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Editorial
Welcome to the Spring Issue of Sensual Treats Magazine – delayed a little
by illness and crazy, but finally here!
As you can see, we are going seasonal in our schedule now, but if all goes
well, the next issue will come out toward the end of June, and it will be our
THIRD anniversary issue! Wow, three years already. We hope to have some
great interviews and surprises for you with that issue, as well.
This issue was themed Spain, and so I’ve included some very cool info
about the outlaw Zorro, and we visit with a lovely resort in Spain!
Our featured interview this issue is with our own Kayden McLeod, Artist
Extraordinaire!
Enjoy, we have fiction, cool books for you to discover, and I hope you find
something to make you smile!
Thank you, as always, for your on-going support with this special project!
Warmest wishes,
Denysé, Heather, and Kayden

Thank you very much for your request and your interest in our establishment. We give
you some information about our hotel :
In the heart of ancient Nîmes, we have dreamed Jardins Secrets, where beneath the
shimmer of chandeliers intertwines treasures of 18th century from France and
Andalousian Spain.
A hideaway boutique hotel hidden in Old Nîmes. Gardens filled with Mediterranean
fragrances, bougainvillea, palms, orange trees and the soft murmur of water
caressing the marble of an antique fountain. Difficult to imagine that you are in the
heart of a city… A magical place, beyond time where one is drawn to lounging under
the olive trees or in the refined and hushed elegance of the 18th century salons.
Beside a fireplace where in winter a comforting fire crackles while outside the Mistral
wind blows, winged armchairs and sofas recall the decided taste of the epoch for the
art of conversation.
Canopied beds, ancient roses and period porcelains create the tone for rooms with an
ambiance of soft-spoken gallantry.
Bathrooms become boudoirs with antique baths draped in silks and brocaded fabrics.

The red exterior walls of the 18th century house resembling those of a Tuscan villa
illuminated by the Mediterranean sud give way once the evening comes to a residence
lit up by the glimmer of candlelight.
A luxuriant cloistered garden is accessed by several of the salons as well as Napoleon
III bar.
We welcome you to discover our “Source des Secrets”, a celebrated roman style Spa
offering ayurvedic and natural treatments. After a “hammam” in the steam room, you
can have an ayurvedic massage in the Roman styled Spa.
An enchanted site one reluctantly leaves for a few hours in order to roam the streets of
antique Nîmes, discover the cities of Arles and Avignon, or perhaps gallop on
horseback in the Camargue National Park, hike in the Cevennes forest (classified as a
UNESCO World Heritage), or explore the “Uzège”...
Hôtel Jardins Secrets
3, rue Gaston Maruejols
30 000 Nîmes
contact@jardinssecrets.net
www.jardinssecrets.net
Tel. +33(0)4 66 84 82 64
Fax.+33(0)4 66 84 27 47

Interview with an Artist
Kayden McLeod

For this issue, I decided to nail down our own Art Director, Kayden McLeod and get her
to talk about the work she does as a cover artist for several well-known publishing
houses. Many of you know Kayden the author, so let’s get to know Kayden the artist!
Which publishing houses do you work for now in the capacity of Cover Artist?
At the moment, I’m doing occasional projects for Solstice Publishing, New Dawning
International Bookfair and XOXO Publishing™.
Do you have any special covers that you are particularly proud of that you’d like to share
with everyone?
I have two particular favorites of mine that involved elements I hadn’t had a chance to
play with prior to. Both are fantasy/paranormal: Forsaken: Goddess of Pompeii and
Heart of Shadowdyn. I tend to test drive new ways of doing things on myself...and
Denyse Bridger—lol—before terrorizing the general public 
When you are asked to create a cover, how much do you rely on the author to guide you?
It depends. I have three sets of people I work with. When authors give me a clear cut
image of what they want, I stick as close as I can, within the limitations of the
photographs I can find.
Much of the time, this isn’t the case. If an author doesn’t know what they want to
visually encompass their book, I try to formulate questions over and above their cover
art query, to see if we can get a starting point. Sometimes, if I still don’t have a firm
path, I will locate a variety of models or scenery, to see if this shakes something loose.
After that, are my regular clients who’ve been with me since the beginning. I know
what they like, what they hate, their favourite colours, and experiences. They tell me I
want a cover for X book, this is the genre. I go create something, and nine times out of
ten, they’re happy with the results.

On average, how many hours of time go into your covers?
Some have taken me an hour, the average being about three hours. I think the record
of time spent was two weeks.
Ideally, who would you just LOVE to do a cover for if you could?
Sherrilyn Kenyon, or P.C. Cast. Both have produced stories I would adore to capture.
I’ve greatly admired both of their artists for The Dark Hunter series, and The Goddess
Series. For Youth Fiction, I adore Lauren Kate’s Fallen Series covers.
Is there a genre you enjoy more than any others when designing covers?
The in the end, I love them all. But my all-time favourites are paranormal, fantasy and
science fiction are immensely enjoyable genres to bring life for cover work. The
elements involved are endless, the potential awe-inspiring. In my love of fantasy
artwork, amoung many other reasons, I opened Otherworlds Publicity with my
husband. I love art of all sorts, and this is just another outlet I can express myself with.
What are your favourite stock sites, and why? Where should authors look first to give
you an idea of what they want you to create?
Romance Novel Covers is my favorite site for romance inspired covers. Affordable
prices, and the artistic nature of the poses are great to work with.
When it comes time to locating ways to show an artist what you’ve looking for, the
locations are limitless. Not just any particular stock-site, but art you find on my the
internet, past covers or photographs. Just provide links to the photograph in question.

