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Liz focused on the directions her husband had given her and tried not to think about the upcoming hearing. One Saturday morning several weeks after she met Patrick, they had discovered his daughter, Jessica, blacked out from alcohol. Liz stayed with Jessica’s two small children while Patrick followed the ambulance to the hospital. When he returned, he brought his grandchildren home and asked Liz to move in with him. Had she had time to think about it, her hard-wired attorney logic would have talked her out of moving in with a man she’d just met on the dance floor, but her heart had prevailed, and she’d found herself with not only a husband, but two grandchildren.

Most women her age were enrolling their children in college. Usually families started gradually, one child at a time. As an attorney, Liz knew careful preparation could prevent most potential disasters. However, preparation was impossible in this case, and nothing in her career had prepared Liz for the non-stop chaos inherent in life with young children. Sometimes, in the quiet during the drive from her office to pick up the kids from the sitter, Liz wondered if she’d lost her mind. Then Kai would run out to hug her and Bobby would beam his radiant baby smile and she’d realize it was all worth it.

Upon her release from the hospital, Jessica resumed her party life and Patrick filed for guardianship of his grandchildren. A week ago, Liz, a formerly childless widow, had become Patrick’s bride and grandmother to three-year-old Kai and one-year-old Bobby. Despite the warm autumn Saturdays spent at the park with the kids, the shadow of the hearing lingered. Next week, they would face Jessica in court.

Of course, work had been a nightmare with the pressure to close as many deals as possible in order to have a much-needed successful end of quarter. To make matters worse, Orion Software’s CEO, Cameron Stone, had flown in for the week from San Francisco. Every time Liz glanced up from her computer, he’d lean in her office doorway, asking for the latest update on the four major deals in the works. With the contract redlines piled on her desk for review, she had been crazy to agree to meet Patrick for lunch.

Liz parked the car and glanced at her reflection in the rear view mirror. She smoothed a few stray hairs back into her dark bob and applied a swipe of lipstick, wishing her eyes didn’t look so tired. Liz stared at the neon Aces High sign that towered high above the adobe motel with the faded red tile roof, and then checked the address on Patrick’s text. The addresses matched, but there was no restaurant or café in sight on the tree-lined neighborhood off Virginia Street. She texted, “Where are you?”

The response was immediate. “Room 9, door is open.”

Liz opened the door to a cheerful retro chic room featuring black and white tile. Lace curtains framed the windows. Wearing a crisp blue Oxford shirt and khakis, his blond hair rumpled, her husband was stretched out barefoot on the black wrought-iron bed.

“A brunette with sexy green eyes and dynamite legs, just what I ordered.” Patrick set his cell on the black iron nightstand and smiled. Was it less than four months ago that that killer grin had beguiled her from across the dance floor? Damn, she never could resist those dimples.

“How did you find this place?”

“In its glory days, Aces High was the place to stay in Reno. Guests came here from all over the world, even a couple members of the Rat Pack. It was a blighted shell when one of my tax clients, Grace McGuire, bought it eight years ago. With crowd funding and a few miracles, she brought the place back to life.” He motioned to the bright room with its framed Art Deco travel posters.

“I like it.” Liz dropped her purse and kicked off her pumps. Patrick motioned for her to join him. A vague sense of guilt lingered, and she hesitated. A mid-day tumble in bed during a work day felt sneaky and forbidden. Her cheeks flushed and familiar warmth enveloped her core. “If we’re married and on our own time, why does this feel like we’re sneaking around?” she asked.

“Because you usually work through lunch, and by being here with me, you’re being unfaithful to all those files piled on your desk. They’ll survive without you for a little while.” He plugged his cell into a portable speaker on the nightstand. Immediately, the cool sultry tones of one of their favorite Bachata tunes filled the room. “Come here.”

The smooth Latin rhythms penetrated her soul, erasing all of the remaining tensions of the morning. If they were at Eclipse, they’d be the first ones on the dance floor as soon as the Bachata music started. She slipped off her slacks and laid them over a chair. Patrick’s smile deepened as she joined him on the bed.

“Besides, I figured, since we couldn’t take time off for a real honeymoon, we could take it a day or an hour at a time.” A delicious shiver went through Liz as he lightly stroked her forearm.

“At an hour at a time, that could last a long time,” she replied, her fingers traced his jawline.

“336 hours—I figure we need at least two weeks for a proper honeymoon.”

“It would only be right,” Liz agreed. His fingers stroked her skin as he slowly unbuttoned her blouse.

“No rush, we’re ten minutes from your office,” Patrick reminded her as she struggled with his shirt buttons. Why did men’s shirts have to have so many buttons? He had already slipped off her bra his fingers traced slow circles around her breasts.

“But if we hurry, we have more time to be naked,” she told him as the final button finally yielded. Lately, their lovemaking had consisted of furtive, hurried couplings well under the covers in their darkened bedroom. Liz usually kept on her nightshirt in case they were interrupted by Kai in need of a glass of water or comfort from a nightmare. She couldn’t remember the last time they’d been fully naked together.

“You’re right. Smart and sexy.” Patrick soon shrugged off his shirt and removed his khakis.

“So good to see you,” Liz said. For a few delicious seconds, she studied him, her gaze moving slowly from his broad shoulders to the bronze tendrils of hair at his navel. Then he drew her against him and pulled the sheet around them. With the sheet draped loosely along her back, leaving her shoulders exposed, Liz savored the heat of his chest pressed against her breasts. Cushioned by the soft mattress and cool sheets, she snuggled closer, so her body was warmed by the full length of his hard frame.

“You lead this time.” He moved so that she was positioned on top. The music shifted tempo, and she kissed Patrick deeply, her kisses matching the intensity of the music. The scrape of his whisker stubble against her mouth spurred her to kiss him harder. “Much better,” he declared.

“Yes!” Liz gasped as he kissed the curve of her breast.

“The place is deserted. You know what that means?” Patrick said. The kisses stopped, but his thumb toyed with her nipple.

“No.” Her mind a blur of arousal, Liz could hardly think straight.

“No one will care if we get a little noisy.” His mouth covered her taut nipple, and Liz gasped. Her panties soaked, she lightly rubbed against him. Patrick groaned as his cock strained against the thin fabric of his boxers. She stroked him as she removed his boxers and then quickly slipped out of her panties.

Patrick ‘s blue eyes gleamed when she gripped the iron headboard for support. “I like it when a woman means business,” he said, his voice deep and sexy.

“Do you want me to give it to you?”

“Oh yes.”

Liz guided his tip along her moist cleft, then inside. Though tempted to tease him, she couldn’t wait any longer. She moaned with pleasure as he filled her, her hips moving in sync with the music’s seductive tones, underscored by the bedsprings’ steady beat. She whimpered impatiently as Patrick’s hands drifted slowly down her back and held her tight to him. Driven by the music, Patrick matched her rhythm and thrust deeper into her. Liz cried out as the climax shuddered through her body while the closing notes of the song faded.

Light strains of classical guitar filled the room while they lay in a contented sprawl, the sun warm on their bare skin. Feeling weightless and relaxed, Liz longed to stay in their rumpled nest of fluffy pillows and soft sheets forever.

“If we get up now, you’ll have time
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