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By Caitlyn Willows
Continued from page 10

Mac shrugged. People could think what they
wanted. They would anyway. Mac needed Lori in his
arms, in his bed. He literally ached to have her,
physically and emotionally. Ached all the more
because he couldn’t do much to protect her from what
was about to happen.

Hell, he couldn’t protect any of them.

Lori’s smile brightened when she spied him.
How she managed to see him. . . Mac smiled back. The
woman had excellent radar where he and Blake were
concerned.

She truly did look like sunshine. “You are my
sunshine.” The song would always feel like a knife to
the heart in bad ways and in good.

He shook the memories away and watched her
thread her way around the tables toward him, pausing
every now and then when a couple on their way to the
dance floor stopped to speak to her. Each time she was
gracious, patient, a true lady.

A goddess.

Her long blonde hair beckoned fingers into its
depths and promised gold in return. Few men knew
how soft and thick it felt; only those she truly trusted
were allowed the honor. Mac could count that number
on one hand.

Her red silk dress draped her body, hinting at
generous curves rather than broadcasting them to the
world. Understated elegance, unmatched beauty. The
hem rippled above her perfectly cut calves; matching
red high heels showed her legs to their full advantage.

Lori walked past the last table and picked up her
pace. Her smile brightened. His heart did that little
hiccup, like he’d driven over a hill too fast. Mac
reached for her at the same time she lifted her arms to
embrace him. Then she was flush against him. Relief
flooded his senses at the connection. This wasn’t a
social hug. It lasted too long, was too tight, too perfect.

Anyone paying attention could see the bond between
them. It was all Mac could do not to clamp his hand
over her ass and grind his cock into her belly, kiss
those full red lips.

“What a wonderful surprise.” Lori nuzzled
against his cheek and inhaled. Mac loved when she
did that, like she was reimprinting his scent on her
soul. It made him feel so male.

Lori drew back but kept her pelvis pressed to
his. “Is Blake with you?” Her brown eyes sparkled
with affection.

Mac slipped his hands to her waist, ordering his
thumbs not to wander upward to her breasts. “Soon.
Right now he’s circling the wagons.”

The light in her eyes dimmed. She’d been
frustratingly stubborn over this whole thing, glaring
into space with jaw clenched when they tried to talk
about it. Mac knew doing so resurrected the memories
Lori tried to bury.

“I see,” Lori finally said. “And you?”

Mac managed a halfhearted grin. “Circling you.”

She traced the smile line bracketing his mouth.
“You worry too much.” With a glimmer of mischief,
she added, “Have you eaten?”

He chuckled and tapped his index finger against
the tip of her nose. “Pot, kettle, black. As for eating, 1
could fill my answer with all sorts of naughty little
innuendoes —”

She feigned a gasp. “Is that what’s wedged
between us? An innuendo?”

“Well, I've never had it called that before,” he
said with a laugh.

“And certainly never little either.” Lori winked
and put some distance between them. “So. . .have you
eaten? I can have the kitchen whip you up something.”

He cupped her elbow, then tickled his fingers
down her arm until he could lace them through hers.
“All I want is you. I need you, Lori. Now. Tonight.”
Before everything goes to hell tomorrow.

Enticing Excerpts - Continued on Page 12
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SILENT LODGE
By Lynn Lorenz

www.lynnlorenz.com

Publisher: Loose Id

http:/ /www.loose-id.com/In-the-Company-of-Men-
Silent-Lodge.aspx

ISBN: 978-1-60737-583-8

Length: Novel

Genre: Historical Gay Romance

Peter’s only had one experience
with men, and it involved Duke
Logan and his lover Drake, the
mercenary, but Peter refused to
explore their affections due to
the love he felt for his wife. Six
months after her death, and that
of the unborn child she carried,
Peter is devastated and barely
functioning.
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When Logan sends Peter on a mission to discover if
their enemy, Duke Weathers, is going to invade
Marden, Peter discovers more than he bargained for.
He finds a reason to live in Arvel, the fragile young
man who talks with his hands and eyes. However,
when Arvel’s lover, Gareth, a mercenary, arrives, Peter
and he are at odds, and not just over Arvel. Arvel
wants to enjoy them both and he wants them to enjoy
each other.

Peter soon finds life again with Arvel and Gareth,
until he must return home to Marden and make his
report. There, he meets Caelin, a beautiful young man
with a scarred face, and realizes he has found his own
special lover. And his new lover is ready and willing
to take his place in the silent lodge.