Step Into Spring
Spring is here and it signifies renewal in so many forms. We watch the various birds
coming back into the area and it gives us a feeling of joy. The trees are starting to bud,
the grass is starting to turn green and it seems to lighten the mood of all those who take
the time to appreciate it.
In keeping with looking after yourself, spring is a great time to renew that commitment.
It is a great time to begin taking those walks as often as possible, and while out on those
walks look around you. Stop and watch a bird singing in a tree , and appreciate the
beauty of the bird and it’s song. If you don’t like birds, watch a squirrel or a chipmunk or
something you enjoy. As you watch, take a few deeps breaths in through the nose and
out through the mouth, making sure the breath out expels all the air.
If you are the least bit tense or stressed when you begin that exercise you will be amazed
at how the weight of the world is that much less for those few deep breaths in and out,
and simply appreciating something for “just being.”
A ten to fifteen minute walk can wash away so much stress especially if you take the time
to truly appreciate the beauty all around you. Try to clear your mind of all that is
troubling you and simply focus on one thing that which appeals to your sense of sight,
smell, sound and perhaps even taste and touch. Once you have shifted your focus your
ability to problem solve, is that much easier when you return to our hustle and bustle
world.
Spring is a great time to also introduce a lot more of the fresh fruit and veggies that are
now available to us. The healthier the diet the more your immune system works with
you and the better you feel. The better you feel physically the better you feel mentally
and that spills over to you feeling better spiritually.
As the warmer weather approaches, don’t forget the simple basics, such as sun screen
and hydration .
Taking that short holistic approach to looking after your mind, body and spirit , will
soon have people noticing something that has likely been missing for a while and that is,
a new spring to your step.
Be well
Penny A. Adams
Natural Therapist

The Conference
By Diane Nelson

Summer in the Bermuda Triangle: steaming, sultry hot, an ocean of blue plate
glass, tideless.
What brain trust decided this was a good idea?
“You coming, Maggie?”
“Yeah, Barry, wait up a minute. I’ve got sand in my damn shoes.”
“Did you bring the forecast specs? I thought I had them, but they aren’t in this
folder.”
I ruffle through my plastic carryall, already slick with sweat from me gripping it
with fervent determination. I risk a glance at my colleague, our team leader, first among
the firsts, as our intrepid section head so coyly labeled his current Golden Boy.
My glasses slip imperceptibly so I get a good look at GB without the interference
of bifocals. Easily ten years my junior and already on the fast track to corporate nirvana,
armed with degrees and spreadsheets and a killer PowerPoint style that’s got the
upstairs lads with a full collective hard-on for their newest and brightest recruit.
“Yeah, right here. You want them or should I keep them until you’re ready for
your talk?”
“Keep’em, Hon.” He saunters away, tight ass, narrow-hipped fit in tan Dockers
and flip-flops.
I staggered after him in medium-heeled black pumps, Just-My-Size taupe
pantyhose gritty with beach goodness and resignation. My boys, as I was rather fond of
calling them, took to calling me Hon after hearing Peter-the-Prick dub me during one of
our town hall meetings.
Come on up here, Hon, and give us a rundown on the McArthur contract. This
here’s our new mother, back in the saddle to take over for Tom as Operations Research
Analyst, otherwise known as ORA.
The asshole had managed to stretch O*R*A out in some bizarre, sexual fantasy
fashion. Titters all around.
Back then I hadn’t minded so much. Being the only “girl” in the department, and
the first to hold the ORA title, made me a center of attention I’d been happy to
encourage. That was a dress size or two ago, along with a marriage and my shot at Law
School.
“What’s the chair’s name again?” Barry held the door open for me while I slipped
past him, my too-tight-for-the-tropics linen skirt doing an incidental brush along his hip
bone. He didn’t yield.
“Uh, just call him Dr. Ravi. And remember, he doesn’t shake hands.” I continued
with the verbal dossier, filling GB in with all the pertinent details he’d obviously
forgotten since last night’s pre-conference group pow-wow.
In my best mothering tone, “…you’ll need to talk slowly. Most of the audience will

not have English as their native language. Just give them the highlights. We’ll leave
hashing out details for later when we meet with the financials people.”
“Uh-huh. Okay. Here, let me take that folder.”
Grateful to be rid of the unwieldy pile of print-outs, I handed the plastic binder
over.
GB turned away, my life’s work tucked carelessly under one arm as he trotted
down the hallway toward The Magnolia Room and our first of many sessions for the day.
***
“What’s wrong, Maggie?”
Sam gave me a quick hug, nearly knocking over the coffee cup balanced
precariously in my left hand. The other held a paper plate piled high with croissants,
bagels and fresh fruit. My mothering instinct ran hot when it came to my boys.
“Oh hey, Sam. Uh, nothing.”
“Nothing looks like somethin’, Hon. Why don’t you bring that pile of goodies over
to my table and we’ll talk about it.”
“Thanks, Sam. But Barry sent me for coffee. His talk starts in twenty minutes.”
Sam’s one of those “touchers", a very hands-on, in your personal space type. My
mothering capacity stops just this side of rude when I’m around him. He’s creepy in that
techno-nerd way. Harmless on the outside, total lascivious asshole on the inside. I move
away as fast as sand-filled heels and tight skirt will allow.
Damn, I should have tried this suit on before I packed for the trip.
I can feel my ass straining the pencil-skirt, tight enough that even the slip has no
“slip”, nailed in place between my pantyhose-covered cotton briefs and the thick-weave
fabric. For a Houston native, accustomed to hot and steamy as a lifestyle, I’d made a few
spectacularly poor garment choices for my professional attire.
“Let me get that for you.” Another door abracadabras open, the Golden Boy
bowing with a flourish.
“Didn’t the session start?”
I’m worried about what all I’ve missed and why Barry isn’t sitting, flushed and
flustered, anxiously going over the facts and figures I’d spent weeks compiling.
Barry takes an elbow and guides me through the door. It’s a tight fit. I have to
turn sideways, hands and arms splayed fore and aft holding my breakfast cargo. Barry
takes up more than his half of the middle. My breasts brush across his abdomen, forced
to take a slow journey along a knit silk road of sapphire blue. Even through my stiff
jacket fabric and sturdy cotton blouse, my nipples take note of the highway of six-pack
abs and set themselves on high beams.
Geez, it’s been awhile.
Sam, coming up behind me, made a grab for the tottering plate of buns as I
stalled, impaled, frantically sucking in my gut and inadvertently thrusting my boobs into
Barry’s unyielding midsection.
Barry growled, “I’ve got it…” and pressed me into the door jamb while relieving
poor Sam of his good deed for the day.
I could feel the sweat trickle down my back and bead on my forehead. The tepid
coffee sloshed fitfully onto the saucer and then my hand. My knee crept between his legs
as I angled for some way to extricate myself. The wriggling seemed to be having a

