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This book contains: 

Dominate Me Book 1: Stage Surrender

Let go 

He made it sound so easy. All I had to do to get the role was let go. If I can surrender completely, I can have the leading role in the movie instead of the supporting role I was auditioning for. 

I should have known it wasn't going to be that easy, not when the man on the stage was the famed sex-god, Zach Davis. As an actress, I have done all sorts of things that I was uncomfortable with, including stripping on stage... but I wasn't just undressed, I was on my knees, hands behind my back, bound, helpless to do anything but submit.

This standalone short story is filled with steamy scenes that will have you writhing in pleasure. 

Dominate Me Book 2: Passionate Partners

Everyone tells Freya that it is impossible, that even the most talented, beautiful, and perfect women are not hired by the company, let alone someone as unimpressive as her. The man in charge, Raphael Hunter, may be wildly successful, but he is also controlling, ill-tempered, and stubborn to a fault. He only hires the best.

Yet Freya Fanning believes she can be successful because she has an advantage nobody else knows about:

Raphael is a Master. Her Master. And she wasn't there to work. She was there to be dominated.

Passionate Partners is a standalone short story that is filled with dominating alpha males and a single submissive young woman in public.

Dominate Me Book 3: Racy Romance

Handsome, rich, and stubborn beyond words, Liam Hunt has never been denied anything in his entire life. So when he sets his eyes on innocent college student Kate Snow, she doesn't stand a chance. 

Innocent and helpless, Kate finds herself in the clutches of the most powerful man in town... and loving every second of it. The dominating billionaire breaches her every desire and she is entangled in the brutal strength of his passion. When he brings other men to the relationship, she is helpless to do anything but surrender as they show her pleasure beyond her wildest dreams...

Racy Romance is a standalone short steamy story filled with dominating alpha males and a single submissive young woman.
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"You said you'll be auditioning for a role later," he said, standing so close to me that I could feel the warmth from his breath.

"Yes," I said and didn't try to elaborate. I ignored the instinct to wrap myself in my blanked.

"Open your legs," he instructed.

I uncurled my fingers from my lap and listened to his instructions despite the wild pounding in my heart. There was something about his voice that made it almost impossible to deny him.

The moment my legs parted, he stepped inwards, closing the gap between us.

"I'm training you for the role as the lead actress," he said.

"But I-"

"But nothing," he said. "The series is very focused on its sex scenes," he shared.

I stared at the unmistakable bump between his legs and licked my lips. "That's why I'm not auditioning for the lead," I confessed.

"In order to succeed, you need to be bold," he said. "You need to learn to let go of your inhibitions." He leaned down until his lips were inches from mine, then took them to his mouth as his hands cupped my breasts and his fingers started playing with my nipples.

When we parted, we were both gasping for air, but he recovered sooner. "The show is basically porn disguised as a television series," he said. His fingers closed over my pebbled nipples and pulled.

I gasped and arched towards him, feeling the pleasure course through my body. "It- Ahh... It didn't say that in the script," I said breathlessly.

"Of course not," he leaned down and took my nipple to his mouth, sucking first my left nipple, then my right, alternating between pinching my nipples and kissing them. Masculinity poured from him in waves, filling me in a desperate haze of desire. His hair was slightly disheveled.

He wasn't the type of man to ask for what he wanted. He was the type to take and take until there was nothing left for him to own. The animal look on his face gave away his intention to conquer me and I found myself weakened, completely willing to surrender to his every desire.

"What would I have to do as lead?" I asked, although my brain was screaming for me to stop talking and just let him do whatever he wanted with me.

I parted my lips and let out a soft moan when his fingers sent pleasurable tingles down to my loins. He kissed the tender hollow of my neck and his fingers started moving downwards.

"The first episode is just the prelude, so you would be fucking just one man in an alleyway in order to get him to give you the information you need to close the case," he said, his fingers kneading my waist, eyes burning into mine with an intensity that scared me.

"In an alleyway?" I echoed.

"Yes," he said. "We'll need a good angle, so your leg has to be lifted high," he said, his right hand moving past my inner thigh. He hooked his arm under my knee and draped my leg over his shoulder.

My eyes widened and I tried to close my legs, only to have his arm in my way, pining my leg close to his body. His right hand trailed lower as he pushed me down onto the bed, hands still massaging my breasts expertly.

He leaned so close to me that my nipples were brushing against his chest. The sensation was electrifying. Adrenaline flooded my veins and my blood throbbed. The last of the buttons on his shirt opened and I had a full view of his muscular chest, hard and warm under my palms.

"And then what happens?" I asked.

He groaned as he pushed his hips between my legs. I could feel his hardness throbbing behind his pants, begging to be free, pressing against my pussy. He rubbed against my engorged clit and I felt myself getting even wetter.

Then, his fingers started going lower, moving down my belly and further down until he was cupping my wet folds.

"Then he'll fuck you," he said.
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"Don't stop," I gasped, offering myself to him freely. My body was aflame with acute surges of desire. His erection cushioned against my inner thigh.

Blood humming in my veins, I murmured, "Kiss me."

