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Some lives are easier to live. Some are hell. Mine, well mine has been something in between. I think most people would consider their lives average, boring even. Whatever mine had been, I could not describe it as average, and never boring. Definitely not boring.

But this story is not about my life, at least not the one I have lived thus far. No, this story is about my dream and the future.

My name is Silk, and I own a Burlesque club of the same name. My real name is not relevant and neither is the history of how I came to be the owner of club where people bring me their fantasies and I fulfil them. This is both my dream and my life: living a life without regrets.

I am seventy-two years old. I raised three children, two boys and a girl without any support from either of their fathers. I am not against marriage, but have not found a man to share my life with after my first and one true love died three months after our wedding.

I am blessed with five grandchildren, some of whom you will meet on this journey.

Do I have regrets? Sometimes the answer is no, and at other times I will simply refrain from answering because I don't know what words to use.

Did I find love after my husband died? I did, many times. Some love affairs lasted longer than others, and I am grateful to have had these men in my life. I wasn't designed to be a wife, I think, and yet... But I have no regrets for the choices I have made or the life I’ve lived.

Even now my life is filled with the nuances of romance and the thrills of passion, and so should yours be.

Burlesque dancing encompasses a game of seduction between the sexes, and a life lived passionately - without holding anything back. And at Club Silk we dance to life with a passion, with love and above all with no regrets.

Come take a chance on love.

Spread your wings and open your heart to passion.

Don't wait until it’s too late to kiss the woman you desire. Don't delay to seduce the man that makes your heart race.

Bring your fantasy to Club Silk and we will help you make it happen.

Make that first move, I dare you.

Silk.
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​Chapter 1
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CJ felt her pussy flutter when Rowan started to come. She loved it when he watched her with those intense hazel eyes while she sucked him off. He was the epitome of happiness for her.

“Steady, sweetheart,” he growled, when she swallowed again.

She paused for a moment to take a breath.

His hand caressed her cheek while the other supported her neck.

He was tall and, on her knees, her neck was strained - he knew.

“Lick me clean,” he instructed, and she sighed with pleasure as he slowly pulled his cock from her mouth.

He wasn't completely soft, and she looked forward to what he had in mind for the rest of the evening.

Once he was satisfied with her efforts, he bent over and helped her to get up. The pillow went back in its place on the chair behind her.

She held onto him for a few moments longer to regain her balance. While she had been attending to him, her own body was not completely impervious to the act. Her blood was hot and her pussy wet, but she didn't say anything about either condition.

Rowan knew. Her was her Dom. She was his sub. She wanted to be more, but was unsure how to approach the subject. She wasn't unhappy, on the contrary, but she knew, deep inside, that she was missing out on something really special.

“How are your knees?”

She smiled up at him. “Good. The pillow works really well.”

He grinned and hugged her to him. She loved being held like this. A movement against her stomach made her giggle.

Rowan leaned away. “What's so funny?”

She pressed her lips together, trying to stifle it, but her cheeks were still pulled tight with amusement. Then she looked down at his still open pants. His erection had come alive again and slid against her stomach. It tickled.

He winked at her, and let her go to zip up.

“Will you be ready to leave in two hours?”

Her mirth died down and her shoulders dropped. “Do I have to go too? I feel stupid at your business dinners. I don't know what to say when they ask me stuff.”

Rowan lifted her chin with a gentle finger. “It is not a business dinner. I would not do that to you.”

She nodded with a blush. “I know. I am sorry. Is there a dress code?”

He ran his thumb over her lips, as if he couldn't help himself. “No, it’s informal. You can wear whatever you like.”

Her smile was quick to form, and the very next moment she ran out of the room into the dressing room.

Rowan watched his woman with an indulging smile. Her idea of informal dress always made him smile. And he wasn't disappointed when the next moment she ran out again, hair flying all over the light blue dress. Her hair was loose and the long curls always got caught in everything. The thought had barely formed, when he spotted a disaster about to happen.

“Stop!”

Fortunately, she obeyed and stood watching him with a frown. He pointed to her left but he went closer anyway. He untangled the long strands from a handle on a cupboard door. “Careful, sweetheart.”

She pulled a face and pulled her hair to the side. “Ugh, I should probably cut some of it off.”

It was his turn to frown. “Only if you really want to.”

She stopped fiddling with her blonde curls and looked up at him with obvious surprise.

He curled his hand over hers which was still holding her hair over her shoulder. “I love your hair.”

A deep crimson flooded her cheeks and she looked down at the floor.

Rowan cursed himself in silence. CJ was too shy to feel flattered by a compliment. On any other woman he would have thought it was a faked look, but she was truly embarrassed.

“Come here,” he said softly and pulled her slender frame against his chest.