deleterious effect on our professional relationship.
“…’scuse me, s-s-sorry.”
I quickly morphed from annoyed to mortified to full out lust in zero-to-hot-flash.
I got to wondering if the restaurant had one of those walk-in freezers. I’d need a quick
trip to the ladies’ room to dry off, cool down and readjust my knickers which were
squirming uncomfortably left-to-right, leaving a tell-tale bulge on the right side of the
damn skirt. I could feel it but not see it, and I wasn’t too keen on looking down past the
high beams and straining jacket. Idle curiosity only goes so far. I ain’t a systems analyst
for nothing.
I managed to pop like a cork out of cheap wine bottle, sending the rest of the
coffee onto the mauve knobby-weave carpet, the stain hardly noticeable amongst the
garish floral patterns.
Barry and Sam had whatever macho eye-fuck satisfied this particular herd
dynamic, leaving me with Barry-in-a-smirk and confusion for a nametag.
***
“No, dear, it’s all right, you can stay with Melissa over the weekend.”
I did the requisite eye roll at Sam who had insinuated himself into the seat next to
me while we dined buffet style on overdone roast beef, mystery white fish and
something with more shells than seafood, swimming in a oily sauce that rainbowed all
over the spectrum and smelled … fishy.
“Yes, dear, that will be fine. Make sure you call Grams and let her know.”
I mouthed my daughter at no one in particular. Dr Ravi nodded in sympathy and
went back to picking at the shellfish, hunting for something edible.
“Uh-huh, yeah, that’s fine, hmm, no, over my dead body, you heard me Jess, no
way …”
I fingered the waistband on my skirt, looking for a button or a zipper or
something to loosen. I’d already undone the top three buttons on my conservative
cotton blouse, eliciting some approval from across the table, but doing little for adding
to my oxygen intake.
The two clients opposite me stared hard where my hand slid along my industrial
strength cotton bra top, looking to make small adjustments and free up space. I wanted
to give them snake eyes and ante up two close-ups on cleavage for one really deep
cleansing breath.
I might as well have been strapped into a medieval torture chair. The pencil-skirt
was well-named, allowing nothing in the way of freedom of movement or expansion of
mid-section due to food intake. I’d had little of that excuse, having paced myself with a
small salad and iced tea. Not so much because I felt the need to a) diet because I was
overweight … I was; b) wanted to impress any or all of my male companions with my
parsimonious appetite … I didn’t give a shit because c) the fucking skirt, in sit-down
frame, simply didn’t allow room for additional calories to make their way past whatever
that little valve thingee was called that let masticated goodies flow from one internal
consumption site to another.
In other words, I was strapped, bloated, and snugged – and mildly fearful of
nature taking its inevitable course at inopportune moments.
Sam, to his credit, seemed aware of my distress -- not the particulars, just the fact

that my inexplicable exploration of fabric-draped body parts, inappropriately timed to
whoever directed a question or comment my way, gave him leave to finger walk his way
up and down my right arm in some bizarre soothing gesture.
I stared at his index finger for a bit. That distraction -- the image of his finger
stuck into an orifice of my choice, preferably one not easily accessed -- served to lighten
my mood if not my waistband.
Barry sat, right-hand-of-God, at the far end, schmoozing with the section head
and one of the VP’s from marketing who used our/my forecasts to predict everything
from the state of the economy to next year’s kumquat futures.
“No, I really don’t give a flying f---,” I went eyes-on-stalks, bit my tongue, and dug
my right hand into Sam’s fleshy thigh, “… what your friends are doing. You are not
getting a tattoo, young lady.”
My voice took on that hated strident tone, the one I swore I’d never use after a
lifetime with my own mother. Unfortunately genetics had won out.
Sam seemed to be doing some deep-breathing exercises next to me. I made my
final mom-threats and clicked the phone closed, then looked over at him, curious. His
eyes squeezed shut in a rictus of … oh shit. While I’d been giving Jess her daily dose of
long-distance parenting, in my agitation, I’d been more or less massaging Sam’s inner
thigh – to use a baseball metaphor – high and inside.
I immediately ceased all motion but left the hand suspended in mid-stroke, and I
mindlessly observed that Barry was staring down the table, straight at me. My bifocals
gave me a pretty good view of the playing field below decks but not much insight into
what went through Barry’s mind as he lasered intense blue eyes on first my face, then
my arm, and at that point I realized just how obvious it must be to any casual observer.
I no longer worried about the state of my waistband. I was more concerned with
my face erupting in a torrent of lava.
The final straw was Sam’s small moan, followed by a thing with his hip that made
it clear to everyone in the immediate vicinity that my notoriety for follow-through on
projects might be seriously put to the test.
Gagging out something to the effect of “… ‘scuse me …” I did the only sane thing. I
bolted.
Barry’s eyes followed me out the door. I expected curiosity, I deserved appalled.
What I got was interest.
I leaned against the wall across from the front desk, eyes shut tight, making small
adjustments to the skirt with slow, lazy strokes along the rough-textured linen, up,
down, palms flat, fingers splayed.
“That was an … interesting lunch,” Barry breathed into my ear, his lips lightly
brushing the lobe.
Startled, I jumped; but he had me boxed in, all lean running back six-foot-two,
and I had nowhere to go.
“Why don’t we go somewhere quiet until my session at two-thirty?”
My pulse pounded so loudly, I couldn’t be sure I heard right so I simply nodded,
unclear what I was agreeing to.
“Bring the contracts. We have to clarify …” his voice petered out as he strode
down the hall opposite the front desk.
Damn. Now I had way more than a twist in my knickers.
I shuffled off to find my plastic binder. Pausing at one of the ornate mirrors lining

