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The Billionaire’s Command: 2 (The Submissive Series)

––––––––

Part 2 of this spicy erotic romance serial. Cleo needs to make a decision...

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. 


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Disclaimer

PART 2 | Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Books by Ann King

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

PART 2

Chapter 1
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Cleo Samuels felt the space between her legs throb harder.

She was inches away from the most devastatingly handsome man she’d ever met. And he’d just offered her a proposition. A completely ludicrous suggestion. One that made her pussy wet, her heart flutter in her chest and butterflies explode inside her belly.

He wants me to be his mistress?

He wants to pay me for my services?

Jobs were scarce thanks to the tanking economy.

Cleo had tons of bills to pay, fees due, her father’s medical bills to take care of.

Her house was about to be foreclosed from the bank and her father would probably never recover if he lost their home.

Her tuition fees were due shortly and she’d just lost her waitressing gig at Knights Club. Now Mr. Julius Knights was offering her a chance to not only work for him as his “private assistant” but he would give her a bonus of $1 million at the end of a month once she fulfilled his every need.

Yeah, right. Whatever.

This all seemed surreal.

Nothing seemed real. The whole situation seemed like something out of one of those erotic romance novels. Unbelievable. A fantasy. This stuff happened in books, not in real life and certainly not in her real life.

“She bit down on her lower lip.

“Well,” Julius Knights said, his sexy deep voice sliced through her daydream. “What will it be?”

He was awaiting her answer. But her voice caught in her throat. Her lips were trembling and her tongue felt dry like the Sahara desert. 

She could feel her red thong panties soaked. Her pussy still throbbed. He’d given her a sweet addictive taste of those beautiful lips of his. Those soft magical lips that seared a path from her ears to the sensitive part of her neck. God, this man was good. His touch was potent, seductive, addictive. Her body tingled from his touch. And she hated to admit that she wanted more of it. She wanted more of this man’s touch on her body. A vision of him sliding his tongue between her legs, his lips planted on her pussy was all she could think of right now.

Darn! What was with her? She wasn’t even experienced. She probably couldn’t give this man what his supermodel ex girlfriends could give him. What was she doing?

Besides, as she’d told him earlier, she was not for sale. She was a girl who always held her own. 

It was too tempting. But it was also too risky. There was more to sexy, mysterious sought after billionaire Mr. Knights than he was letting on.

“There’s something really twisted about this whole situation. You wanting to help me—just like that! You know so much about me and my dad.”

“You’re moving away from the only relevant issue, Ms Samuels. Do you need a job or not? Are you in need of funds to pay the bank to save your home from foreclosure?”

He played a hard game, didn’t he? Damn it! And damn her body’s reaction to that sexy deep voice of his and that irresistible woody scented cologne that he was wearing.

Cleo swallowed hard. She hated that he could probably see her nervousness. She tried to remain cool.

“As I said before,” he said in a smooth voice. “It isn’t anything you should concern yourself with.”

“But I am concerned. You know something about my father.”

“And what do you know about him?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“His business dealings, Ms Samuels. Are you aware of his past business deals?”

“I...um...well, he used to run a restaurant and café back in the day. But it went under.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yes, really. What does that have to do with anything? Did my father owe you money? Is this what that’s about? Are you trying to trick me?”

“I don’t do tricks, Ms Samuel. You’ll see that.”

“Oh, really now? You took me up here under false pretense.”

“False pretense?” He arched a sexy brow. His lips curved into a grin of amusement.

“Yes, false pretense.”

“What makes you think it was false pretense, Ms Samuels?” He loosened his neck tie in such a seductive way, it almost made Cleo drool with lust. But she fought hard not to. Moments ago, this guy rescued her from a creepy customer on the club floor and he’d spared her embarrassment from Ms Macy firing her on the spot after she’d spilled drinks on the sheik. Now he was offering to solve all of her financial troubles in one go...but there was something more. As much as her body craved his touch and there was obviously some delicious chemistry going on between them, she wasn’t about to be taken in so easily. As she’d told him before, life ain’t easy, but neither was she.

Well, she sure didn’t feel that way. Right now she felt as if she’d go stark crazy if his royal sexiness didn’t jump her bones now and go deep inside her throbbing pussy.

She’d never felt this way about any man before. Ever. How weird was that? She wanted him, desired him, craved his touch. She wanted him to be her first. Nothing else seemed to matter right now. How insane was that? 

It seemed as if saving herself all these years into her second decade of life had finally taken its toil on her hormones.

She really needed to get a life. She really needed to get with Mr. Hot Chemistry right now.

Cleo drew in a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

“Everything all right?” he said in his charming voice. He poured a glass of wine into two wine glasses and offered her another drink.

“Thank you,” she said. She could really use one now. Her lips felt parched. She knew he must know how much she desired him. The way his eyes seductively swept over her curves made her giddy inside. No man as sexy as that had ever looked at her that way.

“I’m fine. I just can’t believe this night is turning out this way.”

“How did you expect it to turn out?”

“With me working a normal shift and getting paid enough in salary and tips to pay my tuition next week and help put food on the table while I help my father figure out how we’re going to survive and come up with the mortgage. But not this.”

“Not what?”

“Me, here with you, the owner of this prestigious club, making a decision on whether I’m going to...be your assistant.”

“You hesitated for a moment.”

“I must be tired.”

“If you have doubts, you can always back out.” His voice had a tone of finality to it. But his eyes crinkled with amusement. Of course, he knew she wouldn’t back out so easily. She needed him in more ways than one.

But your pride is not for sale, girl.

She fought to ignore the voice in her head. She needed to make a decision fast. Like yesterday. Her whole life could change in a heartbeat.

A heartbeat.

That was all she could hear right now was the heavy beating sound of her own heartbeat in her ears. The loud pounding was almost too much to bear.

“This is so unexpected.”

“So is life, my darling beautiful hard-working college student.”

She gave him a stare.

He grinned as if he found everything she did amusing. Damn, he wasn’t making it very easy for her, was he?

“I know life can be unpredictable,” she said.

“I don’t think you do, beautiful. You need to always be prepared for anything and everything if you don’t want to get yourself tripped up in life.”

“Like you? Are you always prepared for anything?”

“I don’t think I was prepared for seeing how beautiful you were tonight. I knew a little about you, but I’d never seen a picture.”

Cleo’s heart tumbled in her chest. Did he just say that she was beautiful? He knew a little bit about her?

Calm yourself, girl. He probably only wants one thing. Just one thing only. What could he possibly see in an girl-next-door like me?

“You look surprised,” he said as if reading her mind. “You’re wondering what do I see in an girl-next-door like you?”

She was stunned into silence. “Well, I...”

“Relax, I’m not one to make false statements. You are absolutely breathtaking. You wear no make-up. Your nails are clean and healthy and you have an amazing healthy shape.”

“I...um...thank you,” she said, trying to keep herself from gushing uncontrollably.

“You’re most welcome.”

“Why can’t you just tell me what it is that you want from my father and me?” Her voice
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