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      "I've enjoyed every book Carmen Falcone has written, but I have to admit that her Forbidden series mystifies me every time: the author possesses the unique ability to tackle touchy topics and turn them into entertaining, fun stories that still have depth, where feelings abound, where the couple really talk to each other." -Monique D., Goodreads

      "From laugh out loud to scorched by fire, Falcone is a master at seduction. ★★★★★" -Hopeless Romantic

      “Carmen Falcone is a master at these sexy short stories, nobody does it better." -Rhonda Z., Goodreads

      "I absolutely love Carmen Falcone's fun, flirty writing." -USA Today Bestselling Author Christine Glover

      "I can always count on Carmen Falcone to write a book full of heat, heart, and happy endings.” -Jennifer S., Goodreads
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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
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