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RULING PASSION

By Katherine Kingston

Publisher: Elloralls Cave

http:/ /www.jasminejade.com/pm-5839-97-ruling-
passion.aspx

ISBN: 978-1-84360-019-0

Length: Novel

Genre: Historical/ BDSM

During a daring raid to rescue
prisoners he was hired to free,
Lord Jeoffrey Blaisdell discovers
Lady Rosalind Hamilton. To secure
her own release as well, she agrees
to his price, though she knows she
cannot pay it. When he learns of
her deception, Jeoffrey offers her
an alternate price for rescue. The
payment is to be reaped by Lord
Jeoffrey in his bedchambers[’
swiftly, immediately, and all night long.

(For those who are offended by it, Ruling Passion
contains a number of bondage and spanking scenes.)

Comment: I had a lot of fun writing the following scene
because of the verbal interchange. It was also fun because it
comes after a series of much more intense scenes, with hero
and heroine having to make hard choices and facing difficult
challenges. But here Jeoffrey and Rosalind indulge in a rare
moment of carefree fun.

Excerpt:

Lord Jeoffrey climbed out of the bed, turned
back, slid his arms under her and carried her across
the room.

UA bath will help soothe your aches,’! he said,
setting her down beside the most enormous hip bath
shelld ever seen. Since she had no clothes to shed, he

immediately helped her in. The water was hot and
cradled her in its steaming glory. She understood the
size of the tub when Jeoffrey stepped into it with her
and settled himself facing her.

[IMy second bath in as many days,[] she said,
resting her head against the edge of the tub while the
heat penetrated her skin and relaxed her sinews.

[1Its a pleasant habit.[] He reached over the side
of the tub to a small table where a flagon of wine
stood beside two cups. His legs touched alongside
hers as he moved and poured a measure of liquid into
each cup. Rosalind admired the play of strong muscles
in his shoulders as he leaned away from her. He
turned and handed one of the cups to her, then held
his own up, extended toward her. [TWhat shall we
drink to?[]

Rosalind remembered happier days when her
father had made such toasts before the start of a feast.
[IThe usual are things like long life, health, happiness,
success.[ |

He cocked his head, waiting for her to continue.

She thought about her childhood and where she
was now. Just a few years ago she had felt so safe, so
secure in her future. Never would she have antici-
pated what life would bring her to. She sighed and
leaned back against the side of the tub. [l cannot think
of anything worth toasting.[!

"IYoullre alive and no longer in a dungeon,[| he
suggested gently.

[1But with an uncertain future.[’

|Certainty is given to none of us,[] he said. [/We
take what welJre given and do what can be done with
it.[]

[IThen shall we drink to that?_! she asked. [/'To an
uncertain future and whatever opportunities it may
offer.l’

A smile spread across his face, lighting the stern
features with an unexpected joy. [1To opportunities, [’
he agreed and took a long swallow of the wine.

Ruling Passion excerpt - Continued on Page 16
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RULING PASSION

By Katherine Kingston
Continued from page 15

Rosalind straightened up and tried to copy his action,
but was surprised by the unexpected burn of it going
down and nearly choked.

“Take care,” he warned, a trifle late. “Bedwell’s
brew is more potent than most people expect.”

“That it is,” she said, staring into the cup,
though nothing about the red liquid could serve
warning as to how it would burn in the mouth. “But it
feels warm all the way down.”

She looked up and surprised him staring very
hard at her. She watched the intent way his eyes
studied her, then let her gaze slip down along his
straight nose, the mouth set in uncompromising lines,
the firm chin, to the broad, solidly muscled shoulders.
The strength and power in the man made her feel
small, helpless, frightened.

“Your eyes appear to change color,” he said.
“Earlier I would have sworn they were brown, but
now they look more greenish.”

“It has been remarked on before.”

He raised the cup and extended it. “I'll drink to
your changeable eyes.” He took a long sip from the
cup.

Hesitantly she held out her cup in turn. “And I'll
drink to your eyes—the color of the clouds that
precede snow on a winter day.” She sipped her wine
and waited to see how he would react.

His expression lightened and brightened at her
response. “And I'll drink to your hair, neither red nor
brown, exactly; the color of some leaves in October,”
he added, suiting action to his words as he finished.

“And I'll drink to your hair, the yellow of the
buttercups in the field.”

He frowned wryly. “I know not that I like being
compared to a flower.”