At last, the circle is closed, and all four lives are
complete.

Excerpt:

“You should speak to Peter.” Logan’s quiet voice
roused Drake from his thoughts. He stared down the
road from Marden Castle to the lone figure walking
toward them.

Peter. His second in command, friend, and one-
time lover.

Head down, steps slow and measured, as if he’d
walked that path to and from so many times before,
like an old mare tethered to a grindstone, plodding a
tight circle to nowhere.

Drake sighed and rubbed the back of his neck.
“Must I?”

“Aye. This has gone on too long. I know of what
I speak, Drake. He’s caught in a spider’s web of pain
with no way to break free.”

“So I must break him free?” Drake winced. He
didn’t want to go into this with Peter. The man had
been through so much over the last six months; to pile
even more on top of it would surely break him.

“He’s lost something precious.” Logan frowned,
perhaps remembering his near loss of the two most
beloved things in the world —his son, Tomas, and his
lover, Drake. Drake couldn’t forget his own loss, his
first lover Ansel, who'd died almost three years
before, and the state he’d been in before coming to
Marden and finding a home, family, and Logan.

“I know.” He did; he just didn’t have any ideas
about what to do for Peter. How to breach the walls
the man had thrown up around him or even whether
he should. But he owed Peter much and he should do
what he could.

Peter advanced like a puppet whose strings
were being pulled and twisted, but without life to his
step or vigor in his movements.

Silent Lodge excerpt - Continued on Page 13
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“I fear to change his duties, Logan. Peter insists
he is capable of retaining his rank, and he is. It's just. . .”
Drake didn’t know how to describe it. “He’s just not
there.”

“No, he’s not.” Logan pointed down the road to
the village in the distance. The spire of the church rose
above the smaller buildings and cottages, marking the
small graveyard. “He’s trapped there, beside his wife
and his child, buried under pain, sorrow, and guilt.”

“There was nothing he could do; surely he
knows that.” Drake pounded his fist on the stone wall.

“And I knew it also when my wife died of the
fever. Still that didn’t stop the thoughts, questions,
and doubts from circling in my mind. And you?
Could you have saved Ansel on the battlefield that
day?” Logan put his hand on Drake’s shoulder. “Peter
needs our help if he is to survive this.”

Drake sighed and nodded. “Peter is a good man
and a fine soldier.” He closed his eyes and thought. If
Peter needed to break free, perhaps he also needed to
fly far away to escape the path, the spire, and the
graves. “I'll send him on a mission.” He nodded, his
mind made up.

Logan turned to him, resting his chin on his fist
as he leaned his elbow on the wall. “Well thought of,
Master Drake. A mission might take his mind from all
this sorrow.”

“But where and what?”

Logan smiled, then straightened. “I have just the
thing!” He slapped the stones with his hands. “Come,
let’s away. I must write a letter for Peter. Have him
brought to me in one hour’s time, Drake.”

Drake nodded. “I'll do so. Your Grace.”

Standing side by side, Logan nudged Drake’s
leg with his own in a silent signal. Drake smiled,
knowing in that glancing touch his lover had said
much, yet no one would know what had passed
between the men.

Logan trotted down the steps from the battle-
ment to the courtyard below, crossed it to the keep,
and disappeared inside.

Drake turned back, watching Peter reach the
gates and pass through them. As he appeared on the
other side, Drake called out, “Peter!”

Peter halted, raised his head up, and shielded
his eyes from the sun’s glare. “Aye?”

“Logan commands you to attend him. One hour.
In his rooms,” Drake shouted.

Peter frowned, then saluted, and hurried off
toward the barracks.

Drake strode around the battlement walk as he
inspected the men on duty until the time arrived to
meet with Peter and Logan.

Enticing Excerpts - Continued on Page 14
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MAXXED OUT

By Treva Harte

www.trevaharte.com

Publisher: Loose Id

http:/ /www.loose-id.com/Massed-Out.aspx
ISBN: 978-1-60737-857-0

Length: Novella

Genre: M/M

Max has always been edgy,
moody, and the original ADHD
poster boy. But two things were
a constant in his life: his big
~ brother looking out for him and
his crush on Daniel, his brother’s
best friend. With Max in college
. and his big brother gone forever,
it's time to show Daniel how

much he means to Max. . .if only
Daniel would cooperate.

