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Editorial 
 

First, you will notice that as of this issue, we are officially registered with our own ISSN. 
Our schedule is now Seasonal, which means four times a year, with leeway, because of 
the changes in our lives and careers. 
 
The Valentine Issue is an annual event for us, and it’s always out on Valentine’s Day. 
Each issue has also been a bit different from our usual fare, and this one is no exception, 
as you’ll see. We were running late, and short of material, so I put out a call to the 
awesome ladies from Ellora’s Cave Publishing. These are exceptional authors, and are so 
supportive of each other. They came through again. So, special thanks to Jocelyn Dex, 
Tina Donahue, Kayelle Allen–who will be with us next issue. Also, one of my favourite 
ladies, Desiree Holt, will be joining us next issue. I stalk her on a regular basis, so she 
can’t escape this, you realize.  Diana DeRicci stepped up and gave us a look at her 
latest release, too, from Purple Sword Publications. Nicole Morgan has also selected a 
special excerpt for your to enjoy. So, all in all, you will have some great reading this 
issue. 
 
Plus, we have some original writings for you to enjoy. The theme of the day is romance, 
after all!! We’ll also introduce you to the new features you can look forward to in our 
next issue, which is going to be a special one – our Fifth Anniversary issue!! 
 
So, lots of reading for you this time, and as always, our gratitude for your on-going 
support of this magazine and our efforts to entertain you! We welcome feedback and 
ideas if there are things you’d like to see us do in future issues, so feel free to contact us 
anytime. Don’t forget to follow us on Twitter and give us a Like on Facebook, too! 
 
Also, ad images, banners, and links are all live and clickable as of this issue. 
 
Denysé 
 
Denysé Bridger & Heather Shaw 
Editors / Owners, 
Kayden McLeod 
Art Director / Owner 
Sensual Treats Magazine 
 
Website  |  E-mail  |  Twitter  |  Facebook  
 
 
  

http://sensualtreats.webs.com/
mailto:sensualtreats@gmail.com
http://twitter.com/sensual_treats
http://www.facebook.com/OnlineRomanceMagazine


Our Featured Columnists 

These columns will begin appearing in each issue, starting this Summer! 
 
ARTISTIC TREATS with R L Stuemke 
 
Artistic Treats is a column dedicated to the great variety of artistic abilities that our fellow 
humans demonstrate for us, tempting our senses with their talents in such areas as music, 
literature, visual arts, acting, and dance.  Usually, each issue of ‘Sensual Treats’ has a particular 
focus or theme, and I hope to be able to choose a specific artist or type of artwork that reflects 
that theme.  The first Artistic Treats column appeared in the Winter 2014 issue; the theme for 
that issue was magic and magical beings.  I chose to write about the magic a good musician can 
produce, my example being Raul di Blasio, a brilliant Argentine pianist who says that music 
makes him feel like there are ‘wings on my fingers’.  Future columns will introduce you to 
specific authors, composers, painters, all types of artists and performers, and the incredible 
treats they produce for us. 
 
CERRIDWIN’S COTTAGE with Colleen Love 
 
Cerridwin’s Cottage will be an article about home, hearth and garden through the eyes of the 
wise crone, Cerridwin. 
 
She will invite you in to her cottage to sit before her fire while stirring the greal, within her 
cauldron, Amen. 
 
She will share in her knowledge of gardening, herbs seasonal foods and remedies.  
So join me in taking some sage guidance from an illustrious wiseone. 
 
BODY, MIND, AND SPIRIT with Penny Adams 
 
I will be focusing on a holistic approach to different health issues, believing that the mind and 
spirit must also be treated for true healing to happen. 
 
CUPID’S CORNER with Doctor Kelly Wallace 
 
As before, Kelly will be bringing us relationship articles and is open to questions if you would 
like to ask her advice. Kelly’s focus is on the heart, and how to find peace and happiness. 
 
WICCAN WAY with Heather Shaw 
 
An in-depth look at what it means to celebrate the natural path of The Goddess. A look at the 
energy, colors and magick that flow around us all. We will discuss holidays, moon cycles and get 
a glimpse into tarot cards, gems/crystals and candle colors. Turn to the column now for a quick 
look at the full moon celebration for Valentine's Day and the Storm Moon. Débuting in this 
issue! 
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The Winter Moon's Wolf 
Diana DeRicci  
Purple Sword Publications 
  
Dean navigated them into Cassan and 
down a side street. Cassan didn’t look 
much larger than Silo. A town that was 
more community than bustling 
metropolis. Pavement turned into dirt 
road as he followed directions. Divided 
lots with grounded trailers appeared. 
Mostly single-wides with a few doubles 
tossed into the mix. Short fences or chain 
link separated yards. Yards filled with 
snowmen. It made him smile to see them 
all. He could imagine the kids and the 
havoc they would cause to make those 
stacks of snow. 
 Pulling into a driveway, he waited 
for Dean to make the next move. The 
house wasn’t the cream of the crop on the 
street, but it wasn’t in bad shape by any 
means. “Not what I pictured.” 
 Dean snorted. “Why spend huge 
bucks on a house, when all I really need 
is a roof?” 
 “Did you share this?” 

 “No. I bought this after Daniel died.” He fiddled with the buckle. “I appreciate 
your help today. I know I said thank you, but I mean it. You saved me again.” He 
grinned loosely. “You’re getting way too much practice at it for my liking.” 
 Cade reached but his hand halted midair. “I owe you an apology, a big one, for 
earlier today.” 
 “Forgotten.” Dean hit the release on the belt. 
 “It’s not that easy.” He looked around at the fairly quiet street. “Can we talk 
inside?” 
 Dean shrugged. “Sure.” 
 Cade followed, wondering how he was going to fix that morning’s f***ups, and 
what he was going to say. How much he was going to say. 
 Dean unlocked the front door and let Cade in to shut it behind them. He 
unclasped his coat and hung it on a single standing rack, checking the smears on the 
back. “I’ll have to take this to the cleaners. That is nasty.” He faced Cade. “What did you 
want to say?” 
 Cade swallowed, actually feeling it when Dean’s gaze locked with his. His toes 
tingled. His f***ing toes. “I don’t know how to do this,” he finally pushed past his lips. 
 “What? Be friends?” Dean’s brow furrowed. 
 Cade closed his eyes, reopening them a few seconds later. “No.” He stiffened his 
spine, both physically and mentally. “Being gay has never been an option.” 



 Dean’s eyes narrowed. “It’s not an option.” 
 Cade avoided that stare; it knifed straight through him. F***up number three 
hundred and twelve. “No, it’s not. But I tried to make it one.” He shoved his hands into 
coat pockets to hide the fists he was making. “I refused to be gay, so I wasn’t,” he 
explained. At the least, he’d refused to allow any interest in men. Too much he still had 
to sort in his own mind. He only hoped he could make a sound argument to get Dean’s 
forgiveness. 
 Dean canted his head to the side. “Refused? Is that even possible?” 
 Cade huffed. “I can see you have never visited the land of denial.” 
 “No, I’ve known since Daniel and I were kids. Why would you do that to 
yourself?” 
 “Too many reasons,” he admitted. “At least for right now.” 
 Dean crossed his arms. “Not that tired. Try me.” 
 Cade now wished he hadn’t been so quick to start this. Wouldn’t a solid apology 
have been enough? Now it was too late. Time to own up. 
 “My brother, for one. We’ve always been a tag team of sorts. One-upmanship was 
invented for us. He’s found his mate…soul mate,” he quickly corrected. Dean wasn’t the 
only one feeling drained. Cade felt like he’d already gone rounds with Chris. Now… He 
had to be careful how to approach this. There was a shitload more to this, and so much 
at risk. “And I’m the last one standing. Again.” 
 “Ah. When you say you’re last, that’s what you mean. You’re the youngest.” 
 “Yeah.” He stretched his shoulders, trying to alleviate the building tightness. “So, 
there’s that. And I want children. I need a woman, a wife, for that.” 
 “No you don’t.” 
 Cade groaned. “Okay, okay. Alternatives, I get it. But that’s the tip of the whole 
iceberg. The two largest reasons.” At least two that he was willing to admit to. 
 “So you felt to be equal and then better than your brother, you had to find a 
woman? Do you really think Chris feels that way?” 
 “No,” he replied in confusion. 
 “Then you have no reason to either.” When Cade opened his mouth, Dean cut 
him off. “Look, if anyone understands that sibling rivalry tie, I do. But hiding who you 
are is wrong. You have amazing brothers and an incredible family. I can guarantee not 
one of them will look at you differently…okay, maybe shocked, but not different if you 
finally start being true to yourself.” 
 “I don’t know how to be gay. I don’t even look gay!” He growled in exasperation. 
 A snicker and a raised eyebrow chastised him. “Oh? I look gay, do I? What gave it 
away? My rainbow farts?” 
 Cade blurted a laugh. 
 “No, I know. It was my trail of gold glitter, wasn’t it? Did I have too much swish 
today?” 
 Cade cupped his chin to cover his mouth, chortling heartily. He turned away. 
“Stop!” 
 A firm tug on his elbow brought him front and center. “So what gave it away?” 
Dean asked with concerned gentleness. The absolute lack of anger was almost Cade’s 
undoing. 
 Gasping, he took a few panted breaths. “Honestly, I thought you were straight 
until you said you weren’t. Just very open-minded,” he said when he could speak 



