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Editorial
Welcome to the Spring issue!  Just in time for Summer, I know.
Apologies to everyone for the long delay, I can only blame real life. We WILL be doing a
very special Anniversary issue celebrating five years! The theme is the romance of
Romania, and we have two very special men for you to meet, their feature interviews are
something I am so pleased about, too. An awesome photographer named Ovidiu Oltean,
and one of the country’s top models, Raul Popa.
This issue is a mix of fiction and the columns that we’re undertaken. Terrific ladies to
share their wit and wisdom with you, and I hope you enjoy them.
Our website has undergone a facelift, so if you haven’t dropped by to see us recently,
please do–we’d love to know what you think of the new look!
Also, ad images, banners, and links are all live and clickable.
See you in July!
Denysé
Denysé Bridger & Heather Shaw
Editors / Owners,
Kayden McLeod
Art Director / Owner
Sensual Treats Magazine
Website | E-mail | Twitter | Facebook
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Sabbats Continued – Beltane
Beltane is the last of the three spring fertility festivals. Celebrated approximately
halfway between Spring equinox and Summer Solstice. Beltane traditionally marked the
arrival of summer in ancient times.
Beltane, and its counterpart Samhain, divide the year into its two primary seasons,
winter (Dark Part) and summer (Light Part). As Samhain is about honoring Death,
Beltane is about honoring Life. It is the time when the sun is fully released from his
bondage of winter and able to rule over summer and life once again.
“Beltane, like Samhain, is a time of "no time" when the veils between the two worlds are
at their thinnest. No time is when the two worlds intermingle and unite and the magic
abounds! It is the time when the Faeries return from their winter respite, carefree and
full of faery mischief and faery delight. On the night before Beltane, in times past, folks
would place rowan branches at their windows and doors for protection, many
otherworldly occurrences could transpire during this time of "no time". Traditionally on
the Isle of Man, the youngest member of the family gathers primroses on the eve before
Beltane and throws the flowers at the door of the home for protection. In Ireland it is
believed that food left over from May Eve must not be eaten, but rather buried or left as
an offering to the faery instead. Much like the tradition of leaving of whatever is not
harvested from the fields on Samhain, food on the time of no time is treated with great
care” (witchvox.com).
Beltane marks that summer has begun. Beltane is still a transitional time, the crops are
still very young and tender and vulnerable to weather and disease. The ritual of Beltane
is very important, to help the Gods bring warmth to the Earth and the crops.
“Beltane marks the passage into the growing season, the immediate rousing of the earth
from her gently awakening slumber, a time when the pleasures of the earth and self are
fully awakened. It signals a time when the bounty of the earth will once again be had.
May is a time when flowers bloom, trees are green and life has again returned from the
barren landscape of winter, to the hope of bountiful harvests, not too far away, and the
lighthearted bliss that only summer can bring” (witchvox.com).
The Bel fire is a sacred fire with healing and purifying powers. The large community
fires would bring the fire for the hearths of the homes. Fires at home hearths would be
extinguished and re-lit using the fire brought from the Bel fire.
Another tradition is the Maypole. “The Maypole is an important element to Beltane

festivities, it is a tall pole decorated with long brightly colored ribbons, leaves, flowers
and wreaths. Young maidens and lads each hold the end of a ribbon, and dance
revolving around the base of the pole, interweaving the ribbons. The circle of dancers
should begin, as far out from the pole as the length of ribbon allows, so the ribbons are
taut. There should be an even number of boys & girls. Boys should be facing clockwise
and girls counterclockwise. They each move in the direction that they are facing,
weaving with the next, around to braid the ribbons over-and-under around the pole.
Those passing on the inside will have to duck, those passing on the outside raise their
ribbons to slide over. As the dances revolve around the pole the ribbons will weave
creating a pattern, it is said that the pattern will indicate the abundance of harvest year”
(wichvox.com).
Blessed Beltane to you and yours!