He caressed her back, until she relaxed. He didn't apologise for the compliment, but he understood that it was difficult for her to accept it.

He could stand here the whole night, but they had an obligation to attend to.

“I am going to take a quick shower. Just be careful when you move around, okay?”

She nodded against his chest and stepped away to let him go.

CJ remembered that she still needed to get shoes, but this time she was more careful as she dug around in her closet. There were a lot of things in there that could snag her hair. She crouched and pulled the strands over her shoulder to look at the split ends. She pressed her lips together. It was really time to get a trim.

She heard the shower shut off, and searched for her silver sandals. Spotting them under a pair of sneakers, she leaned in to get them out. Fortunately, nothing grabbed her hair and she was out in seconds.

She put on her shoes, and shook her hair back. She was ready to go.

Sitting on the bed, she watched Rowan get dressed in a pair of black jeans and a dark grey golf shirt. His choice of clothing made him even more handsome and highlighted his salt and pepper hair. After tying his shoes, black trainers, he smiled at her.

“Ready?”

It was not easy for her, but she had promised him that she would try to make friends and this was going to be the perfect opportunity.

* * *
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With her heart racing, and holding his hand tightly, they walked into the restaurant. As always, he had booked a private table because crowds made her anxious.

Philip and Addison were already there, and got to their feet when they entered the room.

Immediately CJ’s stomach unclenched. She liked Addison. She was the CFO of Rowan's airline business. What she liked most about the other woman was her down to earth personality. She was well read, and they could talk about art even though Addison herself wasn’t a practicing artist.

CJ had started to read a bit wider due to Addison's recommendations. Something she appreciated since Addison didn't look down on her because of her shyness.

The knowledge that there were people outside the private area, made CJ fidget, but once or twice Rowan reached out to take her hand. No words, because they weren’t needed. She only had to say something and they would leave immediately. He had done that for her in the past, and she knew it was not done to placate her and make her stay.

She paused for a moment thinking about how she felt. She was okay. And having fun too. She had met Philip once before, and while he still made her nervous that too was decreasing. Spending time in his company had made her realise that he treated her with respect, almost like a sister. She liked that.

“You're smiling,” Rowan whispered when the waiter came to take their plates.

“I know!”

It made him laugh, and he kissed her fingertips before turning his attention back to Philip.

And it was such a nice evening, that she could even eat dessert. Something she seldom managed because her anxiety never let up long enough.

Only when a reporter tried to take pictures of them, did everything go South. Panic set in. Her hands started to shake, and no matter how nice Addison was to her, and the men chased the reporter away, she couldn't settle down.

By the time the men returned, CJ was a wreck. She was pale, her heart was racing and her clammy hands couldn't stop shaking.

Her mind was a mess, and she couldn't even do something basic like breathing properly.

“What can I do to help?”

Rowan immediately pulled CJ close and held her. He looked at Addison's worried face, and then towards the front of the restaurant.

“We need to leave, preferrably not passing through the main area where there are so many people.”

Addison nodded. “I will see what I can do.”

She looked at Philip who was watching CJ with concern. “Perhaps you can bring Rowan's car around?”

Before he replied, Rowan handed him his keys, and returned his attention to CJ. She was not shaking so much anymore, but her distress was far from over.

Philip got up. “I will take care of the bill too.”

“Thank you, I appreciate it.”

CJ felt a fool of the worst kind, but she couldn't think of anything except Rowan. He had been her anchor since they’d met four years ago. She loved him, but couldn't understand why he bothered with someone like her. Her anxiety attacks must drive him crazy, and yet he never said or did anything to give that impression.

She gulped in air.

“Slowly, sweetheart. Breathe slow and deep. I am not going to leave you alone. Slow and deep.”

“Why...?”

He kissed her hair. “Later. Talk later. For now, we are just going to sit here, until you feel better, okay?”

CJ nodded against his chest and closed her eyes. At one point in her life, she had seen a therapist and had been advised that when a panic attack struck, all she had to do was close her eyes and breathe. Nothing else. When she told Rowan, he hadn't laughed like so many others had.

He held her and told her to breathe. In the beginning he would slow down his breathing so she could follow his without having to think about it.

She was already feeling calmer and in control, and noticed that he had done exactly that again. Whether on instinct or to help her cope, she didn't know.

When she opened her eyes again, Addison and Philip had returned and were quietly chatting with Rowan.

“Hi,” Addison said, the first to notice her attention. “Feeling better?”

CJ blushed yet nodded as she sat upright. “I am sorr—”

“Absolutely, no need to be sorry,” Philip interrupted. “If I hadn't been so angry with that bloody reporter I would have screamed your ears off.”

Everyone laughed, even CJ.

Rowan took her hand. “Ready to go home?”

