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      An emotional, scorching hot second chance romance…

      Alora Wyatt’s world has turned upside down. A rampant pandemic caused a mandatory quarantine, and she has to find a way to work from home and take care of her five-year-old son. To make things worse, in-person school is off, and she doesn’t have any local support system. When Luke’s dad barges in and summons them to join him for the next two weeks at his ranch, she’s conflicted. He’s also her hot ex-husband, the man she still loves but can’t have.

      Bronson Tanner knows in his heart he’ll never love a woman like he does Alora. He’s tried to move on, and even found a girlfriend. But divorce papers didn’t change the way his heart feels for his ex-wife. He lost her once, after an attack from a disgruntled employee overwhelmed her, shutting her down. Now, he’ll get a chance to use the next two weeks to show her how right they are for each other—even if he has to use every sexy trick in the book…
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      Due to the high infection rate of the unknown virus over the last month, local authorities have decided to order a mandatory quarantine. Residents are being asked to stay home and only leave for essential needs. Those needs include…

      Alora Wyatt glanced at the big TV from her kitchen. She grabbed a knife from the silverware drawer and continued to put together the peanut and butter jelly sandwich that had been sitting on the cutting board for several minutes.

      A shiver of apprehension dipped down her spine. What the hell was going on?

      A month earlier, a deadly virus had made its way into the United States. The virus transmitted by air, and symptoms included aches, severe chest pain, sore throat, dry cough and serious skin rashes. People were told to wear masks, wash hands, and avoid large gatherings.

      But a lockdown? She rubbed her forehead. Luke’s school had just sent out an email informing parents that they’d be closed too.

      He was in kindergarten, sure, so it wasn’t like he’d be missing on a whole lot. But, with her job, where would he go? As a graphic designer, she could work from home, but who would watch him when she attended long virtual meetings with clients? Both her parents lived in an old folks’ home community in Florida.

      Not like her parents had ever been hands-on grandparents, anyway. She’d been on her own since she was seventeen, when she lived at her best friend’s home to finish high school because her parents had become van lifers that year.

      How about Bronson?

      The knife slipped from her hand and fell on the tiled floor, making an annoying clanky sound.

      She grabbed it and tossed it in the sink. Her ex-husband was a present father to their five-year-old son, Luke. He’d help her for sure if she asked him. But asking for help, for his help, would suck.

      How could they do it anyway? They barely spoke to each other. Well, she barely spoke to him. She smiled and treated him nice during birthday parties or school events, but other than that, she preferred texting and emailing about Luke.

      A twinge of guilt stabbed at her. Three years ago, she’d left Bronson. Luke had been just two, so he didn’t really know what it was like to have two parents living in the same household. He didn’t know what he was missing.

      She did. Her parents shared a long, strong marriage. She would have one too, if she hadn’t been—

      “Mom,” Luke said, “watch me.” He slid on the living room with his skate board, rolling it enough so it almost bumped into the teardrop shaped coffee table.

      “What did I say? No skating in the house,” she said, sighing.

      “I’m just getting warmed up until we go to school, Mom.”

      She cleared her throat. That morning, his school had emailed all parents announcing all students would be having virtual classes instead. She walked up to him.

      Luke had the same eyes as Bronson. A gorgeous shade of brown with some flecks of gold thrown in for good measure. When her son was excited, she could see the little flames in his eyes.

      “Honey, we’re not going to school today. Or tomorrow.” She ruffled his dirty blond, chin-length curly hair. “We’ll be doing online classes. You’ll get a break from waking up super early to get to school.”

      Her son frowned, listening, then smiled. “Woohoo. No school,” he said, jumping up and down.

      “I didn’t say no school at all,” she said, more to herself than to him. Leave it to Luke to hear only what he chose. Could she blame him? At least she wouldn’t have to worry about how he’d handle the news. She grabbed the remote and switched the channel to a kid’s cartoon.

      Luke sat his board to the side and plopped in the middle of the rug.

      She glanced at the sandwich. What was she doing? He wasn’t going to school today. She put the sandwich aside. A lot would change, and she needed a plan.

      She lifted her cell phone from the counter, texting the other moms in a group chat. Surely, some of them would have some solutions? Maybe they could take turns helping one another. She was about to hit send when the doorbell rang.

      “It’s me,” a deep, sexy voice said on the other side.

      A thrill shot through her in different directions, so strongly it left her disoriented. That was why she preferred texting to speaking with Bronson. Because his Texan drawl was like an invisible pill of arousal. Listening to it meant she’d swallow that pill and deal with the consequences.

      No. At thirty-four, the only pill she should worry about was her daily dose of vitamins. Certainly nothing to do with her sexy as hell ex-husband.

      She drew in a breath, gathering her strength, then opened the door, slipping into the role she’d played so well for the past three years. The aloof, reserved ex-wife. “Bronson. What are you doing here?” she asked as he walked into her condo.