Excerpt:

“What?” I hadn’t seen that coming.

Max beat out yet another nervous tattoo on the
arm of my sofa. Although he was almost vibrating
with excitement or tension, it looked like he was
going to plant himself there until I answered.

When it took me a minute to catch my breath, he
kept going as if my question meant I hadn’t gotten it
the first time. “Hanging out. A date. A hook-up.
Something.”

“Is this a multiple-choice test?”

“Yeah. And those are the only three answers.
‘None of the above’ is not acceptable.” He had trans-
formed from nerves to intensity before I could catch
up.

That's what happened when you hung out with
brainy little bastards. You never knew what they were
going to spring on you next, and then they started to
talk fast before you could recover. I knew there was a
reason I'd avoided them.

Until now. Max was hard to avoid.

“I'm flattered,” I began cautiously. I was. It
wasn’t that I was uninterested. He could take a look at
my jeans and see that. My cock had gotten hard the
minute he asked. All his suggestions had sounded
good to it.

“Flattered enough to—" He sliced his hand at
the air rather than finish the sentence.

“I'm not sure you should proposition the first
person you come out to, Max.” I cleared my throat.
“Especially if it's me.”

“Why not? Are you too much man for a
newbie?” Max gave me the wickedest grin I'd ever
seen. I could do things to a guy who looked at me like
that.

But not Max. He wasn’t a guy —not an available
guy. Besides, he’d said he was a newbie. I shouldn’t
like that at all.

“I'm almost your brother. I'm too old for you.
I'm not. . .I'm not a college kid.” I began listing out
loud the most acceptable reasons I shouldn’t be doing
anything about what I shouldn’t be thinking about.
There were other reasons I didn’t want to discuss—
like what a man who’d fought and been wounded
didn’t have in common with a naive freshman home
for the first time since he started school.

“You're not. You're not. And so what?” He shot
answers right back at me. Damn it, it was starting to
feel like an exam. I never knew if I would pass exams.
On the other hand, Max probably aced his college
tests. Another good reason we should not be hanging
out or hooking up.

“And because I have to take you to your parents,
and you have to talk to them.” This was like handling
a toddler who wanted to stick his finger in a light
socket. It was hell getting his mind off something he
wanted but shouldn’t have.

He gazed up at me, looking nervous and
innocent and goddamn fuckable. No. He wasn’t a
toddler.

“Oh yeah.” Max stood at last. I barely avoided a
sigh of relief. “You mean now?”

Enticing Excerpts - Continued on Page 15
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PREMONITION
From the book Destiny’s Path
By Lynn LaFleur

www.lynnlafleur.com

Publisher: Ellora’s Cave

http:/ /www.jasminejade.com/pm-8609-101-destinys-
path.aspx?skinid=11

ISBN: 978-1-41996-151-9

Length: Novella

Genre: Contemporary

75 Kari Winchester considers her
visions a curse. She can’t under-
stand why she has visions when
_ she’s never able to help anyone.
%' This time, she prays seventeen-
. year-old Brenda Blackstone’s case
will be different and she’ll find the
teenager before it’s too late.

LYNN LAFLEUR
RANDI MONROE

Slade Blackstone left the Reno
police force after ten years and
started his own private investigation business in
Truckee. With his father owning the largest, most
successful hotel and casino on the north shore of Lake
Tahoe, he’s seen his share of con artists. Kari Win-
chester tops them all. He’s going to put a stop to her
little blackmail scheme before she has the chance to
try to get money out of his father.

He never planned to fall in love with her.

Excerpt:

A soft caress. The gentle slide of wet flesh. A
flick of tongue. Warm breath on her cheek.

Kari absorbed all the feelings and sensations of
Slade’s kiss. Heat spread through her body. Her mind
whirled. Her stomach fluttered. Moaning softly, she
gripped his upper arms and parted her lips.

She heard him inhale sharply. The next moment,
he cradled her face and tilted her head. His gentle,
exploring kiss turned fierce. He nipped her bottom lip,
then soothed the bite with his tongue. Kari felt that
tender lick all the way to her womb. His tongue
darted into her mouth, giving her a deeper taste of
him.

Mmm, he is definitely an incredible kisser.