normally. “Still doesn’t help me understand the how of it.” 
 “I can’t help you there.” 
 That surprised Cade. 
 “It’s too personal. It’s a journey. Only you get to experience it.” He scooted closer 
a couple of inches. “But unless this whole train wreck of you being an unmitigated 
asshole has been a product of something else, and not me, I can share that journey with 
you.” 
 Cade’s heart tripped. Green eyes impaled him. The fear that Dean didn’t like him, 
wasn’t attracted to him, was smashed to little bits beneath that stare. He couldn’t define 
what he’d been more scared of: being proven a fool, or baring himself after decades of 
refusing to acknowledge what he felt. 
 “Close your eyes.” 
 Cade blinked. Then shivered. 
 “Do it,” Dean commanded quietly. 
 Cautiously, Cade did. Fingernails bit into his palms where they remained curled 
in shuddering fists in his coat pockets. Blood rushed through his veins. Anticipation, 
and a hint of wary fear roiled inside his chest like a pending storm. 
 “Relax,” Dean offered. “Slow, easy breaths.” 
 A small shiver slipped under Cade’s skin at the timbre of his voice. He wasn’t 
cold. 
 He realized with no small amount of shock that it was turning him on, hearing 
him, finding his scent between them. Hearing Dean’s own slow breathing. 
 “Relax.” 
 The touch, when it happened, was feather light. A stroke of skin over his lip. He 
didn’t know if Dean was kissing him, or if it was a fingertip. 
 He realized he didn’t really care which it was. 
 “Still okay?” 
 Cade gulped, a harsh, hollow click following. He nodded when his voice couldn’t 
be found. 
 “Keep your eyes closed. No pressure.” More of the light caress. “Has any guy ever 
touched you?” 
 “No,” he whispered hoarsely. 
 “And you’ve never, either?” 
 He shook hard, rocking his stance. 
 “Easy. It’s okay. Take your hands out of your pockets. Leave your eyes closed.” 
 Stiffly, he managed to do as Dean asked. Harsh panting filled his ears. A needy 
void that had grown like a black hole over several months was suddenly calming. Dean 
continued to touch him, traced his lower lip, then his upper. Cade swore he was 
seducing him. The whole experience was surreal. 
 “Are you still hiding?” he asked kindly. “If this is what you’ve been missing, why 
fight it?” 
 “Because—” 
 “That argument is invalid. Try again.” Wry humor. He couldn’t see it, but he 
heard it. 
 “There’s more that you don’t know,” he finally admitted. So damn much more. 
 “I know. This is a big step to make. It’s a brave step. But lying about who you 
really are hurts yourself the most.” The light tease of skin to flesh didn’t stop, didn’t 



speed up. “Do you trust me?” 
 Cade trembled. “Yes.” 
 “Open your eyes.” 
 Disoriented, he did. Dean still stood before him. Cade swore he felt body heat 
though he’d moved no closer. Gentle fingers ghosted over Cade’s lips in butterfly 
sweeps, letting him see what he’d been doing. Then his hand fell away. Neither blinked 
for several heartbeats. Dean watching for something Cade didn’t know, and Cade 
waiting for the unknown. When it happened, he almost short circuited. 
 Dean tilted to close the distance between them and pressed warm lips to Cade’s. 
 He stiffened in shock. His immediate reaction was to shove him away, to deny, 
but he caught himself. 
 Barely. 
 A flicker of eyelashes proved Dean had caught the lightning swift battle. He made 
no noise, made no demands. It was simply pressure. Warmth. It felt… different. Firmer. 
There was the rougher brush of skin. Staring into Dean’s eyes was like staring over the 
edge of a steep cliff. 
 And Dean didn’t move. Not forward, not away. Sharing space and breath. The 
next action would be Cade’s choice. 
 Heat replaced shock as time stood still. A heat unlike anything in his life exploded 
beneath his skin, bone deep. Slowly, his tripping heart found a rhythm. 
 And with the knowledge that Dean was as steady as a rock in this decision, he let 
his eyes close and he returned the kiss.  
 
 

Visit the author here: www.dianadericci.com 
 

Buy the book here: 
 

Purple Sword Publications or Amazon 
 

www.coffeetimeromance.com 
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http://www.amazon.com/Winter-Moons-Wolf-Men-Silo-ebook/dp/B00HG2S296/
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A New Beginning 
By Brigit Aine 

 

 
 
 

Kylie knew that tonight was the night.  After months of playing the dating game, looking 
for the right guy and finding nothing but rotten apples, she could feel the change in the 
air.  Her time had come.  The man of her dreams was going to be at the festival tonight.  
A quick glance at the time told her she had just a few minutes to spare and she knew 
what to do with those.  In her mind she went over the colors she would need: red for 
passion, pink for romance, white for purity and gold for power.  The candle drawer 
revealed she had all that she needed.  Candle magick was her strongest and tonight she 
wanted to be prepared.  Not a spell, just a quick wish to the Goddess and a blessing that 
all she found tonight was what it needed to be. Her altar was still set for Imbolc, even 
though the date had passed, the town ritual and celebration was tonight, the colors were 
so pretty she hadn’t set it back up for everyday yet. Placing the candles in a diamond 
shape she lit them with her blessing in mind: 
 
 As the night opens me to be free 
 And my mind and body fill with glee 
 Love and peace the sanctuary sought 
 Fill night with good things wrought, 
 Our bodies meld, our minds in sync 
 Love to be found in the first blink 
 As I will, so mote it be 
 
Finished with the blessing Kylie spent a few minutes just sitting calmly talking with the 
Goddess.  Her path on this road having been one of discovery and love of self, she was 
now comfortable with who she was and ready to move forward with the rest of her life. 



A quick glance over her shoulder showed it was time to leave.  With a quick snuff of the 
candles, Kylie grabbed her bag and headed out the door.  The town festival for February 
was one that celebrated Love and Independence.  Not just Imbolc, the pagan festival for 
new beginnings, but the town’s independence from the evil that had once lurked in the 
shadows of the forest.  With the help of an outside coven, the shapeshifters who called 
the town home, and her own family, Crescentville was on its ways to rebuilding bigger 
and better.  Using the supernatural as a draw for tourists, the town was thriving and 
able to build back to the glory it once was.  
 
Pausing to lock the door on her little house, Kylie caught her reflection in the picture 
window that filled the front of her house with light.  Her shoulder blade length auburn 
hair gleaming in the sunlight, her white and black leather corset, paired with a short, 
pleated black skirt, and her black combat boots all fit together so nicely.  Over her arm 
she carried her white cape.  Today was a day for truth, new beginnings and purity, so the 
choice in her cape was deliberate.  Although it was warm right now she knew the 
evenings would cool off.  Her crystals jangling on her wrist and the pendent of silver and 
rose quartz warming nicely against her breast bone Kylie knew the energy of the day was 
reflected in her aura and personal energy.  Stopping a moment to ground herself, 
pushing some of the energy back into the earth so that she wasn’t sparkling too badly 
Kylie felt a sense of calm and peace wash over her.  The connection to Goddess Earth 
one that she had only just discovered on her path and was enjoying immensely. 
 
