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Fifty Shades of Black - Part One: The Night
She Met Tyrell...

 


 


In the middle class town of Richdale, things
appeared to be very much the cliché of American life; lots of
similar looking houses in neat rows with white picket fences, lots
of prim housewives waving their husbands off to work and having
their dinner on the table the minute they got home.

 


But beneath the cotton-candy exterior there
lay a clandestine underworld that went on strictly behind closed
doors, reminiscent of the seedy secrets the detective discovers in
the David Lynch film, Blue Velvet. Christine Palmer, one such prim
housewife with an outwardly idyllic life and marriage, was about to
uncover this secret world, and it was about to change her life
forever.



It had all started the previous summer, the big blockbuster film
had been a controversial one called Black Knight, about a white
housewife starting an affair with a black man which soon develops
into a highly sexual, submissive relationship.

 


As the woman gradually submits to her lover,
she becomes his 'shade' meaning his whore, his owned property. The
film proved to be a huge hit due to the scandal and furor that
greeted its release.

 


Christine had seen it and enjoyed it herself,
sneaking off to see it with her friends whilst her husband Edgar
was out for the day playing golf, as he so often spent his
weekends. The experience had excited her, given her a glimpse into
a side of life she knew nothing about, and one she could even see
the appeal of.



But never for a second had she entertained thoughts of actually
getting involved with a black man herself, she was married, after
all. She certainly found black men physically attractive with a
powerful, virile masculinity that white men seemed to lack,
including her own husband she had to admit.

 


She'd kept these thoughts to herself till
now, but one balmy summer day, Edgar out playing golf as usual,
she'd invited round her best friend Darlene Simmons for a few fruit
cocktails on the lawn. Drinking in the afternoon was about as
daring as she got.

 


After the usual exchanges of small town
gossip and hearsay, the cocktails began to kick in and loosen their
tongues a little. Darlene had been one of the friends Christine
went to see Black Knight with, and the experience had opened her
mind to a new way of thinking.



Like Christine, Darlene was married to a successful businessman
husband, but unlike Edgar, he spent large amounts of the year out
of the country and naturally Darlene grew bored and lonesome during
these times. When she saw Black Knight, from then on the idea of
taking a black lover seemed the most exciting thing in the world
and it began to consume her daydreams and fantasies.

 


She first imagined herself with the film's
main character, then it spread to the few black men that she knew,
who were more numerous in the less affluent areas of town as racial
equality had not yet been fully embraced by Richdale.



As they reclined under the blazing summer
sun, they sipped on their cocktails and the conversation slowly
veered from inane to intimate as the alcohol loosened Darlene's
lips. "Listen hun, this is strictly between us but...I'm gonna
burst if I don't tell someone...and if I can't confide in my best
friend...." she began, tantalizingly.

 


Christine sat up in her deck chair and
straightened her sunglasses, thinking this sounded
interesting.



Darlene drew a deep breath and began "Ok...so you know Robert is
like hardly ever here anymore...well, over time I've become lonely
and more than a little frustrated....and when we saw Black
Knight, it was like a flip switched inside me...I wanted to
experience the excitement that the woman did in that movie....I
heard about this bar downtown...where there are a lot of black
guys...I went along one night, all dolled up...".



"Oh Darl....you are crazy! Carry on...." said Christine, her
heart suddenly pounding with excitement. "Ok...so I walked in to
Macy's and a few black guys were looking at me as I went in...I
ordered myself a drink and this one guy came over and offered to
pay for it...I let him...his name was Thomas....he was
gorgeous...about 6ft 2...handsome, sexy deep voice....muscular...as
hot as the guy in Black Knight, I couldn't believe it....I even
told him he looked like that character and how much I loved that
film...he said it was how he started dating white women...and it
went from there...".

 


Christine leant forward in her armchair, a
little shocked. "Oh my god Darl, you went home with this guy? He
could have been a psycho...you went back to his place?" she
exclaimed.



"I know....it was crazy of me....he was with a group of friends
though...they were hot too! Anyway, we went back to his...he was so
good, really gentle at first....then as we got into it...wow...he
really knew how to dominate me...I was being thrown about like a
rag doll by the end....such good sex, I can't even explain it...I'm
meeting him again at Macy's next week...I think he wants to make me
his 'shade'..." continued Darlene, followed by a silence.

 


Christine was dumbfounded by her friend's
risky behaviour, but found herself intrigued and fascinated
also.



"Amazing sex, huh? Well...I admit I've kind of forgotten what
that is...Edgar is more interested in his golf swing than his
pelvic thrust these days...." she said eventually, with a sigh.
After another silence, Darlene piped up with "You could always
come with me to Macy's...like I said, he has some gorgeous
friends...you could take your pick Christine, you're hotter than
me...".



