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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in, or introduced in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, or otherwise) without the prior written consent of the copyright owner except for brief quotes used in reviews as permitted by law.   

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents either, are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblances to actual events, organizations, or locales, or persons living or dead are entirely coincidental. 

. 

License notes

eBooks are not transferrable.

They cannot be sold, shared, or given away as it is an infringement of the copyright of this work.

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the author's hard work.

Dear Reader, 

There was a time, long before Fifty Shades of Grey was published, that I was fascinated by BDSM. I was so curious I ventured out into the sub culture community and met some amazing people. I was lucky. Very lucky. So, after I figured out I’d had my fill of the lifestyle and felt I understood BDSM enough, and hoping to entertain both hard-core and kink-curious readers, I wrote a dozen short stories under a secret pen name. I wrote about characters discovering themselves and what is important to them through BDSM “play.” Several of my BDSM stories including His Pleasure, Perfect Surrender, Leashed, and Quintet were originally published by Changeling Press. 

Oh! btw, interesting fun fact, like E. L. James did, I also wrote fan-fiction, only it wasn’t Twilight and lacked the BDSM elements. I wrote paranormal romance fan-fiction in Sherrilyn Kenyon’s Dark Hunter world where I made some lasting friendships. 

And most importantly, thank you –dear reader- for completing the writing process by allowing my characters to live for you.  

Dedication

To all those who welcomed me into the BDSM community. Thank you for all your kindnesses. I remain fascinated by the mental and physical bond that can be created and maintained in BDSM.

Wishing you the best,

~Melissa
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Should she, or shouldn’t she? After learning she’d been deceived by a pretend dom, Jennifer’s offered a tantalizing vacation on the east coast with a respected Master in the BDSM subculture. Michael Dougherty’s a man she’s longed for. When opportunity knocks, she agrees to the trial run as a submissive. After all, given the chance, would you dare to indulge in your wildest fantasies?

Although she has no real-time BDSM experience, Master Mic is the real deal. Bondage. Discipline. Dominance. It’ll be his task to make sure things stay under control.

But is Jennifer really prepared for the initiation into the erotic world of submission Master Mic presents? Will sub frenzy get the best of her?

Due to adult content, this book is not attended for readers under the age of 18. 

CHAPTER ONE

Michael Dougherty. Jenn read the caller ID before she answered. Mike? Mike? Oh, from the dance club she’d gone to last month with her friends. He’d asked for her number but she’d given up on him calling. “Hello?”

“Jennifer? This is Mic—Michael. You e-mailed me a couple weeks ago and included your number. I hope you don’t mind the call.”

Hmm... A couple weeks ago? Toying with a lock of her hair, she puzzled over his identity. Definitely not Mike from the club.

“But what I have to tell you is best shared person-to-person,” he went on.

“Oh.” Considering she figured men in general preferred text to calls, this didn’t sound good. She turned the television off so she could hear better.

“I’m sorry it’s taken me this long to get back to you. As I mentioned in my reply it’d take some time for me to make the inquiries you wanted of the man using the screen name PopKoala, Virgil Colburn.”

Virgil. Virgil? “You’re speaking of Gil?”

“Virgil Colburn, yes.”

Why hadn’t Gil shared his proper name? She and Gil had dated online for a few months. Oh, that Michael. “Yes, yes I did e-mail you.” She’d contacted a respected Master in the BDSM community to make sure Gil really was a good guy. When she hadn’t heard more from Michael, she’d assumed the best about Gil.

Anyone with a lick of sense knew online dating had risks, dating in the kink community doubly so. She had plenty of common sense. She’d been careful, always on the lookout for any inconsistencies in his correspondence. Her safety was most important. No matter Gil’s reassurances she wanted to be confident he was safe before she traveled to meet him face-to-face. So, she’d taken the matter of Gil’s honesty into her own hands. “Oh, Sir, thank you so much for getting back to me. I’d forgotten.”