the hallway, I stared at my reflection, wondering … who is that woman and why the hell
is she in my body?
***
“Can I get you something, uh, M-m-maggie?” Sam stuttered, avoiding eye
contact. “White wine?” He waved vaguely in the direction of the open bar.
I stood, hip cocked, twirling a Barbie-doll paper umbrella in my right hand while
sucking at the rum-infused pineapple slice with the other, the slurping noise like chum
on still waters.
I was already three umbrellas into the evening, idly soft-focused on the
kaleidoscope of iridescent tropical-shirted predators orbiting about me, Mother Earth.
I tongued the remains of the fruit, licked my lips, then ran that index finger along
Sam’s square jaw … nice face, funny I never really noticed before … and winked. Are his
eyes really gold-brown?
“You …” Shy.
“Me …?” Breathy.
“Uh …” Gagging.
I leaned down, teetering slightly on the three-inch strappy sandals – a dangerous
maneuver that threatened to spill nature’s largesse – and whispered, “What?” “You, you
look, you, uh, you look …”
“Yes, she does, doesn’t she?”
Sam went deer-in-headlights and backed away, one step, two, then stopped. A
line in the sand.
I was still teetering, a metronome set to four-four time, as a warm hand stroked
my bare back, the ridges dimpling, one after the other, a wake from a slowly meandering
canoe, oared with exquisite finesse along my spine.
Barry hissed in my ear, “Very nice, indeed.”
The umbrella tumbled from my fingers as I slowly pitched forward. That warm,
large hand pressed lower as my body arched into the curve. Sam extended both hands,
palms up. The umbrella impaled itself onto a stained-glass geometric weave as my silkclad boobs targeted Sam’s sweaty cradle.
Ass, warm hand cupping, fleshy globes nesting, body rocking, bobbing. The
coarse carpet weave tickled my bare toes as I used them for leverage to dig in and regain
balance. One last bounce as Sam pressed upwards, fingers splayed, mouth in an “O”,
sucking air for all he was worth. Lift off.
I stretched my neck and realigned my spine.
“Another one of those …” I pointed vaguely at the floor, “… would be nice, Sam.”
Sam staggered away, a strange purplish flush coloring his usual ruddy
complexion.
Odd how he keeps flexing his fingers.
The warm hand traced a line over an ample hip and I shared a little secret with
Golden Boy as he slithered into my field of view. He was smiling and I feared I knew
why …
***

“Mom, it’s nice. Really.”
Muttering.
“No, really, I love it.”
Guilt.
“But I think I’m a little too old to wear something like this.”
Truth, ignored.
First Jess, now her.
It was nice, the dress, a slithery silk in a variegated leaf pattern, greens, browns,
on a pearlescent ivory background that looked lit from within the fine weave. It artfully
shaped itself to my body, owning every curve, accenting, flowing -- a waterfall of
luscious, decadent fabric.
“Yes, I’m trying it on right now.”
Concern.
“Uh-huh. Yes, it’s a perfect length with the heels.”
More concern.
“I, uh, I think it will look …”
Sweet Jesus.
The handkerchief blushed across my breasts as I lifted and separated, anchoring
the cushy fullness with a knot behind my neck. The halter top cascaded narrowly to a
dropped waist, and cut in the back to a deep vee. If I lifted my arms—and I did, curious
as to the mechanics—then stood sideways, the pale mounds of flesh peeked saucily as I
pivoted.
Mom’s chirping on the other end of the line finally fired up a synapse.
I wailed, “I can’t possibly wear this! I’m too old. I’m too fat. I’ll look ridiculous …”
***
Golden Boy took an elbow—he seemed to have a thing for elbows—and guided me
toward the patio. Warm sultry tropical breeze, the faint buzz of negotiations and
contracts-in-progress, the scent of bougainvillea heavy, we exited onto the white sugarsand beach.
“Wait,” I muttered, “let me take my shoes off.”
“Allow me.”
Barry took a knee and gently shifted the silk waterfall over an arm. He carefully
un-strapped one, then the other sandal, barely touching my ankle or my instep, gliding
the narrow leather across bare skin with exquisite ease.
I have a foot fetish, an erogenous zone of monumental proportions on the soles of
my feet. I would do anything, anything …
He stood, my sandals hooked carelessly over his middle finger, and led me
toward the inky blue Caribbean. Waves lapped quietly, the sound drowned by the blood
pounding in my ears. We walked, just out of reach of the froth, until well away from the
hotel and our colleagues and our responsibilities.
Barry turned to stare at me, eyes hooded, knowing. The slow burn melted me into
a puddle of need, wet and sticky with lust. He placed both hands on my hips, then slid
them down, pressing lightly, surely, following my contours to pull the fabric tight
against my thighs.
He grinned.