      She lived in a nice condo in an exclusive part of Dallas. He’d insisted she buy a bigger home when they divorced, but she didn’t want a lot of extra space. She had a lot to deal with, to manage, to overcome—including the aftermath of the violent attack she’d suffered. The night that set everything in motion. The night that destroyed her happy marriage.

      He wore denim jeans and a short-sleeve shirt, a casual look for the uber successful businessman who owned several high-end car dealerships in the state. It had been at least seven months since she’d last seen him.

      Bronson’s biceps pulsed through the fabric of the shirt. He’d always been strong and broad, but now at forty years old, he was in even better shape than before. She’d imagined what his abs looked like. Frissons of awareness formed within her. A few seconds in his presence and he awakened every female part of her.

      God, this man…

      She swallowed, also noticing his trimmed beard. When they were together, he’d favored a clean face. Her fingertips tingled. What would it feel like to touch his face? To kiss him again? She mentally slapped herself. She’d never find out.

      He ran his fingers through his hair, which now had more gray in between the smooth brown waves. “What am I doing here? Haven’t you been watching the news?”

      “Daddy!” Luke said, erasing the distance and jumping to his father’s embrace.

      “How’s my boy doing?” Bronson asked, kissing his cheek.

      A part of her melted. Their bond would never be broken. He loved his son, and an overwhelming gratitude filled her chest.

      “I want you to go to your room and pack some clothes and your favorite toys, okay? You and your mom will come with me for a little while.”

      Luke squealed, and ran to his room.

      Acid leaked into her stomach, and soon she remembered one of the reasons why she couldn’t be with him after the attack. Bronson meant well, but always bulldozed her in his trying to help. Smothered her, especially when she’d already been so lost in darkness. “Are you crazy? Why did you tell him that? I’m not going anywhere.”

      The smile he had while he watched his son go disappeared. The contours of his face hardened. “Alora, you and Luke are coming with me to the ranch for a while.”

      Or what? He’d swing her over his shoulder and take her with him? “I can’t. I have my life here.”

      “This pandemic… have you been to the stores lately?”

      She crossed her arms. “No, I always order online. Why?”

      “It’s a madhouse out there. It’s going to get worse before it gets better, and if we’re supposed to quarantine, I’m not being away from my son for god knows how long.”

      “They said two weeks,” she said, her voice losing energy. She had a hard time believing it herself. It would be great if fourteen days solved the problem, but she doubted authorities and the medical leaders would be able to do it so quickly. Not the way the virus was spreading.

      “They also said a month ago we wouldn’t need to quarantine.”

      She remembered one of her coworkers, Kelly, whose thirty-year-old cousin had died from the disease. “Be that as it may—”

      “Alora,” he said, curt. “This virus isn’t playing around. We need to keep Luke safe. If we go to the ranch, we can protect him until things get better.”

      “Why didn’t you call me about it?”

      “Because I wasn’t in the mood to text. Now go get a suitcase and get ready. I’m not taking any chances.”

      “Why don’t you even ask me if I want to go?”

      “It’s not about what you want, Alora. It’s about what’s best for Luke.”

      Her heart shrank. Damn the man. He knew how to get her to agree. “What about your girlfriend?” Alora could consent to sharing a roof with him for Luke’s sake. But quarantining with Bronson’s beautiful girlfriend of eight months would really be a huge chunk of salt to the wound.

      “Leah is quarantining with her parents. I already talked to her.”

      Relief moved through Alora. Phew. One less problem to worry about. “Okay, fine. I’ll go pack.”
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      “This is so much fun,” Luke said, running up and down the stairs. “Mom, come see my room.”

      “Go ahead,” Bronson said. “I’ll bring the suitcases in.”

      Alora shrugged, and followed her son up the flight of stairs.

      Bronson Tanner shouldn’t, but he watched her go, her curvy hips sway away from him. She’d cut her blonde hair into a chin-length bob, unlike the longer curls she had when they’d been married. Still looked gorgeous. And her nails… she had on a purple color shaped in a pointy style, and he wondered what they’d feel like scratching his back. Stroking his cock. His throat felt dry and thick, and he had to clear it twice to swallow the lump of emotions burning inside.

      Alora had never visited his ranch a couple of hours outside of Dallas. He’d talked to her about it, when they were still married, about his wish to build a kickass ranch where they could take their kids on the weekends and just forget about life.

      But she’d left him.

      One night, she packed her bags and left him a note, taking their son with her.

      His heart kicked up a beat, and he willed himself to move once he heard the sound of Luke’s door to his bedroom close. How could he have been so wrong?

      They’d been married for five years, together for seven, when she’d been the victim of an attack. A disgruntled former employee who wanted to take it out on him, but used her as an easy target.

      Anger flashed through him, and he picked up the pace when he got into his garage to grab the small suitcases they’d brought.

      If that man wasn’t already dead, Bronson would kill him with his hands. But the police had chased Patrick and got to him first—he hadn’t surrendered, the coward, and ended up shot.

      Alora probably knew he’d kill for her, too. That was why she kept away from him.

