Revenge

It took her two nights to find him and only a few minutes to hook him. Trey had used her sister, first by bowling her over with attention; then, after she gave him the gift of her intimate self and had fallen in love with him, he crushed her by showing a lack of interest that bordered on cruelty. Ann's sister tried to bravely accept the letdown, but his ambivalence was too much for her fragile ego. Amanda had cried for days, and was still not over Trey.

 

Ann decided that she and Amanda had to teach him a lesson. And as a Dominatrix, she knew just how to do it. They made a plan and put it into action. She found Trey in one of the many bars Amanda said he frequented. He had zeroed in on her stacked blonde body the moment she walked in the door. Ann and Amanda had their blonde hair, ample tits and blue eyes in common, but beyond that, they did not share physical similarities. They were both attractive, but did not look like sisters. At six feet tall, she was six inches taller than Ann. Ann had a slim face with high cheekbones. Amanda inherited their fathers round face and rosy cheeks. Fortunately, Trey had a weakness for busty blondes, so all she had to do was walk into the bar and order a glass of wine.

 

He was quickly beside her, lighting her cigarette and introducing himself. The rest was easy. After an hour or so, he suggested they go to his place, and she countered with an invite to hers. When they got there and inside the door, he was on her in an instant, tongue probing her tonsils and hands all over her breasts.

 

She was not frigid by a long shot, and found it easy to respond to his hands and mouth. But she stuck with their plan, having called Amanda from the ladies room at the bar to let her know go to the apartment and hide in the guest bedroom. Ann led Trey to her bedroom and they continued to make out as they hurriedly disrobed each other. When they fell on the bed, she made sure she ended up on top of him. His erection pressed against her stomach, and he tried to move between her legs. She quickly stopped him.

 

"Listen, I need to tell you something," she moaned in his ear, while holding his hands on either side of his head.

 

"Huh?" He was so far gone, that her words didn't make sense.

 

"I said I need to tell you something."

 

"Okay."

 

"Will you do something for me? I like to be safe and I like to be in control.” She kissed him mouth then kissed and bit his nipples. He moaned and tried to press his stiff cock into her entrance, but Ann managed to avoid it. Breathing warm breath in his ear, she continued: “I like to tie my men up. Will you let me do that to you?” When he hesitated, she worked on his nipples some more. It was a new and fantastic sensation for him. He whimpered in frustration when she stopped. “If you let me tie you up, I promise you’ll have a night you’ll never forget.”

While he thought about it, she pumped his manhood with her fist then stopped. He tried to thrust his dick in and out of her hand, but she held it firmly. “Well?”

All sorts of things were going through his head. The kind of thing she was suggesting had been on his mind for a long time. And what harm could a little bit of kinky sex do? He thought of all of those pictures of bound men he had downloaded from the Internet and how excited they made him. In for a little, in for a lot. “Okay.”

She kissed him passionately, and before he had any second thoughts, Ann had secured his wrists to the corners of her bed with ropes and fur-lined restraints she kept there several days ago. On the way down to his ankles, she stopped to give his cock some oral encouragement, so he would be more compliant. She quickly fastened his ankles to restraints and pulled the ropes attached to them until they stretched him wide open. Back again to his cock, she pumped it some more while kissing and biting his nipples on the way to his mouth. She probed his mouth with her tongue, then pulled away and said: “Open your mouth.” Unaware of her intentions, he complied, and she quickly popped a ball gag into it and secured its belt behind his head. Too late, he tried to protest, but the gag effectively eliminated all but unintelligible mumbles. Anyway, she had left the room by then to get Amanda.

When Amanda entered the room, Trey’s eyes widened and he struggled in his bonds, but he was helpless, and for the first time he realized how vulnerable he was. He shook his head to indicate he did not want to continue and tried to tell the sisters he wanted no part of what they might do to him. But it was useless; his words of protest came out through his nose as meaningless noises.

Ann turned him over to Amanda and handed her a small plastic ruler. “Remember what I taught you.” Amanda sat on the bed between Trey’s stretched legs, with her legs over his. She grasped his balls in her hand, using the forefinger and thumb of her left hand, she encircled them while squeezing. Trey squealed into his gag and shook his head. Amanda steeled herself and began tapping his exposed jewels. A shiver of excitement went through her body and her pussy spasmed. Seeing Trey like this was breathtakingly arousing. She almost came right then! Taking a breath, she struggled to calm down. She must stick to the plan. Ann had taught her that a man’s balls are his weak link and a key to breaking him. Not wanting to permanently injure Trey, she began tapping his balls lightly with the small ruler.

