felt sometimes she really wasn’t. That was the thing about
Silk. Even though she’d been able to blag it right from the Athena
times really - she was never gratified or satisfied with that, not
deep down. She wanted and needed to feel it for real. She needed to
feel that she deserved it and now she did. Once she had clicked
past the 30-year-old mark, something a button or a switch was
flicked inside her mind and it all clicked into place for
her.

And now she was radiant
with confidence and with ability. And her business dealings in the
city were beginning to take shape. She’d upped the size of her
apartment and got a bigger, better play space. She had a small
portfolio of carefully selected properties that she rented out to
select business clients. And things were ticking along nicely for
her. As if her standing in the fetish community wasn’t at the top
already, it was now even more so - it was like she was underlining
who she was and what she stood for. And she was a voice and a
platform taking on rights for sex workers. She was a woman who was
out there, visible. She was out loud and proud.

Professional women, in her
line of work usually tried to keep a low profile, or as much as
possible. But she couldn’t do that anymore than she could a few
years ago, and unlike so many sex workers before her, she had put
her head above the parapet, and far from being shot down, she had
been embraced, in the community and in the corridors of power. But
all of the time she was using her reputation and her skill as the
most experienced dominatrix in the country to build her wealth.
More than often she would settle back, glass of wine in hand and
laugh softly to herself, that ‘yes, life couldn’t be better’. She
was wrong of course, it could be better and it would be over the
next five years.

 


Silk’s Darker
Side

 


There was a man, hanging
by his wrists. His feet were clear of the bare stone floor, by a
few inches, although his ankles were strapped tightly together and
because he was strung up on a single rope, he was spinning slowly,
very slowly. This was a full-grown adult man but he was whimpering
and crying like a baby. He was in obvious distress, and under
severe duress but it was like he had used up all of the begging
options and now all he could do was whimper like this, and cry.
There had to be no doubt that this was a man who had never been in
this position before and he was frightened. At least he was playing
it like he was frightened. That thought would cross the mind of
anyone from the outside looking in - that this was playtime in the
crib of Silk.

To a degree that was
right. It was playtime but it was up a notch from her usual
consensual sessions. Silk had this thing - she pandered to the
whims of people all the time, it was her job. Yes she was the
Dominant Goddess, the Dominatrix, the Empress, and yet she was
simply supplying a service. One had to wonder what this did to her.
She had been through every kink in the book and delivered it to a
standard that no other dominatrix could or would ever be able to do
so. And yet one couldn’t help but wonder what this did to her mind
and what it did to her own sexuality.

Silk had needs as well.
She had deep seated needs that she had to sate from time to time.
She didn’t need it all the time, but sometimes it just came over
her. And this one was for her. When she got that calling or that
need, she had to go out and find someone who could let her do to
them, what ‘she’ wanted to do. Not what they wanted her to do, but
what SHE wanted to do to them. This was never a quick fix. It was
never one of those things that she could gratify with a ‘quickie’.
Usually it was like a night and a day, and another night in which
she would get to expel her sadism on a willing
submissive.

Luckily Silk had a list of
names that she could call on when then was the case. A list of
hard-core masochists who asked no questions and told no lies. They
gave her consent to do what she did. They gave her free reign to
simply work on their minds and their flesh until she’d had enough.
That is until SHE’d had enough, not them. When she was in this
frame of mind and when these urges took over her, she was like any
other sadist - she wanted to surpass her last fix. She needed it to
be bigger and better and she needed to produce sounds from the
masochist that she hadn’t heard before. She likened it to her
playing an instrument - the masochist was that instrument. So
whilst all of these masochists signed up for what she did to them,
they never actually knew from one time to the next what exactly she
would do to them. For them, also craving the bigger and the better
and the more painful, they were taken down a different rabbit hole
each and every time and this was made them come back time after
time, as and when called.

Silk liked the
psychological side of sadism. She liked to get in the minds of her
subjects. It was why she liked her job so much. It was that she
could use the darker side of her to make her so good at the
professional services she offered to her clients. She could use
that knowledge of sadism, and mind control to render her clients to
a level of servitude that they were happy with. Yes that THEY were
happy with. They were the paying public after all. Most of her
clients tip-toed into the scene. They danced around the fringes.
Some of these she took deeper and deeper - but only the ones she
felt right about. Some were happy to dance around those fringes.
Most of them visited her, or she visited them, they paid their
money and she gave them what they wanted, and off they
went.

“I’m going to
cut your balls off and make you eat them.”

She wouldn’t of course,
but she had to make the masochist believe that she would. And Silk
could do that. She could do that with interest. Even the hard-core
masochists wouldn’t know what it was about her. She was so good at
what she did that she got them every time, hook line and sinker.
She could massage the mind and body to be in such a place that
ANYTHING was possible.

“No, fuck, no
please.”

The hanging man just about
found his words. But they were spluttering stuttered words.
Whatever it was that Silk did to minds, she had done it to him. He
was in the zone and completely believing that his balls could be
cut off at any minute and his tone of voice was like he didn’t want
that, not at any cost. He was a masochist yes, a hard core one. But
Silk had taken him to another place and at the same time she was
feeding his need, feeding his greed for more. She knew that once he
came down from this, once he had recovered from it, that he would
play and replay it in his mind time after time. And that replaying
and that reimagining in his mind would make him want to come back
to her time after time after time. All Silk had to do was send him
a message and he would come crawling - just like all the others on
her list.

She was dressed in latex.
To be honest, it looked like she had been poured into this latex
catsuit that covered her flesh from neck to toe. There was nothing
between the black shiny latex and her flesh. The volume of her
breasts was confined to this skin tight rubber and just the poke
through of her nipples was a sign of her arousal and excitement.
Those nipples, thick, stiff, and proud. At her crotch the latex was
so fitted, so tight that the imprint of her sex lips could be
clearly and unashamedly be defined. Those lips thick, chubby and
thick. And one had to assume, from the arousal of her nipples that
she was wet - very very wet.

Her long shapely legs were
booted in black leather fitted boots that were intricately, and
tightly laced. They came to her knees and her feet were arched
severely into them because of the height of the heels. Stiletto
heels with her preferred metal tips. It was like when she came into
the room in these boots she wanted to be heard without speaking. It
was like they announced her as the sadist she wanted to be
recognised as, at these times. Her movements on these boots were
fluid and expert. Over the years she had perfected and mastered
even the highest of heels.

Her dark red hair was
pulled up into a high tight pony tail and this added to her already
more than impressive height and swung leisurely across her rubber
skinned back as she walked or moved. And with her hair back like
that the fullness of her beauty was exposed. Her makeup was
flawless as always but it wasn’t that, that made her beauty. It was
her facial structure, high cheekbones, chiselled jaw line and full
delicious lips. It was almost as though she had been rendered on
one of those 3D software packages. She really was perfect. And this
was almost not believable, and yet it was true. And in this
setting, in this fully equipped play space of hers, she was even
more perfect and this was unsettling a little bit. It was
unsettling because of what she was doing to this man - and what she
was threatening that she would do.

“Why not?
They’re MY balls, not yours. I can do anything I want with them.
ANYTHING.”

And she was emphasising
the words that were important in the bigger scheme of things. And
as she spoke she was giving little invisible squeezes to her thighs
so that she could get the sexual pleasure as this man literally
pissed himself with fright.

Silk stood her ground as
the warm hot piss splashed over her boots. She might have been
disgusted, or angry that this was happening but she wasn’t. She was
as cool, calm and collected as she would be during any of her
professional engagements. But she was also in her own zone. She was
in the zone that she needed to be in before she treated any human
being like this. But she was controlled, and impeccably balanced on
those high heels.

“You think
urinating over MY boots will save you from having your balls cut
off, and you eating them?”

It was a fair enough
question under the circumstances and she held out a hand to stop
the man turning on the rope. He was a few inches off the floor and
yet such was her height, she looked him right in the eyes as she
spoke. She was furthering his fright and his fear. She was making
it a fact that with every whimper he made, with every splash of
piss onto her boot he was getting deeper and deeper into the mire.
For a root core sadist like Silk, this was bliss. She would be able
to feel his fright and his fear and she would soak that up. She
would soak it up and she would feed off it. This was Silk, the
other side of Silk. Not the public side, but the private one. This
was Silk’s private life. It was a side of herself that she kept
guarded and secret and to an extent there were periods in the come
down moments of such a session when she was slightly ashamed of the
sadistic side of her. Not that she minded putting someone through
the metaphorical wringer of course - but rather because she didn’t
really know how deep her sadism went. She didn’t really know how
far she would go to get off. And this bit of her, this little side
of her scared her a little bit and with that fear came the shame.
Maybe this was Silk’s one weakness, if she had any at
all.

She pulled a
stainless-steel medical trolley in front of this hanging man and on
it was a stainless-steel medical case. She thumbed the latches of
it and opened it flat to reveal a full set of scalpels, clamps and
needles. She’d placed this trolley so that the man could only look
down at it.

“I’ve decided,
you need to be without testicles, going forward. I want to make
some new sounds from you, and I think this would be better achieved
if you didn’t have your testicles.”

And Silk sounded calm,
cool, even business like which made what she was saying more
chilling. Every so often there was the piercing sound of her metal
heel tips on the cold stone floor, and the ‘creaking’ of the skin
tight latex that shrink wrapped her flesh. The producing of the
trolley and the scalpel set was making this more of a reality for
this man now.

“Please, for
fucks sake please?”

“Oh you don’t
have to beg, your wish is granted.”

And Silk smiled at her own
funny. The man was begging for her NOT to cut his balls off, not
for her to actually do it.

By the time Silk fitted
the blindfold to this man he was a shivering, nervous juddering
wreck. When one took into consideration that this man was a
masochist, that he was on Silk’s of masochists that she could call
on at times like this, the fact that he was so frightened, and so
in a state had to be noted. It was the vibe and the ambiance that
Silk was able to create. There was never really an understanding of
how she was able to do it. How she was able to create this ‘bubble’
that she took her clients and in this case her victim into, and
then seal them away from the outside world the way she did. And she
could do that. She could just create this bubble that sealed the
normal everyday world out and just bathed whoever was in there with
her in this world that she had created.

Her secret had to be that
she got to know her clients and her masochistic victims. She got to
know them from the inside out. And once she knew them like that it
was easy for her to get inside their minds and make them think that
what she was putting them through was their real life. It was her
ability to let them escape to this fantasy place that they had
probably built up inside their heads over time. And once they were
in that bubble they were like Silk’s puppets. That meant that she
could do anything she wanted with them. She could make them believe
anything she wanted them to believe. If she wanted them to believe
and feel like their world was coming to an end, then she could so
that.

So this man, swinging and
turning slowly on that one rope, believed he was just about to lose
his balls. Yes, he’d been a hard-core masochist on a lifelong
search for the ultimate pain trip. And yet he’d never seen himself
in this position. The ultimate in nightmare head-fucks. He was
swinging on that rope believing he was just about to lose his
balls. And even when he came out the other end of it all, he would
believe that he could still at any time lose his balls to this
woman Silk. And yet he would come back to her time after time when
she called him. The others on that list would do the same. It
didn’t matter what level of reality she brought to their fantasies,
what level of mind warp she left them in, they would always come
back to her. Silk had that power. She had that god awful talent,
and skill to do that and there was never an explanation, not really
as to why she had that talent. Or where it came from.

The truth? This man was so
far gone, he had been so sucked into Silk’s world that when she
made the cuts with the scalpel, when she actually cut deep into the
flesh down in his crotch area, what he was feeling was the scalpel
slicing into flesh away from the testicles - but that was not what
he would have been feeling.

“You keep
still now, don’t want to slip with this scalpel.”

And all the time she would
have been talking to him, massaging his mind into thinking that he
was just about to lose his balls. The power of suggestion, because
he was so retarded in his mind now, and believing he could feel the
first steps, the first slices of him losing his balls. And one had
to wonder what that was doing to him. What that was doing to his
mind? He was a hardened masochist who could take pain all day long,
but what Silk did was not pain in the traditional sense. He was not
being whipped, or caned, or burnt by any number of instruments that
Silk could have used to good effect, and did often. She was working
on his mind, hurting him where it mattered most - in the mind, on
the mind. Those scalpels that she used so sharp that they didn’t
hurt. And yet an alert, manipulated mind like this man had by now
would know that they were cutting him and that the pain of his
balls being removed would come at any minute. At times Silk stepped
back and watched this man in his misery. And it was safe to say
that he was in misery.

 



CHAPTER
FIVE

 


De-Balled.
Really?

 


She didn’t just keep this
man swinging and turning on that rope for a short time. She kept
him there for hour upon hour. Always letting him feel her presence.
Always allowing him to hear those stiletto tips on that stone floor
knowing that he would forever associate that noise, those clicks of
metal on stone with the pain of him losing his balls. Even when he
found out that his testicles hadn’t been removed at all, the damage
would have been done inside his mind, and that was what would be
the satisfaction for Silk. That would be what would feed that need
inside of her.

What Silk had done was
create two cuts with that scalpel. One right into the crease of
where the leg rolled into the groin - one each side.

“Once this is
done, I can use a surgical spreader to open the wounds wide, then
just slip the scissors in and ‘snip snip’, lift your balls out. I
know, I know this is a shock for you now. Such a shock in fact that
you won’t feel the pain. At least you won’t feel it ‘yet’. But
eventually it will come. When that fear gives way to the reality
that you have had some of your manhood taken away from you - that’s
when the physical pain will hit you.”

Silk using her voice, her
dulcet tones to convince this man of what she was doing. The cuts
were real, and she swabbed away the trickles of blood with
medicated surgical wipes. And the smell of that antiseptic would
have been invading this man’s senses to the degree that he was
beyond convinced that something was happening that he had been told
was happening. He whimpered and he cried.

“No, please,
please Silk, please no.”

And that would have been
when Silk stopped what she was doing again. She would have been
listening to the tone of this man. She would have been listening to
the sound that this ‘instrument’ was making for her, because of
her. In her mind she would have been processing the sounds as he
was making them and comparing them to the sounds he would have made
when she worked on him in the past and when she detected that yes,
there was a subtle difference in the sounds, then she would have
got herself another shot of pleasure between her legs. Then she
would have moved in, to work on him some more. There would be no
way that this man would have thought that this woman didn’t have
the skill to remove his balls. He would have been in no doubt that
she could do what she was actually doing in his fucked-up head
right at this time. The fact was that Silk could have removed those
balls with ease, for real. And maybe someday she would do that -
just so that her sadistic fantasies were realised that little bit
further. But for now, he just had to believe that this was the
case.

“I’m going to
spread the flesh now. Open you up ready for testicle removal. You
just stay real still now. Better still, I’ll secure your legs and
feet to the anchors in the floor here. That way, you can’t twitch
away from me when I’m working. You’ll just have to stay perfectly
still as I do my thing.”

It was like she was
further preparing this man by convincing him of her attention to
detail. She was taking into account that in this man’s hour of dire
need that he could have been rationalising things in his mind and
coming up with that fact that she cannot have been doing what she
said she was doing because of this, that or the other. And so she
was countering that in advance. She was knowing it could happen and
she was countering it before it became a thing. This was Silk at
her skilful, sadistic best. The fact that this man ‘believed’ was a
sadistic torment in itself. Sometimes, the belief in something far
outplayed the actual. And for a committed, dedicated masochist, the
power of the mind and what the mind could come up with far
surpassed the realities. Often the realities of the world
disappointed. Often the realities just didn’t live up to the
expectations and so having his man hanging and swinging like this
and believing what she was describing to him was better than the
reality. It far surpassed the reality and fucked his mind as a
result of that.

“Oh goddd no,
go please no, please, please no.”

And Silk contemplated that
sound and tone for a little while. She stood back with the wounds
she had created with the scalpel and she tilted her head to the
side so that she could listen properly. She did this thing where
she stood at her full intimidating height and just push a
stilettoed foot forward a little as though it afforded her more
backward and forward balance and she listened intently to the tone
of the sound this man was making. She listened and she processed
and she squeezed the muscles in her thighs.

“I’ll give you
a shot of something to lessen the pain. But only because I’m
feeling kind right now. But the end result is your balls being
detached and being taken out of the sack, for me to feed to
you.”

This was more mind fuckery
from Silk. Telling this whimpering, crying begging man that she was
going to give him pain relief when in fact what she was going to
give him was a relaxant. Something to make him relax and float
along so that the pain of the scalpel cuts hit sooner rather than
later. One would be curious to look into the mind of this man now,
right now and see what was going on in there. But then maybe
not.

Silk put a line into the
man’s groin, into a main vein, and fed a mix that included a
diluted morphine. She didn’t want to knock him out altogether, just
chill him out a little bit. And maybe this was a further mark of
the sadism in Silk. She already had him at her mercy. She’d already
fucked with his mind to such a degree that he was convinced he was
just about to lose his balls. But now she wanted to bring the pain
home to him. She wanted him to ‘feel’ what she was doing down
there. Him knowing or thinking he was knowing was not enough for
her. She wanted and needed to bring more of the reality to him, and
that was how she achieved that, by turning up the pain a little
bit.

He was already hanging and
now with his legs anchored so that he could not twirl away from
her, or twitch to any degree. And now he was feeling what she was
doing with those six-inch wounds she had made with the scalpel. She
stood back for a little while and she was considering what she was
doing. She licked her full, lipsticked lips and knew that she
hadn’t had enough yet. That she needed to go further. Maybe she
would remove the balls after all - it was an option. It wasn’t like
this man would have to deal with the horror as a new thing because
he was already dealing with it. She played with the wounds a little
bit - let him feel her feeling around in there, and a little bit of
tugging and prodding - letting him believe that she was doing
little things, bits of surgery, that would eventually see her lift
his balls out of their sack. And that would have been playing on
his mind. It would have been working his psyche into a place that
it would have never been before.

And that was what Silk did
- she took people to places that they had never been before.
Whether they were her personal clients that she took payment from,
or whether like this, it was one of her personal little trips into
the very dark side, she took the person to a place they had never
been before. And she made them feel that it was only her who could
do it. That it would only ever be her that could take them where
she would make them feel like they needed to be.

And this man, once this
was all over, would feel all of that. He would feel even closer to
Silk. Yes, he was petrified now, he was scared so much that he had
pissed all over her boots, but once he came down from that fright,
once he realised that he hadn’t lost his balls at all, he would
spend the next few days mulling it over and becoming increasingly
more aroused that Silk had displayed this form of cruelty and
sadism towards him. To say that he was in her web would be an
understatement of huge proportions. Silk played with this man for
another day and another night before stitching him up and cutting
him loose. She did that, she cut him loose and then she masturbated
repeatedly for another day.

She had reached another
peak. She had reached another of her apexes of pure pleasure. But
tomorrow was another day. Tomorrow she had to see paying clients
and she had a business meeting. Tomorrow she would be Empress
again. Tomorrow she would be ‘perfect’ again. Sometimes she had to
bite her bottom lip when she thought back at what she did during
those urges she had. But she would deal with it, because that was
what she did.

 


 


Business and
Pleasure Mix

 


“I’ll collect
your rent personally going forward. If it’s late, it incurs
penalties, both financial, and in other ways. Obviously, your
objective is not to incur penalties. But as your lease progresses,
the rope gets tighter and tighter around your necks, like a noose.
Penalties will be unavoidable eventually. What ‘I’ will be watching
for, is your ability to avoid them for as long as you can. What I
will be watching for is your focus on avoiding penalties of any
kind being incurred.”

Silk’s voice was stern,
business like. She had long since wondered how long she could avoid
the business and pleasure mix. The first and obvious thing was to
avoid it at all cost. But the first sign of this not being able to
be maintained was the Lady Mayor and her Maid husband. That had
been the first foray into the business and pleasure mix. She had
used her contacts higher up the food chain to make herself
respectable, and in the early days, mixing the two was a definite
no no! But by this time she was finding the two becoming
unavoidably entwined.

In front of Silk were a
couple in their late twenties, Theo and Tawny. A couple in their
early days in the city. But Silk had brought them to the city. She
had engaged on social media with them and from there had brought
them to her ‘other social media’. A young professional couple who
needed to move to the city for their work, and obviously needing a
place to live. But also a couple with cravings for that darker,
exciting side of life that Silk offered. For them it was a no
brainer - Silk, a legend in her own life time, offering them a
high-end apartment at a third of the price. Financially that is, a
third of the price.

This had been a couple who
had delved into the bondage world, and the switch side of life -
each of them taking their turns in the dominant role, and the
submissive role. Each of them getting the best of both worlds,
within their own little world. But their forays into these roles,
were ‘playtime’. A few drinks, and one thing leading to another.
Maybe Tawny, tied spreadeagled to the bed, whilst Theo ate her out
and then fucked her into some kind of oblivion. That was just
playtime for this young attractive couple. Playtime that Silk had
encouraged and then furthered. It was easy for her to make one
thing lead to another. It was like Tawny and Theo were starstruck
that this high priestess of female domination was having anything
to do with them, let alone leading them. But Silk saw something in
them that needed to be explored. She’d never met them in person,
she’d just done FaceTime with them and talked them through various
playtimes.

So for Silk to invite them
to the city, offer to rent them an apartment at a third of city
prices was like a dream come true. They would never even be able to
pinpoint where it became Silk ‘dominating’ them. It was like
something that was a natural progression from their online games
and Silk simply being the dominant force. And it was ‘exciting’ for
them. Silk had been looking for a longer term ‘project’ for some
time and this couple fell into her lap. She could entice all of the
older more mature perverts out of the woodwork with ease. It was a
couple like this that she wanted as a long-term project. And she
had just completed another high-end refurbishment of a warehouse
loft style apartment that lent itself well to what she had in mind
and it had made her smile. A young couple still discovering their
sexuality and their little turn ons and with a little help from
her, she could take them down one of her many rabbit holes. She
asked herself though, where in the bigger scheme of things did this
couple fit? They weren’t clients as such, and they didn’t fit into
her darker urges that she had a list of masochists to gratify
herself from. So where did they fit into the picture?

She didn’t know. She’d
taken over them gradually over a period of time. She’d groomed them
and exited them with her online presence and she’d jumped on it
when they mentioned that they were moving to the city. Her taking
over was like a natural and all the time there were these images in
her mind at what she could do with them. Them being here now was a
culmination of what they had spoken about online and over the
telephone lines for months.

“Is there
anything you don’t understand about what I have said so
far?”

Silk looked from one to
the other.

“I think it’s
pretty clear Silk…” Tawny responded, quietly as though she were a
bit taken aback.

“That’s ‘Miss
Silk’. We have a formal arrangement going forward and just so that
the lines are drawn, it’s better we keep it formal. Tawny, YOU will
give me the rent weekly, on your knees, handing it up to Me, do you
think you can manage that?”

And this was it. The
couple were in the city now and it was a moment of reality hitting.
This wasn’t a sex game in the small hours of the morning with Silk
hundreds of miles away instructing. She was in front of them and
things had taken a turn that they were unfamiliar with and yet one
that they both wanted to explore further.

“Uh, yes, yes
Miss Silk, I’m sure we understand. I’m sure I understand what I
have to do.”

“Tell me then
Tawny. Tell me what you have to do on the first day of every
month?”

Silk was quick to respond
to the soft voice of the mixed-race Tawny. Silk was not lesbian but
she liked to sample the best of both worlds. And when she’d seen
Tawny the first time she was struck by how pretty she was. She’d
asked her,

“Your mixed
race I can see, delicious! What is your heritage?”

“My mum was
Indonesian and my dad white English. People say I’m more like my
mum.”

And she had been right.
There was the brown to her skin but it was slightly lighter than it
would be if she was full Indonesian and yet she had the features of
a brown girl. Full lips, huge eyes and dark hair that was naturally
curled. She hit the spot with Silk. There was something about her
that Silk liked and there was something about her that she wanted
to explore. Theo was white English male who came from high stock.
There was something about them as a couple that Silk was drawn to.
She didn’t know what it was. Maybe it would lead to nothing but
unless she explored it, she wouldn’t know.

“On the first
day of every month, I will present you the rent money, from my
position on my knees in front of you Miss Silk.”

And Silk liked that Tawny
spoke from her position as a lesser being to her. It was almost
like she was grateful for the opportunity to speak to her like this
in her presence. Yes in a way this was business, but it had a more
than a tinge of pleasure to it as well.

“That’s
correct Tawny. And you Theo, do you have anything to say about
this?”

She was testing Theo. He
had just witnessed his partner pretty much submitting to her, and
this wasn’t an online game anymore it was real. It was blending
real life with this fantasy world that they both knew Silk
inhabited.

“No, no Miss
Silk. Anything you say goes, goes Miss Silk.”

He’d been put on the back
foot at having to react in an equally submissive way. Silk smiled
to herself at this. She was making mental notes all the time. She
was making notes to herself, filed way for later use. She wished
she could work out what it was about this particular couple, but
she couldn’t and so she would have to go with the flow. She would
have to see where it took her. And yes, it was an encroachment of
her business life with her private life, and her professional
dominatrix life but she already saw this couple as an encroachment
of her professional dominatrix life with the more private side of
her. And this excited her in a way but as well, it put her on
guard. She would settle this couple in and slowly she would
infiltrate their lives and their lifestyle. And maybe she had
reached a point in her life where she could at least begin to kick
back a bit and think about herself and her deeper needs for a
change.

 


 


Daddy
Cee

 


Oh yes, when Silk hit 31,
she was rocketing to a super-place. It was like nothing could force
her off her destined trajectory. And now she was applying a
personal space, just for her.

 


In a country location,
some two hundred miles from the city, Cee was an early teen, an
extremely pretty, but entitled offspring from a privileged
background. She was in her middle years in school, heading for
exams and then university. It could have been all normal, and all
as expected. She had no connection to the city or to Silk’s side of
life. Indeed, she was as far removed from that as it was possible
to be. Except she had matured early. She had discovered sexuality
early, and from then her path was destined to be different. She
wasn’t exactly a loner, but she did choose those who could be with
her very carefully. She spent the twilight hours on-line, veering
towards adult social media and websites.

It’s not clear at which
point, or which age exactly that Silk came to her attention. Maybe
that would never be known. But this girl Cee, would come into the
Empress’s life in a way that would devastate Silk, and would
ultimately bring her reign to an end. But it would go even further
than that.

 



CHAPTER
SIX

 


Two Thousand
and Twenty One

 


The Emergence
of Daddy Cee

 


At 35, Silk was able to
look around her and relax. She’d established her business and she’d
established her exclusive submissive client list. She didn’t
pro-domme every day, and she didn’t do it for fourteen or sixteen
hours when she did. Her property portfolio had enjoyed a growth she
would never have imagined possible. But she could offset her
professional dominatrix takings by putting large sums into her
property empire thus offsetting the amount of tax she paid. She’d
hired the most amazing accountant to take care of dotting the i’s
and crossing the t’s for her and once she’d hired her, she realised
she should have done it sooner. Having a corporate level accountant
enabled her to have more time for herself not to mention save her
an amazing amount of money. She’d named her company Silk
Enterprises Ltd, which was an umbrella that took into account her
property dealings and her professional dominatrix
services.

“How can you
possibly save me THIS amount of money? You’re amazing.”

She had been truly shocked
when she checked the books.

“Oh you know,
a little bit here and a little bit there, it mounts up.”

The accountant, younger
than her, and with her glasses perched on the end of her nose as
you would expect, smiled one of those sweet lipstick smiles that
kind of struck a chord with her. Silk had never understood, not
totally, anyone who did a ‘normal’ job. That was because she’d been
picked up early by Athena, and taken into this other twilight world
of fetish and BDSM. And of course a world of big money. In a world
where the numbers only exist online, when Silk came onto the scene,
it was all about cash - cold hard cash and she’d never seen so much
of it in her life. In a way her view was skewed.

“I have to say
I’m very impressed with you. We should do a girls night in, one
night, my thank you to you.”

Her and the accountant
Suzy had become quite close, having to work together so much in the
early stages. When Suzy had come on board there had been a lot of
work untangling Silk’s affairs. Even though she was a solo business
with relatively simple business interests, she’d never, rather
funnily, seen it as her job to sort out the finances. Yes she did
her returns. Yes she toed the line but it was something she could
have done without. And it was something that she could have done
better. But Suzy had come on board at just about the right time, to
avoid any kind of penalties being applied.

“Oh you don’t
have to do that Silk. I mean it’s my job, right?”

And there was this almost
painful shyness about Suzy. A very intelligent young woman and who
existed in this bubble with Silk, the statuesque dominatrix. It
wasn’t as though she didn’t know what Silk did for a living. It
wasn’t as though she didn’t know anything about her past. But now
she was of a mind that maybe this older, experienced woman was
coming on to her or something. Silk knew though. Because she was so
tuned into other human being’s psyches, she could read a situation,
and a person like a book. It was a talent that she had and was able
to harness in her every day ‘normal’ life.

“It’s ok Suzy
darling, I’m not coming on to you. I mean it, I just wanna say
thank you, and have a girlie night in, some junk food and
Netflix.”

And she winked at Suzy
which seemed to do the trick of settling the young woman down, at
least for the time being.

“Ok then let’s
do it.”

It was as though once that
was out in the open, it was good to go. And that happened. Silk
could count the amount of real friends she had on one hand. And it
was a fact that Suzy became one of those real, true
friends.

Silk would never ‘retire’,
as such, but she could afford to be choosy and picky as to who she
saw professionally. Maybe it could be called ‘semi-retirement’ that
she opted to take. Still breathtakingly stunning and still young
enough to enjoy her wealth without the sixteen-hour days that she
remembered all too well as she made her way up the ladder to
‘Empress’ level. Now she could sit back and cross those amazing
legs of hers, sit and enjoy a glass of the best chilled white wine,
whilst she watched the scene remotely. She enjoyed a rare
‘celebrity’ with what she did and she got to click her fingers and
summon the wealthiest clients, the biggest payers because it was
those that she knew inside and out. And then she had her ‘personal
life’. That little bit of life she needed for herself.

 


Some 200 Miles
Away

 


Cee glared at the woman
with the syringe. And she pouted her lips that had just been
injected with filler by this woman.

“That
hurt!”

Cee was eighteen now and a
young woman that turned heads.

“No pain, no
gain honey, you know how it goes.”

The beautician was
removing her surgical gloves and binning them. The lid to the bin
slammed down and this woman had this look on her face that said she
was dealing with a spoilt brat. And this was true to an extent. She
was dealing with a spoilt brat. And yet she’d been filling this
girl’s lips for two or three years and she always had the feeling
that that there was something about her that she couldn’t quite
tune in to.

‘I’d much
rather others feel the pain for me, if I’m honest.”

