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My face was expressionless, because I felt dead inside. Honestly, I felt absolutely nothing as I stood in my living room, looking down at Jason as he sat on his knees, trying to explain why he didn’t mean to sleep with his ex-girlfriend last week.

“It meant nothing, Flora. I swear!” he said, clutching my hips.

I shoved his groping hands away from me and stepped backward. My jaw was clenched, my face still a stone wall. Inside, though, I was a raging, trembling mess.

“We were supposed to go see a movie that night,” I said numbly. “I waited for you for hours. You said you had to work late.”

And I believed you.

I blinked my dry eyes, wanting to cry so badly but unable to summon the tears.

Jason shuffled forward, still kneeling. He gazed up at me imploringly. “We were catching up over a few beers, just as friends. Babe, I’m sorry, I just got so drunk and I had to crash at her place. One thing led to another, and...” Jason paused to choke down a sob. “Please, babe. I’m sorry.”

I took yet another step away from him. My eyes were scanning his face. I’d never felt more disdain for him until now, because I knew he wasn’t truly sorry...

He was just sorry he got caught.

At that moment, I knew that I could never forgive Jason, that I could never even look at him again.

My dry lips parted. For a split second, Jason’s eyes lit up, looking hopeful.

I barely even had the energy to speak. “Get out,” I whispered.

Jason’s face fell. “Flora—”

“Get out!”

I wasn’t sure where the strength came from. All I knew was that I was yelling, then screaming, then kicking and shoving Jason until he finally got to his feet and backed himself out the door, all the while begging for my forgiveness.

I just slammed the door right in his sorry face.

Then, it got suddenly quiet. I stared around my empty apartment, feeling just as empty inside.

What now? I mentally asked myself.

Shivering, I sank to the floor. Then, I finally gave myself permission to cry.

* * *

I didn’t start to feel better until my second glass of wine. After that, I felt more than better. I felt really good, because not only was I drunk, but I was also single.

I can do whatever I want now, I thought to myself. I can do whoever I want...

If Jason was allowed to sleep with someone else while we were still together, why shouldn’t I be allowed to sleep with someone else now that we weren’t?

The more wine I sipped, the more it made sense. There was a saying that my best friend Ellen used to recite to anyone going through a break-up :The best way to get over someone is to get under someone else.

Now, I finally had to chance to see just how true that was. But how?

The idea came to me by the time I poured my third glass.

“I’ll join a dating website,” I whispered to myself. It was the perfect way to meet a lot of new men outside of my norm. Of course, I didn’t actually have to date anyone, I’d just have to convince one to sleep with me.

Easy.

Glass of wine in hand, I retreated to my bedroom and opened up my laptop. I did a search for dating websites and picked the top result. After creating my account, I filled out my profile and picked out my main profile picture, 

Now, all I had to do was wait for the messages to pour in.

In the meantime, I thought I’d browse some men’s profiles, just to see what types of people frequented the site.

I scrolled down the page, scanning an endless stream of men’s faces and clicking on the profiles that seemed remotely interesting. The first profile I read was a man named David. He was slightly pudgier than I liked, but he had a nice smile. I read the paragraph he wrote describing himself and found myself liking him, until I got to the part about how he admitted he was in an open relationship.

I exited his profile. Nope.

The next two men were decent-looking but boring. The next two after that said they were religious and looking for a wife.

Nope.

Quickly becoming overwhelmed, I decided to just log out and revisit the whole endeavor in the morning, when my eyes happened to land on a profile with no picture, for a man whose name was simply given as, “Master.”

It definitely piqued my curiosity.

“Just one more,” I told myself. I took one last swig of wine and clicked on “Master’s” faceless profile.

I started at the top of the page and began reading.

Late 30’s professional, 6’3”, average build, looking for an obedient, submissive slave.

Maybe you’re stressed out and need some kind of release. Maybe you’re tired of the day-to-day routine. Or maybe you’re simply looking for somebody as kinky as you.

Whatever the reason is, you clicked on my profile for a reason. There’s something missing. You may not know what it is, but I’ll tell you what you’ll get with me.

I’m a strict, but nurturing dom. I will decide the dress you wear and dictate how you will touch yourself underneath it. If you are a novice, I will train you with a gentle but firm hand. I’ll push you until your legs shake, until your spine trembles, but I’ll never push you too far. 

I’m open to any age, any race, any size, but you must be female, and you MUST be a descriptive writer.

Oh, and I never message first. So if any of this interests you, send me a message and tell me what you fantasize about.

Be forewarned, though, that once you open that door, there’s no turning back.

I sat back in my chair, breathless, as if I’d just finished sprinting down the block. The man’s profile was perfectly specific while still leaving room for the imagination. I envisioned what this faceless man might do with his hands and his mouth to make my legs shake and my spine tremble, the way he promised.

“Mm,” I groaned as my pussy began to tingle.

I gulped down the last of my wine and played with the empty glass between my hands, thinking. I kept convincing myself to try sending him a message, then talking myself out of it. Over and Over.

After five minutes, I finally shook myself. Just do it, I thought. I was single now. I had to keep an open mind.

I clicked on the little envelope icon, which opened a messaging window.

Tell me what you fantasize about, the man had said in his profile.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard as I searched my mind. I was surprised that I didn’t have an answer for him. What did I fantasize about?

I tried to come up with something as I started typing, beginning with a short introduction.

Hi, I’m Flora. I’m about 5’5”, twenty-seven, curvy, with curly brown hair. Your profile definitely caught my eye. I fantasize about...

