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Editorial 
 
 

I’m sure a few of you have noticed that this issue is very, very overdue. 
Despite good intentions, we’ve fallen very much behind. Real life issues, 
changes in our lives, and way too much work have forced us to look at the 
viability and future of Sensual Treats. 
 
When we began the magazine, there were very few online magazines 
around. In the past few years, many have started operations and we’ve 
been forgotten to a large degree. That’s fine, of course, because it takes a 
lot of time to do this, and the editorial team hasn’t had a lot to spare. 
 
We would like to know if you want us to continue, and would appreciate 
hearing your thoughts on things. You can contact us at: 
senusaltreats@gmail.com and we’ll look at your suggestions and make 
some kind of decision. That said, the magazine that was once quarterly 
will have to become a larger, semi-annual production if we are to 
continue. 
 
This issue features some amazing art, the artist chosen by our own Art 
Director Kayden McLeod. We also have a new column from Roberta 
Stuemke, Artistic Treats. And, Roberta has once again supplied us with 
our Fiction Feature, a lovely story called Grey Paws. Doctor Kelly is back 
with Cupid’s Corner, as well. 
 
If we continue, we will have a new travel feature in our next issue, 
hopefully this summer. New ad rates and submission guidelines are 
included at the end of the magazine. 
 
Thank you, as always, for staying with us!! 
 
Denysé, Heather, and Kayden 
Sensual Treats 
Editors and Owners 
  

mailto:senusaltreats@gmail.com


Artistic Treats 
R. L Stuemke 

 
 

MAGIC FROM THE KEYBOARD: 
Raul Di Blasio 

 
 

 Most of us enjoy many different kinds of music: different eras, styles, 
instruments, performers, etc...  And there are different uses: entertainment, relaxation, 
inspiration, dancing.  Personally, my favorites are third stream jazz, Baroque, 
Instrumental New Age, and quality movie soundtracks; actually, there are very few types 
of music I don’t enjoy (hard rock and rap are at the top of that list).  I use music to 
accompany most of my activities at home; about the only time I don’t have music 
playing is when I’m watching TV. Whatever mood I’m in, I can always find some kind of 
music to match it. 
 I greatly admire musicians and composers, and how they employ their artistic 
abilities.  Occasionally, though, I discover one whose work goes beyond my expectations, 
whose skills are truly awe-inspiring.  These artists are truly magicians.  Their music not 
only sings to my ears, it speaks straight to my heart.  Just as each of us enjoy listening to 
different kinds of music, we each open our hearts to different musical magic. 
 One of those whose magic speaks strongly to my heart is Raul Di Blasio, an 
Argentine pianist who records mostly jazz and easy listening music. He has been quoted 
as saying that he feels “wings on my fingers”, and that is a good description of his 
performance.  There is a long list of Di Blasio CDs that are available, but two of my 
favorites are ‘Solo’ and ‘El Piano De America’.  Oddly enough, I first discovered his 
music because I was desperate to find any recording of some music from a Western film 
called ‘Duel at Diablo’, and Di Blasio’s disk ‘Solo’ included his interpretation of the 
movie theme.  Since a friend had already recommended him, I decided to give that 
recording a chance.  
 And those magical flying fingers spoke to my heart immediately.  Part of me felt 
like I was flying. ‘Dentro de Ti (Inside of you)’ is like gentle fingers stroking my body; 
‘Solo (Alone)’ sings of both the quiet pleasure of solitude and the desperate sorrow of 
being left alone. ‘Andino (Duel at Diablo)’ speaks to a love of adventure. ‘Musica-
Fantasia (Music-Fantasy)’ could accompany virtually any romantic dream, and 
‘Boheme’ makes me imagine dancing for the first time with a handsome stranger, on a 
first visit to a different country. 
 ‘El Piano de America’ has several selections with vocalists, including two very 
impressive songs sung by Marco Antonio Solis that are like vocal sexual experiences.  
‘Mediterraneo’ is an exciting drive through a strange city; ‘Angel’ is quiet happiness; and 
‘Sashay’ is a surprise encounter with an old friend you don’t quite trust, but still enjoy.  
Mind you, my Spanish doesn’t go beyond high school, so these are simply my personal 
interpretations of the music, with little understanding of the titles or those songs with 
lyrics.  So it is very possible that the actual song is about something entirely different, 
but these descriptions are how the music makes me feel, and I truly enjoy those 