“I hope I didn't ruin everyone's evening,” she tried again.

“The freaking reporter managed that all by himself,” Addison replied as she collected her handbag and led the way outside. The manager of the restaurant held the back door open for them.

Both men waved away his apology away. He couldn't have known the man was a paparazzi photographer who was stalking Rowan.

Philip had brought both cars around, so they all said goodnight and went home.

An anxiety attack usually drained all her reserves, so Rowan didn't insist on sex when they got home. On some level CJ was disappointed, but she was exhausted and could barely keep her eyes open.

In the rush to shower she managed to get half her hair wet. Shaking her head, she made a mental note to do something about it as soon as possible.

When she got into bed, Rowan came in with a cup of tea.

“Thank you,” she said, gratefully sipping the warm brew.

He sat with her until she finished her tea and lay back pushing the now damp hair out of the way.

“There was an urgent message on my phone. Will you be okay while I return the call? I won't be long.”

CJ reached up and cupped his cheek. His stubble scraped against her palm when he turned his head to kiss her wrist.

“I’m fine now. Just tired. If it's urgent you have to call back. I do understand, Rowan, and you are not neglecting me in any way. Go.”

Her attempt at assertiveness fell flat because the last word was spoken in a whisper even as her eyelids drifted closed.

Despite her urging, he didn't leave immediately. He let his eyes feast on the almost ethereal human being who held his heart in the palm of her small hands. He smiled  when she frowned in her sleep and once again pushed at the damp hair curling over her bare shoulder.

Maybe a trim wasn't such a bad idea if it made her more comfortable.

She never ceased to amaze him. Take tonight. Sure, the reporter had given them all a huge fright, but for CJ the invasion of her privacy was more traumatic than for most people.

But she kept her composure and calmed down much faster than would normally be the case. Her confidence was growing. She would never be comfortable in public, but he could see her handling the pressure better each day.

He reached out and took her hand, pressing a soft kiss to the palm before getting up. “Sleep well, sweetheart.”

Just outside the bedroom door, he reached for his mobile phone and dialled a number which was not in his address book. If anyone saw him right then, they would not have had to guess how pissed he was.

The man answered on the first ring.

“Rowan. What do you need?”

The conversation didn't last long, as he had promised CJ. After he hung up, he took a quick shower and got into bed. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her tighter against him.

His cock was very interested, but he ignored it. A little discomfort was a small price to pay to watch her sleep so peacefully after the stress of the evening.
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​Chapter 2
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Despite CJ wearing the collar, a sign of her submission to her Dom, Rowan always made sure that CJ had choices regarding her own life. As the youngest child of distant parents and four extroverted siblings, she had never been given choices growing up. It had made her introversion worse.

At the beginning of their relationship, when she was reticent about making a decision, he didn’t push her to do his bidding. If she chose to do something he wanted, she understood that it was her choice.

Bigger decisions still made her anxious, and he would gently lay out the options for her. She was completely averse to making decisions about money. She didn't want to decide about investments and how to do anything to secure her financial future.

He did everything for her, but he also made sure that although she didn't want to make the decisions, she understood what was being done and who she should consult if she had any questions. Her children's book illustrations and commissions were handled by an agent. Someone he didn't quite trust, but had his lawyer and financial auditor check out on a regular basis, just to be sure CJ wasn't done in.

As a watercolour artist she was already making a name for herself and had sold several paintings through an art gallery. He knew the owner, and was happy to let her talk to him directly about special commissions.

This morning, however, he wanted to let her sleep while he went to the office by himself.  The housekeeper brought up a tray for her, but it was still standing untouched on his side of the bed while he contemplated his next move.

The next moment a small hand appeared in his line of sight to point at the dark blue tie he held in his left hand. “That one,” she said in a sleepy voice. “It enhances your beautiful eyes.”

She yawned and rubbed her eyes.

He reached out and gently lifted the strap of her nightgown over her shoulder. Not that the sight of her naked breast did not appeal to him but unfortunately, he had an early meeting and couldn't indulge in the images of them in bed his brain conjured up at her nakedness.

CJ looked down in surprise at the condition of her pyjamas and shrugged. He had never met anyone so unconcerned with her own body.

“Do you want to stay home today?”

She blinked, a frown marring her forehead. “No, I want to finish the book's illustrations today. I left everything at work.”

She sighed and lifted the tangled ends of the long curls up in the air. “Do you have a pair of scissors?”

He reached out at pulled her hand into his. “We will ask Sara for a good hairdresser. If the salon has an opening we can go this afternoon. Will that work?”

CJ smiled and gave him a quick hug. “Give me ten minutes.”

He glanced at the tray on the bed. “Do you want Mrs Henderson to pack the food for you to eat at work?”