He didn't need to be asked twice, his lips on my throat, hands on my neck and back, pushing me to him. His tongue was wet on my throat, tasting my pulse, which had jumped way high. His hands roamed my naked back, snaking through the loose dress to touch the creamy soft skin beneath it.

Shivers went through my body from his lips and touch on my body. It was a delightful sensation, not just physically, but on a deeply emotional manner. It made me feel incredibly sexy to have a man want me so much that he didn't care if we were caught in the act.

Jason's strong hands on my body awakened all my nerve endings and took the breath out of my lungs.

His brazen hands were all over me and I trembled for him, heartbeat thumping rapidly against my chest. The brutal strength of his passion was infectious, bringing charges of excitement through my body.

I clutched fistfuls of his shirt, wanting to tear the clothing off his body. But I knew better. He still had a meeting to attend later. His lips and tongue were all over my chest, then he cupped my breasts and tilted me back. His mouth closed over my breast and his tongue darted over his nipple.

I propped myself up with my arms on behind me and offered my breasts willingly to him. He sucked and licked first one breast, then the other, his hands reaching under my thighs to push me against his erection. He was very hard, throbbing with the need of his desire.

His body radiated heat as he touched me with feverish need, his touches sending ripples of pleasure down my spine. He rained kisses up my nipples across my shoulders as he grabbed my buttocks and pushed me flush against his erection, his intention clear but there was still his pants in the way.

Yet, I could feel him, hard and throbbing, pressing against my engorged clit, the material of his pants rubbing against my wet slit. I bucked against him harder, lusting for him. I was quivering with need as I wrapped my legs around him, allowing him to dry hump me.

His fingers curled into my hair and pulled my hair band off so he could grab me by the hair. He seemed to enjoy it rough, which wasn't a problem at all. Except I didn't want to get him too far. There was still the meeting he had to attend. I wanted him to want me just enough.

When he pulled back to undo his belt, I crossed my legs and flipped my dress back over my thigh, covering my flesh. I pulled my dress over my breasts and gave him a seductive smile as I laid back against the table.

"How do you like your coffee, Mr. Storms?" I asked abruptly.

He reeled back in shock. "Black," he responded automatically.

"Sugar?" I smiled.

"No sugar," he said, looking completely stunned. I felt bad for the guy, but not enough to continue what I halted abruptly.

"Why don't you have a seat while I get your drink ready," I pointed him to one of the comfortable couches a few feet away from my desk and he went over to the seat as if in a daze.
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"Maybe that's not the best- Oh!" I gasped as he pulled me to his chest. My heart was beating out of my chest, a steady thump-thump-thump that made everything harder. "Sir, this is highly inappropriate," I whispered. His chest was all muscle, hard and perfect. My mind was a muddle of confusion and arousal. He was all masculinity and dominance, just taking whatever he wanted, which in this case, was me.

"Perhaps," he agreed, "But I see you aren't trying to get away." His voice held a smooth, velvety undertone that made me wonder if he had done this before. Something told me this was a first for him too, but that was impossible. He no doubt had the money and power to get any woman he wanted.

Right now, he wanted me and I couldn't help but be drawn by him. The desire was palpable. 

"No," I whispered, letting the beautiful orbs consume me. I touched my fingertips to his jaw, loving the way they rubbed against the five o'clock stubble on his cheeks. "I don't know anything about you-" I started.

"But there's something right about having you in my arms," he finished smoothly, like butter on bread.

"Yes," I whispered breathily. Something about being in his embrace felt right, my curves flush against his hard body, heartbeat to heartbeat. It felt as if everything in my life had led up to this moment.

And then it all shattered.

His fingers curled into my hair and pulled my head back roughly. The pain jolted me back to reality and my eyes widened in surprise. I gasped, my lips parting as I was forced to arch into his chest.

His lips locked onto mine in an instant, devouring me from the inside out. He was kissing me with more passion than I knew was possible.

There was something utterly erotic about letting a stranger treat me like a cheap hooker off the streets. His grasp was too hard, as if afraid I would run away and he held me with an intensity that hurt.

His tongue battled mine for dominance, winning easily as I yielded to his touch, responding to his tongue. It was impossible to do anything other than yield to his dominating touch, his fingers lost in my hair, pulling my head back to make me arch against him. His free hand cupped my buttocks, massaging the soft flesh there until I was moaning into the kiss.

He groaned, fingers on my body tightening, as if trying to mold my body to his. I felt his body responding in the form of a deep shudder. Something hard grew between his legs and pressed against my body. I couldn't help the smile from appearing on my lips. It was nice to know that I wasn't the only person getting aroused by the proximity.

When he finally released his fingers from the tangle of my hair, I continued pressing into his lips, begging for more. He tasted like chocolate caramel. My body tingled. He kissed me as if his life depended it and when we parted, we were both gasping for air.

He tipped his head, his arm on my waist to push me to him, deepening the contact. My body came alive. His neatly done hair was all askew from me running my fingers through it. His mouth was parted and wet, begging for more kisses and I wanted to give him everything he wanted.

His fingers came down my lower back until he was grasping my buttocks. With trembling hands, I slid my own hand between our chests until I was cupping his manhood, hard and throbbing.

"Please," I whispered. "Touch me."
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