She settled down onto the couch. Virgil. What a name. She’d get a kick out of teasing him about it next time they spoke.

“Jennifer, I’m sorry to have to be the one to tell you this but...”

The hair along her forearms stood on end. Her spine tensed. She rubbed her neck in an attempt to ease a rising tide of concern. “What is it?” What could it be? “Has something happened to Gil? A car accident?”

“No.” Michael was quiet a moment. “Virgil’s a troll. He’s been collecting online submissives, and from what I’ve learned has quite the stable. He’s nothing more than an online wannabe dominant. He’s not active in any of the local kink clubs or communities I’ve checked with.”

“Jeezus.” PopKoala had contacted her within minutes of her joining a popular kink site. Within a week they’d exchanged names. Oh, yes, he’d singled her out. Through e-mail and instant messenger he’d wooed her into thinking... thinking she was special. Instead he’d pursued her with the intent to hurt.

She closed her eyes at the betrayal.

The cheating rat.

How could she have been so stupid? She should’ve known better.

No denying that Michael might be correct. After all, she’d read about online dating horror stories so she’d contacted him to be sure Gil was on the up-and-up.

“He’s not in an open relationship as he’d told you. Yes, he’s living with a submissive but she’s engaged to him.”

“Engaged?” Gil hadn’t mentioned anything about a fiancée. She’d specifically asked if he was free of commitments. And at his assurances she’d slipped into a long-distance dominant/submissive relationship with him. Soon she’d woven some fanciful illusion for them. She’d been about to fly to meet him so they could spend a long weekend together. Infatuated with his online persona, she’d nearly allowed things to go too far.

“Yes. Poor girl was devastated to hear Virgil was speaking with other women.”

Jenn winced. “You told her?” The poor, poor woman. Gil had cheated emotionally, and considering the things Jenn had discussed with him, he most likely cheated sexually, too. And the son-of-a-bitch had included her in his deception. Oh! The rotten rat bastard.

She groaned. Stupid. So stupid.

“She’d been suspicious of the amount of time Virgil spent on his computer. He’d logged on more and more since they moved in together. Her complaints had been ignored.” The line was silent a moment. “I thought she had a right to know. As much as you do.”

Of course, the woman had every right to know she was engaged to a pig bastard. The woman had far more right to know about Gil’s indiscretions than Jenn did. What if I hadn’t contacted Michael? Her stomach knotted. Eww... she’d have let Gil spank her. And they’d have gotten naked. Physical. Sexual.

“I didn’t mention you specifically.”

She nodded. To think she’d considered Gil sweet. The fantasies she’d shared with the creep. How foolish she’d been to open herself up that way.

Throat tight, she swallowed.

“Jennifer?”

“Yes?”

“Did you buy your plane ticket?”

She moaned in frustration. Only three days ago she’d run across the best deal yet. “Yes.” Damn. The cancellation fee would eat the cost of the ticket up.

“You’re welcome to visit me.”

“Oh?” Oh, visit Michael instead? Butterflies danced in her stomach.

“I’m assuming you’ve already investigated me.”

A smile tugged at her mouth. “Yeah. I had to find someone well-known in the kink community to investigate Gil.” She knew enough about Michael. He had BDSM experience and was active in the lifestyle. People had praised his knowledge.

She nodded before she second-guessed herself. “Thank you, I think I will.” She had little right to be angry at Gil. He meant nothing to her. She’d leave that to his unfortunate fiancée. She’d give herself a couple days to be sad at what was never meant to be. No moping around here. She’d get on a plane to meet a well-respected dominant in the BDSM community. A real-time Master, not some guy who only played online. “Yes, Sir, Mic. I’ll e-mail you my travel information.”

“Excellent. I promise you the time of your life.”

CHAPTER TWO 

Finally. The front door of the mansion closed behind her, and she kept walking as her heart raced in impatience.

She hadn’t thought they’d ever make it to Michael’s home
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