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Spice Guide
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This collection begins with sweet and ends with heat. Choose your spice level according to your mood. We hope you read and enjoy them all.

Spice Level 1  Hint of spice – kissing, but no sex 
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Spice Level 2   Spice – sex is behind a closed door 

––––––––
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Spice Level 3  Ramped up Spice – open door sex 

––––––––
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Spice Level 4  Spicy – explicit and open door  

––––––––
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Spice Level 5  Five alarm spice, trigger warnings likely-several explicit scenes 
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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
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Stories & Spice Levels
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System Reboot ~ Caragh Leon 

Rae was blamed. Hudson believed the lie. It’s time for a hard reset. 
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Gambling on Love~ Gianna M. Rose 

She needed a place to stay. He’s never stopped loving her.

––––––––

[image: ]


One More Time ~ Linda Bleser 

When one night of passion isn’t enough.

––––––––

[image: ]


Forever Loves ~ Trixie Travis 

Daisy wants to sell the family sex shop. Can Iris save Good Vibes by showing her daughter that the real magic isn’t in the toys but in the love they’ve helped spark?
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Fated Under the Roman Sun ~ Charley 

Love ignites and destiny ascends under the Roman Sun. 
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System Reboot
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By Caragh Leon

––––––––
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A year ago, Rae Caldwell was accused of sabotaging the online game she helped create. Disgraced and heartbroken, she walked away, leaving behind the one person she thought had her back.

Hudson Armstrong didn’t want to believe the woman he loved betrayed him. But old insecurities kept him from standing by her side when it mattered. Now, he knows she’s innocent. Guilt-ridden, he sends her a check from the game's multi-million-dollar sale, reigniting emotions neither buried.

Is it possible for love to reboot after a system failure? Or is their data too corrupt to repair? 
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Chapter One
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Rae Caldwell exited the elevator into a small welcome area taken up by a receptionist seated behind a U-shaped counter. Locating only one door, she pointed to it, not bothering with preliminaries. 

“The devil’s lair?” she asked.  

The blonde narrowed her eyes. Rising to her feet, she rounded the counter. Rae beat her to the knob. The door flew inward, banging against the wall. The assistant caught it with one arm over Rae’s shoulder, apologizing to the man turning from the panoramic windows. 

“Forgive me, Mr. Armstrong, your visitor didn’t give me a chance to learn her name.” 

The assistant had spunk, Rae thought. She stepped into the room, uncaring of her wet sneakers or the water dripping from the coat she’d found in the car—both borrowed from her brother-in-law. The summer rainstorm had caught her unaware. Without an umbrella and no close parking spot, she’d been grateful for the parka, although she still looked worse than a drowned gutter rat. 

Not that Hudson Armstrong was the image of refreshed. Rae blinked at the hollowness in his cheeks, pallid skin, and the purplish half-moon circles beneath his eyes. Gray strands threaded his dark curls and lay in patches of a beard he’d not had a year ago. He looked ten years older than his thirty-one years, and something odd fluttered near her heart. 

Rae shoved it aside and pushed back her shoulders. Hudson’s appearance—or his life, for that matter—was of no concern to her. He’d made that clear when he’d cast her from his life twelve months ago.

She brandished the check in her hand, her voice steady. “What the hell is this?” 

“Rae.” 

Her name on his lips, in the baritone drawl that had never failed to ignite tingles, stoked the ball of anger residing in her stomach. Like a surly child awakening from a nap, it wreaked havoc through her chest cavity and scorched its way into her throat. A harsh reminder of why she’d driven six hours from New York City to Riverwood Falls. It was not to rekindle—whatever they’d had in the past. 

“You bastard.” Her nails carved into the palm of her empty hand. 

His body jerked as if she’d struck him. Rae relished the reaction. Gone was the people-pleasing pushover she’d become at fourteen when her mother deserted the family. She’d stopped sacrificing her well-being and compromising her needs for others. 

This go-around, she’d leave when she was damn ready and on her own terms.

“Should I call security?” 

Rae had forgotten the assistant. 

Hudson shook his head. “Please bring a towel and a pot of coffee.”