The kiss ended with a slow lick of her lips. Kari
struggled to open her eyes. Her heart pounded as if
she’d been the one who had carried over one hundred
pounds for two miles. She looked up into his face,
silently cursing the darkness that didn’t let her clearly
see his eyes.

“Very nice,” he said, his voice hoarse.

Kari nodded. She couldn’t possibly speak now
with desire clogging her throat. A sudden breeze blew
across them, making her shiver. The temperature had
dropped significantly since sunset. She hunched her
shoulders when another shiver passed through her
body.

“You're cold. I'm sorry. I should've started up
the Jeep right away so it'd get warm.”

“I was warm as long as you were kissing me.”

His teeth flashed in a wicked smile. “Is that a
request for another kiss?”

She hadn’t meant to be so direct, but since he’d
asked. . . “I wouldn’t object to several more kisses.”

“Sounds like a hell of an idea to me.”

He covered her lips with his. Kari moaned again
and gripped the front of his T-shirt. Slowly she
released his shirt and let her hands travel over his
shoulders and chest. Broad, firm, muscled. Her
fingertips wandered down his flat stomach and
around his waist. He had the type of body that most
men would envy.

And most women would love to caress.

He kissed her jaw, her cheek, the side of her
neck. Kari tilted her head, giving him better access to
the sensitive area beneath her ear. Holding her waist,
he pulled her closer to the edge of the hood. Kari’s
breath hitched when she felt the hard ridge of his cock
between her thighs.

Premonition excerpt - Continued on Page 16
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“Yeah,” he breathed into her ear as he shifted his
hips from side to side. Each movement brushed her
clit. “You're warm here. It feels good.” A tug on her
earlobe with his teeth sent a chill down her spine. This
time, she enjoyed the chill. .

The sound of a zipper broke the stillness. Kari
glanced down and watched Slade part her sweatshirt.
His hands tunneled beneath her T-shirt. Despite the
quickly cooling air, they were warm.

He ran his fingers up and down her sides. His
thumbs brushed the underside of her breasts. “Do you
want me to stop?”

She shook her head.

Kari felt the tightening of her bra when Slade
unfastened it. His warm palms cradled her breasts as
he kissed her again. His lips sipped at hers, his tongue
caressed, while thumbs and forefingers plucked at her
firm nipples. She almost purred, the pleasure was so
intense.

.and wanted more.

He ended the kiss with a gentle nip of her
bottom lip. “Your breasts are bigger than I thought.”

“Is that bad?”

“Hell no.” A rasp of his thumbs made Kari
inhale sharply. “They’re perfect. I'd like to spend
several hours playing with them.”

He squeezed her breasts, flicked her nipples
with his thumbs. Kari arched her back, pressing them
harder into his palms. “Oh, yes. I love that. More.”

Placing his hand on the small of her back, he
pressed his cock firmly against her mound. “Do you
feel that?”

“Mmm, I certainly do.”

“I want to be inside you.”

“I want that too.”

“Don’t you think —”

“No, I don’t want to think. I only want to do
this.”

Kari tugged on his shirt until he was close
enough to kiss. She held the soft cotton in one fist. Her
other hand slid down the front of his body until she
grasped his hard flesh through his jeans. He was thick
and long and more than filled her hand. She smiled to
herself at the sound of the groan deep in his throat.

“Isn’t that better than—"

She didn’t get the chance to finish her question.
Slade’s lips swooped down on hers in a ravishing kiss.
He held her jaw with one hand while arching his shaft
firmer against her pussy. His tongue dove into her
mouth. Kari drew his tongue deeper, sucking it the
way she would his cock.

“My God, you're hot,” he growled.

He pushed her backward until she lay flat on
the hood, her widespread legs dangling over the front.
Slade removed her shoes, then unfastened her jeans.
One tug and jeans and panties disappeared.

He slid his thumb over the slick folds between
her thighs. “Damn, your pussy is dripping.”

Kari gasped when he touched her clit. “Right
there. Oh, yes, right there.”

He moved his thumb faster over her clit and
added his fingers to the loveplay. They slid over wet
flesh, journeyed through swollen folds. “Is this what
you need?”

“I need. . . Oh!” She gasped and lifted her hips.
Slade certainly knew how to touch a woman to make
her head blow off. “I need you inside me.”