“It’s the only thing about you I'd compare to so
meek and mild a thing.”

“Then perhaps I'll allow it,” he said. “To your
nose, as delicate and graceful as the cup of a daffodil
and to the freckles across it and your cheeks like the
speckling of dew on the grass.”

“Those freckles were my mother’s despair.” For
a moment the memory brought sadness, but he
splashed a bit of water in her direction and she let it
go. “Your nose, my lord, is anything but delicate, but I
drink to the strength and length of it, which reminds
me of a guard tower on a castle wall.”

He smiled at that and tipped his cup again.
“Your lips, my lady, are the soft pink of the earliest
spring rosebuds.”

She sipped from her own cup and then
responded in kind. “To your chin, my lord, which is
like the jutting prow of a ship set to sail.”

“Have you seen such a ship, my lady?”

“Once. I accompanied my family to France when
I was small. The ship made a great impression on me. I
should like to set sail on one again sometime.”

“Perhaps it will be so for you.”

“Perhaps,” she agreed.

“In the meantime, I drink to your white
shoulders like shapely cliffs and your breasts...to what
shall I compare your breasts? Such perfection of form
and feel and taste? Perhaps like cook’s egg pudding
when it comes forth perfect from the mold.”

The wine and the heat and the man combined to
make her head swim in a pleasantly relaxed way. She
let her gaze skim down his form. “And I, my lord,
drink to your shoulders, strong as cliffs overlooking
the sea; and to your cock, strong, jutting lance that it
is, set to penetrate, to bring both pain and ecstasy.”

When his arms wrapped around her and his lips
locked against hers, the pleasure spurted through her
in joyous waves.

Enticing Excerpts - Continued on Page 17
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SAVE ME FROM MYSELF
By Cassie Stevens (aka Caitlyn Willows)

www.cassiestevens.com

Publisher: Amber Quill Press/ Amber Allure

http:/ /www.amberquill.com/ AmberAllure/SaveMe
FromMyself. html

ISBN: 978-1-60272-720-5

Length: Novella

Genre: Contemporary M/M

CaSSi‘ SteVCHS' Reid Hansen has always had a

“thing” for Marines. But not for
former Marine, now up and
coming fashion designer, Jackson
Tate. In fact, Reid would rather
see Jackson dead.

Jackson is the last man Reid
wants to meet. Their lives first

intersected on an Iraqi desert
years before. Now, finally face-
to-face, resentment, anger, and guilt put them at odds.
Grief and the truth bind them. And then there’s the
unrelenting want fueling their actions. A craving
neither can deny.

Excerpt:

Few things rattled Reid Hansen. He never
walked into any situation, personal or business,
without being fully informed and prepared for
anything. He prided himself —no, pride was a word
filled with hubris waiting to happen. Reid racked his
brain looking for a similar comparison. That he’d
allowed his thoughts to stumble tonight was yet
another signal of how easily even the most prepared
could fall from grace.

Reid knew how to read people, how body
language broadcast feelings, emotions, and needs. He
shuddered to think what he’d see if he dared to glance

at himself in one of the floor-to-ceiling mirrors ringing
the ballroom. Thankfully, the crowd cut off his view.
Why couldn’t the crush of people cut off his view of
the man of the hour—Jackson Tate. Even from a
distance, the impact of seeing Jackson cut Reid’s heart
into ribbons of fire and pain.

They’d never officially met, but the animosity
was there just the same. Reid was a fool to think he
could be in the same room with Jackson now. One
glance dredged up all the pain and grief like it'd
happened yesterday. He’d wanted the man dead then,
wanted Stan back and Jackson Tate’s blood and guts
strewn across the Iraqi sands instead. Seeing Jackson
now, in all his supposed glory, Reid still wanted him
dead.

Jackson’s broad shoulders filled out the tuxedo
he’d designed. After all, if a man couldn’t wear the
clothes he’d designed, what would that say about his
label? He’d also managed to tame his shaggy blond
hair into the semblance of gentleman tonight.
Jackson’s night to shine, all eyes were on him, on the
clothing line unveiled hours before. Wealth and all the
prestige that went with it were a hand grasp away.