Fiction
Silken Vengeance
The sharp, staccato click of high heels on marble floors
echoed, bouncing off the walls of the corridor as she
walked. Soft, fine silk brushed against her legs, sending
a soft shiver rippling upward along her skin, waking
every nerve ending. A wash of light told her which
direction to take as she reached the intersection at the
end of the main hall. The tap of her heels lost some of
its edge as she slowed her pace.
She stopped outside the partially open door, gaze drawn
to the arrow of light that was escaping from the office.
Inside, laughter ended abruptly. She rolled her
shoulders, relaxing tense muscles, the warmed silken
lining of her coat igniting a new wave of shivers that slid
along her veins. Lips curving upward, she pushed the
door inward with one foot, blinking at the assault of
light on her eyes.
The woman sitting in his lap moved quickly, stumbling
backward in her hurry to get to her mostly discarded clothes. Dark eyes locked with
hers.
“What are you doing here?”
Despite the anger that laced the words, there was a thread of fear woven into them.
She said nothing, merely slid the luxuriant fur coat from her shoulders and let it pool at
her feet. He leaned back in his chair and nodded, his hungry gaze roaming over her
naked form. The frightened girl inched toward the door, then bolted.
“You have my full attention,” he said.
“So I see.”
He adjusted the erection pressing against the dark briefs he wore, and she took the few
steps that put her at his desk. She leaned down, and he laughed and made a reach for
her. She straightened up and out of his reach in a smooth movement, then continued
around the desk. Balancing on one foot with ease, she placed the other against his
crotch, stiletto heel cupping him. His gaze grew wary.

She bent so their eyes met and a tiny snick of sound was followed by the widening of his
eyes. She stepped back, retrieved her coat, and left, closing the door on the strangled
gasps of his efforts to breathe.
The girl was waiting at the elevator, dressed and pacing. “When do I get paid?”
She was found with her boss in the morning, jewelled masque beside her, diamond
studded heels next to her, his hand around her throat…

Artistic treats
The Simple Beauty of Old Romance
Throughout the 70’s and 80’s, my favorite books were fantasy and science fiction,
mystery and historicals. I didn’t start seriously reading romances until late in the 90’s,
when reading the first JD Robb/Eve Dallas novels led me to pick up some of the
romances published under Robb’s real name, Nora Roberts. My first Linda Lael Miller
novels were paranormal romance, and that led me to start the rest of her books. More
and more, I began choosing romance ahead of all my previous favorites; I discovered
that romances could have suspense, mystery, and fantasy as well, and I also began
appreciating straight romance.
A lot of writers like Roberts and Miller, Debbie Macomber and Janet Dailey, and many
others, who started writing romances before I was reading them, are writing even more
books now, and they’re selling very well. So, I’ve noticed in the last few years that
publishers are reprinting those earlier books, many of them as what I humorously call
‘two-fers’: two novels under the same cover. Since I didn’t read them back then, I’m
buying them now (which, of course, is what the publishers are counting on). So, I’m
going back and forth between brand new contemporary romances, and these older
books, which makes the differences between them very noticeable.
Here in the second decade of the 21st century, we’ve become so used to personal
computers, to laptops and tablets, to cell phones that are also computers and cameras,
and to other technological advances like e-mail and social networks and GPS, and
countless others, that we don’t really notice how their appearance in fiction have altered
so many literary ‘formulas’. Where we obviously expect such differences between
historical and contemporary fiction, with it perhaps being the reason we enjoy
historicals, we tend to forget that the rapid growth of modern technology is making the
differences show up much faster. At first, when reading one of the reprints, I would
giggle a bit when a major plot point depended upon how a character couldn’t find
important information without winding through newspapers on microform in the
library, or having one character unreachable while travelling some distance. But I’ve
come to realize that these less technical lifestyles frequently add a great deal to a
plotline.
One character not being able to communicate easily with another can be a major point
of suspense, or can be used to draw two potential lovers toward each other, rather than
keeping them with current mates. Difficulties in finding information about another
person can serve an identical purpose. Plots may not move quite as fast without cell
phones or computers, but this by itself can add to the story, allowing some extra
character development. One could, of course, find a great many other examples of how

