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[image: My Photo]I’m Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku, born and raised in Benin City, Nigeria. But I now live in London, UK with my husband and two teenagers. Nothing thrills me more than to write Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels that are intriguing, toe-curling and skin-tingling with compelling characters who have heart and soul and jump off the pages. My stories are dotted with unexpected twists and are set in fascinating Africa, enticing Europe and enchanting America. If you need a novel to knock off the stress of daily living, cure you of boredom, make you laugh, keep you drooling in suspense and draw you into an intensely emotional spin, pick up one of mine to read. They have a high entertainment value.

In 2010, I created Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels. 

To experience an emotional ride with my characters, just cuddle up, grab a copy of Flirty & Feisty Romance Novels and sail away to Pleasure Island. 

I will love to hear from you. 

Dear Reader,

When Mofe turned up in a crowded beach club in Europe, he had no idea who the woman dancing on the bar table was, but she had a way about her that reached out to him.

Before he could catch up with her, she was gone. Tracking her proved difficult until he walked straight into her courtroom.

Now he just needs to convince this sexy judge he is the only man for her. But she has to pass a judgement on his younger brother in an on-going court case.

You will have to read Naked Attraction to find out if Ronke and Mofe are right for each other.

Please write to Stella at

flirty.feisty@gmail.com 

Love,

Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku
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Christmas Seduction: “...I loved that the passion between the two main characters was smoking...I do have to say that once you start reading this book you won't be able to put it down. This book made my day extremely joyous.” ~ Rated 5 stars by Kindle Customer 

Irresistible Passion: “I totally loved this story from the beginning to the end. What an exceptional read. I love a book when it ends in the book... The relationships between Jayden and Tiana was so sweet I totally feel in love with their lives.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Gloria J Hill.

““Shocking Affair”: I loved this! ...When the chemistry is so strong between two souls, no amount of interference from those who don’t feel the same is enough to keep this pair apart.

I love this book...”” ~ Rated 5 stars by LadyTee89

Guilty of Love – “This was a very hot and steamy tale! The interaction between the characters was so realistic...and were so unpredictable I couldn't put the book down until I finished!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by nina 

Your Christmas Gift – “Oh what a great quick read and a sweet story! It is great from the first page to the last... I do so LOVE your books! Please keep them coming.” ~ Rated 5 stars by LHill

All of Me – “I adored this story... The characters were sexy, hilarious and so real! Roli was what Jermaine wanted and needed and Jermaine was the very thing Roli craved. This story had me at page 1. Thank you for this great read! 💗” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Readyreader

“You’re Mine” – I enjoyed this book from the beginning so very much!! Meeting sassy Rachael and the very alpha Banjo was so amazing! Such a well-written story that is so unique and lovely!! Brought tears to my eyes...” ~ Rated 5 stars by Rhonda Adels

Husband to Rent – “I have to say the chemistry that Stella Eromonsere-Ajanaku characters have in these books, make me want to move into one of her books, so I can find my King.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by georgiana braham

“Enticed Forever has a great storyline and the chemistry between Theo and Aize hooked me right into their story and kept me totally enthralled until the very end!” ~ Rated 5 stars by Pat W

“In Naked Attraction...The images that play in my mind as I read about locations, foods and situations seem as if I'm watching a movie. The way she describes the characters and their chemistry is awesome.... I recommend it.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by ReadyReader

His Ring: “Truly loved this story. It's such a sweet love story to read!! I fell in love with Yomi and the story itself held my attention to the very end. I laughed, I cried and I loved the ending!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Layla Morgan

His Choice: “What a beautifully written love story. A prince who has his heart set on a woman he cannot have with a very interesting twist I enjoyed so much, I could not put the book down until I finished...” ~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer

“Lust: This was such a wonderful story! I loved the relationship that grew between Jordan and Faye. Their relationship is put through so many 'tests'. I cried, I laughed and I didn't want to put it down.” ~ Rated 5 stars by amazon customer

Love at Christmas: “I started and finished this book today. Stella is a writer who draws you into the story and her characters. It was a pleasure to read. I couldn't wait to get to the end to see what happened. It made me feel emotional and as if Christmas was already here.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Lisa Caddick

“Stolen Valentine Kiss–I enjoyed the romance story that developed from a lingering look. I loved how two hearts became one and there were moments that I was scared. Lorna and Logan are perfect for each other...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Deborah Brandon.

