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Long before I became the Silk Shadow, I started my criminal career as just another button for the Grande crime family. A button for those civilians out there meant a low-level killer in the organization.

A boss pushed a button and one of their enemies got erased. Simple. Especially for a cold-hearted bitch like me. I was born to the life. I lived for the Family.

That was until I met my love, my one true star, my Chloe.

She was nineteen years old and the most beautiful creature I had ever seen in my life. Dark eyes, long, raven hair and a grace and beauty that belonged in a better world.

She was also one of Big Louise's call girls who had the misfortune to be there when I came to kill the underboss of a rival family. I should have whacked her too, but I couldn’t.

She didn’t beg or plead for her life as so many had before her. She just looked at me, sad and resigned to her fate. But something in those big brown eyes melted my cruel, cold heart a little and I let her live. More than that, I took her home with me.

By the time we got to my apartment, I had heard her sad life story and despite knowing that what I was doing made us both targets, I could do nothing but fall in love with her.

She’d been picked up at the bus station by one of Big Louise’s many ‘talent scouts’. Chloe was just another innocent runaway dazzled by the bright lights of the big city.

The underboss that I had killed had meant to have been her first trick and I arrived just as Chloe was about to get a beating for flinching at the old gangster’s touch.

We sat on the shabby couch of my apartment after spending the whole night talking.

I had never spoken to anyone like that before. I showed her myself, with all my flaws and failures and she accepted me. Hell, she thought I was some kind of heroine or something.

“You saved me,” she said

“And I always will,” I said. All my tough, mafia schtick was gone. My heart was open and my body hummed with excited energy.

I’d had my share of women over the years but it had always been just sex. Women wanted me. I was moody and sometimes cruel, but they wanted my lush tits and ass and drooled over my huge, thick cock. Yep, I was packing some serious firepower between my legs. I was a futa girl and took my pleasures when I wanted and I moved on.

But this was different.

I mean sure, Chloe was beautiful, with her soft curves and small, firm breasts. Her succulent lips and dark eyes made my pussy wet and my cock tingle. But there was more. She needed me. Needed someone to keep her safe from all the evils of the world.

As the sun rose, we fell into each other's arms. She pushed her body against mine and slid her hand between my legs. When she found my stiffening cock she let out a delighted giggle and started to coax it into full hardness.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked.

Chloe nodded. “I want you to be my first,” and then she added, “And my last, and my always.”

Whatever hardness I had left when it came to her left me at that point and I kissed her with a newfound passion and hunger.

She kissed me back hard. Her youthful passion made up for her awkwardness and inexperience. Her tongue met mine in a long, passionate kiss as she continued to caress my meat and I moved my hand up her toned legs and found the dampness of her panties that I pushed aside and found the soft folds of her sex.

She moaned in my mouth as I worked my fingertips across her tender flesh. She slipped her hand into my trousers and freed my cock which was now rock-hard.

“I want this,” she said with a needy moan.

I stood and pulled down my trousers to reveal my throbbing cock. It was long and thick, and her eyes widened at the sight of it.

Chloe got on her knees and kissed the tip of the head. Then she started to work her tongue up and down the shaft. My cock ached at the touch of her soft tongue. It slithered up and down my shaft.

“Get it good and wet,” I told her.

She looked up at me with those innocent eyes of hers and I swear I almost shot my load right there.

I took a deep breath to calm myself. I wanted much more than just a quick orgasm with this woman. I wanted everything.

Chloe worked up and down, the pink flesh of my futa girl cock. She licked and drooled over my cock until it was sleek with spit. She licked a slow circle around the bulbous head and I let out a low groan of utter delight.

Then she opened her mouth and took a few inches of my engorged cock inside.

As I said, she was inexperienced, but the way she moaned as she took more into her pretty little mouth, and the eagerness with which she slurped and slobbered over my meat was more than enough to make up for her lack of cock sucking skills.

She got about half of it inside and then gagged and pulled out.

“I want it all so much, but I don’t know if I can take it all,” she said.

“I have faith in you,” I said and gave her a wide grin.

She nodded and earnestly went back to the task at hand.

She gagged and choked a few more times but I could see the determination in her eyes as she took more and more of my nine-inch cock into her mouth until the whole thing bulged inside it.

