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Becoming Property

The months until Laura came to live with us passed slowly.  She got to see us once at our home over the summer and Dave and I got to see her twice in her home town.  Another time when David was away with work for a couple of weeks I got to spend the weekend alone with her in her town.  As it happened this worked out well, Laura had spoken to her parents about her plans for the coming year (some of them anyway – just that she was planning to rent a room off a couple) and they insisted on meeting David and me.

I flew down after work on Friday night and Laura came to see me at the hotel.  I checked in and freshened up (a quick shower and changed into a sexy dress) and set the room up, then went to the bar where Laura was waiting for me.  We’d got Laura some fake ID (good too – just added 3 years to her age and changed her last name to match mine so she could be my sister).  I was pleased to see she was wearing her collar.  We had a drink and talked – we were in a quiet part of the bar so she could address me properly.  I spoke first.

“Laura, this is the last time we’ll see you before you start college.  This weekend we’ll sort out your contract with us.  Are you free to spend both nights with me?”

“Mistress” she purred in a low voice “I’d love to spend the weekend alone with you but my parents will expect me home after they meet you.  I’m not expected home tonight though”.  Laura smiled cheekily at me as she said the last part.

We’d had sex multiple times, but always with David present (and taking part).  I was looking forward to having her all to myself.  And calling me mistress, I got a little tingle every time she said that.

“And are tomorrow’s arrangements OK?”

“Yes Mistress, I’ll come to the hotel with my parents at six and we’ll have dinner.  I can’t see them objecting to me living with you and David, it will take a world of worry off their minds about the money.  They think I’m borrowing the fees, but at least the rent and food will be covered.”

That made sense.  I wasn’t thrilled about meeting her parents and I’d have to lie, but Laura was right, it was necessary.  We talked in more detail about the up and coming year over a couple more glasses of wine before going for dinner.  We shared a bottle and held hands between courses - this got several stares from the other diners and the staff but I didn’t care, and Laura didn’t have a choice.  Once we’d finished we went back to the bar for one more drink before heading upstairs to my suite.  As soon as we entered the room and closed the door Laura slipped off her dress and stood there, naked in front of me with her arms folded behind her back, head down submissively as David had trained her.  I went and sat on the bed and slipped my shoes off, ignoring Laura.

I removed my jewelry, put my phone on to charge and went to the bathroom to remove my makeup.  When I came back I was pleased to see that Laura hadn’t moved, she was standing just as I left her.  I sat on the bed and opened a drawer, took out a little white t-shirt and threw it at Laura ordering her to slip it on.  I wanted to tie her down and cut it off her later with a long sharp hunting knife – I wanted to scare her, to test her trust in me, to push her limits.

Then I lay back, lifting my feet slightly off the floor.  “Come over here and lie on your back, your mouth near my foot,” I said.

“Yes Mistress,” came the response.  She walked over sexily, crossing her feet confidently as she approached.  When she got close she dropped to her hands and knees for the last couple of steps crawling until her head was under me.  I bent my foot down and Laura extended her tongue and started to lick my feet.  This was heavenly, feeling her soft warm tongue on my feet.  I ordered her to rub them as well and passed Laura a bottle of oil.  I lay back to enjoy the sensations as my gorgeous teen slave sucked my toes and massaged my feet.  

I don’t know how long I lay there for, David rubbed my feet when I asked but he usually got bored after five minutes or so.  Laura just kept at it, she must have been uncomfortable on that floor but I didn’t care, I was enjoying this so much.  I raised a hand to one of my breasts and started to squeeze, gently at first before getting firmer with myself.  I brought my thumb and forefinger up to my nipple, pulling it gently as it became firm and erect beneath my touch. I let out a little groan of pleasure and started to work my other breast in my other hand.