“I wasn’t sure before. Now I am. Very naughty.”
I didn’t think he could see me blush.
I whispered, “My mother bought this for me. I don’t have …” The words trailed
off.
“Don’t have what?”
The words tumbled out, assuming a life of their own. “I don’t have anything like
this. It’s, it’s so revealing and …” he held back laughter so I dove in the deep end,
“…underwear seemed kind of superfluous.”
My head swam in murky, shark-infested waters. I tried to step away but he was
current-strong, pulling me close, rubbing his groin against the rise of my belly, the bulge
tempting, demanding.
Laving his tongue along my collarbone, he husked, “I like superfluous…” Moist
lips trailed up my neck. To my earlobe. A nip. Hands slid silk high, higher.
He guided me to the sand on a sigh.
“M-m-maggie?”
Shit.
***
Barry lifted himself off my prostrate form and glared at our intruder.
“Sam.”
“Uh, s-s-sorry. It’s Maggie. I mean, it’s her mom.”
My gut roiled and I lunged to my feet, breasts swaying with the effort. Barry and
Sam both stared as the pendulums bobbed, leaving nipple trails on the thin fabric. I
could barely think—gut sinking, nipples tingling, my 'center' raised to full standing heat
status.
“Mom? You mean my mother?”
Barry backed away, made a small adjustment to his trousers, and murmured, “I’ll
see you inside. We’ll go over the Ravi forecast figures before we approach his people
with the final offer.”
I watched the only sex life I’ve had in almost ten years stride purposefully away.
Miserable, Sam continued, “I’m really sorry. My mom called. She’s in the same
retirement community as your mom.”
Huh, I didn’t know that.
“Erm, the, uh, residents—well, some of them anyway—were caught …”
“Sam, what?”
“Your mom’s in jail.”
“What the hell are you talking about?” I practically screamed at him.
“She, and some of the others, they were, uh, making porn movies in one of the
empty suites.”
Porn. My mother. My mother and this silk dress. Dear God.
Nodding brightly, he continued to fumble with the delivery. I had the urge to pat
his arm while grasping his larynx and squeezing until the words popped out, no order
necessary, just flop on the beach and let me sort them out on my own. I’m a goddamn
research analyst— it’s what I do.
For some reason logic intervened. “How did the cops know about … this activity?”
Activity, event. Yes, better than the p-word.

“Um, somebody complained.”
Humph. No shit, Dick Tracy.
“My mom said it was the dentures gettin’ mixed up.”
I’d need time to wrap my head around that, so I gathered up the folds of my
wrinkled dress and padded to the water’s edge. Sam followed me warily.
The water lapped at the silk, twining it about my ankles with slithery, slapping
ease. I raised my arms over my head, allowing my breasts to fall away from the cloth,
bulging outward, melons ripe for the plucking.
Porn.
Sam lazily traced a finger down my bare back, patterning in the crystalline beads
of sweat peppered with sand grains.
I turned, drawing his hand across my ribcage, his thumb tracing the outline of the
globe, heavy with anticipation.
When he smiled, his face lit with boyish charm.
“My mom was running the camcorder.”

*****

Sometimes the smallest of things can turn into the biggest of projects. It was an
accident, really. I was reading up on something in a forum I belong to and decided I
wanted to try making something for someone special. I started small, a sugar scrub for
the daughter of a friend who had a 16th birthday coming up. Then a shave oil for a good
friend of mine who wanted something specific. Then a salt scrub, and some body lotion.
Then bath salts for someone I care about. Then hand salve for guys. And before I knew it
"A Touch of Magick" was born.
A shop on Etsy, where these new projects of mine are sitting (and selling), "A Touch of
Magick" is bringing me the creative outlet I need when I get writer's block and the
relaxation I need when things in life aren't going peachy. I was recently contacted by a
wonderful author to create some specific scented lotions for a giveaway basket she is
doing. I am excited that I can tie my two worlds together.
My shop is at http://touchofmagick.etsy.com if you are interested in seeing what I am
cooking up right now, and don't worry, another story or 3 are quickly coming together.

Warrior Mine
Angelique Devereaux is a dark legend, once a Chosen Warrior of god, she betrayed her
oaths to love one who was forbidden. Cast out, cursed and scarred, she continues her
battle alone. Until a soul as tortured as her own stumbles across her path. Asher Elliot
is lost in his own darkness when he first sees the tall warrior known to legend simply
as The Slayer. Tortured by the deaths of his wife and children, this grieving warrior is
nonetheless drawn to the timeless, cold being he witnesses at work. Like him, she deals
in death and her justice is swift, sometimes messy, but always final. He follows her,
watching, growing ever more captivated by her, until finally he must reach out to
claim what his reawakened heart wants most…
Book One of an exciting new series for paranormal fans. Told by two distinctive voices, one
familiar, one new, WARRIOR MINE: The Claiming sets the stage for a very different kind of
story. With roots over two centuries in the past, Angelique Devereaux is a dark legend, once a
Chosen Warrior of god, she betrayed her oaths to love one who was forbidden. Cast out, cursed
and scarred, she continues her battle alone. Until a soul as tortured as her own stumbles across
her path.
Asher Elliot is lost in his own darkness when he first sees the tall warrior known to legend
simply as The Slayer. Tortured by the deaths of his wife and children, this grieving warrior is
nonetheless drawn to the timeless, cold being he witnesses at work. Like him, she deals in death
and her justice is swift, sometimes messy, but always final. He follows her, watching, growing
ever more captivated by her, until finally he must reach out to claim what his reawakened heart
wants most…
Book Two in the exciting new series WARRIOR MINE, Retributions continues the passionate
and ever-changing relationship that is building between Asher Elliot and Angelique Devereaux.
Asher's past has come back to haunt him in a way that threatens to open old wounds just as
they've begun to heal. When he is contracted to do a job, he shuts "Angie" out and goes to exact
his personal vengeance for the sins committed against those he loved.
Angelique has never been part of humanity, is still struggling to find her way in the midst of love
and passion that is alien to her immortal soul. The ties of blood have revealed Asher's pain to
her, and she will not allow anyone to hurt him if she is able to stop it.
As the two warriors each set out on the path of retribution, they are once again drawn back to
each other. Face to face with Asher, Angelique wonders if he can forgive her, and her beloved
male is trying hard to understand her fear of not being good enough for his love.
They have a long way to travel before true understanding will make them whole, will their love
be strong enough to keep them together for their journey?