“Tea,” Rae corrected. “Decaffeinated if you have it. Any flavor is fine.” Behind her, the door closed.

“No coffee?”

“There’s a lot about me that’s changed.” And none of it concerned him. She moved to the large desk and threw down the check. “What the hell is this?” she repeated, as he studied her face like he would a bug in a string of software code. 

Once, she would’ve trembled under a thorough perusal. But now Rae held her ground and met his gaze. She no longer cared about living up to others’ expectations. 

“Was the news release not included with the check?” he asked. 

“It was in the envelope.” Rae slipped her hand into the oversized coat pocket. Extracting a paper, she unfolded it. “What exactly was I supposed to do with it? Thank you for acknowledging me as an early contributor to the online game we designed? Appreciate the adjectives you spouted? Let’s see what were they again? Unparalleled vision, creativity, and passion.” She crumbled the sheet into a ball and lobbed it at his head. It missed, hitting his abdomen and falling to the floor. Rae wished the desk wasn’t between them and that she was tall enough to wrap her hands around his neck. “You left out my supposed sabotaging of Ubiety and the potential lawsuits.” 

And her innocence.

Hudson pinched the bridge of his nose. “I know the truth, Rae. Of what Felix did. I know he found your passwords. Hired someone to plant the infectious code and write those emails from your computer. He made it appear as though you had communicated with competitors. You weren’t guilty. The check is your fair share of the sale. You deserve it.”  

“How big of you,” Rae snipped.

“Felix admitted to everything.”

“Why would he do that?” 

“Because he screwed me, too.” 

Not a surprise. She’d seen the cunning manipulator hiding inside Felix’s good-old-boy exterior. Had known his intentions weren’t honest. But Hudson couldn’t forget the gaming teenager he’d once been. Alone in his basement, bullied by his peers, and berated by his father. He credited Felix for befriending him—for building his confidence and encouraging him to pursue his dreams. 

And Felix had sensed her suspicions. He’d plotted and eliminated what he’d considered the threat to his hold on Hudson, who’d fallen hook, line, and sinker.  

“Let me guess,” she said. “Felix made the deal with Silvanus behind your back?” 

“He used a contract loophole regarding missed work days. I had little recourse, as I was gone for several months.” A shrug lifted his shoulders. “We all benefited from the sale.”  

Rae sensed why Hudson had been absent. She’d read about his mother’s illness—her subsequent death. It sickened her that Felix had used that against Hudson, selling the game from under him. “You put the team together—not Felix. He may have encouraged you over the hump, but he did it for himself. To the tune of thirty million dollars.”

That number still staggered her. In the beginning, their goal—their hope—had been for a few thousand downloads and players across gaming platforms. Receiving five million downloads with over a million and a half playing Ubiety went far beyond anything they’d imagined. 

“He used all of us.”

Contriteness was unacceptable from someone who’d sent her a check without an apology. Fury heated her blood. 

“A journalist called me,” she spat, wanting to continue the blows. “He smells a story now that I’m linked to Ubiety. That was a poor decision, wasn't it? What’s stopping me from telling it all? How will Silvanus like you then?”

“I don’t work for them.”

She’d read that in the press release, too. Felix and the rest of the gaming staff were part of the sale, but Ubiety’s creator had opted out. 

Dropping her hands onto the desk between them, she leaned forward. “I’ve worked menial jobs because I lost my creativity. I will never forgive you. Not for this five-million-dollar check or a press release full of lies.” A scornful laugh escaped. “But you haven’t asked for absolution, have you?”

“Rae.”

“Stop saying my name!” She smacked her palm on the desk’s surface, her head pulsing with rage. “You owe me an apology, damn you, and this—” One finger stabbed at the check. “This isn’t it. I demand you—” The last part of her sentence died in a whimper as her abdomen abruptly spasmed. A subtle pinch took hold, tightening and spreading downwards. Rae reached behind her for the chair she’d bypassed. She sank down, fanned her face, and scrambled for excuses.  

“Are you about to faint?” Hudson dropped to one knee before her. “Why on earth are you wearing an insulated coat in the middle of an August heatwave?” Yanking at the coat’s zipper, he hollered, “Phyllis!” 