      She knew how much he loved her and would have done anything for her.

      In the end, according to his ex-wife, his love had overwhelmed her. He opened the trunk of his Land Rover and picked up the bags, then slammed it closed.

      His phone buzzed in his pocket, but he ignored it. Probably Leah checking in on him.

      For the last several months, he’d been dating Leah, a thirty-year-old powerful attorney he met during a networking event.

      Leah was successful, very pretty, and kind. He enjoyed her, and tried to get over the one woman who wanted nothing from him. But damn, it was hard.

      He walked back up into his home’s interior, and went up the stairs with the suitcases.

      The door to Luke’s bedroom was opened.

      He dropped the suitcases at the entrance, unable to tear his gaze from the image of his son talking excitedly, showing his mother his remote-control truck he could maneuver around the house. She sat on his bed, with her legs crossed, listening to him, smiling.

      Moments like this, when he caught a glimpse of the fun, giving, open woman she used to be, had the power of clawing something deep and raw inside his chest. Damn. He loved her. Always had. Always would.

      But he had to move on. He’d been trying to move on.

      “We could go to the pool. You’re going to love it, Mom,” Luke said, opening his arms wide. “It’s this big. Daddy lets me jump from the edge, and we cannonball together. Right, Daddy?” he said, only now detecting his presence in the room.

      She turned around, and the moment her eyes met his, the veneer of self-preservation masked her again. Damn it, it was palpable like a piece of cloth. A mask. She squared her shoulders. “Oh, honey, I’d love to, but I didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

      “I have an extra pair I bought for guests,” he said, hiding that he’d actually bought it that morning, along with some extra supplies before he went to her home. He’d assumed Luke would want them to go to the pool, and he knew just getting her on board was hard enough.

      “Really?” she asked, but he detected sarcasm in her voice.

      “Yeah,” he said casually. “I’ll bring it for you.”

      “Great, Mom. So it’s settled.”

      She squeezed her son’s cheeks. “I guess it is.”

      

      A couple of hours later, they all relaxed by the poolside. Well, he tried to.

      He’d played with Luke like usual. But before he could stop himself, his gaze strayed to her.

      Damn it. The three years had been good to his wife. No, ex-wife, he reminded himself. How the hell would he move on if he couldn’t even accept their divorce?

      She wore the black two-piece bikini suit he’d given her.

      He’d bought it at a store, and there wasn’t anything special about it. Clean, conservative cut, no special pattern or cheeky bottoms. Still, her curvy body was enough to transform the swimsuit into a luscious affair. Her breasts must have gone up a cup or two, and the dip to her ass—his favorite feature of her—was more pronounced.

      When she emerged from the water dramatically as she played with Luke, Bronson saw it.

      The delicate tattoo in cursive writing on her lower back with his name on it. His heart flipped in his chest, bringing the memory of when they got tattoos to celebrate their second wedding anniversary.

      Instinctively, he touched his forearm, where he’d added his nickname for her, Ali baby, with a heart and some swirls around it. He’d never removed it… didn’t seem right. After all, she was Luke’s mom. He’d also tattooed Luke’s name on his shoulder blade, same as she.

      Why did she keep it? He’d assumed she’d had it removed. Could she still have feelings for him? Or did she just procrastinate? Perhaps she didn’t want to endure a painful removal session. He couldn’t blame her.

      She left the pool and went around until she lay in one of the lounging chairs. “Pretty impressive,” she said, gesturing at the enormous waterpark he’d built. Besides the large pool, a few slides swirled around, and the area also had a wet bar, and not too far, a pool house.

      “Thanks,” he said, joining her. Luke was now busy with a floater, and didn’t seem to miss them. As long as they kept an eye on him, he was good. “I meant to tell you, my ranch manager, Gregory, lives down the road, and his wife, Elizabeth, is a retired teacher. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind watching Luke a few hours a day so we can both work remotely.”

      “Thank you. I’ll keep that in mind.”

      “Why did you keep the tattoo? I assumed you’d have it removed.”

      A shade of pink spread across her cheeks, and her gaze flew to his forearm. “Why did you keep yours? It’s more visible than mine.”

      Because I still love you. “Because you’re Luke’s mom. I can’t bring myself to remove it.”

      He noticed the pulse jumping at the base of her delicate neck.

      “I guess mine is on my backside, so I don’t really think about it,” she said coolly.

      “Do you ever think about us?” he asked, even if he hated himself a second later. Damn it. Why couldn’t he act the way she did? Why was it so hard not to rehash the past? At every other aspect of his life, he was in charge.

      When it came to Alora, he was nothing but a weak man. A foolish man.

      She looked away and slid her sunglasses on. Coward. “I… we shouldn’t think about that, Bronson. It’s not the time.”

      Had it ever been the time? Questions jumped in his mind like darts to a board. If he continued to probe her, he’d only make things worse. For the next two weeks, he had to keep that in mind. For his own sake and Luke’s. His marriage no longer existed, no matter how much he wished that wasn’t true.
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      Alora chewed her lip. She’d just finished her work and put Luke into bed.

