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I sat on the bed, my hands gripping the edge of the mattress as Bonnie paced in front of me. There was something wrong. Her brown hair fell around her shoulders, and she refused to meet my eyes. “Rachel,” she started, then stopped, running a hand through her hair in frustration.

Things haven’t been going great between us lately. There was always a certain tension between us that hadn’t been there before, and Bonnie gave me some glances that made me feel conscious of myself.

And I didn’t know why.

“Bonnie, what’s going on?” I asked, my voice trembling slightly. We’d been together for two years, and I had gotten closer to her than I ever had to anyone else. She was the only one who glimpsed what I truly needed, the things I craved. Not that she could give me all I wished for, but no one else had ever come close.

Now she couldn’t seem to look at me.

She finally turned to face me, her expression pained but resolute. “I can’t do this anymore,” she said quietly. “I’ve tried, Rachel. God knows I’ve tried.”

“Tried what?” I asked, my heart pounding in my chest. Was she breaking up with me?

“You know what I mean,” Bonnie said, her voice hardening slightly. “I can’t give you what you need, what you crave. And I don’t know if anyone ever will, but I certainly won’t be the one.”

A lump formed in my throat at her words.

I did have needs that most people wouldn’t understand or accept, and she understood that. I had the desire to submit completely, to belong to someone who would take care of me and dominate me in every way possible, and I couldn’t change that about me, no matter how much I tried. Bonnie knew about it, tried to give me some of what I craved, but I knew she didn’t find it easy, and it wasn’t as satisfying as part of me hoped it would be, not with her. And yet, I still cared for her, I still loved her.

“Bonnie...” I started, but she cut me off with a shake of her head.

“No,” she said firmly. “I’ve made up my mind. And, well, I think I found someone who can give you what you need.”

I blinked in surprise, my mouth falling open slightly. “What do you mean?”

The brunette moved closer to me, her gaze intense as it met mine. “I mean that I found someone who can give you what you want,” she said softly. “Someone who will take you as theirs and make all your deepest desires come true.”

A shiver ran down my spine at her words, and I felt myself growing wet between my legs despite myself. The thought of being given away to some stranger shouldn’t have turned me on like that. But it did.

“I... Bonnie...” I stammered, looking away from her penetrating gaze. “I don’t know if I can...”

“Oh, but you will,” she interrupted me, reaching out to tilt my chin up so I was forced to meet her eyes again. “Because deep down, that’s exactly what you want, isn’t it? To be owned completely by someone who understands your needs better than anyone else ever could.”

I swallowed hard, unable to deny the truth in her words. “Yes,” I whispered finally.

Bonnie stroked my cheek gently before pulling away. “You’re going to meet your new Mistress later today. Until then, go pack up your things and get ready.”

“W-what?” I asked, confusion replacing the lust that had been building inside me.

“You heard me,” Bonnie said firmly. “Once you leave, you won’t be my problem anymore.”

I stared at her, unable to believe what I was hearing. Was she really just... giving me away like that?

“Bonnie...” I tried again, but the words died in my throat as I saw the tears glistening in her eyes. It was a rare sight, and I never expected it from her. I knew she cared for me, and that doing this was probably hurting her.

I quickly looked away, pretending not to notice. If she wanted me to go that badly... if this was really what was best for both of us...

“Alright,” I said softly, standing up from the bed on shaky legs. “I’ll pack my things.”

As I turned towards our shared closet, I could feel Bonnie watching me intently, perhaps waiting for some kind of reaction or protest. But I didn’t give her one. I was too submissive for that. She told me to go, and I would obey her.

I focused on folding my clothes carefully and placing them into a suitcase, trembling with my hands. With each item I stashed away, I felt like I was taking another step towards the unknown, and that both terrified and excited me in equal measure.

By the time I finished packing, Bonnie was gone, leaving without a goodbye after telling me there would be a taxi to pick me up that afternoon.

All that remained to me was the heavy weight of anticipation settling deep within my chest.