But Reid knew. He could read the man like a
book, like every other man and woman in the place.
What he saw in Jackson was a mirror to Reid’s own
grief. A man on the cusp of the pinnacle of success,
haunted by the monster he’d created —the clothing
line everyone clamored to have for their closets. God
only knew what else lurked behind those brown eyes.
It sure as hell wasn’t joy, despite the blinding white
smile Jackson flashed to those around him. He’d been
given a gift—life. He'’d been given a talent—
designing. And what Reid saw was a man ready to
throw it all away, wasting the precious moments fate
had given him while Stan’s body lay six feet under.

Damn, I thought I was better than this.

Save Me From Myself excerpt - Continued on Page 18
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SAVE ME FROM MYSELF

By Cassie Stevens
Continued from page 17

Apparently not. Apparently, old ghosts were
easy to resurrect. Control was Reid’s middle name.
He’d be doing good to exercise a bit of that on himself.

“Something wrong?”

Reid blinked away the emotion crushing him
and managed to give Cabot Logan the semblance of a
smile. “A little distracted with some of the court cases
coming up.” He hid the lie behind a feigned sip of
golden champagne. Rarely did a sip actually pass his
lips.

“Come on” —he clapped Reid on the back—"I
want you to meet Jackson.”

Reid wanted anything but. He ordered his feet
to follow Cabot through the tangle of guests and
models —both male and female —and keep his eyes off
the exit doors somewhere behind him.

Cabot breached the remaining few steps with
outstretched arms—one to Jackson, the other to Reid.
“Jackson Tate, Reid Hansen.”

Smiles, nods for those watching. Their hands
came up at the same time. Clasped in the standard
greeting. Jackson’s grip tightened. Then he gripped
both hands over Reid’s in a double shake that sent
tremors up Reid’s arms.

“I'm so glad to finally meet you face-to-face. I've
heard a lot about you over the years.”

He squeezed Reid’s trapped hand a little harder,
like it was his lifeline. Relief washed over his strained
features. His smile softened.

Reid’s heart slipped to his throat. “Nice to meet
you as well,” he replied. Now...where the hell was that
exit? The last thing he wanted was to be this man’s
lifeline, or to be his friend, or...anything else.

SOFT FOCUS
By Lynn LaFleur

www.lynnlafleur.com

Publisher: Ellora’s Cave

http:/ /www.jasminejade.com/ps-8543-50-soft-
focus.aspx?skinid=11

ISBN: 978-1-41993-026-3

Length: Short Novella

Genre: Contemporary

BTl Daphne Kemp is trying to get her
life and finances back in order
after her ex-husband left her with
a huge debt. When her friend sug-
gests she answer an ad to model
for famous photographer Gerard
Lynch, the lure of paying off some
of that debt is too strong to resist.

into more than modeling. She
breaks her rules about one-night stands and younger
men and spends a sex-filled evening with the
handsome photographer.

Gerard never gets involved with his models, yet he is
immediately drawn to Daphne. He has to find a way
to break down the walls she’s erected around her heart
and give them a chance at forever.

Excerpt:

Daphne had had a grand total of two lovers
before she married Len when she was twenty-seven.
Her first, in high school, had no idea what to do with a
girl other than get off as quickly as he could. Her
second, in college, hadn’t been much better. Len had
made all the right moves, yet sex with him had
been...predictable and boring. She’d rarely had a
climax with him and had to take care of herself after
he’d rolled over and fallen asleep.

Soft Focus excerpt - Continued on Page 19
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By Lynn LaFleur
Continued from page 18

She had no doubt sex with Gerard would be
anything but boring.

He kissed her again, slowly, thoroughly, his lips
sliding over hers one way, then another. His tongue
touched each corner of her mouth, glided along her
bottom lip, touched the tip of hers.

By the time he ended the kiss, Daphne was
panting for breath. She clutched his shoulders to hold
herself up because her legs felt like overcooked
noodles.

Daphne’s eyes crossed when he nipped the side
of her neck. “I love the way you kiss,” he said in a
raspy voice. He gripped her ass and pulled her against
his groin. “I want to taste every part of you.”

She wanted that too. The eight-year age differ-
ence didn’t seem to matter. He made her feel attractive
and sexy, something she hadn’t felt in much too long.

She knew Gerard would be leaving Dallas in a
few days. She doubted she’d ever see him again.
While she’d never had a one-night stand, she’d make
an exception for this man. If she could only have one
night with him, she’d take it.

After one more toe-curling kiss, he took her
hand and led her from the office through an open
doorway. A single lamp cast a soft glow over the king-
size bed. She noticed a white terry cloth robe lying on
the end of the bed. She assumed it was one the hotel
provided for their guests. She didn’t see anything
personal, anything that would prove Gerard lived
here for the short time he’d be in Dallas.