And that was an odd, out
of place thing for her to say. There had been a few things Cee had
said that made her think. Or that had made her take a step back and
try to work out what it meant.

“You don’t
think we all gotta have some pain in our lives then? You know, like
we have to go through it so that we appreciate our lives
more.”

And it was as though this
woman had put a lot of thought into what she’d said. But Cee was
straight on it.

“No I don’t. I
just don’t. There are people that are meant to take the pain for
others. It’s about the food chain. Who’s at the top of it, and
who’s at the bottom.”

And the conversation just
got more and more weird, and if this woman cared to admit it, or
not, disturbing.

Cee was an incredibly
attractive girl who from early in her teens looked after herself.
It was clear that she looked after herself - it was difficult to
believe that she got out of bed in the morning looking anything
other than perfect. She was taller than average, and she was more
developed physically and psychologically than someone her age might
be expected to be - it was like this girl had been blessed with the
best of everything in her life. And she had this way about her, the
way she carried herself and her body language was all about her
confidence and her knowledge that she looked more than good and
that people liked to look at her. She was a girl who knew what men
were thinking when they looked at her and she could just look at
them, and their wives right in the eye and smile. If anything there
was something dislikeable about her, toxic even but it was that
toxicity that drew people into her.

And yes those women who
knew their husbands lusted after her, she just coolly and calmly
looked them in the eye. And if those women held the eye contact
then she sucked her teeth and grinned. If they let their man’s eyes
wander and if they weren’t giving their men what they needed that
they had to look elsewhere, was that her fault? One had the
impression that nothing wrong in the world, or with her, was her
fault. There was like this aura around her that was as hard to
fathom as it was to understand.

That was Cee’s take on it.
She was a teenager who might have been caught up in all of that
teenage stuff that was common. Lack of self-esteem and confidence,
spotty face, period pains, and hormonal surges. But she didn’t seem
to have any of that. She was a girl who sailed through the natural
act of growing up and flowering. And at every turn in her life she
seemed to be blessed in one way or another. OR, in every
way.

“That’s a
strange take on life Cee I have to say. Expecting others to take
your pain! I mean where does that even come from?”

And the beautician sounded
like a dumbfounded mother who’d just been told her little one is
pregnant. She stood back and looked at the seated Cee. She really
wanted to hear what she had to say about this.

“What’s
strange about it? I think I’m a young woman who is going to rise to
the top of the pile. I think I’m a young woman who is going to be
‘the one’.”

And again Cee had talked
in a way that would kind of trouble the older woman. And for a
while nothing was said. She’d moved into Cee’s nails now and she
was having the full treatment. A full set of gels that were already
a deep blood red in colour.

“I don’t know
where you young girls get your ideas from I really
don’t.”

The woman spoke casually
as she worked.

“There are no
other ‘young girls’ like me. Most are just satisfied with what
they’ve got, but I’m not. I want it all. And I will get it all. You
know, it doesn’t pay to ‘be satisfied’ with what you’ve got. There
are sharks out there ready to feed in the frenzy. They feed on the
dead wood and I’m anything but dead wood.”

Cee was from wealth, that
was clear because her education, and her spoken voice was spot on.
Her’s was the kind of education that could only be purchased at a
high price. Her voice was a blend of silky maturity and an almost
childish sense of urgency to get what she wanted on her own terms.
It could have been put down to her being ambitious and that wasn’t
a bad thing. For an eighteen-year-old to state that she wanted it
all, that had to show the level of forethought, intelligence and
ambition that that didn’t usually come until later in life. It
wasn’t that, that was disturbing about her, it was the way she
spoke about others.

The sense of entitlement
that she had ingrained in her was understandable given she was an
only child who came from money and high stock. But the other stuff,
the other’s taking the pain for her, and the general way she
regarded other girls, women and men showed something of a ruthless,
and almost a cruel streak in her. It could be said that Cee had
this almost jaded look on life that usually also didn’t come until
much, much later in life. But that jaded feel to her outlook and
her views was marred, and even morphed into the sense that she was
just about to explode on the world stage in some way or
other.

But it was even more than
a ruthless streak she had. It was even more than that and this
woman working on Cee’s nails sensed it. She knew there was
something in this young woman that was beyond the level of
disturbing that was natural. All teens had the ability and the
innate nature to trouble parents and other adults for instance, but
in the end it usually all worked out. With Cee, if this woman was
her mother, she wouldn’t be so sure. There was something about the
way this girl spoke that didn’t sit well with her and that led to
this sense of impending doom in some inexplicable way or
other.

“So what are
you going to do with your life Cee? I mean, I get all the big talk
and the ambition - I get all of that. But when it comes to the
reality, what are you going to do with your life? I mean the truth
is, you wouldn’t have to work if you didn’t want to, because the
bank of mum and dad would look after you. But tell me, what are you
going to do?”

The woman was lying. She
didn’t get all of anything at all. And she did feel that maybe she
had gone over the top a little bit in her questioning of Cee. But
Cee wasn’t fazed one little bit.

“You think
this is big talk and ambition speaking? Trust me, I won’t be
working for anyone. I won’t be relying on anyone, not even the
‘bank of mum and dad’. I’m going to go out there and I am going to
take ‘everything’ and people will know the name Cee. People in the
circles I choose to frequent will know that, a single name ‘Cee’.
And in some my name will bring smiles to faces. But in others it
will strike fear into their hearts. You’ll see.”

And that was a moment. It
was a moment that the woman wished she didn’t have to endure. It
was like there was this chill in the air. Cee spoke and then she
stopped. The beautician should have been mature enough to be on it,
but where the maturity was there, her being on it, was
not.

“Look, you’re
a woman in your forties right? And here you are doing my nails.
Then you’re going to do my pedi. Then you’re going to do my
eyebrows. You’ve already made my lips ‘perfect’ and you are going
to make sure I leave here very very happy, right?”

And now Cee was looking
right at the woman as she worked on her nails. Although the woman
was concentrating on what she was doing she would have been able to
feel those eyes drilling into her.

“Of course.
You’re a customer a regular customer, so I want you to be
happy.”

She sounded ok. She
sounded like she was agreeing with Cee because what the girl was
saying was true, to an extent, even if the tone was a little
harsh.

“You’re
missing the point. You want to make me happy because it’s what you
need to do to survive. It’s your living. Imagine being in a
position where if you didn’t make someone happy, your ability to
exist would be taken away from you? This is just a simple
transaction, but imagine if it were more complicated than that.
Imagine if say, you were in such a position that I came to you and
you failed to make me happy, and I closed you down in more than one
way. Imagine that?”

Again there was this
disturbing tone to Cee’s voice. What she could have been eluding to
was that she came from wealth and she could ruin lives of the
little people like that, maybe with the help of mum and dad coming
to their little angel’s rescue. But was deeper than that. The woman
spoke back,

“I’d never
sell out to you Cee. You’d have to close me down completely in some
way. And even then I doubt it would happen. I’m an established
business. It’s hardly you and solely you who keeps me
afloat..”

And this was the sum total
ability of this woman to fathom or understand what Cee was saying.
That is she wasn’t seeing the bigger picture that Cee was eluding
to. Cee just laughed softly.

“Yes. Close
you down completely. That would happen. But imagine if that wasn’t
the end of it? Imagine that was just the start of it? Imagine that
closing you down, taking away your business, and taking the ability
away from you to make a living any other way, was the next step?
Imagine me owning your ass?”

And she left it at
that.

“That’s
ridiculous! You couldn’t do that, and why would you?”

The woman was bemused at
what Cee had said.

“Well of
course, I wouldn’t do that, to you. But imagine if I COULD do
that?”

And again she left it at
that. The rest of the appointment and treatment was completed in
silence. Cee had disturbed this woman and what she had said tumbled
around and around inside the beautician’s psyche. Something had
unsettled her deeply about what Cee had said and the way she spoke.
It was silly of course. This was just a teenager talking big right?
Kind of bigging herself up and yes all of that fantasy ambition
mixed it with it. But it was unsettling and it was disturbing at
the same time.

The beautician was
cleaning up after finishing Cee, and Cee was slipping on her short
leather jacket. She was taller than the woman. It was like she
towered over her in her over the thigh boots and leggings. It
couldn’t be denied that she was a looker and the work that the
beautician did only enhanced what was already there.

“Think about
what I said to you, yeah? I mean really sit down tonight and pour
yourself and glass of whatever it is you relax with, and think
about the words I’ve said to you today. And remember them, because
Ima gonna be testing you next time I come in.”

Cee had moved into the
woman’s personal space and it was like she was crowding her but not
at the same time. She was just letting her soft fresh breath wash
over this woman’s face. And there was no way this this woman
wouldn’t have felt the chill ride up and down the core of her
spine. There was no way she wouldn’t have felt that
chill.

“Maybe I will.
Maybe I won’t?”

She was trying to put on a
brave face and even act disinterested. The truth was that she
wouldn’t be able to think of anything else. She needed to keep that
professional appearance and she needed it to be seen that she
wasn’t intimidated by this young girl. But the truth of course was
quite the opposite. The whole conversation had disturbed her in
ways that she hadn’t been disturbed before and she had that on the
back of her mind before she even left the premises.

“I think you
will because I’ve suggested you will. Remember what I said about
the food chain. Ask yourself where you come in to it. Like where
exactly are YOU in the food chain?”

And she smiled widely. Cee
could have been playing on the fact that mummy and daddy had money,
and power. She could have been acting the complete spoilt little
brat. But she wasn’t and as she stepped out on to the street, she
had a big smile on her face. Her lips were just that little bit
tender from the injections of filler but they were deliciously
plump and in a day or so would settle. Her lips would settle yes
but she knew that the beautician wouldn’t settle. She knew she’d
disturbed her and she smiled because of that. It was like this was
what she’d set out to do.


CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


Tawny &
Theo

 


Five years in, the couple
that Silk had taken to the city were fully under her control. At
first she hadn’t been sure what she would do with them, or if
indeed she would do ‘anything’ with them. It had been like
something she needed to explore. Something that she needed to go
with at the time. They hadn’t fed into her professional dominatrix
life, or indeed her normal business life except for the fact that
they rented an apartment from her. But when Silk thought about that
first time Tawny had to present her the rent money, she smiled. It
was as though for Tawny, she had never been so humbled and
humiliated by another woman. But for Theo, the alpha male, there
had been the look of decimation on his face as his partner, the
girl, the woman he loved got to her knees and crawled in, with all
this money in the palms of her spread hands, offering it to
her.

It hadn’t been Tawny she
looked at the most that day. In fact she all but disregarded her in
the first instance to concentrate her focus on Theo.

‘What’s it
like Theo, to see her like this? What’s it like to know that your
lover, your partner, maybe even your future wife is subservient to
another woman. To me?”

And Silk just drilled the
young man with her eyes. She had been right, he saw himself as the
alpha male. The hunter, the gatherer and there would have been this
bemusement in him at what he was seeing and what he was hearing
from Silk. He’d been more than up for the online interaction with
Silk than Tawny had been, but this was a whole different thing. He
controlled things when it was on line but not now. The first sign
of it going off the rails for him had been that meeting about how
the rent would be paid going forward. He’d gone along with that
thinking that it would fizzle out. His immediate thought had been
why the fuck couldn’t they pay the rent in the usual way, by bank
transfer at the end of every month? He hadn’t been against using
Silk to get into the city and then once they’d settled and didn’t
need this woman any more, then they could slowly sink into the
background. Maybe eventually they could even move out of that
third-of-the-price apartment and get something else just so that
the break was complete.

But it didn’t turn out
like that. It didn’t even come close to that. For Silk she had seen
something in this couple and she would be delving deep into their
psyches.

“I don’t know.
I don’t know what to say.”

The alpha male had been
rendered speechless. It unsettled him, disturbed him even to see
Tawny like this, on her knees at this woman’s arched, stilettoed
feet, even if it was the legendary Silk. But it didn’t JUST
unsettle him seeing Tawny like that, it upset his masculinity. This
was something that he didn’t control and that wasn’t something that
he was used to, or something that had ever been a thing in his
life. Theo had been the typical alpha male. But like all alpha
males, a control freak. And seeing Tawny prose like this, kneeling
handing over money like this, their money, and her voice so soft,
so docile even, was just something that got into the parts of his
mind that had been in darkness until now.

“Please accept
the rent money Miss Silk.”

From his point of view,
why did she say that? Why did she sound like that? He didn’t like
it and yet his cock was rigid in his pants. And he didn’t like that
either. He didn’t like it that this woman was controlling this
narrative and that she had been for some time, and that his cock
was hard over it. He didn’t fucking like it one bit. And yet that
first time, even as long ago as that, it was like him and Tawny
were being carried along on a wave, and that wave was a woman
called Silk.

“Are you
familiar with the word ‘beta’?”

Silk looked right at him,
piercing him with her huge eyes.

“Not really
Miss Silk, no.”

He was either lying or
not. But Silk had seen those looks in his eyes. She knew he was
more or less destroyed by what was happening in this room at this
time.

“You see
yourself as ‘alpha’ male right? Well ‘beta’ is the opposite. Beta
in the bitch version of alpha, and this is you. YOU are the beta
even if you don’t know it, or accept it at the moment.”

Silk was hitting Theo with
doses of the truth and they were like a sledgehammer into his
psyche. He was used to standing tall and sticking out his chest for
all to see. But the way Silk spoke to him didn’t allow him to do
that. In fact, if anything he would have been able to feel himself
diminish with her words. And once Silk finished speaking she kept
her eyes on him. Tawny didn’t move from her position on her knees
at Silk’s feet and Silk just watched. She made a thing of watching
intently and letting him know what she was doing. If there was any
point that this young man crumbled, it was right at this
time.

That was 5 years ago. Now
Theo was in latest itineration of the play space. The highest level
of play space possible. A fully equipped suite of rooms, and
facilities in the basement of one of Silk’s warehouses. She’d by
this time ventured into the acquisition of commercial space and
she’d picked this one with specifically her other activities in
mind. This space was equipped with the highest specification of
custom equipment. Dungeon equipment, medical equipment, BDSM and
fetish equipment. Indeed everything needed to cater for any
fantasy, and any ‘reality’. This play space in this setting could
only mean one thing and that was that Silk was at the very top of
her game. This was a space that the common sex worker or dominatrix
could not afford, use or run. It was a play space yes but it was a
‘facility’ first and foremost.. There was sufficient support and
infrastructure at this place to ‘accommodate’ a longer stay, even a
permanent stay via Silk and her associates. At the very least it
was the kind of space that would give that sense of isolation to
the most hardened fetishist. There was this ‘vibe’ there that was
inexplicable to anyone being there for the first time. Then there
was the soundproofing, and the low ceilings. And there was this
sense of doom that was associated with such fantasy situations that
existed thickly and broodingly.

Theo was naked, completely
naked and he was leaning forward at the hips. His arms were up,
crucifix style and secured wide apart. His ankles were secured, and
he was forced to tippy toe on his bare feet. He didn’t look like an
alpha male any more. He looked every inch the beta. His cock was in
some sort of device, some sort of electrical like ‘sleeve’. And
that sleeve was wired up. It wouldn’t take a rocket scientist to
realise that his cock was hard, rigid hard inside this device. A
closer look would reveal the sleeve was transparent and inside the
harder rubber outer sleeve was a softer rubber that was vacuumed to
his cock. The sleeves were moving, masturbating him but the sound
he made told that he didn’t want to be masturbated. At the very
least he was in a place in his mind he would rather not
be.

“Look at me
beta boy.”

That was Silk but Tawny
was there as well. Tawny had blossomed from this almost shy, pretty
mixed-race girl into this beautiful curvy woman. She wore a short
latex dress that barely covered her ass cheeks and this dress was
so low cut that her generous breasts threatened to spill out. Her
long shapely legs were bare but her feet were arched into severe
stiletto shoes. And Silk was kissing her deeply. There was nothing
‘pecking’ about this kiss. It was the kind of kiss that told that
she and Tawny were lovers. The way they embraced and pressed into
each other was something that was unmistakable. This wasn’t a
couple who were getting to know each other. They were a couple who
knew each other intimately.

“I don’t want
to. I don’t want to.”

It would be true to say
that Theo’s life had taken a downturn. That downturn had begun that
day five years ago and had since taken on a vortex style of spiral.
Theo had been an alpha male who had been cuckolded by Tawny and
Silk. He had been cuckolded to the point that he was nothing more
than a beta now. Silk had turned this man into something that he
couldn’t have imagined in his worst nightmares. To say that he was
a bitch-boi would be an understatement. To say that he’d had any
kind of alpha long since trained out of him would be the truth, the
whole truth and nothing but the truth. But it was even more than
that. His orgasms were given only whilst witnessing Tawny and Silk
together - that is intimately together. And this had been forced on
him from early on. It wasn’t hidden from him that this was an
insidious way that he was being treated. That it wasn’t a ‘game’
that it was being played and that it was in fact a process to
change him from alpha to beta.

“Well try. I
want you to cum watching me and Tawny together. I want you to KNOW
that this is your sex life now. That THIS is it for you
now.”

Silk’s voice was soft but
it was firm. No-one hearing that voice would be able to come to any
other conclusion than what she was saying was the truth of the
matter. Theo opened his eyes and watched as Silk scooped out one of
Tawny’s breasts and clamped onto it with her perfectly white front
teeth, to a nipple. Her mouth was in this semi grimace, like a
snarl as she was at pains to show Theo what she was doing with his
woman. But that was just it, tawny hadn’t been taken off him. They
were still together, still together in that same apartment living a
normal life that wasn’t normal any more. Both Theo and Tawny knew
that when Silk shouted ‘jump’ they asked in unison and in
submissive dulcet tones, ‘how high?’. Theo watched as Silk sucked
that nipple to fullest of erection, wetly. He watched as this
legend slithered out her wet fleshy tongue and curled it around
that nipple and then licked and he watched as she sealed it with
her lips and sucked and then let it go with a wet
‘plop’.

“Please don’t
make me cum Miss Silk please. Please I’m begging you,
please.”

And there was this urgency
about the way Theo begged not to be made to cum. It was like it
wasn’t JUST about the humiliation of being forced to cum in these
circumstances as his lover was being molested by this
extraordinary, stunning and statuesque woman. It was like there was
more to it than that.

“That’s a good
boy. You take a good long look as I turn up the machine for you. We
want you to cum because we BOTH want to see what happens next,
don’t we sweetie?”

She was caressing Tawny’s
face like they were established long time lovers and this begged
the question of how things had progressed to this point over five
years?

‘Mmmm yes
mamma, yes we want to see what happens next. We want to ‘hear’ what
happens next.”

And Tawny was all zoned
out, cooing and sighing all breathy. Her dreamy eyes flicked to
Theo and there was nothing there, at this precise time that would
tell anyone that they were lovers. Nothing that even hinted that
there was any feelings between them. Tawny was in the moment but
she was in the moment with Silk and it was like all there was for
Theo was contempt.

“Please,
please not that. Please not that, please Miss Silk not
that.”

And the thing was that
Theo was genuine in his tears and his begging. Whatever was going
to happen after had had been milked of his cum, he did not want. It
was in the tone of his voice and in what was left of his body
language. He tried to clamp his knees together but his feet had
been secured too wide part for that to happen. And just at that
time there was a noise from one side of the room and this enormous
black man emerged from the shadow. He was naked as well and he was
primed, hard, solid hard for whatever delights he was going to
experience.

Silk and Tawny cuddled and
kissed more. Silk’s hands and fingers wandered up under the tight
latex dress and found Tawny’s saturated, smooth hairless sex and
she was stroking, and parting those sex lips. And she was dipping
her fingers into the hot swamp that was Tawny’s cunt and at the
same time the device around Theo’s cock was turned up a notch and
he whimpered as his cock was brought to the edge of orgasm and then
over that edge.

“That’s a good
beta boy, let it take all of your seed and then my friend here can
impale you on his thick black cock, again. You’re getting to like
it aren’t you beta boy? You objected and you resist but you want
it. I saw how you sucked that cock before. I saw how you slobbered
over it and then took his seed down your throat. And now he’s back
for more but he wants to bitch you good and proper. He wants to
hear you squeal again.”

Silk’s voice was cruel and
yet it was sultry as well. And Tawny looked at Theo as Silk spoke
to him and she was smiling but it was a nasty smile that she was
giving him. There was no feeling there and no emotion that might
have been expected of them as a couple. It was as though Silk had
taken her and taught her from the dominant female point of view the
best way for him. And now she was seeing it. She was seeing that it
was right. And more to that she was liking what she was seeing and
that was it. That she was in this zone of hers but she liked what
she was seeing. She liked it, it made her horny and she could feel
Silk’s fingers running the length of her sex slit, just parting the
lips slightly and then penetrating her a little bit
more.

Both Silk and Tawny
watched the machine milk Theo and then they watched the black man
sate himself on him. All the time Theo was sobbing and juddering as
though he couldn’t wake up from his worst nightmare. There was this
noise that Theo made as the huge black cock was first offered to
his lubricated ass, and then slipped, or ‘clicked’ past the
sphincter. Theo’s eyes nearly popped as that spasm of pain hit him.
And that pain was like a wave that travelled right through him. He
gritted his teeth and bulged his eyes and he seemed to be looking
directly at Tawny. But she looked coldly back at him and despite
that coldness she was smiling this wide lipstick smile that was
slightly lopsided. Her extraordinary, beautiful face was framed in
her tight curly hair which had grown and was down her back, but
high was well so she seemed as larger than life as Silk herself
was.

“What’s the
matter baby? You not used to taking black cock, hmm? You will be.
And you’ll crave it, just like Silk has been telling you. This is
your life now.”

And there was this edge to
Tawny’s voice. Or, there was like this ‘under edge’ to it that
would grit on the edge of any nerves that were left intact. Silk
kissed and caressed the mixed-race woman like she was possessing
her. Tawny’s words would not have been the ones that Theo would
have been wanting or needing to hear. He had maybe tried to look
deep into her eyes, as that thick long cock began to pummel his
colon, hoping to get some sympathy or even the declining hope of
that. One had to spare a thought for Theo and what he was feeling
at this precise point. He’d had his little bit of pleasure as he
was milked. There would have been an orgasm, of sorts, but not a
normal male orgasm. It would have been forced on him and it would
have been a relentless merciless process as his semen was sucked
from him via machine. He would have had the humiliation of that,
the degradation of it. Him being the former alpha male, some things
he would not have been able to get to grips with as much as others.
He would have had the come down from that surreal cruel orgasm
knowing that next, that cock would be sliding into him. And that
cock would slide in to him as Tawny looked him directly in the
eyes. She would have drilled him with her eyes.

There would have been a
point at which this man would have wished he wasn’t in this place.
There would have been several such points in his time in the city.
He might have let his mind wander back to where it all went wrong
but that wouldn’t have been very successful for him. He would be
dragged back to the present each and every time. He would be forced
to live this ordeal that he was going through. For some men, men
who have no grip on reality, the thought, or the fantasy of being
cuckolded like this was at the top of the list of their all-time
highs. But the reality of it was different. The reality of being
cuckolded in this manner had an effect on a man. It diminished him
as a man. It certainly diminished Theo, to see his wife made love
to by this woman Silk. He was living through the ordeal of
believing, of knowing that Tawny was being taken off him by this
woman. And the worse for him was that he was seeing Tawny immersed
in this new life of hers. He was seeing her being dragged back to
grey, away from him. And it was like this was all deliberate. Like
it was meant to be this way for him. As though he was being
tortured by this method of Silk.

There was no doubt that
Silk did things to best effect. That she was able to think of a way
forward and then apply that way to the absolute best and most
devastating effect. For Silk the work was done and now she was
reaping the rewards. She had taken possession of Tawny in front of
her man. And she had showed and exhibited the pleasures that
awaited her. One could say that Silk had pulled out all the stops
in this, her personal project. There had been no profit involved,
and nothing professionally in what she did to this couple. It was
just all for her. It was for her pleasure - pure and simple. It
could have been a sign of greed for Silk. She was a woman who could
have anything she wanted at any time, and yet for pleasure she
wanted to rip this couple apart in the most cruel and obscene way.
And her work with Tawny and Theo wasn’t finished yet. Soon she
would move to phase two. At least that was the plan.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


Networking and
Socialising

 


“It’s
unbelievable, to know how you’ve made it in this city Silk. Most
women, you know, from ‘sex work,’ would have been swallowed up and
spat out of the system. Indeed a lot of them would HAVE been
swallowed up. But not you.”

The woman who spoke was
older than Silk by some twenty years. She was the current Lady
Mayor. The previous Lady Mayor, the first of this city, had needed
to stand down when she had become involved in a scandal. Silk
always smiled, when she thought of it, because she had been the
anonymous source of that scandal when the woman and her ‘sissy’
husband thought they would be able to flip Silk by blackmailing her
that she was involved with them. It was surprising, given what she
had given to the couple. Given what experience she had shared with
them and given her standing, and her reputation in the fetish
world.

But the then that Lady
Mayor must have had a crisis of conscience. She must have realised
in one of those penny dropping moments what this woman has done to
her husband, and what she had done to her and got a wave of guilt
and possibly shame running through the core of her being. It didn’t
make a lot of sense, given that she had been living the life before
Silk came along. But she fucked up when she tried to fuck Silk up.
It had only take a few phone calls, and few little things happening
for them both to be taken out of the picture. And now this other
cunt of a woman was throwing innuendo around.

“You know what
they say, keep your friends close, and you enemies closer
still.”

And she accompanied that
with a little cheeky wink. The first thing that occurred to Silk
was the question, ‘do all Lady Mayors come in this little fat round
shape?’ Apparently so! They were at one of those little ‘do’s’.
Networking they called it. The city’s elite, and the up and coming
elite. A closed event but potentially a valuable one. For the life
of her Silk would never know why this fat bitch of a Mayor was at
it. She was hardly down with the kids and up with all happening in
the tech world. Come to think of it, she’d never know why all
Mayors, female or otherwise were fat cunts that thought they were
something that they weren’t. But she’d made a living out of making
allowances for people.

“Oh come on! I
doubt you have any enemies. Look at you, you’re the bee’s knees
around here. You can do no wrong! Quite remarkable really, a woman
that comes from your background, being this high up in the
community.”

And there was no doubt as
this conversation went on that this woman was having a ‘dig’ at
Silk. It was just her overall sneering manner and tone that gave
that impression. But it was ok, Silk could soak it up, she ate
women like this for tea, usually. Although those days she was less
tolerant.

“You have to
drag yourself kicking and screaming into the twenty first century
Lady Mayor. This is 2021 when all said and done. Sex workers add
massively to the economy. If they had been able to add to the
economy for hundreds of years before they would have been accepted
before now. Instead, they were forced to work in dangerous
conditions, in the shadows. But now, it isn’t like that anymore.
People in general are more accepting, more ready to accept that we
add to the community. Of course, there are exceptions to the
rule.”

And Silk drove her eyes
into those of this Lady Mayor. It was almost as though she was
getting a deja vue moment. The last Lady Mayor though had been
exactly the opposite. She had been looking for a way into Silk’s
world. This one was different. In her own way she was looking down
on Silk and that rankled the dominatrix. And before she could
retort, Silk continued.

“You know, you
shouldn’t knock something unless you’ve tried it. You never know
what pleasures await.”

Silk was smiling inside to
herself. She had to think lighter even if she was peering into the
taboos of this woman that she was talking to.

“Did you ever
consider going to a professional, Lady Mayor? You know, just to
spice things up a bit. If it does strike you to do that, I know one
or two specialists that you would literally ‘love’.”

Silk’s tone had lightened
right up and she was smiling that wide lipstick smile of hers. The
Mayor looked horrified at the suggestion.

“I don’t think
so! I really don’t think that is for me. I really think that such a
suggestion is inappropriate to be honest with you.”

She had been quick to cut
in. Quick to object. Quick to try to make Silk retract her words,
but Silk was on it.

“You doth
protest too much Lady Mayor. I’m just suggesting that there are
‘specialists’ out there who would ‘enjoy’ a lady like you. And you
would probably enjoy it so much you’d make it a regular
thing.”

Again Silk smiled directly
at this woman.

“There are
ladies who would take all that tensions away from you. Encourage
you to hand all of the power to them, chill you right out and make
you enjoy the kind of things that you would never imagine enjoying
before. It really would open new worlds to you.”

Silk deliberately took
herself out of the suggestion. One Lady Mayor had been enough for
her - although it had been fun. She’d never deny it had been fun.
But at the same time she was ‘rejecting’ this woman on a subliminal
level. It took the woman a little time to get that though.
Eventually the penny dropped.

“Oh I see. I
wouldn’t be good enough for YOU? You’d pass me on to one of your
lesser beings right? I see!”

And yes she sounded hurt
and that was quite gratifying for Silk to hear. This woman would
never admit to being hurt but Silk knew. She’d been dealing with
people, male and female on an intimate and psychological level for
long enough.

“Oh you know
Lady Mayor, I only see advanced clients. Ones that have some
experience behind them. I’d consider seeing you after you’d
undergone basic training with any number of my colleagues and, or,
associates. But as you are now, you are a little ‘raw’ if that
makes sense. I’d want to see you when you knew how to address me,
and when you had learnt to ‘curtsey’ properly, you
know?”

And she winked again at
this woman who was beginning to look horrified even if she was
trying her best to hide it.

“How to
address you? Are you kidding, you know I am the second ever Lady
Mayor, right? And ‘curtsey’, unless you have royalty in your blood,
that would never happen.”

Yes she was horrified by
what Silk had said to her but she was attempting to gloss over it.
She was attempting to divert the attention from her. But she was
trying that with the wrong one. Silk was a professional at what she
did. She made a living, at least part of a living out of getting
into people’s minds. With men she got in easily. With women it was
more complex. And with this particular woman it hadn’t been that
complicated at all. If anything Silk was coming to the conclusion
that this woman was a bit simple and she was bullying her as a
result.

She was coming to the
conclusion that all this woman was trying to do was attack her. If
anything this would have been one of the women who would have
fought forever to keep the sex workers rights at zero. And as for
encouraging women like Silk to rise to the top, that was a definite
no no. Silk could imagine that this woman would be one of those who
would demand the brothels and the dungeons be seized, takings
seized and the worker jailed, just to teach them a
lesson.

“You know Lady
Mayor, you should never say never. You’d be surprised what an
experienced Dominatrix could train you to do. I’ve seen ladies like
you, trained to bark like bitch dogs. I’ve seen them beg to be
allowed an orgasm. I’ve seen them beg, to take the biggest,
thickest cock that they can find.”

And Silk had deliberately
turned this into a graphic menu description of what the Lady Mayor
could experience if she had a more open mind. The Mayor looked
decidedly pale as this conversation went on.