At first, there was little reaction from the helpless man. But as Amanda continued to work on Trey’s reddening globes, he began to groan. Ann watched and provided words of guidance and encouragement. The repeated strikes built on one another. Each one by itself was not that hard or severe, but together they built to an overpowering intensity. Trey began to struggle against his bonds. The light taps to the sources of his sperm soon began to feel like slaps, which then turned into agonizing pain, then deep visceral agony. Each tap brought more and more pain, until his nerves were on pain overload, and he was frantically fighting his bonds and screaming in terror. After an extra minute or two of this severe torture, Amanda stopped and let him recover a bit. Ann had told her he needed to be taken to the breaking point over and over again.

Amanda was surprised at how turned on she was by the power she had over him and how sweet it was to take revenge on Trey’s helpless body. It was a heady feeling that almost made her want to go further than they had planned. Fortunately, she came to her senses before she permanently injured him. Still, she realized she could really get off on taking it to that point—or beyond. There were all sorts of uses and abuses to which she could take him with deliberate intention. After all, she had the power and was learning how to use it to control Trey. A submissive Trey could be the object of her sexual discovery.

Amanda got off the bed and stripped down to her thong. She could feel her sex gushing and her nipples were like hard cherries. Ann picked up the clover nipple clamps and handed them to Amanda. She teased his left nipple and fastened the cruel jaws on his small man nub. Trey screamed and tried to shake it off, but he could barely move against his tight bondage. The second nipple clamp produced another pitiful scream. Amanda looked at his stiff cock and chuckled. In spite of his torture, he was hard as a rock.

Amanda resumed her female superior position on Trey’s legs and resumed torturing his sore and red balls. Within seconds he was again screaming in agony. Ann could no longer resist and squatted over his face, facing her sister. The last thing Trey saw was her dark sex and bottom descending on him. The ball gag kept Trey from serving her orally, but Ann rubbed herself enough on his nose and face to quickly climax.

Trey almost went crazy from the insane level of pain he was experiencing. His nipples were throbbing with agony, and his balls felt as though each tap was a kick. Amanda did not back off until she knew Trey had more than enough and had given up all hope. His face was red and covered with tears. He recovered a bit and finally relaxed, thinking it was all over. It was then the sisters switched places. While Amanda sat on his face, Ann began slapping the head of his cock with the ruler. Each smack left Trey stunned and thinking his manhood was bruised and bloody. And when Ann brought out the cattle prod and used it on his cock and balls, he knew he was in hell. The sisters continued switching and torturing Trey until he fainted.

Trey awoke on the back porch of Ann’s house, his clothes scattered about him. He whimpered and finally regained enough strength to gather his clothes, dress and go home.

Two nights later, there was a knock at Amanda’s door. When she looked through the peephole, she saw Trey’s face illuminated by the porch light. “What do you want?” she asked through the door.

There was a pause. Trey’s voice came softly through the door. “I love you.”

Amanda leaned her forehead against her side of the door. The plan had worked. Trey had come back. “I know you do. But if I am going to let you come back to me, things are going to change. I’m going to be in charge, and you are going to submit to me. That means a bunch of rules you are going to have to follow. And there are going to be lots more times like the last one. You are going to have to submit to me with your whole heart. If you don’t, you’ll be out on your ear. Do you understand?”

Trey thought for only a moment. He already knew this was what he wanted. This was what he had been looking for most of his adult life. He needed a strong woman to take charge of him—someone that he could respect and Amanda had shown him she was worthy of that respect. He also knew she had the ability to break his spirit any time she wanted. She was worthy of fear and respect. In one way, she terrified him. In another, she was his drug and he was her pain junkie. “Yes, Ma’am.”

Then strip, get on your knees, and knock on the door when you are ready to begin your new life with your Mistress. Trey looked around at the neighbor’s houses, wondering how well they could see him, but having no choice; he quickly disrobed, dropped to his knees and gently tapped on Amanda’s door.

Amanda made him wait almost a minute, exposed, humiliated and fearful she might have changed her mind. When she finally opened the door, Trey quickly crawled inside. Amanda locked the door and stood over his kneeling form. Her nipples and pussy were already responding excitedly. She caressed his back as his body shook with the intensity of the moment. She was thrilled with how quickly things had changed. A few days ago she was in tears; and now she owned a slave. Trey didn’t know what hit him. And she was going to hit him again and again—all over. Yes, revenge was sweet. And yes, it would get even sweeter!
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