      Her second day at his ranch hadn’t been so bad.

      The previous night it took her a while to fall asleep. Dealing with his presence most of the day, seeing him in board shorts had definitely taken a toll on her self-restraint. But she had to be levelheaded and see past her desire.

      Besides, Bronson had a girlfriend.

      Alora poured herself a glass of the white wine she found in the fridge. Today, she’d met Elizabeth, the nice lady who came over to meet Luke. Having her watch him in the mornings would help Alora immensely. She’d schedule any Zoom meetings or phone calls then, and deal with designing and concepts in the afternoon.

      She sighed, sitting on one of the leather sofas. Bronson’s home was gigantic, but nicely designed. Touches of old-fashioned farmhouse vibes blended seamlessly with state-of-the-art technology, upscale furniture, and calming accent colors. His place invited her to relax, which wasn’t a bad idea.

      Today, she did a good job staying away from the news. Hearing experts talking about the number of hospitalizations and deaths the virus had caused only sent her to anxiety mode. She needed to stay calm, to tell herself everything would be okay. Their son would be safe.

      “May I join you?” Bronson asked, coming out of his office.

      “It’s your place,” she said, then lifted the glass to her lips and took a generous sip.

      “That’s not what I asked,” he insisted.

      “Of course,” she said.

      He went to the fridge, grabbed a bottle of beer and sat it next to her. The minute his body indented the sofa, goose bumps raised on her skin, her blood bubbling with excitement. Shit. If she moved away, she’d make it too obvious for him.

      “How do you like Elizabeth?”

      “She’s great. Thank you. You… thought of everything,” she said, shooting him a sideway glance over the rim of her glass.

      He took a sip of his beer. “You can always count on me, Ali.”

      She worried her lower lip. Ali. When had been the last time he’d called her by the nickname only he used? Too long. The way he pronounced it unveiled a thick layer that she had built around her heart for protection. God, what had she done? Why had she pushed him away when she needed help the most?

      Not like she could talk about it now. She’d talked about it, sure, with her therapist and in the women’s survivor group she attended and volunteered. Hell, she’d be able to talk to a stranger about what she’d gone through… just not Bronson.

      She could never see the pain in his eyes again. It killed her inside.

      Emotions that should have been shut down in the well of her past came to the surface, threatening to overwhelm her. No, that couldn’t happen. Talk about something, she ordered herself. Silence would make her think—the last thing she wanted. “Thanks,” she said again.

      “So what’s going on in your life? Are you seeing anyone?”

      She let out a nervous chuckle. “No.”

      “That’s hard to believe.”

      If he only knew the truth… she’d dated four guys in the past three years, and none of them made it past second base. “Why, did you expect me to go dating around?”

      “I’m curious. You’re a very attractive woman. Successful. Smart.”

      Very attractive. His words danced in her ears like some old song with lyrics she shouldn’t dare to remember. Her breasts sizzled, her nipples hardening into diamond tips. She shifted on the couch, unsure about how to act, unprepared, and already so achingly aroused.

      “I’ve had other priorities,” she said. Like my mental health.

      “I can see,” he said. She looked ahead and not at him, but she felt his gaze on her. Heating her skin. “You know, last night I made sure I turned all the lights off, and on my way to my bedroom, I heard a noise.”

      Where was he going with that? She took another drink of wine, this one so generous that her cheeks warmed up.

      “I thought it was Luke’s toy, that remote control truck he’s always playing with. Didn’t want to drain the batteries. So I went to his room, and checked for it, but it was off.”

      Oh, shit… a wave of embarrassment washed over her. Was he talking about what she thought he was talking about?

      “The sound persisted. I followed it, and it led me to your bedroom.”

      With a shaky hand, she sat the wine glass on the side table, then run her fingers down her face. Holy shit. “You didn’t—”

      “I didn’t go in, of course. Wouldn’t without being invited. But I heard you, Ali. I heard you moaning.”

      “I…” She opened her mouth, but hesitated. Fuck. Luke was a heavy sleeper, so she didn’t expect him to hear her, plus she’d locked her door just in case. When she was having a hard time sleeping, she’d used her loyal vibrator to help release some of the energy. Knowing she’d be in close proximity to Bronson, she’d slipped it in her suitcase as an emergency item.

      She’d never imagined she’d been so loud that he could hear her from the other side. “I brought my personal massager with me to help me since I knew I was going to be in a stressful situation.”

      He shuffled closer, and she inhaled his scent. A touch of bamboo, a dash of an exotic spice, and a whole lot of maleness. A whole lot of Bronson. “Good idea. After I heard you, I went to my room and did some massaging of my own,” he said, his voice more gravelly. “Twice.”

      Her breath came in shallow gasps. She closed her eyes and saw him in his bedroom, naked, stroking his big, thick cock. When she opened her eyes, she finally got the nerve to angle her head to the right and see him.