As she approached the festival, the energy in the air was palatable.  Seeing the colors 
and patterns that were formed by it Kylie knew that this was something special.  While 
they help the festival every year, it was always this blessed.  This year, something special 
was in the air.  With the addition of a full coven to the town, and the acceptance of all 
things paranormal the town itself became alive, not just the people in it.  The stores 
sparkled, feeding on the positive energies of the people around them; the flowers 
bloomed bigger and brighter, the trees puffed out to help provide places for children’s 
laughter to grow.  Looking around for her friends and a place to put her stuff Kylie 
spotted them on a hillside, waving down at her.   
 
Smile coming naturally as she walked up the small hill, Kylie realized there was a hum of 
energy coming from the group that wasn’t normally there.  Her friends were all magical 
in some way, but they didn’t normally hum with untouched energy.  Squinting her eyes 
as she approached Kylie tried to determine what might be causing the new thread of 
energy from them.  Sending out a brief spurt of her own energy Kylie searched for where 
this new sense was coming from.  Her heart jumping as she picked up a sense of 
excitement from the energy source.  Her pace quickening Kylie made it to where her 
friends were, seeing big grins on all their faces, sharing hugs with them. 
 
“Alright you guys, what is going on?  I could feel the energy all the way down the hill,” 
Kylie asked the question as she settled her things next to those of her friends.  Realizing 
they had a perfect space to view the fireworks. “And wow how did you score such an 
amazing space for us?” 
 
“Well,” her best friend Sasha grinned big, “we were scouring for a spot when all of a 



sudden a guy waved us up here.  As we were walking up we could tell this was a perfect 
spot for viewing, and waved back to say we were coming.  But when we got here,” and 
Sasha’s voice grew excited and hushed, “there wasn’t anyone here.  Not the guy, or 
anyone else, but there was a blanket on the ground, and an envelope with your name on 
it.” 
 
Her eyes widening, Kylie quickly glanced around her and then did a second glance, 
looking for colors and patterns.  Outside of the increased energy and excitement it didn’t 
seem anything was out of place. “My name?  Do you have it still?” 
 
“Of course we do,” the indignation at the question very clear in Sasha’s answer.  “Chris 
even scanned it for anything unusual, but it’s just an envelope.” Now there was 
disappointment.  Kylie had to giggle, Sasha was always after adventure.” 
 
The envelope found its way to her and Kylie carefully opened it.  She wasn’t worried 
since Chris had scanned it and he could detect a weapon or dangerous item in anything.  
No, her delicate opening was because she didn’t want to tear or ruin anything inside.  
The faint smell of citrus, orange and lemon, came from the envelope and Kylie shivered 
delicately.  Looking around her again she wondered if she was being watched, it 
certainly felt that way.  Her bracelet jingled lightly and Kylie pushed some energies into 
the stones so that they could alert her of anything unusual.  They began to vibrate and 
hum on her wrist.  Her dream man was close. Smiling secretly, Kylie turned her 
attention back to the envelope in her hand.  A piece of parchment slipped into her hand 
as she tipped the open envelope.  A small square, Kylie carefully unfolded it:  
 

 Kylie, 
 
 Our dreams have been touched and I cannot wait to see you in the 
waking world.  I will come when the fireworks start.  Our love and 
passion was destined.  Within the energies of the Goddess and the bounds 
of this Earth we shall be together.  
 
 Lawrence 
 
“Hey ouch.  Tone it down over there.” The jab from her friends brought Kylie back to the 
group, her laughter drowning out their complaints as she brought her excitement under 
control.  The gold and green flecks shooting from her aura were landing on them all.  
The blanket however seemed to be absorbing them, no smoke or sparks from it.   
 
“Sorry.  It appears we will be joined later by Lawrence.  He left this for us and after the 
ceremony, when the fireworks start, he will be joining us.” Her smile left no room for 
anyone to doubt that this was going to be something they could all look forward to. “I do 
believe that this is going to be an Imbolc Ritual not to be forgotten, and one that indeed 
brings new beginnings for all of us.” 
  



www.denysebridger.com 
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This book came about in an unusual way, it was once 
a short story, written for a specific theme. It went out 
of print almost eight years ago. Last year, I pulled it 
out and considered the many times I’d been told it 
would be a great longer story. With that in mind, I 
built the rest of the world it was set in, and created a 
deeper relationship. I submitted the story to my editor 
at Ellora’s Cave, and she felt it still needed more 
background and a larger canvas. I was bored with it 
by then, so I left it. Then the rest of the story started 
whispering, and I pulled it up and finished it. 
Originally, this was to be my return to Noble 
Romance Publishing, but before it could be released, 
Noble closed its doors in the publishing world. My 
good friend Gina Kincade and I have long wanted to 
work together, but somehow the right time was never 
there. When she said they had no “cowboys” on the 
catalogue, I offered this one. I love Westerns, have 
long been enchanted with them. My first real hero 
was Paladin in Have Gun, Will Travel–a show that 
was on years before I was born. But, the Old West 
heroes have left an indelible imprint on my heart, and 
I go back to that era often. I hope you’ll enjoy this 

latest look into the West of the past, and two very different people who discover passion and 
love can often be the same thing, and old wounds can still heal with love. Visit my blog today, 
and leave a comment behind, and your email address, and you could WIN a copy! 
 

CHAMPAGNE AND CHOCOLATE: 
Historical Western romance 
 
Available February 14th, 2014 from: 
ARe Romance  |  Smashwords  |  Publisher 
 
From different worlds, drawn by desire, passion is about to change their lives 
forever.... 
 

Austin Standish is a man of refined tastes. Intelligent and educated, Austin enjoys all of 
the best life has to offer. A gambler, a gunslinger, and a man who has plans to taste the 
sweetest prize at The Palace Casino and Saloon - the lovely owner, Chantille L'Amour, 
the most sought after jewel on the Barbary Coast. 
 
Running a high-class brothel and casino isn't exactly the life she was born to but 
Chantille is determined to overcome the ruin her family was left in once the Civil War 
ended. But, she has chosen a difficult path... one that demands much and leaves her 
lonely. She's noticed the handsome man who comes into her world from time to time, 
and when she chooses to give in to desire, the passion evoked by Austin's touch may 
change her life forever.... 
 
 

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-champagneandchocolate-1419358-148.html
https://www.smashwords.com/books/view/407861
http://naughtynightspress.com/nnpstore2/index.php?main_page=product_info&cPath=32&products_id=104


Excerpt: 
 

As she led him to the private wing of the large building that housed her home and 
business, Chantille had time to question the wisdom of her actions—again. She'd been 
berating herself for most of the past thirty minutes. Austin Standish was a danger to her; 
she knew this on an instinctive level. Not that he would hurt her, of course. But, he was 
dangerous, just the same. 
 She was acutely aware of every panther-like, lissome step he took behind her. He 
was elegant in manner and dress, quietly contained but always alert. The sense of being 
in perilous company assailed her with new severity. She opened the twin doors to her 
living suite and went inside, hearing him close the doors behind him before joining him. 
 She continued into the room, uncomfortable as she chafed against the restraints 
of her heavy dress and the many layers beneath it. She'd permitted a few select men into 
this suite over the past five years, but none had ever made her so acutely aware of 
herself and the desire to shed her clothes and feel solid muscles and male hardness 
pressed to her warm curves. Her breasts felt heavy, and her nipples strained against the 
fabric of her chemise, rubbing against the soft material until the pebbled points ached. 
Between her thighs, a slow, steady throb began to increase in rhythm, finding a 
matching tempo in her heartbeat. 
 The soft illumination from the fireplace touched the wood that dominated the 
room's furnishings, warming the smooth, lustrous finish as shadows danced on the walls 
and glimmered in the reflections of the mirror that adorned one wall of the room. She 
saw nothing, only the darkness that had grown around her so steadily throughout the 
past half-hour, a darkness that touched her with fears she couldn't clearly define, much 
less explain. 
 Watching the play of light catch in the soft gold of his hair, Chantille was struck 
again by the intuitive knowledge that dominated the man's handsome features. Barely 
suppressed sensuality and anticipation were so strong in the shadowed intimacy of the 
suite that she felt she could reach out and touch the things that presently put them on 
opposite sides of a chasm she didn't know with certainty she wanted to close. The only 
thing she did know was that she wanted to be with him more than she had any man 
she'd ever met. 
 "Tell me what you're feeling right now, Chantille." 
 "Angry." 