our rapid technological advances are changing how writers construct their stories; all
you have to do is read some of these reprints, and compare them to newly published
romances written by the same authors.
I have come to truly appreciate, and greatly enjoy, these older, somewhat ‘simpler’
stories. Admittedly, it could be in part because I’ve experienced all these chances in
lifestyle myself, and therefore have no difficulty accepting that life was actually so
different 20-30 years ago – and because I am old enough to realize that 20-30 years
isn’t really such a long time. Whatever, I am so glad that these books are being
reprinted, so that new romance readers can discover them. Fewer and fewer libraries
can afford to keep older titles, even those by recognized authors, and one has to search
diligently through used bookstores to find them. The publishers may only be issuing the
reprints to make money; that is what they do this for, after all. But I am still grateful for
the opportunity to read books I missed when they were first published. The basic
essence of romance is, and hopefully always will be, the same, but the way it is presented
definitely changes.
(AUTHOR’S NOTE: Please accept my apologies for an error that appeared in my
previous column, Magic From the Keyboard. The Raul di Blasio recording that I listed
as ‘El Piano de America’, is actually entitled ‘Primavera’.)

fiction
Tales of the Realms: Goddess 2.0
Aaron Speca & Patricia Laffoon
This story takes place in the seventh Realm of the Prophecy
Trish materialized in her home and wanted to lash out at whatever, or whomever, she
could get her hands on. Unfortunately the house was empty.
Her blonde hair swung violently as she walked to the table in the kitchen and picked up
the note left there by her husband. “Baby, went to Haven for my shift, hope to see you
there later. Love you, Rudy.”
“Well isn’t that just perfect,” she muttered under her breath. Then she sighed. Trish,
this is not his fault, you are not going to take this out on him, he’s a good man. He is not
your father.
Her father, the sea god Poseidon. He had taken her from the only family she had known
when she was just a child, a young mermaid. Or at least that’s what she had thought she
was. It was only then that her true nature as a goddess was revealed to her. Even so,
she had been treated almost as a servant, always at his beck and call, even to the point
where she had nearly been forced into an arranged marriage. Only then had she fled.
And now… now… her father had decided to send a message offering some kind of halfhearted apology? She felt like she was on fire, her blood boiling in her veins.
She could have gone to meet Rudy and had a mind to do so, but it was close to the end of
his shift anyway. She walked by Rudy’s training room. That’s what I need. A good
workout to relieve this stress.
She walked through the doorway and into the spartan gym, morphing her clothes into a
sports bra and tight spandex shorts. The heavy bag beckoned to her. She had never
been one for physical training, instead honing her mental abilities. Today called for
something much more primal.
She held out her hands and a pair of boxing gloves materialized on them, and stood
before the bag. She wasn’t exactly sure what she was doing. She had watched Rudy
work out many times, but never really participated herself. Taking a tentative swing,
she sent her fist into the bag and it barely moved. That won’t do, she thought. Her
weight shifted and she swung harder this time. The force of the blow shot up her arm
and energized her. Smiling, she began pounding away, as she turned on the stereo with
a thought.

Nickelback’s “Burn it to the Ground” came on, and the music drove her. All the
thoughts screaming through her mind began to quiet, retreating into the dark recesses.
With every smack of the gloves against the bag, she felt better. Who knew this could be
so cathartic? Perspiration quickly coated her skin, dripping down her back.
The song ended and changed to Matt Nathanson’s “Gone”. The lyrics made her pause
for a moment. “Don’t expect me back,” the artist sang. The thought fit her mood so well
as she thought of her father. That’s right, don’t expect me back. Her fists crushed
themselves against the bag again, faster and more furious. She felt like her temperature
was rising and tried to calm herself, filling her mind with her happiness with her new
life, her love for her husband and her friends.
She wasn’t sure how much time had passed. She kept pounding away at the bag until
her vision got a little cloudy, and stopped, resting her forehead against the bag. Her
chest hammered wildly. Tears filled her eyes. Is this what humans called catharsis?
She sensed him there before she looked up. There he was, leaning in the doorway, his
arms folded, legs crossed watching her with a bemused look on his face. She couldn’t
help but smile at him in his white t-shirt and jeans, customary wear for a bartender at a
biker bar, which was Haven’s cover.
“Feel better, baby?”
improve her mood.