After a couple of minutes I moved my right hand down my body to my pussy, rubbing the soft hairless folds gently before pushing 2 fingers inside.  I was wet already and I brought the fingers back to my mouth and enjoyed the taste of them, then put my fingers back inside.  I kept finger fucking myself for a bit and squeezing my tits with my other hand while Laura kept working on my feet.  I started to rub my clit, moaning in delight under our combined attentions.  I wanted to slide down off the bed to force my pussy onto Laura’s face but I stayed where I was until I brought myself to a climax – I was loving Laura’s attention to my feet.

Laura kept working on my feet as my orgasm subsided, when I came down I lifted my feet up and sat up cross legged on the bed.  I had never felt so relaxed.

“Get up here beside me Laura.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I admired her gorgeous teenage body as she moved up onto the bed, her pert breasts constrained by the tight t-shirt.  We sat on the bed looking at each other and started to smile, then laugh.  We hugged each other and kissed passionately.  When we separated I promised to rub her feet for her whenever she wanted.

“I look forward to it mistress,” Laura replied.

We lay on the bed and watched the TV for a while, me on my back with Laura’s head on my chest, she cupped one of my breasts with her hand.  When the film finished we both used the bathroom and came back to the bed.  I opened a draw and took out some rope.

“Lie on your back Laura, arms wide apart, wrists at the corners of the bed.”

“Yes Mistress,” she smiled back at me.  I used the rope to secure her wrists to the bed frame.  Laura opened her legs wide and I secured her ankles to the bed.  I took a ball gag out of the drawer and Laura subserviently opened her mouth.  I pushed it into her open mouth and fastened the buckle securely behind her head.  I checked it to make sure she wouldn’t be able to spit it out.  I ran my hand over her body and crushed a nipple between my fingers.  Laura yelped in shock and pain under my fingers.  We locked eyes and I smiled at her, she had a worried look on her face.  I ran the fingers of my other hand through her hair and leaned down to kiss her over the gag.  This seemed to reassure her somewhat.

I stood up from the bed and from the draw I pulled out a huge strap on dildo.  I’d never fucked another woman (or indeed anyone) with anything like this, but I was looking forward to it.  Judging by her face Laura was a bit less enthusiastic about the prospect, but what choice did she have?

I lifted her ass up and slid a pillow under it.  Laura was struggling against the ropes, but they held firm.  Next I reached into the drawer and took out the long hunting knife – the blade was about 8” long and serrated on one side.  Laura couldn’t see it yet – I wanted to keep her in suspense.  Next I took out two pairs of nipple clamps.  With Laura watching I opened one set of clamps and attached it to my own nipples.  I winced in pain as the cold teeth bit into my soft flesh.  I smiled at Laura and picked up the other set of clamps and applied it to my other nipple, the chains dangling down my body.

“Don’t worry Laura, you’ll get these on you soon.  Hmmm, but how, you’ve got that T-Shirt on you.  What should I do … I know!” and with that I lifted up the hunting knife.  Laura fixed her eyes on the blade and started to writhe on the bed.  Instantly I raised my hand and slapped her hard on the side of her face.

“Stay still,” I said as I put the blade against the side of her face.  Laura was in no danger, David had blunted the blade but of course she didn’t know this.  I ran the blunt blade up and down her face, Laura never taking her eyes off the long weapon.  She was breathing very deeply.

“Keep still and I won’t cut you,” I whispered to her.  Laura nodded very gently (well, she had a fucking great blade against her face).  I ran it down her face, over her chin, down her neck and slid it inside the tight white t-shirt between her breasts.  The other side was still sharp and I lifted it into the soft white cotton.  The sharp serrated edge slipped into the material and I slid it along, splitting the material apart, revealing her heaving breasts.  I then slipped the knife under the shoulders and cut them.  I threw the knife to the floor and pulled the ruined t-shirt out from under her.  I leaned in and kissed her ear softly.

“Well done Laura, I’m proud of you.  Now, you saw me wince in pain when I put the clamps on myself.  Let’s play a game.  If I can get you nipples erect I’ll put the other ends on your nipples, if you can resist I won’t and I’ll leave them on me all night.  You have to resist for five minutes.”

