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Midnight...

 


 


Christine Palmer was feeling tense as she
prepared her husband's dinner that night in their large, if not
first-rate, house in Richdale. Having spent the previous night with
her black lover Tyrell, she was struggling with feelings of guilt
and shame, as well as flashbacks of their incredible night
together.

 


Images would flash up in her mind, Tyrell
pounding into her, looking so demonic in that white hockey
mask....the moment he made her look in the mirror covered in his
cum, to see 'WHORE' daubed on her chest in lipstick....she was
understandably struggling to concentrate.



Something else was concerning her though, not just that she'd
cheated, her marriage had been dead in the water for years, after
all. It was that this wasn't just some one night stand with a black
man...he'd told her that she was now his 'shade', his owned
property. At the time Tyrell had said it to her it seemed like the
most exciting thing in the world, now she was wondering if she was
in over her head.



She was a white middle-class married woman from boring
suburbia...having a black master was not generally seen as the done
thing in Richdale. She thought it best just to get out while she
still could, and ignore any calls from Tyrell. She was glad he was
only in town on business, and would be leaving at some point.



With this in mind, she started to relax and regain her composure,
enough to not make her husband Edgar think there was anything
untoward as they sat at the table to eat lunch. "Good time last
night?" he offered. She looked up at him, and realized he was
just making small talk, there was no hint of suspicion. She smiled
and replied "Great fun....Darlene got tanked as usual and had us
both singing karaoke....good to let your hair down now and
then....".



Just then her phone beeped and shuddered, her phone had received a
text message. "That will be Darlene asking if I have a
hangover!" she said, and they ate the rest of their lunch in
total silence. As she put the dishes in the dishwasher, her
curiosity got the better of her and she reached in her coat pocket
and looked at the message. 'I WANT YOU TO MASTURBATE ON CAMERA AS I
WATCH. YOUR HUSBAND MUST BE IN THE HOUSE WHEN YOU DO. IF YOU DON'T
HAVE A WEBCAM, YOU BETTER GET ONE OR HUBBY WILL BE TOLD EVERYTHING.
YOU'LL NEED A MIC TOO. LET ME KNOW WHEN YOU'RE READY. REMEMBER,
YOU'RE MY SHADE NOW....'



She fumbled her phone back into her coat, her heart pounding
suddenly. She just hadn't been expecting something that intense,
and so demanding. He was obviously playing with her, but she felt
helpless to do anything but what he wanted...the consequences could
be too severe otherwise. But to pleasure herself for him with Edgar
in the house? It was the definition of madness. Tyrell had seemed
so charming at first but this was clearly just a cover for a
manipulative, dangerous personality.


She spent the whole evening stressing over the
implications of ignoring the text, wondering if he was serious
about telling her husband everything. While her marriage was
admittedly a sham, she liked the material things and the security
that Edgar brought to the table, it certainly wasn't worth losing
over a sordid affair.



She bought herself some time by replying that she didn't have a cam
but would get one the next day. It wasn't much of a rational
decision, it hadn't removed the dilemma at all, but she felt
panicked by Tyrell's stentorian intensity. But she had to confess
to herself that the thought excited her, the idea of pleasuring
herself for her black master, while her own husband sat innocently
downstairs. Tyrell was bringing out the worst in her and she knew
it. She had to admit she liked it too, reluctantly....



The next day she drove into town and bought herself a quality
webcam and microphone, deciding there was no way she could back out
without taking a huge risk with her marriage. That evening, she was
as prickly as a pear with her husband, trying to act normal but
just too churned up inside.



"What's up hon, you've been off with me all night...something
eating you?" Edgar asked, her uptight manner even noticeable to
him. "Oh Edgar, I apologize, I'm just on edge about a deal at
work...." she offered, and it seemed to suffice, as he patted
her shoulder saying "It will be fine, trust me...", then
wandered to the lounge to watch golf.



His flippant approach reminded her why she didn't feel bad about
cheating on him, and this felt like the perfect time to tell Tyrell
she was ready. She got the cam set up and changed into just a silk
dressing gown, with no panties underneath. She put on some rouge
and lipstick and felt a bolt of excitement run through her as her
phone beeped. Tyrell had replied.



'GET ONLINE IN 20 MINS.YOU WILL DO EVERYTHING
I TELL YOU ON CAMERA. TYRELL, YOUR MASTER.' A shiver ran up her
spine knowing she was actually going to go through with this. She
had just enough technical know-how to set up the webcam, deciding
she would tell hubby she was heading for a shower if he walked in
and commented on her state of undress.



The wait became unbearably tense as she sat in her chair, logged
into Skype, hoping to see Tyrell's name light up. He finally came
online and suddenly his image appeared before her, imposing and
looking straight at the camera. It felt like his eyes were burning
into her as she turned her cam on and let him gape. "Undo the
robe and spread your legs" were his first words to her, cold
and stern. She felt that same rush of excitement as she did on
their first night together, and did as she was told.



She loosened the cord on her silk gown and opened it wide,
revealing her full, pert breasts and spread her legs so he could
see her cunt. He had a good look and was clearly stroking himself
out of shot, then he shocked her by saying "Prove to me that
your husband is in the house. I hope you're not lying to me,
bitch....holler down to him....". Christine wasn't expecting
this and felt flustered, not knowing what to do. "What if he comes
up and sees me doing this..?" she replied.