How sad that he didn’t have a home. Or perhaps
he had one, but his traveling took him away from it
for months at a time.

He took both her hands in his, raised them to his
mouth and kissed her palms. “Have you changed
your mind about being with me?”

Her thoughts must have shown on her face.
Heat rushed to her cheeks. She didn’t want him to
think she no longer desired him. “No, not at all. I was
just...thinking.”

“Ah.” One corner of his mouth quirked in a grin.
“It usually means trouble for a man when a woman
thinks.”

She chuckled at his joke and squeezed his hands.
“No trouble, I promise. I saw the robe on the bed and
wondered if you live in hotels.”

“Most of the time. But that’s something to talk
about later.” He released one of her hands and
fingered a button on her blouse. “There are much
more pleasurable things we can do, aren’t there?”

The brush of his fingers against her breast sent
tingles straight to her clit. Oh yes, there were
definitely much more pleasurable things they could
do. She waited until he’d loosened the last button
before she tugged his T-shirt from his waistband. “Lift
your arms.” She pulled the shirt over his head and
dropped it on the floor.

A moan escaped before she could stop it. His
chest was broad with well-defined muscles. A light
sprinkling of dark hair ran across it and arrowed
down his stomach. It swirled around his navel. She
followed the downy arrow with her fingertip from the
top of his stomach until it disappeared into his jeans.

“Don’t stop now,” Gerard said, his voice husky.

Looking into his eyes, Daphne unfastened his
belt. She had to move her hands away from him for a
moment while he slipped her blouse from her
shoulders. She longed to be wearing one of the sexy
bras she’d seen in the dressing area instead of the
plain flesh-colored one she wore. Gerard didn’t seem
to mind. He cradled both breasts in his hands, pushed
them together, dipped his tongue into the cleavage.

Daphne had trouble concentrating on moving
her fingers when every part of her body focused on
Gerard’s mouth. She worked to unfasten the buttons

Soft Focus excerpt - Continued on Page 20
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SOFT FOCUS

By Lynn LaFleur
Continued from page 19

on his jeans while he nipped and licked the sides of
her breasts. Finally, she released the last button and
dipped her hand inside the fly.

She wrapped her hand around velvety steel.

“Oh God, you aren’t wearing briefs.”

“I don’t like them.”

“Boxers?”

“Don’t like them either.” He tugged down one
bra cup and swiped his tongue across her nipple.
“Mmm, this I like.”

She liked what she held in her hand too. His
cock was thick and long and so hard, she wondered if
it hurt.

Gerard sucked in a sharp breath between his
teeth. “Ah, Daphne, you have magic hands.”

She felt her bra strap tighten and loosen. Gerard
slid the straps down her arms and let her bra fall to
the floor. He cradled her breasts again, lifting them as
he brushed his thumbs over the hard peaks.

“Ravissante.”

The word sounded lovely in his accent, even
though she didn’t understand it. Grasping the waist-
band of his jeans, she pulled them down enough so
his cock sprang free. A trimmed thatch of black hair
surrounded the base.

No shorts and trimmed pubic hair. If he were
any sexier, she wouldn’t be able to draw a breath.

Special Report: RW.A Conference
by Dee Brice

I always promise myself I'll keep a journal when I
attend conferences but..we all know where good
intentions lead. So I won’t tell you about the two-hour
flight extension due to mechanical difficulties. I
arrived in Orlando, debarked into humidity so over-
whelming I thought I'd gone blind. I thank the gods
that nothing worse than my glasses fogging had
happened. DH got us to the hotel and, after checking
in and unpacking, we headed to the bar.

Wednesday, I registered then went in search of some-
body who could tell me if I was signing at the Readers
for Life event that night. (I wasn’t on the signing list
on RWA'’s website.) They had my books and promised
I'd even have space and a nameplate. I had both! And
a constant delivery of water during the entire two-
hour event! Thanks to whoever thought to add that to
the signing process, which raised over $55,000.00 for
literacy! Way to go, RWA!

Ellora’s Cave sponsored a get-together for its authors
following the signing. It gave us a chance to sit down
with each other, snack on fruits and desserts and get
yet another wonderful goodie from EC! They do treat
us right.