      Holy fuck.

      Red hot lust flickered in his eyes, kicking her libido up several notches. What was she supposed to do? She could barely string two words together.

      “Isn’t it ironic that we were both touching ourselves when we both would have so much more fun if we did it to each other?” he said, then ran his fingers down her robe, slowly untying it until he exposed her silky camisole. His touch aroused her, heat sifting through the fabric. She knew he could add pressure, but he wouldn’t. He was seducing her, putting ideas in her brain, stoking the fire. But she had the final say. Always.

      Not like she had much to say right now.

      Her body roared for him.

      A hum formed between her thighs, and cream coated her folds. He could probably smell her arousal. She didn’t dare look down below his waistband. He was probably rock hard for her. “I don’t know, my device is very effective,” she said, anything to save face.

      “But can it lick your pussy until you can’t speak? Can it fuck you hard, to take the edge off, then fuck you again, slow and steady?”

      He cupped her breast, his fingers making invisible circle patterns around her nipples, and she had to will herself from sliding down the sofa. A moan escaped her lips, the encouragement he didn’t need. “Can your battery-operated friend suck your tits? Kiss you until you forget where you are?”

      She licked her lips. “No. Maybe I don’t need all that fluff,” she said, even though she didn’t believe her own words.

      A hearty chuckle filled the air. “That’s not true, and we both know it. You need it. You want it.”

      “Bronson… what’s your endgame? Are you trying to embarrass me? What do you want?”

      “I want you, Ali baby, and I’m honest about it,” he said, the honesty in his voice tearing her up inside. “What do you want? If you can look me in my eyes and tell me you don’t want me right now, I’ll walk away and never bring this up.”

      She swallowed. Shit.

      He removed his hand from her, and the second he did so, it was like a cold draft swept over her skin.

      “Yes or no?” he demanded.

      Yes. Every fiber of her being pleaded for him.

      The only man she’d given herself to. The only man she’d fantasized about even if she knew she’d lost him forever. The love story gone wrong.

      She should go.

      Stand up and scurry to her room, and have another one-on-one meeting with her vibrator. This time, a quiet meeting. But she couldn’t. “Yes,” she whispered.

      He pulled her on his lap, cocooning her in the warmth of his embrace, and lowered his lips to hers, smashing them together. Air gone from her lungs, she encircled her arms around his head, second-guessing her actions but too turned on to care.

      His facial hair sizzled her every nerve ending, sending a tingly sensation down her body.

      Straddling him, she felt his powerful hard-on brush against the apex of her thighs. Her clit throbbed in response, and a delicious tingle filled with female empowerment traveled through her, searing all her nerve endings.

      He kissed her with the passion of a thousand love stories. His tongue explored, conquered and punished all at the same time. She squirmed, tingly and unapologetically wet for him.

      He touched the back of her neck, deepening the kiss, and she found herself moving on top of him, desperate to put an end to the agony that already consumed her. She lowered her hand down to his chest, feeling his muscles under her palm.

      When he took his mouth from her, she thought she’d have a break and catch up on her breathing, but he had other plans. With a low growl, he dragged his mouth to her ear, his hot labored breath whispering on her lobe.

      She moaned, and something moved through her. A strong, contracting force that tied her up for a second. Was she coming? No, couldn’t be. He’d barely—

      “Where have you been, Ali baby?” he said in her ear, his voice so achy and textured, it released the pressure inside her, and she let go. “Where the fuck have you been?” he repeated, sliding the tip of his tongue on the outer shell of her ear.

      He nipped her ear, and that did it. Tides of pleasure rode her from top to bottom, her limbs weak, but her core so powerful and intense like all the fuel she needed to stay alive came from it. She whimpered, reveling in the amazing sensation wrapping around her… and the hot, sexy man that was under her. She moved, her body jerking, trembling.

      When she began to ease up, he slid his hand down her camisole, until he lifted the hem and sneaked his fingers inside her panties.

      “We’re only getting started,” he said, before catching her lips in his again, in a kiss that destroyed her with the same intensity that it built her up. She felt herself cream in her panties, her wet folds dripping, her clit still throbbing from the surprise orgasm.

      He cupped her ass, squeezing her cheeks, and the touch sent thrills of excitement up her spine. He’d always loved her ass—touching, kissing, and fucking it.

      Soon, she was re-energized, and her sexual hunger only increased.

      A cell phone ring startled her. The loud noise was like a sharp knife piercing through her bubble of lust.

      When she turned her head in the direction of the sound, her mind still registering what happened, she glanced at his cell phone on the coffee table. The picture of a good-looking woman with long brown hair and a beaming smile flashed on his screen.

      Leah.

      She knew it, because she’d Googled her once. Because she was that petty, and that miserable.

      She slid off him, quickly, running her fingers through her hair, desperate for some measure of composure. “Oh God.. this was…” she stopped short of saying it was a mistake. Instead, she stepped back, crossing her arms over her chest in an effort to hide her hard nipples. Seemed like her body still hadn’t gotten the message. “I have to go.”

