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Dear Reader,

Thank you for reading my contemporary romance suspense stories. They are filled with dominant alpha-males who know what they want and take it - no matter the cost. All of them are gorgeous, successful, rich, and women are involuntarily drawn to them. The women they love are sassy, beautiful, and full of spirit. Not necessarily one of the rich and famous, these ladies know what they want and work hard to achieve success.

Please note: This book was previously published under my pen name, Linzi Basset, with the title, Now Is Our Time.

A standalone suspense hate-to-love billionaire romance

Spencer Reid didn't do repeats. One night was all any woman got from London's most notorious playboy banker, whose bedroom conquests made headlines as regularly as his billion-pound deals. Cold, calculating, and permanently unattached – that was his brand.

Until he locked eyes with Jessica Mulligan.

The same Jessica who'd brought him to his knees five years ago. His vow still burned in his memory: "When I find you again, you'll pay for every second of what you did to me."

Now she was within his grasp, and revenge had never tasted sweeter. But his carefully orchestrated cat-and-mouse game ignited something far more dangerous than hatred. One touch, and their explosive chemistry threatened to incinerate his plans for retribution.

Jessica knew she should run. The Spencer Reid hunting her now was a far cry from the man she once betrayed. But her body betrayed her at every turn, craving the very hands that promised to destroy her.

When shadows from her past resurfaced, Jessica faced an impossible choice. 

Could she trust the man who swore to break her, to be the one who saved her instead?

Happy reading!

Sabel Simmons
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​​Chapter One
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“Uncle Lew, please stop. I already said I’ll do it.”

Her uncle stopped his pacing. He spun to face her with a frown between his brows.

“You did? Why didn’t I ... What the hell? I don’t even know why I’m questioning you about it, you said yes. You’re my saving grace, my dear girl. The new owner isn’t someone to trifle with.”

“Hopefully, he won't be around while I'm there. I’m not in the mood for a grumpy old man.”

“I don't know about grumpy, but he’s not old, late thirties, I'd say. He is very arrogant and knows what he wants. Are you sure you feel up to it? It's summer break. You’re supposed to rest, not spend your time in charge of a team of painters.”

“I wouldn’t have offered if I didn’t want to do this, Uncle Lew. Besides, I still haven’t adapted to the easygoing life in the country.”

“You've been here five years, and you still miss the big city life?”

“I don't miss it. It was extremely rushed and hectic. The days were over before they began. Here ... during school breaks, I go crazy with boredom.”

Jessica turned to stand in front of the window, gazing out at the green rolling hills outside. Her uncle owned Hales Farm in Great Dunmow, an ancient market town in the Uttlesford district of Essex in England.

She was a preschool teacher at the Dunmow Saint Mary’s Primary School, teaching four-to-five-year-old children. The decision to move and start teaching there happened five years ago when she had a professional breakdown. She used to work in a high-powered environment as a sought-after divorce attorney, specifically coveted by celebs and rich and famous. Her specialty involved cases of mental and physical abuse that led to divorce for her client, whether they be male or female.

Her breakdown came after a high-profile divorce case that tested her sense of fairness, right or wrong, and above all her morals. Because she had already committed to the case and couldn’t withdraw, she had to see it through. It was the first and the last time in her career that she had felt guilty accepting payment.

She had only taken cases where she believed the client was mistreated and needed help. This time she hadn’t, and it was a bitter pill to swallow. Her client’s husband was cuckolded and ended up paying her for it.

The fact that her client had lied to her and omitted some facts carried little weight or eased her guilt. She had an instinct when a client lied to her but that time she’d ignored it, purely because of the husband’s arrogance during every single meeting they had. The only solace she had and could offer her client’s husband in the end, was to manipulate her client and get him sole custody of his unborn children. Even though the settlement had cost him one billion dollars, he got his twins, with some added security that his ex would never try to get them back.

He was a brilliant professional, and realizing what she had done, he even thanked her for it, but he made her a promise too. He never forgot anyone that did him in. She would pay for what she cost him ... even if it took him years.

Jessica managed to finalize the cases she had been working on, then packed up her home and left Los Angeles. She’d turned her back on all the glitz and glamor, on the life that had helped her grow her bank balance and made her a rich woman. The life that made her forget her integrity and morals had been packed away in the distant past..

“Would you be able to start tomorrow, love? There’s still about four to six weeks of painting work to be done, but he wants to move in two weeks from now.”