Thursday the conference began in earnest with the
fastest Annual General Meeting (AGM) in history! I
think it lasted all of twelve minutes. No quorum, no
new business. For those of you planning to attend
future conferences, please attend the AGM or give
your proxy to someone who is attending. Yes, the
AGM is generally dry as dust, but it's where
individual members have a chance to voice our
opinions. It's a very important meeting.

Special RWA Report - Continued on Page 21
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Special Report: RW.A Conference

by Dee Brice

Workshops began after lunch, following an inspiring
keynote address from Nora Roberts. One hundred
sixty-five published books and still counting. And a
wonderful speaker, too!

Friday, more workshops, spotlights on publishers
and —joy of joys! —book signings with free books and
an opportunity for brief visits with some of my
favorite authors. Another inspiring address by Jayne
Ann Krentz.

Saturday was more of the same, with the entire event
capped by the RITA and Golden Heart ceremony.

Complaints? I have a few.

The miserable humidity that comes with having the
conference in July/August in locations known for it.
Take a look at the schedule for the next few years:
New York City, Atlanta and San Antonio. As a third
generation Californian, I can only pray Anaheim will
offer some respite. At least, the humidity may not
knock us flat on our...

Of course, there’s that all-too-frequent need to house
attendees in other hotels. I don’t know if it’s due to
late registration or RWA having to compete with other
conventions. As far as I know, all attendees were on
the beautiful Epcot Resorts property and were within
(melting) walking distance. I chose to stay at the Swan
so I could avoid the elevator-use contention at the
Dolphin—although I haven’t heard any complaints
about the elevators there.

Beware of those at the Marriott Marquis, however.
They’ve been known to get stuck just when you're in a
hurry to get someplace—like an editor or agent
appointment!

Overall, I rate this conference well above average. Yes,
I wish I'd had the opportunity to go to Nashville and
stay at the Gaylord. I hope RWA will reschedule that
location in the near future —and maybe during spring
or fall, although I'm not holding my breath. But, con-
sidering all that happened, Orlando turned out just
fine.

Meeting old friends, making new. Learning more
about my craft and coming home with all those
beautiful books. There really is a heaven!

Dee Brice
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BACON CHEESEBURGER MEATLOAF
from Dee Brice

I've made this recipe and it’s delicious! The meat holds together whether it's hot or cold and makes great
leftovers!

Ingredients:

1 pound ground chuck 10 slices bacon, cooked and crumbled
1 (8-ounce) package sharp Cheddar, grated 2 large eggs, slightly beaten

s cup bread crumbs, toasted Y+ cup mayonnaise

1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce "s teaspoon salt

s teaspoon ground black pepper s cup ketchup

2 tablespoons prepared mustard 1 (3-ounce) can French fried onions
Directions:

Preheat oven to 350°F.

In a large bowl, combine ground chuck, bacon, cheese, eggs, bread crumbs, mayonnaise, Worcestershire sauce,
salt, and pepper, mixing well.

In a small bowl, combine ketchup and mustard. Stir /i cup ketchup mixture into meat mixture, reserving
remaining ketchup mixture.

Press meat mixture into a 9” x 5” x 3” loaf pan, or shape into a loaf and place on a rack in a broiler pan. Spread
remaining ketchup mixture over loaf. Bake 40 minutes. Top with French fried onions; bake another 10 to 15

minutes, or until meat is no longer pink.

Recipe courtesy of Paula Deen

Decadent Delights - Continued on Page 23
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PECAN-CRUSTED PORK TENDERLOIN CROSTINI
WITH STRAWBERRY BALSAMIC SAUCE

from Dee Brice

I haven’t made this, but it sounds delicious and who can resist strawberries and pork and balsamic?

Ingredients:

1 cup ground pecans 1 cup bread crumbs

s cup firmly packed brown sugar 1 teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon pepper ’2 teaspoon ground red pepper flakes

2 large eggs 2 (1-pound) pork tenderloins, trimmed
Toasted French bread rounds 2 cups baby arugula leaves

Herbed Cream Cheese Spread (recipe follows) Balsamic Strawberry Sauce (recipe follows)

Fresh thyme leaves for garnish, optional

Directions:
Preheat oven to 375°F. Line a rimmed baking sheet with heavy duty aluminum foil. Lightly grease foil.

