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Which man will she choose? A steamy romance novel. Enjoy this steamy friends-to-lovers billionaire romance. 

Dangerously in love....
Ordinary girl-next-door Hannah Steeles is under surveillance and in danger. Was it something to do with a dark secret in her past? Is her forbidden love for gorgeous Blake putting her in more danger? What about her feelings for Gustav? Who can she really trust?
He will have her...
Blake Romano, sexy, young self-made billionaire is used to getting what he wants. He has never wanted any woman more than he wants beautiful, innocent Hannah Steeles. His desire to keep her closer to him is only intensified as he sets out to nab the creep who is stalking her.
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Which man will she choose?

Heated anticipation coursed through Hannah’s blood as she looked helplessly from Blake to Gustav. 

Both men were standing inches away from each other, their eyes locked into a dangerous stare down. Gustav, her groom had his jaw clenched with a menacing stare as he slid his hand in his inside breast pocket...
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Holy crap!

Who the hell has me under freaking surveillance? And why? 

Hannah’s head spun. She felt disturbing quakes in her serenity. Her heart hammered hard and fierce in her chest. Her stomach squeezed so hard, she thought she would throw up any moment now. And it wasn’t because of the champagne she’d ingested on a near-empty stomach earlier.

She’d just had one of the most intimate sexual experiences with hot, sexy Blake Romano—and it was all captured on secret wireless video cameras!  

She watched in horror as Blake picked up the clock radio by the bedside and pulled it apart with a concealed Swiss army knife he fetched from his pocket, using it as a screwdriver.

“What are you doing?” Hannah asked rhetorically.

Blake said nothing for a moment. His deadly expression spoke volumes as he retrieved a tiny little device which looked like a micro video recorder. 

Inside the radio, too? Where else will he find bugs?

“Blake,” Hannah’s voice raised an octave. She could not stand this anymore. “Will you tell me what’s going on?” She felt as if her heart would smash against her ribcage by the force of the beats.

Blake leaned back on the counter, his head tilted up slightly and his jaw tightened. “Hannah, this whole God dammed room is riddled with covert surveillance devices and spy cams and I’m going to find every fucking one of them.”

“Blake, how do you know this?”

Blake reached over for his cell phone on the table which was flashing a little amber–colored light. She’d never seen that on a smart phone before. It was weird.

“This isn’t just any smart phone, Hannah. A man in my position can’t be too careful with his potential enemies.”

“Potential enemies?” None of this was making sense to Hannah. She hugged herself and hunched her shoulders again, knowing full well, Blake did not like when she did this. But she needed to comfort herself!

“I have a sweeper built in that searches for RF signals.”

“What are RF signals?”

“Radio frequencies. Often when I go into a confidential client meeting, it’s common that some competitors will have bugs in the boardrooms to eaves drop on secret strategies.”

“Holy shit! People do that. Isn’t that illegal?”

For the first time in a while, Blake’s sexy lips curved at the corner into a smooth grin. Okay, so he found Hannah’s silly questions amusing. At least that eased the tension slightly.

“Yes, Hannah! I own a surveillance company.”

“You do? I thought you specialized in real estate, Blake. God, what else are you hiding from me?”

“Listen, I don’t have time to explain right now, but I’ve managed to disable a few of the signals. Hans will be here soon.”

“Why Hans? Will he be taking us away from here?”

“Yes, but Hans works for me in many capacities. I hired him for a reason but I’m not going to get into that here,” Blake spoke in a soft, low voice. Hannah could sense that he was keeping his anger under control.

“By the way,” Blake continued, “just so that you know, if you are in a room that is bugged, it’s better to move around and speak in a low voice so that it’s difficult to be picked up word for word. Detectives hate that.”

“Oh, so that’s why you often speak in a low voice. I still don’t get it,” Hannah plumped herself on the sofa in the suite. “Why do companies do shit like this? Invasion of privacy should be illegal everywhere.”

“You’d be surprised, Hanna.” Blake offered Hannah a glass of water from the bar in the room and took one for himself. “My company works mostly for businesses that place their staff under surveillance without their knowledge to catch fraud and theft.”

“What?” Hannah almost choked on her water. “Why? Isn’t that creepy?”

“Well if you had people in your employ that had access to classified material or top secret documents, you’d want to make sure they weren’t spying for your enemies or rivals wouldn’t you?”

Hannah didn’t like the sound of that at all, yet it made sense. Okay, she was never going to trust anyone or any company ever again. 

Boy was she getting paranoid as hell. Still, she felt deeply violated. Someone had a recording of her coming on videotape. Of her losing her sexual inhibitions and doing wild things she’d never done before on tape. And no, she was not a celebrity of any sort so if this got out on social media she doubted very much that she’d be offered her own reality show and a huge following on social media. Her fifteen minutes of fame would more likely be her fifteen minutes of shame!

“What makes you think I’m under surveillance, Blake? It could have been set for someone else or you?”

“No one knew that I’d be here,” Blake said calmly as he peeked out the window through the curtain. He then turned and moved over to the bar area as if tormented or contemplating what to do next.

“That’s true,” Hannah whispered, feeling defeated. This whole situation only gnawed away at her confidence.

Great! She was a target for haters! And she wasn’t even famous, or popular for that matter?

“But why?”

“I’m going to find out, Hannah. Trust me.” He moved over to her and ran his fingers through her dark, silky hair as she sat down with her head held down. “I won’t let anyone bring harm to you in any way, Hannah.”

Hannah looked up to meet his dark, sexy gaze. His eyes sparkled and gave her a shred of hope.

“It could have been a jealous ex or—”

“Gustav! Do you think Gustav is behind all this?”

“We’re looking into it but I doubt it.”

Hannah’s stomach sank.

“Listen, Hannah, whoever did this needed more time. I doubt very much that Gustav would want to videotape you two having sex on what should have been your honeymoon.”

“Right,” Hannah whispered painfully. This didn’t make her feel any better as she waited in the room with Blake. “So someone went through a lot of trouble to pull this off. To humiliate me.”

“Don’t worry, baby. We’ll get to them soon enough. In the meantime, Hannah, I need you to tell me if you’ve had any jilted boyfriends in the past, ex-boyfriends with axes to grind...”

“No. Not that I know of.”

“I know you haven’t been intimate before me, but sometimes emotional betrayal can be just as dangerous.”

“Blake, I swear, I haven’t. Not that I know of.”

Blake’s expression was blank. Unreadable. “While growing up, Donald always told me ‘Choose your friends wisely, but choose your enemies even more carefully.’”  His eyes narrowed and his lips thinned into a hard line.

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You can never be too careful about who your enemies are.”

“And what if your enemies choose you?” she growled.

“Hannah, I’m not attacking you. I’m on your side, remember?”

“Yeah.”

“Whoever did this knew you would be here with Gustav tonight and probably knew Gustav was a fraud who was already married and probably has some sort of record a mile long.”

“So it could be Gustav that was under surveillance without his knowledge.”

“It could be, but I’m not quite convinced. This equipment is not the most sophisticated. Definitely amateurish.”

“Oh, that makes me feel much better,” Hannah pouted.

Blake reached over and stroked her chin and shivers of delight shot through her body bringing calmness to her soul once more.

Just then, a knock on the door interrupted their closeness.

Blake looked through the peep hole then opened the door. It was Hans. His chauffeur did not look happy at all.
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