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The Billionaire’s Command: 8 (The Submissive Series)

Part 8 in the steamy billionaire BDSM romantic suspense serial...

What would you do if you were a struggling college student offered one million dollars for thirty days of unforgettable passion with the hottest most eligible bachelor in New York? 

The catch: It will involve his deepest erotic fantasies... 

Problem: You’re a smart-mouthed virgin who refuses to be bought.

Strong-willed aspiring relationship therapist Cleo Samuel’s life will never be the same again. She’s struggling to stay in college, pay her bills, and help her father keep their family home from foreclosure.

But then gorgeous billionaire tech god and nightclub owner Julius Knights steps into the picture and her breath is stolen, her life is instantly flipped upside down.

The chemistry is explosive between them. Cleo’s never met a man who could rock her world in so many exotic ways. She comes alive when she is with him. Tormented by mixed emotions, Julius thrills her and yet mystifies her at the same time. 

To complicate matters, a dark secret threatens to destroy their erotic relationship...

Will she stay or will she leave? 

This book is intended for mature audiences. 
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PART 8

Chapter 1
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Chills slithered down Cleo’s spine as she walked slowly into Julius’s secret pleasure room, stunned. She was in a daze. It looked more like a room for torture. Could she possibly derive untold pleasures from such intimidating equipment?

What had she gotten herself into? Had she lost her mind? She couldn’t go through with this. She hugged herself and shook her head.

“I told you not every sub is cut out for this,” Julius said in a low voice from behind her.

She turned to glance at his handsome features, searching his eyes for answers. “I...I had no idea...What is this place?”

“My play room.”

“Play room?” She gaped as she walked further inside, scanning the room. 

The room had been carefully constructed for one purpose and one purpose alone. 

Pain.

The suite was massive. There were no windows. No real windows, anyway. The walls were painted in a deep blood red color while shiny black leather couches furnished one area of the room on a plush carpet. Chains dangled from the couches. 

Julius’s eyes followed her as she walked around the room in a daze, soaking up the features.

There were whips of every assortment, chains hanging from the wall. A four-poster bed with red satin sheets, cuffs and chains and neck leashes, and restraints on each corner, to probably bound all four limbs of a submissive. 

Bottles of oils and candles with spikes on them adorned the dresser by the bed. She saw Velcro and cable ties and ropes neatly placed. A braided leather riding crop, wooden paddles, floggers, and an iPod and deck with speakers.

“The room is sound-proof by the way,” he added casually.

“S-sound proof?”

“Of course.”

Her heart throbbed hard. Of course, with all the screams that would come from this room, he wouldn’t want the neighbors hearing anything. 

There were two fake windows with iron bars on them and cuffs with chains dangling from the side and a spiked collar.

She also saw a black leather storage ottoman that was probably filled with more crazy stuff. 

Cleo gasped when she felt her head brush something. She spun around to find it was some sort of 360 degree spinning sex swing.

Holy crap.

A spinning sex swing?

It had leather trimmings, padded back support, straps for the ankles, butt and feet and was held by a chain to the ceiling. She noticed it had space for two people. She imagined what it would be like for Julius to have her strapped up there fucking her while they were spinning.

Her pussy reacted to her chagrin. She wasn’t supposed to be turned on by this room. She wasn’t supposed to imagine having wild passionate intimacy with Julius in here. Was she going crazy?

Crazy in love for this guy and his lifestyle. You like it, girl. Admit it.

“No.” She spoke out loud to her embarrassment. 

“No?” Julius looked a bit confused.

“I...I’m sorry, I’m just not used to this...Have you used this room before?”

“I make it a point to play with all my toys, beautiful. By the way, the swing is safe and can carry up to four-hundred pounds safely.” He grinned, watching her expression.

“Good thing, I’m not more than four-hundred pounds then,” she said, trying to sound brave and nonchalant as she walked around taking in her surroundings. 

