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Eve was still adjusting to the idea of
submitting to her neighbor Mason. She had thought to have him at
her mercy; a surrogate bit of flesh to fill the void left by her
husband’s medically created lack of sex drive, but Mason had turned
the tables on her in short order by videoing her torturing him
sexually. He had taken her and fucked her in the shower, and now,
as she waited on her husband Ed to leave for work, she wondered
what sort of sexually deviant games Mason would demand of her
today.

It didn’t matter, she had to do it, and
she had to keep doing it, to pleasure this neighbor in all ways
that he might desire. She felt so helpless, and also she felt a
terrible guilt because her pussy was dripping wet at the idea of
it. By the time Ed headed off to work, she was taught as a
bowstring and eager.

Mason had thought all night about what
his surprise for her should be. He had a list of things he had
watched her and her husband do on the secret videos that had gotten
him in trouble with Eve in the first place. He was convinced she
was expecting something rough, perhaps even brutal, but he had
something else in mind. There would be time enough for such things
later, today should be about building trust he decided.

As Eve walked in dressed only in the
robe as she had promised, he took her gently in his arms and kissed
her. It was the sort of soft sensual kiss that made the young girls
reading of them in their teen romance novels blush and tremble, and
Eve melted into his arms.

“Are you ready to submit to
your master’s every whim slave?” he asked, breaking the
kiss.

Sighing, and to her own surprise
trembling with a mix of fear and excitement she replied simply “yes
master.”

“Good girl” he whispered,
pulling the robe over her shoulders and allowing it to fall to the
floor. “From now on, you will remove the robe upon
entering.”

“Yes master” she
replied.

Mason moved to her side, and slapped
her bottom lightly. “Go to my room” he ordered.

“Yes master, as you wish
sir” she replied, wishing that her thighs were not damp from the
excitement he had generated in her.

As she made her way down the hall, she
could feel his eyes on her ass, and knew that her anus was likely
in peril. She didn’t mind anal sex, but Ed was always so gentle,
even when pretending not to be, and she feared that Mason might
purposefully make it hurt. She thought perhaps on some level she
deserved it for trying to torture him. Still, the idea that he
might hold her down and ram it home in her ass as hard and fast as
he could was terrifying, and oddly enticing. She couldn’t
understand how that latter was possible, but some part of her must
have been more masochistic than she had thought.

Mason was mesmerized by the gentle sway
of her hips as he stared at the gorgeous ebony ass walking down his
hall toward his bedroom. He could easily imagine brutally forcing
that ass, but he intended to do just the opposite, he wanted to
make her ask to be taken anally.

She was on his bed on all fours looking
back over her shoulder at him by the time he rounded the turn into
his room. Her position would be perfect to have her cunt or ass,
but he had another plan. Kneeling behind her, he slid his tongue up
her slit. He licked her from clit to anus over and over. Eve was
moaning, her wet cunt quivering as she got tongued.

Eve could not have imagined this is
what he would do, nor how it would make her feel. Remembering their
very first physical encounter, he moved up to tongue her anus as he
gently rubbed her clit with his thumb. Eve was so incredibly
aroused that even as his tongue pierced her back door, she moaned
and came.

Mason rose and sat on the bed pulling
her up into his arms, cradling her and holding her close. This was
far more intimate than even the sex in her mind, and her guilt
redoubled as he held her as a lover. She was near to the breaking
point, when his hand trailed up to her lips, and she found surcease
in the lustful act of licking her own juices from his
fingers.

Gently taking her chin in hand he
turned her towards him, and kissed her. The guilt began to build
again, only this time more slowly. He was treating her as a lover
rather than a slave, and that was hurtful. Lifting her, and guiding
her, he had her mount him, guiding his long thick cock into her
pussy, and encouraging her to ride him slowly and gently. It was
torture though of a pleasurable sort, despite the guilt that came
along with that pleasure.

She lost track of the time and count of
the orgasms as he forced her to maintain her steady slow ride. In
time she was lying on his chest just rocking her hips and trying
not to cry. She wanted him to her hurt her now, she couldn’t bear
this gentle love making any longer.

“Please master, use my body,
fuck me hard” she whined.

Mason smiled, knowing he had been right
about what would break her. “I will when I am ready” he
responded.

 

Whimpering through yet another mind
shattering orgasm, Eve tried not to let the emotions flow through
her, but found herself weeping. “Please, choke me with your cock,
whip my ass, bend me over and tell me what a fucking cunt I am, use
my ass roughly, just have mercy” she begged, fearful that he had
utter control of her very soul now.

“We will do all of those
things, and you are a dirty cunt, making love to me like this” he
whispered. “But I love witnessing your weakness, and so you will
keep it up for now” he advised, raising her chin again to kiss her.
Her salty tears gave their flavor to the kiss. She was openly
sobbing now, and he knew it was about time. When her body seized
anew with yet another orgasm, he gave her a choice. “Beg me to take
your ass, tell me how much you want it slut.”

“Oh master, I want to feel
your stretching my slutty asshole! Fuck me like the cunt I am, and
make me cry with the pain of your big
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