 "At me?" 

 "No," she whispered, then shook her head to deny her dishonesty. "Yes." 

 "Why?" 

 "I don't like being vulnerable." 
 

 * * * * * 

 
 For the first time, Chantille looked right at him, and Austin could read all the 
uncertainty he hadn't taken the time to notice before. He answered her honestly, 
unwilling to do anything less. 
 "Being vulnerable isn't always a bad thing, Chantille. Sometimes it makes you 
stronger." 
 "I don't believe that, and you certainly don't." The edge crept back into her tone. 



"I feel like I did when I was a child, needing to be wanted. When I came to San 
Francisco, I swore I'd never feel that way again." 

 Austin drew in a deep draught of air and ran a hand through his hair. 
 "You don't have to be afraid of anything, Chantille." He knew the words were 
weak, and he could have kicked himself for them once they were spoken. 
 She actually managed to smile at the statement, though there was no warmth in 
the expression. 
 "Weak women hold no appeal for men like you, Mr. Standish," she remarked. 
 "Is that what you want? To appeal to me?" 

 She laughed, a low murmur of sound that stirred the air between them. 
 "I want to share my bed with you, Austin," she conceded. "What I don't want is 
for it to cost me everything I've worked for." 

 "What are you afraid of losing?" 

 "My independence." 
 "Your heart." 

 "Don't be ridiculous." 

 "Don't lie to me, or to yourself." 

 Chantille met his eyes as if she were trying to pierce the shadows that surrounded 
them, to see what lay hidden behind that confident stare. When nothing shone forth, she 
closed her eyes. 
 Austin let the silence engulf them again for a long minute, then he closed the 
distance, touched her chin, and made her face him. His thumb brushed at the tear 
welled in the corner of her eye. 
 "I do want you," she murmured, voice raw with the force of her feelings. 
 The loneliness and the need for reassurance was almost a physical presence in the 
room with them, and Austin was forced to wonder just how long it had been since 
Chantille L'Amour had uttered those words to any man. If she ever had. 
 "I want you, too, Chantille." 

 Austin's whispered words were like a soft breath of air touching her face as he 
leaned forward to cover her lips with a tender kiss. She moved into the caress with a soft 
gasp, and her knees seemed to buckle as Austin's tongue slipped into her mouth with 
possessive hunger. 
 Chantille broke the intense kiss, and her head fell back as a sigh of relief and 
pleasure slipped out of her. She wrapped her arms around Austin's neck, then buried 
her face against his broad shoulder as she shivered into the sensations they were 
igniting in each other. She smiled at the slight catch already detectable in Austin's 
breathing, then shuddered when his hands began to work the buttons of her gown. 
 Suddenly, she eased free of his embrace and took a step back. He watched, eyes 
narrowed for a moment as he waited to see why she'd withdrawn. The wariness left his 
gaze a few seconds later when she lit another lamp and stood next to it. 
 The soft golden glow of the flickering lamplight illuminated the deft movements 
of her hands as she undid the buttons and hooks that held her gown together. Austin 
smiled and went to sit in a chair near the fireplace, his eyes never leaving her. The 
beautiful amethyst silk crumpled into a heap at her feet, and she gracefully stepped free 
of the shimmering mass. Next, the petticoats and crinolines fell into a crisp white pile, 
and she smiled, her expression faintly wicked with delight. He forced himself to remain 
still while she undid the hooks of her corset, her actions slow and deliberate. Her eyes 



never lost their hold on his, and she walked toward him, hips swaying seductively. 
 When she was standing directly in front of him, Austin smiled up at her. His look 
dropped, and his eyes locked on the thrusting peaks of her breasts, mere inches from his 
lips, nipples a soft shadow against the white of her chemise. She bent slightly and 
cupped his face in her hands as she leaned into a slow, exploring kiss. Austin's arms 
went around her, and he lifted her off her feet and sat her astride his thighs as he settled 
deeper into the armchair. The kiss went on forever and grew more intense with each tiny 
stroke of tongue they exchanged. When he thought he'd die for want of air, she drew 
away again and met his gaze. 
 Austin's smile became a grin when Chantille slipped the straps of her chemise off 
her shoulders, then tugged on the front of the thin garment. She peeled the material 
away from her skin, offering lush ivory breasts to him. He was only vaguely surprised 
when she took his hands, and kissed each palm before placing his eager fingers over the 
smooth swells of her flesh. She placed her own hands on his shoulders and slid closer to 
him, her thighs gliding against his. 
 She turned as she pushed closer, and her breath hissed from between her teeth 
when he licked slowly at the ripe nipple she'd all but guided to his lips. She kissed his 
temple and pressed against him until he took the hard point into his mouth and began 
to suckle. He repeated the erotic play, first lavishing attention to one nipple, then the 
other, encouraged by the soft moans that escaped Chantille as she rocked gently in his 
lap. 
 "Austin…." 
 "Mmm?" 
 "Let me up?" 
 He leaned back in the chair and released her, curiosity holding his lust at bay for 
the moment. 
 She slid back, laughed shakily when her knees wobbled, then she walked a few 
steps from him. The light trailed her, seemed to be drawn to her within the room, and he 
watched with renewed fascination as she finished opening the chemise and tossed it 
aside. 
 She locked her gaze with his again for an instant, then smiled when his eyes 
followed the motion of her hands... 
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SEVEN SENSUOUS DAYS 
Tina Donahue 
 
 

Catching movement in her 
peripheral vision, Tessa turned and 
stared at the rustic front door, 
constructed of a dark wood. Arched and 
decorated with black wrought iron 
hinges, it swung inward. 
 Logan came out to the porch, no 
doubt having heard the Lincoln’s 
approach or having watched from one of 
the many windows. 
 A flush of stubborn desire heated 
Tessa’s face, throat,  and chest despite 
her concern over whether they’d talk, or 
he’d continue to find her acceptable, 
maybe even attractive. Right now, she 
didn’t give a damn about her looks or 
words. She’d worry about both later.  
 At this moment, she couldn’t look 
at Logan enough. He’d dressed in worn 
jeans and a gray T-shirt. His feet were 
bare, his hair tousled as though he’d 
combed it with his fingers. His shadow of 
beard was delicious and welcomed. Tessa 
wasn’t certain what she’d expected, but 
his casual attire and demeanor comforted 

her more than if he’d worn khakis and a sports shirt. 
 Wallace said something. 
 Tessa didn’t respond, not having heard his comment. She was far too absorbed by 
the man she’d be spending the week with. Logan’s shoulders seemed broader than she 
recalled, his body more powerful. A scant breeze pushed his tee against his chest, 
outlining his firm pecs and abs. The material fluttered above his fly, the delectable bulge 
between his legs. 
 He came down the steps, washed in sunshine, his strides loose, confident, 
seductive. 
 Wallace touched her arm. Tessa tried, but couldn’t take her eyes off Logan. “I’m 
sorry, what?” 
 “Did what I say help?” he asked. 
 Logan halted at Tessa’s door, ready to take possession of her. 
 Wallace’s words rang in her mind, Did what I say help? 
 She had no idea if it had. Only the next hours and days would tell. 
  