Review of Warrior Mine: The Claiming by Elliot Devereaux
Angelique Devereaux, an ancient warrior, once one of the chosen and Asher Elliot, a
hunter whose prey exist outside human understanding, defy destiny as they fall into a
seduction so dangerous it threatens to damn them both for eternity.
Asher waits, hidden in shadows—a voyeur of Angelique’s self-loathing and pain. The
torture she suffers is well-earned, a judgment passed when her forbidden love for her
prey betrays the vows she made. Her punishment casts her into darkness, one that
only Asher can understand.
Drawn together, desire consumes them, erupting into a sensual explosion of passion
too intense to be denied.
The language is lush and evocative, the characters powerful, seductive and compelling.
When Asher claims his warrior, it is but the first step on a journey fraught with peril.
The Claiming is a set piece, introducing us to a darkly indulgent world of unbridled
passion.
This reviewer, for one, waits with bated breath for the next episode.
—Nya Rawlyns

Review of Warrior Mine: Retributions
They say revenge is sweet, or cold, or best served now but for Asher Elliot revenge is
an unwelcome visitor, cloaked in the color of mourning. For Angelique Devereaux,
revenge is a choice, a dispassionate act conceived in the heat of passion. For both,
revenge opens up wounds forged in the grief of one and the resolve of the other.
For warriors whose currency is too often death, passion, desire, and need can bring
life to souls grown brittle. Trust bridges that divide but trust is easily lost for those who
have known only self-reliance and the cynicism of broken promises. Passion can cloud
judgment; it can break the fragile strands of trust.
Angelique’s instincts lead her to an intrusion that could alienate the one person who
gives her a reason for hope. Asher’s anger at Angelique rapidly descends into rage
when he is hired to dispatch one he thought dead. The hit is not the problem, the
unhealed rent in his soul is. As Asher comes to terms with a past he had nearly put
behind him, Angelique wreaks her own brand of vengeance.
Anger wears passion as a cloak, punishment and pleasure become indistinguishable as
Asher and Angelique struggle to explore their true natures. One says it is enough, the
other believes there could be more.
The question remains: will their journey of discovery—about each other, about
themselves—reveal secrets best kept hidden?
~~Nya Rawlyns

THE CLAIMING
Available HERE:
http://www.xoxopublishing.com/Products/index.php?route=product/product&filter_n
ame=Warrior%20Mine&product_id=262

RETRIBUTIONS
Available HERE:
http://www.xoxopublishing.com/Products/index.php?route=product/product&filter_n
ame=Warrior%20Mine&product_id=267
TRAILER: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qxRAiAJXIv0

Zorro
Zorro is a fictional character created in 1919 by New York-based pulp writer Johnston
McCulley. The character has been featured in numerous books, films, television series, and other
media.
Zorro (Spanish for "Fox") is the secret identity of Don Diego de la Vega, originally Don
Diego Vega), a nobleman and master living in the Spanish colonial era of California. The
character has undergone changes through the years, but the typical image of him is a dashing
black-clad masked outlaw who defends the people of the land against tyrannical officials and
other villains. Not only is he much too cunning and foxlike for the bumbling authorities to catch,
but he delights in publicly humiliating those same foes.
Publishing history:
Zorro (often called Señor or El Zorro in early stories) debuted in McCulley's 1919 story "The
Curse of Capistrano", serialized in five parts in the pulp magazine All-Story Weekly.[1] At
the denouement, Zorro's true identity is revealed to all.
Douglas Fairbanks and Mary Pickford, on their honeymoon, selected the story as the inaugural
picture for their new studio, United Artists, beginning the character's cinematic tradition. The
story was adapted as The Mark of Zorro (1920), a film which was a success. McCulley's story
was re-released by the publisher Grosset & Dunlap under the same title, to tie in with the film.
Due to public demand fueled by the film, McCulley wrote more than 60 additional Zorro stories,
beginning in 1922. The last, The Mask of Zorro (not to be confused with the 1998 film), was
published posthumously in 1959. These stories ignore Zorro's public revelation of his identity.
The black costume that modern audiences associate with the character stems from Fairbanks'
silent film rather than McCulley's original story. McCulley's subsequent Zorro adventures copied
the costume of Fairbanks's Zorro, rather than the other way around. McCulley died in 1958, just
as the Disney-produced Zorro television show was becoming popular.
Fictional history
In The Curse of Capistrano Don Diego Vega becomes Señor Zorro in the pueblo of Los
Angeles in California "to avenge the helpless, to punish cruel politicians", and "to aid the
oppressed." He is the title character, as he is dubbed the "curse of Capistrano."
The story involves him romancing Lolita Pulido, an impoverished noblewoman. While Lolita is
unimpressed with Diego, who pretends to be a passionless fop, she is attracted to the dashing
Zorro. His rival and antagonist is Captain Ramon. Other characters include Sgt. Pedro Gonzales,
Zorro's enemy and Diego's friend; Zorro's deaf and mute servant Bernardo; his ally Fray (Friar)