Christine blushed a little at this, feeling flattered, and though
she' d never cheated on her husband in her life, she was seriously
tempted to take Darlene up on her offer.

 


"Oh gee, Darl...I'm 42 now....married 21
years....never been unfaithful...but I admit seeing that film
excited the hell out of me...if it's as good as it seems...then I
think I should go....". Darlene turned to her friend to see if
she was for real and her serious expression told her she was.
"You won't regret it, darling...." she said, and Christine
felt a tingle of anticipation run up her spine.



The next week seemed to fly by in a flurry of fantasies and erotic
dreams. By agreeing to go with Darlene, she'd awakened something
deep within her that had lain dormant for a long time. The night of
visiting Macy's soon arrived and she spent the whole day pampering
herself, a manicure and pedicure, then a massage and a visit to the
hair salon.



She dressed to kill, a slinky velvet dark purple dress that clung
to her still enviable figure, black thigh-highs showing off her
shapely legs, along with black stilettos to complete the vampish
look.

 


She kept her make-up tasteful so that she
still looked a classy woman, and was just finishing up when Darlene
honked her car horn outside her house. She walked downstairs,
having told her husband that she was going out for the night and
would crash at Darlene's, the perfect cover. She noticed how
distant he was as she left with her brief explanation, and didn't
feel the slightest bit bad at what she was doing.



As they got near Macy's she felt butterflies in her stomach, it was
starting to feel real now, not a fantasy anymore. She strode in
with Darlene feeling sexy and appearing confident, even though she
was nervous inside. She saw a group of well-attired, handsome black
men, one walking over, which she guessed correctly as Darlene's
guy. "Thomas...hi....I brought my friend along this time, this
is Christine..." said Darlene, and Thomas reached out his hand
with a broad, friendly smile.

 


Christine shook it, her soft fingers feeling
crushed by his strong, large hand, and she was struck by his aura
of effortless control and confidence. Suddenly, one of the group
strolled over and introduced himself to Christine, with a handshake
just as knee-weakening. As she looked up at him, clearly a foot
taller than her, she was mesmerized by his brown eyes and strong
jawline. Thomas interjected "Christine...this is my good friend
Tyrell..." and Christine felt herself blushing, overwhelmed by
the situation. Tyrell smiled and said "Very nice to meet you
Christine, what would you like to drink?".

 


Christine thought she was going to faint when
she heard his silky smooth voice, so deep and rich. By the gold
medallion round his neck and the numerous rings on his fingers, she
could tell he wasn't from the poorer side of town, he appeared well
off, maybe even downright rich.

 


His expectant gaze brought her out of her
thoughts and she finally replied "Oh...well, as I'm trying new
things tonight...why don't you surprise me?". She couldn't
believe how flirty she was being, but Tyrell responded with a cool
wink and "One surprise coming right up....". He turned away
from her and quickly caught the barman's attention.



As he ordered for them both, Darlene sidled over to her
crimson-faced friend and asked "So what do you think? Drop-dead
gorgeous or what? He's not from round here, I met him last
time...he's here on business...so if he asks you back...it will be
to the Regazza Hotel...$1000 a night there...seriously rich! And I
think he likes you hun...".

 


With that, she stepped away back to her lover
Thomas and Tyrell strolled back holding an exotic looking
drink.

 


"Wow..what is this?" said Christine,
as she took it in her hand. Tyrell replied smoothly "A
cocktail...banana colada...try it, your mouth will love you
forever...". He smiled and she took a sip, then licked her
lips. "Darn...that tastes good!" she exclaimed, and it did,
a rainbow of flavours hitting her taste buds. She drank some more,
his eyes baring into her, and somehow drinking a cocktail suddenly
felt like the most sensual thing she could experience at that
moment.



The wild flavour felt like the drink was some initiation ritual, an
initiation into a new world of sensual indulgence and exploration.
Now that she knew that he was staying at a hotel, she decided that
if he asked her to spend the night with him, she would go.

 


Besides, she felt innately comfortable if
somewhat overwhelmed by his presence. He seemed to ooze effortless
confidence and control, she just knew that he was one of these men
who breeze through life, and she wondered how many women like her
he had seduced...hundreds maybe.

 


But she didn't care, she felt excited for the
first time in years, and if all he wanted was one night of lusty
fucking, she decided it was time that she had a taste of real
pleasure, and not just an exotic cocktail...it was time for an
exotic cock....



They chatted away happily for a while, Christine feeling
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