sensations. 
 So, if you like easy listening music, and very skilled piano playing, I highly 
recommend listening to some of Raul Di Blasio’s recordings.  In my opinion, the man 
truly draws magic from the keyboard, and makes all my senses tingle.  Truly, a sensual 
treat. 
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Design by katt  
 
Name: Kathey Amaral 
Location: California, USA 
Media of Choice :Digital art 
Tools of the Trade: Photoshop 
 
I have always been artistically driven. I love anything colorful and creative! When I 
found digital art and photomanipulation I was immediately drawn to it. I set out to 
figure it out and learn as much as I could. Over the years I have honed my skills and 
developed my own style. I tend to stay in the fantasy genre but sometimes venture 
outside of the box. I love to tell a story with my art and connect with the people who 
enjoy my work. I see stock I like I think of what story I can tell. As I bring an image to 
life I want to go deeper than just a pretty girl on a canvas, I want to tell a story!  
 
In the last few years I have moved from art as a hobby to art as a career. My works have 
been sought out as cross stitch, puzzles and greeting cards. I now have many of my 
designs for sale in print stores as well. I am also breaking into the book cover industry. 
Over the last year I have been priviledged to work with some very wonderful authors to 
bring their stories to life on book covers. This has been my greatest honor and passion. I 
love to read and I love art so what better job is there!! I found that hard work and 
integrity goes along way in the digital world. When an author finds your work and you 
work well together others will follow. 
  
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/DesignByKatt 
 
Website: http://designbykatt.deviantart.com/ 
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Romance Novels: Do They Add Sizzle Or Fizzle To A Relationship? 

 
!Ô ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÍÅÎÔ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÄÏÚÅÎ ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÓ ÐÕÂÌÉÓÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ )ȭÖÅ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ Á ÌÏÔ 
from these make-believe characters and the people who buy romances. Most readers have 
told me they liËÅ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÙ ÌÏÖÅ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÌÏÎÅÌÙȟ ÎÏÔ ÓÁÔÉÓÆÉÅÄ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅÉÒ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÓÅØ ÌÉÖÅÓȟ ÏÒ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÅÎÊÏÙ ÂÅÉÎÇ Ó×ÅÐÔ Á×ÁÙ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÔȟ ÔÈÅ 
characters in these novels are buff and brave, curvy and courageous. They have lives most 
people only dream about. They travel to exotic lands or time periods, and the main 
characters always live happily ever after in the end. 
 
People enjoy these tales of suspense, intrigue, and sensuality so much that romance novels 
account for 55% of all book sales. But, can this seemingly innocent guilty pleasure add 
more sizzle to your love life or have it fizzle out? 
 
3ÏÍÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÈÅÌÐÓ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒ ÏÒ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÅÓÃÁÐÅ 
from reality for a few hours. For single women, maybe these books can be a reminder that 
there is good love out there in the world. But there are women who get so involved in 
ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÁÙ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÎÔ Á ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅÓ ÔÈÅÙ 
read about, or they become increasingly dissatisfied with their current partner. They wish 
ÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÊÏÂȟ ÄÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÎÉÃÅÒȟ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÁÔÔÒÁÃÔÉÖÅȟ ÁÎÄ Á ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÌÏÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÆÁÉÒ ÔÏ 
the average man. After all, how many women are like the heroines in these larger-than-life 
ÓÔÏÒÉÅÓȩ )ÔȭÓ like when men compare their partner to the women in porn magazines or 
ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢ )ÔȭÓ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÔÙȢ 
 
What can women learn from romance novels that may actually help them in their lives? 
The female character always grows and learns from her past. She usually has an emotional 
and spiritual awakening where she becomes far more independent, stronger, and 
confident. These women also follow their dreams. Obviously, these are good traits to 
follow. 
 
