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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 won the game but is she bound to lose?

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. 

Enjoying Punishment is the fifth 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. 

The real Game of Doms has commenced! Celeste and Michele are ready to find joy in the punishment they seek from each other. But what if their past causes trouble in their exciting game? Will they win the prize their heart desires? Or will the prize break it all apart? Find out in this exciting new series from the top-selling author of The Bad Blue Curvy 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


[image: ]




All is a game to him.

This fact should disappoint me. Discourage me from staying with him. Stop me from letting myself fall deeper into him. Michele Colombo sees me only as a playmate despite the hint of romance we seem to have.

But how can I resist the twinkle in his eyes and the joy of his smile? He loves dominating me while teaching me to be strong. With Michele, I can be myself – a woman wishing to be a damsel in distress and a brave adult at the same time. But he gives me the feeling of not being able to live without him but strong enough to live my life. Ironic, but I like it.

“Let’s specify the rules, shall we?” Michele says while putting a plate of blueberry pancakes in front of me.

I look at him with an eyebrow raised. He sure knows how to cook and plate. Michele takes a piece of the pancake, puts it in his mouth, and slides it into mine. I giggle while we jointly chew it with our tongue.

“How is it?” he asks.

I cup his cheeks and kiss him again before answering, “Scrumptious.”

He chuckles and caresses my face. When our gaze meets, his eyes look at me differently. My heart stops again. I want to open his head and see what he's thinking. I understand most of his reactions and nuances now, but I can't stop doubting this look from him. He looks at me like I'm the most precious thing to him, but I also see his curiosity of why he wants me in his life.

I've already taken a risk in loving him. Getting another heartbreak or frustration is no longer new to me. But I still fear that if he breaks my heart, I can no longer mend it. I can never find another man who fills it with happiness as he does. Even if I don't know where it emanates from.

Michele’s eyebrows meet when I take a deep breath while looking at him. I quickly put on a smile and massage his eyebrows. He makes things complicated. I want him to control and punish me. Yet I want him to love me. I don’t know if it’s possible for a man like Michele. He has been clear from the start. We will only have a game but never a romance.

“Do you want it on contract?” I ask.

Michele takes a hot pancake, puts some jam on it, folds it, and bites it like a man. Hah! Everything he does looks so manly, sexy, and everything most men in my life never were. Most? I only had two men in my life before him. One is my gay husband, who ran off with his lover after robbing me of everything I own – down to my last cent. The second one ran off after my husband robbed me.

I lived a life of luxury where people thought I always got what I wanted. But it was a façade. The truth is that I didn't have anything that I could say as my own. My mother took control of everything for me upon my father's death. Upon her death, my husband substituted her. I had to follow their rules to continue living without fear of having nothing.

Had I known that having nothing would lead me to this man, I would have to risk everything.

“Everything needs to be in a contract, baby girl,” Michele places his table next to mine before pulling me near him. “It is important in this kind of lifestyle.”

Does this man love me, or is he obsessed with me?

A few weeks ago, Michele tried to push me away from his life by surrendering. He made me believe that he never cared for me. It took my best friend, Janice, to snap him back to his senses. But I think Janice scared the hell out of Michele about losing me. I never thought of him as the clingy one, but he seems to be that kind. 

Michele always wants me close to him. He looks for me at every turn. My lips are about to swell since he kisses them every time our eyes meet. I was in love and married, too, but none of them showered me with this much affection. I'm not complaining but enjoying it. It's just something new to me.

“I wonder what’s a good punishment for you," I give him a teasing look. Michele looks at me while munching his pancake. He stops chewing when I add, "How about you can't kiss or touch me for a whole day?"

An objection shows across his face, but Michele doesn't like losing. He turns the chair around, forcing me to face him. I shriek when he suddenly pulls me and positions me on his lap. Ah! I don't know if I should be thankful for being a curvy petite or hate it. Michele always takes advantage of my size and carries me like I’m as light as a feather.