Kiss My Lips – “What a great escape for me. Logan is an incredible guy. He is sweet, sensitive, thoughtful, everything that we would look for in a book boyfriend. This was a great read from start to finish.” ~ Rated 5 stars by avid reader. 

“Royal Cowries – This novel is like the movies Queenie, Roots and Shaka Zulu with a more modern way of thinking, surviving, love...within a passionate love story. Excellent!!!” 

~ Rated 5 stars by T. Miles

“Forbidden Dance is a breath-taking romance novel... The reader is taken on a whirlwind affair filled with pleasure, lust, sensuality, desire and sweltering sex. A well-written, remarkable page-turning read.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Vivienne Diane Neal. 

“Tempting Desire, I thoroughly enjoyed reading this novel. I was hooked from the very first page. The story line was so real I could visualise each of the characters. It was as if I was watching a life movie.” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Amazon Customer.

“Seduced Hearts: Outstanding book! Excellent read. It's so nuanced, it sparkles. It's definitely worth reading!” ~ Rated 5 stars by Russell Mebane.

Red Velvet Rose: “This novel is a masterpiece, I couldn’t stop reading until I finished the book...” 

~ Rated 5 stars by Itohan.

“Wild Whispers: Wild whispers is a beautiful story and...once I picked it up to read I couldn’t put it down until I got to the end... True love as discovered by Adaora and Gary is spontaneous and not bound by time or space.” 

~ Rated 5stars by Gharriluc.
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Mofe’s dark eyes dimmed with shock as reality hit home. With his fine lips compacted into flat lines and creases circling his narrowed eyes, he stared in horror. Toju, his younger brother’s life hung in the balance on a cool Monday morning on the eighth day of August.

Every face in the courtroom mirrored Mofe’s as they waited for the unsmiling, trendy-glasses-wearing female judge to proceed.

Arriving in the heart of the City of London Magistrate Court on Queen Victoria Street, only an hour ago from Greece to watch the courtroom proceedings, Mofe’s heart thudded with fear as he sat and listened to the closing argument from both lawyers. 

From what he had gathered so far and from the desperate plea from his mum last night, it seemed his brother, Toju, was caught up in some fraudulent dealings at the investment bank where he worked as a marketing director. 

“The court will now take a one-hour recess,” the solemn voice of the female judge announced before her gravel fell on the vast walnut table.

Mofe flinched and so did half the people in the courtroom. Why did they have to wait another hour to know his brother’s fate? Mofe’s eyes traced his brothers to the dock. And Toju nodded at his older brother before he was taken away by two uniformed policemen.

There was something familiar about the judge that hit his gut as Mofe racked his brain to make the connection.

Only three weeks ago, Mofe had been rocking the fast tempo beats in a chic beach club in Zakynthos, a Greek Island in the Ionian Sea. A holiday he had planned for two years, now cut short by his brother’s trial. The wild partying in Greece was not the issue that stuck in his mind. It was a certain woman’s behaviour. 

Dancing in a pencil thin pair of red high heels on the bar table on the first night was a woman with golden skin colour and long black hair with golden streaks. Dressed in a tiny red lacy bra and thong, the woman had every man gasping with her hip-wriggling and body-twisting dance steps.

Unable to stop himself at the time, Mofe had taken pictures of the woman. Throughout her sultry dance routine, he had tried to make eye contact with her across the packed room, but it had been impossible with the multi-coloured blinking lights. Something in the woman’s eyes had reached out to him. Not that he was sure of what it was specifically. Although the woman had danced with passion and confidence, she seemed a little lost, to him. Lost, in a sense he could not explain. But he understood it.

Mofe dug into the pocket of his dark blue suit jacket, fished out his mobile phone and switched it on. Then he got up from his seat and made his way out of the courtroom. With jerky fingers, he scrolled through the photos in his gallery and stopped short when the dancing woman’s face popped up at him.

Mofe puffed out air as the resemblance between the woman in the photo, and the judge hit him straight in the gut. 

In spite of the ivory wig on her head, the eyeglasses and the black robes covering her full curves and round breasts, the judge’s face was unmistakable. Her pert nose, full lips coated with a brown gloss and high cheek bones on a graceful neck could not be hidden. Even her courtroom poker face was sexy. Mofe rubbed his eyes with two fingers and swallowed as he completed the puzzle that had bothered him for weeks. 

For a brief moment, he let his mind think that the austere judge who had the power to send his younger brother to jail was the same woman dressed in nothing but scraps of material three Saturdays ago in Greece.

Mofe shook his head as if to dispel the notion. But the eyes of the judge looked the same as the dancers. Eyes he considered cold, dark, and unforgettable.

Around the Island, all his efforts to discover her name were met with strange stares. The beach club owner claimed he had no idea who the woman was, as if she had been a ghost dancer. While the bar owner on whose table she danced without restraint was of no help, the bartenders swore they had never seen the woman before that night. 

If he had not taken several pictures of her, he would have sworn she was someone he had conjured up in his mind after downing too many glasses of The Hemingway Daiquiri. The light rum and Maraschino liqueur in the drink would have taken the blame.

But the still shots of the woman in different dance poses were evidence she was real. Of all the places he had hoped to find her, a courtroom was not one of them. Heading straight for the back room, Mofe stopped by a security desk along a carpeted hallway.

“Yes sir, how may I help you?” the uniformed man asked, blocking Mofe’s way.

“I need to speak with the judge please.”

The man stared from Mofe’s taper fade hair cut down to his expensive suit and black shoes before he replied. “The judge doesn’t receive visitors while a court session is in progress. You will have to book an appointment with her secretary.”

Nodding in agreement, Mofe looked around the closed doors and wondered in which room the judge sat reading through the sentence she would pass on his brother in less than an hour. “Okay. So, where’s her secretary’s office?”

“I’m afraid you can’t get access at this time. Come back when today’s proceedings are over, and I will direct you to her secretary’s office.”

Mofe almost kicked his foot against the security desk but decided to hold in his frustration. Besides, the reason he was in court today was to give moral support to his brother, not to cause trouble. 

“Thank you,” Mofe said to the man and retraced his steps. Putting a call through to his mum, he waited for her to answer.

“Hello Mofe,” Bemigho Awani answered in between sobs. “How long have they put your brother away for?” his mum’s voice quaked. From her tone, he could feel her fear. In fact, he could almost touch her through the mobile phone.

“Not yet, Mum. Stop crying. Toju will be fine. He’s a big boy now.”

“I’ll be heartbroken if he is sent to jail. I can’t take it. Toju’s my baby.”

Mofe clenched his teeth and squeezed his eyes shut as his chest tore between a woman who single-handedly raised two boys after their dad passed away when they were kids and a smart brother who got too greedy for his shoes.

“Mum, please stop crying I beg of you. I’ll do what I can, I promise. I love you and so does Toju. Always remember that.”

“Thank you for cutting your holiday short to be with your brother,” she added in a stronger voice.

“Bye Mum. Stay strong,” he advised and ended the call.

Hurrying back inside the courtroom, Mofe approached his brother’s lawyer. Without a thought for pleasantries, Mofe stood in front of the bespectacled middle-aged man wearing a black suit.

“I’m Mofe Awani. We spoke earlier on the phone. Is there a small chance my brother will be let off with a slap on the wrist?”

The man shoved his fingers into his trouser pockets and rocked on his heels. “I’m afraid the odds against him are a little high. I would say a few months in jail at the worst.”

Lowering his voice, Mofe stared into the man’s grey eyes. “I want my brother free of these charges. Isn’t that your job? To keep him out of jail? Going to jail will ruin his career and I have a mother who is on the verge of having a heart attack. You have to get Toju out of this mess!” With that last statement, Mofe spun on his heels and stomped off.

Within moments, the court was back in session. Everyone stood up when the judge walked in. This time, Mofe searched for more clues as he stared at the judge’s fingers. 

And Mofe’s chest clenched. 

There it was. A plain gold ring on the dancer’s small left finger in the photograph now sat pretty tight on the judge’s small right finger. Whether the ring was on the right or left finger, what did it matter? The point was, the ring was the same and he was sure the innocent-looking judge was living a double life. A very fascinating fact indeed. 

Fuzzy warm sensations seeped through his body at the thought she could be the same person who had kept his mind churning for weeks.

A magistrate judge who doubled as an erotic dancer was hot, thought Mofe who tried to still his trembling fingers.

“Has the jury reached a final verdict?” Mofe heard the judge ask, interrupting his mental trip to Greece.

“Yes, we have your honour,” replied a woman in a blue floral dress, seated on the first seat in the jury box.

Mofe cringed. Women could be surgical when it came to giving verdicts. He prayed in his heart for his mum’s sake that his brother would be found not guilty of fraud.

“What is your decision, guilty or not guilty?” the judge asked with linked fingers resting on her table. Her dark eyes gave away nothing, and her oval face was turned in the direction of the female juror.

“Guilty, your honour.”

And the gravel came crashing down on the table. It sounded like a helicopter crash across a rocky mountain as his brother’s world fell apart within seconds. A collective murmur swept over the seated crowd.

Swallowing quickly, Mofe rubbed his neck as his muscles tensed. What if Toju was set up? Evidence could be planted. Was there no doubt at all in the minds of the jury members, Mofe wondered? 

“Dear Mum, how will you cope if Toju is locked behind bars?” Mofe whispered to himself. Toju was his mum’s pet and she still saw her twenty-eight-year-old son as a child to be fussed over. Not to have Toju visit mum every weekend would break her heart.

Mofe covered his face with both hands. If only his brother had reached out to him earlier, he was confident his own lawyers could have found a loophole to exploit to get him off the hook or better still, offered to pay compensation to the bank. But as usual, Toju had kept the lawsuit from him and asked his mum not to mention it either. Of course, his brother must have thought he could handle it, only he did not bargain for a guilty slap on his greedy fingers.

“The accused has been sentenced to two years in prison. The sentence will be suspended,” he heard the female judge say just before she hit her gravel again.

Mofe’s stomach tied up in terrible knots as he felt physically sick. Relief mixed with nausea assailed his body. At least, Toju was not jail bound, thank God. Community service would keep his brother humble. Not bothering to listen to the terms of the suspended sentence, Mofe rushed out of the courtroom immediately after the judge exited.

Breathing in and out deeply, Mofe’s mind whirred with different thoughts. He did not recall how long he stood outside inhaling the warm and clean August air.

Pushed by the overriding need to find out if his conclusion was correct, Mofe made his way to the back room. And just as he lifted his head, trying to work out where the judge’s secretary’s office could be, he saw the judge hand over a sealed brown envelope to the security man he’d spoken to earlier.

With his heart pounding in his chest wall, Mofe raced across the hall and called out. “Hello District Judge, please give me a minute of your time.”

The security man stepped forward, blocking Mofe’s approach and put out both hands. “You have to book an appointment, sir. I told you earlier.”

“We met in Greece, your honour,” Mofe said when the judge ignored his comment and turned her back on him. He did not see her face, but her footsteps in medium black heels slowed before she hurried away. And Mofe was convinced he had found the dancing woman from the club in Zakynthos.

“I already told you, Mr. Awani, you can’t see the judge without an appointment. We have to follow protocol here.”

Moments later, the desk phone by the security man shrilled. With a warning look at Mofe, the security man picked up the receiver.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the man nodded and gave Mofe a glance over. “Okay, Ma’am. Right away, I will.” And when he dropped the receiver, the security man grinned. “It seems it is your lucky day. You have been granted access to the judge’s chamber.”

The sickening feeling from earlier turned into something more intense. “Where can I find the honourable judge?” Mofe asked in his most contrite voice, although inwardly, he laughed at the image of a barely dressed judge wriggling her waist to the loud music on a bar table.

“Walk straight down the hall, turn right, keep walking to room eight one five.”

“Thank you,” said Mofe with a quick nod. 

With each step, Mofe’s heart beat a little faster reminding him of when he had been summoned to the head teacher’s office in primary school. Only this time, he was about to face the woman he had been searching for and he had no idea how she would respond.

When he stopped in front of the room labelled eight one five, Mofe twisted the knob and pushed without knocking. He did it on a hunch. It was not a habit for him not to knock before entering an office. But in this situation, he felt inclined to break every rule.
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“Who are you?” asked the woman seated in a black, leather high-back chair with her back to the door. It was the same authoritative voice she put up in the courtroom. 

Good. She did not ask why he did not knock. It seemed they had low expectations of each other. With her exotic looks and skin colour, she appeared of mixed heritage. But from her British accent, he could not determine her race. 

“The question is why would a magistrate judge be spotted dancing on a bar table in nothing but a bra and thong in one of Europe’s beach clubs? And then appear serious on Monday morning in a London courtroom wearing a wig and black gown?” While he waited for her answer, he took a passing look around her chambers. 

Thick, leather-bound books graced wooden shelves on every side, but the room was immaculate and clean. Grey carpets complimented the beige upper walls. A large body painting framed the wall facing the door. The gold and black name plaque on the desk indicated her name was District Judge Ronke Oni. Ha! Most likely, the woman had a Nigerian dad.

“What I do with my time is none of your business,” Ronke snapped as she swivelled around. But a sly grin wired her full lips as she got up on her feet.

Gone was the dark gown. And so was the funny wig. