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Description

Celeste

His kiss is heaven; his touch is fire

His heart is ice; his love inexistent

But can his dominance be my happiness?

Michele

Her stubbornness is joy.

Her fragility is excitement.

Her love? I don’t want it.

But her submission? I want it forever

She’s taking control! But is she winning?

The Game of Doms is a fated enemy to lovers Mafia series filled with dark, explicit, and sensual scenes that can ignite your lust but make you desire a happy-ending romance. 

The Dominatrix Passion is the third book of the series that tells the story of a destined meeting between Celeste Hawkins-Thatcher, a spoiled heiress, and a dominant Mafia prince, Michele Colombo.

Michele recognizes the dominant trait in Celeste and wants her to explore it. Will Celeste embrace being a dominatrix? Or will finding the passion of one make her lose control of her heart? Find out in this new, exciting series from the writer of Her Broken Masters series.

DISCLAIMER: This book is intended for mature audiences of 18 years and above. It contains explicit sexual, BDSM, and some violent scenes intended to satisfy the darker fantasy Catherine’s readers have.
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Chapter One
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Celeste
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D

addy will show you how to play like a dom, baby girl. And I’ll make you love it.” 

Everything about the phrase is sexy. The man who speaks it and the idea of it. A female dom. To be in control of something and somebody, even if it's temporary? I love it.

I never had control over my life since my dad died. People think that I'm out of control and a real spoiled brat. But they didn't see that my mom called the shots behind me. She didn't care how I dealt with things and the people around me, but Mom cared about how I would spend the money I inherited from my dad.

For someone dependent on that money, it meant losing control of everything. I had to do things my mother's way if I wanted to continue my life of luxury. I was immature and didn't know my priorities. So, I surrendered control to my mom in exchange for limitless credit cards.

I never got out of her control again.

Mom had a terminal illness and worried that I would end up squandering my inheritance once I had control over it. Her remedy was to put me in an involuntary conservatorship by forcing me to marry Chris Thatcher. I was so caught up in living a life of luxury that I feared losing it. 

So, I married that gay asshole! Well, I didn’t know that he was gay until I caught him taking his assistant’s back hole. With Chris controlling me, all I had was the freedom to be superficial. But I was never in control of my life.

"Shit!" I exclaim when Michele suddenly twists both my nipples. 

Strings of pain gather around them, making me wriggle on the bed. I glare at Michele, but he only responds with a boyish smile. His lips slide between my lips, gagging me from cursing him. He releases my nipples. The strange pain around them spreads and vibrates all over my chest. I shake on the bed while moaning into his mouth.

My moan gets cut when Michele suddenly slaps my crotch. The sting is light – almost inexistent – but my folds vibrate, tickling my clit. The sensation lasts a blink of an eye. A tease that leaves me begging for more. Michele flashes a half-smile and climbs down the bed. Asshole. I want to order him to do it again, but I don’t want to appear desperate.

"W-what are you doing?" I stutter while watching Michele roll his belt around his hand. He doesn't reply, but a devious smile form across his face. "What are you ...? Fuck!"

My hips rise from the bed when he suddenly whips the belt on my crotch. The pain from the leather is sharper than his spank. The sting travels deep into my skin, forcing me to contract my pussy walls. As my inner pussy muscles tighten, the sting sits on my clit and tickles my urge to urinate. His next strike hits my pussy lips. A moan escapes my mouth; my hips dance in the air. I contract my muscles tighter to avoid peeing. But the vibration travels around my opening, making me crave for something to grace it.

“Loving it?” Michele asks.

I look at him while taking heavy breaths. This is something I have never experienced before. I know that having sex requires a little pain, but not this! Michele introduces pure pain – neither abusive nor sexual – but the pleasure is beyond explanation. I should hate it, but my body enjoys it. It’s like a new and intriguing way of foreplay.

Before I can reply, Michele hits my chest. The band lands across my breasts and hits my nipples. The pain swarms all over my chest and makes me writhe hard. I want to reach my boobs and soothe the sharp stings, but my hands are tied. It’s frustrating! I glare at Michele, and he seems to understand what goes through my mind. He walks closer to me and cups one of my globes with his strong hands. He kneads it, and the pain slowly disappears.

Michele keeps his eyes on mine while bending closer to my other tit. “Yesss," I shamelessly hiss when he takes it with his mouth. His tongue swirls on the stung nipple while pressing the muscles with his lips.

