
The Billionaire’s Command: 12 (The Submissive Series)

Ann King

Copyright 2016 Ann King

––––––––

All rights reserved; no part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publisher.

This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead is entirely coincidental. 

The Billionaire’s Command: 12 (The Submissive Series)

The satisfying conclusion; the final episode in this sizzling hot BDSM 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 12

Chapter 1
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Cleo flinched at Julius’s words. 

Get out? 

She stood motionless in the middle of the room, her lips parted in surprise.

She remained silent for a moment trying to process the information. He really wanted her to get out? He was choosing Bethany over her?

She felt ice spreading through her stomach.

"You want me to leave? You...you’re choosing Bethany...over me?"

She had to hear the words from his own lips. She stood in disbelief. Her worst nightmare was coming true. 

"Yes," he said. A sudden thin chill hung on the edge of his word.

Cleo’s heart exploded into heavy beats. "Fine."

Fury almost choked her. She was seething with rage inside.

I will not give him the satisfaction. I will not give her the satisfaction of seeing me squirm.

Cleo grabbed her bag and her jacket then she shot Julius a cold look.

"I'll have my driver take you home,” he said, calmly. “There’ll be somebody waiting downstairs for you."

"Don't bother," she snapped at him.

She strutted across the room and into the foyer and pressed her finger on the elevator button, waiting impatiently for it to come.

When the bell dinged and the doors open, she paused for a moment hoping that he would approach her. 

Why was he treating her this way? 

She remembered what Lucky, blonde receptionist, said to her at his birthday party about a very special relationship that he had with Bethany and that Cleo should not come in between them.

Just be nice to Bethany, the woman had told Cleo that night. Well, she sure as hell wasn't kidding, was she?

The gold-plated elevator doors slid closed.

And that was the end of another chapter in her crazy life story.

The blood began to pound in her temples. 

She was intensely humiliated and in pain.

Cleo felt a hot tear roll down her cheek. 

It’s over, girl. Wipe your tears and pick yourself back up. Don’t even think about shedding another tear over that jerk. 

Cleo wiped her tears afraid of anyone seeing her cry. The last thing she wanted was for Bethany to have any satisfaction from seeing Cleo on the security camera crying.

But the tension had already increased between Julius and Cleo when Bethany came walking into his suite. 

Her breath burned in her throat as she struggled to breathe. 

She swallowed hard and squared her shoulders when the elevator reached to the ground floor, trying to conceal the trembling she felt inside. Her nerves were frayed and shot to hell.

How could he?

She had noticed a muscle flick angrily in his jaw when he spoke to her. 

What the hell was going on between Julius and Bethany?

How could Cleo have been so stupid to think that Julius would have chosen her over Bethany? When obviously Julius and Bethany had something going on, something so deep and weird and twisted that Cleo had no idea about.

She felt like a hollow shell of the woman she was yesterday. 

When she got to the lobby, the chauffeur greeted her and led her to a waiting luxury black SUV with tinted windows.

Her first instinct was to tell him to go to hell that she could find her own way home. But then she didn't have any money on her to take a bus back home. And she really didn't feel like walking 50 miles.

Although walking would have allowed her to vent and get the frustration out of her system.

"Are you okay, ma'am?" the chauffeur asked gently as he held the passenger side door open for her.

"I'll be fine."

She wiped her tears again and sat in the backseat. He closed the door and made his way to the driver’s side.

Well, at least Julius kicked her to the curb in class. He had her whisked away from his upscale penthouse suite in a luxury vehicle complete with her own uniformed chauffeur.

She had been Julius Knights’ submissive for only two weeks. He was right. She couldn’t and didn’t last the damn month. 

What had she been thinking? Or drinking?

Served her right. She didn’t think it was possible but she was disposable. She thought she was indispensable. It was true that Julius went through women as often as he changed cars. 

Sex meant nothing to him. She read him wrong. She thought they had a strong connection. They were bound by a dark twisted past thanks to her mother and his father. But it seemed to mean nothing to him.

At least it didn't mean as much to him as it did for her.

Her cell phone rang and startled her. 

She trembled as she reached into her bag to pull out the phone. She saw that it was Julius, on the display.

Should she answer it or just ignore him? 

She hit the ignore icon.

Served his fucking right.

The phone rang again and it kept ringing until she got home and she continued to ignore him—as painful as it was for her. She was more than pissed right now.

Half hour later, Cleo got out of the SUV after the chauffeur opened the door for her.

She walked up the steps of her home turning the key, feeling like a total stranger there.

It wasn't long ago that the police were on the premises and they dug up a body for God's sake. 

A body!

Her whole world was a total nightmare. 

She was supposed to be a psychology student going through normal shit like bills and debts, eating crappy noodles, cramming for exams, and wondering how the heck to pay tuition fees. Not dealing with murder, a missing parent, bodies and a twisted Dom who liked to tie her up, slap her ass and blindfold her while he fucked her brains out. 

Goodness gracious. 

What had she become?

A few weeks ago, she was a quiet virgin, hardworking, struggling psychology student. 

If only she could will her selective amnesia to kick in and forget this whole year.

But that would be too much to ask. She realized that she wasn't that lucky to have selective amnesia again. 

"You okay, darling?" her father asked as she got through the door. 

"Yes, I'm fine father," she lied, quietly. She should be sitting with him and discussing a million things right now like the case, the traumatic events of the past. But both of them knew it would be too much to go through again. So much had happened in the last few weeks. So many revelations. Yet, that wasn’t even the forefront of her mind. 

How twisted was that?

"I'm surprised to see you here,” he said. “I'm glad you're back. Is everything okay between...you and Julius?"

"I don't want to discuss it right now, father. You have to rest. You have a meeting with a lawyer in the morning." 

"Yes. It was so nice of Julius to hire the best lawyer in the state to take the case."

She flinched at the sound of his name.

Julius.

The very name used to evoke feelings of warmth and carnal pleasure. Now, it made her feel nauseated with anger.

She bit her lower lip to stifle her emotions, so she wouldn't burst into a river of tears.

“I...I have to get some homework done.”

She then ran upstairs to her room before her father could say anything else.

When she got to the top of the landing, she looked at the wooden railing and remembered that fourteen years ago Jimmy the Tag Divorlio had broken the railing with his weight and fallen to the floor below.

Good Lord.

She was going to grow crazy insane out of her mind, just thinking about that horrific night.

Her cell phone rang again. The display read: Julius C. Knights.

She remembered the C stood for Cesar. He was supposed to be her Cesar and she his Cleopatra. What the freak happened to destiny and kismet and fate?

Well, he sure conquered her all right. Conquered and destroyed her.

She was tempted to toss the phone on the ground not caring if the glass display shattered, but she drew in a deep breath and decided to answer this time.

"What do you want?" she said into the phone, trying to still her trembling hand.

"I deserve that.” The voice was calm and deep and low, seductive. Once again, he managed to stir a reaction in her, to her chagrin. She was supposed to remain pissed off with him.

"I...I don't want to speak to you again. Y-you can ship the rest of my things by FedEx. I have no intention of going back to your...condo."

"I just want you to know that I'll have the million dollars wired to you in the morning."

Her heart stopped. 

So he was ending this now? He didn’t’ want to see her again?

"Don't you 
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