“And further
to that, by the time you got to me, by the time I was ready to give
you some of MY attention, you would be ready to suck my toes. Oh
yes - the pleasures that await you, should you decide to venture,
are immeasurable and immense. You should give me a bell, I know
just the right lady to begin your journey.”

This was what Silk did.
She could engage in a chat that would turn into an intimate and
sleazy conversation butt even she would concede that she was
bullying the Lady Mayor to an extent. These were usually
conversations that sucked in the men and got their cocks twitching.
But they were also conversations that were perfect for dealing with
bitches like this iteration of Lady Mayor. And here she was kind of
guiding this woman in a direction that told that she was taking for
granted that she would follow up.

“Look you’ve
got this all wrong. I’d never do any of that stuff. That isn’t my
‘scene’. Is that what you call it, a ‘scene’?”

The Mayor looked decimated
that Silk could have even the slightest incline that she would
follow up on this. Inside Silk was smiling to herself again. She
did a lot of that.

“You’re
flushing Lady Mayor and that usually tells me one of two things.
That you are completely embarrassed and you rather that you didn’t
start this conversation, OR, that I have actually hit a few nails
firmly on the head and that you ae slightly uncomfortable with
that. Usually I find it’s the second scenario. I’m serious, if you
want to begin to learn some manners and some humanity, I can
arrange it for you. And I will even take you on once you have
completed basic training, and we can explore the darker arts
together. I promise you Lady Mayor there are pleasure awaiting you
that will blow your mind.”

And Silk was openly
smiling now. There was no inward smile. It was on show and it was
out. By this time the Mayor had lost all sign of colour in her
almost theatrically made-up face and her thick overdone lips were
quivering. There might have been the notion that Silk, a beautiful
woman only dealt with beautiful people, and especially beautiful
women. But this was far from the case. What Silk was addicted to
first and foremost was control. Control was at the top of her list.
Once she had the control then she could delve deeper. And there was
this insidious ‘joy’ in her at having control of less than perfect
being. She’d come to know over the years and on her way up to the
top that she was ‘above’ anyone she had come across before. And
that that wasn’t going to come to an end any time soon. This might
have been something of an unpleasant facet of Silk, that she knew
her worth. But it was a facet that came with the territory. She had
to be a certain way to do what she did. And the thing was that once
she had discovered that many years ago, she actually enjoyed it.
She enjoyed being what she was and who she was and she enjoyed how
she treated others.

There was something of the
‘bully syndrome’ about what Silk did with women like this Lady
Mayor. She did it with ease with most men, but women proved to be
something more of a challenge, just by their very nature. And when
she found one like this Lady Mayor it brought out the bullying
bitch in her - even she would admit that.

“Oh, I don’t
think so. I can’t think of anything I would want less. So you have
got it all wrong this time ’Silk’ I can assure you. I am not one of
your freaks I can assure you of that as well.”

Yes it was fair to say
that the Mayor was outraged. She must have been grateful that this
was a conversation that was just between the two of them and that
there was no-one else privy to it. Except it wasn’t. Just a little
way off there was someone watching and someone
listening.

“Well, I’ll
leave those thoughts with you Lady Mayor. You know, I often have
these chats with people, just like we have, and they go away and
mull it over and then they end up calling me. They get over the
outrage and then they come into my stable like good little girls
and boys. I’m just saying, I’ll leave it with you, and if ever you
need to take it further, then you know where I am.”

“If I ever
need two take it further? You must be mad woman. You really must
be.”

And her voice had raised
an octave. At the same time that she was in her most denial she was
edging further and further away from Silk. Silk was smiling wide at
her, but she was also laughing inside as well. She considered this
a mission accomplished. She didn’t know if she would ever hear from
this woman again, or if she would take her up on her offer in the
wee small hours of the night when Silk’s words had worked her
sexuality to such a place that her fingers were dipping in and out
of her swamp like sex and it all became too much for her to the
point that she ‘needed’ to take it further. That wouldn’t surprise
Silk. Similar situations had happened so many times that she had
lost count. But for now the conversation was closed as the Lady
Mayor moved away. Silk was still smiling in her direction when she
could see this woman keep turning round to look at her as she was
in retreat.

“I’ll bet
conversations like that one, you just love, hey? You’re Silk aren’t
you?”

Silk was in deep thought
when she was interrupted. She turned to see a young woman, a bit
geeky, looking at her and smiling. Silk had met enough people over
the years, all shapes all sizes and all ages to know when someone
was being deliberately understated. And this young woman was
understated. She was in baggy ripped jeans and a loose baggy T.
Given the event’s theme and purpose, she fitted in. She could have
been one of those geeky chicks who’d come by to see what they could
pick up. She could have even been someone looking for a job. But
apart from the baggy clothes and flats, there was this innate
beauty to her. Behind the thick rimmed glasses and the ‘no makeup’
look there was a stunning and breath-taking female human being.
Things like that did not escape Silk. She had made a living
spotting and then bringing out the potential in people both male
and female.

“I do get
something of a ‘joy’ from the haters yes. You know, it’s usually
the haters that turn out to be the most submissive. And end up
being the most clingy, if you know what I mean.” Silk hadn’t been
bothered about mentioning the haters and submissives. This young
woman whoever she was clearly knew who she was and by design knew
what Silk did for a living and it was like an extension of the
conversation that she had been having with the Lady
Mayor.

“And yes I’m
Silk. And you are?”

Silk extended a hand
expecting it to be taken as this person took it and then introduced
herself. For a split second the young woman looked at the hand but
then deflected the question immediately and somewhat
skilfully.

“It must be
hard, time after time having to defend yourself and your position
in the world right? I’m not sure I could do it.”

Silk did notice that she
hadn’t answered the question of her name and it slightly, but no a
lot, irked her that her hand had been ignored.

“I’m used to
it. To get where I’ve got, I’ve had to battle daily. You know most
‘normal’ people think sex workers don’t have feelings and don’t
have any intelligence. People even these days think we stand on
street corners under neon lights a ply our trade. But like I said,
I’m used to it. And these days the confrontations are few and far
between. And little talks, like that one I just had, are more like
‘fun’ to me.”

Silk was smiling and it
wouldn’t have occurred to her how she sounded and came across to
this young woman.

“Did you ever
‘ply your trade’ on street corners?”

It was a short and sharp
question and then she looked directly at Silk. For Silk it really
was a direct question that was full of implications and innuendo if
she chose to look at it like that.

“I cannot say
that I did. But I know a lot of women who have done it, and still
do. A lot of intelligent women who are just working to make a
living. To put food on the table for their kids.”

“And to get
their fixes no doubt?”

This young woman knew how
to get under the skin but it wasn’t as though it seemed deliberate.
It was like an innocent young woman asking straight questions and
was comfortable doing it. One had to assume that she was a woman
who knew Silk and assumed that the Empress wasn’t afraid of talking
about herself and others in this light.

“The addicts
on the street, at least in this city are few and far between these
days. I launched several programs, and shelters for the women who
were on the street for nefarious reasons. When I came in, and when
I made my way up, I kind of introduced the concept that working
women and girls should only be doing it because they want to. Not
because they ‘need’ to get a fix. Those aren’t the right women for
our industry. They get exploited by pimps. And they get abused and
trafficked.”

Silk stopped talking and
she looked at this girl closer now. She was tall so she looked
’skinny’ in her baggy clothes, but there was a degree of maturity
about her. Mature breasts under that loose T. Long legs under this
baggy jeans. And curves - there were curves and for a few seconds
Silk was wondering why this breath-taking girl was hiding under
baggy clothes. But her mind was taken off that.

“So you’re
their saviour then? You’ve swept in and saved all the addicts who
were selling their bodies? And then you became queen of the castle,
right?”

And there was this slight
change in tone now and Silk couldn’t pin it down. It was unusual
for her to not be able to nail down that feeling she got about
people. But she was failing with this one. She’d never be able to
remember another timer that she’d failed like this. She was so used
to people of both sexes and anything in between, coming at her with
an angle and so she had learned how to counteract those
angles.

“Sorry I
didn’t catch your name?”

But the young woman was
moving off now. She was walking away but she was turned and she was
smiling at Silk. And there was more of the signs of her beauty in
that smile. Their eyes were locked but this girl was getting
further and further away. Silk would never be able to remember
another time when she’d had even brief conversation with someone
and not known their name, or who they were. And for that reason the
baggily dressed beauty was implanted in her mind. For some reason
she was in there and she wouldn’t get out. And for Cee, she just
smiled as she moved away - mission accomplished.

 



CHAPTER
NINE

 


Cee

 


It was a week later that
the mystery wouldn’t be so much solved as deepened. Cee was at her
dressing table and she was smiling at herself. Her makeup was
immaculate and expertly applied. If she had learned one thing early
in life it was how to apply makeup to good effect. The event she
was heading to was the City’s premier event for the fetish, and sex
worker community and this was her coming out - this was her reveal.
This was her unveiling as it were. If all things went as she
planned them, in few days, the pieces would be slotting into place.
If it all went as she had worked it out in her mind, she would be
making inroads into the life of Silk. It was the culmination of a
lot of planning, a lot of intricate and detailed planning and the
need for all the stars to align was consummate. The research alone
had taken her the best part of a year. And sitting in front of
herself like this, she was confident that she had enough to begin
the process that she had literally dreamed of since she’d taught
herself to orgasm, and since she had started to learn all about
Silk.

He lips were deep blood
red and outlined slightly black. Her eyes were dark, smoky and
‘huge’. Her long lashes were thick with mascara. She was wearing a
sheer transparent black nylon body stocking that proved high in
contrast with her pale flesh. And in that body stocking it was
clear that she had breasts that were epic. In a way they looked out
of place on a girl that was barely a young woman. But they were all
natural. And that body stocking was seamless. In her crotch, the
smooth, silky flesh of her sex lips could be seen with ease through
the fine mesh of the nylon. And these lips were pressed into the
inside of the nylon and slightly distorted because of the tightness
of it. There was a wetness to those lips that caused the
transparent nylon to be discoloured a little bit. And to her nylon
sheathed legs were fitted boots that sported extreme stiletto
heels. Those heels forced her feet to arch severely. The boots
black, shiny supple leather were fitted and tight to her legs to
just below the knees. A tiny flared and pleated skirt was worn over
the body stocking, and then a corselette which fitted around her
waist and under the hang of her breasts. This corselette was in a
deep red, matching her lips and matching her nails and was the only
garment not in one form of black or another and cinched her waist
to provide a slight roll to her hips.

The finished effect was
breath-taking and it was designed to be so. The little pleated
skirt kind of highlighted the age of Cee, and the rest of it,
highlighted her natural maturity and her own dismissiveness at
being sexualised the way she was. And there was no doubt that she
had sexualised herself. As she looked in the mirror again she
smiled. This time it was a deeper smile. She’d gone to that event a
week earlier because she’d wanted to get a kick out of talking to
Silk in her natural habitat before she took her down. It was this
little thing of her’s. Ever since the day she’d looked up Silk and
thought “I can do that”, she had this thing that she wanted to meet
the woman before she took her down. It was the ‘twist’ in Cee. The
‘sick’ in her if you like. She smiled at the thought when it struck
her, and she was smiling at it now. She knew she’d made Silk
slightly uncomfortable when she’d hit all those questions about sex
workers. And yet she’d been impressed how this older woman had
handled it. Maybe Silk deserved her title as Empress after all.
Maybe all of that shit she’d read up on her was right after all.
Not that it mattered or affected her plans at all.

The thing about Cee was,
so arrogant, entitled and confident was she that she didn’t think
anyone other than her was entitled to that top spot. She had this
thing where she needed to be in that top spot. Yes it came from her
privileged upbringing and background but since she’d discovered the
joys of orgasm, and since she’s discovered that her talents lay in
getting one over on her fellow females, she got this sexual kick
out of the thoughts of getting that top spot. And because she
thought like that, she got this wet-through joy of thinking about
usurping Silk from her position. But her thoughts went deeper than
that even. She wasn’t just satisfied with thinking of taking that
top spot - what she really wanted to do was reduce Silk in status
and in power, and to do that in plain sight.

 


It was the highlight of
the fetish year. A night when the city’s fetish elite dressed up to
the nines in their chosen kink, and paraded all they had. It was a
night that attracted kinksters from around the country - indeed
from around the world. It had been an event that dated back thirty
years. But in the early years it had been one of those do’s that
no-one from the outside world new about or talked about because it
was back then, hush hush and nod nod, wink wink. The kind of event
that wasn’t spoken about or when it was, it was in hushed circles.
Those were the days when kink and sex work had barely become one
and the same. But once Silk had come onto the scene she had cleaned
things up. Just her presence when she was with Athena was enough to
make it respectable and once that happened there was this sense
that it could get bigger and bigger. And it did that. It had been
Silk who’d brought the event out into the open. It had been her who
invited local dignitaries. It had been her who had ensured the
city’s sex workers had a voice.

Cee smiled when she’d read
up on Silk’s history within the scene. “Who the fuck does this
bitch think she is?” She had asked herself that out loud and then
her smiled had faded when she thought about what she had planned
for Silk. Cee had spent hours going over and over the details of
Silk, and what little there was about ‘the woman’ herself.
Something that did impress this young woman was that Silk was a
single name being. Everyone knew that name and she liked that. But
she liked it more that everyone would know her as well and that
hers was a single name. Everyone would know the name
Cee.

What Cee didn’t know at
any given point was how it would go down eventually. And how for
instance it would be taken by the wider community, that the
all-time Empress was being replaced. And not that she was just
being replaced but that she was going to be, reduced in status.
This young woman checked herself in the full-length mirror and she
knew she looked stunning. She knew that all of the superlatives
applied to her. It was kind of something that she didn’t need to be
told. She just knew it. Her looks, her demeanour, and her body
language were simply natural. That came from her parents and from
her upbringing. There was no way this girl would have been destined
for a life of being bullied in school for instance. She just rose
above all of that. She had this look about her, that ‘don’t fuck
with me’ look that she didn’t have to put any effort into, it was
just there. She had this aura around her that kept people at bay
and given her relatively young age that was some feat for her to
achieve. Usually a girl who looked like her and was that age would
be fighting men off, but it was like she had this protective shield
around her. And it was her age that made Cee a formidable young
woman. But she didn’t look her age - she looked older. She looked
like an accomplished woman already, and barely anything now, told
of her true age.

Silk did the meeting and
greeting every year. She saw it as her duty and it was expected.
The press and media attended which was something. The media, unless
it was the sleazy media wouldn’t have been seen dead near a do like
this back in the day. But these days it was a coming together of
two very different worlds. It was a morphing of the respectable
business and dignitary world and the sex worker world. And somehow,
for some reason it had made the whole thing ultra-respectable. And
it made the media want to cover it. It was an ‘event’. A lavish
event that needed to be covered and needed to be seen. The world
where the evening suits, and grand dresses of the city’s elite
mixed with the high heels, the latex, and the leather and the satin
and silk of the fetish world. It was this strange mix that provided
an almost disturbing contrast. And yet it was a beautiful sight as
well. A visual treat that would stir something in most people who
witnessed it or saw it.

“You couldn’t
stay away, Sir and Madam - that’s what I like to see, repeat
comers.’

Silk was joking, making
light as she greeted a man and his wife who were surrounded by
security. A big man in business, and with a target on his back
maybe.

“You know us.
How could we miss this?”

That was the woman who
shook Silk’s hand warmly. And Silk repeated this time after time as
the crowds arrived. The venue had got bigger and bigger each year -
it had needed to, and with tickets being sold in some cases for
thousands of pounds. It was a fact that the proceeds of ticket
sales went to charities involved in the city’s underprivileged
children.

“I don’t think
I know you, do I?”

When Cee came to being
greeted, Silk lied. There was something familiar about her but she
couldn’t pin it down. There was the fact that Cee look so different
to when they had met the week before. But it didn’t escape Silk
completely. She held her hand out for this breath-taking apparition
to take but Cee didn’t take it. Instead she just looked at Silk’s
hand. And that struck Silk as well. It struck her because that was
familiar to her. Something like that had happened recently but
again she just couldn’t pin it down. The fact was that Silk met so
many people every day, all of the time, remembering each one
individually was task too far sometimes. But still she felt she’d
spoken to this woman before. It was just a feeling that she had. A
feeling that she couldn’t shake off.

“No, you don’t
know me. I’m Cee. And you’re Silk I know. Your reputation precedes
you, I have to say.”

By this time Silk had
taken her hand away. That voice, Cee’s voice was familiar as well.
There was no way she was going to associate this woman, her looks
and her voice with that geeky thing she met at that event a week
ago. It would be something that annoyed her and would continue to
do so.

“Well, pleased
to meet you Cee. And I have to say that you look beyond
stunning.”

Silk’s eyes roamed up and
down the length of Cee. The younger woman had put a dress, that
wasn’t really a dress, over the body stocking and skirt. A garment
that was full of slits and holes, that was long and its effect was
to give tantalising glimpsed of that nylon sheathed flesh. Silk
couldn’t help but size this girl up. She had something, she’d admit
that to herself. But all the time there was that nagging thought in
the mind that she knew her. That she knew her from
somewhere.

“Thank you. I
know. Maybe we could have a drink later, if I can tear you away
from your adoring crowd.”

This girl’s manner and her
ability to bring things to a halt was astounding, as was her
ability to subtly put someone down. She didn’t compliment Silk on
her outfit, which was a magnificence of leather and lace mix. She
didn’t shake her hand and she brushed off Silk’s own compliment,
almost as though Silk didn’t need to say it. But Silk liked her for
some reason. Maybe in lots of ways she reminded her of herself at
round about that age. And then there was the question of age. It
was difficult to put an age to Cee. She had the feeling she looked
older than she was, which was right. But as for settling for an
age, she couldn’t do it.

“I tell you
what, I’ll make time. I’ll come find you, and we will have that
drink. I’ll make it a promise. How does that sound.’

Silk meant what she was
saying. This woman had gripped her. She felt she knew her but
couldn’t place her and that alone deserved extra attention. But
there was more to it than that. Silk knew most, if not all of the
city’s sex workers - even those around the fringe. But this girl
she did not know and yet she was familiar. She’d certainly remember
her if she was a sex worker, or if she had come across her in that
way before.

“You know,
I’ll hold you to that. And I don’t like promises being broken, not
one little bit - just so that you know.”

Cee changed her tone
slightly and that struck a chord with Silk.

“That’s it
then, I’ll have to put an hour aside, to have a drink with you. I
have no choice.”

“Make it a
whole night.”

And Cee smiled a broad
lipstick smile as she slipped past Silk and into the venue. And
there was something about that smile as well. Silk had seen that
smile before but again couldn’t place it. That would slightly annoy
her all evening. She decided that she would quiz Cee when they met
later. But that innuendo of Cee’s didn’t escape her - the hint at
the ‘whole night’. Silk smiled back as Cee slipped into the crowd.
She carried on with the next meet and greet. Soon they would be
sitting down to a lavish dinner. Speeches and toasts would be made.
At some point in these proceedings, there would be a total
announced of how much cash the charities would be sharing this
year. And then the crowd would start to disperse slowly. With the
drinkers making for the cocktail bars and this would be where the
mingling and the slightly drunken talk would take place into the
early hours.

 


“You see, I
always keep a promise.”

Silk had come up behind
Cee who was standing alone at the bar and run a finger down the
centre of her back very gently. Cee didn’t jump or wasn’t startled
at all. She turned and just looked at Silk’s hand as though it had
just committed a grave offence.

“You do
indeed. What can I get you to drink, on you of course.”

It was a funny. But not at
the same time. The brazenness didn’t escape Silk and she smiled and
raised a hand to the bar girl,

“My usual and
two glasses.”

She turned to
Cee,

“Champagne ok
with you?”

Cee had noticed that Silk
didn’t queue and didn’t wait her turn at the bar. Just that raise
of the hand and the bar person was there with her straight away.
That made Cee smile wryly. One had to wonder what she was thinking.
One had to wonder what she was thinking of this older woman that
she had designs on in more ways than one.

“Champagne is
‘perfect’, shall I get us a seat? Say over there in the
booth?”

Cee had spotted the ideal
place for them both to retire to. Away from the crowd, and almost
‘private’ in its proximity to others.

“Absolutely,
lead the way Cee.”

Silk turned to the bar
girl.

“Bring it over
ok?”

The girl smiled politely
and Silk followed Cee. It was the first opportunity for her to look
at this you woman from behind. The way she moved, the way she
carried herself. Silk had this habit of creating a filing cabinet
in her mind for every person of interest she met. And this girl had
got her attention. She didn’t know quite why. Maybe it was that
familiarity that she’d been feeling about her. Cee was a striking
woman. The way she moved on her high heels told Silk a lot and she
was more than sure that Cee wore heels daily. The glimpses of nylon
sheathed leg showed the definition of the calf muscles that had
been created over time and formed through the tightness in the legs
that very high heels created. There was definitely fetish in Cee
because of the way she was dressed and made up and the way she drew
eyes to her.

Silk would always consider
herself an exhibitionist, and any woman attracted to the world that
she inhabited had to be to. This girl was an exhibitionist but she
was different. Again Silk didn’t know why there was this ‘knowing’
about this girl. In a lot of ways she felt she knew Cee already and
then at the same time she knew nothing about her. That filing
cabinet in the mind would be sparse right now, but it was rare for
Silk to be interested in another person in the way she was forming
an interest and almost an obsession with Cee.

They slid into the booth
and both seemed to cross their legs in unison to display two pairs
of the most exceptional legs. With Silk there was the rustle of
supple leather and nylon. And with Cee it was the rasp of nylon on
nylon as she crossed her legs.

“I’ll play
mamma shall I?’

Silk joked.

“Of course why
would it be any different?”

Cee didn’t joke. Silk was
tuned into people from all walks of life and she never lost the
thread of anyone. She did begin to get the slight feeling of
hostility from Cee, just the way she spoke, and dropped those
innuendos. The last of which, why would it be anyone other than her
pouring the champagne. She took that to be a side swipe at her age.
But at thirty-five years old she was at the top of her game in
looks and deeds. But that just meant that Cee was a good bit
younger. The more Silk looked at her, the younger she
looked.

“Well Cee,
here’s to new friends, new ventures, new horizons.”

And she chinked her glass
with Cee’s.

“Indeed. I
wake up each and every morning never knowing where my days will
take me, what about you Silk?”

In conversation mode, Cee
didn’t so much leet her guard down, as create the impression she
was interested. It might strike anyone that this was a young woman
who could filter only what she needed from a conversation. That is,
in normal conversation mode. With Silk it was slightly different in
that she had an deep and innate interest in this woman and she
might think that every word this woman spoke had a level of
importance. But there was a definite ‘disrespect’ from her of Silk
but it wasn’t clear if Silk herself picked that up. She had picked
up all sorts of things from this girl, but she was having trouble
putting them in order in her mind.

I wake up every morning
feeling that it doesn’t do to get too settled and too chilled with
life because we really don’t know what is around the corner. So I
guess I am a bit like you.”

Silk smiled and so did
Cee.

“A bit,
yes.”

Even in that, there was a
put down for Silk. She was getting it slowly but she just didn’t
know where it was going. They sat and sipped champagne, both their
minds working but neither minds working in the same
way.”

 



CHAPTER
TEN

 


I’m Not Going
To Lie To You Silk

 


“I’m not going
to lie to you Silk, I’ve been looking you up, in depth, for a long
time.”

Cee smoothed down the
nylon on her crossed over leg. Silk perked up.

“Oh? Do you
mind me asking what your interest is?”

Silk had this habit of
shooting from the hip and saying it, or asking it as she saw it at
the time.

“No I don’t
mind at all. And again I’m not going to lie to you. I have
ambitions to take over from you. It’s that simple
really.”

And it was a conversation
stopper. She spoke casually, even as though it wasn’t that much of
a ‘thing’ she was saying. And yet she spoke as though she believed
every single word she said. What Cee had said took Silk aback a
little bit.

“But I’m not
going anywhere sweetie. Not this side of hell freezing over, that
is.”

And she looked right at
Cee and smiled a malevolent smile. This was the first time that a
direct challenge was being made to her as opposed to innuendo. The
‘sweetie’ addition was meant to patronise but Cee
smiled.

“Yeah you are,
whether hell freezes over or not.”

And Cee was as direct as
Silk had been but she didn’t elaborate. And in that short sentence
the mood in that booth had changed. Silk had never been challenged
before - least of all by a woman who was much younger than her.
Most of her detractors were the older women from the normal world.
Most of them had a go at her because of her profession, and indeed,
putting that profession down. This was different. Cee was a girl
from the same world as her and it seemed like she had an agenda.
And this was a time to take stock of what Cee had said. Silk tried
to work out in her mind if she had missed something. It was like
there was this conversation happening and she had only been privy
to some of it. Silk could converse with people from all walks of
life and from all levels of intelligence and she had to take part
in complex conversations from both sides of her dominatrix
profession and business, so she wasn’t missing anything at
all.

“Come on then
sweetie! You can’t just make a huge statement like that and then
leave me hanging. Spit it out, what’s on your mind?”

Silk wasn’t smiling now.
She didn’t like not understanding something and she specifically
didn’t like being given half a story, especially not when it
involved her. But Cee hadn’t been smiling either, but then she did.
She smiled wide and ran her tongue across her top lip.

“Have I said
something funny. Something that’s amused you?”

Silk sounded calm but it
was easy for her to give that impression. Underneath she was
beginning to get rushes of anger. That was something that she never
showed, her anger. So she smiled as she asked the
question.

“No, it was
what you said, about leaving you hanging. That just tickled me,
that’s all.”

That didn’t make Silk any
less angry inside.

“So come on,
expand what you meant by having ambitions to take over from me,
given that I have expressed no wishes, or intentions to step down
from anything?”

She was smiling again and
anyone seeing her, or talking to her would not know that she was
getting more angry by the second. That is, anyone except
Cee.

“It’s really
simple Silk. I am going to take over every aspect of what you do
now. And every aspect of your life going forward, including your
business interests. In short, I’m retiring you. I’m putting you out
to pasture in a manner of speaking. There isn’t much more for you
to know, at this point.”

Again Cee was speaking
casually. So casually in fact that it belied what she was actually
saying. She recrossed her legs and did that thing again, where she
rubbed her hand up and down the nylon. Then she flicked her eyes to
look directly at Silk. It took a little while for Silk to formulate
the words. She didn’t want to use the wrong words.

“This is a
joke right? It has to be a joke, or you don’t know me, at all! Do
you think what I do to men on a professional level, in my sound
proofed facility, just applies to men? I’ll share a little secret
with you Cee - I enjoy hurting women more. I enjoy hurting mature
women, and little upcoming slips of things, like you. And what
you’ve just said is a direct challenge to me. You cannot seriously
think that I am going to sit back whilst you attempt to ‘retire
me’?”

And she stopped talking
before her anger got the better of her.

“I know you’re
angry Silk. It’s ok to be angry. And ok, maybe ‘retiring’ you was a
bit over the top. You are not going to be retired at all. I have a
place for you in my world.”

And Cee was smiling again
now but Silk wasn’t. This girl was challenging her dominance in a
way that she hadn’t before. Actually, she wasn’t challenging it at
all, she was taking it for granted. Or, she was taking her
dominance from her.

“Whatever
makes you think I’m angry?”

Silk tried a smile but it
didn’t come off.

“I know you’re
angry. I would be as well. But it’s ok, let’s just sit, let this
sink in for you, what I’ve just told you.”

Maybe it was because this
girl was so casual, so cool, that Silk was angry inside. She’d
never had her temperament questioned before. She was a woman who
hid her emotions well. She’d done it since the day dot and that was
what had got her through life - her ability to shield her emotions
from those she was dealing with. And yet it seemed that this young
woman was seeing right through that shield and that unsettled her
more than a little bit.

“Yes let’s
sit, and drink, and smile.”

Silk was over her initial
anger, but it was that simmering inside that she could feel now. It
was like a shock in business and then having to get your head
around it. This was how she was dealing with it. What she would do
is take this Cee girl through things slowly one at a time and then
come to the right conclusion at the end of it, for the girl and for
herself.

“So I’m
assuming you have ambitions in the domination field? That’s a good
thing. If you are anything like me, I just knew I was dominant from
a very early age. It wasn’t something that I discovered, or
something I was taught, or learnt. It was just something that was a
fact for me.”

Silk recrossed her legs.
She could feel herself cooling down a little bit now and she was
beginning to think clearly again.

“Oh, you know,
I was born dominant, like you Silk. I’m not challenging your
dominant nature. I’m just here to inform you that your time is
over. You’re thirty-five now, lots of good years left in you, and
there is a place for you, of sorts, but it’s time to rest that
amazing mind of yours now, there’s a new bitch in town.”

That did nothing to
maintain the calm that had come back to Silk. But she held onto her
severely challenged temper.

“That’s a good
speech Cee, but I don’t see a takeover coupe here. I can’t see me
being marched out of here, and thrown into some remote isolated
cell whilst you take over all I’ve worked for? Can you see why I am
treating what you are saying as a joke?”

Silk was lying, she wasn’t
treating it as a joke - she was fucking annoyed and that was
beginning to show in her face. Cee reached across and rested a flat
palm on her thigh.

“Sweetie, this
is 2021 not the dark ages. You need to realise that to skin a cat
with your reputation, brute force is not the answer. And I think we
need to continue this conversation somewhere private, like your
apartment.”

Again there was this
casual, business like tone coming from Cee and that made it all
bubble up again inside Silk’s mind. She had to smile and act like
it was all ok as people passed and interrupted their exchange.
People leaving, promising to catch up soon, and thanking her for a
wonderful night. She had begun to think that this girl would lead
into some form of blackmail scenario or something of that nefarious
nature. That had been her initial thought but that soon gave way.
This wasn’t about blackmail, in that sense of the word at all.
She’d assumed the brutal route was the way this slip of a girl
would go, but even that was fading to grey inside her
mind.

“Oh, I can’t
wait to hear it all. Yes, let’s finish up here and go back to my
place.”

That was the first time
she’d ‘snapped’ a little bit in response.

“It’s ok Silk,
just keep calm and this transition of power will all go
smoothly.”

Now she was really winding
Silk up. She was talking as though the deal was already done. She
glared at Cee and there was something inside her that was telling
her that this night was not going to end well, for her. She didn’t
like what she was feeling inside. She felt angry, yes but she felt
unsettled and disturbed as well. This girl with her was not acting
or talking like she would expect a young woman like her to act and
speak. And that was throwing her off a little bit. It was throwing
her off balance in her mind.

“Cee, I
promise you that this conversation we are going to have will not be
going as you expect it to go. Tonight is a night when you learn to
treat your elders, and betters with respect. I promise you, come
morning you will have learnt a valuable lesson. You will have
learnt never to approach The Empress in the way you
have.”