“Why? Doesn’t he know how busy you are?”

“He’s one of those people that once he has made up his mind, he vaults into immediate action.”

“Very inconsiderate of him to say the least.”

Uncle Lewis chuckled at Jessica's dry comment. It was sad that such a vibrant, beautiful woman had spent the past five years in a remote town in an area with less than eight-thousand people. She’d never told him the full story of what had happened, but the first few months after her arrival, she had seemed to hate herself. Only after she’d started working with the kids did she become the smiling, loving woman he used to know. 

[image: ]

“I’m sorry, sir, but this is the color stipulated on the list that we received.”

“Who is in charge here? I am not going to waste my breath arguing with you!”

“Jess. Over there in the entrance hall.”

The tall, muscular man stomped through the kitchen, down the wide hallway toward the entrance hall. He stopped abruptly and cursed.

Are these damn people all color blind?

He spun around and nearly toppled the ladder behind him. A husky expletive from above burned his ears.

“Bloody hell! Look where you're going dammit!”

Spencer took a few steps back and looked up and smiled. His cock smiled even broader at the sight that met his eyes. Forever tanned legs, so shapely, disappeared into white shorts. She wore a loose, short tee shirt and from his position he looked right up into the gaping top. Her breasts, covered by a flesh colored bra, stood firm, and rounded beneath the material. Her dark red hair was pulled in a ponytail behind her head. She was busy painting the atrocious biscuit color that had annoyed him when he walked in.

“You better stop that splattering on the wall, woman. Clearly, you don’t have a clue about color. This is not the shade I asked for!”

Jessica froze.

Oh God, it can't be. Please not him. It can't be him.

“Are you deaf? Get off that ladder.”

She took the cap that she had stuffed in her back pocket and slapped it on her head before she climbed down the ladder. Stalling, she grabbed a cloth hanging over one of the ladder rungs and rubbed her hands clean. Jessica took a deep breath in preparation to face him. She sighed in relief when her uncle joined them.

“Mr. Reid, what are you doing here so early? We expected you a week from now.”

“I decided to come earlier to make sure all is going according to plan. Clearly, it’s a good thing I did too. This is not the color I asked for, nor is the color in the kitchen!”

Lewis frowned and glanced at Jessica, who still stood with her back to the angry man and was now glaring at him. He looked at the wall and frowned again.

“You specified the color ochre, Mr. Reid. This is the color ochre. A light, yellowish-brown. If you wished for a lighter shade, you should have mentioned it in your email. Jess did mention that she believed the color was too dark for the entrance hall and that a champagne color would be more suitable.”

“She did, did she? Why don't we go to the study and review the color swatches, shall we?”

Lewis turned to follow the annoyed owner and stopped to look at Jess.

“Coming Jess?”

She mumbled something unintelligibly. Spencer turned to see her shake her head, her face nearly covered by the cap. He growled with annoyance.

“Let's go, woman. I don't have the whole damn day, nor do you. Especially since everything you have done so far will have to be redone.”

She huffed but turned to follow them reluctantly. He came to an abrupt halt in the study and his chest blew up to double its size. He spun to Lewis and glared at him, pointing at the walls.

“I know for a fact I did not ask for this color in here! I was quite happy with the work till now, Mr. Morgan. What the hell is going on?”

Lewis cleared his throat and looked at the walls painted in antiqued-white. He glanced at Jessica. She shrugged.

“I wanted the walls painted white. Pristine, clean, simple white. This is not white!”

“Sure, it is.”

“What was that?”

He growled at Jessica as she continued to mumble. “Open your damn mouth woman. I am rapidly running out of patience.”

“It is white.”

He glared at her, but the cap still hid her eyes and nose. Only her full, strawberry-red, plump lips were visible above a rounded pert chin. His charcoal-silver eyes slowly dropped lower to her delicious breasts straining against the loose tee-shirt. Her nipples pebbled into hard nubs, proof that she was affected by his stare. All his blood rushed south to pool in the erection that suddenly pressed firmly against his jeans. Her toned stomach was visible courtesy of short top. The shorts were low on her hips with the top two buttons undone. He drew a slow breath into his lungs. He looked forward to an intimate discussion about the color white with little miss Jess, spread out on his white, pristine, Egyptian cotton sheets.

Where the hell did that come from? I never take women to my bed.