She saw a hanging swing chair, swivel hooks, erotic role-laying toys, satin blind folds of different colors and textures, wall chains, ankle cuffs, other swing hangers, and an assortment of restrains, cuffs, and oh, duck tape—probably for gagging the submissive. There were leather neck collars attached to long shiny chains, and other bondage stuff. She ran her fingers over the “toys” imagining how she would feel gagged and fucked by this sex god, Julius.

What caught her eye was another device.

“What is this thing?”

“It’s a strappado.”

“A strappado?”

“Yes.” The device was over by the far corner in front of what looked like a video recorder and had a long braided rope and a spreader bar to spread the legs of the submissive while tying her hands up in the air behind her back, leaving her dangling. Obviously to cause pain and immobility. 

She almost fainted and stumbled back into a black leather chair and sat down. 

“Ah,” she screamed out and jumped back up. The black leather chair began to move vigorously and gyrate from under her ass.

“It’s touch sensitive, beautiful. Comes alive when one places their bottom on it.”

Her heart pounded hard and fast. “Is there anything in this room that’s normal?”

“No.” A grin curved his sexy lips.

She grinned and shook her head. “I don’t believe I’m here.” A nervous laugh parted from her lips.

“I know you don’t, Cleo. You can leave anytime you wish. At least you’ve seen the room now.”

“No.”

“No?” He seemed amusingly stunned.

What had gotten into her? She couldn’t do this? She wouldn’t last a second in this room. Yet her body came alive, was turned on from being in there with Julius. Well, she sure as hell had forgotten the events of the day the moment she’d stepped into the room.

“I... I want to try the Strappado, Master.”

Her heart fluttered wildly in her chest as she spoke the words. 

What on earth was she doing?
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Chapter 2
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Julius’s eyes widened in amusement. Did she say what he thought she said? She wanted to go through with this?

His cock stiffened in an instant.

Cleo in his pleasure room of pain? She wouldn’t last a second. He had no intent on bringing innocent Cleo there.

“You have no idea what you’re talking about, Cleo.”

“Yes, I do, master,” she said, and stroked his collar.

“Fuck, you’re turning me on, Cleo,” he growled. “Don’t do that. You’ve had a rough day. We should call it a night.” He was thinking about her wellbeing but right now, his body wanted more than anything to drive his hard cock deep inside her sweet tight pussy.

“But I want to do this, sir.”

She wasn’t making this any easier for him.

Fuck.

He took her in his arms and stroked his hand down her luscious curves. 

"You have no idea what you do to me, Cleo," he murmured in her ear as he pleasured her with his lips, kissing the side of her neck. 

She groaned in her throat in response. 

Her soft moans turned him on even more. He was getting so hard his cock was practically straining inside his pants.

This was all wrong.

He was a tortured soul. 

She had no idea what she was getting into. She had no idea what secrets lay buried deep inside of him. 

He should end this now. He was a fool to think he could go through with this. 

He had so much unfinished business with her father. This was wrong on so many levels. His mind was telling him it was all wrong, yet his body was telling him a completely different matter. 

Meeting Cleo had complicated his plans, it had blindsided him. He'd never felt this deep affection for any woman before.

What was he going to do now?

He couldn't just end this now, could he? She was made for him, her pussy was his, her ass belonged to him, her soul, her lips, the way she swayed those fine hips of hers struck a permanent chord within him. 

He'd never desired anyone as much as Cleo. 

Destiny had brought them together. Fate. Kismet. 

But would his demons of the past tear them apart?

Cleo felt so alive tonight despite what a horrific day she’d just had. 

Desire and appreciation blazed in Julius’s sexy blue eyes. His hooded gaze captivated her. She felt so sensual, so wanted. She really needed this.

But then what was she doing? She wanted him. Her mind lingered on the incredible wild lovemaking they had this morning at his office, but could she really complete thirty straight days of wild passionate sex? 

Julius then stroked her nipples and the sensation drove her wild and horny. Her pussy was wet and ready for him.

He hungrily kissed and caressed her with his lips. She was dying to have him buried deep inside her soon. 

Orgasm was
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