I stroked her hair as she started to bob back and forth on my thick futa girl cock. She was amazing. I’d had plenty of blowjobs but this one was different. This was not just about pleasure but more about connection. Something I had never really felt with anyone before. It wasn’t just a way for her to get fucked. She wanted to please me. She wanted to serve me. She wanted to make me happy.

Chloe worked my cock deep in her mouth. She built up a hard rhythm. I loved the sound as my cock slammed her over and over.

She even went right down to the base for a moment before he gagged and had to pull back.

I pushed my hips back and forth in time with her movements. We found the beat and became one. I knew that I couldn’t hold on for long when she looked up at me so lovingly and longingly with those perfect brown eyes of hers.

“I’m gonna come,” I moaned.

Chloe’s eyes widened for a moment but then she nodded for me to go ahead and I let go with a huge surge of cum in her pretty, young mouth.

She swallowed load after load until in the end my seed leaked out from between her lips.

I sank to my knees and kissed her. My cum mixed with her spit as our tongues explored each other. We pushed our bodies together. We squirmed with heated desire.

As the sun shone through the windows, the birds sang for us and I knew that we were both dead-women walking unless we got out of town that very moment.

Word would get back to the Grande family that the underboss was dead but I knew that the fact that she had company would also be discovered and the fact that there was only one dead woman in that hotel room meant that I had failed my family. I had left a witness.

The Undeboss’s crime family would also be after me for her killing as would Big Louise for taking off with Chloe, who I knew she would see as her ‘property.’

All I wanted to do was take Chloe to bed and fuck her and hold her and make her feel safe but as long as we were in this town we were not safe.

She frowned when I told her we had to leave but then she looked me straight in the eye and kissed me. “I trust you,” she said.

I packed a bag, took all the guns I could carry and we left the apartment.

The street was empty. We took a cab to the station. I figured we had maybe two hours before they came after us.

I decided to take the train.

They’d expect us to run and so I planned to walk. Instead of some fast train to the next city or a sleeper across the whole damn county to the other coast, we took a slow train to the next town and then next and so on until we lost ourselves in the great big beating heart of nowhere.

After a week without incident, I relaxed a little.

We were far enough away now for me to start on my plan.

I had enough money to keep us going for a few months, but I wanted a whole lifetime with Chloe and so I needed a new source of income.

At each town we stopped in, we found an out-of-the-way hotel. We arrived on different days and checked into separate rooms and never acknowledged each other in public. But each night we screwed up a storm while during the day I checked out the local bars, the pool halls and anywhere else that the criminal element would gather.

I had grown up in a small town like the ones we lived in now. They were desperate places that were slowly decaying into ghosts. Each town had its share of secrets and vendettas and that was where I came in.

The out-of-town assassin was as old as time but as time went on I learned a new way of working. Others took the targets out, but I took them to bed. I seduced them and then, when they were at their most vulnerable, I shot them. One in the chest and two in the head.

As soon as the job was done, I left town and Chloe left a few days later. We didn't run. We just moved a few towns along, changed our appearance and the whole game started again.

Chloe took charge of everything but the deed. She was too soft-hearted to ever harm anyone but once the mark when identified she checked them out, made sure that they deserved what they got (another display of her kind heart) and planned the time and place.

She transformed as time went on. Gone was the scared victim to be replaced by the smart boss of our new business. I was happy for her to be in charge.

She also changed in other ways.

Chloe came out of her shell and the shy, sweet companion became a wild, ravenous lover.

Six months had passed and we were in yet another withered-on-the-vine small town.

I came back to the hotel and she slipped out of her clothes and onto her knees for me. She took me into her pretty mouth and got me good and hard.

“Any possibles?” she asked in between taking my hard cock between her lips.

I shook my head and that was the conversation over. Some towns were a bust. If we didn’t pick up any work within a week we’d move on. But right now work did not matter. All that was important was the pleasure we gave to each other.

We both knew the maps of each other’s bodies now and how to navigate them.

Once I was hard, Chloe would take my cock in her tiny hand and twist it just the way I liked. I groaned and she opened her mouth wide. I no longer needed to ease my meat inch by inch inside her now, so I slammed her mouth until she slurped and sucked, and gagged and choked on my futa girl meat with glee.