These stories can also help you to define some things you would like in your Mr. Right. Not 
ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ ÔÈÅ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÐÁÃËÁÇÅ ÏÒ ÉÍÍÅÎÓÅ ÂÁÎË ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÐÅÒÈÁÐÓ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÌÉËÅ Á ÍÁÎ 
×ÈÏȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆ Á ÇÅÎÔÌÅÍÁÎȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÒËÓ ÈÁÒÄȟ ÉÓ ÆÉÎÁÎÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÔÁÂÌÅȟ ÈÁÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ 
humor, is a wonderful father to his kids, etc. These are all positive things that you could 
×ÁÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÍÁÎ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÐÕÔ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÏÒ ÄÅÁÌÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔȢ 
 
2ÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÓ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÂÁÄ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÄÅÒ ËÅÅÐÓ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 
ÉÎ ÐÅÒÓÐÅÃÔÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅÓÅ ÆÉÃÔÉÏÎal stories to warp her sense of what a real 
man and what real life are like. 
 
By Sensual Romance Author Kelly Wallace 
  

http://kelly_wallace.webs.com/


  



Grey Paws 
R. L. Stuemke 

 
 
 
 

  “Help!  Please come!  We must help them!  They need you!  I need you! 
 Please help!  Come now!  Join me, please!” 

 

*** 
 

 “10,682.” 
 Jimmy and Jed’s Bond Burger Drive-In was located right at the edge of Connery, 
and Car 12 of the Connery Police Department was parked facing the population sign.  
Officer Tyler Kilwarren sat in the car looking at the sign, waiting for his partner, Micah 
Sukow, to finish his coffee – and a chat with his current girlfriend, one of the cooks.  
He’d already gone over his allotted break, but, hey, Thursday nights during the summer 
weren’t exactly heavy business. 
 “Population: 10,682.  And growing all the time,” Tyler muttered.  He shook his 
head hard, trying to push his depressed thoughts away.  He looked over at Micah again, 
and Susie, a petite redhead, her short uniform covered with a white apron, waved back 
at him. 
 They were talking about him, Tyler knew it.  Everyone in the department was 
talking about him, about the idiot whose two-timing live-in girlfriend had walked out on 
him.  God, how could he have been so STUPID?! 
 He was almost grateful when the radio sounded.  He listened to the brief report, 
acknowledged that Car 12 was heading out, turned on the flashers and leaned out his 
window to wave at his partner.  Susie grabbed Micah’s coffee, and he ran for the car. 
 “Disturbance at the Feed Mill,” Tyler reported.  “Let’s go.” 
 Micah pulled out and headed back into town.  They were about a mile from the 
abandoned mill, a block-long two-story cement rectangle with one raised platform 
running along the front.  It was in the old factory district that followed the railroad 
tracks.  Except for the Schumacher furniture factory, the area was barely alive; earlier 
that year, another closed factory two blocks from the feed mill fell victim to arson, a 
desperate owner trying to get some insurance money. 
 “Let me guess – another flock of bird lovers protesting Trap-Neuter-Release.” 
 “Worse,” Tyler answered.  “A bunch of boys with bats and broomsticks, hunting 
for Puss-N-Boots. And any other cats they can find.”   
 They turned down Fletcher Ave..  Just ahead of them, there was a group of 
teenage boys, some running up toward Mill Rd. while others came straight toward the 
cops.  Overhead there was an unbelievably large flock of crows, flying in every direction 
possible. 
 Micah had no choice but to brake, the kids were running like they didn’t see the 
police car at all.  Just as the vehicle stopped, one of the boys almost bumped into it.  At 
the last minute, he backed up, almost fell down, and stopped, bent over and breathing 



