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The Billionaire’s Command: 7 (The Submissive Series)

Part 7 in the steamy billionaire 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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Chapter 1
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Waves of shock flooded Cleo Samuel’s body. She trembled in Julius’s arms. Then she broke away, gasping. Her eyes darted toward the apple tree in her own backyard.

No. No it can’t be.

Her mother and Julius’s father were buried there in a shallow grave?

She took a few steps toward the tree. The leaves swayed with the late summer early fall breeze.

She was too stunned to speak.

Her lips parted, her lungs burned for air. Shivers danced down her spine. She felt numb. Tears spilled over onto her cheeks from her swollen eyes.

“No. No....No.” She spun around. “Daddy, it’s n-not t-true, is it?” Her heart squeezed in her chest. She searched her father’s eyes for answers. But the truth was staring her back in the face. Her father’s eyes were filled with guilt and shame. He could barely look into her eyes. He tried to avoid her gaze.

Cleo’s eyes widened in shock, lips still parted, her breath held as she waited for her father to refute what Julius just said.

“I...” Her father seemed lost for words.

Cleo’s heart tumbled in her chest. Chills climbed all over her body.

Julius walked over to her, his lips thinned with disappointment. The scent of his sweet cologne was the only comfort right now, and his strong embrace. He said nothing for a moment. Julius stood by Cleo in his expensive designer tailored suit, looking too sophisticated to be standing in the run-down backyard of her modest family home. 

A heavy tension lingered between them.

Right now, there were no words that could be spoken between them.

The truth hit her full force like a freight truck of emotions. Her head felt numb with shock. Her limbs weak with disbelief. She felt as if she were in a nightmare. She would wake up in Julius’s arms and everything would be okay again.

Only it wasn’t. Her life would never be the same after this. She knew that her life would never be the same after meeting hot and sexy Julius Knights, but she had no idea in hell that it would have resulted in this. Julius searching for his dad and her mother who had reportedly ran off with each other. Only they didn’t get very far. Thanks to her dad.

Julius looked disturbed. He was probably in as much shock as Cleo but was guarding his emotions, holding his poker expression very well.

“I’m truly sorry you had to find out this way, Cleo,” he finally said, his expression void of emotion.

She turned to face him, stunned. “I...I don’t know what to say, I...” I can’t breathe. I can’t think.

She looked again at her father and then to Julius, thinking she was having a nightmare, hoping to wake up any time soon.

“Cleo,” her father said. She turned to face him, still in shock. Her limbs felt numb. She was numb all over. She waited for him to refute what Julius had accused him of, but he did not. 

She froze.

“Cleo. I can explain everything.” Her father hobbled over to her, walking with his cane in one hand.

“So it’s true?” Her heart pounded in her chest with a fierce beat. Her breath halted.

“No. It’s not quite true what he said.”

Julius’s eyes’ widened with fury. “Do I need to get a shovel right now?” He challenged the old man.

“No. Please don’t. I need to speak with you, Julius,” her father’s tone softened to Cleo’s surprise. “Please, just the two of us.”

“What are you going to say to him, Dad? I want to know.”

“It’s all right, darling. I just want to have a word with Julius for a moment.”

A dark expression slid across Julius’s face.

What the hell was going on?

“Very well then.” Julius finally agreed with curiosity in his eyes. 

Right now, she didn’t know how she felt about her father. She turned her face in horror at the ground where the apple tree was rooted. She had so many fond memories of that tree with her dad. They’d put a swing there once when she was ten and she had her friends over and they’d take turns swinging. Now she knew that she’d been swinging on a tree over her own mother’s makeshift grave. Her mother buried beside her lover, Julius’s Dad. She felt a panic attack coming along. She then turned her attention on to the two suitcases, her insides churning with turmoil. 

They were brown and a canvass fabric that was dated, unlike the smooth textured suitcases that were popular today. Dated from fourteen years ago when her mother happily packed her luggage and Julius’s dad happily packed his for their trip. Their trip to run away together and forget about their family. Their trip that would never happen.

“Julius, don’t...don’t leave me,” she pleaded with him. 

He turned to her again, then motioned for his cousin Evan to come over to her. He then gave her a good reassuring squeeze on her shoulders, a partial hug that left her breathless and wanting him close to her for comfort, for security, for love. It looked as if Julius was the only man she could trust now, after this horror that had been revealed to her. He wasn’t really the villain, it was her own father. But what would this mean to their relationship now?

“I’ll be right back. I promise. This won’t take too long.”

His reassurance, his silky deep authoritative voice gave her the reassurance she craved, needed right now. Thank God for Julius.

She heaved a sigh, trying to still her trembling body.

“It’s all right, I’m here,” Evan said. 

The cleaning lady left the luggage at the side.

“You can go now Isa,” Evan said to her. Was Isa working for Evan and Julius all this time, as a spy?

“Thank you sir,” the cleaning woman said before turning back into the house.

This was all a fantasy. Cleo couldn’t believe the turn of events over the past few days. She was a struggling psych student trying to figure out her own life and how to pay her bills and keep afloat with her debts and the family home. Now she was struggling to breathe, to exist, to live, to make sense of this madness surrounding her. Her home was now a prison. And the prison she’d found with Julius was her only escape. How ironic was that?

“So I guess, you’ll be calling the police soon,” she asked Evan while Julius and her father went into the house to privately discuss whatever it was they were discussing.

“Yes. They will have to be involved but we haven’t discovered anything yet. Technically,  your father isn’t guilty of anything without evidence.”

“But the suitcases?”

“I know,” he said quietly. How awful for Evan. Julius’s father was Evan’s uncle after all. 

“That still doesn’t prove anything just yet. Mere speculation is not enough to get a search warrant. My uncle and your mother were never reported missing,” Evan said.

She swallowed hard but the lump wouldn’t go down. The lump of despair. Guilt. Shame. How could she turn her old man in? But what about the ground by the apple tree?

“Is there a possibility that...that they could be...alive?”

“There’s always a possibility but it’s not looking good, Cleo. My sources all point to your mom and my uncle stopping here together and never leaving, but we still don’t have any hard proof of anything yet.”

“Proof?” she echoed in a daze.

“Until we get a search warrant, we can’t go digging up the ground here.”

“How long would a search warrant take to obtain?” Cleo’s heart palpitated hard in her chest.

“To get a search warrant issued by a judge could be anywhere from twenty-four hours or as little as a few minutes if it’s an emergency in a large city like New York. However, this would only happen in urgent situations or dire emergencies. Right now, your father’s hiding something, but we don’t know what.”

Cleo looked down, still trembling, struggling to breathe, struggling to make sense of all of this.

“The fact that your father won’t admit to having...your mother and my uncle buried here might complicate matters.”

Cleo’s heart thumped hard and painfully in her chest. 

Did she really want to get to the horrible truth so fast? Could she handle it?

She swallowed hard and tried to inhale calmly to still her jitters.

She looked at the ground by the tree. Did she really want them to extrapolate the proof now? That would prove her father
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