      Frustration flicked through his expression, as he rubbed his temple. “No. Don’t go. Stay, Ali. We’re not done.”

      She shook her head and scurried up the stairs as the phone still rang.

      His girlfriend called.

      The nice woman who had been winning his heart for the last months.

      Not the woman who shunned him away when things got tough.

      Not the woman who kept the sexual assault part of her attack hidden from him.

      Not the woman who had been too weak to face it all…

      She closed the door to her bedroom and sighed. Tears formed in her eyes. She’d been scared, ashamed, and confused when she’d been attacked. Now, she was strong and sure of herself. But that didn’t change what had transpired between her and Bronson. Nothing ever would.
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      “Daddy, can I eat my breakfast in the playroom today? Please?” Luke asked, lifting this bowl of cereal from the marble countertop.

      Bronson took a sip of his black coffee. He’d been waiting to have a moment alone with Alora. “Sure. But don’t make a mess and wash your hands. Miss Elizabeth will be here in twenty minutes.”

      “Okay,” he said, before he carefully transported the cereal bowl to the play area on the other side of the house.

      Bronson flicked through the news on his iPad, but nothing filtered through. He moved his fingers and swiped the screen, but didn’t do any reading. The events from the previous night populated his mind.

      Two days ago, he’d decided on leaving her alone. But that was before listening to her moan while playing with the vibrator in his house. Then, last night cemented his hope.

      He wasn’t done with Alora. She wasn’t done with him either, but had a hard time admitting to it. No problem. He wouldn’t be where he was professionally if he weren’t exceptional at convincing people. At selling. To Alora, he wouldn’t have to sell anything new. He’d just have to make her see the obvious.

      Talking wasn’t her forte. Insisting on talking would push her farther away.

      But on the other hand, using their hot attraction to each other would help break through her defenses.

      He glanced at the stairs, longing for her to come down and maybe, just maybe, talk to him.

      His cell phone buzzed.

      He looked at it. Leah.

      He should have called her back last night, but he’d been so frustrated. It was high time he ended their relationship. Wasn’t fair to her. He liked her a lot, but didn’t love her. And she deserved every bit of happiness with someone who fully appreciated her.

      He picked the call. “Hello.”

      “Hi, honey,” Leah said, on the other end of the line. He could tell her voice was antsy. “I was worried about you. I’ve been trying to get ahold of you.”

      “I’m sorry. I’ve been busy with Luke and Alora. Wanted to make sure they’re all settled in, you know,” he said. He’d told her his decision of bringing them both to his ranch before he’d picked them up. “Actually, we should probably talk. You know, with this quarantine, I’ve been able to think more about things, and our relationship,” he said in a serious voice to set the tone.

      “What does that mean? Doesn’t sound good.”

      “Leah, you’re a wonderful woman, but we aren’t made for each other.”

      “What? No,” she said, cutting him off. “You’re just a bit confused because you’ve been seeing Alora again. I know how much you wanted to have an intact family. But she’s not for you.”

      He sighed into the phone, searching the best words not to hurt Leah’s feelings.

      “Besides, Aunt Nora is very sick. That’s why I’ve called. She’s caught the virus. I can’t have any serious life changing conversation about us right now. My mind is not in the right place.”

      “I’m sorry about your aunt,” he said. “Is there anything I can do? Does she need anything?”

      “For now, just prayers. She’s been in the hospital for two days.”

      “I understand,” he said. Fuck. If he insisted on the break-up now, he’d be an insensitive asshole. Besides, he wouldn’t see Leah for a while. He’d wait until the end of the mandated quarantine, depending on her aunt’s health progress, then talk to her. In person. And tell her the truth. Or whatever slice of it she could handle. “I’m wishing for the best. I better get going. Let me know if you need anything else for her or yourself.”

      “Thanks.”

      He turned off the phone. Sure, it hadn’t been a clean break up, but she should get the message once she sat down and processed what he’d said. Though he had to admit, Leah hated confrontation. Always had.

      Maybe she’d ghost him before he had a chance to catch up in person.

      “Where’s Luke?” Alora said, walking into the kitchen.

      “He’s playing. Elizabeth will be here soon to help him as planned.”

      “Right. Thank you,” she said and walked around him, then opened the fridge and grabbed a jug of orange juice.

      Oh hell no, they weren’t playing the avoidance game again. He sat his phone on the counter, remembering how it’d interrupted them the previous night. “We need to chat, Ali.”

      “Don’t call me Ali,” she said, pouring the juice into a glass. “We went too far last night, but I don’t want you to think I’m game for everything.”

      “Really? Because I am.”

      She rolled her eyes. “And what’s new?”

      He bit back a smile. “You know, last night, after you left, I stayed here. Then I went up, and I heard that sound again. Your massager?”

      She drank a generous gulp of orange juice, some of it dribbling down her lips. “Are you spying on me?”