And Silk was just about
preventing herself from talking between gritted teeth and she had
never referred to herself as The Empress before. But this girl had
got under her skin. She could admit that to herself but she
wouldn’t be admitting it to Cee.

“Silk, I have
absolute, complete respect for you. I’m just telling you that your
time is up. And I mean, you can make the transition smooth, or you
can make it bumpy for yourself, but either way, tonight your reign
comes to an end. It’s over for you Silk.”

Cee wasn’t in the least
but perturbed or impressed by Silk’s little speech and maybe it was
that, that annoyed the fuck out of Silk. She had never been used to
being ignored or dismissed in this way. Cee carried on,

“I don’t think
you understand the gravity of what is going to happen tonight. You
talk of me ‘learning’ but it’s you that is going to learn. By the
time this night is over, you will not be the person you are now.
And that is all I am going to say to you for now. But come, we need
to make a move, the night is not young.”

Inside Silk was screaming
out loud in anger at the brazenness of this girl. She was either a
complete nut job, or she meant what she was saying. And if Silk was
honest with herself she didn’t sound like a nut job. She sounded
like a young woman who knew exactly what she was saying. And that
unsettled Silk more. She was working out that she had approached
this challenge wrongly. That she had made a mistake which was odd
for her. She was this queen of psychological domination and torment
and yet she hadn’t tried to apply that with this girl and that was
because she hadn’t taken her seriously.

For the first time ever
Silk had become complacent and had been caught out as a result.
Maybe she had been complacent for a long time but this was the only
time it had caught up with her. And to make things worse it seemed
like Cee was using her own psychological methods on her. She wasn’t
screaming and shouting and taking over with brute force. She was
simply getting into Silk’s mind and staying right there. She was
simply saying it coolly and calmly as she saw it. The thing was
now, that Silk was beginning to question herself.

 


It could have been said
that the mood at the event had turned ugly because it had. But by
the time the two women reached Silk’s apartment block, it had
somewhat cooled down and quite inexplicably had changed.

“You own the
block Silk, not just your apartment. Very impressive I have to
say.”

That should have annoyed
Silk all over again, to know that this girl had looked so
thoroughly into her affairs. But she wasn’t annoyed. She’d come to
grips with the fact that she was going to have to have a long
conversation with Cee. She’d come to the conclusion that she was
going to have to go through everything with this girl. Etiquette,
the do’s and don’ts and the fact it was just wrong to come to her
with the tone and the words, the way she had. She was obviously a
girl with ambition and she was obviously eager to make inroads into
the city fetish and domination scene. But that was ok, Silk had
calmed right down inside her mind and she was confident that she
would clear it up for Cee over the course of the night.

“That’s right,
I saw it as a good addition to my property portfolio. And it
allowed me to take the whole of the basement and fit it out as my
facility, and play spaces. I have a few play spaces over the city,
but this one here is for the more advanced requirements I get from
time to time. It’s self-contained you see, and secure. I’ll give
you a tour later if you’re up for it?”

And Silk was smiling
again. She was almost taking it as though that rather heated
conversation earlier hadn’t taken place.

“I’d love to
see it. Stocktake is important going forward.”

And Cee was having none of
it. She was just reminding Silk of why they had come back to the
block.

“Awe you’re
very sweet Cee. Come, we’ll take the elevator up to the penthouse.
Let’s have a drink and chill out, and we can talk like two
grown-ups yes?”

Maybe Silk didn’t even
know how patronising that sounded, but it didn’t escape
Cee.

“You know
you’ve made it when you’ve got your own elevator to the penthouse
hey Silk?”

Cee winked at Silk and
they both laughed softly. The mood was easing. There had been a
chance it would descend again into a kind of war footing. But it
didn’t do that.

“And from the
penthouse there’s another private elevator down to the basement
facility as well. What about that then?”

Silk was mocking that act
of showing off.

“I wouldn’t
expect anything else Silk. You think of everything. You’ve been way
up there for a long, long time. I’d expect you to have all angles
covered.”

And at last Silk was
thinking that she had got through to this young upstart at last.
She was back to being obsessed with her. Just looking at her and
studying the lines of those legs, the curves, the amazing breasts,
and the expertly made-up face. As they made their way up to the
ninth-floor penthouse, Silk spoke again.

“I think we
may have got off on the wrong foot Cee. Maybe we’re more similar
than either of us care to admit?”

And the size of the
elevator meant that they were standing close. Silk touched Cee’s
hand and this time there was some response there. There wasn’t just
that cold look that she had given her back at the venue when she
offered her, her hand. And it was Cee that leant in and kissed Silk
not the other way round. Silk was a bit startled if she was honest
with herself but she didn’t make any effort to move away from the
kiss or break it. Instead she melted into the kiss of this young
girl who was pressed into her.

Silk would have to give it
to Cee, she could kiss. That kiss went on and on, and on. It
started as a peck, and then another peck, and then the seal, and
then the introduction of Cee’s tongue which Silk interacted with,
with her own. By the time that elevator reached the ninth floor and
opened out onto the huge open plan apartment, the two were standing
closer together. And as the kiss broke, Cee spoke.

“It’s ok Silk.
I know what we both need here and I’m sure you’re on the same
wavelength as me, right.”

Cee was leading the
conversation now and she was good at doing that. She was doing it
gently, and she was just taking control in that very gentle
way.

“I think
you’re right. Come on, the bedroom is this way.”

Cee smiled as she sensed
the Empress becoming less guarded, less inhibited. And it was like
this was how it was supposed to happen. It was like she had needed
to reveal herself to Silk the way she had so that they could reach
this point. Silk took Cee’s hand and led the way. They didn’t
bother with drinks and they didn’t bother talking the way they had
planned. Instead once in the bedroom, Cee took the lead again and
she undressed Silk. She did that slowly and sensuously. If anything
Silk was quite dumbstruck at how sensuous and ‘experienced’ this
girl was. She had to be half her age and yet she was doing the
foreplay that a highly experienced adult woman would do, but she
did it better.

If Silk had the
where-with-all to admit anything to herself in the future, it would
be that this was what she’d needed for a long time but didn’t know
it. She’d needed to just let go for a while. She couldn’t remember
the last lover that she’d had except for Tawny - but that was
different. And she literally couldn’t remember when she had
orgasmed in any other way than with her fingers. Cee lay Silk on
the bed and then she proceeded to kiss her all over. By the end of
those little pecks to the flesh there wasn’t one little bit of
Silk’s flesh that hadn’t been kissed by this young girl. And when
she’d come to the nipples, she had surrounded them and sealed with
her lips, and had sucked them wetly until they became rock hard,
and thimble like. First one, then the other.

And then she had worked
her way down the centre of Silk’s naked tummy. She’d swirled her
tongue tip inside the belly button and then worked down lower than
that, to the tip of Silk’s mons. And expertly Cee had spread Silks
ridiculously long legs and raised the knees slightly, and then
she’s whispered.

“You stay just
like that lover. I’m going to give you pleasures that you’ve never
had before.”

That could have been Cee
bigging herself up but it wasn’t. She slipped back off the huge bed
and undressed in front of Silk. And throughout this process Silk
didn’t take her eyes off the girl. Her mind was racing. She hadn’t
felt like this for a long, long time. In fact she’d never been made
to feel like this at all. Maybe they hadn’t got off on the wrong
foot at all. Maybe this was the beginning of a beautiful
friendship. Maybe she would take Cee into her circle. Maybe this
was what Cee had intended to happen all the time but just she’d
gone about it the wrong way.

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


Lost
Time

 


When Silk orgasmed, she
nearly went through the roof. The intensity of the orgasm had been
centred at her clitoris and then radiated out to encompass her
whole body. Cee had used her mouth, and her tongue with a deft
expertise that belied her age. She had started stroking Silk’s sex
lips with her tongue and she did that for a long time until she
sensed that Silk wanted or needed her to go deeper. But she didn’t
go deeper straight away. Instead she used her lips and her tongue
and her hot breath to work around the clitoral hood. She blew and
kissed and then she licked some more but she didn’t pop the
clitoral bundle from the hood. Instead she made Silk want that as
well as the deeper penetration with her tongue.

All the time that Cee
worked with her mouth she was watching Silk up between her
wide-open legs. Silk’s eyes were closed and there was movement
under her eyelids as her eyes darted around. Cee was caressing
Silk’s thighs with her perfectly manicured finger nails - just
lightly scraping and scratching her thighs and then her buttocks.
And when Silk began to moan a little, a sign of her being in her
own zone, Cee whispered.

“You wanna cum
mamma? Say please.”

Cee whispered sensuously
as though she was testing Silk. In Silk’s mind she heard the words
and she didn’t care. She’d not been pleasured like this ever and
she wasn’t about to break the spell.

“Mmmm, yes,
yes please, make me cum. Please make me cum mamma.”

And Cee swiped the wet
saturated sex lips of the older woman and then slipped her tongue
deeper. And licked the inside of the length of Silk’s slit before
reaching the clitoral hood. She swirled her tongue around the hood
teasing the eight thousand nerves up inside it. Then she sealed her
mouth to that hood and sucked the clitoris out. She sucked it out
and held it between her teeth. She held that raw nerve flesh
between her teeth whilst flicking the bean of flesh in her mouth
wither tongue tip. When the orgasm came it came all at once. It was
like a flush of pleasure that Silk didn’t know existed. This was a
woman who dealt with other people’s fantasies, mostly men’s. But
she hadn’t known there was this much pleasure to be drained from
her sexuality as this. And it was like she grunted and then let it
all go. She grunted and then squirted over Cee’s face and Cee made
a thing of licking that mess off herself. And what she couldn’t
reach with her tongue she scooped off with her fingers, and slipped
them into her mouth as Silk watched her.

Cee hung on to Silk’s
orgasm for as long as she could before taking her down the other
side. The older woman moaned, and she flexed herself keeping her
legs open wanting more of the same. Cee slid up the amazing torso
of Silk and she cuddled into her. She caressed her and she stroked
her and then she was kissing her again. She was kissing her breasts
all over and then up her neck and to her lips and she kissed her
deep there as well.

“Fuck! Cee!
That was amazing!”

And she was telling the
truth as she came down the other side of that mind blowing
orgasm.

“Mmmm it was
special mamma, very very special.”

In the cold light of
coming down after such an orgasm it struck Silk that Cee was and
had called her mamma. She didn’t care. The girl had pleasured her
like she’d never been pleasured before, so she could call her
anything she liked. It didn’t matter - this was between them. It
didn’t mean anything, did it?

“Why don’t I
go fix us some drinks, and we can do that all over again? Just
point me in the right general direction.”

Cee was pecking Silk as
she spoke to her. She was making sure the older woman stayed in
that good place she bad brought her to. Silk just waved her fingers
uncaring,

“That way.
That way you’ll find everything you need to make us fabulous
cocktails.”

And her voice was low,
husky. Yes she had just orgasmed, but she wanted more and this
girl, this Cee was something else. Cee slipped off the bed, picked
up a silk wrap from a nearby chair and wrapped it round
herself.

“Don’t go
anywhere mamma, because I’m gonna be right back.’

Cee teased. She could do
that with her lips and her tongue and her breath, but she could do
it with her voice as well. Silk just groaned her agreement that she
wouldn’t be going anywhere any time soon. And in that groan was the
desire to have this girl back on her bed with her at the soonest
possible time. After a few minutes Cee was back, with two long
glasses. The sound of ice chinked the sides of the
glasses.

“See mamma, I
told you I’d be right back.”

 


Two Hours
Later

 


Silk didn’t come around
all at once. It was a little bit at a time. At first she didn’t
open her eyes. Her first thoughts were those cocktails were strong
and had kicks like mules. But her recollections were hazy, muddled
and not clear at all. She was aware of playing the game with Cee.
Letting this girl take charge but it was all floaty in her mind.
She was vaguely aware, but not completely aware and that was what
she was trying to do, remember. At first all of her was numb and
she didn’t know if she was still in bed, or not. The last memory
she had, also vague, was of her crawling round the bedroom
following Cee on her hands and knees. She remembered the weight of
her tits under her as they swung when she crawled. And she
remembered Cee in front of her and then looking back,

“That’s right
mamma. You’re going to be doing a lot of that, crawling to your
betters. Crawling to me.”

She’d played the game
because Cee was so fucking good at it. She’d played the game
because Cee had made her so fucking horny and so fucking needy. But
then the memories got more and more fuzzed out and vague even
though she knew there was more than she couldn’t remember even
vaguely. She had this feeling, this sense that there was much more
that she wasn’t aware of at this point. At one point she was on her
back, on the floor and Cee was standing over her, looking down and
smiling. And that ‘mamma’ word was playing and replaying in her
mind. That was the last coherent memory or recollection that she
had and now she was waking up and she was trying her best to make
sense of how she felt. Yes she was lying down, she got that without
opening her eyes. But her legs - fuck, her legs were spread and
slung by her knees so that she was exposed. She needed to open her
eyes so she did. And for a split second she just looked around as
though she was trying to comprehend where she was. She’d recognise
her own sound proof facility anywhere. It was just that she
couldn’t make sense of it. It was just that she couldn’t recollect
why she was here, or what for. Like, how the fuck did she get
there?

“Ahh, you’re
back with me mamma, good.”

Cee’s voice came from
behind Silk so she couldn’t see her at first. She tried to turn her
head but she couldn’t because she was secured to whatever she was
lying on. There was a strap over her head. She began to realise
that she was on the adapted examination bench chair.

“Uhh, I don’t
understand? I don’t understand?”

Her voice was gravelly and
a little hoarse and was interspersed with the clicking of Cee’s
high heels.

“Yes mamma,
you do understand. You know what’s happening now because we’ve
spoken about it.”

Cee came round and stood
at the foot of the bench thing that Silk was attached to. She was
dressed immaculately in a supple leather dress, and just for effect
she had put on a mask that covered her eyes but drew attention to
her deep red lips. Silk tried to move her arms but immediately
cried out as a sharp pain ripped through both shoulders. Her arms
had been pulled down, off the gurney and down, and then secured
like that. She looked up at her knees and they were slung, wide,
but her ankles had then been pulled down and secured as well. There
were straps above her breast mounds and below and they had been
buckled tightly. She knew what this position meant - something
inside her, from the dark areas of her mind was telling her that
this was not a good position for her to be in and she had this
sense of the walls closing in around her for the first
time.

Silk was coming round more
and more, but as she came round, as her head cleared she was
beginning to get this feeling of fear running through
her.

“You drugged
me?”

Again that hoarse, gruff
voice. It was as though it had been a way too good night at a
karaoke bar and she’d lost most of her voice.

“I gave you a
little helping hand. It was the best way.”

Cee didn’t even try to lie
over what she had or was doing.

‘You better
let me go now you little cunt. Let me go and I won’t say anything
about this again. You can go on your way, and I can go my way and
we don’t even have to talk again, ever.”

The anger was back with
Silk. That same anger that had threatened to engulf her at the
event

Cee allowed herself a
smile and then a soft laugh.

“You speak
like you still have the power mamma. You don’t! And you have no
idea how long you’ve been here, held in your own facility, do
you?”

Silk found herself hanging
onto every one of Cee words, she had to. And she understood that
because she had put others in this, or similar position
before.

“It can only
be a few hours, no?”

She didn’t want to
converse with Cee but she had to. She had to make sense of things
or she would go mad.

“It’s been a
week. You’ve been exposed like this, secured like this for a week.
I know you won’t remember much of it. I know your head will be full
of incomplete memories. So I made sure to record it
all.”

And Cee pointed to one
corner and there was a video camera on a tripod recording, she knew
it was recording because the red light was on on the front of the
camera.

“And over
there. That one is for the closeups.”

Cee pointed again to the
other corner and there was an identical machine recording from the
other angle.

“Do you know
how many laws you’ve broken you little cunt? You’ll do a lot of
time for this. And believe me I know a lot of people in a lot of
high places.”

Silk couldn’t hide her
anger, and her repeated use of the ‘C’ word was proof of that, and
she didn’t try. Maybe there was something inside her mind telling
her that something epic was happening here and it wasn’t in her
favour. Cee though was calm, cool and an image of fetish beauty
despite her tender years.

“I know who
you know. Like I told you, my research into you has been
exhaustive. For instance you know the chief of police don’t you.
Look, him, up there, right?”

And this time Cee pointed
to a huge flat screen mounted on one wall. It flickered to life and
there was the chief of police but he was in this very room, this
very studio within the facility.

“I don’t
understand?”

“Just watch
mamma.”

The camera pulled out of
zoom and revealed the city’s police chief naked and with an
enormous hard on. Silk could see herself on the gurney not
unconscious but her rolling in their sockets wanting that
cock.

“You want this
don’t you, bitch?”

‘Oh yes daddy,
yes this bitch wants it badly.”

“Say please.
Say please daddy give me your cock.”

“Please daddy,
please please give me your hard cock, fuck me hard
daddy.”

Silk tried to comprehend
what she was seeing on the screen but she didn’t need this spelt
out to her as on the screen the chief of police was feeding the
thickness and the length of his cock into her. It was then that she
realised her sexuality was oozing, not just her own wetness but
semen and she had this thought that at this point god only, and
Cee, knew how many times she had been penetrated and by how many
people.

“I don’t
understand. I don’t get this. I don’t remember this
happening.”

Silk was truly bemused at
what she had been shown.

“Oh, for a
whole week you’ve been here mamma. And I’ve got loads of little
clips like that. Of the greedy, needy Empress, sucking cock,
fucking cock. I told you Silk, you’re finished. And the sooner you
get your head round that, the better. The sooner we can move on to
the next stage. Oh, and don’t worry about your diary, and your
appointments - all of that is being taken care of. You’ve just left
the country for a much-needed break.”

Silk was in shock. Cee was
right, she was finished. High-definition video footage like this,
if seen in public, if seen by anyone out there and her standing in
the community would crumble - her reputation would be in tatters.
Silk had guarded herself so completely over her years climbing to
the top and then when she was at the top - this though was a
disaster for her. That this footage even existed meant that things
had changed for her. She had to try to work out what this all
meant, but if she just paused for a few seconds she would realise
she didn’t have to work it all out. That it would all be worked out
for her by Cee.

“But why? I
don’t understand why? You could have approached me differently,
come into my circle and been a natural successor when the time was
right.”

In a way Silk was grasping
at straws and if she was remotely hoping that there would be a
breakthrough here, Cee was quick to snuff that out.

“I’m not
interested in being in your ‘inner circle’. I am just taking it
all. Everything you have, everything you own, everything you are, I
am taking it all.”

Cee spoke this time with
an amount of passion, even anger in there somewhere. But there was
no mistaking what she was saying. That sensuous seduction she had
done, that mind-blowing orgasm she had given Silk had been an act,
just an act. And she was being brutal now with Silk.

“So what now?
I mean you’ve discredited me, and maybe ruined me. But what
now?”

And Silk spoke almost as
though she didn’t think that Cee had thought any further than this
precise time. That notion was snuffed out as well. Cee smiled again
and she spoke slowly.

“Welcome to
the first day of the rest of your life mamma.”

 


Cee circled the
debilitated and disabled Silk and the only sound was the click
click of her high heels. For such a long time nothing was said. It
was like Cee was leaving Silk stewing in her own juices. The
position in which she was secured wasn’t wholly comfortable but
then one had the feeling that it wasn’t supposed to be. But it
wasn’t too bad either. It was a long-term position and that had to
be tolerable without too much discomfort.

“Firstly Silk
I am going to milk you.”

That was all that Cee
said. It was all she needed to say because Silk’s eyes opened wide
and almost bulged on their stalks. She knew what being milked
actually meant and it was like she was being mortified on the
spot.

“You can’t.
You can’t do that to me Cee! I’m an elite dominatrix, you can’t do
that to me. You just can’t. There is no-one above me. Cee you can’t
milk me. You can’t. You just cannot do that to ME.”

And in Silk’s voice there
was a repulsion and a fear that she would never have needed to show
before. There was this reprisal of the dread that she was in at
being in this position. Yes, she knew what being in this position,
disabled like this, helpless like this meant. She’d had other women
like this, in this exact position. She’d milked other women and
she’d known at the time that the women and girls that she had
milked had never been the same again. She knew also that it had
given her a huge ‘buzz’ to do that to those other
females.

But now she was in the
position of knowing that she was next. Now the tables turned and
there was more than this fear in her - there was this knowledge of
what milking actually meant. Those other women and girls, they
didn’t really know what they were in for when she had taken them
here. They had been subjected to the milking and had the slight
comfort in not knowing what it fully meant. By the time she had
finished with them, they were in another place in their minds. She
didn’t have that luxury - not even a little bit of it. That was
because she knew what was entailed in the milking
process.

“No Silk. You
WERE an elite dominatrix. Now you’re not. And the first thing I am
going to do is milk you. Then when that’s done, however long that
takes, I am going to circumcise the hood of your clitoris so that,
well I don’t need to elaborate on the positives of a circumcised
ex-elite-dominatrix now do I?”

Cee was talking about
advanced treatments, permanent treatments that at her age, she had
no rights to talk about. Silk’s mind was full of white noise. But
through that white noise was the fact that this girl knew what she
was doing. That she must have known what ‘milking’ her meant. That
she must have known the end result of being milked.

“Please Cee,
please don’t do this! Please!”

Now that Cee’s words were
sinking in, her own words were failing Silk.

“I know. Don’t
think I don’t know what you’re afraid of, because I do. I’ve seen
what milking does to a woman. And I’ve seen what circumcision of a
clitoris hood does to a woman. You’re never the same after but you
already know that.”

Cee’s words did not help
Silk. She knew that milking meant her being stimulated constantly,
edged and then orgasmed over a period of time. It could be days, or
week, or longer. It could be as long as the dominant wished it to
be. Cee could keep edging Silk for weeks. Not allowing her to
orgasm and in effect turning her mad. The objective was to break
the victim. Not just weaken her will, but actually break that will.
Silk knew that no two milkings were the same and that each was
tailor made for the victim, in this case her. But the end results
when applied properly, and consummately, was that the victim would
break. And pretty much all that would be left was a shell. Only
‘pretty much’ though. Because there could be as much left of her
mind as Cee chose to leave. And Silk knew that to leave ‘just’
enough of the mind to allow her to know what was happening to her
was the cruellest of cruel. She knew, somehow she knew that Cee’s
milking of her would be beyond even that cruel.

 



CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


The Milking and
The Circumcision

 


As a means of further
psychological torture, Cee didn’t even begin straight away. She
wanted to taunt Silk more first. She wanted to get inside of her
head properly and get residence in there before she began the
process.

“I’ve tried to
imagine what you will be like, after being milked completely. I
mean you’ve been the epitome of cool and calm elegance for years
haven’t you Silk? But once I’ve finished with you here, you won’t
be. And I’ve just been wondering what you will be like. What will
be left of you? And of course, you left wanting, needing, dribbling
for more of that edging and those orgasms will just be the start. A
building block if you like. Once your clitoris hood has been
removed, and those bare, grotesquely inflated clitoral nerve
endings are there, exposed and swollen permanently, well then it’s
difficult to imagine that your mind will be able to focus on
anything else, other than that intense pleasure that you will have
become addicted to during the milking process. And then, what you
wouldn’t do for more of the same. Imagine that Silk, ‘oh great one’
being so consumed by sexual need, that all of your elegance and
your pride is filtered away. No pride left, and no
dignity.”

The more Cee spoke, the
more Silk couldn’t contend with what she was hearing. It was
obvious that the young girl knew more about this advanced stuff
than Silk liked. The hope that she had only vaguely heard of
‘milking’ and didn’t know what it really meant was evaporating. She
was going into great detail and there was little doubt left now as
to how much she knew.

“We can talk
about this Cee. Maybe a power sharing arrangement for a few months,
to give me time to sink out of all this gracefully, leaving it all
to you.”

There was a level of
acceptance there in Silk now. But Cee was quick to
respond.

“I don’t want
you to sink out of it gracefully. I want you to be deposed,
humiliated and degraded in your come down. That’s what I want.
Don’t think we have anything to ‘talk’ about, because we don’t.
This, is a done deal.”

And the tone of Cee’s
voice said it all really. There had to be the question of what
would have happened if Silk had given in without even questioning
it, or without any resistance at all. It wouldn’t have meant Cee
going easier on her, it just wouldn’t. If she had given it all up
at the start she would have been taken here, like a lamb to the
slaughter anyway. The finality and the abruptness of Cee’s tone
said it all. Silk would have gained nothing to have gone quietly
but now she wasn’t in a position to resist at all. Where she could
have maybe really put up a huge fight, now she couldn’t. And even
before this process began her whole world was beginning to melt
away.

 


The one good thing, if it
could be called that was that once it started her mind would be
taken elsewhere. There was that, but there was also that she didn’t
know, not really where it would be taken. Cee worked with intricate
and fine-tuned expertise. She knew the equipment and how it
operated as though she had been doing it for decades. That in
itself was disturbing.

“Just take a
deep breath mamma, you know the routine.”

She was lubricating and
then sliding appendages inside of Silk’s vaginal and anal tunnels.
These appendages would be inflated until they hurt, then they would
be locked in like that. Then, Cee would coax the clitoral bundle
from under the hood that would later be removed via scalpel and she
would attach the little micro suction cup, covering the clitoral
area totally. It was that little micro device that would cause the
real damage. The anal and the vaginal appendages would exist to
enhance and accentuate the intense pleasure that Silk would feel
through her clitoris. And of course that pleasure would only be
pleasure until she couldn’t take any more. Tortured by pleasure was
a thing that men and women fantasised about - having so much
pleasure that it created this beautiful addiction. The reality was
something different though. Oh yes it created that addiction but it
was an addiction that would never be sated - and certainly not one
that could be switched on or off to suit a mood.

“You’re
probably wondering how long I am going to take to break you right?
Well, I have to say, it’s not going to be quick. There’s a lot of
years of your dominance that I have to erase, and I want to do that
slowly and thoroughly. I’m sure you know the score
Empress.”

Cee was smiling because
she was mocking Silk. Already this former dominatrix had been
treated by this young girl like she had never been treated in her
entire life. The degradation and the humiliation was already there.
But there was this fear as well - this god-awful fear that this
girl knew so much, that she was so experienced at what she was
doing that there would be no way back for her once this was done
and dusted.

“Please Cee.
Please just think about this. It’s not too late you
know.”

Silk’s words had become
begging and they had become low in volume and tone. As though she
was losing the belief in her own words.

“You just lay
back and enjoy the ride. I’ll be here sometimes with you, seeing
you through it. And sometimes in your darker moments you’ll be all
alone.”

Cee’s ability to chill was
limitless. Every word she came out with killed any notion that she
was young and inexperienced at doing what she was about to do. Yes
she was young, but inexperienced, no. Silk sniffled a little bit.
She never cried and she wasn’t sobbing now, just sniffling. But
still it was a sign that she was weakening.

“All set,
after three - three, two, one and away we go.”

Immediately there was this
deep-seated humming noise - electrics somewhere invisible. There
was a deep intake of air as Silk’s clitoris was sucked up into the
micro suction device attached to her most private flesh. Her eyes
opened wide and they bulged. They were darting around all over this
facility she was being held in, as though she was trying to focus
on something, anything but what was happening between her legs. The
stimulation to her clitoris was immediate and it was strong. At the
same time she could feel the appendages inside her anus and vagina
inflated so that she was being stretched. She got a shot of pain as
her anal muscles spasmed. But then there was the feed of
ultra-sonic vibrations being sent through her vagina and anal
walls, up to her clitoris making that intense pleasure almost
tenfold.

Cee stood back and she
watched. She watched Silk stiffen in the bondage as much as she
could and she guessed that the older woman would be holding her
breath on and off for some time. She knew that Silk would have to
be reasonably fit to withstand what was going to happen to her over
the coming hours, days, weeks. And Silk was fit - she had always
looked after herself - she’d needed to, in order to do what she
did. But now she was having to be fit for a whole different reason.
And there was this grunt from her. She might have been expecting
the all-damaging ultra-pleasure to take some time to build but it
didn’t. In the past she had broken woman and girls like this and
she had set the equipment to build slowly. But that was her. Maybe
she was too kind hearted for her own good. What Cee was doing was
turning up the pleasure to maximum from the start but the actual
breaking would be a slow affair. A lot of edging, a lot of snotty
tears and maybe even some more heartfelt begging along the
way.

The first orgasm although
not instant was quick. There was another unladylike grunt from
Silk, and then this explosion of noise from her mouth as the orgasm
bit in to her central nervous system. She held her breath but then
she spat it out as the orgasm peaked. And then she cried out as the
orgasm came down the other side. She’d been given one orgasm, just
to give her a taster of what that pleasure was all about. But now,
the others would not come so quick. And when they did come, they
would come with the intensity that might convince Silk that her
clitoris was about to explode. But it would be the edging - that
constant taking her to the edge of orgasm and then just holding her
there, just holding her there as though that pleasure and that
niceness was going to be allowed to explode and then she would be
taken back from it, back to nothing. All the time that clitoral
device and the anal and vaginal appendages working in tandem, doing
what they did. And when Silk was taken back to nothing in readiness
for that build up again, she would sob her heart out. Yes she would
really sob her heart out.

The thing about ‘milking’
was that it didn’t allow any recovery time. The objective of the
milking was that the victim was broken without being allowed to
recover. The cleverness of the milking system that had been
installed was that it didn’t allow recovery at all but at the same
time the process was relentless. It was a relentless ride of
pleasure and denial. It was a never-ending stimulation of the core
of the victim every so often interspersed with mind blowing orgasm.
The milking of Silk would be like a repeated and continuous raping
of not only her sexuality but her mind as well. The thing about the
milking process was that it was a terrible, terrible torture of the
mind and the sexuality. It was a process that lead to one point
really - that of the breaking of the woman. And if, as Cee would
do, it was done right, then there would be a micro bit of her mind
left so that she knew what she was going through and what kind of
life she was leading from then on.

For Silk, her mind would
melt slowly. Time would mean nothing to her. The only measure of
time, or anything like it, was the space between her being edged.
That edging and then that come down without orgasm and then that
hope that the next edging she would be allowed to come. And it was
pure, undiluted pleasure at first. She didn’t or wouldn’t know when
it morphed from pleasure to torture. That time meant nothing - all
there was, was the pulling of the clitoral stimulation and the
vibrations from her anus and vagina. It was a fact that Silk’s one
and only focus would be on her sexuality. That focus would grow and
intensify and she wouldn’t be able to stop that. At first there
would have been the knowledge of what she was being put through and
what Cee was doing to her, but as that focus grew, and grew, her
ability to think about her predicament was overtaken by the need to
get through it. And by the need for that orgasmic
pleasure.