Her eyes were wide, her mouth bulged full of my cock and all the troubles of the day melted away.

She slipped her fingers between her legs and began to finger her cunt in time with the hard, unrelenting beat in her mouth.

Chloe had learned how to tease and torment, both of which I loved. She would bring me so close to spunking in her mouth and then pop my cock out and pinch the base to draw me back.

“I need you inside me,” she whispered and slid onto the bed, lay on her back and opened her legs to display her glistening sex.

I would strip and crawl between her legs. I ached to bury my cock in her cunt but I knew that Chloe liked the slow build and so I started with a few soft kisses on her thighs that soon became long, slow licks that edged towards her cunt. Her breathing rose and fell as I moved closer and closer to her sex.

Chloe pushed her hips up and spread wider for me as my tongue found her wet lips. I lapped hard as she moaned and grabbed a handful of my hair. I teased and probed as she pushed my head against her pussy and then when she writhed and moaned at the perfect pitch of need I opened her up with my tongue and delved deep to find her sweet, dark secrets.

She tasted of spring rain and summer flowers. She tasted of the first light of dawn and the last breath of twilight. I worked her sweet cunt up and down and added small circles of tongue before I finally dipped a finger in her.

I teased back and forth as Chloe lost herself in pleasure. I added two more fingers and edged her close to coming. I loved how she growled when I eased back. That anger was the only time I ever saw a darker vein in her composure. It turned me on to draw these shadows from her soul, and when the anger came, I knew she was ready to be fucked.

I got onto my knees and kissed her stomach. I eased an inch inside her and kissed her breasts in turn as I slipped more of my meat into her slick little cunt.

Her breasts were firm and round and the perfect size for my mouth. I loved to suck and slobber over them. I adored the feel of her rock-hard pink nipples against my tongue as I started the rhythm inside her. With each thrust, I added a little more of my hard cock into her cunt.

As I pumped from my side, Chloe pushed her hips to meet me. There was a wildness in her eyes now. She was filled with pure animal need. She was a creature of lust and longing. She was mine.

I leaned in so that my weight bore down on her as she took the full length and thrust of my cock. She moaned loudly as her hands found my ass and her fingernails dug into the soft flesh.

I ground my hips against hers. I kissed her hard, and my tongue, still wet with her pussy, pushed into her mouth. Our tongues met and twisted and teased like battling snakes.

My hands cupped her breasts. I pinched her nipples as I pounded her over and over. We rose and fell on the bed as one. There was no end to her and beginning to me. There was just us. Just this one moment of shared ecstasy.

We switched positions. Chloe on all fours, her perfect, tight ass wiggled for me invitingly as I slipped my cock in her cunt and delivered a few hard slaps to her butt.

Chloe squealed. I licked a finger and slipped it into her sweet asshole as I resumed the punishing rhythm of our screwing.

As I slammed her perfect cunt, from time to time she would twist her head to look at me. Her eyes blazed with desire.

“Harder,” she growled in a voice that could not be ignored. The one that made me want to possess her, to use her, to love and to break her in two so that I could put her back together again.

I slapped her ass again and again until both cheeks shone red as newly plucked apples.

Chloe’s ass was tight as I added another finger but her moans and growls told me that it was just what she needed to get where she needed to be.

“I’m going to come,” she breathed.

“Come for me,” I replied.

Chloe shot me a look, “Always for you, my darling.

Then her eyes rolled back in her head as the orgasm swept through her whole body.

The muscles in her pussy tightened around my pumping meat and choked my spunk from it in huge, liquid arcs that filled her sex full to overflowing.

I moaned with release as I lost my rhythm and pulled my cock out of her dripping cunt. I shot a few more large globs of cum onto Chloe’s sweet, red ass before I collapsed onto the bed.

She fell next to me. She was a mass of quivers and shakes and so I held her close and enjoyed every last ebb of her pleasure until finally she sighed and kissed my cheek.

“I think after this town we need a change,” she said.

My subservient lover was gone. The boss of our joint venture, the silk to my shadow was back.

“We’re doing fine,” I replied.