And with that I ran my tongue down her face, over her neck and onto her tits.  I circled her pert young mounds with my tongue, getting closer and closer to her nipple.  By the time I ran my tongue over her nipple it was bullet hard.  I then repeated the motion on her other breast, whilst stimulating her other nipple in my fingers.  I stole a glance at Laura, she had her eyes closed and was moaning gently.  I checked the clock, she’d not even lasted two minutes.

“Bad luck Slave,” I said and with that I clamped the other ends of the clamps onto her nipples.  Laura yelped as the clamps went on.  We were now linked and I would have to keep our breasts close together, there was about 3 feet of play in the chains.  I started to sit up to test them.  When they went taught I kept pulling, that pain in my nipples was intense but I was enjoying the way Laura’s breasts rose under the pressure.  I didn’t keep it up for long before I lowered myself down, onto Laura, our breasts touching. 

I pushed one hand down between her legs, she was soaking wet.  I slipped 2 fingers inside her aching cunt, then a third and a fourth.  Laura threw her head back as much as she could, she was moaning in delight as I pushed my fingers in and out.  I didn’t do this for long before I pulled my fingers out and lined up the strapon with her hole.  Laura breathed in and held her breath.  I pushed with my hips and a couple of inches of the thick black rubber entered her.  Laura breathed out and I could hear her moan in delight.  I took that as my cue and I pushed more and more of the long black dildo into her tight wet hole.  And then, for the first time in my life, I started to fuck her like a man would.  I was really enjoying the level of control I could exert over her, speeding up and slowing down as Laura’s breathing changed.  I placed my hands on her breasts and squeezed, before moving the up to her head.  I wanted to kiss her so I unbuckled the gag and pulled it out.

“Fuck me, please Mistress … fuck me hard and fast,” she gasped.

How could I resist an instruction like that?  I started to buck my hips, fucking her quickly.  I planted my mouth over hers and we kissed passionately.  She broke it off and screamed at me “I’m cumming Mistress … oh fuck, I’m cumming ...” and with that Laura started bucking, writhing against the restraints as wave after wave of orgasm went through her body.  I kept pounding her cunt with the dildo – I wasn’t getting any sexual relief but I was loving the way Laura responded to my attentions.  I kept on fucking her and she stayed orgasming, over and over and over.  I pounded her for about five minutes until her climax subsided.  

I fell on her and we started kissing again for ages.  When we finally separated she looked up at me.  “That was incredible Mistress – please let me do that to you one day.”

“Oh you will Laura, you will.”

I pulled the dildo out and Laura moaned a little.  I rolled over and we both screamed, fuck I’d forgotten the clamps as they came off one of my nipples and partially off Laura’s.  We turned our heads to look at each other and we started laughing.  I removed the clamps from Laura’s tits and she made a noise as they came off.  I removed the last clamp from my own nipple and moaned as the blood re-entered it.  I got off the bed and took the dildo harness off – I stole a glance at Laura and she was watching me, admiring my toned body.  She smiled at me and spoke.  “Let me get you off Mistress – sit on my face, please.”

Excellent idea I thought, but I would have to punish her later for giving me an order.  I got back onto the bed and straddled her face, raising and lowering my pussy down.  Laura kept lifting and lowering her head with me, pushing her tongue into my cunt and licking along the soft folds of my pussy lips.  It was so different than when David did it, he was skilled but brutal whereas Laura was gentle and teasing, I guess that as a woman she had more of an idea about what to do.  I placed my hands on her tits and crushed them, forcing my cunt down hard onto Laura’s face.  She just kept licking me and it didn’t take long before I came again, hard on her face.  I held my cunt there loving the sensations as she kept on licking and sucking me.  When I rolled off I turned and kissed her again before we separated.  I went to the bathroom and when I came back I released her from her bonds and sent her to use the bathroom.

When she came back she started to get into the bed and I spoke to her.  “Not yet Laura, get the riding crop out of my suitcase.”