At the beginning or near
the beginning, she would have been able to count the edging before
an orgasm was given. But then it would have become random so
counting would not be an option. It was like the machinery was
reading her mind and acting accordingly. And then slowly her
ability to count or even try to work it out to her benefit would be
eroded and all she would be able to think about was the pleasure
that she was being engulfed in, and denied at the same time. What
Silk was going through was a slow breakdown of her as a woman. What
she was going through was a process that would change her from
elegant, powerful dominatrix, to a dribbling addicted cum slut.
Those were not the words that would be used out loud, but they were
that words that would apply.

And there would be the
time when she couldn’t take any more, but was given it anyway. For
a sadist this was the most interesting time. For a sadist this was
the peak of this particular process. All of that pleasure forced
into the mind and body of the victim and that pleasure, and that
denial becoming so much, so intense that it became pain that she
didn’t want and would reject if she could. The pain was unlike any
pain that Silk would have experienced herself before. The pain not
only deep inside her clitoral nerves but deep inside her mind as
well. One second that pain so intense that she was squirting her
produce from between her legs, the next second so debilitated that
she didn’t know whether it was pain or pleasure that she was
feeling.

Milking did something to a
woman, deep, deep inside. It ruined her, and it broke her, yes it
did, but there was more to it than that. And somehow, seeing Cee
just standing, leather clad and high heeled to the max, this
particular milking was different to others. It was like it marked a
new world order. It was like it put a marker in the sand. As though
it was consigning what went before it to the archives and that this
was the new way - the new order of things. That Cee was so young,
and so captivating was a worry. She didn’t look like she could do
anyone much harm. She had sexualised herself, yes she had. But
there was still this young innocence that oozed from her. But one
had to feel that this was an innocence that she could turn on and
off at will. It was like an innocence that was another of her
weapons. She had all of the feminine weapons at her disposal and
yet she had this other thing that she could do - she could switch
on and off that innocence and that made her a seriously disturbing
young woman - almost chameleon like.

 


Ten Days
Later

 


The milking parlour was a
scene of carnage. Yes it was specific, and organised, but it was
there. The carnage of Silk, as limp as she could be in that
bondage. Bondage that had been adjusted and tightened through the
days. Tightened so that she felt a little more of herself taken
away. She was covered in a thin film of sweat and there was this
feeling, or this sense that she had been through the screaming and
the begging phase and now she was completely worn out. In actual
fact she was more worn down that out. She was barely recognisable
as Empress Silk. Correction, she was not recognisable as that woman
at all. Her pelvis, and what little movement it had was in constant
motion as though she was riding the clitoral stimulation it was
receiving. There was this ‘roll’ to her pelvic muscles and to look
between her legs, where that limpet sucker was completely
enveloping her clitoris, it was like her sexuality had a life of
its own. It was visibly throbbing as it tried to get more than it
was entitled to out of the system that was milking her.

And that was it. It was
still milking her. Where that term came from, ‘milking’ only the
sickest of minds would know. It was a term used for the milking of
cows for instance. And yet in this one, it was a term used to
draining the will, and breaking the woman, in this case Silk. That
film of sweat almost gave this once magnificent woman an alien like
appearance. Her huge breasts, flattened out because of her being on
her back were tipped with the most enormous and grotesquely erect
nipples. The constant, relentless stimulation to her sexuality had
caused her nipples to become engorged and totally hard, stiff and
almost black. There was the opening of a door, and then the whoosh
of air as the sound proof seal was re-established.

Cee didn’t say anything to
Silk. Conversation between the two was long since over and done
with. At some point Cee had decided it was time to let the
machinery do it’s stuff. And the more it did it’s stuff the more a
certain look came over the young girl’s face. It was like this
sadistic look. Almost like a vacantly sadistic look that told of
her own pleasure at what she was dong to this older woman. It was
almost surreal this veil that had come down over Cee’s face. From
time to time she tipped the corner of her red mouth with her fleshy
wet tongue. She spent time looking at Silk. Getting right in close
and looking at her right in the eyes. It was like she was looking
for any signs of life in there. Or any signs of the old Silk - the
dominant Empress Silk, but there were none. She was looking for
signs that Silk was ‘done’.

“How are you
mamma? I don’t expect you can process what I’m saying to you. It’s
been a trip hey? And now you have arrived at your
destination.”

Cee was almost pecking at
Silk’s lips. Kissing her, brushing her lips with the cracked, dry
ones of this older woman who was now broken. She wanted Silk to
feel her hot breath go in her mouth. She wanted her to taste her.
Silk’s breaths were coming in short sharp bursts. The milking
machine was still doing it’s stuff even though she was broken now.
There was still that undulation of her pelvis and the movement, the
throbbing of her sexuality as it tried to absorb what the machinery
was doing to her. And there was the wetness, the mixture of sweat
and wetness between those legs. That had become like a hot swamp of
undulating flesh. And then there was nothing.

The machine was turned off
and there was this immediate reaction in Silk. Her eyes opened and
they looked pained. They looked frightened. She wanted that thing
switched on again. She needed the sensations back again. Those
sensations and those relentless edgings, she wanted them back
again.

“Please,
please Cee, please. Turn it back on please, please Cee.”

And it was almost a tender
moment between the two. Cee was still pecking at Silk’s lips as
though she wanted to taste the despairing words as they slipped out
of Silk’s mouth and into her’s.

“No darling.
You’re done now. You’re ready for the rest of your life, in
subjugation. As an owned ‘pet’.”

Cee was bringing it home
to Silk but her words were soft, gentle even.

“We’ve just
got to get that clitoris hood removed. We just have to get that
nasty old hood removed and then, you can rest for a little while.
But ultimately we have to get you ready for the outside
world.”

Cee knew that Silk would
be hanging on to every single one of her words. That was what the
milking did to a woman. It focused her. It took away her past and
just gave her ‘this’ existence, and this addiction. Silk was
panting her breaths as she tried to get her head together. But the
thing was she would never get her head together again, not really
and not ever.

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


Broken
Silk

 


Yes, the magnificent,
statuesque, stunning woman known as Silk was different now. She had
been different for a number of days before that machine was turned
off. Empress Silk was no more and Cee looked deep into troubled
eyes as her words sunk in. Silk couldn’t put any words together but
she knew what had happened to her. Her mind hadn’t been erased
completely and she knew what she was and what she had lost. She
knew the lifestyle she’d lived and the one that she didn’t have any
more. And all of this made the scene in this milking parlour even
harder to take. It was like it was a ‘hard watch’. Knowing what
this woman had and what she didn’t have any more and then putting
all that together with what had happened to her over the last ten
days - it would be difficult for anyone not to feel sorry for her.
Hard for anyone not to pity her. She was a mess. She was a
psychological mess and a physical mess.

That milking hadn’t
afforded her any time to rest, or recover, it had been as though
for one trip down a cold dark rabbit hole she had been awake all
the time. And now she was exhausted both mentally and physically.
The surprising thing possibly though was that she didn’t beg for
Cee not to remove her clitoris hood. She just watched the young
girl pull over a medical trolley with all the instruments needed
for various procedures. All Cee needed was a small-bladed scalpel
and it was easy to see from the way she handled this blade that she
had done it before. Yes, even with her tender years, she had
undertaken complex procedures with a scalpel before and that just
made this young woman something beyond her years.

For Silk she knew what
losing her clitoris hood meant - she knew the deeper implications
of that. She knew what that meant to the women she had done it to.
She knew that once that little bit of flesh was gone, once it was
sliced off and away that it was another little bit of her that was
gone. But it wasn’t just that. The removal of the hood after a
milking, meant that her clitoris had nowhere to hide. It had
nowhere to slide into and recover from the relentless stimulation.
It meant that anything she wore, panties, pantyhose, anything,
would stimulate her constantly. And she knew that because she had
been milked and would be circumcised like this, that it would be a
‘feature’ of the new her. That this feature would be one of the
things used to torture her on a regular basis. A woman wasn’t
milked and then circumcised and then left to get on with her life.
A woman like Silk was milked and would then lead this sexualised,
sexual tortuous life where her hungry clitoris would be exploited
and used against her. And it would be a constantly supervised, and
subjugated life for her.

It wasn’t like Silk, even
in this new state she was in, didn’t know this. She had given women
the partial milking treatment where they had been broken by the
machine but not then circumcised. That would mean that they would
enjoy a modicum of recovery because the clitoris hood was still
intact and so over time the stimulation would wear off, the mind
recover to a degree and she could be left to pick up the pieces.
Never completely of course. The milking process was largely one
way, there was always a degree of ’damage’ done. But once the
clitoris hood was removed, that kind of switched off any chance of
recovery no matter how small. And that was because that bundle of
clitoral nerves would be always exposed, always in contact with
something. And the keeper of the broken woman would always use that
to bring her down more. Just like Cee would bring down Silk
more.

There was this vacant
look, this vacant expression on Silk’s face even though she was
looking into Cee’s eyes. Cee stopped what she was doing for a short
time to look back into the older woman’s bemused eyes. There was
this wry smile on her face and she wanted Silk to see that. She
wanted Silk to know that she had done what she set out to do, break
her. She wanted this woman not to simply know that she had been
retired but that it wasn’t over for her yet. Not by a long way was
it over for her.

Cee used her finger down
between Silk’s legs and she scraped a nail through that thin film
of sweat on the inside of the older woman’s thigh.

“Let’s get
these things out of you. And that thing off your clit honey. I’ll
swab you up and then get this nasty old hood off you.”

It was like it was giving
her a kick to give a running commentary like this. Silk made a
noise, like a despairing, groaning noise as she felt the fingers of
her new owner working her flesh. She wanted those appendage to stay
inside her - that was part of the addiction - the needing to be
penetrated. The vaginal one hissed as it was deflated and then
squelched as it was removed from her. The same with the anal
appendage - this hiss of escaping compressed air and then the slimy
sound of it being extracted from her anal tunnel. Cee plopped the
appendages into a tray on the bottom shelf of the trolley and then
she returned her fingers to the clitoral suction device. Removing
that was a little more traumatic for Silk.

That suction device had
become a part of Silk for over ten days. It had become like an
organic part of her and she had become attached to it in more ways
than one. She needed that suction device to remain where it was. If
that stayed then she could get more of that pleasure that she been
fed with incessantly over time. But of course she knew that it had
to come off. She knew how this want down. She knew and yet she was
different now. She had a different mindset because the milking had
changed her. She had a different mindset because she was broken
now. And because she was broken and addicted, she was
greedy.

Cee knew all of this as
well and she knew that removing that clitoral device would be a big
thing and so she teased the flesh a little bit before popping the
device off. It was like added torment for Silk to endure - to feel
the fingers of this girl lightly stroking her flesh around the core
of her femininity and then all of a sudden with a wet slippery
plopping sound the device was off. And what was left was a
grotesque, bundle of exposed and engorged nerves that were almost
black because of what they had endured. This was her clitoris and
Silk just whimpered pathetically. Or it was what used to be her
clitoris and was now just this ‘thing’ that wobbled and pulsed and
throbbed in the open air in the milking parlour as though it was
searching for more stimulation. If it was allowed maybe the
swelling of the clit would go down, a little, eventually. But
probably not a lot. It was like a one-way erection of the clitoral
nerves. And the hood, about to be removed was tight around the base
of the swelling. It was peeled back but was tight. That afforded
Silk some additional stimulation that she could have done with
remaining. But again she knew how this went down. She knew that it
was coming off.

There was no ceremony, or
extended process that needed to be carried out. Cee swabbed the
whole of the clitoris and the hood with a medi-wipe and in one
movement the clitoris hood was off. Silk had felt the medical wipe
being applied and had groaned because it stimulated her clitoris.
But she didn’t feel the single cut that Cee applied to remove the
hood. And there was a certain amount of skill in that. It wasn’t a
straight cut. It was one that had to be applied to as close to the
edge of the hood flesh as she could get and then she had to twist
her hand round during the actual cut. There was an amount of
dexterity involved and that she did it in a second, and in one was
further proof of this girl’s ‘talents’.

“There, all
gone.”

And she looked right at
Silk and smiled. And at that precise point there was this
connection between the two of them. Now there was this unparalleled
connection between them. Silk knew at the point that her life, as
she had known it was over. But worse for her was that what it meant
now was that she didn’t have a clitoris hood. And that connection
would remain between them going forward.

“You know now,
don’t you?”

Cee spoke sternly and
maintained that eye contact. Silk’s lips were quivering they were
cracked and dry from her ten-day milking.

“I do yes. I
know.”

Her words were almost not
heard but Cee smiled.

“You know as a
dominatrix, as an Empress in the fetish world you are finished. You
know that you are now owned by ‘me’. I own your ass and you exist
because I allow it, right?”

Cee was leaving Silk for
the time being strapped to the gurney. She wanted her to ‘feel’ the
bonds that held her. She wanted her to feel her spread legs and the
fact that she was now without a clitoral hood. She wanted to know
that what sexual flesh was left, her grotesque swollen, engorged
clitoris didn’t belong to her, it belonged to Cee. She swiped a
fresh medical wipe down the flesh cleaning the blood away. In a few
hours Silk would be sore. When she was all alone with her thoughts,
that was when it would all hit her at once. That would be the pain
of the cut, and the exhaustion of what her body and her mind had
been through. Then maybe she would sob, and cry and ‘grieve’ for
the life she didn’t have any more. But for now, Cee was underlining
a few things.

“Yes, yes I
know, all of that Cee.”

This time her words were
little more audible and Cee smiled a perfect lipstick
smile.

“You’ve been
taken down, and out by a woman half your age Silk, how does that
make you feel?”

Cee was as relentless as
the milking. She was testing Silk’s mindset. She was seeing what
she had to deal with psychologically. And that was it -
psychologically it may take days or weeks for it all to come on top
for Silk but it would come on top. But Cee was prodding at her. She
wanted to get a reaction and all she did get was this vacant look
from the older, still debilitated woman. But there was life in
those eyes. There was still that something left in there and Cee
was confident that Silk was aware of everything going
on.

“Congratulations Cee. You did it. You took me out where no-one
else could, or would dare.”

Silk sounded almost drone
like when she spoke. It was Silk’s voice but it was as though it
had been injected with something that subdued it, and
her.

“But what
about the fact that I’m half your age Silk? That must rile you just
a little bit?”

Cee had this inkling there
was an ‘age’ thing for Silk and yes, that she must have been riled
that this slip of a girl had taken her out with relative ease. And
the fact that it had taken her years to get where she was, or where
she had been before Cee came along. And in just a blink of an eye
she was taken out. There had to be something in that - that this
would eat into Silk eventually even if she had been broken by the
milking process. Even though she was in this other headspace now,
there had to be something that would be left of her in the sense
that a woman half her age and barely a woman yet, owned
her.

“I have to
accept it Cee. It’s happened and it’s a fact.”

Silk used that same mono
tone but Cee wasn’t fooled.

“So going
forward, I know you have a lot to deal with in that bit of mind
I’ve left intact, but I want you to address me as ‘Little Miss
Daddy Cee’, think you can do that? It’s like a permanent little
reminder of what has been achieved here. And of course of the age
gap between us.”

Cee was smiling as though
she had hurt Silk more. It was true that Silk would be hearing all
these words and she would be hanging onto them - but they would
hurt her more going forward. Once she was over this body shock of
being taken out, once she had been able to sleep - then, and
probably only then the full magnitude of what had happened would
hit her. Once she had got used to this new state of being then the
past would come back to her, then the past would come back to bite
her hard psychologically. This journey for Silk wasn’t over by any
stretch of the imagination. If anything the real journey was just
starting and the more the reality hit her, in the mind, the more it
would torture her. For Cee, she was sure that the age gap was a
thing that would fester in Silk’s mind going forward, and she liked
that.

“Yes Little
Miss Daddy Cee. Yes, I understand. Thank you Little Miss Daddy
Cee.”

The subtlety in the tone
was what said it. Cee smiled, she knew it was there, she just
needed to get it out of her. And there it was. She would leave
those seeds planted in Silk’s mind now and then enjoy the festering
when it happened. For now she was leaving the concept of a single
name ‘Cee’ behind. To the public, her public she would be Cee, or
Daddy Cee, but to Silk she would be Little Miss Daddy
Cee.

“That’s right
‘Little Miss Daddy Cee’. I’m the one that took out the Empress and
everyone is going to know it. We have a lot of work to do, to get
you ready for the outside world again. You have to face the people
and we have to let everyone know the scene has changed - that you
have changed and that you are now an owned bitch. Owned by ME -
Little Miss Daddy Cee.”

When she turned the screw,
she really did turn it. But now she was releasing the strapping
that had been holding Silk to the gurney.

“We’ll do this
slowly. You’re going to be weak, and it will take some time before
you’re strong enough to stand and walk and anything
else.”

Cee’s tone had changed -
now she sounded kind and considerate as she pulled up a wheelchair
for Silk. But this was it - everything she did was just something
else to underline what she had done to Silk. She had weakened this
super dominant Empress to the point that she wouldn’t be able to
walk, to the point that she would have to be wheeled in a
wheelchair. That wasn’t an accident that it was happening this way.
This young woman Cee was relentless in her working of Silk and her
taking her down.

“I’ll take you
to your quarters. You can rest up for a while, and then we’ll get
you dressed. You need to get used to how you are going to look from
now on. Once you’ve had some sleep, and rest, we can start
work.”

Cee spoke
matter-of-factly. Silk knew about the ‘quarters’ in her facility -
they were nothing but bare ‘cells’ with no windows and just a
mattress on the floor and toilet hole in the floor to aid
degradation. Silk had designed and implemented this facility from
the ground up, and now she was a victim in it. Now she would find
out how good it really was.

 


Cee had wheeled the chair
into the cell and just left Silk to it. That was one of those
profound moments. Silk in that chair too weak, too broken to make
it on her own shapely, long legs, looking at the bare whitewashed
stone wall. And then the clanging of the door slamming shut and the
big mechanical lock clicking, locking her inside her own facility.
There would have been the continual throbbing of her sexuality as
it searched and yearned for more stimulation - that throbbing
stimulating her more. And then the wetness leaking into the
wheelchair more. Silk was naked, completely and she was trying,
bless her, she was trying to work out what had happened. It had
been at least ten days but she didn’t know that. She sat in that
chair for a long time, silently weeping at this turn of events that
saw her here now.

From outside the cell, Cee
watched through the spy hole and she was smiling. Maybe at that
point there was the most evidence of this young woman’s sadism so
far. She wasn’t just looking through that spy hole in the door, she
was studying the effects thus far on Silk. She was looking for any
signs of distress in the movements of Silk. She was watching for
what Silk did in those moments of utter distress. She knew that it
would be sinking in now and that it would sink in for many months
to come. But right at this point, sitting in that cell on her own,
too weak to even move, and trembling now as well, the immediate
crushing blow of her predicament was evident.

Cee smiled because she
knew what these seconds meant. And then she heard it - the gentle
sobbing of Silk. Her back was to Cee, but that was ok. She liked to
imagine this older woman’s face at this point. She liked to imagine
it contorted in this thing that was almost grief. Cee watched Silk
for some time and then she turned and left, her high heels clicking
on the tiled floor. And then for Silk, silence. Utter silence in
that soundproofed facility that had been her ‘baby’ and that she
was now housed in.

After a time, again a time
that was immeasurable, the naked former Empress was able to climb
out of the wheelchair and get onto the bare mattress that was on
the floor. She grunted and groaned in less than a ladylike manner
but at least she could get down and lie down. She curled up into
what was almost the foetal position as though protecting herself.
But that didn’t stop the throbbing need of her sexuality and it
didn’t stop the ‘need’ in her to be stimulated more. Her fingers
and hands went between her legs and where she might have had the
thought to pleasure herself, instead she got a shot of pain. She
had been overstimulated until the nerves of her clitoris had almost
exploded, and were raw - and that rawness was the cause of the
pain. She sucked in air and held her breath and then she let it go.
She was facing the bare wall and she could feel tears flowing down
her face and then dripping to the mattress. She swallowed but her
mouth was dry but she began to think - or she began to try to
think, to take stock. She tried to come to terms with what had
happened. And what the future held for her. Whatever she thought
would happen from that point she would be miles off the
reality.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


Tortuous
Isolation

 


Silk must have been
wishing what other women who had been through ‘milking’ or similar
wished, that her mind had been destroyed altogether and that that
little bit of it had not been left intact. She knew other women had
thought like that because she had been there, maybe even in this
precise cell, smiling down at the woman who had just arrived from
the milking parlour, and wished upon wish that she had gone that
final step and destroyed their minds because they really didn’t
want to go through what they were going through then.

And here was Silk, in that
precise position. Her head was full of white noise but slowly
coming back were the memories of her life. That life before this
and what that meant. She had business interests and she had people
to see, places to go, thing to do. She was putting it all together
in her mind though - when she’d woken up on that gurney, a week had
already passed. And she knew how long a thorough breaking like she
had been through took. That had to be between seven and fourteen
days. She had never been out of circulation as long as this, ever,
so surely questions would be being asked about her. Surely someone
would be wondering where the fuck she was. And Silk was thinking
about all the things that a woman with some hope left might think
of. Except she didn’t have any hope left and she knew that Cee
would have thought of everything. There was no way that this girl
could do what she had done without thinking of every eventuality.
There was no way this young woman would have put this plan into
action without dotting every ‘I’ and crossing every ’t’.

The thing about Silk was
that she knew how it went down. She knew what it took to take
someone out of circulation. In the days when she focussed on
financial domination of victims, she knew how vital getting it
right was and she couldn’t imagine that Little Miss Daddy Cee had
left anything out. And from what Cee had said so far, this was a
huge an elaborate taking out of the Empress of Female Domination.
It wasn’t just a takeover, it was a complete decimation that would
become public knowledge in due course. And that was what grated on
the mind of Silk as she lay rocking back and forth gently on that
mattress on the floor. She looked like she’d lost her mind, which
wasn’t actually so far from the truth.

The fact that this girl
wasn’t just happy with taking her out and taking over from her, but
that she wanted it public and she wanted it ALL. For Silk, at this
point she would have welcomed the chance to just sink out of sight,
take her wealth and settle in some foreign country and enjoy her
retirement. Somehow she knew this option was not on the table. If
it was, she would grab it with both hands. The growing sense in
Silk’s mind was that she was not even going to be left with her
wealth - that it too would be taken from her by this young
woman.

But Silk could discount
any kind of ‘search’ for her at this point. She didn’t even
consider it a thing because she knew how it went. Other women might
have been still hopeful at this point, but not Silk. She knew that
this girl had every angle covered and this just caused her more
despair as she lay down trying to rest. Every so often as though on
auto, her fingers wandered between her legs because she needed to
feel that pleasure again but she would suck in air when she got
that sharp, almost needle like pain because her clitoral nerves
were so shot. She knew how this went down as well - she knew that
this was just the beginning of an addiction that would grip her
harder and harder and that made her wish she had been broken
mentally completely even more.

Already she needed that
pleasure and that penetration and this was what was so damaging to
Silk. She had been broken by the milking, she’d had her clitoris
hood removed and there was enough of her mind left to know what
would happen to her physically and emotionally going forward. That
was what was so bad for her - that she couldn’t just close it all
out and it all happen with her ‘not present’. But she knew that
this would never be allowed to happen. This was part of the process
and she had already discounted that There was the fleeting thought
or hope that Cee might eventually show her immaturity and that she
was out of her depth and in doing so, do something stupid to end
this nightmare. But judging by what had happened so far, judging by
the state of her so far, Silk knew that this girl was advanced in
her abilities that she wouldn’t let anything untoward
happen.

So this isolation, this
being locked in one of her own cells, in her own facility was part
of the process she would have to get through. It was part of her
come down - part of her comeuppance, if you like. It would have
been so much easier if she was given something, a shot of something
strong something that would allow her to float off, or something
oral, a drug that could just numb her out as the rest of this
played out. But she knew that this would never happen. She knew
that was why that little bit of her mind was left intact, so that
she knew what was happening to her. Her fingers wandered to her
inner thighs again and she touched. She didn’t even realise that
she was doing that until she got that shot of pain reminding her
again of her shot clitoris.

This was the first sign of
her trying to sexually pleasure herself subconsciously and the fact
that she knew about it and what was happening was something that
added to the torture she was already experiencing. A drug addict
would be so spaced out, so far gone that they would never know
really the damage they were doing to themselves by taking those
class A drugs. They were in blissful ignorance of it to most
extent. At the very least it would be numbed out. But not for Silk.
It was like someone knowing or seeing the first signs of terminal
illness and this was what Silk was seeing and feeling. She knew
that her fingers would wander again. And she knew that this was how
it would be going forward. For now she was looking forward to her
clitoris healing a bit so that the sharp needle like pain was
replaced with the pure undiluted pleasure she knew was
there.

The thing was that she
knew that when the time came, she would not be able to pleasure
herself. She knew that she would be prevented from doing that by
various means. She knew that installing the addiction was one
thing, but then so was the denial of pleasure and the controlling
of the orgasms. When she thought deep like this Silk cried. She’d
never been a woman who cried ever but now she was so, so teary and
in despair. She had always been a woman who could hold it all
together and appear so in control - and that was because she had
always been so in control. Getting used to this new, weepy version
of herself was not something that came easy. But like everything
else, she knew it wasn’t supposed to be easy.

“Fuck!”

She said out loud as
another burst of clitoral pain caused by her wayward finger tips
hit her senses. She’d been broken, she knew that, but she hated it
that the clarity with which she knew everything, and could feel
everything, at the same time as knowing that as bad as this was
now, it wasn’t as bad as it would get - was so vivid, so detailed
in clarity. She knew that the milking and the breaking of a woman
was just the start. She knew that long after that little suction
limpet thing had been plopped off the clitoris, the milking
continued - it was like the aftermath setting in and working. Long
after the breaking of the mind and the will had been achieved, the
milking continued draining the victim from inside their head. And
yes she had always considered other women and in some cases girls,
that had been milked by her as ‘victims’ and that was because what
was achieved during the milking was irreversible. It wasn’t
repairable, not really. Some degree of healing would be evident if
a victim was left to repair and heal, but that was just it. Largely
victims weren’t allowed to heal. This was why ‘milking’ was never
used an option without a lot of thought. Milking was an option for
only those who were going to be disposed for the rest of their
natural lives. An option for taking individuals into the real dark
side. Away from the glossy face of public fetish, and into the real
soul-searching depths of a hell inside their own mind.

And knowing this was not a
good thing for Silk. She wished she’d been taken out altogether,
but she understood why not. She understood that destroying a
victim’s mind altogether didn’t yield the required results for a
sadist to lap up. It made the whole exercise pointless if a
mindless zombie was created. For s sadist, her subject had to KNOW
what they were going through and they had to feel and experience
every little, tiny nuance of the journey. She had to be crystal
clear and aware of what was happening to her. And for a former
dominatrix, for a former high-profile Empress and business woman
who knew fetish inside out, that effect of knowing was multiplied
immeasurably. And that had to be a good thing for Little Miss Daddy
Cee, that she had the queen, the highest level of fetish royalty
now at her mercy.

 


Cee didn’t smoke
cigarettes as a rule, she thought way too much of her body and her
looks to defile herself in this way. But occasionally, like now,
she indulged. It had been a busy year, followed by an intense few
weeks and things had now come together. She let the cigarette
dangle from deep red lips before squeezing it so that she could
light it. She dragged, inhaled and then exhaled and it was like she
was choosing the right words before speaking.

“This isn’t
for general consumption at this point. It’s strictly between us and
these four walls.”

Her tone was almost one of
mystery and intrigue as she flicked her eyes from one person to the
next and then the next. It was a coming together of various
higher-level women within the fetish and professional dominatrix
community.

“Daddy Cee,
you’re killing us with the anticipation, spit it out will you,
please?”

That was Margo, a latex
clad ebony skinned dominatrix that was as tall as she was
spectacular. There was a murmur and little sniggers from the other
two, also pro-dominatrixes.

“I’ve taken
over from Silk. In every way.”

That was all Cee said, and
there was no smile. And for a few seconds that seemed longer,
nothing was said.

“Ok, what’s
the punchline Daddy? And where the fuck is Silk anyway, no-one has
seen her for weeks?”

That was Margo
again.

“There is no
punchline. I’ve taken Silk out and I am taking over from her, in
every way. And she’s ‘safe’ right now so don’t worry about her, at
least for now.”

It was like Cee liked to
be mystical and mysterious. She liked the reveal to be
slow.

“But I don’t
understand. Silk hasn’t spoken of retiring or stepping down, at
all. And I’m sure she would have mentioned it to me, we go back
years?”

Margo looked
troubled.

“No she hasn’t
spoken about retiring or stepping down. But I have, and I have
retired her.”

She paused as though for
effect again and she took another long drag of the cigarette and
almost theatrically inhaled and exhaled. The other women took a
time out and looked at each other without saying anything. It was
Margo who eventually spoke again.

“I don’t think
we understand Cee, if I’m honest. You’ve retired Silk? You’re gonna
have to give us more than that.”

And all eyes were on Cee
now.

“Ok ladies.
I’ve had ambitions since my early teens, let’s put it that way.
Silk was always my target. And so I have taken her out. I’ve milked
her and she is in prep now for her new life.”

There were collective
gasps of shock from the three women.

“You’ve
‘milked’ her, Silk? Do you know what milking even is, you’re so
young? Milking isn’t just for Christmas Cee, it’s for
keeps.”

That was another of the
women, Gwen, an English disciplinarian and she was using the
analogy of never buying someone a dog for Christmas. A dog is for
keeps. Likewise the milking of another woman was for keeps, not
just for fun.

“I do know
what milking means - I know precisely what it means, trust me. Her
clitoris hood has been removed as well.”

And there was another
intake of breath from the collective.

“Daddy, are
you winding us up or something? Silk’s gone on holiday right? She’s
just taking a few days off, and she’ll be back fresh as fuck in a
few days, right?”

And Margo smiled wide,
perfect white teeth on show. It was as though she had cracked the
big mystery. The other two smiled along with her. What she had come
up with was a plausible explanation. But Cee was not
smiling.

“No I’m not
joking. This is the former Empress Silk, in mid
milking.”

Cee held up her big screen
smart phone and a clip played. It showed Silk on that gurney. Her
eyes were open but they were rolling. She was breathing heavily and
she was licking her lips. She was trying to absorb the edging
pleasure that she was being given but at the same time she was
trying, desperately to achieve orgasmic status. But that wasn’t
being granted to her. At this point she had been edged continuously
for six hours and the was at the end of her tether. The women with
Cee leaned in close to see the clip. One of the women, the third
one clamped her hand to her mouth.