“That’s all we’re doing. Just fine. We need to move upwards as well as forwards.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked her. I kissed her gently. I didn’t really want to talk. I wanted to kiss and lay around until my cock was hard again and I could fuck her.

She kissed me back but it was a ‘be quiet and listen’ kiss not a ‘get hard and screw me all night’ kiss.

“We need to start working in the cities,” said Chloe.

“No,” I said, “It’s too dangerous,”

“It’s been six months since we left.”

“Six months, six years, sixty goddamn years. Families don’t forget. We will always be targets. We need to stay in the shadows.”

“We need enough money to get new faces, to get new identities and to live somewhere where happy ever after is a possibility.”

I was silent. I knew that Chloe was right. This town to town living was only ever a short-term play. In the end, we’d get pinched or played and that would be the end of it.

Our luck had held out but small towns were their own kind of traps. They made you feel safe. They made you feel like you were in control of everything. They made you feel like the top dog and maybe you were but you were still in a small kennel.

“What are you thinking?” asked Chloe.

“That we would need a whole new set up.”

“I’ve already started planning. We’d use the dark web. No more picking up jobs in bars. We have a reputation now. They will come to us. To the silk shadow,” she said and smiled and kissed me with a little more passion and persuasion.

“I can barely work my phone,” I said.

Another kiss, harder, more eager. “That’s why you have me,” said Chloe and slid her hand between my legs.

“The silk shadow?” I asked.

“That’s what they call you in the true crime chat rooms.”

“It’s not me,” I said and took Chloe into my arms. “It’s us.”

That was the end of the conversation for the night. Ths kisses turned liquid and we were wordless animals of hunger once again.

After that town, we took two glorious weeks off. In that time, we planned and screwed and screwed and planned and by the end of the two weeks we headed to our first job in the city.

The first job was a mess and we ended up getting scammed for the second half of our payment. We were no longer the big dogs in the small town. We were just another snarling mutt seeking scraps from the table.

“It’s my fault,” said Chloe, doing her best to hold back her tears.

I was still bruised and a little bloody from the job and it hurt to hold her but I did it anyway. “It was a lesson,” I said. “We’ve learned it and now we’ll move on. It will get better,”

“No, it was me. You could have died.”

“Enough,” I said and kissed her.

She tried to speak again but my tongue wouldn't allow it. I caressed her body, teased her curves with my hands and pulled her into my body.

We made love in slow, elegant movements. The usual wildness was absent. This was not a celebration, it was comfort for the both of us.

Jobs had gone wrong before but this was our first baby step towards the possibility of our happy ever after and we had fallen.

I kissed her soft breasts and she found my cock and stroked it gently.

When I entered her, it was not the usual playful teasing but an easy slide and a slow rhythm which stayed that way until we both came.

“Next time will be better,” I said as we lay entwined in the dark.

“What if it isn’t?” asked Chloe.

“Then we will learn some more. This won’t be easy. But it will be worth it.”

Over the next year, we learned a lot, and the legend of the silk shadow started to grow. Chloe was in her element with planning and I was as seductive and cold-hearted as each job called for.

The one thing we never spoke about was the sex that I had with the targets. I tried not to fuck any of them but sometimes I had to get them to the place where I could take them out.

If Chloe asked me I wouldn’t lie and tell her that sometimes I didn’t enjoy the sex before the killing. But she never asked.

“I’ve got a big one,” she said when I awoke one day in late September. We’d been working in the cities for over a year now and everything was going well. “I think this might be the one we need to try for our happy ever after,” she said.

Once I had my coffee she laid out the details. It all looked fine, but for some reason, something nagged at me.

“What’s wrong?” asked Chloe who knew my moods and expressions as well as I did my own now.

“It’s a lot of money.”

“It’s for the silk shadow service. We charge a lot of money for our brand.”

“But this is more than that. It feels like…” I searched for the word, found it, dismissed it and then decided I had to say it. “It feels like bait,” I said.

Chloe frowned for a moment. “It feels like hope too.”

She was right.

I was good at my job, but I no longer loved it the way I had. Now it was a means to an end. A way to get to the place where we could retire and that place was an expensive one. This one job could take us there and although the idea of a set up still nagged at me I agreed and Chloe set about making plans for the hit.