“Not until you come. I want to watch.”
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SPICY SAFFRON POTATO SALAD
from Dee Brice
Ingredients:
174 pounds small Yukon gold potatoes, halved Salt
Pinch saffron 2 teaspoon turmeric
"2 to % cup chicken stock 1 cup frozen peas

1 red chile pepper, thinly sliced

1 small bunch thin scallions, chopped or sliced on an angle

1 teaspoon each mustard seeds, cumin and coriander

3 tablespoons extra-virgin olive oil 1 lemon, juiced

Directions:
Bring a large pot of salted water to a boil over medium heat. Add potatoes and cook until tender, 12 to 15 minutes.

Meanwhile, add saffron and turmeric to small pot with chicken stock and bring to a boil over medium heat.
Reduce heat and simmer to reduce the stock by half, about 10 minutes.

Put peas in bowl with chile pepper and scallions and allow peas to defrost.

While the stock reduces, toast seeds, over medium-low heat, in a small skillet until fragrant, about 2 minutes.
(Cook’s note: I use seeds or cumin and coriander because I keep them on hand for marinades. You can substitute %2 teaspoon
ground spice of each if you prefer.)

Drain potatoes well and add them to the bowl with peas. Pour in the stock while potatoes are hot. Sprinkle with
seeds and dress with lemon juice and olive oil, 3 turns of the bowl. Toss to combine, season with salt, to taste, and
serve.

Recipe courtesy of Rachael Ray

Decadent Delights - Continued on Page 18
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CHICKEN AND HAM ROLLS WITH SPINACH
from Dee Brice

Ingredients:

4 boneless, skinless chicken breasts, 6 to 8 ounces, butterflied into large cutlets

Salt and pepper 2 tablespoons chopped sage leaves

8 slices prosciutto (other deli sliced meat that is not smoked may be substituted)
2 pound fontina cheese, thinly sliced, Italian or Danish

"2 cup all-purpose flour, plus 1 tablespoon s cup extra-virgin olive oil

2 tablespoons butter 8 baby portobello (crimini) mushrooms, sliced
1 cup chicken stock (chicken stock may be substituted)

2 cloves garlic, chopped 1 pound triple washed spinach

Directions:

Heat a large nonstick skillet over medium heat. Preheat oven to 400°F.

Place cutlets on a plastic cutting board and season with salt and pepper. Top with chopped sage, 2 slices prosciutto each
and a few thin slices of fontina. Roll tightly and secure with toothpicks. Season outside of rolls with more salt and pepper,
then dredge in flour.

Add 2 tablespoons olive oil, 2 turns of the pan and 1 tablespoon butter to pan. Add chicken and raise heat to medium
high. Brown rolls evenly, 5 minutes, then place on a nonstick cookie sheet and transfer to oven to roast for 15 minutes. Add
another tablespoon butter to pan and melt. Add mushrooms to pan and cook, stirring frequently, until just tender, 3-4
minutes. Add flour and cook another minute. Whisk in stock. Season pan gravy with mushrooms with salt and pepper
and turn off heat. Reheat with moderate flame when you remove chicken rolls from oven and you are ready to serve.

Preheat a second skillet over medium heat. Add olive oil 2 turns of the pan, and garlic. Add spinach to pan in bunches and
turn to wilt. Add more spinach as it wilts down until all spinach is in pan. Season with salt and pepper to taste and serve

warm.

To plate, leave rolls whole and spill sauce over top, spinach alongside, or slice rolls and fan them out over a bed of spinach
and top with mushroom sauce.

ReCipe courtesy Of Rachael Ray Decadent Delights - Continued on Page 19
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FRUIT COCKTAIL CAKE
from Lynn LaFleur

A favorite of mine. Very moist and delicious!

Ingredients:

2 cups flour 1'% cups sugar

1 teaspoon soda s teaspoon salt

2 eggs 1 large can fruit cocktail
1 teaspoon vanilla 1 cup coconut

1 cup chopped pecans "2 cup brown sugar
Directions:

Preheat oven to 350°F.

Mix in large bowl sugar, flour, soda and salt. Add eggs, fruit cocktail (including juice) and vanilla. Pour into
greased 13” x 9” pan. Sprinkle with brown sugar, nuts and coconut over top. Bake 30 minutes.

Icing:

Mix in saucepan:

% cup sugar 1 small can evaporated milk
"> cup butter or margarine

Bring to boil; reduce heat and cook 2 minutes. Pour over hot cake.
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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-October 2010.




