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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

THE GAME HAS JUST BEGUN. Who shall win the Game of Doms?

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 Dominant’s Heat is the second 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.

Another fateful night will seal the exciting game between a dominant and his reluctant submissive. Will they win against each other? Or lose each other? Find out in this new exciting series from the writer of Her Broken Masters.

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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I

look at Julio while strumming my fingers on the desk. Stubborn woman. Celeste Hawkins Thatcher knows how to play hard to get. She has nowhere to go. Everything she owned has become mine. The only thing left for me to do is make her mine. I slam my fist on the desk.

Celeste should have an answer by now. No. She should be in this office, kneeling between my legs or humping on top of my crotch. She should be playing the game I offered. I release my frustration in a chuckle. Celeste is clearly playing with me. We both know the answer. She wants me as much as I want her. I'm confident that she can't get over the night we had.

Yes. The night was a mistake but brought by fate.

I met Celeste when I wrongly walked into her hotel room. The front desk officer mistook me as the male escort she hired and gave me the key. I thought of her as an escort sent to me as a gift. The moment I walked in; the room ignited with sparks. She was as ready to have me as I was for her.

My cock pulses hard at the thought of her petite but curvy body. My tongue itches as I long to taste the sweetness of her folds and feel the hardness of her nipples. Celeste is one great woman to fuck. She knows what she wants and how to get it. She’s also deprived of sexual satisfaction, which helps her respond well to everything I do to her.

I take a deep breath to calm my thoughts, but an image of her taking my cock into her mouth warms me up. She looks like a female Peter Pan with her little face and pixie-cut blonde hair. I personally don't like women with short hair. There's not much to grab when I have to guide their heads or ride them on all fours. But Celeste didn't need guidance. She knows how to blow well and how to counter my every move.

“Fuck!” I utter when my cock stiffens, almost poking a hole in my pants. I want her mouth, her cunt, her everything! I declare in my head.

“She’s not answering any calls,” Julio informs me. He has one of our men check on Celeste. “Her friend left for the airport a few minutes ago. She had some important business to do and can’t stay with Celeste.”

Strange vibrations travel along my nerves. Celeste is left alone? The woman has just lost everything. I snort at myself. Now I’m worried about her? 

Since the news of Chris Thatcher's escape, the only thing I thought of was to get Celeste in my bed. I didn't care if she was in a mess. Celeste will forget everything once I’m fucking her hard to heaven. My chest warms up as worry wraps my heart. I don’t know her! I don’t know how she is dealing with what happened to her. 

Celeste appears stubborn, snobby, and overconfident, but I have no idea if she's as strong as she portrays to be. Even if she is, some people tend to break hard after losing a lot. And she didn't only lose her money. Celeste lost her status and her comfortable life. What if....

I stand up and take my car keys. What if she does something drastic?

Julio’s phone sounds, stopping me from walking out of the office. I look at him, hoping that Celeste is on the other end. Julio hesitates to say something, but when I glare at him, he confesses, “A man has come to the house. My guess is it’s her new boyfriend.”

A vein pops in my head, making me lose my temper. That woman! Could it be that she sees her husband’s disappearance as an opportunity to be with another man? Fuck you, Celeste! She’s supposed to be with me and not some ex-boyfriend.

A hot jolt punches the center of my ribs as thoughts of Celeste and her boyfriend doing lewd things fill my head. They have the house to themselves now. I clench my jaw as I imagine Celeste screaming the man's name while they have sex. She didn’t get to scream my name when we had sex. We didn’t have any introduction. I grit my teeth. I will have her scream my name and not another man’s!

The Hawkins' mansion is big. The master bedroom must be luxurious with plenty of space to explore – the shower, the couch, the fireplace, and even their Persian rugs. I would love to take her hard on any of those spots.

The image of Celeste begging to have more pleasure from my fingers becomes vivid in my mind. Celeste enjoyed it like it was the best finger-fuck she ever had. I love the way she looked at me as she begged to have more of it. She shouldn’t forget about it. I don’t care if other women forget how I used them, but Celeste can’t. I want to be the best man who ever satisfies her. That woman should be begging me for every sexual pleasure she wishes.