Spinning to the large Oregon desk, he grabbed a piece of paper. He walked to the wall and slapped white paper against it glaring at her with raised eyebrows.

She shrugged, lifting her face slightly. Her straight nose was small. The glitter in her eyes was visible even at a distance. Her eyes were a deep blue, which triggered his memory. She was absolutely stunning, even with a streak of ochre paint on her cheek. Her dark red hair fell forward over her shoulder from the ponytail behind her head. He wondered what her hair would look like spread out on his pillow.

Bloody hell. Enough already.

“Correct me if I am wrong, but I see a major difference between the white paper and what you claim to be white ... Jess.”

“Jess, I seem to recall that this room was supposed to be painted white.” Lewis turned to her with a frown.

“Which would have been extremely boring. You can't deny that this color adds warmth and depth to the room. Besides, it is white.”

Spencer's eyebrows rose, his annoyance clear in his voice.

“It is?”

“Yes, antique white.”

“Antique—oh, Lord. Please save me from a ...” he dragged in a deep breath. “Let me make this as clear as I possibly can in plain English. I am the customer. You are the contractor. I give the instructions and you execute them. Simple and uncomplicated.”

Spencer turned to Lewis and his voice was sharp and irritated.

“Fix this, Mr. Morgan and quickly. This entrance hall needs to be this color ... and ...”

“That is not ochre, it is dark champagne,” Jess piped up spitefully.

“The kitchen needs to be this color.” He flipped to another screen on his laptop and Jess smirked.

“That is not olive, it is olivine.”

“And this room, white. Normal white, not a shade of white.”

Lewis glared at Jessica, so, she thought it prudent to keep her thoughts to herself. Neither one of the men seemed to appreciate her candor. She was still in shock that Spencer Reid was the owner of the Ash Grove Estate and moving here permanently. Fate seemed adamant to be cruel to her. At least it was clear he had not yet recognized her.

But how would he? She was not the glitzy blond, perfectly groomed, long-nailed attorney wearing tailored, expensive, brand name clothing. Her father was angry and then sad, the first time she went home after she bleached her glorious dark red hair blond. But it suited LA and the market of celebrities and the rich and famous that she served. It took nearly eighteen months to get her original dark red shade of hair back shiny and healthy, instead of dull and lackluster from the bleaching. She was just thankful it could be saved and had not been damaged permanently.

But she had never forgotten him. He was just too attractive, too big, too muscular, and he was the first man to ever affect her so totally. He was the husband of her client, yet every time his steely eyes met hers across the table, they glittered with heat. Every time her body reacted, tightening, and flooding her panties. Because of that, she ignored her gut instinct that all was not well with her client’s claim. Because of that she had cost him a lot of money. His threat still woke her up some nights in the same deep, harsh voice that shook her to the core, as he thundered from below her when she had stood on the ladder.

“No one does to me what you just did, Lexi Sparks. No one. You've cost me ... and I am not referring to the money. We will meet again, that is a promise ... And when that day comes, you will pay for what you did to me.”

To this day, she prayed that he had rather demanded the divorce be handled in the UK. He was a born and bred Brit, who had the misfortune of falling in love with an American woman with a big dream of stardom. At the time, they had been separated. She had filed for divorce in LA, because she had been working on a movie. Since she had been living in the US while shooting movies, she only saw her husband occasionally. 

She shuddered. He had found her, he just hadn’t realized it yet, and now he was even bigger, his shoulders wider, his chest broader, he was just so much more ...  
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“What were you thinking, Jess? You know very well how this business works. We give the customer what he asks for. Not what you think looks better,” Lew said once they got back to the office. 

“I know and I’m sorry. I will work late to re-paint the study, but the other colors were on his order, that is not our fault.”

“Isn't it? We always double check the colors to the customer’s swatches. Did any of the guys check them? As the person in charge, did you?”

Jessica sighed, knowing she was to blame. She asked them to check, but had been busy painting the kids’ room, so she never went back to verify they had done as told.

“I guess he is going to be even more peeved when he checks the kids’ room.”

Lewis froze and he glared at her.

“What did you do?”

“I ... er ... just painted a mural on the wall in their playroom and on the ceiling in their room.”

“You did what?”

“Uncle Lew, they're little kids, they need color and joy around them.”

“True, but it’s not up to you to decide what it should be. Do you have any idea what this could do to my reputation? Needless to say, I am losing profits as the day progresses.”

