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After months of roleplay gaming online, Lindsey's finally meeting her cyber playmate and veteran gamer, Sandulf, in the flesh in Las Vegas. And what gorgeous flesh he is. He's everything the shy librarian dreamed of and more.
Abram has never met anyone like Lindsey. Her sweetness dulls aches he never knew he had, and her body fires his every desire. He longs to come to her as Abram, not Sandulf. Soon, they're having more than cyber sex, they're exploring their every fantasy and then some. In real life. And both of them discover they'd rather have a real relationship than cyber-love.
When tattooing makes the fantasy real, Lindsey begins to have second thoughts about their quick relationship, magnified by the prejudices of her family and friends. Bowing to her desires, Abram disappears from her life. And so does Sandulf. She finds herself missing them both. But it's Abram and the real closeness they shared that she longs for most of all. How can she show the gamer she wants to give him real love?

Publisher's Note: This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and situations that some readers may find objectionable: Anal play/intercourse.

Dear Reader,

I must acknowledge no book gets written in a vacuum. It takes a team of people to write and produce a book. I’m grateful to have such a support group around me. 

Gamer Love is dedicated to all of the wonderful Dark-Hunter online roleplay friends I made. Y’all know who you are. XOXOs

And most importantly, thank you—dear readers—for completing the writing process by allowing my characters to live for you.  

All the best,

`Mel 
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“Stay in role.” Lindsey stared into the large bathroom mirror. “Stay in role.” 

What a great game she’d discovered. It was a game with a broad spectrum of explanations for myths that role-players brought into play. Best yet, not only were stories weaved online, but regular chats were held, giving the gamers opportunities to get to know those in the Internet community. Now she was about to take her character to the real world. 

Did she look like a wealthy art curator? A collector of treasures? Of artifacts? 

A long sigh passed through her lips as she blew a curl away from her face. 

What had happened to her confidence from an hour ago? How come I’m not this nervous writing my short stories online? Well, she had been, those first few times she’d participated within the interactive community she’d joined. She’d been terrified of putting herself out there in cyberspace. 

Beneath the designer dress suit she’d splurged on and the equally costly high heels, she knew what was hidden. An overweight librarian who worked at a reference desk five days a week. 

The jitters intensified on a memory. She’d promised her cyber lover she’d take their play real world. 

“Honey, stop worrying.” Cynthia nudged her aside. “You’re stunning. It’s my turn to primp.” 

“Thanks.” Lindsey tucked herself back into the corner to watch while her friend finished her makeup. As a moderator of the online role-playing game Keys to Myths, Cynthia had taken Lindsey under her wing. 

Cynthia, known as Copper to others, had been a godsend. Cynthia was an old pro. She’d participated in numerous online games and had experience in real-life role-play. Thankfully, she’d taken pity on Lindsey and given her the heads-up on what was what. 

A year ago, when she’d joined the online community, she’d been such a complete cyber virgin. A goober. Surely, there’d not been anyone as naive as she’d once been. No longer. She knew what was what. You had players. Some who stepped out of their characters and revealed their real-life selves. And you had players. Others who never, ever stepped out of the role they played. Of course, there were a few others still, head cases, unhappy people who, if you didn’t want the negativity, the drama, you learned to avoid. 

Cynthia puckered her lips a time or two once the lipstick was applied. “So what time are you to meet Sandulf?”

Arousal and nervousness fluttered in Lindsey’s belly. “The witching hour.” She laughed. “Stop asking me.” She’d told her friend a half-dozen times already. Her teasing was making the upcoming face-to-face meeting worse. 

“Considering you’re the only one I know who got a personal note of inquiry to see if they were going to attend...” Cynthia winked at her. 

Heat warmed her face. The things she’d said to Sandulf privately on Private Messenger. The things she’d done to him, with him, all on messenger services. “Do you...do you think Sandulf is a man?” she asked, before she could help herself. She’d really put herself out there. The possibility was huge that Sandulf was a woman. But with all her being, she wanted him to be a man. 

Sandulf fell into the player category. Other than to ask if she’d be attending the conference, she’d never known him to come out of character. 

She sighed. 

What would she do if Sandulf turned out to be a woman? Though she’d already suspected it, earlier at dinner, she discovered the large majority of role-players she’d met were women. And the wicked things she’d promised Sandulf she’d do...

Cynthia blinked long, thick lashes. “Oh, honey.” 

Lindsey moaned and tried to get by her friend. 

“You’ve been keeping secrets from me. I can tell by the expression on your face.” Her friend let her by, only to follow. “What happened to all the advice I gave you? Keep it light? Only flirt? Never go real world romantically?” 

“I know.” Lindsey covered her face briefly. “I know. I can’t explain what happened.” She’d never meant for things to rocket out of her control. But the cybersex had been so good. Far better than anything real she’d experienced to date. 

“Details. Details.” Cynthia snapped her fingers. “Details.” 

She moaned again as she sat on the edge of the bed. “I should’ve stayed home.” And kept the role-playing where it was safe. In cyberspace. At home, Sandulf was an Alpha to a pack of werewolves. How she’d looked forward to his group posts. She never missed reading one of his online stories. They, along with an ongoing story about a gargoyle, were her favorites. 

Only Sandulf rarely wrote anymore on the cyber forum. Not since, not since...he’d approached her privately in chat one night four months ago. From the moment she first encountered him online, he’d appealed to her. Intrigued her like no one ever had, either online or in real life. He excited her. Those nights he came online were her favorites. 

When the community had started making arrangements for an in-person gathering of the gamers, she’d been so excited. 

For the first time in her life, she’d gotten motivated about herself. She’d started eating healthier and exercising. Although she had a ways to go to get to her ideal weight, she was healthier than she’d ever been in her life. She felt good about herself. All because of a character she had regular cybersex with. 

It was insane. 

“From my limited interactions with Sandulf, I believe he’s a real guy.” Cynthia joined her on the bed. “Does that make you feel better?” 

“Um, maybe.” Lindsey laughed and brushed her hair back over her shoulder. Yes, it eased her a bit to know that Cynthia believed Sandulf was a guy. 

“Yeah, he could still be seventy. Toothless. Chew tobacco. Have treelike warts growing out of his feet...” Her friend grinned. “And have herpes.” 

“Oh my God, stop!” Oh, please don’t let Sandulf have any of those things, even if “he” turns out to be female. Though how incredibly embarrassing that would be. Why hadn’t she gotten personal? Asked real-world questions? Oh, why hadn’t she asked about using voice messenger or video cams with him? 

Because she hadn’t wanted to lose the excitement in her life. 

What if he’d refused? Or been a disappointment? Or worse, what if she disappointed him? “Okay, okay, I feel better.” Not. 

“Good, because what’s transpired between you two can’t be undone. So, it’s best just to own it.” Cynthia stood up. “I need to touch up my hair.” 

Alone, Lindsey wrapped her arms under her breasts and paced from wall to window. How had she ever gotten involved with a character? She understood there was a person behind Sandulf, but she didn’t even know his name. 

Sandulf. True wolf. It fit the character she’d come to adore. Come to fantasize over. He’d always come across as a leader. Strong. Sexy. And in private, he could be as charming as he was wickedly naughty. 

Maybe if she hadn’t foolishly used her real name when she’d joined Keys to Myths their relationship wouldn’t feel so real... 

* * * * *
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The witching hour had arrived. 

It was truth or
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