Laura hesitated and quietly said “Yes Mistress.”  I could see that she didn’t know what she’d done wrong.  I explained to her about how she shouldn’t make demands of me, even if it was an excellent idea, that I was the one in control.

“Laura, I’m going to make sure that you remember this lesson.  You’ll get 12 strokes from the crop onto your ass.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Stand still, bend your waist and hold your knees with your hands.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I then brought the crop down onto her quickly.  She took the first three strokes in silence before starting to sob.  When I’d finished she held the position as I rubbed some lotion into the marks on her ass.  I helped her up and we kissed before climbing into bed and cuddling as we fell asleep.

In the morning I woke first.  Laura was snoring gently and I watched her, the thin sheets on the bed rising and falling with her.  It wasn’t long before she woke and turned to face me.

“Good morning Mistress,” she said.

“Good morning Laura.  Phone room service and get us coffee would you please?”

“My pleasure Mistress,” she said and I went to the bathroom.  I got back into bed with her and we talked.  About 10 minutes later room service arrived and Laura went to answer the door, she slipped on a robe first and the young waiter came in.  He stopped when Laura got back into the bed with me and stared at us.

“Never seen lesbians before have you?”  I asked him and he blushed, before apologizing and handing us the coffees.  I signed for them and left a generous tip before he let himself out.  We drank the coffee and when we’d finished I ordered Laura to run us a bath.  I admired her ass, and the red welt marks on it as she walked away.

In the bath we washed each other.  I had her lift me onto the edge of the bath and she finger fucked me and licked me until I came.  I didn’t return the affections, I only came twice last night and she must have cum a dozen times or more.

We dressed and went for breakfast, the same waiter was working and he was clearly talking about us to the other staff.  I made a show of it by ordering Laura to hold my hand and when we left we kissed on the lips, no tongues but enough to get the staff excited.

Back in the hotel room I pulled out the slave contract that we’d been working on.  David and I are lawyers so it was pretty formal – fuck, it would never hold up in court but it covered the main points.  We would cover all her expenses as a student, college fees, food, lodging, 3 return flights a year back home and reasonable clothing expenses.  In return she would serve us without rights (subject to specified limits).  We could terminate the contract at any time, she had no such reciprocal rights.  It ran to about six pages.  Laura was no lawyer, but she wasn’t stupid by any means.  When we were both happy I printed it off on the hotel printer and Laura went to pick it up.  We signed a copy each and that was it.  Laura was now formally our slave for the next four years.  David would sign later.

To celebrate selling herself to us we went to town for lunch, then we went clothes shopping.  I wanted to get Laura some much nicer dresses and suitable clothes for college.  She was shocked at the bill and how I took it in my stride.  At four she asked for permission to leave and I granted it, she went home and I’d get to meet her parents that night over dinner – clearly not in my hotel.

The meal went well, her parents were poor and immensely proud of Laura.  They just thought it was a little odd that she was moving in with a couple she didn’t really know.  I explained that we had a big house and that my husband worked away a lot, so I liked the company round the house.  They seemed satisfied with this and I assured them that they were welcome to stay if they wanted to visit.

When we parted they were happy about what they thought the arrangement was, it was close enough to the truth.  Back at the hotel I picked up my laptop and extracted memory cards from the cameras I had installed when I setup up the room.  I fast forwarded until the part where Laura came into the room and watched as I tied her down and fucked her.  I grabbed a dildo from the drawer and masturbated, loving watching the pair of us fucking on the huge bed.  It didn’t take long before I came and I rolled over to sleep, the video still showing on the laptop.

In the morning I sent the video to David, I packed up, checked out and flew home.  When I turned my phone on at the airport at the other end he had just texted me a big smile and the words “Looks like your weekend went well.”

In just a few weeks Laura would be coming to join us for a few years.


Thank You

I hope you’ve enjoyed reading this.  If you’d like to read what happens next to Dave, Jane and Laura do get in touch at paige.bond.author@gmail.com and let me know.  I love getting feedback.

If you enjoyed this check out my other books here:

https://www.amazon.com/author/paige.bond 
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