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Sign up for my newsletter and get The Unexpected Nanny, Dirty Little Virgin and other romance books for free!

Sign up now

https://www.steamyromance.info/free-books-and-audiobooks-hot-and-steamy/

Want to see the rest of my books?

Go Here!

https://books2read.com/ap/8YkZvR/Michelle-Love
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Blurb
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He lost his wife. She’s never been touched the right way. Now they’re pretending nothing happened.

A forbidden nanny romance with a possessive billionaire, hidden identities, and a heat that refuses to fade.

He’s a billionaire tech mogul. Widowed. Wounded. And fiercely protective of the son he’s raising alone.
He doesn’t do dating. Doesn’t do emotions. But he does crave control—in and out of the bedroom.
She’s a struggling woman in a new city, running from her past and trying to survive. When a friend suggests one night as an escort, she agrees.
No names. No attachments. Just enough cash to breathe.
She doesn’t expect him.
Powerful. Dominant. Devastating.
He shows her what it means to be wanted. Worshipped. Ruined.
She disappears before morning.

Only to reappear as the nanny to his child.

Now, they're both pretending they don’t recognize each other.
He’s fighting to protect his family.
She’s fighting to keep her secret.
And when passion ignites all over again, it’s only a matter of time before everything explodes.
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Chapter 1
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“Come on, Jordan! Don’t tell me that one’s enough for you. The night’s just getting started, let’s catch up!” O’Malley slaps me on the back as he laughs loudly, looking around the table for approval. He gets a hearty laugh out of the rest of the crowd, and I smile as I sit back down in the seat I was about to leave. 

He’s right, we haven’t been here long, but I’m not much one for socializing. I would much rather be home right now with a whiskey in my hand than sitting here surrounded by these fools getting drunk on scotch. But, this is just something that I have to deal with. 

These men are my investors. They have spent vast amounts of money, time and time again, for the ideas that have popped into my brain—and the last time really paid off. I have finally developed software that is impenetrable. No hacker on the face of the Earth is able to get through the digital walls I have set up. With the digital world full of those who would love nothing better than to take every scrap of information a person has and use it for their own good, it’s impossible to be too careful. I know it, the public knows it, and these investors know it. 

“Yeah, Jordan! Since when have you been a lightweight? I thought I saw you holding your own at the bar with those pretty ladies at the party last weekend.” 

I cringe at that reminder from one of the other investors of the last party we attended. I don’t mind going to the grand openings or parties that are thrown by these other entrepreneurs and investors, but I hate the feeling that I am being graded and judged for all my actions while there.

It’s no secret that I am a bachelor. My wife passed away nearly eight years ago, and I’ve been slowly wading back into the pool of dating ever since. So far there’s been nothing serious by any means, but I’ve been looking for someone to fill the void that is in my, or rather, my son’s life. 

I don’t need a woman by any stretch of the imagination to make me happy. But I would like a more confident hand in the life of my son, especially since I’m not around as often as I would like to be. 

“Okay, okay, gentlemen. I can stay for a few more minutes, but I don’t have all night. There’s more work required to keep my business running than just sitting around and talking about it.” I laugh off the pressure to stay, but I’m not entirely joking. There’s more laughter from around the table, and it’s evident that the alcohol is taking a hold of most of the other men there. 

“Isn’t that just like Rex? Always the responsible one. I bet the real reason you’re looking to run off is to tuck your kid into bed, isn’t it buddy?” Brody Pierce, my old colleague and a fellow investor, slaps my shoulder as he sits back down at the table. I have grown so used to going by my last name, that hearing him use my first almost makes me cringe. 

“I’m sure his nanny will be able to handle it,” I reply with a smirk. The fact of the matter is, Brody’s right. I would give anything to see my son tucked into bed for the night. But I’m living a life among the elite in society, and these men are more concerned with the numbers in their bank accounts than they are with anything else in their lives—even their families. 

And I’m becoming one of them. 

“Why don’t you get yourself another wife and forget about a fucking nanny?” Brody asks, pouring himself another drink. He’s the nosiest of those at the table, but once the question is in the air they all join in. I know it’s going to be hard to get out of answering this line of questioning, but I try to avoid it with every effort I have in me. 