“I’m sorry, I guess I did not think it through properly.”

“No, you didn't. Best get your ass back over there to apologize, and then put in the extra hours to repaint those rooms as well.”

“Now? Can't it wait until tomorrow?”

“No! Now.”

“But it is nearly sunset.”

“Best get going then.”

Jessica huffed and slammed out the front door. Lewis watched her speed down the road with a secret smile on his lips.

Jessica was annoyed with her uncle. Surely this could have waited until morning. She pressed her foot harder on the gas pedal and her little SUV shot through the wide entrance gate of the Ash Grove Estate. She brought the car to a screeching halt and stormed up the stairs to the door.

“Shit,” she muttered and winced at the loud thumping that echoed through the house as she slammed the cast iron doorknocker with force against the door. She waited and then slammed it again. Still no response. Reaching out, she gently pushed open the door and peered around as she stepped inside. There was light coming from the kitchen and the staircase. The hallway lights upstairs to the right side of the stairs were also lit.

“Hello? Anyone here?”

Her sandals were silent on the heavy wooden floors as she walked to the kitchen, which was empty. Retreating, she moved back to the entrance hall. She was tempted to just leave and face the gauntlet the following day, but she did not want to disappoint her uncle any further.

Slowly, she ascended the stairs with trepidation in every step, hoping he wasn’t there.

“Hello? Anyone here?”

Still no answer, so she followed the hall to the room in the corner, the only one with lights on. She called out once again and groaned when no one answered. The door to the room stood wide open, but she knocked on it and called out again. She heard a rumble from the bathroom and froze. Just her luck ... catching the damn man in the shower. Before she could retreat back downstairs, he walked into the room from the bathroom, drying his hair with a towel, dressed in tight Calvin Klein jockey shorts.

Just like that, her panties were soaked. His shoulders and chest were even broader than she thought, tapering into a narrow waist and tight hips. His abs were ... holy cow, yummy and the ridges sculpted perfection. His legs were strong, and the muscles of his upper body followed all the way to his large, masculine feet. 

Jessica swallowed and his charcoal-silver eyes caught hers. He stopped drying his hair and draped the towel over his shoulder. Watching her, he first ran his hands through his short-cropped hair before they fell to his hips. Good Lord, it was not fair that a man was this gorgeous. His face was chiseled perfection with a square jaw below wide and seriously kissable lips. His nose was straight, a perfect guide for his straight eyebrows, which complemented his hooded eyes. Her eyes strayed to the deep dimple in his strong jaw.

“Well, well, well. What have we here?”

“I ... er ... apologize for ... I did knock and call out.” His eyes flashed over her body, his hooded eyes hesitating on her full breasts straining against the tight bodice of her sundress.

Damn, this woman was more than tempting. She was poison. 

She had a perfect heart-shaped face, with high cheekbones, a rounded chin, and a full, pouty mouth. Her pert, but straight nose flared slightly under his scrutiny, her perfectly shaped eyebrows curved over her almond-shaped dark blue eyes. Her dark red hair was loose with the tresses tumbling over her shoulders to her lower back. His attraction to her was instantaneous and unexplained, but he allowed it to flow through his body.

“My uncle made me come.”

“It must be serious if it could not wait until morning?”

Jessica cleared her throat, her insides quivering uncontrollably at the sight of his muscled nakedness.

“Why don't I wait downstairs while you get dressed?”

Spencer chuckled. If she thought for one moment she was leaving this room before he had tested how she looked on his pillows, she was seriously mistaken.

“I am as dressed as I intend to be. I have no plans other than to get something light to eat and then go to bed. So, angel, talk to me.”

She scowled at him as she cleared her voice.

“My uncle's reputation is very important to him. I apologize for not following your instructions in the study ... and the kids’ room.”

When his face turned thunderous, she cringed, wishing for invisibility. A brief nod toward the hallway was a clear order. Pivoting on her heels, she led the way to the rooms across the hallway. She switched on the light and stepped inside and to the side, watching him walk through the door. Cool eyes swept the room and then he tilted his head to the ceiling. Clouds, stars, and the sun were painted in a beautiful swirl, looking down on them.

He walked through the door leading to the playroom and stood looking at the mural on the wall for a long while. It depicted a forest with all the little furry animals on one side and cars, planes, busses, and dancing fairies on the other. On the third wall, she had painted a black writing board to mid height and a measuring tape for measuring their growth. It was a room for fun and laughter. His kids would love it.