Her eyes followed his to the tray with orange juice, toast, yoghurt and a bowl of fresh fruit. Everything was portable, even the boiled egg.

“Okay. I will go—”

He held her arm. “I will. You get ready.”

“Slave driver,” she muttered, but he only smiled. Her sassy comment was a good indication of her mental state this morning.

Putting the green tie back in his closet, he left to consult with the housekeeper.

* * *
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At the office CJ immediately went to her studio, and closed the door. She put the basket with her breakfast on the table, but other than sipping the juice didn't give the other items a second glance. The view from the window was not particularly beautiful since it overlooked the northern end of the airfield. She loved the trees though.

Since meeting Rowan her art has evolved, purely because she had all the time she needed to paint and draw. She avoided thinking about the past. It had been difficult enough to explain it to Rowan, he had insisted. She hated the helplessness surrounding her childhood and couldn't wait to graduate high school and go to college where she could do what she wanted. It was then too that her anxiety attacks had started.

Art classes were big, and noisy. She didn't have many friends growing up, and the shock of being among so many people almost made her want to drop out. But she hadn’t. The art history lecturer had been married to a therapist, and he told her to go and see his wife. It didn't solve the problem, but it helped her to understand what was going on in her head.

She had learned to cope, barely, but given the choice of an overwhelming college life, or the mind-numbing life back home and ending up in a non-creative boring job, she’d chosen college. All her life she had been an observer. It was time to start taking part as difficult as it still was at times.

Movement caught her eye. Two helicopters were coming in to land. Millennium Air owned many of these or rather provided hanger space for them. She wasn't sure how many they owned outright. Many business people owned aircraft, but needed someone else to fly them. Rowan's pilots provided that service.

She emptied the bottle of juice, but didn't move from the window.

Rowan. His impact on her life was difficult to describe except to say that it was huge. They had met in an art gallery. She had been trying to hide in a corner, working hard to keep her anxiety under control, when he came up to her.

There hadn’t been that many people at the opening of the exhibition where two of her paintings were also on display along with the work of five other young artists hoping to get a break in the ruthless industry.

She hadn’t wanted to display her work, but ended up doing so because her professor insisted that her work was good enough.

At that point she had been ready to pass out from the strain of keeping it together. Rowan had taken one look at her, grabbed her hand and pulled her into the office of the gallery owner. He’d even locked the door.

Then he’d introduced himself, before taking into his arms and holding her. No one had ever done that, and it was not long before the tears came. Years of pent-up and suppressed anger and pain, feelings of helplessness and insecurities had bubbled to the surface.

All he’d done was hold her. No false reassurances that everything would be okay, no promises. He’d just held her, slowly stroking her back with one hand.

When it became too much and hysteria threatened to take over he’d stepped in. How had he known? Eight years later, she still couldn't figure out how he had.

Her lips curved into a smile, and she pressed the cold bottle to her cheek. He’d threatened to spank her if she didn't stop crying.

She had been so shocked, that her  tears dried up almost immediately.

“Sp-spank me?”

He’d nodded. His eyes were serious. “Yes.”

She’d frowned and pressed her palms to her aching eyes. “I don't understand. How would that solve anything?”

It was only later that she remembered that with Rowan she had never felt the same anxiety as she normally would with a stranger. But the spanking thing had really thrown her.

Her eyes widened and she’d dropped her hands before stepping back. “Are you some kind of—”

“No!” he’d interrupted her. “Are you okay now?”

She wiped her nose, and had winced at the wetness that clung to her hand. He pointed to a closed door behind her. “That's Barry's private bathroom. You can clean up in there.”

She did and they had rejoined the exhibition. Later that night she wondered if he had been serious about the spanking thing. She might have grown up in an isolated world, but college had taught her a few things.

It was a year later when he’d contacted her again. Soon after she’d learned the pleasures of spanking. Especially when receiving it at the expert hand of Rowan Allerdyce III.

A knock made her return to the present. “Come in.”

A face coloured with disapproval entered. “You have not eaten yet.”

She shrugged and returned the empty juice bottle to the basket. She noticed the mug of coffee in his hand. “You can join me if you have time.”

He sat and watched while she ate the fruit and some of the yoghurt.

“What were you thinking about so seriously?”

She smiled. “The first time we met.”

He paused in lifting the mug to his lips. “I fell in love with you that day.”

CJ felt the pleasure of his words all over her body. She knew he loved her, but he wasn't one to mention it often. Her smile grew to a grin. “Ugh, I made such a mess of your suit that day. It's a wonder you didn't spank me right there and then.”

She burst out laughing when he dropped the mug with a bang. It landed on its side. It was empty so only a few drops splattered onto the surface.
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