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It was the morning after Christine Palmer and
Darlene Simms had spent the previous night participating in a
midnight gangbang in a run-down parking lot on the edge of town.
They looked so bedraggled and rough by the end that they knew they
couldn't return to Darlene's that night without getting asked some
awkward questions by Darlene's husband, who was in town for
once.



Though they'd been best friends for years, their relationship had
changed irrevocably that night, partly as it had emerged that
Christine was now looked up to by every woman who had attended, due
to being Tyrell's sub, or 'shade'. They had now shared their first
lesbian kiss....and both had enjoyed it. They also shared a bedroom
that night but slept in two singles, worried the motel owner might
not let them stay for being dykes. It was that kind of
motel....



They both felt a little embarrassed as they woke up, the seedy
surroundings reminding them of their debauched antics the previous
evening, but they had also bonded more deeply through the
experience. They got out fast when the cleaner knocked on the door
at 11am to clean the room, and Christine was glad to find her
husband was at work when Darlene dropped her off. However, as she
shut the door behind her she noticed twitching curtains across the
street, so knew she hadn't got away completely unnoticed.



What she found hardest was returning to the role of housewife and
part-time secretary at an insurance company, both very humdrum
roles that now seemed more dull than ever. She became fixated at
looking at her phone, checking to see if Tyrell had been in touch
again, but several days passed without anything. By the following
Friday, she was anxiously ringing Darlene to see if she'd heard
anything from her own Master, Thomas.



Darlene had been freaking out too, she'd heard nothing from Thomas
and it had become torture for her to hear nothing at all. They were
now wondering if they'd ever see either of them ever again. Maybe
the gangbang was all that was required of them and they were to be
just cast aside like trash. They knew that would happen at some
time or other, these were manipulative, even dangerous men, so they
weren't expecting roses and chocolates. But it didn't fit right, it
felt like the sexual adventure was not yet complete...



They had to wait over a week to be put out of their misery,
Christine shaking when her phone buzzed late at night. She knew
instinctively it was her Master, and fumbled with the phone. With
anxious eyes, she flipped the top and read it. 'MAKE YOURSELF
AVAILABLE NEXT WEEKEND. WE ARE GOING TO A MANSION PARTY. YOU DON'T
NEED TO KNOW WHERE. GET YOURSELF PREPARED, YOU NEED TO LOOK YOUR
VERY BEST. FORMAL EVENING DRESS, BEST JEWELLERY YOU HAVE. MEET ME
AT THE CARLTON HOTEL OUTSIDE AT NOON, SATURDAY. BACK ON MONDAY, SO
MAKE YOUR EXCUSES. YOUR FRIEND WILL BE CONTACTED.'



Christine felt overwhelmed to receive any message at all, but the
idea of an all-weekend mansion party with her Master sounded more
than she could handle. She was only just recovering from the
gangland in the parking lot, and that had only lasted an hour or
so. She thought about the possible ramifications until the evening
when she rang Darlene to see if she'd been invited yet.
"Darl....have you heard from Thomas yet?" she said, her
voice full of nervous excitement. "He texted about ten minutes
ago, was about to ring you..." Darlene replied, feeling more
than a little flustered herself.



"So you know about the mansion party...sounds like we need to
pamper ourselves next week! But it sounds a little intimidating,
even after the other night...." Christine said,
half-whispering, paranoid that her husband Edgar might overhear,
though knowing he left the lounge only to go to the restroom or to
bed. "Darlene...it's ok if you knew from the start about
this....did you?" she asked tentatively, wanting no more
secrets between her and her best friend.



"Christine...honestly, I knew about the gangbang....but all I
knew about this was that Tyrell and Thomas have some very rich
business friends with the same sexual interests...I think this
party is going to get pretty wild, that's all I know for
sure...." replied Darlene, keen to re-establish her friend's
trust. They discussed going to a local health spa to help make them
look a million dollars, along with a trip to the hair salon.
Naturally, they laughed, their husbands would be footing the bill
for this beauty treatment, their black Masters and their rich
friends the real beneficiaries.


The week lead up to the mansion party was fun for both
of them, indulging themselves thoroughly with manicures, pedicures,
massages and body wraps, a very expensive hair salon and a shopping
spree for the sexiest evening dresses they could buy. This seemed
like the height of decadence and fast living to both of them, but
little did they know the extremes of excess they would be
experiencing that weekend...



They told their husbands that they were spending the weekend at a
fashion show, a clever ruse, as it allowed them to pack some exotic
dresses without it looking unusual. They'd been told to turn up in
their finest evening dress and so went to the trouble of booking a
room at the Carlton hotel, one of the more prestigious in Richdale,
just so they could spend a couple of hours getting ready.

 


As Christine waited for Darlene to pick her
up, she watched her husband dozily making coffee. He looked a
pathetic sight compared to the debonair Tyrell and she found
herself thinking that this seemed like a chapter closing. She knew
her marriage was now dead and buried and a divorce was only a
matter of time. She'd enjoyed the material benefits of marriage to
a rich investment banker, but now she'd known true pleasure and
excitement, she just knew she couldn't live a lie any linger. The
white picket fence had been painted black...



