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The Billionaire’s Command: 10 (The Submissive Series)

Part 10 in the steamy billionaire romance 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 10

Chapter 1
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A wave of doubt swept through Cleo. 

“What d-did you just say?” Cleo’s ears burned, her throat felt constricted. She was going to choke on her own emotions.

“They’ve found my father and your mother, Cleo. In Mexico.”

Inner torment gnawed away at her. She should be thrilled that they’d found her mother and his father. But something was troubling her deeply.

“S-so are they...together? Are they m-married?”

The color drained from Julius’s handsome face. For the first time since she’d met him, he looked deeply troubled, tormented.

“I’m not sure. We don’t have any more details.”

“Did they find them alive...or dead?”

“I don’t have all the details. Evan’s trying to get some more information. But in the meanwhile,” he said, keying in some information on his cell phone. “I’m going to text Bethany to arrange for us to be there tomorrow on my plane.”

Her heart took another plummet. Bethany.

The name caused her insides to curdle with disgust. Why did Bethany have to arrange anything? This was too personal. This was to do with her mother. She hated that Bethany was going to be part of it all. She also felt uncomfortable with the fact that Bethany knew too much personal details about Cleo, never mind what she knew about Julius.

That girl knew too much. But Cleo wasn’t about to get into that right now with Julius. The last thing she wanted to do was to make the situation any more awkward than it already was.

They could very well be stepsiblings.

Shit.

That meant everything they had done was illegal. It meant they should not have been together and would have to cease anymore intimacy.

If their parents were married to each other. Only if.

Her thoughts raced dangerously. “So if my mother and your father are in Mexico, then...what is my father hiding at the house?”

“Or whom.” Julius added.

“Or whom?”

“Your father’s not off the hook yet, Cleo. He’s hiding something.”

“But how do you know that?”

“Your mother and my father’s suitcases were still at the house, remember?”

Her heart sank. “That’s true. I almost forgot.” How could she have forgotten? Maybe, she just didn’t want to face the truth that her father had something dodgy to do with her mother’s disappearance. Maybe her father was a cold-blooded murderer who had murdered two people and then buried their bodies in the backyard by the apple tree.

Or maybe not.

She would find out the truth tomorrow.

Yes, she didn’t think she could cope with...the truth.
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Chapter 2
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“I...I need you now, Julius. Please don’t stop. I...I can’t cope right now without you...without this...”

She caught herself by surprise. She’d just heard that her mother could be alive and living in Mexico, which meant that her mom had purposely abandoned her and ran off with a man. Cleo should be too distraught to even think about pleasure. 

Yet, the intense pleasure from his punishment was the very thing that could heal her pain.

Weird to admit, but it was true.

Goodness, was she addicted to Julius’s domination over her like a drug? Was this normal? Was this healthy?

Her professor once told the class that people found different ways to cope. People were like their fingerprints, no two were alike. There was no right or wrong way as long as it was healthy and not harmful to them or those around them.

Well, Julius and she were in a mutually consensual relationship. And to her surprise, as unconventional as it might be to others, she felt exhilarated by it.

The endorphin rush from Julius slapping and whipping her naked ass then fucking her deeply, turned her on, exhilarated her, thrilled her, made her forget her problems. It brought her closer to him. He knew just when to stop and when to go deeper into it. As if he’d memorized her body’s response to every little twitch and response from his sexual games.

Was sexual heat between her and Julius a way for her to feel good about herself, to cope with her otherwise miserable existence?

“Are you sure, you want to do this, beautiful,” he said, stroking her cheek, sending waves of desire rushing through her veins.

She had to admit that right now as crazy as it seemed, Julius was the one stable thing in her life right now. His affection for her was the one thing she could count on. 

Her mother could be alive, was probably alive and didn’t care to see her. Now they would be flying off tomorrow to confront her. For what? Why? For closure?

She swallowed hard. “You said before that unless we have proof they are married to each other, we don’t know for sure if we are...step siblings.” Her heart hammered in her chest. Guilt consumed her. She knew deep down she should probably abandon Julius and their...relationship, until evidence. But she just couldn’t help herself.

Her life would be ruined either way. 

What was she going to say when she saw her mother? Hey mom! Just thought I’d stalk you to find out why you took off and never contacted me all these years. What’s up?

Yeah, right. That would be great. Her mother would probably be distraught, not happy that she’d found her.

Shit. Cleo was fucked either way.

How would she react to seeing her mother? What would she say after all these years? How would her mother respond to her? Would her mother have already moved on and had other children?

Her heart ached just thinking about it.

There was a long brittle silence that lingered between them as Julius gazed into her eyes. A surge of heat rushed through her when he stroked her cheek again then seared a path down her neck and to her throat. He stroked her skin underneath the spiked neck collar that she was still wearing.

She was his.

She loved this.

She loved the excitement. 

She needed this.

“Turn around,” he commanded in a hoarse deep voice. His eyes surveyed her hungrily with desire.

He was turned on again. His hardness pressing through his pants.

She couldn’t wait...

He slipped the blindfolds over her eyes again. 

She could see nothing. She could only hear the heavy beating of his heart. 

She could only feel the coolness of the air on her skin. 

Her nipples hardened with arousal, anticipating his delicious punishment. 

She could feel her pussy throb with want and lust.

And she could inhale Julius’s sweet intoxicating cologne. Man, that scent of his always drove her senses wild.

"Are you ready?" he said in a low voice with arousal.

"Yes, master," she breathed.

She was collared and ready for him. Ready for him to do with her as he desired.

He then took the chain attached to her collar and led her over to another area of his play dungeon. 

Julius then gently guided her down and knelt her over some leather bench as far as she could tell.

She then heard some more shuffling noises and sounds of chains dangling. The sound caused a rush of adrenaline to gush through her, anticipating his touch.

Her heart palpitated fast and hard in her chest, galloping with anxiety and anticipation.  

Before long without warning she felt a hard firm slap on her bare ass.  

"Ouch!"

"Are you all right, princess?"

She panted heavily at first. Then she drew in a deep breath. "Yes...Yes, master. Please continue. I...I want this." Her body wanted it more than anything.

She was surprised at how intensely aroused she became. 

Her pussy was wet and throbbing harder and harder in response to his hard slap. The adrenaline rush gave her a sweet high. 

She couldn't believe how turned on she was by being slapped and punished by this Dom.

He then chained her wrists to another object which she could not see. 

He then bounded her feet, spreading her knees slightly apart so that she was tied down and couldn’t move. She could barely shift her neck side to side. She felt helpless. But to her surprise, the feeling of helplessness and being in the dark increased her arousal and heightened her body’s response to his touch, which turned her on even in ways she would have never imagined. Her pussy was dripping wet now, her juices sliding down her inner things.

“You look so beautiful like that, baby. I
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