Unflinching he stared at her for a long while. Somehow he could not shake the feeling that there was something familiar about her.

“Well? Do you want me to repaint this as well?”

“No, this I like.” He walked closer and she turned to rush through the door and started down the passage toward the stairs.

“I'll be back in the morning then.”

“Not so fast.”

Jessica stiffened and turned. She started when she brushed against him, he stood so close. Her throat clogged up and she swallowed hard.

“There is also the little matter of my bedroom.”

Her heart missed a beat and she clenched her teeth. Damn him. There was nothing wrong in that room.

“What's wrong in your room?”

“I'd rather show you.” He turned and sauntered to his room. She closed her eyes to avoid watching his tight ass that made her insides quiver even more.

“Can't it wait until morning?”

“You're here now, I might as well show you.”

She sighed and followed him into his room. The moment she was inside he slammed the door shut and pressed her back against it, his hard body holding her captive. His hands around her throat forced her to look up.

“You should have known better than to come here alone, angel.” His head lowered and his lips scorched her throat. Jessica shivered as her fingers clamped around his arms.

“What are you ... ooh ... doing?”

“What I wanted to do the moment I set eyes on you.”
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​Chapter Two
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His lips trailed fire where he touched and by the time his lips closed over hers, she could not even fight him, she was so desperate to taste him. The kiss was deep, slow as he rubbed his lips from side to side against hers before he swept his tongue past her lips with slow deliberateness. He explored the soft insides of her mouth, tangling his tongue with hers and deepened the kiss. The moment Jessica responded with equal fervor, and the kiss turned wildly sensual.

The blood in her veins pulsed with heat and her insides quivered with need. She barely felt him unzip her dress at the back and push the thin straps from her shoulders. Spencer leaned back and pushed the dress over her hips. It dropped silently to the floor. He pressed his chest against her and groaned when her hard nipples stabbed into his chest.

Jessica tried to clear her fogged mind, shrieking when Spencer picked her up and carried her to the bed. He laid her down and curbed her struggles by following her down, pinning her down with his leg over hers and his arm around her waist, his lips never leaving hers.

She moaned when his hand started to roam over her stomach and higher to circle her breasts. He cupped one and plumped it in his hand to gently knead it, enticing both her nipples to an even tighter and near painful arousal. Arching her back, she pushed her breast deeper into his hand. He drew circles around her nipples, first one breast then the other, forcing desperate moans from her.

“Ohh,” moaning into his mouth, she arched into his hand when he feathered his palm over her nipples. Lifting his head, he watched her with a tender smile. She was beautiful in her aroused state. He rolled her nipple between his fingers, causing a husky groan and she bit her lip.

Spencer could not deny himself any longer and tasted her with his tongue, all the way between her breasts to kiss up the slope toward her nipple. A flick of his tongue over the tight nub forced an even louder moan from her. Jessica cried out when his lips closed around the tip and sucked her nipple into his mouth. Spencer flinched when her nails tore into his back.

He suckled the delicious nub and moaned in pleasure, swearing he had never tasted such exquisite treasures. The other nipple received the same torturous pleasure.

“Lord, woman, you taste like heaven.”

His hoarse, raspy voice broke through Jessica’s sensual haze. 

Good Lord! What am I doing? 

Jessica pushed desperately against his chest, forcing her traitorous body to abort the pleasures and passion he unleashed in her.

“Stop! You ... have to stop.”

He suckled her nipple pulling and tugging at it, forcing another groan from her lips. Her legs tangled with his and her hips pressed desperately at his hard thigh resting between her thighs.

“Please ...”

He released her breast and leaned closer to look in her desire filled eyes.

“Please what, angel? Please take me or please stop? Your body is giving me a different message than your lips, blue eyes.”

Jessica’s breathing became fast and choppy, her core clutched and begged for more. His eyes were nearly silver and kept hers captive when he flicked his fingers over her clit, still covered by her thong. She moaned and bit her lip. The years of secretly wanting him crashed down around her. Oh God, that felt so good. She wanted more ... she needed more.

He stroked his fingers over her hips and then tore her thong in two. Before she could utter a sound, his fingers flicked over her clit.

“Ohh,” she moaned, twitching as he rubbed his fingers over it, up and down and then in slow circles. Her inner muscles clamped in anticipation.