"Honey...Darlene will be here any second....I'll be back Monday,
are you going to be ok?" she asked, feeling she should make an
effort to sound like she cared. "I'll be just fine honey, you
just make sure that Darlene doesn't get you drunk and both of you
make fools of yourselves...you're middle-aged women
now...respectable wives of respected husbands..." he replied,
and Christine so glad to be leaving the house.



"Thanks for the tip darling...we wouldn't want me having any fun
after all, would we?" she responded, her voice dripping with
sarcasm, but totally lost on her insensitive spouse. She took her
garment carrier containing her evening dress and travel bag with
her out of the door, feeling freed as she closed it behind her and
inhaled the warm morning air. Right on cue, Darlene's car pulled
into her road and within minutes they were parking up at the
Carlton hotel. 



Checking in with their dresses and make-up bags, they then made
their way to their room, loving the purple velvet carpets under
their Jimmy Choo heels and the sheer expansiveness of the place.
They'd booked in on the top floor just for the view, so got in the
enormous, fully mirrored elevator. They felt excited as they
ascended each floor, knowing that they were going to experience
even greater heights of luxury at the mansion party. They both felt
so suited to a decadent, sybarite lifestyle, one that even their
rich husbands couldn't provide, but their Masters sure
could....

 


Having surveyed the incredible view, they
took advantage of the plush ensuite bathroom, and spent two hours
showering, getting dressed and doing each other's make up. They
were both wearing tight fitting black evening dresses, arm length
black velvet gloves and, for the finishing touch, they shared an
erotic moment putting on each other's diamond choker necklace. They
stood admiring themselves and each other in the many mirrors around
the room.



They were just making the finishing touches to their tastefully
applied make-up when Christine's phone beeped, and she rushed over
to read the message. 'THERE IN 10. BE READY TO HOP IN, AND LISTEN
CAREFULLY TO WHAT IS SAID.' Christine read it out to Darlene and
her friend commented "This sounds like it could get heavy
hun....it's not to late to back out, you know....". Christine
looked at her friend earnestly, Darlene was clearly having second
thoughts even though she was the one who instigated all this. "I
want to....." Christine replied, and she meant it.



That was good enough for Darlene, who was known for being easily
persuaded, and taking their svelte leather handbags they worked
their way down to the ground floor. Loving the looks they were
attracting, they could see jaws dropping as a stretch limo with
blacked out windows pulled up and the back door opened wide,
seemingly by itself. A tall, handsome black man got out and ushered
both of them in, then got in behind them. On Christine's right was
another black man, who handed both of them blindfolds.



"Put these on...the owner doesn't want any shades knowing where
he lives...." said the stern-looking man on the right.
Christine felt rather unnerved by this demand and looked around the
limo. Tyrell and Thomas were sat opposite several feet away, both
smoking Havana cigars and looking very relaxed. She decided to do
as she was told, not wanting to anger her Master in any way.
Darlene naturally did the same, and the limo set off, their Masters
starting to discuss their shades in a rather disrespectful
way.



As they inhaled their Master's cigar smoke, the men muttered in
deep voices about the pleasures of fucking married white pussy, how
they give better head than black women as they try harder, and how
they'd both enjoy inseminating their shades on the Sunday.
Christine's ears pricked up particularly at that last comment and
she then heard Tyrell say "That's what this party is for,
brother....".


Her mind was sent reeling by hearing that, even though
Tyrell had never worn a condom. He'd also never cum in her yet and
the fact she was in her early forties meant pregnancy had never
been an issue so far, but now it seemed like the intention. She
knew Darlene must been even more worried, as she had more to lose,
she didn't want this to end her marriage, whereas Christine was now
past caring. 



These thoughts kept her mind busy as she sensed the limo winding
its way up hills and round bends. This was out in the middle of
nowhere, for sure. Feeling frustrated at having to have her senses
restricted, she sighed as she felt it finally come to a stop, the
noise of tyres in gravel filling the limo. The man sat on her right
pulled her blindfold off, the one next to Darlene doing the same
for her, then they were immediately handed lace black eye-masks.
Christine realized that this was obviously going to be the
modern-day equivalent of a masked ball....



Glancing at Darlene tor reassurance, Darlene gave her a wan smile
that betrayed her nerves, she was clearly anxious about what had
been said on the way. The man on the right of Christine opened the
back door of the limo and they all climbed out. Tyrell and Thomas
were now wearing white-theatre masks, which reminded Christine of
the white hockey mask Tyrell had worn their first night together.
The theatre mask wasn't as demonic but it was still darkly erotic,
it reminded her of Phantom of the Opera to look at him...



Their Masters led the way up a marble staircase and suddenly the
full glorious immensity of the mansion came into view. Christine
had never seen anything like it in her life. It appeared to be four
storeys high, looked like about fifty bedrooms, and Christine
turned to see that they were enclosed by corrugated iron railings.
As she surveyed the scene,  she realized that they had come
through the enormous front gates with security guards patrolling
it, remembering hearing the driver having to give his name on the
way in.



A suited black gentlemen came to greet them, with a courteous
manner, who led the way whilst explaining that the strict security
measures were due largely to the high value of 'Mr. Sautoy's art
collection'.

 


Christine wondered if it could possibly be
Marcel Sautoy they were talking about, someone she'd heard about
through her job. He was a
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