“This is after
five days of milking, and a continuous six hours edging without
orgasm. I’d guess that she was broken by this time but it went on
for another five days. I had to be sure that her mind was in the
place I needed it to be when I finished.”

Cee’s tone was almost
sombre as she held the phone for the women to watch. In that clip,
Silk was foaming form the mouth and she looked almost feral. This
wasn’t the Empress that they knew. And judging by the look in all
of their collective eyes, at this point they knew that the Silk as
they knew her, was gone.

“And this is
consensual right? She’s had enough and she wants to go to the other
side? That’s ok, that’s understandable.”

Gwen spoke, her voice
cracking a little bit. The reality was that she was far from
understanding.

“She accepts
her new situation. There was a little persuasion and a process
involved. But question of consent won’t arise.”

Cee chose her words
carefully and the women had to read between the lines and there was
this period of silence again. Eventually Cee spoke
again.

“I know, it’s
a shock for you. It will be for everyone.”

“What do you
mean? You mean this is going public?”

That was Margo.

“Silk managed
to bring the fetish world into the real world. It’s like we now
exists side by side. There will be a limited public exposure of
this. But in the fetish community, her ‘retirement’ and the
circumstances, will be made fully known. It’s not like she won’t be
‘seen’ again. I will want the whole community to see how fortunes
and lives can change in the blink of an eye.”

Again that
silence.

“So this is
the full works. She’s been taken out and her humiliation and
degradation and despair will be seen, and known? It’s not often
that such a huge step is applied to a woman, let alone one at the
top of her game. What the fuck did she do to you?”

Margo again, still trying
to deal with the shock of seeing that clip, and hearing this
news.

“It is, the
full works with interest. She didn’t do anything to me - I love
Silk, kind of. It could have been anyone in the top spot, it could
have been any of you and the result would have been the same. But,
it’s Silk, and things have changed. And this is what I wanted you
three here for. You’ve been in her inner circle since the beginning
or thereabouts. And now you’re in MY inner circle.”

The tone that Cee used,
for her age was chilling. She wasn’t even nineteen yet.

“But I don’t
get it. What about Silk’s businesses. Her properties, her contacts,
basically her ‘life’?”

Gwen again and as she
crossed long nylon sheathed legs there was this sound of nylon
rasping nylon.

“That’s all in
hand. I’ve taken over her portfolios, and her businesses, the
transition is already underway. I will also be taking over her
personal finances and her assets, and winding down things that I
will review over the next few weeks. Her life, as she knew it, is
over. Any other questions?”

Cee had pretty much struck
the three women dumb. All three moved their head side to side to
the negative. No they didn’t have any more questions.

“Good. Well I
trust you’ll serve me as well as you served Silk. Oh, and one more
thing, don’t get any ideas above your stations. You’ve seen a
little of what I’ve done to Silk. Imagine what I can do to you, if
you try anything stupid, or if you try to jump ship. Just remember
something simple going forward, ‘Daddy Cee can fuck you up’. If you
remember that, and act accordingly it’ll all be fine.”

And Cee was smiling that
broad red lipstick smile of hers again, but her tone was anything
but smiling and added a sinister element to this little get
together. The structure of the City’s fetish community and
hierarchy had changed for sure, in the blink of an eye.

“Can we see
Silk? Just to show her our support in this.”

Margo looked directly at
Daddy Cee with an amount of imploring that she wasn’t used to
giving.

‘I think you
know the answer to that, right? Now Ladies, I have to leave you. I
have things to attend to. I’ll be supplying each of you with
personal mobile phones, that I will use when I need to contact you.
You keep these phones with you at all times.”

Cee spoke back firmly and
yet with barely any volume to her voice.

There was nothing else
said in that meeting, but at the same time it didn’t break up
immediately. All four sat in an office overlooking the city. There
might not have been words spoken but there were ‘thoughts’. The
three dominatrixes just looked at each other and then out of the
window. Cee left and it was just the three of them
remaining.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


Emergence

 


The three professional
dominatrixes breathed a collective sigh of relief once Daddy Cee
had gone.

“Fuck! I’m
still trying to get my head round this. Did that just happen? I
mean, what the actual fuck just happened?”

Margo was an impressive
woman with flawless ebony skin and a local accent. She stood up to
look out of the picture window at the city scape that stretched as
far as the eye could see. She’d worked this city since she was a
teen, they all had and they were all about Silk’s age.

“If this can
happen to Silk, what about us?”

This was Gwen, a very
matronly, impressively busted woman who had specialised in
traditional corporal punishment since she’d arrived in the city
with her parents from South Africa. It was weird, she still had
traces of that South African accent even though she had been little
more than a child when she arrived. But she liked nothing more than
putting a smaller, weedy man over her stockinged knees and then
thrashing the holy fuck out of his ass until he cried. And she
could do that - she could make grown men cry with her spanking and
paddling techniques. Rumour had it that she could reduce selected
women to tears as well.

“She won’t let
us see Silk and that’s a concern, if I’m honest. And she’s tied us
up in all this somehow. It’s like she wants to run things as a
‘firm’. There was none of that with Silk. Everyone knew she was in
charge, that she was the top of the ladder and that was that. She
didn’t compel others to follow, they just did. But Daddy, fuck,
she’s just a child, and she’s pulled us in close to her. She
doesn’t want us fading away. I’m not sure what that
means.”

That was Margo again and
she was pacing the room now. The sounds of her heels on the marble
tiled floor was sharp and acute in the relative silence. The third
dominatrix spoke for the first time.

“I guess the
question is, is she working alone? I find it difficult to believe
that a young woman like that has no back up. She might have had
ambitions but to carry out what she has, in the way she has, she
must have a lot of support and I think that is what we need to be
thinking about. Daddy has made this move and now what. More to the
point, who else is going to crawl out of the woodwork?

Marie was American - there
was the New York drawl associated with that city. She
continued,

“Look, it’s
just a thought right, but we don’t think that organised crime has
something to do with this do we? Silk fought for years to resist
any infiltration into the scene by organised crime and the pimps
and all the rest of the lowlife. How she managed it I don’t know.
But all of this happening in this way, with Silk taken out the way
she has been. And let’s not forget, it’s already happened. If we
take Daddy Cee at her word, the Silk we knew is history. And with
that in mind, there would be nothing to stop the crime bosses
moving in, taking over. Hell, Cee herself could be ‘the’ boss to
take over - maybe she an heiress to a criminal empire, who knows?
She doesn’t sound like she’s fucking around does she? All of this
is a bit elaborate for it to be an ambitious teenager ‘lone wolf’,
don’t we think?”

Marie spoke perfect sense
and after she spoke there was another period of silence that seemed
to pierce the air like white noise.

“Well, there’s
nothing we can do is there? Cee didn’t get us all here like this if
she didn’t already have things tied up. I guess the real situation
will reveal itself over time. I do think we should be conscious
that she had probably only told us what she wants us to know for
now. There has to be more to it, there really does. But we can’t
find out. We have no access to Silk and judging from that footage
Cee showed us, we wouldn’t get a lot of sense out of her because
she’s already fucked. I can’t believe this, I just can’t. I know
one thing for sure, I don’t want to end up like Silk. Do any of
you? I mean, Silk’s our best friend, our ‘sister’ and all that, but
it looks as though it’s over for her now. We should take poor Silk,
and what she has been turned into now, as a warning. None of us
want to end up like her. Fuck that shit!”

Margo was almost in tears
which was weird given her stature and what she did for a living.
Margo had specialised in ‘medical fetishes’. She settled for
medical because she was a sadist. But she wasn’t a whips and canes
sadist. She liked the internal pain that she could create and as
with all sadists, she liked to up the ante with each outing. And
her skills had increased with that need. Various medical procedures
she could carry out in order to inflict immediate and lasting pain
had been her ‘joy’. Marie spoke again.

“The more I
think about it, the more I think there could be something in the
organised crime angle. I mean what do we know about Cee? Literally
we know nothing. We all grew up in the city and came into the scene
at the same time. Even the younger girls we know them - where they
come from and what they are about. But Cee? Does anyone know where
she came from? She just popped up and because she was this stunning
young woman, no-one asked any questions. I’ll bet I can go round
everyone in the scene here in the city and no-one would know her or
where she came from. We all took her at face value. We all come to
the conclusion that she was a fucking good addition to the scene,
which she was, and is. I mean look at her. How lucky would any
client, male or female, be to have her pandering to their
fetishes?”

Marie stopped talking as
though in deep thought. It was like once this group of women got
talking like this, there was this like snowball effect of thoughts
and fears. In another office on another floor of this same building
Daddy Cee sat back, crossed her surreal legs to the sound of nylon
on nylon and she smiled. She could hear the conversation in crystal
clear clarity over her in-ceiling speakers. She was alone but she
was smiling. She liked it that she had put the cat amongst the
pigeons. She had done that deliberately. She wanted to involve
others but Marie was giving her way too much credit as it stood.
‘Organised crime’ - she laughed out loud at that. These women were
from the dark ages as far as she was concerned. She wouldn’t deny
that it had been a mission to take out Silk, but she had done it
alone and she hadn’t needed any help from anyone. She’d not even
used mummy and daddy’s money. She come into the city scene almost
under the radar - never wholly under the radar because of the fact
that she couldn’t be invisible. But she’d blended in by standing
out, sort of.

She’d spent so, so long
studying Silk before she’d made her move. In a way she had spent
that time building up a resentment for the woman who had run the
city’s fetish scene, both professionally and lifestyle for so long.
And yes, she had repelled the advances of crime bosses. But Cee was
just a girl with an obsession. She had wanted the top spot and she
was going to get the top spot. She didn’t need any help to do it,
she just needed to make sure she got it all right. She just had to
make sure she knew Silk inside and out without Silk herself even
knowing it. And she’d been able to do that. She’d been able to
collect her portfolio on Silk at the same time as sliding into the
fetish scene quietly and unassumingly. She’d known she would be
‘noticed’. Cee couldn’t be the girl she was, looking the way she
looked without being noticed. But no-one ever questioned her. She
was just Daddy Cee, maybe another runaway, or another girl wanting
to explore something she had deep inside her. And that had been
right.

But in doing all of this,
Cee’s obsession had become almost unconquerable.

“So what the
fuck are we going to do then? Excuse my French!”

Gwen didn’t often swear.
She spent her time punishing errant male and some females for their
foul language, so she made it a thing not to use bad language
herself. But this called for an expletive or two. Cee listened -
she was curious as to how their conversation would go. She’d known
there would be a conversation. She’d set up this meeting because
she had needed to think beyond the physical taking out of Silk. As
complex operations go, the physical taking lout of Silk had been
relatively easy. As complex and as advanced as Silk was, for Cee,
she was still old school. She was still in her old school ways and
so for someone like Cee, it was easy to get into her life, into her
mind, and it was easy to get her into the milking
parlour.

Oh Cee knew what milking
meant. That old mythical treatment that broke women. She knew how
the old school held ‘milking’ in the highest of esteem in
catastrophic treatments that could be applied to suitable
candidates. For Cee though, the milking of Silk was just a tool
that she used. Yes it was an effective tool and an irreversible
one. But it was one that she could shrug off. She could do that
because she knew that what she had in store for Silk was something
that was deeper than even a milking and a circumcision could
produce. She knew that the milking, and that removal of the
clitoris hood, provide a good basis for what was ahead. That
procedure provided a good foundation for the all-encompassing hell
that Silk would be taken to bodily, and in her head. Cee laughed
again, as she thought about the ‘organised crime angle’.

“The simple
answer is, I don’t know Gwen. When I got out of bed this morning I
didn’t think this was how the day would pan out. Did any of us?
What we do - I think we have to see how all this pans out. Cee’s
giving us a hotline isn’t she, exclusive mobile phones which she
will call us on? We’re going to have to play ball. I’m not really
thinking that rocking the boat will be a good thing at this point.
Like we’ve just said, we don’t really know anything about Cee at
all. And we sure don’t want to think about what she could do to us
if we step out of line.”

Margo spoke and although
her voice was strained and teary in tone, there was a strength in
there that came from somewhere deep. It was clear that she had been
shocked by the clip of Silk, and more to the point, what that clip
meant. She had been the closest to Silk and seeing her the way she
was now was not something that sat well in her psyche and that was
evident.

“Yes Ladies,
rocking the boat would definitely not be advised.”

Cee spoke out loud. This
was just about the only unknown in her plan. She’d known the way
into Silk and how it would go down taking her out, because that had
needed to be minutely planned out and timed to perfection. There
had been no way that taking Silk out could go wrong - as in, that
wasn’t an option. But involving others had always been the ‘weak
spot’ in her plan. One could never work out how another person, let
alone three of them, would go. For now, Cee was happy. They were
talking and yes they were asking questions and that was part of the
plan that she knew would fall into place.

What she hadn’t been so
sure about was how they would react to not being able to talk to
anyone else about it. And how she had kind of wrapped them up in
now working for her. She had been so skilful, so cunning in
choosing these three that she could only smile to herself. See
listened carefully to what was being said in that office, in her
absence. What she heard there dictated really how plans evolved
going forward. Sure there would be fine tuning to carry out and
these three women would have to be catered for in various ways but
that was an evolving situation. But she liked what she was hearing
so far.

“Look ladies,
Silk is fucked. That much is pretty clear. This is going to cause a
shockwave through the community but I’m guessing that Daddy Cee
knows this already and that’s why she wants us on board. IF there
is anything in the organised crime connection then that will become
evident eventually. We can’t do anything until we know her next
move can we? I mean at least we’re not heading to the milking
parlour like poor Silk.”

That was Gwen again, kind
of resigned to how it was going to go down until they knew more.
For Cee, she smiled - it didn’t bother her that some kind of
takeover by gangsters might be happening was being considered. That
would deflect their attention from her to an extent. She could take
time out and explain that there was no elaborate mafia take over -
yes she could do that. And she could go on to explain that she was
just a sick twisted kinky bitch who wanted to take the fantasies
out of her mind and into the real world. She could do all of that.
But as she considered that now, she was having way too much fun.
When she thought about what these women could have done, or could
still do, such as involve the police given what they knew had
happened to Silk, she didn’t want to mix it up any more. She’d set
the seeds and now she would let them flower - or fester. She smiled
as she listened to the three dominatrixes getting up, collecting
their things and then filing out of the bugged meeting room. She
laughed again out loud.

“I don’t know
ladies, maybe I will take you all to the milking parlour. It
depends how you behave.”

And Daddy Cee was smiling
a wide lipstick smile as she watched the three make their way
through the building via the integral CCTV security system. Three
women being stopped by security to be handed their personal hot
line to her. That made her smile wider. This was what she liked
about ‘old school’ tarts and dominatrixes. They didn’t keep up. To
them the old ways were the best ways and the only ways. They always
used lines like ‘back in the day’ when they came across something
new. They always dismissed anything new, like technology and the
psychological angle. The only one who had embraced the new ways, or
some of them had been Silk, but she was out of the picture now -
that is, she was out of the picture in regard to being a threat to
Cee.

Margo, Gwen and Marie
stood on the street outside the building. They stood in a huddle as
though they had just been to a funeral. People passing did double
takes of these three fetish women who didn’t know how else to dress
other than for their jobs, which was where they would he heading to
next. Each of them turned on their Cee connected phones and waiting
for them to boot up. As they did that Cee’s own phone beeped three
times. That was the tracker app activating. She would know exactly
where each of them was at any given time of the day or night,
unless they turned them off, that is.

“Look what do
you say we meet up a couple of times a week, just to compare notes
as to how we think this is all going. I think we should press Cee
for us to see Silk. I’m not happy that she is somewhere all alone
dealing with all this. Imagine what she must be going
through.”

Marie’s American accent
seemed to carry in the still air of the day time city.

‘What do you
think Margo? You’re closer to Cee than any of us.

The mixed-race Margo was a
statuesque woman who had this ability to simply attract the eyes
towards her. She wasn’t a shrinking violet that’s for sure. But she
was troubled. Her demeanour, her facial expressions, and her body
language was just not the usual her. She was able to fill any man,
and any chosen woman with fear, just with a look, but she didn’t
look like she could this now. It was as though what had just
happened and transpired in the building behind them, had affected
her more than she would care to admit. It was like, as the time
passed, the more it affected her.

“I’ll try and
talk to Cee, kind of informally. There must be a way in somehow.
I’m just really, really worried about Silk. If we think what she’s
stood for in this city. What she’s managed to a achieve and the
respect she’s gained over time. Just think about it. And I am
having a hard time coming to terms with the fact that it’s over for
her now. Imagine that, no Silk? Or no Silk as we know her, or knew
her. I can’t accept this, I just can’t and I worry for the fetish
community.”

Margo was truly
distraught. There had been time for it to sink in now and she
didn’t like how she felt.

“Well look,
let’s all go our own ways now and message up on our usual phones in
a couple of days. In the mean time we can just try to see what is
happening in the city and in the deeper scene. I’m sure that
ripples will start to occur very soon. Silk was always ‘visual’.
She was always ‘seen’ throughout the scene. She liked to be seen so
that every sex worker and fetish specialist felt safe out there.
Questions are going to be asked I know they are.”

That was Marie again. She
needed some time to get her own head around this thing. There was
this overall feeling, like this vibe that what was happening here
was a huge, huge thing. And that the scene as they all knew it was
changing, or had changed. They all murmured their agreements that
they would speak soon and then went their separate ways.

From several floors up,
Daddy Cee was looking down on the street. She was looking at the
huddle of older, specialist sex workers and she was smiling. She
was imagining they were all plotting about what to do next, and
then what they would say if anyone asked about Silk. But this was
what Daddy Cee was all about. She liked putting grown women in
‘predicaments’ and she liked to see how they handled that
predicament. It just so happened that this predicament was a big
one and what these women did next interested her a great
deal.

 



CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

 


The Summons Of
Margo

 


Margo had barely emerged
from the subway station she used regularly, when her new Cee
connected phone rang.

“Hello Margo
speaking.”

There was silence as Margo
listened to the other end of the conversation.

“Oh, I see.
Yes I can make it tomorrow afternoon. Where shall we meet
Daddy?”

There was this bizarreness
about the way this giant of a mixed-race woman called a girl half
her age Daddy. And yet there was this eroticism at the same time.
There was this eroticism as well about the fact that this wasn’t
the usual alert Margo who was used to getting phone calls off all
kinds of men and women about all kinds of things. There was this
subdued tone to her voice.

“You want to
meet at Silk’s, I mean ‘your’ facility. That’s ok, I can be there
at 2, is that ok?”

A short response from the
other side.

‘Yes, yes of
course Daddy, 1.30pm is perfect.”

Margo’d had her time
corrected by Daddy Cee and she could feel her mouth drying up. Now
she had something else to worry about. The plan had all been
sorted. They would see how it panned out for a few days and they
would be in contact with each other to compare notes on the general
vibe out there with no Silk around. But now she had been called in
and she wasn’t sure how she felt about that. And, looking at her
watch, she had twenty-four hours to sweat on it. Margo was smooth
skinned and ageless in looks. But now she looked troubled as the
conversation from the other end continued.

“You want me
to ‘dress to impress’?”

There was a
pause.

‘Yes, yes of
course Daddy, I understand.”

She was lying because she
didn’t understand at all. Well she did, but she was having a
difficult time getting her head round the fact that Daddy had just
told her to make herself look like the ‘best version of herself
that she could’. The words were simple to understand, but the
concept was almost something that left a slither of ice cold
running through the core of her spine. What did she need make
herself look like the best version of herself for? She was a
natural dominant, not some insta-domme trying to act the part. This
was mind games being played by Cee, but why her? Clearly Margo was
seen as the closest to Silk, both in friendship and in power. Often
it had been mentioned that Margo would be Silk’s natural successor.
But it had always been loose talk, as though it would never happen
because Silk would always be there. The phone call was hung
up.

“Fuck!”

Margo exclaimed out loud
and a tiny man, who just happened to be passing took one look at
this statuesque woman and sidestepped her with his face getting
redder and redder. Margo just looked at him.

“Fuck!’

And that second ‘fuck’ saw
the man take off in something that approached a comical sprint. But
Margo was troubled. She was trying to work out why Cee had called
her so soon. If she’d planned to meet the next day why didn’t she
arrange it before she left them earlier? Did it mean that something
had come up in the time they had left the building and her arriving
at her apartment? She didn’t like it either that she was meeting
Daddy at Silk’s premises and facility. That place was a secure,
underground bunker for fuck’s sakes. Did she really want to go
there, willingly to meet the young woman who had taken Silk out of
the scene? But more to the point it could be there that Silk was
and she might get the opportunity to see her, speak to her
even.

Ok, ok, this wasn’t
exactly going as planned but it was just that the plan was being
brought forward. She was going to ask Cee if she could see Silk,
now she would be asking her in twenty-four hours or so. She had
time to prepare and that was a good thing. She could work out what
to say, what to ask of Cee. She had time to kind of try to get the
bigger picture out of Cee. She was a young girl for fuck’s sakes,
why did she feel so afraid of her? It wasn’t her at all and she
knew that, but at the same time she had no answers for why she felt
the way she felt. It must have been all to do with that video clip
of Silk being milked. The reality of it, and the staggering change
in fortunes of one so close in such a shocking way.

It was the shock. That was
it, it had to be the shock. But between the bouts of feeling good
that she would get to ask to see Silk sooner rather than later was
the increasing dread she felt. What if she was being lured to this
facility in order to take her out as well? In twenty-four hours she
could be heading for the milking parlour and with that thought came
the images and the memories of what she had seen on that little
screen - Silk in mid-milking, already broken, already addicted to
her own sexual pleasure in a way that was so insidious that it
didn’t bare thinking about. She took out her own phone and thumbed
down the contacts coming to her ‘maid’. She dialled and in a few
seconds the call was picked up.

“Trixie,
cancel all my sessions today, I’m not up to it. I’ll be fine, and
I’ll let you know when to rebook everyone.”

Trixie was a pre-op
transexual slave that had been with Margo for a number of years.
She was the ‘meet and greet’ when clients came to Margo’s own
rooms. She was herself something of a stunning ‘woman’ who had
hesitated to go full op but was now booked in for it after a number
of close, intimate and intense sessions with Margo. The killer line
or the trigger had been,

“If I told you
I wanted you to have the op, would you Trixie, hmm?”

And this was Margo’s
speciality. The power of persuasion and the power of the mind. She
could curse Cee all she liked about playing mind games but playing
mind games was how she had made a very handsome living for near
enough twenty years. Oh she had improved and refined her techniques
over the years and now it was something like perfect. But maybe
this was why she was so full of nerves about this meeting with Cee.
She knew the power of the mind and she knew what mind games could
do to a person if they were on the receiving end of them. And to be
fair, she had been told that the queen of the mind fuck, Silk
herself had been fucked over by this very slip of a girl Daddy Cee
so, in her mind she had every right to be fucking scared half to
death.

When Margo got back to her
own apartment she flung off her jacket and headed straight for the
red wine. She needed a drink right then. She had so much going on
in her mind that it felt like her brain was spinning around on the
tumble dry setting. She needed to think and the red wine would slow
her mind down a little bit. But it took time to do that and she was
on her third glass before she could try to make sense of what was
happening. She needed to plan what to say to Cee in order to get
more out of her, she was giving no credence to the fact that she
would get nothing out of this young girl that she didn’t want to
divulge.

But she was also thinking
about ‘dressing to impress’. Why had Cee made a thing of that? And
what was the point of it? Fuck, her mind was racing again. No
sooner had she calmed down and the wine was doing its work than it
was spinning again. In less than twenty-four hours she would be
sitting with Cee. And for some reason that scared her shitless
because this time she would be alone. But Margo was a woman who did
not scare so easily, usually. She opted not to tell the others of
this meeting. She didn’t know why she made that decision, surely it
would have been safety in numbers? Cee hadn’t told her it shouldn’t
be mentioned, so why not? In a way that was a good thing. Cee
acting all open and not putting restrictions, meant that she
couldn’t have really bad intentions - could she? In any event, she
had decided to keep this to herself and now all she needed to do
was look through her extensive wardrobes and decide how to ‘dress
to impress’. She had to work out the best look - the best version
of herself. That was what she had to do and all of a sudden, the
twenty-two hours or so left until this meeting with Daddy Cee
didn’t seem so far away.

 


Twenty-Four
Hours Later

 


“Ah I’m
pleased you could find the time to come see me. I know things must
all be a bit confusing for you right now - that’s
understandable.”

Daddy Cee hadn’t even
invited Margo to sit down. Instead she sat herself, crossed long,
long nylon sheathed legs and let her eyes pour over the older,
ebony skinned woman. She didn’t even let Margo respond to what she
had said before she spoke again.

“Turn around,
on the spot. Let me look at the ‘best version of yourself’ you have
come up with.”

And Cee was smiling. But
it wasn’t a welcoming, warm smile. Instead there was this vibe of
nastiness about it that wasn’t on the surface of those full lips
and face. But it was a nastiness that bubbled under the surface.
Margo made little sissy sluts do this, turn on the spot for her
when she had sat and watched them transform from future traders by
day, to night time sissy sluts that craved cock in all their
available orifices by night. And now she was being instructed to
turn on the spot, just like that. And she did. Margo was a mature
woman, she knew what she had to do, how she had to look. There was
no mistake that Cee had wanted her to sexualise herself by getting
dressed up.

The ‘best version of
herself’ concept was to underline the sexualisation, and she knew
that, and she could feel Daddy Cee’s eyes crawling all over her,
from her severely arched feet, over her long stockinged legs, the
slight roll to her hips and then over her torso, the overhang of
her breasts, the almost teasing glimpse of large, succulent
nipples. And then up over her heavily made-up face, and her hair,
all pulled back into a tight pony. She completed the three sixty on
the spot and stopped when she was facing Cee again.

Somehow this was all
wrong. Cee looked even younger in this setting and in these
circumstances. She almost looked vulnerable except she wasn’t. She
was impeccably dressed in a business style and yet with hints of
fetish about her. The lipstick, the leather and the lace and of
course the high heels. And then there was satin blouse covering the
mounds of her tits with just a hint of nipple poke through. Margo
on the other hand was in a waist cinching corset that added to the
roll of her hips. But it added to the volume of her tits as well
and these almost spilled obscenely out. She’d worn a coat over her
outfit for the short trip to Silk’s premises. But that coat had
splits in the front and back allowing the full extent of her legs
which went on for days, to be displayed. The stockings finished the
outfit. Self-supporting nylons that clung and gently pinched the
very upper flesh of her thighs. This was the outfit that she had
caused the most damage to people both male and female, and so this
was what she ‘felt’ when she’d been getting ready. In her mind
‘this’ was the best version of herself.

“I don’t know
Margo. This was your time to shine. Your time to impress me and I
feel a little underwhelmed if I’m honest. You look like an common
hooker to be truthful. At the moment, you represent the city’s
elite in fetish services and this is how you come to me. And you
didn’t think panties would have been appropriate given that you had
to come on public transport?”

Daddy Cee looked right at
Margo as she spoke.

“Look at me
when I’m talking to you.”

Margo had been avoiding
eyes contact which was in itself very rare. Margo never had any
trouble with the eye contact thing. But Cee had begun by tearing a
strip off her, criticising her and putting her down, so now the eye
contact didn’t come so easily. Now all of what Margo had planned
over night, what she was going to say, what she was going to ask,
all about Silk, that had all gone and she was left looking rather
less that statuesque in front of this young girl.

“I’m sorry
Daddy. I didn’t, I couldn’t think straight and this was all I could
come up with.”

There it was again - this
mature woman calling this ever so young girl Daddy.

“Sit
Margo.”

And Cee clicked her
fingers. She had wondered how difficult it would be to get into the
heads of these so called dominatrixes. She had wondered how long it
would take her to inflict herself on them. And if Margo was
anything to go by, it wouldn’t take long at all.

“I was a
little surprised you called me in, given we only spoke earlier in
the day yesterday?”

Margo’s tone was almost
hushed and it was definitely subdued.

“That’s true.
But after you all left I got to thinking. And as high up in the
food chain as you were when Silk was on top, none of you really
held your composure that well. So I thought, with you being top of
what is left of the tree, we could have a little chat.”

Cee was already talking in
‘past tense’ terms. And not only that, she was also talking as
though Margo, Gwen and Marie had already been demoted.

“I can’t lie
Daddy, it did take us aback a little bit yes. All of us were
shocked at how that meeting went, and how suddenly it’s come on top
for Silk. I was going to ask you, please could I see Silk? At least
it would give me some perspective on the situation.”

“Yes you can
see her a little later. It’s important that you all have
perspective.”

And it was that easy.
Margo certainly didn’t think that she would get such a positive
response so soon. In fact she didn’t for some reason think that she
would get a positive response at all.

“Oh Daddy.
Thank you so much. Thank you.”

The gratitude in Margo’s
voice was as clear as it was grovelling.

“I think it’s
important that you get to see, first hand, the way it is. But
that’s a little later. For now, we need to talk about you, and your
future. I didn’t want to give the wrong impression with those
contact phones I gave you. Those are for the transition phases -
the handover if you like.”

All the time Cee was
speaking she had her eyes locked on Margo.

“Will we not
just carry on as we have been Daddy? I mean Silk was in charge and
we just did our own thing. And now you are in charge we can do the
same, no?

Even as Margo was saying
‘no’ Cee was moving her head side to side to the
negative.

“Uh no, it’s
not as simple as that. I run things differently, very differently
to Silk. For a start I have my own people.”

Cee paused only for Margo
to absorb the words.

“Oh, I know
you’ll have your own people. I understand that Daddy. But myself,
Gwen and Marie we all have our own premises that we work
from…”

And again Cee was moving
her head side to side.

“Yes, but
things are going to change. Your premises, all of them, will come
into my portfolio, because I’ve bought out the freeholds, and
renting them back to you will be one option although there are
others. But the services you will offer will change.”

Again Cee
paused.

“I don’t
understand? We only ever been dominatrixes. That’s what we do
Daddy?”

It could be true to say
that Margo had found her voice but it was shaky, and
uncertain.

“Margo, we sex
workers and fetishists know that there’s something out there for
all of us, don’t we? I mean it’s the mantra we all knew from day
one. And after considerable market research, worldwide, I know that
there is a market for ‘former dominatrixes’.”

Margo looked puzzled as
Cee drilled her with her extraordinary eyes.

“I don’t
understand?”

And that was partly true
at the very least. Probably deep down Margo didn’t like the way
this conversation was going but it was like she was compelled to
continue to, just to find out if her worst nightmares were about to
come true.