I paused, watching the cursor blink while my mind was drawing up a blank. When I fantasized, I fantasized about sex—plain ol’ penis-in-vagina sex. And I’d been so loyal to Jason, I only fantasized about sex with him. That realization only made me feel even more foolish than before, and even more determined to see this personal challenge through.

To be honest, I don’t have a lot of experience with sex. I’ve been with one man all my life. Well, until recently. I guess I’m what you’d call vanilla? So I don’t fantasize much, and if I do, it’s just vanilla stuff. Maybe you can help me learn some new things.

Hoping to hear from you soon, Flora.

“There. Finished,” I whispered.

Then, before I lost my nerve, I hit send, and the message whisked away.

* * *

I woke up the next morning with a pounding hangover and feeling completely mortified.

At first, when I creaked open my eyes to the piercing light of day flooding my room, I was slightly confused. Then, all of last night’s memories came flooding back, all at once.

Jason calling me after work to tell me he needed to come over to tell me something.

Jason on his knees, begging for forgiveness.

Me, shoving Jason out the door.

The wine. The laptop. The dating website.

Master.

Horrified, I struggled to prop myself up. I squinted at the other side of the room, where my laptop sat on top of my desk. My memories were a little fuzzy, but I thought I could remember watching words being typed across a blank screen, as if I were writing a message to somebody...

“Oh, no,” I murmured, my stomach dropping. Please don’t tell me I...

I whipped the covers off of myself and crossed the room in two strides to open my laptop. When I opened my browser, I could see that I was still logged into the dating website.

With shaking fingers, I opened up the messaging window. My inbox had thirty-eight messages already. In my sent box, though, there was only one.

The muscles in my chest contracted when I saw that it hadn’t been a dream at all. I really had messaged that mysterious “Master” guy.

But did he message back?

My heart skipping, I navigated back to my inbox and scrolled down until I found that yes, he had replied, about an hour before I woke up.

My hands shook as I opened the message.

Hi there, Flora.

You seem exactly like my type. It’s unfortunate that you don’t fantasize much. I’m sure I can help you learn some new things to fantasize about. Daydreaming about sex is one of my favorite things. Often, I find myself thinking about sex all day long.

To be clear, I’m looking for an online-only BDSM relationship as a dom (dominant). Since you’re a novice, I’m willing to start slow with some gentle guidance when I’m training you. If you like being spanked, having your hair pulled, or having your nipples twisted while being fucked mercilessly from behind, then you’ll definitely enjoy being my submissive.

Let me know if any of this interests you.

M.

I read over his message about three or four times while my blood pounded in my ears. Suddenly, I was feeling very sick, and it wasn’t just because of the bottle of wine I finished last night.

I was beginning to think that maybe creating an online dating profile right after a break-up was a pretty bad idea. But not only had I gone and done just that, I actually messaged a man who was obviously predatory, demanding, and perverted.

And yet...

Something about his tone made my body react. My heart was racing, my palms were sweating, and heat was throbbing somewhere between my legs. Clearly, something about him excited me.

I took one last look at his message. It definitely intimidated me, but there was one thing he mentioned that caught my interest.

Online-only.

That meant we didn’t have to meet. That meant most of our communication would likely be through messages. It was probably why he wanted a descriptive writer.

Suddenly, it seemed like I had nothing to lose, if this was just an online-only thing.

After sitting in front of the screen for a moment, I finally decided to just think about it. I left the bedroom to shower and eat breakfast.

Then, I came back and began typing a reply for “M.”

Yes, it does interest me. I’m a complete novice, but I’m open to learning new things. I probably need a patient teacher. I hope you’re up for that...

* * *

After sending the message, I went to the office building downtown where I worked as a receptionist for the law firm on the sixth floor. I spent the entire day distracted, thinking about “M” and enduring random heart palpitations throughout my shift.

What if he’s just a sick, fat, old man? I wondered. What if he’s a serial killer?

If he was a serial killer, why would he insist on an online-only relationship?

However unorthodox the situation was, it had still been intriguing enough to compel me to send him a response to say I was open to what he was proposing.

I must be going crazy, I thought. It did make sense that I was going crazy though. I’d just found out my boyfriend of three years had cheated on me. It was enough to send any girl over the edge.

I was tempted to check my email at my desk, but I didn’t dare pull up a dating website at my workplace, and I definitely didn’t want to risk anyone reading M’s messages to me over my shoulder.

By the time five o’clock rolled around, I couldn’t wait to get back home, just to see what M had said.

Once I unlocked the front door and slipped out of my leather pumps, I padded across the living room and down the hallway to get to my laptop, which was still plugged in inside of my bedroom. With my heart beating in my mouth, I opened it up and logged into the dating website once more.

This time, I had over three hundred messages in my inbox.

Luckily, one of them was from M.

Good. In that case, we can start today. First things first: I need some verification, just to make sure that you are the girl in your pictures. I need you to take a picture of yourself for me. Wear the scarf from your main profile picture as a blindfold over your eyes, and hold a glass of water in your left hand. And I want you to be topless.

While I’m waiting for that, some rules. You need to know what my limits are. I’m not into watersports, scat, weapons, or bloodplay. Now, I need to know your limits. Since you’re a novice, you might not know what your limits are yet. We can start slow to ease you into the lifestyle, and I’ll allow you to figure out your limits as you learn.

You will call me Master. You will trust me, and you will do as I tell you. You will use the safe word any time you feel unsafe or distressed, because I need our scenes to be safe for both of us. Your safe
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