His speech was always so easy, and his voice never failed to

She took a deep breath and shrugged. “No, not really.” She pushed her soaked body
away from the bag. “But it did help some.” With a wave of her hand, the stereo’s
volume dropped.
“Well, it was an impressive display.” He grinned. He must have been standing there a
while. “But, you were still doing it wrong.”
She quirked a mischievous eyebrow. “Oh? Well, why don’t you get in here you big
strong man and show me how it’s done.”
“Are you sure that’s what you want?” There was a deep chuckle just rippling under the
surface as he straightened up, grabbing his t-shirt at his waist and pulling it over his
head, tossing it aside. The silver chain he always wore dangled from his neck. She
drank him in with her eyes, as he walked over seemingly oblivious to her attention. But
she knew better; he was teasing her.
She brushed her fingertips down his back as he addressed the heavy bag. “See my feet?”
His stance was relaxed, his feet about shoulder width apart, with his fists clenched and
held at his hips. “Now watch.” He moved like lightning, stepping forward with his right
foot and driving that first hard into the leather. He yelled as he struck it, and the bag
swung away before returning to his knuckles.

“Not fair. You’ve been trained.” Rudy had a black belt in Tae Kwon Do. She had
watched him practice many times.
He pulled his hand and foot back and returned to his stance before relaxing. “I had a
good teacher, that’s for sure. But there’s no reason you can’t learn too. You never know
when you might need it. Now it’s your turn.” He stepped back and took her waist,
guiding her to the position where he had been standing. “Go ahead.”
She tried to match his stance and took a tentative punch at the bag, not nearly as hard as
she had before. The shaking of his head that she felt behind her let her know she didn’t
have it quite right. She exhaled sharply, blowing a lock of blonde hair out of her face.
“This is silly.”
“No, it’s not. Whatever is bothering you, it’s not out of your system quite yet. I can feel
it.” Damn, the man knew her too well. He bent down, placing his palm over her bare
stomach. She suddenly thought of better ways to work off her frustration, but Rudy
seemed determined that she get this right. He kicked at her ankles gently until she had
spread her feet a little more, then took her wrists and placed them at her hips, her fists
balled. “There.” Then he let her go and walked to the other side of the bag holding it in
place. “Now I want you to step forward and drive your fist through the bag.”
“What?”
“Trust me, just do it. See yourself putting your fist through the bag.”
She shook her head and closed her eyes, visualizing, then opened them and hit the bag
as hard as she could while taking driving step. There was a loud smack, and the bag and
Rudy with it moved an inch or so. But the shock she expected to travel up her arm
didn’t happen. Instead she felt all her power going through her fist into the weight of
the bag.
“Again!” She switched back to her right. Soon she was in a rhythm, and it seemed like
there was nothing in the room but her and her target. Perspiration was once again
covering her. This felt good, even better than when she was alone! And then, when the
bag was replaced with a vision of her father’s face, she let loose, peppering him with
blow after blow. She vaguely thought she could hear someone talking to her, but her
anger and resentment drowned out everything else.
She didn’t even realize that the sweat on her body was actually coming off of her as
steam.
***
Rudy was holding the heavy bag in place, but damn that woman could hit hard! After a
couple of blows nearly knocked the wind out of him, he decided it might be time for her
to take a break. “Ok, baby, slow it down and rest a minute. Babe?” She didn’t seem to
hear him, and her eyes almost seemed vacant. What the hell?