When the taxi arrived, I got in after putting my bags in the boot, then tried to calm myself down. The driver started moving the car without delay, leading us towards the center of the city. It took a while.

I tried to let the sight of the city distract me, but it wasn’t that easy.

Many thoughts swirled inside my head all at once, none more than the thought of how much my life had changed in a single day.

When the car came to a stop, I stepped out of the taxi and onto the pavement, then grabbed my stuff, feeling the weight of my suitcase dragging behind me. An apartment building loomed before me, sleek and imposing with its modern architecture and polished glass doors. A well-dressed man stood by the entrance, his eyes scanning the people coming in and out.

“Rachel Palmer?” He asked as I approached, his voice smooth and professional. 

I nodded, suddenly feeling very small under his gaze. “Yes, that’s me.”

He smiled politely. “You’re expected upstairs. Please take the elevator to the third floor, apartment 307.” He handed me a key on a simple silver ring. “This will let you in. I hope you find everything to your liking.”

I took the key with trembling fingers, my heart pounding in my chest as I realized this was really happening. Bonnie had given me away, and now I was standing here, about to meet my new Mistress.

Inside the elevator, I felt my heart pounding against my ribcage as it ascended upwards. The doors slid open to reveal a lavishly decorated hallway, the carpet plush beneath my feet, and the walls adorned. My stomach twisted nervously as I walked towards the indicated door, the keycard burning in my palm.

The apartment was stunning, with an open living space dominated by a large window overlooking the city, polished wooden floors, and tasteful yet expensive furnishings. The kitchen was state-of-the-art, with gleaming appliances and granite countertops catching the light from the overhead fixtures. There were two bedrooms, a bigger one, and a smaller one. There was no clothing in either of them; they stood empty.

In fact, the whole apartment seemed brand new and unused, and I didn’t quite know what to feel about that.

I set my suitcase down in the smaller bedroom, running my fingers along the soft duvet covering the bed. It was all so surreal – just hours ago, I had been with Bonnie, and now here I was in this luxurious place, waiting for a woman who would own me completely. A woman I’d never even met. A shiver went through me.

I tried to steady my breathing. What would she be like? Would she live up to what Bonnie promised? The uncertainty both terrified and excited me, but mostly it excited me. That was the part that made me feel ashamed... how easily I accepted this arrangement.

I heard a sound in the distance and found myself moving out of the bedroom towards the living area. 

My breath caught in my throat as the main door opened, revealing a tall, imposing figure silhouetted against the light from the hallway. I looked down almost without thinking about it, keeping my eyes on the floor.

“Rachel?” The voice was deep and commanding, sending shivers down my spine.

“Y-yes,” I stammered, keeping my eyes lowered respectfully. “I’m here.”

“Good.” She stepped fully into the living area now, her presence filling the space. Even without looking directly at her, I could sense her dominance radiating from every movement. “Come closer. Let me see you properly.”

I took a step forward, then another, until I was standing just in front of her. It took all my willpower not to look up, to keep my gaze fixed on the floor between us.

“Look at me,” she commanded softly, but with an unmistakable note of authority that made obedience impossible to resist.

I lifted my eyes slowly, drinking in every detail of the woman who would now control every aspect of my life. Her dark hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, framing high cheekbones and full lips curved slightly upward as she studied me with piercing brown eyes. She wore an impeccable business suit that hugged her generous curves in all the right places, accentuating her feminine curves. She was older than me, and I could imagine she was in her early forties, perhaps a bit more, though it looked good on her.

“Bonnie was right about you,” she murmured after a long moment of scrutiny, reaching out to tilt my chin up slightly with one perfectly manicured finger. “You’re absolutely perfect.”

I felt myself flush under her intense gaze, my body responding instinctively to the praise even as part of me still struggled to reconcile this sudden change in my life.

“From now on,” she continued, stepping even closer so that I could feel the warmth radiating from her body. “You belong to me. Your desires are mine to fulfill. Your obedience is mine to command.” Her thumb brushed lightly against my lower lip as she spoke, sending sparks of electricity through every nerve in my
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