“Should I do something?” Julio asks.

I want to order him to kill Celeste's new boyfriend, but I'm not a murderer. I don't think Celeste will desire a murderer. It's already complicated that I'm an heir of a former Italian Mafia leader and the man who drove her husband away. Somehow, I'm guilty of taking everything away from her.

Why am I thinking about what Celeste will think of me? That woman means nothing to me. I'm not like her new boyfriend; I’m not crazy about her. I only want to bed, play, and maybe punish her. She's a doll to play with and nothing else. 

“Take everything that’s mine from her,” I order.

“Should we start with the house?”

My lips curve into a smile after getting what Julio meant. To avoid paying personal real estate taxes, Chris Thatcher sold the Hawkins' mansion to Aquila Orion International, the corporation owned by the Hawkinses. He designated the mansion to house the company's CEO. 

Chris Thatcher believed that he would always be the CEO, given Celeste’s stocks and my father's money. He was wrong. Now, I have that position. 

“I’m going home to my new house,” I declare with a mischievous smile.
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Stupid Chris! Selfish asshole. I gulp every last bit of the whiskey in the bottle. A message from William pops up on my phone. William came to offer me a shoulder to cry on, but something urgent came up. I don't know what is so important that he can't turn it down for my sake. My lips twitch into a frown when I read the message. William wants me to hang on and says that he’ll be back soon. Somehow I doubt his message. I feel like he already walked away because I no longer have anything to offer.

Janice also came but had to leave. I understood her reason. Her trip to South France has been planned for months. I don't want her to spend two weeks in misery with me. It is better that one of us is having a good time. We wanted to go together, but for some reason, Chris kept controlling my finances. I can't let Janice pay for my trip.

Now I know the reason Chris controlled my finances. He mismanaged the company, including the trust fund my mother put up for me. My mother always thought of me as a wild child. She put me in an involuntary conservatorship by forcing me to marry Chris. She believed that he would take care of both the company and me.

It was either I get nothing or have everything with Chris. I chose the latter. Besides, Chris wasn’t a bad choice. Wrong! He’s the worst choice. The asshole is gay! I don’t have a problem with his sexual preference, but I deserved honesty. No wonder he loves taking me from the ass! He thinks of me as Paul, his assistant-slash-lover.

His dishonesty didn't just end there. The asshole also got involved in money laundering. Now, the FBI and the IRS are after him. So, he absconded with Paul. I'm lucky the board of directors still has some loyalty to my father. They all agreed to exclude me from the case. Most of them also know that I never cared about the company. Hence, I wouldn’t be involved in money laundering or know about it.

I still end up losing everything!

Chris has been transferring my properties to the corporation to avoid taxes. Now that another person acquired the majority of shares, I don't have any rights to anything. It would have been okay if I still had my personal accounts. But Chris stole them, too – along with my collection of jewelry or anything that can still give me a life of comfort. The asshole emptied out everything I owned and left me as a pauper.

But what I regret the most is my father’s charities. It’s his legacy. I lost them after losing my rights to the corporation. Michele Colombo! I want to be angry at that man, but strangely, a burning desire flickers above my crotch. I take a deep breath and shake my head, hoping to throw him out of it.

Michele Colombo is like a bullet train. Once he enters my mind, there’s no stopping it. The night wind makes me feel feverish as my lust ignites. My thighs throb as I remember the fateful night we shared. Celeste!

I already settled with my ex-boyfriend, William Heinz. With Chris gone, William and I can have a fresh start. Even if I’m unsure of my feelings for Chris, I should show loyalty to him.  I shouldn’t be thinking about another man. Especially an arrogant chauvinist like Michele.

You make me cum first, and you get your father's foundation. No conditions. All yours. I feel my nipples vibrate as I remember Michele’s deep voice. I can feel his heat all over me. I throw the bottle on the wall and scream, “Stop!”

That man wants to play with me; my heart and desire wants to play along with him. I will never surrender to him! Michele probably thinks that I'm a cheap woman because I hired a gigolo to satisfy my lusts. He's wrong. It was a one-time deal, and it was because Chris starved me from having good sex. No woman wants to be fucked in her ass all the time. 
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