hard.  Tyler was out of the car immediately to check on him. 
 “I … I’m okay … just need … catch my breath.” 
 “Holland, isn’t it?  Steve?”  
 “Yeah.  Man, did you see all those birds?  They’re all over!  And there’s something 
strange with those cats, I gotta tell you.” The boy stood up, taking one more really deep 
breath. 
 “And just what were you planning on doing to those cats?” 
 “We were … well … we were just gonna chase them away from here, you know?” 
There was still a panicky look on his face, but it was obvious that now, it wasn’t the birds 
that worried him. 
 “I bet.  We’ve got to get down there, so I’ll let you go for now.  But, you go straight 
home, you hear me?  Tell your parents what you were doing, and then tomorrow 
morning, if you’re not at the police station by 9:00, somebody will come get you.” 
 Tyler got back in the car, as the boy turned away, his head hanging.  Without a 
word, Micah hit the gas and in another minute, they were down by the feed mill. 
   

*** 
 
 Across the road from the cement building was a small paved area that had once 
been a weighing platform.  Standing there were two security guards from the nearby 
furniture factory. Along with their patrol dog, they were watching over a couple of 
teenage boys huddled on the ground, nursing cuts and scratches, and glaring at the 
alert, obviously well-trained canine.  No other boys were anywhere around; Ty and 
Micah had apparently seen them all running away.  Coming toward the paved area was 
an old woman wrapped in a well-worn raincoat, supported by a younger woman wearing 
a Mill Cat Rescue t-shirt. 
 “You gotta do something about those cats!” one of the boys shouted.  “They’ve got 
rabies or something.  They attacked us!” 
 “What did you expect them to do?  Curl up and purr?”  Micah said.  “They were 
defending themselves.  Idiots!” 
 “But then those bums came along too.  What were they doing there?” the kid 
cried.  
 One of the security people responded.  “Some homeless people shelter down at 
the other end of the mill.  It looks like they came over to help the cats.” 
 “And they paid for it,” said the younger woman who was now helping her elderly 
companion to sit down on a low cement step.  This was obviously one of the homeless 
people, and she was bleeding from some blows to her face.  There was an injured cat 
curled in her arms.  “Dorothy here was clobbered.” 
 “If she’d left us alone, nothing would have happened to her!” the kid yelled.  “I 
think she’s a witch, she called in those birds …” and then he went quiet as the dog 
growled at him. 
 “There’s always been a big flock along the railroad tracks,” the male security 
guard muttered.  “You just startled them.” 
 At the same time, Tyler recognized the injured woman. “Dorothy?!”  He 
exclaimed.  “How long … why are you here?”  He helped settle the woman on the step.  
He had spent twelve years taking piano lessons from Dorothy Woodward, from first 
grade through graduation.  She and her brother had lived over the store her family had 



owned for generations. 
 She looked up at him.  “Fred died, there were bills,” she said weakly, “and they 
took the store.  Wouldn’t let me take anything but some clothes.  I’ve got nothing left.” 
 “You’ve got friends, Dorothy,” the other woman said, “and we’ll take care of you 
from now on.” 
 “How could I have missed that?  I knew the store was gone, but it never occurred 
to me …” Tyler took a deep breath, trying to organize his thoughts.  He looked over at 
the security guards, and the two teenagers.  Micah was requesting paramedics, just as 
Car 8 pulled up and Officer Kanitz jumped out, took a quick look at things, and reached 
under his seat for a basic first aid kit, which he brought over to Kilwarren. 
 “Give me that, Tyler,” the younger woman said.  He glanced over, a little 
surprised at the use of his first name.  She looked at him with bright green eyes, and 
seemed pleasantly familiar.  “Lissa Brooklin,” she added, grinning.  “Remember spring 
recitals?” 
 Oh, right, another piano student.  “And Christmas parties.  Did you know about 
her living here?” 
 She pulled some gauze out of the first aid kit, and started wiping blood off 
Dorothy’s forehead.  “No!  I figured she moved into The Evergreens or something.  Lord, 
if I’d only known!  I live just up the block, and I come here to feed the cats every day.  I 
never saw her.  I never even knew to look.” 
 He nodded, and told Micah to request another patrol car to help secure the scene. 
Then he asked the others to tell him what had happened before he got there. 
 “It was time to get rid of those cats!  They’re going after birds and squirrels and 
everything, and there’s just too many of them!” The talkative teen spoke up first.  The 
other boy, possibly a younger brother, elbowed him, trying to get him to shut up. 
 “That’s not the way,” Tyler said.  “Your parents need to go to the town council.  
That’s where the decisions are made.” 
 “We weren’t doing anything wrong!” the kid shouted. 
 “How about disturbing the peace?  Not to mention cruelty to animals, and 
assault?”  Micah said, gesturing toward the injured woman.  “Car 10’s coming,” he 
added. 
 More lights and sirens came their way, and soon paramedics and two more 
policemen joined them. Micah started explaining the circumstances, directing the cops 
toward the cement building to take pictures and collect whatever evidence the kids 
might have left behind. 