“Ok, let me
explain it, so that you do understand. I have clients in this
country, and overseas, male and female, who would pay a lot of
money to use, and abuse a trio of ‘former dominatrixes’. The
highest prices will be paid by those who demand the kinkiest,
filthiest pleasures in women like you three. You Margo have a
special offering in that you are mixed race.”

Again there was that
pause.

“Oh Daddy, no,
we don’t do that. We are not common prostitutes. We don’t give
sexual services, not ever.”

Probably Margo’s outrage
and snobbery was masked somewhat by the shock of what she was
hearing. Cee smiled, she had never been able to get her head round
the label ‘sex worker’ with the dominatrix side of it denying that
sexual services were given. She laughed softly.

“No, you are
right, you’re NOT common prostitutes. What you are, what you will
be is ‘former dominatrixes’. That is ‘subjugated former
dominatrixes’. You won’t know this, but I can tell you that the
‘kink’ of seeing women who were at the top of their dominant game,
reduced somewhat, is huge. And you three will be filling that void.
And don’t try to tell me that you’ve never sucked cock, or never
had a nice thick cock up your asses, because I know that’s
bullshit. There will be sexual relief required by the clients, but
it’s about much, much more than that.”

Margo was filled with
terror at what she was hearing. Cee was painting a picture that she
couldn’t comprehend and a picture that set off all sorts of
triggers in her mind..

“I don’t know
what to say Daddy. I guess we could cut our losses and leave the
city, if we don’t like what you offer.”

Cee was moving her head
side to side again.

“Well
technically you could all do that. But I’ve already tied the
properties up in so much red tape that you would be all leaving
with nothing. Literally nothing. And besides, I wouldn’t want that
to happen. I wouldn’t want the hassle of coming for your personal
fortunes either, but I can do that. AND I can expect that you WILL
hand everything to me in due course, and thank me for the
honour.”

Margo looked at Cee and
for the first time there was some anger there.

“You mean you
wouldn’t let us just leave with our tails between our legs. But
why? I don’t get it. You’d have what you wanted and we could just
leave.”

Daddy Cee looked at Margo
for what seemed an age before she spoke again.

 



CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

 


Silk, Poor Poor
Silk

 


“What I ‘want’
is for the old guard to lose everything and then be dependent on me
to exist. Can you see where I’m coming from? I know you’ve been in
the scene for a long time and your ability to think and process
must be diminishing, but can you see where I am coming from, can’t
you?”

There was definitely an
ageist slant coming from Daddy Cee. And yes, Margo got it. She knew
more from this last few minutes about Cee than any of them had
known before. Cee was deep into control. That she wanted complete
utter control of everything, and their lives was a worry going
forward. Margo could cut her losses and so probably could Marie and
Gwen. They had salted enough cash away for their respective
retirements and although that wasn’t planned so early as this, if
they had to, they could do a runner. But she had the feeling that
it wouldn’t be so easy to achieve with Cee’s current
mindset.

“I don’t know
what to say Daddy, if I’m honest. Why can’t you just let us
go?”

Margo sounded drained of
any emotion and it was like she could just roll up into a ball and
go to sleep and then wake up finding that this had all been a bad
nightmare.

“Because I
can’t. To let you all go would be like letting Silk go. Yes I’ve
taken the top spot and I’ve milked Silk to the place she is now,
but to complete the set, I want the three of you as well. It’s
really not that hard to understand.”

Cee was cool and she was
calm and that was chilling in a young woman her age.

‘There is one
option open to all three of you, and I am depending on you to make
sure the others get the message of this option.”

And this perked Margo up a
little bit.

“Oh what is
the option Daddy?”

“You can
submit yourselves to be milked, like Silk was. Milked, clitoris
hood removed, and live a life like that. Kind of zombified and
sexually addicted and yet still providing sexual services for the
real perverts of the world. I mean that may be a preferred option
for you all, at least you’d be WANTING and NEEDING that sexual
attention?”

And Cee was looking
directly at Margo who became more and more worried the more this
conversation went on. If she even tried to weigh up the pros and
cons of the options, neither one of them was desired. But to be put
through the milking process was something that mortified this
woman. And since she had seen that clip of Silk, for her to think
of herself, or the others in a similar situation couldn’t be
considered surely. Now it was Margo’s turn to move her head side to
side.

“I don’t… I
don’t think I can give these options to my friends.”

“Oh but you
have to, because I want you to. But have a think about it. Take
your time, I have full ability to make either option reality - your
new reality. You can take your new roles on and work to impress me
by gratifying the world highest paying perverts, or you can submit
yourselves for milking and be sexually addled for the rest of your
lives. It’s simple. But talking of which, I think it’s time for you
to see Silk. Actually seeing her may persuade you, either way and
you can relay your findings to the others.”

Something inside Margo’s
mind clicked. The mention of Silk and seeing her. That was like
this bit of light at the end of a huge, long tunnel. Except it
wasn’t not really.

“I can see
her, now Daddy?”

Margo was a little shocked
that it was going to be this easy. But her mind was not working
right. Silk had been their guiding light for so long. There could
be a disaster ensuing and most often Silk would have to say one
word and it would all ok again. And it was like this was what Margo
was thinking right now. That once she saw Silk and spoke to her,
that it would all be ok again. She wasn’t taking into account, not
really, what had happened to her best friend and what this Daddy
Cee was in the process of doing.

“Yes of
course. I said you could see her, and I am a young woman of my
word, I promise you.”

Cee was smiling but Margo
couldn’t find a smile in herself.

“Thank you so
much Daddy. Thank you so much.”

Margo sounded truly
grateful to this girl. Margo herself would have never imagined
herself being grateful like this, but she was.

“My pleasure,
I can assure you. Why don’t we go down to the basement facility
now? If that’s ok with you?”

Again Cee was smiling as
she uncrossed her legs and got up from her seat. Margo followed
suit.

“Leave your
coat. You cut a striking if a little disappointing figure in that
get-up. It’ll be nice to see Silk recognise you.”

Margo didn’t like this one
little bit. This was her chance to see Silk, get through to her and
end this nightmare except it was like it was all being granted a
little too easily. But she really wasn’t thinking straight. Even in
the elevator down to the sub-levels of the facility she was
thinking that it would all be ok now. That it would all be over.
She would speak to Silk and her best friend would reassure her in
those cool calm dulcet tones that she always used, and somehow,
some way, there would be an agreement reached with Daddy Cee and
they would all go on their way. They might even joke about it over
glasses of wine a little later. They might even joke about this
slip of a girl trying to move in on them and take over. For Margo
there really was this light at the end of the tunnel.

 


“Oh for fucks
sakes!”

It was all Margo could
come up with before her hand was clapped to her mouth in shock.
Daddy Cee smiled - she liked to shock other human beings. She liked
to shock them to the core. And it was as though she knew that Margo
had been thinking that this was all going to end right about now,
happily ever after.

Silk was on a rig, and
there were long thick ribbons of drool like juice hanging from her
sexuality. Some of this those ribbons had reached the rig platform
she was standing on, and presented this weird connection of this
poor woman by her sexual entrails to this platform - the rest just
hung and swing like incomplete stalactites. The platform was in the
middle of a windowless room with a low ceiling. Her arms were
outstretched, and pulled up high as though she had been crucified.
Her entire body, her entire flesh was second skinned in transparent
latex that had this dirty yellow tinge to it. This was to sexualise
her - make her appear ‘dirty’ and more deranged than she had been
made already. Her sex lips had been pulled through very tight
reinforced latex slits and just hung all swollen, quivering and
wet. And these sex lips provided the guidance, or the method for
her juices to drip and form those ribbons.

Her nipples had been
pulled through tight reenforced holes that were clearly too small
for the thickness of the nipples. The fact was that the nipples
were black because of their permanent engorgement and those holes
just squeezed the base of each nipple adding a source of
stimulation. There was no doubt that Silk was in a highly
intensified aroused state. Between her parted legs was a pole and
on the top of that pole a wired device. It was designed to lightly
brush a clitoris that didn’t have a hood any more - one that was
always on the highest alert. That ‘surgery’ had healed now but in
its place was an exposed angry clitoris that demanded attention and
orgasms. Except that it didn’t get what it wanted, or what it
needed very often.

Her feet were severely
arched into seven-inch heeled shoes that didn’t have a platform and
her legs had then been parted and anchored to the rig via ankle
cuffs and locks. And there was this constant ‘movement’ about Silk.
Despite her bondage which held her rigid, there was the fluidity
about the way she moved, or attempted to move. It was as though she
was trying to get some kind of gratification from the sexual need
that she had. It was like all she had was sexual need with no
gratification to go with it. Around her neck and throat was an
industrial posture collar which extended her neck and forced her
head high. This collar was made of heavy-duty moulded latex and it
looked permanent, and tight.

“I know this
isn’t how you remember her. But you could be like her you know. Not
a care in the world except for that never ending need for
orgasm.”

And there was more than a
hint of ‘delight’ in Cee’s voice. It was like she lived for these
moments. Margo just looked and there had to have been instant
dismissal in this option. It didn’t bare thinking about.

“Take a walk
around her, look at her. Look at what she’s become as opposed to
what she was.”

Margo was rooted to the
spot and she was seeing Silk from behind. That had been her first
view and now she didn’t know if she wanted to see more or not. It
was as though her hopes had been erased just like that. It was as
though that light at the end of that long tunnel had been snuffed
out. Cee hooked an arm into Margo’s and gently got her to take one
step after another. Silk was hooded and her facial features
distorted, even if instantly recognisable. Her oral lips, like her
sex lips had been pulled through a mouth hole in the latex hood.
And her eyes, always huge eyes, looked as though they were about to
pop. Every so often her tongue slithered out all wet and drooling
and she swiped it across her lips, the full width from one side to
the other.

And when Margo came
around, Silk’s eyes darted to her then away again. It wasn’t clear
if she recognised her or not but Cee cleared that up.

“She knows
you’re here, but her addiction is more important. She needs orgasm.
She needs it like she needs nothing else. What she has been put
through since the milking and since the removal of her clitoris
hood has been relentless. Even I can’t imagine what’s going on
inside her mind.”

Daddy Cee spoke
matter-of-factly.

“How the fuck
do you sleep at night?”

It might not have been the
ideal question for Margo to ask, but Cee was more than pleased to
tell her,

“I sleep
soundly I have to say. More so knowing the ‘empress’ here is in her
rightful place, suffering for MY pleasure.”

And in that short response
was as much conviction as Margo would need to know that she was
telling the truth. Cee simply smiled and there was a sadism in that
smile that was undeniable.

“Silk, Silk
can you hear me? It’s me Margo…”

Margo was just looking up
at this almost deranged face of her former best friend. The eyes of
Silk flicked to her because it was a voice. But they didn’t stay on
her for long. It was as though they needed to dart about, all over
the place in case she missed a chance to orgasm. But there was no
response from Silk, just ribbons or oral drool slithering from
between quivering lips. And then that tongue, eager and hungry
slipping out, testing the air in front of her.

“Do you give
her what she needs? Do you give her orgasms?”

They were almost desolate
words from Margo.

“Of course I
do. What do you take me for, a sadist, or what? But she only gets
orgasm depending on my mood. I’m not going to lie, she could do
with more, but nah, fuck it, she gets what I choose to give her and
nothing more,”

And from almost quiet
tones to a sadistic, tormenting tone.

“You’ve taken
her beautiful dark red hair as well! For fucks sakes!”

“I did yes. I
know she was pretty proud of her hair and so that was something
else that had to go and besides she’s got load of different colour
wigs now, to suit every occasion and every taste of clients. But
you know, you and the others can have all of this as well, if you
don’t want to go with option one.”

Again here was this
nastiness to Cee’s tone that told Margo all she needed to
know.

“Silk, Silk
baby, listen to me. I want to get you out of here, but I can’t. I
just want you to know that we’re all thinking of you.”

Silk’s eyes darted to the
source of the voice again but again it was short lived eye contact.
Margo thought she could see a recognition in there but it was there
and gone in a flash.

“Oh so sweet!
Look, ok ok, she can have an orgasm now. It’s been seven days since
her last so she is ready for it. Imagine being seven days without
your fix Margo! Just think you could have all of this.”

And with that, instantly
Silk was orgasming. She made this noise that no-one would put down
as human. It was a sad noise. Like a long, drooling wet groaning
noise that told of relief and gratification at last. Margo was
compelled to watch her former, elegant, dignified friend and
dominatrix absorb this degrading orgasm. Silk squirted her juices
under the intense pressure of the orgasm and she moved as much as
she could as she teetered on the edge and then spilled over into
the peak of the orgasm.

“You know, she
knows what’s happening to her. She even knows you are here. She’d
heard every one of your words and she’s seen you. She is just so
consumed with needing sexual gratification that she can’t
communicate with you, that’s all.”

Daddy Cee was smiling and
she was tilting her head as she looked up at Silk and towards
Margo. The tall, mixed race woman didn’t know whether it was better
that she knew that Silk was aware of her presence and her words, or
not. She was of the mind, like most would be, that it would be
better if Silk’s mind was completely fucked up and destroyed. She
just watched in something like awe as Silk orgasmed and then she
looked up at her again. And just for that split second again, when
that orgasm was drained away there would have been this micro
second that she was not craving more of the same - but it was just
that, a split second and in that micro short time their eyes met
again. And just inside that micro second there was the old Silk,
but then it was gone again to be replaced by more need, and greed.
She wanted another orgasm already as that electrical device brushed
her exposed clitoral nerve endings.

 


Later The Same
Day

 


“What’s the
panic Margo? Fucks sakes, from your message you’d think the world
was ending.”

That was the American
Marie. Gwen was there as well, at Margo’s rooms.

“Something’s
happened hasn’t it? What’s happened Margo? You look like death
warmed up.”

That was Gwen.

“I’ve been to
see Silk.”

That was all Margo said
and it seemed about as much as she could get out in a single short
burst. She was trembling as well. Her hands, fingers, they were
trembling.

“Why am I
getting the impression that this didn’t go well? Why didn’t you
call us, we could have come as well? Is Silk ok? Is she coming
home, back to work?”

They were inane questions
from Marie who already knew that answers. Maybe she was, in her
mind, putting off the inevitable of having it spelled out to them
all.

“Silk is
fucked. Before we only thought she might be. Even comparing that
video clip we saw, she is in advanced stages now. There’s no going
back for her.”

Marie and Gwen wouldn’t
have wanted to hear that. They would have been the same in wanting
this nightmare to end. But as bad as the situation appeared to be
for their friend and the Empress Silk, there was a general feeling
that this wasn’t all Margo had to tell them.

“Come on
Margo, there’s more we know it. What is it?”

Margo managed to pour them
all a glass of her best red, it was heading to the evening after
all. They sipped and stayed silent for a short time and then Margo
spoke.

“Daddy has
taken over our leases, she’s bought the freeholds of the
properties. And….”

Her voice tailed off
before she could say any more.

“And, Margo,
and what?”

Gwen in that perfect
English accent of her’s.

“We’re not
going to be dominatrixes anymore. We are going to be sex workers,
sold to perverts who want to see women like us, ‘former
dominatrixes’ Daddy calls us, brought down a peg or
two.”

Margo stopped talking to
allow the words to sink in to her two friends. And at first there
was nothing. But then Marie responded.

“But that’s
what we do, what we are. We don’t just ‘pretend’ to be dominant, we
are lifestyle dominatrixes. We live this twenty-four seven for
fucks sakes.”

Marie sounded incredulous
at what they had just been told.

“That’ more or
less what I said. But…..”

Margo didn’t get to say
any more when Gwen spoke again.

“Well, fuck it
then. We can just bail out. Take what’s ours and go?”

She was thinking the same
as Margot had thought but Margo was already moving her head side to
side to the negative.

“No, she’s
tied us up in legals that would drag on for years. We’d end up
broke. We wouldn’t even be able to afford the legal
fees.”

“So what then,
we just give in, give in to what she wants us to do and be pimped
out, by her? Something that has been against our grain since we
started out? Pandering to fucking perverts, going down below the
first rung of the ladder to suit, do fuck knows what? This is what
we do?”

Marie now sounding
upset.

“There is a
choice, but it’s not one I think we’ll take any time soon. But I
have to put it to you. Daddy told me that I have to put the two
options to you. One you already know…”

“So what’s the
other one? Fucks sakes Margo will you spit it out?”

Marie again. Gwen had just
sat back and crossed her legs. She wanted to hear this. They all
NEEDED to hear it.

“We can submit
ourselves to the milking process - and the removal of our clitoris
hoods, like Silk. We can all go down the same road as
her.

And there was this
collective audio gulp from Marie and Gwen.

“Like Silk? I
don’t fucking think so. I really mean, I don’t fucking think
so.”

Gwen couldn’t quite get
her head round what had just been said. Margo just
nodded.

“The ONLY
upside to that, is that we would be so sexually addicted and addled
that we will do anything for the perverts that will pay to use
us.”

Margo laid it bare, and
raw for her friends to process. But all there was, was this silence
that seemed to bring the walls in close around them. They had to
have been doing the calculations in their head. They were in a
position from which they couldn’t win. That much was becoming more
and more clear.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN

 


Twenty Twenty
Two

 


Twelve months had passed
since that meeting between the three took place. Once Margo had
laid it out for them, the two options, they’d needed to decide.
They briefly contemplated going public, going to the police since
they were pretty sure that Daddy Cee had broken laws along the way.
They’d known the law was still on their side, but the fight would
make it pointless. Cee had covered her angles and she wasn’t
letting them walk away. That was what was so chilling really. It
wasn’t enough for her to take everything and take over everything -
she wanted them, and she’d wanted Silk as well, at her mercy.
Between Margo, Gwen, Marie and Silk, they must have covered every
‘total domination’ role play and scenario in existence for clients.
They’d known how to build a scene and then execute it. But now they
were forced to enter such a scene willingly and for
real.

Whilst Marie and Gwen
discounted the milking option out of hand, Margo didn’t. One might
have thought with what she’d seen her friend Silk go through, that
she would want to stay as far away as possible from such a fate.
But so affected had she become, so afraid of what Daddy Cee had
done and could do, that she thought the best way was to be milked,
to be circumcised of her clitoris hood and spend the rest of her
days in that sexually addled, sexually addicted drooling state. -
for her, at the time of choosing it was her best option. It was the
closest to suicide that she could manage except it wasn’t anywhere
near suicide.

She could be criticised
for her decision but she’d not been able to deal with the thought
of putting a cock into her mouth, or her sucking that cock until it
exploded down her throat willingly. She’d considered that if she
had to do it, why not crave it? Why not crave to do what she in
normal circumstances would never do? She considered that in a way,
it was a win win for her. Yes ok Daddy Cee had taken everything,
but the only way that this new wave of Dominatrixes could get the
better of her, and get her to play ball was to milk her. And that
was the route that she’d taken - somewhere in her twisted confused
mind, she was being the winner, not!

There had to be times when
she’d regretted her decision. In those early milking hours and
days, before she was broken - there had to be times when she’d
wished upon wish that she’d taken the other route. She must have
known that her mind was being taken off her and if she chose the
other route then at least she would have a mind left to try to come
up with something at a later time. Indeed, such thoughts had
provide her with the nightmares. That regret forming like a
festering mould inside her mind. Those opportunities that would
have presented themselves had she just taken the soft option, just
waving to her, laughing at her from the back of her mind as that
very same mind, or most of it, was melted.

And for Margo the
addiction to orgasm came quickly. She had always been highly sexed
and so this had aided her in her decision. But the addiction had
gripped her after three or four of the most intense forced orgasms
that she had ever experienced. She’d looked nothing short of
spectacular on the rig. Being placed into the bondage she’d felt a
sense of being liberated. Like the decision had been made, she made
her choice and now there was nothing else to do but let the process
begin. And that was right to an extent. Except that no milking
victim was just ‘left’ to the process. To be just left to the
process meant that they could just chill, lay back, and let it do
it’s stuff. But when that edging and denial started, when that
process began and each and every time the orgasm got closer and
closer only to be taken away, the mind was awake, and it was
working. It was being tormented and it was working overtime,
hard.

For bondage perverts, this
hugely breasted, tall mixed-race woman would have presented the
ideal ‘damsel in distress’. Except mere ‘distress’ would be a
holiday compared to what she had actually go through. In the time
it took her to realise that she had made a mistake, maybe two hours
on that milking rig, it was too late. And where a little of her
mind would be left so that she knew what was going on, she knew
what was happening much sooner than the breaking of her had
occurred. There had been a point when she’d tried to stop it - when
she had been with enough clarity of thought to try to stop
it.

“Please,
please no. stop it. I’ll do it the other way. Please stop
it.”

And she had struggled to
get those words out. She was already drooling and three orgasms had
rocked through her so violently that it had felt like her clitoris
would explode.

“Oh no
sweetheart, there is no changing your mind. There is no turning
back. The process has begun and will continue.”

And that had been another
chance for Daddy Cee to soak up the sadism that was oozing from
her. A woman on the milking rig who had changed her mind. What a
hoot! A woman knowing this soon that she was fucked and thinking
that she could just change her mind and then finding that she
couldn’t. Cee smiled to herself. In a way she was seeing more in
this milking and breaking than she had in Silk’s.

The howls of Margo then as
she was taken down into that spiralling vortex. The slow decline of
her over days and then weeks - and at the end of it, just that tiny
little bit of mind left so that she knew what was happening to her.
Delicious is one word that sprang to Daddy Cee’s mind. And equally
delicious was when Margo had her clitoris hood removed. That
knowing little bit of her mind just processing what had happened -
when she broke and when that bit of flesh was removed. At the end
of the process Daddy Cee had gone right into Margo’s personal space
and she had tried to smell the self-loathing that had to have been
there.

“Good girl.
Good girl.”

Almost patronising words
from a girl to a grown, but destroyed woman.

“I’ll bet you
can’t wait until you get your first clients hey. And your friends
have been at it for weeks, gratifying all comers and all perverts.
But you chose this way and I am delighted that you did because a
milked and circumcised former dominatrix will fetch tens of
thousands over the next ten to fifteen years.”

It was as though Daddy Cee
liked to spell it out. She especially liked to spell it out to
Margo who was in that zone now, in that state that was
irreversible, and yet who was hearing and processing every word
that Daddy Cee spoke to her. She would have been able to feel Cee’s
breath washing over her face, oh yes, sweet young breath. And she
would have been aware of that closeness to the girl. But she would
have been more aware of the need to orgasm. And she would have been
more aware of the denial and the unlikelihood that she would be
able, or permitted to orgasm as and when she felt like it. And she
would have been aware deep inside her mind that she had made the
wrong choice. And yet more aware that she was too far gone to do
anything about it. She was like Silk now and she had to live with
that. That little part of her mind capable of lucid thoughts of
clarity and her knowing that she had done the wrong thing choosing
the way she had chosen.

 


For Marie and Gwen, they
settled, kind of, into new lives as front-line sex workers.
Pandering to the business men, and wealthy perverts who liked to
see women like them usurped from their positions. Gwen the spanker
and the expert caner, became the spanked and the caned. With such
delicious tits, her mammaries were caned and paddled to excess
often. They became her unique selling points along with the fact
that she had been a onetime elite dominatrix. And for Marie, the
medical expert, she became the tortured. Her expertise in internal
sadism had been part of how she was sold now. The tables turned and
all that. She became a piece of American ‘meat’ worked on,
tormented and tortured to the limits of her endurance in
soundproofed rooms, and where there were no ‘safe words’ to stop
happening what was happening, and where she was made to live every
single second.

There had to be this thing
in these women, these two women who had chosen their options, like
regret at not going with the milking. Indeed after a particularly
harrowing breast caning session in which her tits were welted and
bleeding, she had begged Daddy Cee

“Please,
please Cee, milk me, please.”

Daddy Cee had smiled at
that. She couldn’t understand it, or she could but she was having
fun with it, women not being able to make up their minds and then
stick with it. The irony of the women each wishing they had chosen
the other option when it was too late. Oh how that made her
smile.

“Now you KNOW
the answer to that don’t you? You made your choice now you have to
stick with it.”

It was case of Margo
regretting her decision and wishing she could be like Marie and
Gwen. And Gwen and Marie wishing they had gone the milking route.
Cee smiled again when she thought about that. When she thought
about each of the options she had given the three had the benefits
when looked at from the outside. The reality was that neither
option had benefits. Yes, Margo was fucked and she could sail
through her existence on a wave of craving and urgency for sexual
pleasure. When she sucked a cock, or drank another woman’s piss,
she craved it because pleasing others had become her sex life and
the milking and the circumcision had helped her along.

For the other two - they
simply had to submit to things, activities, atrocities, and abuses
that they would have never before done. They had to live each and
every session they were bought and paid for in, as though they were
each in their own living nightmare. Even when Cee had told them
both,

“You might as
well get to like it. It’s your life now.”

There had been a truth in
that. Marie and Gwen had to ‘think’ whereas Margo couldn’t think
really, at least not beyond the next orgasm. Where Margo and Silk
had been turned into feral animals almost, Marie and Gwen had to
train themselves to perform in ways that initially made them sick.
They had to pleasure men and women in ways that they never would
have and they had to make it so good for them because they didn’t
work for themselves any more. They worked for Cee. They didn’t work
their own chosen hours which they had for many years, they had to
work many more hours. They didn’t get to pick and choose their
clients. They had to please all comers, even the most debased. And
they had to learn exactly how depraved other women, and men could
be, and deal with it.

When Daddy Cee thought
about all of this, she was content with her lot. When she thought
of the four city elites that she had taken out and taken over from,
she was wet between the legs. When she took time out and replayed
her timeline she was proud of herself. But she wasn’t just proud of
herself - she was making herself more hungry for the sadism that
she had discovered in herself. Silk and co had been a project for
her. One that she was passionate about. One that she could get her
teeth into. Occasionally she did wonder where she got all of this
from. Where that sadism in her came from and why, and when she
should have been doing what eighteen-year-old girls did, she was
doing this. But she didn’t wonder for very long. She spent too much
time smiling at what she had achieved to bother trying to answer
the unanswerable.

 


Silk
Milked

 


One had to wonder if Silk
was so aware of her past any more. Many months had passed since her
time in that milking parlour of her own facility. Many orgasms, but
even more hours, days, weeks of denial before an orgasm was
granted. There had to have been an ever-degrading state of that
little bit of mind that was left. There had to have been a
longer-term detriment to her mind. And yes there did. But it was
managed, micro managed by Daddy Cee in such a way that there would
always be that little window of her mind that she could look
through to the outside world.

And Daddy Cee had paved
the way for the public unveiling of Silk. She had released little
snippets to the public and the business communities that Silk had
‘chosen’ to go to the dark side of fetish, to the submissive side
of fetish. Just little bits of information to get the public ready.
It would have been too much to give them it all at once. It would
have been too shocking, for her adoring public to see Silk as she
was now compared to how she was back in the day. Silk had been out
of the public eye for some time and just enough was released to let
people know, and to at least let them read between the lines. And
then just that little bit more was released to the harder fetish
community itself.

To the slightly
underground fetish community, the pervs, the language could be
different - little whispers lets out that the top table had been
altered, and changed beyond all recognition. It could contain words
like ‘milking’ and ‘subjugated’ and ‘enslaved’, and they too could
read between the lines much more so than the general public. They
could be told directly and in little newsflashes that Silk had been
taken out and ‘altered’. And those in the know wouldn’t need to be
told much else. In all cases, the general public, the sex worker
circuit and the harder fetish communities could look forward to the
unveiling of Daddy Cee and Silk as they were now.

There’d been this gradual
‘anticipation’ in all sectors. Like this drip-fed anticipation that
gripped all at whatever level, just the right amount.

“You’re ready
aren’t you? You’re ready to face the people who’ve adored and loved
you for years and years! They’re going to see what you are
now.”

And there was always this
undercurrent of nastiness in what Daddy Cee said and how she said
it. There was always this little bubbling under the surface no
matter what she was saying, of pure sadistic nastiness. She knew
that Silk could hear her and that she could understand what she was
saying. If she was honest with herself, this part of the process
was what made Cee the most wet.

Whatever had happened to
Silk, in her mind, in her sexuality and in her physicality, she had
to ‘look’ relatively normal to the outside world. She had to be
recognisable as Silk and she had to be, just, on the right side of
‘decent’ when she was unveiled. But at the same time she had to
look different to what she had all those years. Over the years she
had become the perfect blend of fetish and business. She’d never
had to hide what she did or what she stood for, quite the opposite
in fact. But she had to lean towards the more respectable modes of
dress, and presenting herself. Now it was different of course. Now
it could lean the other way. Now she could be enhanced and
presented in her sexualised submissive state so that there would be
no mistake that she had been dethroned and that she had been
subjugated. And yet, in a way that she would not outrage public
decency.

“If you’re a
good girl, a good slut, you can have orgasms later. You’d like
that, wouldn’t you, slut?”

Daddy Cee spoke casually.
She wasn’t moved at all in the light of this poor woman she was
preparing for her big moment. Silk didn’t respond verbally to what
Cee had said. Rather she simply groaned from the back of her
throat. She was wearing a platinum blonde wig and perfect makeup.
Her lips thickly glossed in a deep red, her eyes smoky, and
accentuated by the heavy mascara and shadow. Just from her hair and
her makeup alone, she screamed sexualised femininity. Around her
neck and throat was a broad, wide collar that elongated her neck
and kept her head high and proud. To her perfect, stunning,
breath-taking body a latex catsuit had been fitted. It looked like
she had been poured into this suit such was its tightness. And that
catsuit integrated with the collar and made it ‘as one’.

This catsuit was solid
black, solid and shiny and covered her flesh like a second skin.
The enormity of her breasts was made obvious by this catsuit and
they were enhanced further by support and uplift built into the
catsuit’s design. Silk’s nipples that had not recovered or survived
the milking had remained engorged and erect, and the poke through
of these nipples through the micro thinness of the latex was stark
and given the mantra of keeping her decent, were bordering on the
obscene. Anyone seeing her, and there would be a lot seeing her
this evening, would be alarmed at the size and ripeness of those
nipples. Inbuilt into the catsuit, was micro wiring around and over
each nipple which kept them permanently stimulated and
excited.

Likewise the crotch of the
catsuit was tight and fitted. And although her sex lips were not
pulled through the crotch into the open, there was the undeniable
outline of swollen, tormented sex lips for all who cared to look
that closely. Those lips were also wired, along with her clitoris.
If those people did look they would see that those sex lips were
not in the slit formation. Rather the shape of her cunt was like an
‘O’. And from the outside, again to anyone who might look there was
this reenforced latex ‘ring’ and that might tell a anyone in the
know, but not maybe anyone from the normal world that there was an
appendage up inside her vagina. The thing was that there was an
appendage deep, deep inside her and that nudged her cervix creating
an always their pleasure.