“Michele!” I exclaim when he suddenly gropes my breasts.

Before I can say another word, his mouth gags mine. His tongue wiggles deep inside and lets me taste the blueberry pancake through his mouth again. As always, my body becomes a slave to his touch. My tongue fences against his while I push my chest out to give him better access to my tits.

“Are you sure you can handle how you’ll punish me?” Michele teases while nuzzling my neck.

I want to frown, but I moan instead. Exactly how am I gonna win the Game of Doms with me surrendering to his every touch? Our new game hasn’t started, yet I’m already letting him win.
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Michele
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Can’t kiss or touch her for a whole day? It's a real punishment and not part of the game. Celeste has just given me the best motive to win it.

The Game of Doms.

Celeste thought of it at the spur of the moment. She looked flustered when she suggested it. Another game with her? It’s making things riskier between the two of us. It can push me closer to admitting that I’m in love with her. Something that I shouldn’t do. The moment Celeste knows about my true feelings for her, she might end up loving me more.

Loving me. I don't know how to be held by a woman who is in love with me, but I'm sure that Celeste is in love with me. I still doubt how much she loves me, but I know her reason is more genuine than other women.

It’s not the first time women have loved me – or so I think. There’s Martina, who I thought I fell in love with. But what I had with her is the duckling syndrome. She’s the first woman who showed me control. I mistook falling in love with control as falling in love with her.

Martina admired me as a student and adored me as a sub, but she never loved me. When I was ready to become a dom, she ended things between us. I got friend-zoned, teens might say. 

Some women claimed to love me, but many loved my money more. Just like my slave, Anika. I showered her with things and showed her kindness outside our contract. She misinterpreted it as her being special to me. Anika saw it as an opportunity to get a rich man by her side. It's not unusual for a master to fall for his slave. But I'm different.

Martina taught me to stick to the rules and the stipulation of the contracts. It doesn’t only cover the compensation, limitations, and waivers. It is also a constant reminder that I should not fall in love with my sub or slave. Martina has been honest with me. People like us enjoy this lifestyle but easily become bored when things go our way. She even suggested that Celeste may only be a phase for me.

I look at Celeste and her child-like beauty. Her pixie-cut blonde hair is a mess but adds a sexy vibe to her; the clarity of her blue eyes emphasizes the sincerity of her smile. Celeste is not that young, but there is still some innocence in her. Naughty innocence. Her mother and ex-husband put her in a box where she could be a brat but dependent on them. Her innocence comes from being ignorant of how to control her own life. 

But as she begins to control her life, Celeste’s innate naughtiness shows. Her naughty innocence makes her an intriguing person that is both dangerous and fragile. I want to care for her like my most precious being, but she also gives me the terror I don’t want to have. The terror of losing someone I love.

“Don’t you have an early meeting today?” Celeste asks while still letting me play with her breasts. “I also have to learn how to manage my stocks and apply for some jobs.”

“A job?”

“I want to be an adult now. Just because you gave me back a significant number of shares in the company, I’ll stop my plan,” Celeste reminds me. “As you told me, I control my life now. And this is what I want.”

“And you will have what you want,” I hold her by the nape and lock my lips with hers. “I can help you find a job.”

Celeste shakes her head. “It’s my first step to achieving something by my efforts.”

"But don't you think it'll be odd?" Celeste's eyebrows curve as my question puzzles her. "We're playing this weird game, and yet you will be a teacher for kids."

"I'm teaching kids because that's who I want to be as an adult," she plants quick kisses on my lips before adding, "I'm doing this game as a lover."

The last word must have shocked Celeste so that she chokes and panics. Lover. But I love the sound of it. Before she can take it back or offer an explanation, I gag her mouth with a more passionate kiss. I don’t want things to go deeper between us, but I want to enjoy the moment of being showered by her love. Selfish? I’ve always been. But with Celeste, it isn’t selfishness. It’s becoming an obsession.
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