The last thing I want to discuss with any of these men is my private life. They already know far more about me than I want anyone to know, but giving them personal information about myself is another requirement of this line of work. If I want their money, I have to tell them what they wanted to know. 

I have to admit, this new software and the things I’m able to do with it because of their money has proven to be one of the best things I’ve done in my life. Because of them I am now the proud owner of a multi-million dollar company, projected to be a billion dollar one by the end of the year. I now have the money I need to give my son, Brayden, everything his little heart could ever desire. 

Everything, that is, except a mother. 

He is still quite young—barely seven years old, in fact—and he’s struggling every day with this lifestyle we are living. He wasn’t used to having a nanny when I first hired one, and he still hasn’t yet adjusted. I tell each and every new hire to be patient with him and give him time to warm up to them, but it’s not at all unusual for them to quit after just a few weeks on the job.

For the most part, the problem has been with the nannies and not my son. He’s a young boy with a lot of energy, and he needs a caretaker who’s able to understand his needs. He has been through a lot in his young life, and I can fully understand why he chooses to be difficult much of the time. Getting a nanny to understand this, however, has proven to be a bigger challenge than I ever thought it would be. 

“It’s not as easy as just going out and getting a wife. You should know that more than anyone,” I tease. I come off as an asshole, and that’s fine with me. 

Brody has tried every trick in the book to get a woman to settle down with him, but being the prick that he is, he can’t keep anyone around for more than a few months. He’s been married twice, but we don’t talk about that. 

“I don’t have any issues when it comes to women. In fact, as I recall, I was the one who had to turn several down last weekend to make sure I was taking home the hottest one!” he brags. I’m about to respond when my phone rings. A glance down tells me that it’s the nanny, and I sigh. 

Why the fuck is it so hard for any of them to handle an evening on their own?

“I have to take this,” I say as I rise. Once again there’s an uproar around the table. My colleagues are used to running their lives on their time. They would never let any personal call—not even one from their wives—disturb them if they are in the middle of drinking with the guys. But, this isn’t my wife. 

This is the woman who is supposed to be taking care of my son, and I’m not willing to take any chances. 

“Hello?” I ask, allowing my dry tone to hang in the air. 

“Mr. Jordan, I’m so sorry to bother you, but it doesn’t seem there is anything I can do to calm Brayden down. He’s been throwing a fit for an hour now, and he’s not listening to a thing I say.” She sounds haggard, but I feel frustrated anger rise in my chest. Why is it so fucking hard to take care of a little boy?

“Did you try giving him a bath? He likes that lavender wash that I got him,” I say, once again allowing a condescending tone to come through.

“I’ve tried everything. He’s just screaming for you. I’m really sorry to bother you, but I really don’t know what else to do.” I can hear the worry in her voice, but I know she’s more worried about being fired when I get home than about how my son is feeling. 

“I’ll be right there,” I say after an annoyed pause. The relief is evident in her voice, but there is still an undertone of worry. 

“Oh, thank you, thank you! I’ll tell him that you’re on your way. Maybe that’ll help him calm down.” 

“I fucking hope so,” I reply. I hear her gasp and start to say something on the other end of the line, but I hang up. I’m fed up with incompetent women, and even more fed up with the lifestyle I’m forced to live—even though I know it’s what I need to do to provide for my son.. 

Something has got to give, though, or I am going to fly off the handle at the next person who is unfortunate enough to piss me off. 

I walk back to the table. “Gentlemen, unfortunately something has come up at home. I’m going to have to call it a night.” 

There’s groaning again and several of the other men try to change my mind, Brody being the worst of the bunch. I hold up my hand and glance from face to face. 

“Thank you for having me out tonight, but my son needs me, and I have to go to him.” It’s clear I’m not going to put up with any bullshit, and several of the investors nod. 

“Oh, Jordan, don’t forget that I’m having a party at my hotel Friday night, and you’re expected to be there.” Mr. Frasier, my top investor, reminds me as I button up the front of my jacket. 