Then she let loose with such a furious blow, it knocked him backwards. He tumbled
onto his back, taken totally by surprise, as the ring holding the bag to the ceiling
snapped and it fell hard to the floor.
He propped himself up on his elbows. “Ok, Rocky, I think it’s definitely time for a
break.” He rose and approached her slowly. Her breathing was rapid and heavy, and
the look on her face was almost feral. He grabbed her wrists. They were burning up.
That was when he noticed that she almost seemed to be smoldering, wisps of steam
coming off of her body. “Breathe with me.”
She looked up at him and a deep growl came from her chest. Her eyes darkened, and
there was a bright flash in the window followed by a loud clap of thunder. “Get back,”
she said darkly and lashed out with the palm of her hand, striking him in the chest. He
was driven back, and as he looked down, he saw where the burning sensation had come
from.
There was a blistering handprint in the center of his chest.
Rudy was a demigod himself, and it had already started to heal because of the abilities
he had inherited, but there was pain nonetheless. When it hit, it threatened to drive him
to his knees, but he kept his footing. He looked up to see her taking a step towards him.
This was not his wife, not the one he knew, something was dreadfully wrong. “Trish?
Stop …”
“Get. Back. From. Me.” For a split second her manner softened. “So help me I’m not
sure I can stop myself, I don’t know what I am feeling …” Then she bared her teeth, her
fangs that rarely manifested themselves showing. “Go.”
“No!” Rudy decided to try to reach her mentally. Baby, can you hear me? Tell me
what’s wrong.
The response was weak, disconnected. Rudy, can you hear me? Help me! I can’t stop, I
can’t make my heart slow down… Then she reached for him, grabbing his arms and
pulling him to her. Wherever his skin touched hers, it felt like it was on fire. She
wrapped him up, keeping him from getting away, as she opened her mouth and reared
back. She was about to go for his neck, he could tell. He couldn’t break her fiery grip, so
he did the only thing he could think of.
He intercepted her mouth with his, ignoring the pain wracking him. He kissed her hard,
feeling her relax just a bit, and with his free arm, he grabbed the back of her head,
holding her there while their tongues danced. At the same time, he tried again to
contact her mentally… and that’s when everything winked out.
***
Rudy opened his eyes to a dark, roiling sky far above. Flat on his back, the ground dug

into his bare skin. Silent lightning flashed and he sat up quickly. He was dressed
exactly has he was back in his gym. But this most definitely was not his gym.
It was the open plains of the Dreamscape.
Dreamscape.

Not just any Dreamscape, but Trish’s

“Trish?” he called out loudly, and despite the lack of walls or boundaries, his own voice
echoed around him. Suddenly, a blinding light surrounded him, accompanied by a loud
clap of thunder. There was a female scream, and wind whipped around him. If he’d had
a shirt on, it certainly would have been torn off. As it was it knocked him off his feet
once again.
He struggled again to his feet as the wind died down, but did not vanish completely.
Before him stood five figures. A goddess, in regal white robes, her white hot eyes
burning their wisdom into him. The second was a younger version of the first, her eyes
swirling with grey storm clouds and clad in leather catsuit. A sultry beauty, standing
naked unaffected by the chaos around her, with crystal blue eyes stood next beside the
other two. Fourth was a young child, long blonde hair curling about her shoulders,
smiling with ignorant innocence. And finally, in the center of the group, she stood with
a green dress, colorless eyes, and staring into oblivion.
Every single one of them held Trish’s visage.
Rudy calmed himself and as he did, the wind died almost to a breeze. This was his
subconscious too, and although he didn’t fully understand what was going on, he still
had some control here. “Trish, baby, can you hear me?” He tentatively approached the
five women. Was this some kind of fractured personality? Or just a nightmare? He
remembered her aggressive nature in the gym, one that seemed very suited to the
leather-bound vixen to his left.
All of them turned to him and in unison said flatly, “Yes, Rudy, I can hear you. Help me
please.” That eerie echo bounced off of invisible walls again.
They walked to surround him on all sides. He could sense her power coursing through
all five of them as they circled him. “Which one is you? I want to help you if I can.” He
reached out to one of them and pulled his hand back as an electric shock shot through
his arm.
A disembodied voice boomed out of the darkness, deep and regal, echoing across the
plain. “You who are her mate must choose. This goddess has had her abilities limited
with the understanding that she would never become more powerful than her father.
Now one of those binds has been broken, so choose and let us be done with this!”
Rudy looked up and turned in a slow circle. “Who are you? Show yourself! Why are
you doing this?”
“Who we are is of no consequence to you, mortal. It is only important that you make a