In a shallow dish, combine pecans, bread crumbs, brown sugar, salt, pepper, and red pepper. In a separate shallow
dish, lightly beat eggs. Dip tenderloins in eggs to coat. Dredge them in pecan mixture, completely covering
tenderloins. Arrange them on prepared baking sheet and bake until an instant-read thermometer inserted into
thickest portion registers 155°F, about 18 to 20 minutes. Remove tenderloins from oven to a cutting board and let
rest 10 minutes. Cut into 4" slices.

Spread Herbed Cream Cheese Spread evenly over bread rounds. Top each with arugula. Put 1 slice of pork over
arugula. Spoon about 1 tablespoon of Balsamic Strawberry Sauce over pork. Garnish with fresh thyme, if desired,
and serve immediately.

(Herbed Cream Cheese Spread and Balsamic Strawberry Sauce on following page)

Recipe courtesy of Paula Deen

Pork Tenderloin recipe - Continued on Page 24
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Compiled by Dee Brice
HERBED CREAM CHEESE SPREAD
from Dee Brice

Ingredients:

1 (8-ounce) package cream cheese, softened

4+ cup mayonnaise 2 tablespoons minced fresh thyme leaves

1 tablespoon minced fresh chives Salt and freshly ground black pepper

Directions:

In a small bowl, combine ingredients. Cover and refrigerate until ready to use.

BALSAMIC STRAWBERRY SAUCE

from Dee Brice
Ingredients:
2 cups chopped fresh strawberries (about 1 pound)
2 tablespoons sugar 2 tablespoons balsamic vinegar
2 tablespoons cornstarch "s cup chicken broth
Directions:

In a medium saucepan, combine strawberries, sugar, and vinegar. Bring to a boil over medium-high heat. Reduce
heat and simmer for 5 minutes, stirring frequently.

In a small bowl, combine cornstarch and chicken broth, stirring until smooth. Add it to strawberry mixture,

stirring to combine. Bring to a boil over medium-high heat. Boil for 1 minute, stirring frequently. Remove from
heat and let cool. Cover and refrigerate until ready to use.

Decadent Delights - Continued on Page 25
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LEMON SQUARES
from Lynn LaFleur
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This recipe is courtesy of a very good friend who gave it to me twenty years ago.

Ingredients:

1 cup flour s cup plus 1 tablespoon powdered sugar
"2 cup cold butter 4 eggs

% cup sugar "2 cup bottled lemon juice

Directions:

Preheat oven to 350°F.

Mix flour and ’: cup powdered sugar in a medium-sized bowl. Cut in butter until mixture resembles small peas.
Mixture will be dry and crumbly. Press in bottom of ungreased 9” square baking dish. Bake 15 minutes or until
lightly golden.

Beat eggs at high speed about 3 minutes. Gradually add sugar and continue beating 1 minute or until mixture is
thick. Stir in lemon juice. Pour over hot crust and bake 15 minutes or until golden. Sprinkle with remaining 1
tablespoon powdered sugar. Cool in pan on rack. Cut into squares. Makes approximately 16.
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Sirens of Sensual Romances
Contacts and End Notes

For more, please visit our website Sensual Romances at
www.sensualromances.com.

For comments or suggestions in general about the Sirens of Sensual Romances Newsletter,
please email comments@sensualromances.com.

Or we can be reached by writing to:
Sensual Romances Newsletter, PO Box 763, Westerville, OH 43086.

To email individual authors, please visit their websites,
or use the email addresses listed below.

Mechele Armstrong Lynn LaFleur
www.mechelearmstrong.com www.lynnlafleur.com
mechele@mechelearmstrong.com lynn@lynnlafleur.com
Dee Brice Lynn Lorenz
www.deebrice.com www.lynnlorenz.com
deebrice@sbcglobal.net lynn@lynnlorenz.com
Adrianna Dane Judy Mays
www.ariannadane.com www.judymays.com
adriannadane@gmail.com writermays@yahoo.com
Alice Gaines Ruby Storm
www.alicegaines.blogspot.com www.rubystorm.net
authoralicegaines@yahoo.com ruby@rubystorm.net
Treve Harte Caitlyn Willows
www.trevaharte.com www.caitlynwillows.com
trevaharte@hotmail.com caitlyn@caitlynwillows.com
Katherine Kingston Samantha Winston
www.katherinekingston.com www.samanthawinston.com
katherinekingston@yahoo.com samantha_winston@hotmail.com

We hope you enjoyed this issue of the Sirens of Sensual Romances Newsletter!
Our next issue will go out in mid-September 2010.
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