* * * 
  



 She looked fresher than Logan recalled, her hair pulled back in a ponytail. 
Mascara and a bit of lip gloss was the only makeup she wore. 
 He liked that and suddenly looked forward to seeing her right after a shower, her 
skin scrubbed clean, rosy from the water’s warmth and his hands. The image sent a 
thrum of pleasure coursing through his body that tingled his scalp and concentrated 
heat in his groin.  
 At the auction, she’d been made up to appear seductive, theatrical, less real, her 
lips reddened, which only made her appear oddly virginal. A little girl playing dress-up. 
So unnecessary. Especially that silly rouge on her cleft and nipples. 
 Wondering what their true shade might be—a frail pink or dusky rose—Logan 
regarded her black tank top, clingy and cut low. The fabric accentuated her sumptuous 
breasts and erect nipples. She’d paired the top with beige linen shorts that exposed quite 
an expanse of her legs. Perched on her thighs was a small laptop. 
 Tessa closed the computer, then hurried it into one of those oversized purses 
women appeared to prefer over the easier-to-carry kind. 
 Logan would have bet several years of his life that she’d been Googling him, 
learning even more than what was likely in his agency file. What the fire had destroyed. 
How it had forever marked him. 
 With that awful consideration, he had to face what he’d tried not to think about 
before. Being exposed and possibly judged. Tessa seemed like a nice person, but she was 
only human after all. Once they got down to the reason she was here, she’d know the full 
truth, not what the articles or his file may have hinted at. She wouldn’t say anything, of 
course. But he’d see the startled reaction in her eyes. 
 Easy to take when a woman was with him for only a couple of hours. He wasn’t a 
vain man by nature and could get through that. But Tessa and he had a full week 
together. 
 Logan’s doubt about all of this returned so quickly, his hand stalled on the car’s 
handle.  
 Tessa didn’t appear to notice. With her purse hugged to her chest, she waited, 
looking at him through the window, her expression open and honest, hiding nothing. 
The same as at the auction when she’d seemed so alone on the stage, her gaze lost in his, 
until the bidding on her had closed. She’d stared at the man who’d won her as though 
she didn’t know what to expect. Logan wondered if she’d worried about that from him 
too, now that she was here. Is that why she’d been doing research on her computer? Had 
it been about his professional background, not anything bad or— 
 She smiled. 
 Just like that, Logan forgot to question anything more, captivated by the deep 
dimple on her right cheek. It didn’t seem possible, but it made her appear even younger, 
fucking pure and innocent. He swallowed and stared, the same as she did with him, 
neither of them moving, their behavior no different from when he’d first noticed her on 
the stage. 
 What a moment that had been, shifting his world, disorienting him in both a 
pleasant and unsettling way. Getting him to bid on her for a full fucking week. 
 The vehicle’s trunk popped and the door on the driver’s side opened. Whoever 
had been sitting there emerged. Logan didn’t bother to look, figuring it was Wallace. 
Ronnie had explained that the man would bring Tessa here today. 
 Too late to change any of that now. Even if he could, Logan wasn’t so certain he 



wanted to. 
 He opened her door and offered his hand. 
 She accepted it immediately, her fingers moist and warm, her touch an 
unexpected balm. In her wedged sandals, the top of her head came to his chin just as it 
had their first night. 
 She smiled again, softer this time, creating a slightly smaller dimple. “Hi.” 
 Rather than being hushed and flirty, her voice was as natural as the rest of her. 
 Despite his earlier reservations, Logan began to relax. He smiled in return, 
almost a knee-jerk reaction. She kept having that effect on him. “Hi.”  
 Wallace closed the trunk and joined them with her luggage. Given its size, she’d 
packed numerous changes of clothing. Clearly, Tessa believed she’d be dressed most of 
the time she was here. 
 That hadn’t been Logan’s plan. 
 He released her hand and offered his own to Wallace. “Logan Kincaid.” 
 “Phil Wallace.” His grip was firm, his manner laid-back and friendly. “But 
everyone uses my last name.” 
 “That’s because we never knew your first,” Tessa said. “Or, at least, I didn’t. It’s 
nice. It fits you.” 
 A blush crept up Wallace’s neck. He turned Tessa’s luggage around, offering the 
handle to Logan. “Careful,” he warned, “it’s heavy.” 
 “No, it’s not,” Tessa countered, then spoke to Logan. “Phil likes to joke around.” 
 “Have fun,” Wallace mumbled. He hurried back into the car, put it into reverse, 
made a tight U-turn and was on his way. 
 A bird chirped incessantly as the vehicle grew smaller and smaller on its way 
down the lengthy drive. Leaves rustled in the surrounding vegetation, stirred by the 
mellow wind or animals scurrying about. Sounds Logan hadn’t noticed before. Nor had 
he paid any attention to the scents. The fragrance of earth, newly mown grass, Tessa. 
She wore the same perfume he recalled so well, thinking about it too many times these 
last days. A clean, sweet scent. Roses? Some other kind of flower? 
 “Alone at last,” she joked, breaking their silence. 
 When Logan chanced looking at her, he wasn’t surprised she was regarding him 
rather than Wallace’s hasty retreat. “Not entirely,” he said. 
 Her delicate eyebrows lifted slightly. “Other people live here with you?” 
 “My caretakers. They have the house on the far left of the property.” 
 Tessa didn’t bother to look in that direction. She studied his mouth.  
 The stray tendrils dangling around her forehead and temples swayed with the 
mild breeze, urging him to smooth them back. He didn’t, aching to touch her but not yet 
ready to take that step. Once he did, there was no telling if he could ever stop. 
 “They’re here today?” Tessa asked. 
 Logan had sent the husband and wife team packing, giving them a surprise 
vacation for seven days. “No. But the house, my house, isn’t empty.” 
 That pulled her attention from him. She turned to the building. “Who’s inside?” 
 He leaned close and murmured, “You’ll see as soon as we get there.” 
 Tessa didn’t budge. She clutched her purse to her chest as though she needed it 
for protection. “Can I ask you something?” 
 Her reaction surprised Logan. He’d only been teasing. Why, he had no idea. It 
wasn’t like him…at least the him he’d come to be. This past year he’d been serious as hell 



about everything, his life consisting mainly of his work. Before that, he’d grown 
increasingly cautious, not at all like the man he’d been in his twenties. Casual. Relaxed. 
Optimistic. Goofing around. Making jokes. 
 “There’s no one inside, all right?” he said gently. “I was just kidding. Nothing to 
worry about.” 
 Tessa studied him, clearly deciding how she should respond. 
 “Go on,” he coaxed. “Say whatever you want.” 
 She shifted her weight, grasping her purse even tighter. “You’re sure about that. 
Absolutely? No doubt at all?” 
 Given her weird questions—no, he wasn’t certain in the least. Even so, he nodded. 
 Tessa sucked her bottom lip. 
 God help him. She looked so fucking wholesome, so damned inviting, it took all 
of Logan’s will not to move into her and suck her lip himself. “What?” he asked. 
 “I know why I’m here,” she blurted. “You know why I’m here. But I have a 
request, if that’s all right.” 
 “A request?” What was she talking about? What in the hell could it be? 
 “It’s not for more money or anything,” she said quickly. “So you don’t have to 
worry about that.” 
 “I wasn’t.” If anything, she was beginning to piss him off. Did she believe he 
thought so little of her that he assumed she’d shake him down for more cash? “You don’t 
seem like the type to extort funds from any man.” 
 “Oh, I’m not.” She gave him a wide-eyed innocent look that damn near had him 
pulling her into his arms to offer comfort and reassurance. “I just want you to know 
where I’m coming from.” 
 “Okay. Where is that?” 
 “I’d like to talk. Not like now. But really talk.” The words continued to rush from 
her as though she couldn’t get them out quickly enough. “I’d like us to get to know each 
other a little bit before we, well, you know, do anything.” 
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Wiccan Way 
Heather Shaw 

 
 
This is just a brief introduction into some of the things you will get from this column. 
Since the full moon coincides with Valentine's Day this year we decided to give a 
preview: 
 
In addition to the ritual below, which is very simple and thoughtful, I will be decorating 
a clay pot and planting a sage seed. My pot is covered in runes that I felt were important 
to the idea of beginning and Spring coming. I will mediate and focus on the idea of new 
beginnings and growth. I chose to plant sage in the hopes that as my plant grows I will 
be able to harvest my leaves for making my own sage cleansing sticks. 
 