choice before it is too late and this female is sent back into the collective to protect her
and the world as a whole. Her powers have been unbound and whoever you choose will
be leaving here with you.”
Rudy’s heart pounded. Choose? How was he supposed to choose? How can I possibly
know which one is my Trish? He looked up and shouted in frustration, “How can I
make a snap decision like this? Which one is she?” He hoped for the unlikely possibility
that this being might give him some clue.
Instead, there was a rumbling of collective murmurs coming from the sky. After a
moment, the voice spoke again. At least now Rudy knew there were more than one of
them. “You are her mate. Can you not discern your own female? If this is the case,
perhaps we have chosen the wrong male, because surely he would know his mate and
she hers.”
He was truly frightened now. The wrong choice and he could lose her forever, or bring
back the wrong one. He looked at each one of them in turn, but all they did was stare
back at him blankly. That’s when it hit him. His first instinct when he saw them had to
be right. He took a deep breath and looked up to the sky praying that he was right.
“You say you want me to choose which of these Trishes comes back with me. What you
are asking me is to pick some part of her to bring back. I’ve already made that choice.
Each of these visions of my wife represent some part of her. When I married her I
promised to marry ALL of her, and take her completely as mine. Every one of these is
my wife, but none of them are on their own. To pick one of them would be to cheapen
our relationship, to say ‘I don't accept this part of you.’ I won't do that. I want all of her.
So I choose to take them all. Do you hear me? Give me my wife!”
There was a long pause; then a deep chuckle emerged from the inky clouds swirling
above. “You have chosen well. Step forward and take your mate, if she’ll have you.” A
blight glow came from the figure in green and touched the other four, pulling them into
one person. Lightning and a sound like an unearthly scream filled the air before the
light started to fade. Rudy reached her and caught her just as she sagged, seemingly
exhausted.
“I’ve got you baby. Can you hear me?” She was limp in his arms but was slowly starting
to come around. Please come back, I need you.
She looked up at him, recognition lighting up her deep blue eyes. “Rudy, you came for
me.” A single tear ran down her cheek as he pulled her back into a standing position,
wrapping his arms around her waist.
The voice boomed once again. “Take your mate and leave us, but know that we will be
keeping an eye on you two. There are far greater things for the two of you and far more
serious trials to overcome.” The sky grew quiet, the dark clouds simply hanging in the
air above.

Rudy glanced up, but figuring the being to be gone, chose to ignore him. “Of course I
came for you, baby.” He pulled her into his chest as her hand fisted into the short hairs
there. “I love you more than anything, always.” He ran his hand through her long
golden tresses, and felt her breathing beginning to slow. “Are you going to be alright?”
She nodded against his chest. “Rudy, where are we, and a better question may be, how
do we get out of here?”
“We are in our subconscious baby. Your Dreamscape.” He closed his eyes and focused,
driving the clouds away so that a large yellow sun peeked through. “I know a lot, but
only while I am here. Neither one of us will remember this when we get back to the
conscious world. And no time will have passed for us. We’ll be right back where we
were.” He held her tight, kissing her forehead. Dream or not, the feel of her against his
skin was electric, and the sweet smell of her hair was even stronger.
“Let me get this right.” She pushed away from him with one hand and looked up into
his eyes. “I am not going to remember any of this? What the hell am I going to do when
one of these supposed powers pops up? And how do we get back since I have no idea
how we got here in the first place?”
Rudy kissed her lightly on the lips and whispered into her mouth. “We’ll figure it all out
baby. Are you ready to go back?”
He felt her body melt into him as she shook her head. “Not yet. I’d like to try to force a
memory on you.” She grabbed the back of his head and kissed him harder, urging his
lips apart with her tongue. Her hands ran over his back, roaming down to his hips. His
chest rumbled, and when she broke the kiss to whisper “I love you” in his ear, he picked
her up and backed her against the wall. After all they had been through to actually be
together, this near-disaster had driven them both to the brink. He was desperate for
her.
“You are my world, my love, my life,” she said. She locked her ankles around his lean
hips. “Do we have to leave? I want to remember this.”
“I know. But we can’t stay here forever.” And even as he spoke the words, the world
around them began to fade. “Just know that I love you, now and forever.”
And the dream world they had been in, that they went through this trial to get through,
vanished.
***
The Dreamscape went on without the two of them, and the dark clouds returned.
A different voice than the first spoke. “I hope you are happy now, brother. For one who
claims to espouse non-interference, you certainly didn’t have any qualms about
unlocking her powers.”