I cringe on the inside. Right now, I’m not in the mood to even consider going to another party, but these aren’t the kinds of parties I’m allowed to blow off. I cringe further as he continues. 

“And you’re expected to bring a date.” There is cheering around the table as the others agree. I don’t know why they feel that I need a woman in my life, but again, I know my hands are tied. I give him the most confident smile I can muster and nod. 

“Of course, it shouldn’t be a problem finding a pretty young thing to bring along,” I say with smirk. There’s another round of cheering, and I fight the urge to tell them all to fuck off. “Goodnight, gentleman.”

“You know,” Brody says as I put on my hat and give the table a polite nod, “a wife would fix this.” 

“Fuck you, Brody,” I say as I turn to go. I hear their laughter again as I walk away, and I know they think I’m joking. 

But I’m not. 

I wouldn’t mind marrying again, but I can’t ever see myself falling in love. I did that once, and she passed away. There isn’t another woman on this planet like Michelle, and I’m not going to pretend that there is. 

I fell in love once, and once was more than enough. 
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I roll over on my stomach, burying my face into the arm of the couch and covering the back of my head with the pillow, jamming it against my ears and trying my best to drown out the noises coming from the bedroom. 

Jasmine has another guy over. He’s the third guy she’s brought home this week. 

I close my eyes, trying not to imagine the kind of sex they must be having. Jasmine is a dancer. An exotic dancer. She’s the kind of girl who loves to get down and nasty in every sense of the word, and she’s proud of what she can do. And I don’t judge her for it—as long as she’s happy with the decisions she’s making in life, good for her. 

What I can’t stand are the men she brings home. 

I’ve never been the kind of girl to think of men as scoundrels, but these men have changed my mind. Not only are they here to fuck her, they always try their hand with me. Even worse, they always bring over the drugs that I have spent my life avoiding. 

My dad died when I was ten years old, and my mother turned to uppers to cope. I spent most of my teenage years taking care of her, helpless as our relationship dissolved before my eyes. When I turned eighteen, our so-called relationship all but vanished, and the last fight I had with her was the last one I ever intend to have. 

I hear a loud cry of pleasure from the bedroom followed by silence, and within a few minutes both Jasmine and this latest fling are walking out of her room to the door. Jas is wearing only a robe and her panties, and I refuse to look at the man. Their goodbye is brief, and within moments we’re alone. 

“Sorry Shoshana, did we wake you?” she asks as she walks into the kitchen. 

“No, I was already awake,” I lie. She starts cooking bacon, and my stomach growls. At twenty-two, I am struggling with what I call my life. I was attending college back home in Portland, but I couldn’t stand living with my mother any longer. I had started going to nursing school back home, but with my sudden decision to apply for a transfer down to LA, I’m now in limbo land. 

I moved in with Jasmine, the only friend I had down here, and I’ve been sleeping on her couch ever since. I’m waiting to hear back from the college, trying to find a job, and praying to God I’ll be out of here as soon as possible. 

“You hungry?” Jasmine calls from the kitchen. 

“Yeah,” I reply, though I feel guilty. She has done nothing but take care of me since I arrived in LA, without so much as asking for a cent in return. I feel bad for constantly complaining about her lifestyle—even if it’s only ever in my head—I vow to stop. 

“How was work?” I ask as Jasmine comes out into the living room, a plate of food in each hand. She shrugs. 

“Good enough I suppose. Boring. Have you heard back about that job you applied for yet?” She smiles, and I know she doesn’t mean anything by it, but I feel like she’s hinting at the fact I should be getting out of her apartment as soon as I can. I shake my head quickly, though I try to appear optimistic as I smile. 

“Not yet, but I hear it can take some time. They said it can be up to two weeks before they match me with a client, and I’m not sure I can wait that long. You’ve been so kind to me, offering me a place to stay and all. I’ve got to find some way to repay you.” I’m holding myself back, taking small, appropriately sized bites of bacon even though I’m starving. She shrugs once more. 

I filled out an application with a local nanny service. It’s not a job in the medical field like I would have preferred, but it’s with children, and I’m good with kids. However, they did say it could take some time before someone chose me. Many parents are looking for a nanny with experience, so I shouldn’t be surprised if
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