The Storm Moon of February (also known as the Snow, Chaste, Quickening or Hunger 
Moon) is our wake up call. During this time, all in nature is pure and full of potential. 
The hibernating creatures are beginning to slowly arouse themselves, quickening their 
heartbeats, and creeping out or their dormant period. Mother Earth is gently awakening 
full of quiescent possibilities. The Storm Moon uses the same force upon us. There is a 
gentle pulling upon our consciousness at this time – now is the time to turn the mirror 
in upon ourselves, and see what is reflected. A time to grasp the buds of new paths and 
ideas, and like nature, be prepared to welcome life anew. 
 
Before we do so however, we must find our balance. Use this Esbat, to find your inner 
cornerstone – the bedrock upon which you shall build upon your potential. You may not 
know what lies ahead for you, but to utilise the power of the Storm Moon means you 
make plans for your future with the blessing of the Goddess. 
 
As we in the Northern Hemisphere well know, this is a tempestuous time of year in 
terms of the in weather. So too is the relationship between God and Goddess. The God is 
now Consort to the Goddess whilst the Goddess is changing from Crone to Maiden, and 
will soon join the God to dance in the spring. As the weather ebbs and flows between 
frost and thaw, the undercurrent of energy that is the God slowly awakens the reborn 
Goddess. She is aroused from Her ice-capped slumber and awakens. The Great Wheel 
has turned, and the time of transformation is here. 
 
 
A Storm Moon Ritual. 
 
This Month we have also celebrated Imbolc, the halfway point between winter and 
spring. Imbolc is a fire festival, a celebration of the waxing light. The Goddess most 
revered at this time is Bridgit, a Celtic goddess of hearth and home, of healing and 
transformation. It is particularly apt therefore that during the Storm Moon Esbat, we 
appeal to the Goddess Bridgit to help us in our quest to fulfil our potential. Persephone 
is also a favoured Goddess at this time. 
 



It can firstly be beneficial to equate ourselves with the moonlight. It is true that many 
find darkness unsettling and gloomy, but to take the time to be out of doors at night-
time in a place that you feel safe (for example your own back garden) can be extremely 
relaxing. Noise from traffic is much quieter, and neighbours are indoors with their 
windows shut, especially at this time of the year! Wrap up warm, make yourself a hot 
drink, and take the time to just sit, and observe the peacefulness – soak it up. When you 
are comfortable and at peace, take a while to reflect upon who you are, your strengths 
and how to build upon them. This does not need to be a great long-term plan; it can be 
something quite simple and basic, which is indeed in keeping with the concept that this 
is a time for building upon our foundations. Once you have a come upon your desire, 
take a pure white candle – (in a lantern holder or similar if the night is windy), and 
whilst you light it, repeat quietly to yourself, what it is you want. Once your candle is 
burning brightly, and the flame is strong, chant three times: 
 
“As I light the flame of fire, 
Goddess Bridgit, this is my desire, 
Help me find my truths untold, 
Bring the light of inspiration, 
To find my strengths, make me bold.” 
 
 
Now sit quietly and watch the candle flame, and let the light of the Moon fill you up. 
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Valia’s Villain (Excerpt) 
© Jocelyn Dex 

 
 “Come.” Rydin stood and pulled 
Valia with him. 
 Feeling more invigorated than 
she’d ever felt before, she stretched and 
did a little twirl. 
 “Where we goin’?” 
 “I’m going to show you 
something.” He pulled on a pair of sweats 
that hugged his rock-hard ass and a tight 
t-shirt that stuck to every contour of his 
muscled chest and abs. 
 He stopped her when she bent to 
grab his tank top from the floor and 
inclined his head toward the shopping 
bag. “Put that on.” 
 She propped her hands on her 
hips. “A bag? Really? So not funny.” 
 He released an exasperated sigh. 
“Look inside.” 
 What? He’d bought her 
something? Valia’s excitement rose as 
she flounced to the bag and dug into it 
pulling out a beautiful, silky light-green 
nightie. She turned back to face him. 
 “Why?” She asked, confused. 
 “Do you like it?” 

 She quickly drew it over her head and let the silken fabric caress her body as it 
slipped down to cover her. It was a very good fit. Her heart did a little flip-floppy thing 
at his unexpected gesture and at the approval that shone on his face and his aura. There 
was that lust again. 
 “Love it. But, why?” she asked again. Considering his want for revenge and how 
much he must dislike her, she couldn’t imagine why he went through the trouble of 
making her more comfortable. It made her feel worse about what she’d done to him. 
Beneath his rough exterior, there was at least a little compassion, and it made her like 
him more. She could feel him struggling to close himself off.  
 He shrugged and said, “Got tired of you wearing my shirts. Come,” he repeated 
and walked to the front door.  
 She followed, truly curious to see what he wanted to show her. 
 He opened the door and stepped outside. Turning back, and seeing her still 
standing in the doorway, he said, “What are you waiting for?” 
 “You may be all tough skinned but my delicate feet and that funky ground don’t 
mix.” 
 He shook his head and scooped her into his arms. “Spoiled,” he muttered. 
 She ignored the jibe not really understanding why being spoiled should be a bad 



thing. He carried her effortlessly and she reveled in his strength and the way his warm, 
muscled arms supporting her made her feel safe. 
 After he’d carried her for at least a mile she fidgeted in his arms. “Why all the 
walking? Hello. You’re a Ferox demon. Flash already.” 
 “So impatient. You said you’d never been here before. Thought you might want to 
look around. Take in the scenery.” 
 “Scenery? This realm is super creepy. Ugly. Not awesome.” 
 “Fine.” A second later, they appeared next to a body of water. It was black, 
streaked with four colorful reflections. One red, one green, one silver, one amber. She 
almost protested when he put her down, but her feet landed on a soft green mound of 
grass. The colorful lights shining on the black water dazzled her. She looked up and 
gasped. Four glowing moon-like orbs, hung low in the black sky glowing as though they 
were four demonic eyeballs but beautiful, not creepy. 
 The area bathed in the light of the moons was alive and green, unlike the dead, 
blackened area she’d seen when trying to escape. A flowery crown containing hundreds 
of varieties of blooming flowers, surrounded the perimeter of the water.  
 She looked up at Rydin and smiled. She was surprised and thrilled that he 
returned her smile. “It’s…” She couldn’t think of a single word descriptive enough to 
capture it. 
 “I know,” he said. “I wanted you to see that not everything here is super creepy 
and ugly, as you put it.” 
 She marveled at the moons again and then looked around her wondering what 
lurked in the shadows. It was as if the dark of the demon realm swallowed the lights 
outside a certain point. 
 “Don’t worry. The vilest demons tend to avoid this place.” 
 “But you don’t?” 
 He shook his head. “It’s the closest thing to sunlight here.” 
 “What are they?” 
 “The story is that four elementals were captured and enslaved by a powerful 
demon to wreak havoc where and when he saw fit. Elementals are neutral by nature, not 
on one side or the other, free spirits with their own agendas. He decided to attempt 
breeding his minions with the elementals to create elemental demons who would do his 
bidding without hesitation. The elementals finally joined forces and encased themselves 
into the pure energy of their elements. Supposedly, those moons are them. Forever 
trapped but at least not suffering those tortures anymore.” 
 “Wow. Is it true?” 
 He shrugged. 
 “Well, thanks for showing me. Never seen anything so beautiful.” 
 His intense amber gaze bored into her, her chest constricting. 
 “Me either.” 
 An electric current surrounded her and she’d swear he felt it too. He bent down 
as she rose on her tiptoes, their lips meeting in a soft kiss that quickly turned hungry. He 
lifted her and her legs wrapped around his waist, his erection pressing against her 
already-wet pussy. 
 “I want you,” she gasped out between tongue thrusts. “Here. Now.” 
 He grunted. “Still hungry?” 
 “I want you, whether you feed me or not. Just want.” 