The blonde assistant entered, tray in hand. “It’s Phoebe, Mr. Armstrong,” she corrected. “I’m sorry, but I had to go downstairs for the tea.”

“Where the hell is the towel I requested? And bring my wife some water.” 

So she was his wife now that he knew she was innocent? 

“Please,” Rae snapped, scooting back in the chair. He was too close, tickling her nose with the familiar hints of mandarin, sage, and cedarwood. A cologne she’d once bought him.

He ignored her squirming, removing the zipper slide from the bottom stop and pulling the coat open. Shock widened his pupils. He rocked back on his heels, his gaze on her stomach. 

“You’re pregnant?” 
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Chapter Two
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Since Rae had barged into his office, angry as a gamer with lag, Hudson’s brain had short-circuited. He swallowed before he spoke her name—again. 

Rae was pregnant with a baby that wasn’t his.

That information wasn’t in the report on her life, lying in the blue folder on his desk. 

He knew every detail compiled in it, from the date he’d accused her of sabotage and sent her away. She hadn’t used the MFA degree she’d earned. Instead, she worked low-paying jobs, manning the front desk at a hotel and tending bar on the weekends. She lived with her sister and brother-in-law in a one-bedroom New York City apartment. 

He’d expected her to cash the damn check.

Never had he thought she’d appear in his office, despite the warning from the investigator he’d hired to find her. Linc Ford had suggested Rae might disapprove of his contact method. He’d advised him to apologize face-to-face. 

Hudson had taken the coward’s way out.

“Oh, dear.” The blonde the temp agency assured him was qualified as an executive assistant returned with a towel and rushed to Rae’s side, helping her remove the coat. “How far along are you?”

Rae’s face went from a beet red to a snowy white. “Thirty-six weeks. It’s not time.”

Phyllis—no, Phoebe—chuckled. “Babies enter the world on their own terms,” she said. “My three paid no heed to due dates.”

“Three?” Rae’s voice sounded as shocked as Hudson felt. “You’re too young to have three children.”

Phoebe laughed as she used the towel to dry Rae’s hair. “I knew when you stormed off the elevator with murder in your eyes, I would like you, but now I know we’ll be best friends. What’s going on? Tell me what you’re feeling.” 

“It’s not labor.” 

“Perhaps not. Humor me anyway.” 

Hudson watched Rae steel herself to refuse. He supposed that since she’d gone to such great lengths to hide the truth, she didn’t wish to discuss the matter in front of him. Annoyance replaced the acidity in his stomach. 

“I’m calling an ambulance,” he said, rising to his feet.

“No!” Rae reached out and grabbed his forearm. 

Hudson jolted at her touch, every nerve ending firing a signal to haul her into his arms. To bury his nose into her neck and whisper what a fool he’d been. Beg her for forgiveness. But then his gaze fell to her belly.

“You can’t have a baby in my office.”

“I don’t plan on it,” she said. “It’s only pressure.” 

“It could be Braxton Hicks contractions. Do you know about those?” Phoebe asked.

“Yes,” said Rae.

“No,” said Hudson. 

But he would. He swiped his cell phone from the desk and opened the browser. Typing it in, he ignored his assistant’s snort of laughter. Others’ amusement was common. Since childhood, his lack of social interaction and his preference for reading had brought him ridicule. But the written word garnered knowledge. He could adapt that to best fit his own use.

“It’s the body’s way of preparing for childbirth. They aren’t regular contractions or usually painful,” Phoebe said. She poured water from a pitcher and handed the glass to Rae. “You should stay hydrated.” 

“It’s gone.” Rae drank the water, color coming back into her face. “I’m sorry to be a bother. It just threw me off. I’m fine now.”

“We don’t know that for sure. A doctor should decide.” Hudson knew he’d feel better hearing from an expert, considering he knew sod-all about pregnancy or birth. Where the hell was the father? What sort of man allowed his pregnant—he hesitated on the correct word. Who let a pregnant woman drive two hundred and fifty miles alone?  

Or had he? The possibility that the mystery father waited for Rae outside slammed into Hudson like a cannonball, finding its mark. He abandoned his phone search to study his wife. 