A week later, I was in a crowded bar and working my charms on the target. She was a redhead in her mid-thirties. She had magnificent tits and an ass to die for. She didn’t look like someone who deserved to die but Chloe assured me she did. These days, I no longer asked for any details on the person that I didn’t require to carry out the job. I trusted Chloe.

As I flirted with the redhead and her hand slid under the table to find my futa girl cock, it seemed like a normal enough job, but I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that had built all day. I told myself it was just the thought that we were so close to getting out of the business that unnerved me.

After an hour of chat, and some under-the-table fingering and cock stroking, we went to her hotel. I pulled her close as we rode the elevator. Her mouth was wet, and so was her cunt as I slipped a finger inside her. She purred in my mouth and cupped my ass hard.

“You’re such a bad girl,” she whispered.

“You have no idea,” I said and pulled her closer.

When the elevator doors opened she let go of me and took one step back as the two muscular women in dark gray suits who stood outside the elevator leapt into the confined space and grabbed me. I had no chance to pull my gun as they slammed into me.

I heard a low laugh from behind and something exploded in my head and the world went dark.

My head swam with distorted images and muttered voices until the world finally resolved itself into a hotel room with me, my so-called target and the two women who had attacked me.

I was tied to the chair. I was naked.

It had been bait.

Not hope.

I cursed myself for ignoring my instinct. But then I cleared my head and started to run through possible options of how I would get out of this alive. I came up empty.

“Did you really think you could run forever?” said the redhead.

I remained silent. The longer I kept them here the more chance Chloe would have to run. She already had enough money for her own happy ever after.

One of the heavies slapped my face. Her ring cut the skin and I felt a dribble of blood run down my cheek like a stray tear.

“The Grande family never forgets,” said the redhead. “You betrayed us. You put the family in danger for a fucking whore.”

I said nothing.

Another couple of slaps, a little more blood.

“Really? You got nothing to say before you die real slow and real bad?” The redhead wanted me to plead. She wanted tears. She wanted to savor my fear.

But I had none.

I was not afraid for myself or Chloe who I knew had become more than smart enough to survive without me. Maybe this was how it should be. Maybe it was time for her to move out of my shadow and find a happiness that was hers alone.

“Okay, I guess we will wait until my associates arrive with your little fuck toy whore. Then we will see if it gets you talking when I make her suck my gun the way she does your futa freak cock.”

My Chloe, my true star, my one love. It would be the worst thing in the world if she walked through that hotel door. I was overdue to contact her. When that happened she knew to run. She knew to go to an agreed rundown hotel in a small town and wait for me. Wait for a week and then move on. That was the plan. One I had made sure to remind her of that very morning when I left. Damn it, I should have rejected hope and seen bait.

There was a knock at the door.

“Is that you, Camille?” asked the redhead.

A pause. “Who else would it be?”

The redhead nodded and one of her female thugs walked past me and opened the door.

That’s when the bullets started flying, The room turned red and my world along with it.

I awoke with a sharp pain in my head. I reached up and found a bandage around it.

“You’re going to be okay,” said Chloe. “You were shot, but it's just a graze. No permanent  damage.”

I tried to focus. “Where am I?”

“A hospital, well sort of. You’re being well looked after.”

“What happened?”

“I couldn’t stop thinking about what you said about bait and so while we planned the hit, I planned a fallback if it was a trap.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because you had enough to worry about with the job.”

Chloe explained that she had recruited a team of seasoned killers to watch us both. The ones assigned to me were to observe and report only. She knew that if they got me they would come for her and that was when she turned the tables. After that, it was just a matter of who had the most bullets. As she told me the tale, she held my hand tight and when she was done she kissed my cheek.

“Hiring a whole set up like that must have cost a big chunk of our happy-ever-after money,” I said.

“Nope.”

“People in our business don’t act out of goodwill,” I said.

“No, but I offered them something better than money.”

“Pussy?” I said and smirked.

She smiled. “No. My pussy belongs to you.”

“So what did you give them?”

“A franchise.”

“In what?”

“In Silk Shadow Incorporated. They each get to operate under our brand for a set yearly fee and give us a share of their profits.”