Spencer spread her legs wider and dipped a finger inside her, growling when he found her hot and wet. He spread her wetness over her clit and rubbed faster, licking, and sucking her nipples.

Lord knows I need to get inside this woman ... fast.

He growled when she thrashed against his hand, her nails tearing at the skin on his back. Tightening his lips, he suckled harder and pulled her breast deeper into his mouth. Slowly dipping his finger inside her again, he rubbed her wetness all over her clit, rubbing and circling faster, harder. Jessica felt her body turn to a raging volcano; her whole body was on fire. The pressure that built inside her was so intense she felt as if she was about to tear in two. Her orgasm clutched at her pussy so suddenly she screamed and arched hard against his hand. She struggled to draw a breath and then suddenly his hard, blunt tip was there, breaching her lips and he surged inside, hard, and so deep she screamed at the unexpected fullness.

Lord he was big!

Spencer’s breathing was ragged. He leaned over her with his hands next to her face, realizing he needed to give her time to adjust to his size. But her pulsing pussy pushed him past his control and he drew back and plunged. Hard, deep, and fast. Jessica cried out, her body still resisting his large cock filling every inch of her. Spencer felt it, drew her legs up, and hooked them over his shoulders, opening her wide to accommodate his girth. His breathing was hard and choppy. He gave her all of five seconds to adjust and started thrusting with such force and speed, she could only hang on. She screamed when a second orgasm nearly ripped her in half, it was so intense and so unexpectedly quick. Spencer plunged into her with even more force, her clenching and milking muscles driving him to desperation.

He did not feel her nails scoring his back any longer, nor did he notice her panic when she could not draw a breath. Her body came to a standstill as her pulsing core took over in an extended and drawn out climax with every thrust of his large cock into her. Spencer felt the pressure at the back of his balls shoot through his cock and explode inside her. He pushed down and leaned into her, bottoming out, every muscle in his body tense. Forcing a deep breath in his lungs, he slowly pulled her legs down and wrapped them around his waist. He thrust with short quick strokes until every drop had left his aching cock.

Only then did he experience her orgasm. The still pulsing inner muscles milking at him inside her, her hands desperately clutching at his shoulders, her breathing shallow and choppy. He lifted his torso and leaned his weight on his elbows. He spread his legs and pushed deeper into her. Amazed that she managed to take all of him. Even more amazed that he had a climax that surpassed any he had ever had before. But then, it had been over a year. Damn. A whole year since he had found release inside a woman’s hot body.

Shit! Without a condom. I have never been that reckless. This woman ... she does something to me.

Stroking her hair, he leaned down and kissed her softly on her lips. She drew a deep breath and he groaned as she pulled him even deeper in the process. Their eyes met and they looked at each other with passion still shallow in them.

“I was extremely reckless and did not think to get a condom. Are you on the pill, angel?” She nodded and squirmed beneath him. “Still, we won’t take unnecessary chances. I’ll make sure from now on—”

“This ... I ... it should never have happened.”

“Don't over-think this, angel. We both needed and wanted it. I sure as hell wanted you and the night is still young. Plus, I have a huge hunger for you that I need to take care of.”

She shook her head, unwrapped her legs from his waist, and pushed at his chest.

“No. Maybe I did need it, but I have to go.”

“Not yet, you don't. Not if you’re honest with yourself.”

His lips lowered to tug and suckle her nipples again and she was lost. It was hours later when she unwrapped herself from his legs and arms and carefully lowered her feet to the floor. She glanced back at him, lying on his back, sleeping deeply. Lord, the man was gorgeous and so damn good in bed. She found her dress and quickly pulled it over her head. Her sandals were by the bed and she bit her lips. 

Jessica needed to get out of here. She was not going near that damn bed again. Silently, she slipped through the door and hurried barefoot down the hall on wobbly legs. Wobbly from the hours of having them spread wide.

She sighed in relief when she drove through the gates and sped to her cottage. Luckily, it was quite a distance from her uncle's house and he would not notice her arriving home at three in the morning.

Oh Jessica Lexi Mulligan. How could you have been so stupid? How could you have allowed Spencer Reid of all people to turn you into a mindless, sex-craving slave?

Her quivering body, shivering skin and pulsing clit all answered in unison. Because he did it so damn well. He made her body sing with pleasures she had only ever dreamed of, made her beg over and over for release. Neither of them could get enough of the other.
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