      “No, I wasn’t that lucky to actually see it. I didn’t hear you though. But I knew what was happening.”

      “Good for you.”

      Good? It’d been torture. But also knowing she touched herself on his turf gave him a sense of pride. She wasn’t immune to him the way she’d acted after their divorce. “So, I came up with a plan.”

      She wiped her lip with the tip of her finger. “What?”

      “I know you don’t want to talk about the past. About us. I won’t make you.”

      She dropped her shoulders a notch, her facial features softening. “Thank you.”

      “During the day, you do your thing, I do mine. We work in our spaces and stay out of each other’s way,” he said in a casual voice.

      She nodded. “Another great decision. What was in your coffee? A dash of common sense?” she asked, pointing at his mug.

      He bit back a smile. He doubted she’d agree as easily to his next proposition… though he knew they needed it done. A thrill coursed through his body. “At night, we fuck,” he said with nonchalance, like he discussed a movie he’d seen on TV.

      She lifted her hand to her chest, flushing. “Say what?”

      “We get it out of our systems. This sexual tension won’t help us during the day. We won’t be productive, I’ll be grumpy, and it won’t be good for Luke to see his parents hating each other,” he said evenly. Though every bit of his provoking suggestion made complete sense. For how long would they get away with pretended they didn’t want to rip each other’s clothes off? “At night, we have sex and that’s all it is. Sex. For the duration of time we’re under this roof.” Almost two weeks, though he knew he’d need a lot longer to get over her later. But he couldn’t worry about that right now.

      She lifted her eyebrow. “You really want me that much?”

      “You want me that much, even if you won’t say it. You came last night from my kiss alone,” he said, shortening the gap between them and inhaling her lovely floral scent. Notes of peonies and lilies swirled around him. “Aren’t you interested in seeing how else I can make you come?”

      “I was married to you. I know how you can make me come,” she said, then, as if the memories plagued her mind, she averted her gaze, her throat visibly working. “What about your girlfriend?”

      He leaned on the counter, stretching to his full height, sizing her up. “Talking about her means delving into a personal area… like relationships. I don’t mind at all, but is that what you want?” he asked, teasing her. He had no problem answering her every question, but doubted she’d be up for the task.

      “No,” she blurted. “Not at all.”

      “Then don’t worry. You aren’t doing anything wrong, I promise.”

      But am I? A voice inside him asked. Being with Alora would never be wrong. She’d always been the first woman in his life, and he hadn’t made that a secret. Even while dating Leah, he’d mentioned he was still reeling from the divorce. Frustration lumped in his throat. Poor Leah.

      “You can come to my bedroom,” he suggested. “After either of us puts Luke to sleep.”

      “Sure,” she said, looking away.

      “I’m pleasantly surprised you agreed quickly.” He thought she’d put up a fight about having to go to his bedroom and not the other way round. But he wanted her to be sure of what she was doing every step of the way, from the minute she walked up to his door, twisted the handle, and entered. Otherwise, this wouldn’t work.

      “It’s easier to go to your bedroom, get it over with, then return to mine and have a good night’s sleep,” she said matter-of-factly.

      He chuckled. Did she think she’d get away with a quickie? He loved how she talked big. In the past three years—more if he counted the few months before their divorce where they didn’t have sex—he’d dreamed about having her naked in a bed with him. Tasting her, touching her, fucking her deep.

      And now, at last, he’d get his wish. A shiver of anticipation rolled into his gut. “Do you still have the IUD?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good. I’ve only worn condoms. And if you want access to my medical records, I can give it to you.” Hell, he’d give her his bank account if she wanted. All his possessions. His soul.

      “I think we’re clear.”

      “I think we are.” His gaze traveled up and down her body, and he touched his heart, willing it to stop slamming his ribcage. Tonight couldn’t come fast enough.
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      Alora finger-combed her hair. She drew in a long breath, then exhaled in front of the big, heavy door to his bedroom.

      Luke was fast asleep.

      She’d showered, shaved, and put on some body lotion. This wasn’t a bad idea, she repeated her mantra.

      Ever since her divorce, she’d been on dates with a few different men. Even kissed a couple, but never felt compelled to do more. With Bronson, though, there was trust.

      She trusted he’d make it good for her. Would she make it good for him? What if she became a huge disappointment? They’d shared a robust sexual life while together, but she was now out of practice.

      Also, his girlfriend. He’d told Alora not to worry about the nature of the relationship she had with Leah. Maybe they had a don’t ask don’t tell policy, or an open relationship? She smoothed her hand over the robe she’d chosen. The same as the previous night, the only one she brought. She hadn’t packed for a sexy honeymoon.

      Beneath, she was naked.

      Didn’t make sense to wear pajamas.

      She knocked on the door.

      Barging in didn’t seem like the thing to do. They were no longer married, after all. Besides, she wanted to show him that there was a layer of formality between them, even if they were about to have sex. She wasn’t about to act like they were back to their old life.

      Silence.