Felipe; his father Don Alejandro Vega; and a group of noblemen (caballeros) who at first hunt
him but are won over to his cause.
In later stories McCulley introduces characters such as pirates and Native Americans, some of
whom know Zorro's identity.
In McCulley's later stories, Diego's surname became de la Vega. In fact, the writer was wildly
inconsistent. The first magazine serial ended with the villain dead and Diego publicly exposed as
Zorro, but in the sequel the antagonist was alive, and the next entry had the double identity still
secret.
Several Zorro productions have expanded on the character's exploits. Many of the continuations
feature a younger character taking up the mantle of Zorro.
Characteristics
In The Curse of Capistrano McCulley describes Diego as "unlike the other full-blooded youths of
the times"; though proud as befitting his class (and seemingly uncaring about the lower classes),
he shuns action, rarely wearing his sword except for fashion, and is indifferent to romance with
women. This is, of course, a sham. This portrayal, with minor variations, is followed in most
Zorro media.
A notable exception to this portrayal is Disney's Zorro (1957–59), where Diego, instead, appears
as a passionate and compassionate crusader for justice—but masquerades as "the most inept
swordsman in all of California." In this show, everyone knows Diego would love to do what
Zorro does, but thinks he does not have the skill.
The Family Channel's Zorro (1990-93) takes this concept further. While Diego pretends to be
inept with a sword, the rest of his facade is actually exaggerating his real interests. Diego is
actually well versed and interested in art, poetry, literature, and science. His facade is
pretending to only be interested in these things and to have no interest in swordplay or action.
Zorro also has a full-blown laboratory in his hidden cave in this version of the story.
Character motifs
The character's visual motif is typically a black costume with a flowing Spanish cape, a flatbrimmed black sombrero cordobés, and a black cowl sackcloth mask that covers the top of the
head from eye level upwards. In his first appearance, he wears a cloak instead of a cape, and a
black cloth veil mask covering his whole face with slits for eyes. Other features of the costume
may vary; sometimes black riding boots or bell-bottom trousers, sometimes a vest, a waistsash
or riding belt, and a moustache.
His favored weapon is a rapier which he often uses to leave his distinctive mark, a Z made with
three quick cuts. He also uses a bullwhip. In his debut, he uses a pistol.
The fox is never depicted as Zorro's emblem, but as a metaphor for the character's wiliness
("Zorro, 'the Fox', so cunning and free..." from the Disney television show theme).
His heroic pose consists of rearing on his horse Toronado/Tornado, sword raised high. (The
logo of Zorro Productions, Inc. uses this pose.)

Skills and resources

Zorro is an agile athlete and acrobat, using his bullwhip as a gymnastic accoutrement to swing
through gaps between city roofs, and is very capable of landing from great heights and taking a
fall. Although he is a master swordsman and marksman he has more than once demonstrated
his prowess in unarmed combat against multiple opponents.
His calculating and precise dexterity as a tactician has enabled him to use his two main
weapons, his sword and bullwhip, as an extension of his deft hand. He never uses brute
strength, more his fox-like sly mind and well-practiced technique to outmatch an opponent.
In some versions, Zorro keeps a medium-sized dagger tucked in his left boot for emergencies.
He has used his cape as a blind, a trip-mat and a disarming tool. Zorro's boots are also
sometimes weighted, as is his hat which he has thrown, Frisbee-like, as an efficiently substantial
warning to enemies. But more often than not, he uses psychological mockery to make his
opponents too angry to be coordinated in combat.
Zorro is a skilled horseman. The name of his jet-black horse has varied through the years. In The
Curse of Capistrano, it was unnamed. Later versions named the horse Toronado/Tornado or
Tempest. In other versions, Zorro rides a white horse named Phantom.
McCulley's concept of a band of men helping Zorro is often absent from other versions of the
character. An exception is Zorro's Fighting Legion (1939), starring Reed Hadley as Diego. In
McCulley's stories, Zorro was aided by a deaf mute named Bernardo. In
Disney's Zorro television series, Bernardo is not deaf but pretends to be, and serves as Zorro's
spy. He is a capable and invaluable helper for Zorro, sometimes wearing the mask to reinforce
his master's charade. The Family Channel's Zorro television series replaces Bernardo with a
teenager named Felipe, played by Juan Diego Botto, with a similar disability (his muteness is the
result of trauma) and pretense.
Inspirations
Zorro bears some similarities to historical Andalusian bandits of the 18th and 19th centuries. He
is most closely associated with Joaquin Murrieta, whose life was fictionalized in an 1854 dime
novel by John Rollin Ridge. Other possible inspirations for the character include Robin
Hood, Reynard the Fox, Salomon Pico, Manuel Rodríguez Erdoíza, and Tiburcio Vasquez.
Another possibility was William Lamport, an Irish soldier living in Mexico in the 17th century.
His life inspired a fictional book by Vicente Riva Palacio, and a biography, The Irish Zorro, was
published in 2004. The Yokuts Indian Estanislao, who led a revolt against the Mission San