Tyrell was not impressed with her talking back and replied curtly
"Your problem, fuck toy". She secretly loved him talking to
her in such a degrading way, but the thrill was ruined by the
problem now facing her. She inhaled deeply and shouted "EDGAR!!
Have you seen my hairdryer?", hoping she was loud enough to
hear. He shouted back, fortunately, from the bottom of the stairs,
"Why the hell would I have seen that?" 



"IT'S OK, GOT IT!!" she screeched , praying that he wouldn't
come up the stairs. He wandered back to the lounge, irritated by
the interruption. Christine awaited Tyrell's reaction on camera. He
nodded, saying "Good slut". She felt a warm glow of
achievement, even though she was betraying her husband right under
his nose. Tyrell continued "Repeat after me: 'I am a no-good
slut, Master, and my husband means nothing to me'...".



Christine repeated it back word for word, and what was strange was
she felt like she meant it, she didn't have to force it. She knew
she was under her new master's spell and there could be no turning
back from here. "That's it bitch....now rub your pussy till you
cum...don't fake it, I will know....." said Tyrell in a serious
tone. She didn't feel she would have to fake it, her clit was
throbbing hard by now and she was nicely wet as she placed two
fingers between her thighs and started rubbing for him.



She circled her pussy lips, teasing her clit with her thumb, loving
being so sluttish, her legs now up on the arms of the chair, spread
as wide as she could manage. Tyrell looked at her with such lust
that for a second the balance of power seemed to tilt back in her
favour. She knew full well the power a pussy has over a man, and
Tyrell was no different. She played with her breasts as her other
hand frigged her now soaking snatch, two fingers inside her up to
the knuckle. Her words started to flow uninstructed, moaning "Oh
yes Master....you are my husband now...you are my owner!"...she
felt like she'd been taken over entirely by him.



Tyrell was pleased that his control over her was complete now and
he yanked off his plain white t-shirt to reveal his muscular torso.
He was clearly masturbating as hard now as she was, and the top of
his cock was visible on camera as he jerked himself harder and
faster. His gaze never left her for a second and it wasn't long
before Christine began a torrid climax.



"Ohhhh yessss, mmmmm yesssss so goooooddddd..." she groaned,
oblivious as to whether her husband might hear, she no longer knew
or cared in the slightest. Suddenly, she heard Tyrell grunt deeply,
his face contorted with pleasure and relief, a shock of semen
spattered all over his chest, glistening white on his black skin
looking so delicious that Christine longed to be licking it
off.



Without a word, Tyrell switched his cam off and Christine lay back
in her chair feeling both used and utterly euphoric.... a sublime,
sluttish high. As her orgasm abated, she realized how lucky she had
been to have gotten away with being detected by her husband, who
could have easily heard her moans of pleasure.

 


She looked around as if waking from a daze,
and quickly got into the shower while she had the chance. That
night she couldn't sleep as she lay next to Edgar in bed, feeling a
mixture of guilt but also frustration that she'd tasted real
excitement and now it was back to humdrum married life, at least
until Tyrell got in touch again.



She expected it to be a few days now that the weekend was over, but
the next afternoon her phone beeped as she was shopping for
groceries. The text was enigmatic, reading simply 'YOUR FRIEND WILL
BE IN TOUCH LATER. DON'T CALL HER FIRST!'.



Christine felt shaken by this. He could only mean Darlene who she
hoped to tell everything to at the earliest opportunity, she was
the only friend who could relate to this. As Tyrell and Darlene's
master Thomas were good friends,  she realized they must have
been discussing her...both of them...



The next few hours were anxious, Christine's mind imagining all
kinds of crazy scenarios. When her phone
finally rang, her hand was shaking as she answered. "Hello?"
she said, her voice wavering. "Christine....it's Darlene...sorry
I didn't call yesterday...I feel bad about  it....but I was
instructed not to by my master, Thomas....".



Christine realized instantly that her suspicions were correct,
Darlene was completely under her master's control, and Tyrell and
Thomas were in cahoots together. Christine found herself asking
what had been troubling her. "Darlene....was this all planned
from the start? Did you take me to Macy's that night knowing it was
all part of their plan?".



Darlene started sobbing down the line, wracked with guilt. "Oh,
I feel awful Christine...like I've betrayed our friendship...but I
made sure that you would always have a choice whether to get
involved...you did want to go....". Christine was a little mad
at her friend but she knew the power her master had over her, she
was now under the same control with Tyrell. "Darlene, it's ok, I
understand that you are in too deep to go against your master...I
would not dare to myself...are there others like us?" she
responded.



Darlene replied, "There are more and more black masters wanting
shades...and they are all like us hun, white middle-class
women...it's become like a trophy amongst successful black men...
Tyrell knows some millionaire black businessmen,....they have some
wild things planned though I'm sworn to secrecy for now....but I've
been told that I'm now allowed to tell you about
Friday...".



Christine was seriously wondering what she'd got herself involved
with here, as Darlene continued, "They've got together to plan a
midnight rendezvous, a group of
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