That appendage then
inflated, and swollen up inside her to stretch her. Stretch her
until it hurt her. The same inside her anal tract, and appendage
full of tricks and treats, and torments, slipped inside her all the
way to her colon and creating yet more pressure. That anal
appendage presented a rather more stark and pronounced reenforced
ring. If anyone was to study this version of Silk, they’d be able
to detect the parting of her ass cheeks to accommodate that
appendage. To Silk’s feet and long latex sheathed legs, fitted
boots in supple soft leather and tightly laced and zipped to her
lower legs. Those boots ending at just below her knees. These boots
as well as providing a pleasing aesthetic with the height of the
heels, providing, and aiding support for her to stand, and take
steps. Those heels in excess of seven inches and again without
platforms so that the arch of each of her feet was maximised. Silk
was utterly breath-taking too look at and yet with a hint of
obscenity as well.

 



CHAPTER
NINETEEN

 


Silk
Revealed

 


One had to try to work
out, try to compute how Silk managed to stand, and then walk so
demurely in this outfit. Given what she had been through, and what
she had to endure when dressed and made up like this, there was
this almost disturbing serenity about her. Those appendages inside
her continually morphing from stimulation of her sexuality, to the
torturing of the very core of her femininity. Given that she was
addicted to sexual pleasure and to elusive orgasms, given that most
of her mind was fucked, and given that she was perched in the tops
of those heels as though she was born on them, she ‘looked’
remarkably normal. She looked remarkably ‘together’. She looked
like Silk, albeit it a sexually enhanced Silk. Like a throwback
Silk.

She looked like this
because she had been milked, broken and then trained over time to
endure what she had to endure, but endure it with an enigmatic
smile. And that was it - she had been trained. The old Silk, the
personality and the traits that this woman had built up over years
and years had been removed from her. They had been trained out of
her. Those that couldn’t be trained out of her had been simply
removed by Daddy Cee.

A closer look maybe at her
eyes would give some of the answers. There was Silk in the eyes,
yes. She was there but it was a vacant version of her. Anyone
seeing her for the first time might be a little perplexed a why
this woman who had achieved so much, was now vacant like this. They
might think that ok she had gone to the dark side, but that was no
reason for her to be so vacant and empty. They would think like
that because they didn’t know. They couldn’t know what had happened
to her since she dropped out of sight all that time ago. For them,
this might be visually a more appealing version of Silk. The
enhanced sexualised vision was certainly pleasing on the eye. And
to anyone with slightly more normal sexual tastes she would
represent sex on long spectacular legs and heels. For those with
slight leanings to the ‘scene’ there would be a slight amusement
that this high-profile business woman and dominatrix was being
paraded like this, shown off like this. But for those people, they
wouldn’t know the full extent of what had happened to Silk. And
that was a deliberate illusion that was created by Daddy
Cee.

It was all about giving
the people just enough to keep them looking at her. And those
normal people looking at her formed part of degradation for Silk.
And even more degradation then, as the more experienced the more
knowing people looked at her. They would be the ones that
understood the vacant eyes and the always quivering oral lips. And
that fleshy wet tongue sliding out every so often to casually suck
her own drool back into her warm cavernous mouth. They would be the
ones that would at least have a good guess at what was going on
underneath the latex, and underneath that platinum blonde wig,
inside her mind. They might had differing levels of understanding
of what this poor woman was going through. And it would be their
knowing smiles as they looked into her eyes that would provide the
most degradation.

It wasn’t as though Silk
could sink into her enhanced sexual existence and let the world go
by without knowing what people thought of her, or what some of them
would like to do to her. It wasn’t as though she could switch off,
because she couldn’t. Because of how she had been milked, and then
broken, and then circumcised and then trained by Daddy Cee, she was
switched on all of the time. Her sexuality was switched on and at
high volume, all of the time. Her mind was switched on all the time
and tuned into her sexuality. There was always that hunt for the
stimulation. There was always that hope for the orgasm. There was
always that craving for the orgasm. That craving never went away
and because of that there was this permanent mush, like a hot
slippery swamp that existed between her legs, that seeped out, even
with that inflated tortuous appendage inside her. There was always
the throbbing of her exposed, bare clitoris that seemed to be
linked to the throbbing of her latex clad nipples. And it was as
though this constant need, this constant desire and arousal needed
to be tuned into.

Given what Silk had to
endure as a means of existence, it was alarming the picture of
serenity that she provided. The ability to appear relatively
normal. The ability to stand, and walk and look as breath-taking as
she was and yet have all this other stuff going on inside her mind
and body. There was no doubt that the last couple of years had
taken their toll on Silk, and yet no-one would know that. There had
to be a price that she somehow had to pay in the long term for what
Cee had done to her. There had to be a long-term price that she
had, was paying or would pay. But you wouldn’t think it, to look at
her now.

“Head up, high
and proud slut. THIS is what you are now. This is who you
are.”

Daddy Cee’s tone was firm
as she attached the leash to the collar of Silk. That act in
itself, the clipping of the chain and leather leash, was a sign
like a deeper signal of her absolute submission to the young woman
who led her on that leash. As a former dominatrix, Silk knew the
deeper meaning behind a collar and leash and because she was being
taken public, that meaning was enhanced even further and so was her
degradation. Maybe one of the more remarkable things to witness
right now was the way she moved on those high heels. Given that her
anal tract and her vaginal tunnel were filled and stretched with
appendages that were doing things to her, she walked almost as
though she were on flats.

And yet the enhancement of
her femininity was maximised because of those spiked heels. Those
appendages must have been moving and sliding inside of her and
there would be this acceptance that it would be agony for anyone
‘normal’ to walk and strut as though nothing at all was happening
inside her. There had to be pain attached to each step that she
took. And there had to be a pressure on the base of her spine as
well because of those heels. But there had to be that continuous
feed of pleasure as well. A continuous feed of teasing her exposed
jelly like clitoral nerves and her nipples. There had to be this
contention to get as much pleasure as she could and yet absorb the
pain as well. And she had do all of this whilst appearing
relatively ‘normal’.

Silk knew that she
couldn’t give anything, or that she couldn’t give too much away.
And this was the reason that she was switched on all of the time.
This was the reason she couldn’t switch off, because she had to
stay on top of it. Even IF it all came on top for her she couldn’t
switch off. The addiction and the pure need for that pleasure was
what drove her. Everything else she had to endure and she had to
learn.

“You just
concentrate on looking spectacular slut. You don’t meet, and you
don’t greet. And you don’t have any friends or acquaintances any
more. All you have is ‘me’. Do you understand? You lost the
position and the standing you once had and you have to get used to
that.”

Daddy Cee spoke in a tone
that was unique to Silk. No-one else would ‘get’ that tone. They
would hear a voice but not the tone. It was the tone that Silk had
been trained to respond to. It had been the only voice she’d known
since climbing onto that milking rig.

“Yes, oh yes
Daddy, yes. Yes.”

The repeated words, the
dirty wet tone that she used showed Silk’s sexually addled state.
She couldn’t help it. Sounding like she sounded wasn’t something
that escaped her. She knew it, but she couldn’t help it. It was who
and what she was now as they made their way up to the main hall of
the function suite. It was that time of year again, when the city’s
fetish elite and the business and commerce world morphed into one.
Evening suits, and spectacular cocktail dresses mingling with latex
and leather and obscenely high heels.

“Oh my god!
Silk, Silk is that YOU?”

That had been an associate
from back in the day. She had taken one look at Daddy Cee
approaching with Silk on the leash and she had clamped a hand to
her mouth. She wasn’t a sex worker or anyone in the fetish scene,
but she was a local business woman who had forged links with Silk.
They had done each other favours and this woman, in her forties,
had contributed to the various charities that Silk had
headed.

“It used to be
Silk, yes.”

And Daddy Cee smiled. The
woman didn’t quite know how to handle this situation. She had got
the whispers and the little hints as to what had become of Silk,
but she hadn’t believed any of it. She thought that Silk had
decided to take a back seat and that the mystery and intrigue
surrounding her non-appearance at various events and business
meetings was just that, intrigue. But now this woman looked beyond
shocked at what she was seeing. She had known Silk very well.
They’d spent time together, nights out, countless bottle of wine
consumed. But now there was literally nothing between
them.

“Are you Ok
Silk? Would you like to meet up later, catch up?”

This woman had all but
ignored Daddy Cee which didn’t go down well.

“She’s fine.
But she’s forbidden from associating with anyone from her old life.
Anyone like, you for instance.”

“Oh, why is
that?”

The woman was equally curt
in her response.

“Because I am
all she has now. I am all she needs and this is her
life.”

Cee was equally blunt and
she was straight to the point. For a few seconds she took a look at
this woman. An attractive red head, curvy, busty. In that few
seconds Cee was thinking she’d like a few hours alone with this
woman, and there would be a change of attitude she just knew there
would be. The woman looked at Cee and at first there was this
rebellion there, like this stubbornness to even not acknowledge
this young woman. But in that few seconds of eye contact the
woman’s demeanour changed and her eyes went to the
floor.

“I trust I’ve
made myself clear?”

Cee held a hand to the
woman’s bare forearm as though she was re-enforcing what she’d
said. The woman had tried to sidle past and hurry on, but she was
forced to respond.

“Yes, yes of
course.”

She took another look at
Silk and hurried on into the main function room. One had to spare a
thought for her. What had just happened and what on earth could be
going on with Silk. This woman was not that much in the know. She
knew about kink but had nothing to do with it. She knew that there
was a darker side to what Silk did but she didn’t explore herself.
She knew that there was this shadowy side to Silk - she couldn’t
have possibly known much of what Silk had done for a living. She
was the kind of straight woman who would have been shocked by the
tiny details. But this change in Silk, her being with this very
young woman, and her being forbidden from even responding to her
when they had been such close friends. That would have been too
much for this woman to get her head round and it would have
troubled her.

She would spend the rest
of the night pondering it. And pondering ‘that look’ that she got
from Daddy Cee. She had heard of Daddy Cee, but she’d smiled when
she heard that name first. What was that name all about? And when
she’d now seen her in the flesh as it were the Daddy’s name seemed
to be a bit funny to her with Cee being nothing but a young girl
about to be a woman. But being amused by that name did not stop her
being unsettled by Cee. She knew that Daddy Cee had taken over from
Silk but she hadn’t been aware of the extent of the take-over or
the intensity of the relationship between her and Silk. She kind of
dealt with it, by putting it down to a possessive lesbian
relationship. Kinky yes without doubt, but no more than that.
Eventually she let herself smile but it was an uneasy smile that
made her feel better but not to the extent she could think about
anything else this night.

 


“Ladies and
Gentlemen, this last couple of years has seen a huge change in how
things are done between the city and the fetish community. We all
know that Silk was the catalyst for the bringing together of the
community. And I know a lot of you are wondering what has happened
to her and why we haven’t seen her for so long. Well Silk is alive
and well but she has moved on in her life. You know that Cee has
taken over from Silk, but in fetish speak, Cee has also taken
ownership of Silk. And they are both here this evening. Please
welcome to the stage, Daddy Cee and the long absent
Silk.”

The room had been
silenced, completely by the introduction by the Mistress of
Ceremonies for the night. The lights were lowered and a spot shone
on the stage. It seemed that for ages nothing happened. It seemed
that the spot lit up remained vacant and then from the side of the
raised stage there was the sound of high heels and as Cee and Silk
came into the spotlight, there were collective gasps from the
collected crowd. But as many gasps, there was also knowing smiles
from those who understood what they were seeing. The first thing
noticed was the tall, latex form of Silk. The busty silhouette, the
prefect and enhanced curves, the platinum blonde wig. As the
lighting was altered a little bit, the makeup, the lips, the eyes
were highlighted. And yes those vacant eyes - big, beautiful eyes,
but troubled eyes.

The people here, seeing
Silk like this, on a leash were the same people who had seen her in
her other life. The woman in control of the city scene. The woman
who had worked her perfect ass off for sex worker rights and a
woman who had a smile for everyone, and time for everyone. But this
version of Silk, on a leash, lead in by a woman obviously as young
as Cee was, highlighted a downturn in fortunes for Silk. It wasn’t
dressed up as a downturn at an event like this - at this showpiece
event she was a woman who had simply ‘moved on’. But even by
highlighting that fact, also highlighted was the tiny details
between the lines. Some would get that, but not all.

There was this silence
that seemed to float in the function hall as each and every one
there took in the sight of the new Silk. Attention was paid to the
way Silk moved - she almost glided on those stupendous high heeled
boots. And there would be even less people in this room who would
even have the hint at what was going on inside this woman on the
leash. Those appendages moving inside her. Stretching her yes, but
moving up and down their respective tunnels as well. In effect with
every movement she made, every alteration to her footing, and every
step she took in those heels she was being fucked deeply by those
appendages. And, at the same time, she was dealing with her own
inflicted arousal and addiction. That stimulation of her wired,
latex covered nipples and between her legs, her labia and clitoris
wired and working her.

It begged the question of
how this poor woman could have been ‘trained’ to such a degree that
she didn’t or couldn’t show the trauma she in fact was in. Her
clitoris throbbing in time with her nipples and providing her not
only the fluid producing sensations, but also the white noise in
her mind. For those that might have had a clue about what was going
on behind the glossy, latex polished look, there would have also
been the wonder of how this woman could appear the way she did. But
then there was the absence of Silk. She was there, but at the same
time she wasn’t there. She was led onto that stage on the leash and
then placed in the spotlight so that people could look at her. And
that was the thing, everyone looked at her. Everyone just stopped
whatever they were doing, they stopped whatever conversation they
were having to turn their heads and look at Silk. This was Silk
enduring her greatest degradation yet. It was her most piercing and
soul-searching humiliation.

“Ladies,
Gentlemen and ‘others’, for those that don’t know me, I am Daddy
Cee. Firstly I want to thank you for attending this evening. I know
there has been great anticipation since Silk gave herself up to me.
Tonight was important not least of course because of the increasing
prominence this event has taken on over the years. But also, it is
essential to me, taking over from the work of Silk, that I forge
relationships with you all here. As for Silk, as you can see, she
is in a different place in her life now. She is in a place that she
was meant to be in. A place that had existed for her for years, but
that she has only just come to. I own her now and she serves me.
This is the public face of myself and Silk. Some of you may know
the deeper meaning behind her submission to me, so please, for
those of you that this applies to, do spread the word, do explain
the depth of her submission. And be aware that my door is always
open. Be aware that although I do things differently to Silk, my
door is ALWAYS open.”

Daddy Cee’s speech was
designed to generate questions and yet more intrigue surrounding
herself and Silk. For a lot in that function room there would have
been the overload of finally seeing Silk after all this time and
coming to terms with the way she looked now. In past years she
would have commanded attention herself from that very stage. She
would have been glowing and everyone would have wanted to be in her
orbit. Now it was like there was a protective shield around her.
Now it was like no-one came anywhere near her and that was thanks
to Daddy Cee. This young woman had abilities that were not natural
in a girl of just eighteen years old. And yet at the same time they
were very natural abilities. From the crowd, the woman who had come
across Cee and Silk on their way to the function room watched. And
as she watched she got this chill down the core of her spine. She
looked at the spotlighted, leashed Silk and there was something
that she didn’t like. Something that didn’t sit right with her. It
might have been Daddy Cee’s intention to take over from Silk,
indeed she had taken over from her, but it would in no way be the
same as the Silk years. The hush in the room after Cee’s speech
seemed to go on for a long time and then there was a ripple of
applause as the evening continued.

 



CHAPTER
TWENTY

 


A Blast From
The Past

 


“What happens
if I press this button Daddy Cee?”

The crowds had gone now
and it was the small hours of the morning. The few stragglers that
had remained after the epic fetish and business event had stumbled
out to taxis, cabs and Ubers. The limousines had long since gone.
And the second ever Lady Mayor of the city had sent her’s away. Her
first encounter with Silk had been one that she would have one time
rather forgot. But not now. It was different now. That first
encounter had stayed with her - the bullying Silk. The Bitch Silk.
That time at this very event a few years ago, when Silk had
challenged her to come into her stable and submit. She had been
outraged - and yet not at the same time. She had been embarrassed
and yes she had been bullied by Silk. Granted she’d thought that
she deserved some of it. In some ways she had given as good as she
got, but Silk had used her natural dominance and her natural
psychological strength to overpower her. That first meeting, that
first in depth conversation had not been one that sat well in the
Lady Mayors mind.

“She’ll
orgasm, and orgasm, and orgasm until you take your thumb off
it.”

Daddy Cee was straight
forward, and honest with this rather odd, round lady.

“Can I press
it? I’d like to.”

And it was as though she
was testing the waters with Cee.

“Do I detect
that you two have history or something?”

Daddy Cee may have been
just eighteen years old and she may have just taken over the
elements of the city, but she wasn’t naive and she wasn’t stupid.
And besides she knew they had history, she had witnessed that
coming together that night.

“We had, let’s
call it, an encounter a few years ago. And it wasn’t pleasant. Can
I leave it at that Daddy Cee, please?”

The woman didn’t really
want to divulge as much as she had but Cee smiled.

“Of course.
And of course you can press the button. You know, it might not seem
like it, but she will remember you. She will remember the encounter
you had. She’s in her own zone now, but she remembers and she
knows. Go on press the button.”

The Lady Mayor had been
fondling the credit card sized remote control. Ever since that
appearance of Silk and Cee on stage earlier in the night this lady
had wanted a closer look. She’d wanted to see Silk close up. She’d
played and replayed that first meeting between them time and time
again and it had given her the shivers. But now it seemed things
hadn’t just changed, they had changed catastrophically for Silk.
Oddly the darker elements didn’t escape the Lady Mayor even though
her own experience in matters of kink was pretty much nil. Since
that first meeting she’d had something woken inside her, just like
Silk suggested she might. But she’d never followed up on it. She’d
never dared explore outside of her mind. And now - now she was so
close to the woman who has pretty much destroyed her that night,
she could smell her despair. As soon as she pressed that button and
kept her thumb pressed on it, Silk orgasmed.

She made this noise that
was awful. It was a noise of relief, but it was a noise of the
deepest despair as well. A wet dripping noise that came from the
back of Silk’s throat but came from somewhere else too. It was a
low-level grunting noise that might have suited an animal as
opposed to an enhanced form of femininity like Silk. The former
Empress was standing and her feet were parted and when that orgasm
hit her, she trembled bodily first and foremost. But where she had
been standing upright and proud and ‘posed’, there was now a slight
bend to her legs, and she was in this semi squat that was anything
but ladylike. And she was bent forward slightly at the hips so that
her enormous tits were heavy in their latex shroud. It was like
Silk was greedily, milking all she could from this orgasm because
there was no telling when she would get another.

“Greedy cunt
isn’t she Lady Mayor?”

Daddy Cee never knew quite
what to make of local dignitaries like this woman. She wasn’t that
convinced they were needed in this day and age. It was 2022 after
all and all these cloaks and chains and stuff were from a bygone
age as far as she was concerned.

“She most
certainly is. And I love it that she’s so greedy.”

The Mayor was smiling this
huge, theatrical lipsticked smile that Daddy Cee caught and allowed
herself a smile to herself.

“Do I detect a
little bit of revenge here Lady Mayor?”

Cee was digging but she
was doing it casually, she didn’t really care either way, but this
was amusing her. She never tired of older women showing themselves
for what they were deep down. And she was convinced that this
little round woman had deeper perversions in her.

“Yeah you do.
I’m not going to lie. Our first encounter was one I tried to forget
for a long time but couldn’t. So let’s just say that seeing her
like this now, the tables turned as it were, stirs up something
inside me.”

The Lady Mayor looked
right at Cee and Daddy smiled.

“That’s ok.
Maybe we can take this beyond here and into the weekend, if you’re
up for it. I’m not personally someone who is driven by revenge, but
if I can help right a wrong then I am more than pleased to do
that.”

And again Daddy Cee was
smiling. For Silk the orgasm was rocking through her and those
noises she was making were alternating between low and high pitch.
It sounded as though she couldn’t cope with the orgasmic
sensations.

“Up slut. Up
and proud what have I told you?”

Daddy Cee snapped at Silk
because her demeanour had changed from up and proud as she had been
all night, to something that showed her for the greedy addict she
was now. And Cee’s voice had an immediate impact. Silk was trained
to her voice. It was Daddy’s voice that Silk responded to and as
she straightened her legs, and stood upright, the noises changed.
They became noises of pure distress that showed that she was
struggling to do as she was told at the same time as absorbing that
all beautiful orgasm that was rocking through her entire
femininity. It was a fact that the orgasm became a torture and yet
one that Silk still greedily needed to milk. Her breasts moved
under that latex, and as a result her engorged nipples dragged on
the inside surface adding to the orgasm. But the image of Silk, the
vision of her struggling to retain a sense of dignity where there
was none was disturbingly beautiful. The Lady Mayor kept her thumb
pressed on that button so that the orgasm did not stop.

“What did you
have in mind for the weekend Daddy Cee? I mean I’d be interested in
taking this ‘revenge’ a little bit further. It’s funny, the more I
see, and hear, the more I want, does that make sense?”

She spoke to Cee but she
was looking directly at Silk.

“Oh I know
exactly what you mean.”

The Mayor wanted to make
eye contact with Silk. She hadn’t wanted to do that before. She
would have avoided eye contact at all cost. But now, she was in
control - now she held the remote control and had the power and her
eyes were drilling into Silk. Silk looked back, but her eyes were
empty. She knew who was doing this to her, she knew who was looking
at her, and she had to absorb that degradation on top of everything
else.

“Could you
tell her to look at me please Daddy Cee. I’d like her to look right
at me as I control her orgasm.”

Cee smiled to herself. She
liked this little bit of fun. It was exciting to see this little
round woman controlling Silk - control the former Empress and
female dominant.

“Why of course
Lady Mayor. Silk, look at her. You remember her don’t you. You
remember bullying her, humiliating her, and look at how things have
changed now.”

Cee changed her tone to
one that Silk would respond to immediately. And Silk’s eyes flicked
to the Lady Mayor and held the eye contact. Silk remembered that
she didn’t like this woman and that she had cast insinuations
because of her chosen career path. She remembered gaining the upper
hand and then offering to show her ‘the other side’. And that was
the thing, she remembered it in the greatest of clarity. And what
was happening now was a direct result of that and Silk knew - she
just knew.

“Mmmm yes
Daddy, oh yes I remember her Daddy.”

She could barely get the
words out but she did. And all the time that orgasm rocking through
her, she held the eye contact. That orgasm peaking and subsiding,
peaking and subsiding all of the time so that it lasted longer. And
it would last until the Mayor took her thumb off that button. The
longer it went on the more Silk’s noise turned to whimpering. She
held that eye contact but her noises changed. The more exhausted
she came from that orgasm the more her tones became animal like -
as though she was an animal in distress. As though she wanted it to
stop but didn’t at the same time. The Lady Mayor smiled at Silk as
she tortured her like this. And it was clear that Silk no longer
had the upper hand in anything.

 


“Mmmmmm how
can she ‘eat’ me like this.”

The Lady Mayor was
‘purring’ as she spoke and she was grinding her pussy down onto
Silk’s face. At the same time she had her fat thighs clamped to her
face.

“It’s simple
Lady Mayor. This is her sex life. She is addicted to sexual orgasm.
In effect she has been rewired and she doesn’t know anything else.
Her eating you out like this is as close she will come to her own
pleasure. And the more you play with that remote control, the more
tricks she can perform for you. Enjoy Lady Mayor and don’t let her
forget what she did to you all that time ago.”

Daddy Cee sounded mature,
and relaxed with what she was saying. They were back at the
facility now and Silk had been placed lying face up ready to
receive the flesh of the Mayor over her face. That she wanted it,
and needed all of that voluminous flesh, was something that
degraded her even more. She might have wished that she didn’t need
it so much. But that was unlikely. To say that Cee had done a job
on her would be something that would be an
understatement.

She was licking her lips
and looking up as the Lady Mayor hiked up her dress and hovered
over Silk’s face for some time. She was letting Silk see what she
was about to lick out and what she was about to do hungrily. There
was something that told Silk that she was being humiliated and
degraded. There was something that made her ‘feel’ that degradation
more than she would have ever felt anything in her life. And yet
there was something that amplified the hunger and the need in her
at the same time.

When the Lady Mayor
plopped all of that flesh on and around Silk’s face and head, she
did it with all of her weight. She felt the contact of flesh on
face and she ground it out. She had to grind down to part the rolls
of fat in order to get to the sensitive sex flesh. She had to grind
down in order to get to the wet flesh that she knew was there.
There might have been a problem with the Mayor’s weight, but there
was nothing wrong with her sexual drive and desire. Silk had woken
something in her all that time ago and it had been awake ever
since. It had been awake and bubbling. And when that wetness and
juicy flesh came into contact with Silk’s mouth, the Lady Mayor had
let out a grunt of pleasure and that made her grind down
harder.

Silk was eating from the
word go. She was eating and she was tasting the Lady Mayor. She was
slithering her tongue between those fat lips and she was sucking
those lips at the same time as exploring the inside of this woman’s
sexuality. Silk got it, about fluid production under desire. But
she would never have known another woman who could produce like the
Lady Mayor. It meant she was drinking - it meant that she had to
drink from this woman and what she was drinking were those juices
of desire. There was plenty of flesh for Silk to pleasure with her
lips and her tongue and she had to train herself to take breaths
when this woman lifted off slightly. There was the feeling that the
Mayor didn’t lift off to allow Silk to breath as much as she needed
to lift off because the pleasure that Silk was giving to her was so
intense. Silk was transferring her own intensity to this woman. She
was transferring her own sexuality to the Lady Mayor and she was
eating her deeply. She was eating her out like she meant it and
Daddy Cee was watching, smiling. It was almost as though the come
down of Silk was now complete, except she knew it would never be
complete.

“If you want
to orgasm, I can make her do that for you right now. And then
after, when you come down from the best orgasm you’ve ever had, you
can make her drink from you more, and she will drink every single
drop of it. Would you like that? How would that sit in with your
concept of revenge on Silk, hmm?”

Daddy Cee was smiling
again and there was more than the notion that the Lady Mayor was
filtering the important words on since she was being pleasured so
intensely by Silk’s mouth.

“Yes, yes make
the bitch make me cum. I wanna cum all over her face and in her
mouth, yes, yes Daddy Cee yes make her do it.”

The little round Lady
Mayor was almost ‘growling’ her words as she ground down hard onto
Silk’s face - and she was flushed and sweating. The fact that
Silk’s face was a wet slippery mask, and a sex toy for this woman
was obvious. The Mayor was simply using Silk’s face to pleasure
herself and Silk was enhancing that pleasure with her tongue and
her lips and it was obvious to that this woman was using her own
obscene words to fuel and fan her own desire.

“Slut, make
her cum and make her cum good. Make her cum hard.”

Daddy Cee used that tone
again - the tone that Silk recognised and responded to and
immediately Silk was eating deeper and she was eating harder. But
as well as that she had located the bundle of eight thousand nerves
that made up the clitoris and she was sucking on that. She was
sucking on it and she was flicking her tongue over the tip of those
nerve endings. Orgasm was not quite instant, but it was seconds in
the coming. And when the Lady Mayor did orgasm, she exploded over
Silk’s face. The woman lifted her bulk off Silk’s face just
slightly allowing Silk to just flick her tongue over her hanging
clitoral bundle and there was this explosion of orgasmic juices
that simply dropped over Silk’s face and head.

Daddy Cee was watching and
she was smiling. For her, the thought that this woman had been the
top of the pile but wasn’t any more made her wet through between
the legs. But also the thought that this was such a come down for
the elegant and the proud Silk. This was something that was new for
Cee. She was experiencing something for the first time and her
breathing was slightly laboured as she watched. She ran a fingertip
over one nipple, through her dress and she sucked in a deep, deep
breath.

The Lady Mayor was a
juddering trembling mess as the orgasm rocked through her. It was
clear that she had never been in this space before. It was clear
that she had never reached such an orgasmic peak before. One had to
feel for this woman as she held her breath and absorbed the orgasm
that Silk was giving her. One had to wonder what exactly was going
through her mind. Daddy Cee knew though. Cee knew that this woman’s
mind was melting and that it was unlikely she would ever be the
same again. Daddy Cee had been putting off liaising with the Mayor,
even though she knew that she would have to do it
eventually.

Now it looked like she had
cracked two birds with one stone. It looked like this woman had
sexual issues that’d probably been kick started by Silk a few years
ago. The thing for Cee was what was she going to do with the Mayor,
if anything? Maybe she would keep her, work on her slowly and see
where it took her. The thing for Cee was that the Mayor wasn’t a
beautiful woman. Daddy Cee liked to take down older beautiful women
like Silk and so the Lady Mayor was an oddity for her. But she
would see how that panned out. There was definitely something in
her that she wanted to explore more deeply at a later
stage.

“Bring her
down slut. Bring the Lady Mayor down from orgasm and then just open
your mouth for her to relieve herself. And don’t spill a drop or
you know what happens.”

That tone again from Daddy
Cee, and Silk immediately slowed her eating pace down. She licked
the clit as opposed to flicking it with her tongue. And then she
sucked the fat, dripping, labia minora into her mouth and gently
teased it as she brought the Mayor down from her orgasm. The thing
about Daddy Cee was that she was advanced. She knew women inside
out despite her young age - and she knew that such an intense
orgasm would have had a big hit on the Lady Mayor’s bladder. She’d
seen it countless times. What she would have dearly liked to have
seen at this point was the Lady Mayor’s sexuality dripping with
spent semen as well which could have added to the urine that she
was just about to feed Silk. But that would keep for another day.
The Mayor was ‘on board’ now and Daddy was confident that she would
pretty easily fall into line as and when required.

For now, she was lifting
up off Silk’s face and as instructed Silk’s mouth was open and
ready to receive. And as Cee would have known all too well the
Mayor would have been more than ready to relieve her bladder once
the last remnants of that orgasm had left her. And true to that
knowledge in this young girl, the round woman gushed her hot
steaming piss into the waiting mouth of Silk. She would gush and
piss for a long, long time and Silk would dutifully swallow. Such
was the volume of urine that the swallow had to be a constant
motion. She had been told not to spill any and she knew what she
had to do. She drank all of the urine from the bladder of the woman
she had bullied and humiliated all that time ago.

Daddy Cee smiled and she
squeezed her thighs. Most people would be happy with the come down
that Silk had experienced, but Daddy Cee wasn’t. Already her mind
was working towards furthering Silk’s nightmare. Already she was
working on a more advanced level of milking for the former
Empress.
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