She’d never asked for a divorce. 

Discomfort joined the dread in his chest, both sliding south to upset his stomach. Was that why she was here now?

“I don’t need a doctor or a search engine to tell me about my body.” She twitched in the chair, both hands cradling her pregnant stomach.  

“That was another one, wasn’t it?” He returned to his phone. Rae might not appreciate research, but it had always served him well. “On a scale of one to ten, how bad was it?”

“I. Am. Not. In. Labor.” She pinched her lips, her narrow eyes daring him to contradict her.

“Let’s get you on your feet,” Phoebe said, taking the empty water glass. “Changing positions is sometimes helpful. Calling your physician might also give both of you peace of mind.”

He’d make Phoebe’s job permanent if she got Rae to listen to that advice. Hudson nodded over Rae’s head as they took an arm and helped her stand. Upright, Rae shook them off. She refilled the glass and drank it, strolling as casually as one could, carrying another human, to the panoramic window with its view of the Adirondacks. The rain had stopped, and the late afternoon sun shone upon the diverse forest, its foliage vibrant in various green shades. 

Main Street lay deserted. Escaping the August heat, visitors and locals flocked to air conditioning while businesses considered Spanish siesta hours. Hudson liked Riverwood Falls’ small community, the picturesque town, and its proximity to the city—far enough to avoid the crowds, but reachable by air or car. 

As if she’d read his thoughts, Rae asked, “Why here? You loved California.” 

Only because she’d been at the same university he’d attended while finishing his military contract. But she didn’t ask out of curiosity. She was diverting him from her pregnancy. A condition he’d never have discovered if not for her labor pains. 

There’s a lot about me that’s changed.

Hudson tucked his hands into his back pockets, acknowledging his own truth. She’d earned the money, but Rae deserved an apology. He needed to pull his head out of his ass.

“Ubiety's sale enabled some personal changes,” he said. “Moving here was one of those.”

Rae turned from the window. Her dark hair had dried into waves around her face, the tips resting above her breasts. Her stomach, beneath a blue-flowered dress that hit her knees, protruded beyond her sneakers. How he’d ever missed it even beneath that damn coat was beyond him.  

“What were the others?” she asked.

“I was introduced to Hawkstone Elite. The company has a rehabilitation program that offers opportunities to rebuild lives and careers. They work with government employees. Mostly the military. I lived at their Midwest facility while the sale of Ubiety with Silvanus went through, working on my mental health.” 

Rae’s lips parted in surprise. “You saw a therapist?”

“I’m still seeing him—weekly via Zoom. Every two months, I fly back for an in-person meeting.” He inclined his head toward the window. “Hawkstone’s security and investigative division is here in Riverwood Falls. I work on their computer system. It’s my plan to start over here. Consult maybe. Design again. I have a lot of ideas.” He moved, stopping in front of her. “I should’ve trusted you.” 

“So, now that Felix has admitted I’m innocent, you believe it?” 

“No. That’s not what I’m saying.” Christ. There was a reason he’d let the others speak for Ubiety in meetings and at gaming conventions. He belonged behind the curtain, not in front of it. 

“Isn’t it?”

Hudson wanted to close his eyes to avoid the pain in hers. At fourteen, Rae had taken over the family household. Helping her father with the bills, she’d also seen that her sister, although deaf, lived a normal life. She’d put Bethany through college before she’d enrolled herself. She was the strongest person he knew. The only one, other than his mother, who’d seen his idiosyncrasies and insecurities and had loved him despite them. 

Hudson had promised to forsake all others before Rae, and three hours later, he’d done the opposite. He didn’t deserve any forgiveness.

“I let my fears of unworthiness roar into my head, the very ones you’d refuted in the license office that day. But I didn’t just fall into line behind Felix. Once I got off my high horse and moved past my hurt feelings, I questioned why you’d screw over Ubiety. It never made sense,” he said. “So, while my mother went through her treatments, I investigated. I tore apart the computer you left. Dug through the emails. Studied the code you’d supposedly slid into Ubiety, and when I hit a wall, I hired Hawkstone.” 
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