 She’d been so wrapped up in the kiss and the desperate need to feel his warm 
skin on hers, to have him fill her, that she hadn’t noticed he’d carried her to the water’s 
edge. He slid her down his body until she stood before him and yanked the nightie over 
her head, letting it fall to the ground. He made quick work of shrugging out of his 
clothes, then scooped her up and carried her into the water. She tensed, assuming it 
would be cold but it warmed her skin, tingled. 
 Chest deep in the water, Rydin lifted her until her breasts emerged. His tongue 
swirled around one until it tightened almost painfully, then dragged a path across the 
valley between her breasts and did the same to the other. Valia leaned back, the back of 
her head resting on the waters’ surface. 
 Rydin pulled her up and tongued the hollow between her neck and collar bone. It 
was a good thing she was in the water because she burned, burned for his touch. He’d 
spanked her, bitten her, fucked her hard and fast but she’d yet to experience his 
tenderness. Didn’t know how much she’d love it. 
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Nicole’s Bio: 
 
Nicole Morgan is an author of erotic 
romance novels, which more often than not 
have a suspenseful back story. Erotic 
romance mixed with good old-fashioned 
whodunit. While she's written everything 
from contemporary to paranormal her 
leading men will more than likely be 
wearing a uniform of some kind. From 
military to police officers, she has a love for 
writing about those who protect and serve. 
From her very first novel (which turned into 
a four book series) about Navy SEALs to her 
more recent releases you will be sure to find 
a few twists and turns you were not 
expecting. 
 
She also has a recurring monthly column in 
Book & Trailer Showcase's eMagazine, and 
is a proud member of the Romance Books 4 
Us Gold Authors as well as Four Seduced 
Muses.  
 
Find out more about Nicole and her books 
by visiting her website, blog, Google + 
Page, Twitter, Facebook and her Yahoo 
Group, Nicole’s Think Tank. 
 
Excerpt from Christmases Past 

(novella from ‘Tis the Season for Seduction) Available at Amazon 
 

Max stared out the window while sipping his coffee and looking at the snow-
covered mountain. He tried to make some sense out of the cluster fuck his life had 
become, but failing miserably. Somehow he had managed to fall asleep at the wheel of 
his marriage and lose the very thing that mattered the most to him. In a bitter irony, he 
had lost her due to the one thing that was for her...his work.  

He didn’t like working that much. He hated it. He couldn’t count the number of 
times he would drift off in a meeting and think of her, wishing that they were together. 
Somewhere along the way he became so obsessed with taking care of her that he forgot 
what that really meant.  

After over an hour of silence, he heard the bathroom door open and Cilla come 
out. He’d heard her turn on the water to draw herself a bath. For longer than he could 
remember, he had stood outside the door listening to the lapping of the water against 
her skin.  

She started to cry after awhile. They were the quiet tears, the ones that a woman 
cried when they didn’t want anyone to know. He’d wanted to go in the room then and 
wrap her up in his arms, but he couldn’t muster the courage. He stood there frozen and 
in fear. The words she said to him, not just in the letter, but in her own voice tore him 
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apart. He wasn’t even sure what hurt most, losing her, or knowing that he’d hurt her so 
badly to the point where she felt like she had no other alternative than to walk away.  

“How’s your head?” Cilla asked him in a soft raspy voice. 
He turned to face her, but hadn’t been prepared for what he saw. Her beautiful 

eyes were swollen and red. She looked like she’d been crying for days and not merely an 
hour. He hated himself for causing her so much pain.  

“Max? Is your head, okay?”  
“Yeah. It’s fine. I washed it out over the sink. It’s a little cut. Nothing serious. 

Thanks for keeping some of my clothes here. I found some of my things in the bedroom. 
I ahh…made some coffee. And I was hungry so I put that lasagna in the oven. I wasn’t 
sure if you wanted any or not so I put the whole thing in. It should be ready in about a 
half an hour or so.” 

“I’m not very hungry.” 
“Right. I tried your cell phone, but can’t get any service. I’m pretty sure my car is 

totaled and yours seems to be buried underneath a five-foot drift. I know this isn’t what 
you had in mind, but I’m afraid we’re both stuck here for another day or so while the sun 
melts away everything. Or at least until the service comes back to your phone.”  

“It’s okay. It’s not your fault the blizzard came when it did. And thank you. For 
the coffee and lasagna, I mean. That was thoughtful −” 

“Don’t, Cilla.”  
“I’m sorry?” she asked. 
“Don’t say it’s not my fault. Don’t say it was thoughtful. Don’t be so nice.” 
“I know this is difficult.” 
“Difficult? No. Replacing the header in a hundred year old building is difficult. 

Cutting sweets out of my diet is difficult. Learning to live out without you…there are no 
words for that.”  

“Maybe I should just go in the bedroom. Unless of course you’d like to lie down. 
Or, maybe you’d like to take a hot shower. You went through a lot last night. Your body 
might not be −” 

He interrupted her. “Why are you doing this?” 
“I don’t understand. Doing what?”  
“Acting like you care, acting like…a wife.” 
“Oh, Max. I do care. How can I not? You and I have been together for so long. I 

was just a kid when we started dating. You are the only man I’ve ever loved.” 
Her sweet voice and unrelenting kindness were killing him inside. He wanted her 

back. He wanted her to give him, give them another chance.  
He set down his coffee cup and turned toward the window. “You know, loving you 

was the best thing I ever did, marrying you was the smartest move I ever made, and 
hurting you was the biggest mistake of my life.” 

“I know you never meant to hurt me. Maybe that’s why I’m not angry. I even 
wondered a time or two if there was another woman.” 

“What? No. God, no. Never.”  
He couldn’t believe she'd considered that. Though considering what he’d done, 

how he’d not been there for her time and again he couldn’t say he blamed her for 
wondering.  

“I know. I mean…I know that now. It was most just when I was alone and felt 
vulnerable. It’s crazy what can go through your mind when you realize you lost the one 



person you love the most.” 
“Believe me, I know. When I read your letter last night I flew into panic mode. I 

called the banks trying to see if you rented a hotel and then I −” He stopped abruptly 
once he comprehended what she had said. “What did you just say?” 

“Huh? Which part?” 
“The last part. The part about realizing you’ve lost the one that you love.” 
“Oh. That. I mean I know in my heart you’d never cheat on me, but my mind still 

wandered there anyway when it occurred to me that you were suddenly gone.” 
“You think you lost me?” he asked in disbelief.  
“Well, yeah.” 
“How on God’s green earth could you ever think you lost me?” He held up his 

hand to silence her before she answered. “No, please. Let me finish. I know I wasn’t 
there for you, and I know that as husbands go I pretty much bit the big one for the past 
couple of years. But, Cilla…Jesus, Cilla…you have to know that you never lost me. My 
God. Everything I did, all the work and the late nights were so you could have everything 
you deserved and more.” 

“Max…when did I ask for any of that?” 
“That’s just it. You never do. You never ask for anything. You’re so good. So 

caring.” He came to her then, unable to withstand the distance between them. He gave 
into his grief and allowed his tears to spill freely. Cupping her face in his hands he 
continued, “You were my angel. My sweet angel who swept into my life and stole my 
heart. You may think it had been the other way around, but I knew how lucky I was to 
have you. And it didn’t have anything to do with your family’s money, or your hot little 
body. It was you and your heart. Your beautiful and loving heart that for some stupid 
reason let me in. Me, this big jerk from the wrong side of the tracks who was willing to 
do anything to make sure you never regretted saying yes to me.” 

“Regret it?” Tears poured from Cilla’s eyes as she stumbled over her words. “How 
could I possibly regret marrying the most amazing man I’ve ever known? Do you 
remember when we were younger, right after we got married and were just starting out? 
We had that tiny apartment over on Sherman Street?”  

Max laughed though his sadness. “God, how could I forget? That seems like a 
lifetime ago. That place was such a shithole. I figured your parents were going to kidnap 
you until I was able to afford something nicer.” 

“Do you remember how happy we were? You’d be gone from dawn until dusk 
with your dad. You’d be filthy when you got home. You’d take a shower, sometimes not 
even alone.” She smiled. “Then we would eat dinner and curl up together in front of the 
television. We would make love all night, sometimes even during the day and not 
because we were trying to have a baby, but because we couldn’t keep our hands off of 
each other.” 

“I remember.” Max tried desperately to keep it together. He felt like a driveling 
fool as he continued to sob with her. Tears had never been an emotion he’d ever allowed. 
Now he didn’t seem to have any control over them.  