The first voice rumbled. “Asteroth, I don’t need to keep your council on my actions. I
had to know if they were indeed the ones to fulfill the Prophecy. All the signs point to
the two of them, and have for seven Realms now.”
“And so, Azazel, the game is now afoot.”
“Is everything a game to you? You and I have been at odds for millennia. Soon there
will come a reckoning.”
“Oh, yes, there certainly shall. Everything is a game, brother. Speaking of which, I think
it is time for you to deal the river card…”

CERRIDWIN’S
COTTAGE
April showers bring May flowers…
Gardening is one of the most therapeutic activities there is, in my opinion. Walking
barefoot through freshly turned soil is very soothing. It really brings a clear
understanding to the term ‘grounding’ your stresses. If standing in dirt isn’t for you,
then maybe wiggling bare toes in the soft grass is more your style.
The most wonderful thing about creating a garden space is it can be done just about
anywhere. Whether acres are used for large scale farms or gardens, or a few pots with a
salad garden on a balcony, or window ledge, there is just something so gratifying to
planting, nurturing and harvesting what you’ve sown.
One of the advantages of having a potted, or raised garden bed, is being able to start it
sooner. If it is still chilly at night, the bed or pot can be covered to create a small
greenhouse. Also, gallon milk jugs can be recycled by cutting the bottom off and using as
a cloche to keep the tender seedlings from freezing. Of course if you have the beautiful
glass Victorian cloche, or belljars, then please use them, they are quite lovely.
I really like growing my lettuce in a large pot or half-barrel to keep the greens clean and
slow the slugs down.
If you have slugs, then diverting them with a half-buried disposable bowl filled with
stale beer will give them a happy end. Make sure to put the bowl away from the plants.
I’ve found this to work very well, and I don’t have to worry about my pets getting into it.
Of course gardens aren’t just about growing produce. So many gardens are about flowers
and that feeds the soul. The sounds of the bees at work and the serenade of birds are
nature’s own symphony and sooths away the world’s stresses. One of my greatest joys is
watching the bird feeders and keeping track of which species visit. A word of warning
about keeping goldfish where herons frequent may be in order, but that is a different
story for another day. My favorite birds are hummingbirds. We have several different
kind that come, but the Anna’s Hummingbird are the residents and I love watching
them. We keep a feeder and make our own nectar for them, which is far better than the
store bought, in my opinion.
Here is my recipe:
1 cup water
¼ cup sugar
Stir until the sugar has dissolved and fill feeder.
I don’t boil it or add red coloring. I’ve done a little research on the coloring and found
that it could be potentially harmful, and unnecessary at the very least. They are so tiny,
that small amounts of something like that could hurt them, so I don’t add it.

I hope you find some joy in your gardening this season.
Tell me, how does your garden grow?

You can find Colleen here:
Colleen Love Website
Colleen’s Love Notes Blog

First Glance
I remember the first time I saw
him, the effect of his presence,
the striking beauty of his being.
In my mind, I can catalogue the
details, though I wasn’t aware
at the time of how intimate my
gaze must have been to him.
He stood apart from me, six feet
in height, the heeled boots
made him appear taller. He
wore jeans, soft, worn, faded
denim that fit like a comfortable
glove, smoothing over lean,
muscled thighs like a lover’s
exploring caress. A dark leather
jacket stretched across broad
shoulders, collar raised against
the chill breeze, a hint of black
cashmere at the slightly open
front of the coat.
I don’t know what sort of squeak
I must have made, but he turned and looked at me, and my knees shook just a little.
Everything hit my senses at once, the incredible impact of eyes so green they’re the
finest jade; thick, well styled black hair, not quite perfect; and the slow upward curve of
full, sensually sculpted lips. He took my breath away, or maybe I just stopped breathing?
To my absolute terror and delight, he turned and walked toward me, casual, graceful
strides that telegraphed confidence, ease with himself, and the kind of power that is
born in self-awareness. I looked up, memorized the planes of his face, the feathery
tracings of lines that fanned from the corners of his beguiling eyes, the silken texture of
his stubbled jaw. I longed to reach up, to touch him.
When he took my hand and lifted it to drop a whispering kiss on the backs of my fingers,
I knew the tremor of response that rocketed through me was visible to him. When he
spoke, voice accented, tone roughened with just the right amount of gravel, yet honeyed
with seductive knowledge, he took possession of my soul and would own it forever…
Photo © Maurizio Montani