“We’re a brand?”

She kissed me. “We are now and with the expansion plans I have in mind within a year we’ll be out of the business altogether and heading off to that happy ever after.”

In the end, it took Chloe nine months to set up a string of Silk Shadow assassination franchises across the world and then sell the whole company for just shy of six hundred million dollars.

It seemed strange now to look at her new face or call her by her new name. In my heart, she would always be my Chloe, but I guessed my new features were just as strange to her.

We lived quietly in a country far away from our own with long, hot summer days and cool seductive nights.

We made love each night under the pale moon that shone just for us.

Chloe would slip to her knees just as she had done in all those sleazy, small-town hotels, and lick my cock hard. It would bob and dance on her lips and then she would take me deep inside.

She knew all my secrets now. She sucked, slurped, tormented and twisted my thick futa girl cock until I was ready to explode and then stripped me back down to my base again. I was just a throb, a need, an urge and I belonged to her.

She loved to gag and choke on my cock. She wanted my hands holding her head right down to the base of my cock until she pinched my thigh to let her go.

She loved her mouth to be fucked furiously. She loved to drool and moan as I slammed my hard meat into her pretty little mouth.

Some nights that would be all we needed. Just her mouth, my cock and her fingers in her cunt. We would come that way and take to our bed and drift into an untroubled sleep or we might go for a long walk beneath the waning moon.

But then there were those other nights when we needed more. The ones where we spent the whole day teasing each other. We kissed and explored but never quite got down to the deed. It was a slow build until the sun sank and the moon came to watch us play.

My love would lay on her back. We always started that way. It was our reset. Our base camp from which we set out on all sorts of explorations.

Tonight was one of those nights. It had been three years since we changed our faces and let our hearts run free.

We kissed and our hands moved downward. I found her wetness, she wrapped her hand around my hardness. Then we switched to the perfect sixty-nine. I buried my head between her legs and consumed her sweet cunt as she deep-throated all I had to give her. It was another perfect union. Two sides of the same coin. A complete circle. I slammed into her mouth. I burrowed into her sex. Liquid pleasure flowed from mouth to mouth, Our groans bound us together, our limbs wrapped together and there was no distance left between us.

We switched again.

Chloe straddled me with a smile and rubbed her cunt up and down my body as we kissed and then with absolute ownership she gripped my huge cock and eased her cunt onto it and started to ride me.

Her ass slammed down on my hips which rose to meet it. Her moans and the hard flesh slapping sounds filled the huge mansion that was our happy ever after.

Chloe ground against me. Moved in a wild beat. Back and forth, hands on my tits, she kissed them and slapped them until they bore her dark red handprints.

“Mine,” she whispered.

“Yours,” I said as I grabbed her sweet ass as it rose and fell on my shaft.

She leaned in to kiss me as I rammed my hips up and she let out a cry of pleasure as our lips parted and tongues met.

Bodies moved as one. We were a perfect mirror of each other. The moon made the room glow white as we screwed. I slapped her ass, she bit my lip. She twisted around on my cock, I pulled her down deeper with my hands on her hips. We traded pleasures and pain. We mixed them like exotic cocktails.

“I love you,” she moaned as her hands clawed at the tender flesh of my breasts and she rammed down on me. My cock plowed into her cunt. Her muscles were tight but I slammed through them until she screamed with utter joyful abandon.

“I adore you,” I replied.

“Break me,” she demanded.

I slammed into her.

“Use me,” she said.

I slammed harder.

“Save me,” she said.

How many times had she uttered the words to me? Yet each time the urgent need was real. Each time we fucked she was that broken girl that I had decided not to kill for just a moment and then she was back to being the smart, sexy woman, the silk to my shadow.

I took her on all fours. I pounded her sweet wet cunt, I fingered her tight asshole.

Tonight I used my other hand to bunch her long hair in my fist and wrench her head back with each thrust I pumped into her pussy.

“Come for me,” I commanded.

“Always, always for you,” she screamed back as she started to buck and shake.

I spunked hard over and over, deep into her cunt and we fell together as we had so many times before.

I pulled her close to me. Outside the moon glowed.

This was it.

This was our happy ever after.
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