The paramedics both approached Dorothy, until Tyler motioned one of them over 
to the kids. 
 “We heard a lot of noise, yelling and such,” the male guard started explaining. 
 “And then Flip here got real excited,” his female partner said.  “It was just too 
close to our factory.  We had to check things out.” 
 “Kids were already running away when we got here,” the man continued.  “We 
caught these two, well, Flip kind of cornered them, and then we heard your sirens, so we 
just waited.” 
 “I was getting ready to go out for a walk,” Lissa spoke up.  “I saw the boys going 
into the mill. I knew that wasn’t good, so I called 911 and then I came over.  I couldn’t 
just stand there doing nothing!  I’ve been working with Mill Rescue for months.  By the 
time I got here, kids were shouting and starting to run away.  I went in, and there were 



cats everywhere, crows flying around, and I saw Dorothy go down.  It was one of these 
boys here that hit her, I’m pretty sure.” 
 “You’ve been coming here for months, and you didn’t know about the homeless 
people in the mill?”  Tyler couldn’t help but ask. 
 “I figured there had to be some, but they kept out of sight, and I certainly never 
imagined Dorothy was here.” 
 “The boys need some cleaning up, but they’re not hurt bad,” one paramedic said. 
 “This woman needs to go to the ER, though,” his partner declared. 
 “No!”  Dorothy started struggling.  “I can’t go to the hospital!  I can’t afford it.” 
 “Don’t worry about that,” Lissa consoled her.  “We’ll take care of it, I promise.” 
 “But Grey Paws!  I can’t just leave her like this!  She’s not feral, she comes over to 
see me every night, but if you take her to the shelter, they’ll kill her.  Lissa, can’t you take 
care of her?” 
 “I wish I could, but I already have three cats, in a one-bedroom apartment.  The 
landlord would never let me take another one.  You know, she must be a stray, but feral 
cats don’t usually accept … Don’t worry, the Rescue will find someone to take her, I’m 
sure.” 
 “No!  I’m not going anywhere unless I know someone’s taking her home.”  
Dorothy may have been old and injured, but she was obviously prepared to put up a 
fight. 
 Tyler took over again, telling Micah and Kanitz to get the boys checked over at the 
emergency room, and then take them over to the police station.  “And call their parents.”  
He turned toward the Schumacher guards. “We’re grateful for your help, and we’ll let 
your bosses know that.  Write your names down on something for me, and that’s all we 
need now, so you can go.  Just call the station tomorrow morning.” 
 Micah, Kanitz, and a paramedic got the boys over to Car 8.  As soon as the kids 
turned away, the guard dog turned and approached Dorothy.  He sniffed her hair, licked 
her face once, and then, surprisingly, sniffed the forehead of the gray cat she was 
cuddling tightly in her arms.  The cat looked up, and it was like they accidentally 
touched noses, before the dog followed his companions. Tyler knelt down, let the cat 
smell his hand and then stroked her head. 
 “I’ll take the cat, Dorothy.  You know my family, I grew up with pets. As long as 
you go along to the hospital now, I promise I’ll take care of, Gray Paws, you called her?” 
 “You have to spell that ‘G-R-E-Y’.  She’s special,” the old piano teacher said.  
“You’ll take her home? You’ll keep her? Promise?” 
 Lissa started talking fast, like she was desperate to give him all the information 
she could. She would go to the hospital with Dorothy, while he should take the cat to 
Meier’s veterinary office. “It was her father’s, right across from where your parents used 
to live. I’ll call to let her know you’re coming.”  Lissa pulled her cellphone out of her 
pocket.  “She’s the rescue vet.  When she’s checked her over, ask for an adoption kit.  It’ll 
have the stuff you’ll need to get started.” She paused, and then said “How about if I, ah, 
check in with you tomorrow to see if you need anything else?”  When he nodded, she 
smiled at him.  “Thank you.” 
 The paramedics brought over a stretcher, and quickly but gently settled Dorothy 
on it.  They paused at the rear door of the ambulance, and one of the paramedics 
reached in to grab a towel. “Here, let me take the cat so the officer can get her to the 
vet,” he said, wrapping the animal in the towel and handing it to Tyler.  Soon, they were 