Jose in 1827, is another possible inspiration. In the 1998 film The Mask of Zorro, Murrieta's
(fictional) brother succeeds Diego as Zorro.
The 1890s penny dreadful treatment of the Spring Heeled Jack character as a masked avenger
may have inspired some aspects of Zorro's heroic persona. Spring Heeled Jack was portrayed as
a nobleman who created a flamboyant, masked alter ego to fight injustice, frequently
demonstrated exceptional athletic and combative skills, maintained a hidden lair and was
known to carve the letter "S" into walls with his rapier as a calling card.
Like the The Scarlet Pimpernel, Zorro keeps his true identity free of suspicion by acting as a fop
or dandy in his persona as the nobleman Don Diego. The all-black Fairbanks film costume,
which with variations has remained the standard costume for the character, was likely adapted
from that of the Arrow film serial character The Masked Rider. In 1919, he was the first Mexican
black-clad masked mystery rider on a black horse to be seen on the silver screen, before the
following year's release of The Mark of Zorro. Fairbanks' costume is identical to the Rider's,
albeit with a half-mask and without the hat.
Books
Johnston McCulley's original magazine serial, "The Curse of Capistrano" from All-Story Weekly,
was published in 1924 as a novella by Grosset & Dunlap under the title The Mark of Zorro. It
was reprinted by MacDonald & Co. in 1959 and by Tor books in 1998, ISBN 978-0-8125-4007-9.
Johnston McCulley's Zorro short stories were reprinted by Pulp Adventures Inc. in a series of
trade paperback editions.
Zorro The Master's Edition Volume One (1932–1944) February 2000 ISBN 1-891729-20-9
Zorro The Master's Edition Volume Two (1944–1946) January 2002 ISBN 1-891729-21-7
Zorro The Master's Edition: A Task For Zorro (1947) July 2002 ISBN 1-891729-31-4
A series of paperback novels were published by Tom Doherty Associates, Inc. Books in the late
1990s and early 2000s.
Zorro and the Jaguar Warriors by Jerome Preisler September 1998 ISBN 978-0-8125-6767-0
Zorro and The Dragon Riders by David Bergantino March 1999 ISBN 978-0-8125-6768-7
Zorro and the Witch's Curse by John Whitman April 2000 ISBN 978-0-8125-6769-4
Gerard Ronan's Biography of William Lamport "The Irish Zorro" was published by Brandon
Books in 2004. ISBN 978-0-86322-329-7.
Minstrel Books published A series of young reader novels based on the motion picture The Mask
of Zorro.
The Treasure of Don Diego by William McCay 1998 ISBN 978-0-671-51968-1
Skull and Crossbones by Frank Lauria 1999 ISBN 978-0-671-51970-4
The Secret Swordsman by William McCay 1999 ISBN 978-0-671-51969-8
The Lost Temple by Frank Lauria 1999
Zorro filmographic books have also been published:
The Legend of Zorro by Bill Yenne 1991 Mallard Press ISBN 978-0-7924-5547-9
Zorro Unmasked The Official History by Sandra Curtis 1998 Hyperion ISBN 978-0-7868-82854
Tales of Zorro anthology edited by Richard Dean Starr 2008 Moonstone Books ISBN 978-1933076-31-7
The character was also the subject of a historical novel by a famous Chilean author.
Zorro by Isabel Allende 2005 HarperCollins ISBN 0-06-077897-0

IN REVIEW: It’s not often you read a series of books where the author’s writing style is less
than polished and well-edited, but you discover the material itself rises above the presentation.
These books, the Fifty Shades of Grey Trilogy, are one of those exceptions on many levels.
Populated with essentially flawed and larger than life characters, the books nonetheless compel
the reader and keep you turning pages with avid curiosity, and that more than anything else is
what has made this set of books the focus of so much attention and interest.
There has been much discussion about the sexual content of the novels, and the amusing part of
that is apart from the standard and frequent use of the word “f**k” there is almost no other
language to be objected to–unlike standard erotica and erotic romance, which is well populated
with graphic and detailed description. Here, the psychological and emotional responses are
more the focus, and in my opinion, it’s what is drawing people in and holding them enthralled
by it all. The author is clearly well read and intelligent, and does not talk down to her readers.
Christian Grey, the hero of this tale, is a messed up man with more money than god, and it gives
him all he needs to explore the darker facets of his soul. His past haunts him and he’s a natural
Dominant who enjoys his BDSM lifestyle–partly because it’s safe for him in emotional terms,
and partly because he doesn’t know any other kind of relationship. I know there are those who
have huge issues with the way this lifestyle is presented here, but in retrospect, now that I’ve
read the set, I’d have to say it’s not the lifestyle that one should be focused on, but the
characters. This book is NOT about a BDSM lifestyle, it’s a love story. Christian is a man who is
often adored, but rarely loved.
Anastasia Steele, the heroine, is equal parts strong woman and total idiot, it has to be said. By
the time we get to the third book, you’re going to love her or want her head, really. I do think
she’s the weakest part of the story in many ways. She doesn’t really outgrow her fear and
loathing of Christian’s darker side, instead she wants him to be her white knight, and he moves
heaven and earth to be all that she needs. What gets overlooked in this mix is that Christian is
the one who is forever trying to meet her expectations and needs, and she is starry-eyed in love
with him one minute and the next she’s terrified of his moods. It’s an ever-changing, constantly
shifting roller-coaster with Ana, and it makes her damned annoying.
There are scenes that have made readers screaming mad, and those that have made them sigh,
so if emotional response to the story is anything to go by, it’s worthy of the attention it’s been
getting. Movie deals and hype aside, I think ultimately this is a book series you have to read with
a very open mind, and embrace what is good about it, while you overcome your gag reflex for
other things. The ending is ambivalent, and clearly leaves the door open for a revisit, something
I’m sure many people will want to see happen. For me, I’d like to see Ana grow up a bit, and
Christian’s emotional needs be addressed not as a “sickness” but as part of his innate sexuality.
Initially I can accept Ana’s innocence as a potent lure to him, but her endless fear of him is a real
turn-off.
I won’t, or honestly can’t rate this book. There are aspects of it technically that would warrant a
one star, and other parts that warrant a five star. So, I’ll conclude by saying again, an open-mind
is needed to tackle this story, and a suspension of any pretence of reality–it’s a romantic fantasy
more than it’s anything else. It’s NOT hardcore erotica, or porn as so many have labelled it–at
least in my assessment. (I write erotic romance, I know what it entails.) The books need to be
well-edited and tightened up a little, so if you stay with it past those weaknesses, I think you’ll
enjoy a very compelling look at two very different people and their struggle to make love
conquer all.