My wetness drips like a faulty faucet as Michele suckles me. I want to hold his hair and scratch his scalp while enjoying the beautiful torment, but I can’t. Michele pulls away from my chest and looks at me with a triumphant smile. I don’t know if it’s the frustration or his arrogant face that irks me. Both ignite my desire four-fold. I even forgot the rules of the game.

Yes. This is a game – the Cumming Game – as Michele calls it. The main rule is simple. The person who cums first loses. It’s a sick game, but the stakes – no – the prize is good.

Michele took over our company, including my father’s charities. I didn’t care about the company, but I cared about the latter. They are his legacies. But since my mother tied them with our corporation to create tax credits, I also lost it after Michele took over. I wanted to recover it from him – legally. He refused but offered an alternative. 

Yes. The Cumming Game.

If I make him cum first, I’ll get to take over all the charities. Extravagant offer. But until I win, I’ll be his slut. So, I turned it down. I lost everything, but I was confident with my friends and lover – William Heinz.

Janice, my best friend, is ready to help, but I expected more from William. He was my high school ex-boyfriend. We sort of rekindled our feelings a few weeks ago. Rekindled? Settled was more like it.

William came when I wanted to feel romance better than what I had with Chris and craving good sex more than what I had with Michele. Of all three men in my life, William was the only one who had once given me both – romance and good sex. I jumped at the opportunity, thinking it would be my shot to happiness.

I was wrong. The moment my life fell apart because of Chris, William vanished without a trace. His promise to be there for me is only for my money. The only one left is Michele and his offer. I wanted to continue refusing it, but having nothing changed my mind. I need something to get back up, and Michele has it.

We changed his initial offer. My father's charities are in better hands under his management. So, I only demanded my house. Michele threw in some stocks on the deal, which I couldn’t turn down. Now, all I need is to win this game and get my life back on track. To finally control it myself.

Michele frowns when his time is about to end. Three minutes, and I will partly win. It’s the second rule in the game. If he fails to make me cum, he’ll draft part of the documents that will transfer the ownership of the house and stocks to me. 

Do I want to win?

I should be excited about having a partial victory, but my body despises it. I'm enjoying Michele's every touch, and not getting an orgasm from it is a bummer. But...

“It’s a lot of time,” Michele tells me with a confident smile.

Before I can remind him of the three minutes remaining in his time, Michele jumps between my legs and lifts my hips. I gasp in shock when he takes my clit into his mouth while slowly tracing the orifice of my pussy. Shit. It’s the same technique he used when we first met. It was the first time I had an explosive orgasm without having a cock inside me.

"Stop," I utter while twisting my body. I need Michele to stop, but I don't want him to.

He doesn't, but instead, he sucks my clit harder while inserting his fingers deep into me. The bed shakes as I try to free my hands from the bands. I need to hold on to something as his actions prepare me for an impending ecstasy. “Asshole,” I moan as my body rolls in the air.

Shit. My hips sway around Michele’s face when he touches my favorite spot while licking my clit. I look at the clock. Forty seconds. I can cum after.

Michele presses hard against the spot before sucking my clit harder. He shakes his finger inside me, tickling it more. Michele releases my clit, and all the blood trapped around it spreads, adding a vibrating sensation to my G-spot. The explosion is beyond my imagination. I try to hold back my orgasm, but the surge is too strong. It breaks against my pussy walls and shakes my hips. I sound a long moan, signaling my celebration of a beautiful orgasm.

“You lost,” Michele tells me while he watches me roll my eyes in ecstasy.

"Asshole," I mutter under heavy breaths. Michele pulled a buzzer-beater against me!
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Michele
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Her beauty mesmerizes me. Her lack of control benefits me. Celeste’s greed for orgasm – or should I say years of deprivation – makes it easy for me to toy with her. Toy. It's the right word. She's nothing but a doll – an interesting one. Her stubbornness shakes me with excitement and fills me with the eagerness to punish her.

I wonder how lovely she sounds when I whip her ass. Her blue eyes will shine like sapphire as she glares at me. Celeste hates being told what to do, but she ends up doing it. 

Deep inside, I want her to resist me as much as she can. I want her to hold on to her stubbornness until she has no choice but to surrender. Ah. The humiliation in her face upon her surrender will be a victory I would love to have for a long time.

“You lost,” I rub on her. Celeste continues to shudder while glaring at me. "You should be ready for your punishment."

I untie the bands in her hands and ankles. Her wrists look red and bruised from twisting on the bed. I take one of her hands and gently brush the bruise. “Does this hurt?” I worry. I enjoy introducing pain to women, but I hate harming them.
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