gone. 
 Tyler took the cat over to his car, and laid her on the seat, still wrapped up in the 
towel.  He grabbed his radio and called the station, giving them a brief report.  Then, he 
picked up a roll of yellow crime scene tape, said a quick prayer that the cat would stay 
quiet until he returned, and headed into the feed mill to make sure everything there was 
properly taken care of.  Soon, there was no one left outside, except for two cats huddled 
together under the raised platform, and a few crows perched on a power line.  The sky 
was getting dark, and the streetlights had just come on. 
 

*** 
 

 Tyler had to leave the cat at the vet’s office to be cared for while he hurried to the 
station to file an official report.  Fortunately, Micah had already entered most of the 
facts, so Kilwarren just had to fill in details like what each of the witnesses and the two 
teenagers had told them, and what he’d found inside the mill.  Hopefully, they wouldn’t 
call him in too early Friday morning, so he might be able to get some sleep. 
 He returned to Dr. Meier’s office to pick up his new pet.  Meier’s report was brief: 
the cat’s injury wasn’t too serious, and the animal appeared to be in pretty good shape 
for a stray.  Remarkably well-behaved too, cooperative and quiet, although the vet 
cautioned him that some of that could be shock and might not last.  She gave Tyler the 
adoption kit Lissa had mentioned, and he could finally head home. 
 Following Dr. Meier’s advice, Tyler set things up in the small spare room that 
functioned as his study, preparing to leave Grey Paws there at least overnight, giving her 
a chance to adjust a bit to her new situation.  That lasted less than half an hour.  All the 
while he was in his kitchen preparing a sandwich, the previously very quiet cat cried and 
virtually howled. Finally, to avoid complaints from his neighbors, as well as spare 
himself a headache, Tyler went back to the little room.  As soon as he opened the door 
just a crack, the gray cat slipped out and past his legs, heading for the rest of the 
apartment. 
 She seemed to make a quick study of the whole place, despite her limp, sniffing 
and rubbing and pawing walls and furniture, before finally just settling down on the 
floor in the living room.  Tyler himself flopped down on the couch and finished eating 
his sandwich, while he and Grey Paws studied each other. 
 Great.  He had a cat.  His girlfriend was gone, but he had a pile of very soft gray 
fur with green eyes to take her place.  His mother would likely be very pleased, and 
helpful, but his father would laugh the house down – and then he would persuade 
Tyler’s sister to let Dorothy live in the studio/inlaw apartment in her house.  He grinned 
at the thought, then exhaustion caught up with him and he fell asleep. 
 

*** 
 

 It was completely dark outside, and the sun wouldn’t be up for another hour.  
Except for one light in the living room, the apartment was dark. Tyler was still sprawled 
out on his couch, one arm over his face, deeply asleep.  Despite her injury, Grey Paws 
had managed to jump from floor to chair and up to the electronic keyboard. Now, she 
was settled on the knitted cover Tyler’s mom had made, and was in a modified meatloaf 
position, her chin settled on her paws.   