“I didn’t need those things then, and I don’t need them now. Why do you think I 
loved this cabin so much. Why do you think I tried so hard to get you to come up here 
with me. It reminded me of Christmases past, of times when we were happy for no other 
reason than being with one another. That’s what I wanted. That’s all I’ve ever wanted, 
for us to be together.” 



“It wasn’t just about giving you nice things. I think maybe a small part of me 
wanted to prove to your father that I was good enough for you. But even more than that, 
it was about our family. I know our baby hasn’t come yet, but I believed in my heart of 
hearts that it would. I thought if I worked hard now then I could relax and spend more 
time at home once our little one came. All I’ve ever wanted was you. You and a family, 
our family. If that means we have our own baby, or end up adopting another little one, I 
don’t care. All I have ever cared about is being with you. Since that day I saw you in that 
yellow bikini I have cared about little else but you. Let me show you that. Give me the 
chance to prove to you that I can change.” 

“Max…I…want to say yes.” She lifted her hands to cover his. “I am so 
overwhelmed with emotions right now.” 

When he saw her left hand and noticed the vacant line across her ring finger, he 
felt what little was left of his heart drop out from underneath him. “Where’s your ring?”  

She sighed with obvious regret when answering. “It’s on the shelf in the 
bathroom. I took it off when −” 

Max didn’t stick around to hear the rest of her answer. He released his hold on 
her and stalked down the hall. He found the ring right where she said it was. Picking it 
up, he thought back on the day he gave it to her.  

He didn’t have more than a few hundred dollars saved when he decided it was 
time to pop the question. His mom must have known he was getting close because she 
offered him a loan, telling him that any woman who loved his son as much as Cilla did 
deserved a diamond as big as the moon. Granted when he went to the jewelry store he 
couldn’t find anything quite that big but it had been the biggest and brightest stone he 
could afford. Later that night under a moonlit sky, he'd gotten down on one knee and 
pledged his love and devotion to her. Then to prove he was the luckiest son of a bitch 
this side of the Mississippi, she'd said yes.  

That had been when their lives began and they begun their happily ever after. Or 
at least that had been when it was supposed to have begun. He looked down at the ring, 
thinking about all it symbolized and was struck with an idea. Blowing on the stone, he 
then rubbed it against his t-shirt and made his way back out to the living room. They 
might not have had their happily ever after yet, but Maximus Blackwood had no 
intention of quitting.  

He walked back in and ignored her questioning stare. Without hesitating for a 
second he dropped to one knee and took her left hand in his.  

“Max, what are you −” 
“Priscilla Blackwood, you are an amazing wife. You have shown me more patience 

and kindness than I deserved. You’ve stuck by me through the bad times, laughed with 
me during the good and never allowed me to face a single day alone. You are beautiful. 
You are sexy. You are the love of my life.” He held up the ring he gave her so many years 
before and held it at the tip of her finger. “Will you please, make me the luckiest man in 
the world for the second time and be stay my wife? Don’t go, Cilla. Don’t leave me. 
Without you, I am nothing.” 

Silence surrounded him as he looked up at her waiting for her answer. He had no 
idea what to expect, but he would wait until she was ready to answer. He’d wait as long 
as she needed him to. She had waited for him for so long. This was his time to be 
patient. 
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Dream World 
Susan VanNort 

 
 
Note: This piece is about a time in my life when I was happiest. It is all about finding 
that one love of your life, have a little bit of time to spend with them, and then the 
heartbreak of losing them. My life was turned upside down when he passed away and 
I still feel the pain after nearly 3 years. I wanted to write a piece for Valentine's Day 
that showed the real love we had for each other and hope that it will encourage others 
to examine their lives and find the happiness I had with this man for however short a 
period of time.  
 

* * * * * 
 
I open my eyes and his soft breathing eases me. I turn my head and there he lies. 

The man of my dreams. The man I have waited for my entire life. I ripple the back of my 
fingers softly down his cheek. Are you real? Are you here with me?  I breathe deep and 
inhale his scent. His cologne still so familiar to me.  As I look down at his body I see all I 
want. Not perfect but lovely to me. A heart that belongs to me, my world. That will never 
change.  
 From the day we met until now, I knew one day we would be together. The years 
it took gave us time to get to know each other. The warmth of his smile or touch of his 
hand. Always the friend who listened when I cried. Hugging me tight to comfort me. A 
soft kiss to my cheek or a comical joke to coax a smile to my face. His beautiful blue eyes 
glitter whenever he had made me happy once again. Respect for me and my marriage 
kept him at arm's length. After years of waiting, we finally came together in a way that 
should have happened years before. Finally together we had the life both of us wanted.  
 He opens his eyes, his smile as bright as the sun. His eyes show the warmth of his 
soul. He wraps his  arms around me and the world fades from reality. He pulls me close 
and I feel the safety of his arms filling my world. This here and now is my reality and I 
never want it to end.  
 Then one day, I awoke to a phone call. Not from him but from his step daughter. 
She was in tears upon finding him collapsed on the floor. Through her hysteria she said 
that he was so cold. I groan and roll onto my left side, clutching my belly. I want 
someone to hug me, even if it's only me. Sobbing, I rock, trying to comfort myself. I 
know I'm here, in this body, I have to be, but I'm cold. Everything's cold. Me. My world. 
My life.   
 The sun rises and slants its way into my eyes. Blinded for a moment, the cold 
settles in to my body and soul once again. Reality is back.  As my eyes open reality sets 
in. Sighing as another tear falls down my cheek. Another dream. The dream that never 
ends. I don't ever want it to end.  One day we will be together again. 
  



Submission Guidelines for Sensual Treats Magazine: 

 
 
PHOTOGRAPHS: 
 
ALL photos will be credited to the photographer/owner of the images, and with your 
permission, uploaded to the photo gallery once the issue in which they appear has been 
published. We will require a written statement saying that you are the owner of the 
photographs and that they are being used with your permission. 
 
 
ARTICLES: 
 
We ask that you contact us first if you have an idea for an article you would like to 
submit. Once your topic is approved, we will set a deadline if you want it to appear in the 
next issue. If that deadline is missed, your article will appear in the next issue with an 
available opening, once it’s been edited and approved for content. 
 
Articles can be on a variety of subjects, as long as there is a connection to romance, or 
will be of interest to our readers. Sexuality, spirituality, travel, food, any of these things 
are very welcome. If you have something that you think would appeal but doesn’t fall 
into the typical classifications, just send us a quick email and we’ll talk about it! Topics 
are very flexible, and we love diversity. 
 
If you use research sites that you think will be of interest to others, please do include 
them in the article, or list them at the end, so we can share them with everyone. 
 
 
FICTION: 
 
ALL genres of romance are welcome. This is not an erotica magazine, so keep your 
“heat” rating to a tone that will be acceptable to all readers. Four letter words and 
multiple partners are not what we want for the magazine, ok? 
 
Word count in the range of 1000-3500 words is ideal. If you have something longer, or 
shorter, let us know and we’ll see about accommodating you if it’s at all possible and the 
story is one that merits a longer word count being accepted. 
 
Fiction will be edited for content, grammar, and the usual typographical errors. 
 
 
Thank you for your interest and support, and we look forward to hearing from you, and 
working with you. If you have ideas that fall outside the above categories, let us know, 
please? 
  



Sensual Treats Ad Rates – 2013 
 
 
As of June 1st, 2010 the rates will change for the magazine in order for us to keep the 
layout uniform and to serve you better. 
 
As before ALL ads are rated for a THREE month period with us, plus we have a new 
FREE option, as well. 
 
 
Full Page - $20.00 
Full Page - our design - $35.00 
 
With your FULL PAGE ad, if you wish for us to design the ad for you, there is an 
additional charge of $10, and you will have final approval on any work we do for you, of 
course.  
 
Samples of our full page ads are posted on the Advertising Rates page of the website: 
http://sensualtreats.webs.com/advertisingrates.htm 
 
 
Half Page - $15.00 
 
Quarter Page - $10.00 
 
Book Covers - $6.00 
 
Banners - $5.00 
 
 
Contact Heather to arrange for secure, private handling of purchasing your banner and 
ad space: sensualtreats@gmail.com 
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