Body,

mind,

spirit

What Will It Take To Wake Up?
When I first sat down to write this article I had a much different idea in mind. However,
real life intervened as it often does. Friends all around me were dealing with sudden and
huge health issues. One lost his life I am sorry to say, others are continuing in their
battles. I watch and listen as these people put their full faith in the medical community.
My fervent wish is that just for a change, the medicines do help, however I am and will
remain sceptical.
I guess one of my pet peeves is not so much what the medical profession says and does,
but rather how we blindly follow every suggestion that the doctors offer. I have heard so
many people say, “When he wrote that prescription, I didn’t think it was the right one
for me, but who am I to argue?”
Excuse me? There is no one on this earth who should be more expert on your body than
you! You live with you, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred and
sixty five days of the year. So if someone, anyone, tells you something that doesn’t
resonate, why would you believe it simply because they went to school for seven years?
When was the last time your doctor did the simplest of things, like listen to your heart,
take your blood pressure, or actually touch you?
The disturbing trend I am witnessing is, the person goes in, tells the doctor what they
think their ailment is, and the doctor promptly writes out a prescription. It’s pills for
this, a shot for that, and if that doesn’t work, come back for more pills and perhaps even
another shot. Oh, and if your symptoms don’t fall into a well known bracket, we will
either deem that your aches and pains are imaginary, or we will make up a name and
confer with colleagues and state that is what you have. Fibromyalgia is certainly one that
comes to mind. The pains are real, the aches are real but rather than address what is
causing them, we will call it fibromyalgia and prescribe more drugs.
The simple truth is that our medical system has failed. Doctors no longer study
nutrition, they study drugs. It’s not coincidence that drug companies sponsor many
accredited medical schools. We have in essence been sold out by politicians and drug
companies who are in bed with one another. We sold ourselves out in the name of
convenience. It seems no one has time to have a decent nutritious meal prepared at
home. We are overloaded with sugar, and preservatives, and more recently genetically
modified foods. The foods that we do take the time to purchase, have been sprayed with
so many chemicals, the only thing that surprises me is that we don’t glow…yet.
I am going to keep this article short, simply because these issues will be addressed
again, relating to different subjects. My goal is simple. I would like to see people start
taking responsibility for their health. I would like people to start asking questions, and if

something doesn’t make sense to them, ask about it. Don’t blindly assume that anyone
has your answers including me. There is no one answer for everyone, and we shouldn’t
take a standard answer as ‘our answer’ if it doesn’t feel right.
This is about people becoming people again, and not sheep. We have the right to decent
health, decent food, and decent care. The care must start with you for you, the
individual.
Until next time, be well.
Penny Adams
Natural Therapist

Cupid’s

corner

Our resident Cupid isn’t with us for this issue, so I thought I’d take the liberty of
introducing you to her in a different way. Apart from being a very respected relationship
advisor, Kelly is the author of numerous romance novels as well. You can find ALL of
her excellent books at Amazon. (links below to her sites)

Meet Dr. Kelly Wallace:
Kelly Wallace has written since the day she could hold a crayon in her hand. She soon
learned though, after several hours of scrubbing, that white paper was a far better choice
than white walls. Sighed at and lectured about her constant daydreaming, she put her
imagination to good use as an adult and ultimately became a published author.
Everything Kelly writes about stems from personal experience. Her nonfiction books are
based on decades as a professional psychic counselor and various health challenges.
What about her romances? Yes! They contain scenes and characters she's known,
witnessed or fantasized about, and places she's been.
Kelly was born and raised in Southern California. After 32 years on the west coast, she
moved to the east coast and absolutely loved the changing seasons. However, she soon
found herself in the Arizona desert for eight years. While the sunrises and sunsets could
never be surpassed, she felt she left her soul behind and is once again, blissfully, living
in Maryland. She has five grown daughters, various pets and grand-pets, sons-in-law,
and one special guy who's become her muse.

***If you'd like to book a psychic reading
you can visit her website***
http://PsychicReadingsByDrKelly.webs.com
You can visit her main website at http://AuthorKellyWallace.com
On Amazon – all the books, romances, and relationships, and much more:
http://www.amazon.com/Kelly-Wallace/e/B004LUK29E/

Sensual Treats Ad Rates – 2014
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

Submission Guidelines
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?