Slowly, a slight bluish glow came from the cat’s fur, and the feline form began to 
change.  Gradually, another image rose above the keyboard, blue blended with light 
gray, becoming a very feminine humanoid form, with long blue hair and matching eyes, 
pale skin partially covered by a flowing gray gown, and, finally, wings of slightly darker 
blue spreading behind her, lifting her further above the desk. 
 Xeliziya gently waved her hand, and below her once again there appeared to be a 
resting cat. If the man did happen to wake before she resumed her animal form, in the 
dim light he would assume the cat was still there, and she would have time to get back.  
Like most of the lesser fae, this double existence was all that the fairy knew, except for 
an occasional decade spent dreaming with the elves Underhill.  With her wings 
fluttering softly, and carefully keeping her injured arm close to her body, ‘Ziya began to 
once again explore the apartment. 
 As human male habitat went, it was attractive, reasonably clean, some nice art, 
window treatments that actually matched the rest of the decor, but something was 
wrong.  There were a few empty spots on the walls, where something had been hanging 
recently; some empty drawers, an almost empty closet in the large bedroom, and a sad, 
uncomfortable feeling in the air.  Something, or more likely, someone, that had been 
here was now gone, leaving some deep pain behind. 
 The fairy flew back to the living room, hovering quietly over the sofa and reaching 
out with one gentle hand to touch the forehead of her sleeping human host.  She closed 
her eyes, and soon, images swam through her brain, this man confronting a very 
attractive woman.  There was a fog surrounding them, a sign of negative emotions.  
 “But, that’s wonderful, Bits!” he was saying.  “Okay, not planned, but still … A 
baby!  I don’t understand why that would make you want to move out.” 
 “I have to, Ty.  It’s over.  We’re over.” 
 “Not with a baby coming, we’re not.  We should be talking marriage here, not 
breaking up.” 
 “Exactly.  I’m moving so I can marry the baby’s father.” 
 Color drained from his face, just as the muscles in his neck and shoulders 
tightened.  “What …  who … ?” 
 “Oh, come on, you had to know I was still seeing Hugh.  Look, I got evicted, his 
place was too small for us both, and you had room.  He got a new place two months ago, 
and once he was settled, I told him to throw out the condoms. Yes, there’s a very small 
chance you’re the father, but one time without protection against once a day for more 
than a month?  You figure the odds.” 
 The woman grabbed her last box, tied it onto her wheeled suitcase, and headed 
out the door, leaving a shocked Tyler standing alone. 
 The images faded, and ‘Ziya’s eyes filled with tears.  But this did help her accept 
the evening’s events.  After coming in response to her pleas, more of her kin were now 
watching over the cat colony, like the goblin who’d led the guards over from the factory, 
and the pixies who had gotten their true-winged companions to swoop around the area, 
as well as the other two fairies within the colony itself.  The old homeless woman would 
be getting the aid she needed, and ‘Ziya was free to help Tyler, so it appeared the greater 
fae had indeed been watching.  The fairy flitted back to the keyboard, and settled down 
in her feline form.  Reviewing her memories of the scene at the feed mill, she 
concentrated on Lissa, the lonely volunteer she had noticed several other times, and the 
way she looked at the policeman, a look filled with remembered dreams and reborn 



desire.  Yes, there had been interest there, attraction both physical and emotional.  Plans 
began to flit through the fairy’s mind, ways to encourage more contact between these 
two people.  After all, they were both interested in helping Dorothy … 
 A feline grin appeared on Grey Paws’ face, as she covered her nose with her paw 
in an unconscious imitation of Tyler’s position on the couch, and she fell asleep.  
 
 

 
 

  



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 – 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 

  

http://sensualtreats.webs.com/advertisingrates.htm
mailto:sensualtreats@gmail.com


  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.allromanceebooks.com/product-texasheat-1394521-340.html
http://crimsonfrostbooks.com/product/triad-of-power-first-quest/