      Cold sweat slicked her palms. What if he changed his mind? Or maybe it had been a cruel prank to put her in her place. She shook her head. Bronson wouldn’t do that.

      She lifted her hand about to knock again when he opened the door, leaving her wrist hanging midair.

      Her stomach dipped.

      This man…

      Wearing only a pair of sleek black lounge pants, Bronson looked good enough to eat—and lick, and feast on. Moisture evaporated from her throat, and her gaze traveled from the sinful smile on his handsome face, down to his chest. Hair dusted his pecs, his abs carved and well defined.

      Damn it.

      “Good evening, beautiful,” he said. “Come in.”

      He stepped back, and she walked into his room while he closed the door behind her.

      The space was large, majestic, and matched the rest of his home. A big four-poster bed stood between nightstands. Candles had been lit on the nightstands, as well as around the bed. The scent of vanilla inundated the air. She walked around, touching the accent pieces, the chaise lounge, then she sat on the nicely made bedspread.

      He’d done all this.

      She ran her fingers over the bedspread. “You’ll feel shortchanged. You organized all this, and all I did was slip on a robe.”

      He watched her, his eyes keeping her captive. A flicker of desire gleamed in the depths of his irises. “I seriously doubt it.”

      “I gained fifteen pounds in the past couple years. Just so you know.”

      He flashed her a smile that had the power of reaching into her heart and twisting it, until her beats elevated at a scary level. “Are you trying to change my mind? Because you’ll need a whole lot more than that.”

      She chuckled. She’d forgotten how good he was at putting her at ease when she least expected. “Do you have any red flags? Anything I should keep in mind?”

      “I’m a salesman through and through. I’m not about to show any weakness.”

      “Then show me your strength,” she said, lifting her eyebrow and cocking her head in his direction.

      He walked up to her until he was within a hair of her. He stood, and she remained sitting on his large bed. The easy, flirty energy dissipated, and in its place, a heavy, sexual vibe crackled in the air.

      He reached for her robe and watched it slide down her arms until it reached the bed. Her instinct told her to cover up, to cross her arms, but she did not. Attuned to every response her body gave him. The little hairs on the back of her neck standing on end. The stir forming behind her breasts. The powerful throb surging into her core and even lower. He’d barely touched her, and she was already unbearably turned on.

      “Lie down,” he said, his voice gruff.

      She acquiesced, and soon, he pulled her to the edge of the bed. A pang of embarrassment stabbed at her when he placed her feet on either side of her, having a full view of her sex. She glanced at the ceiling, then peered at him.

      He stared at her pussy, his jaw locked into place, his stance intense and focused.

      Then, he fell to his knees in reverence, like she was some kind of a goddess from a former century, and his head disappeared between her legs.

      She felt his breath fanning her pussy, then he licked her thighs. “Oh, Bronson…”

      She rocked her head from side to side, restless, unable to find a comfortable position. He flicked his tongue at her center, laving at her folds, driving her insane with want. Oh, she missed this… missed how he masterfully savored her.

      She lifted her hips, offering herself to him like a platter. He pressed his hand on her belly button, bringing her down, then swung her legs around his head. Growling, he dove inside her pussy, licking her flesh, then sucking her clit, his teeth teasing her.

      Moaning, she grabbed a handful of the bedspread, creasing it into her fist. She wanted to be strong and last longer, even if sparks of pleasure flashed inside her. Why did he have to be so good at eating her out?

      He lapped at her clit, the tip of his tongue teasing her achy bud. She found herself grinding him, her thighs clenching around his neck, as the sparks shifted into full charges of electricity arrowing from her pussy and spreading through her body.

      “Oh god… I’m coming in your mouth…” she warned him, throwing her head back, clenching the linens and letting the spasms claim her from top to bottom. Her heart beat manically in her chest, her entire body warm and sticky.

      A carousel of sensations rode her. She felt drained, and in a different measure, so ready for more. Ready for him.

      When she stopped quivering, she shuffled on the bed, scooting herself back a bit to watch him. He disengaged from her and stood. Determination and lust flicked in his eyes.

      She bit the inside of her cheek. “Bronson. Come to me,” she said, stretching out her hand in the air. She hoped he’d know what she asked. Come to me. Come inside me. Now.

      He stretched to his full height, his gaze never leaving hers. “Did you miss me?”

      A lump formed in her throat. He meant his sexual presence, right? He had to. They’d agreed on not talking about anything else while carrying this… affair of sorts. “You already know the answer,” she said, hoping the lightness in her voice would dispel the tension growing in her belly.

      “Tell me. I need to hear it. Almost as much as I need you.”

      How he kept her honest was what scared her most about him. She couldn’t lie or change the subject. Not now, naked in his bed, at her most vulnerable state. “Yes,” she said, licking her lips. “I’ve missed you.” She brought herself to a sitting position, then reached out to him, holding his forearm, the one where her name was tattooed, and nudged him closer. “So fucking much,” she said, before pulling him closer
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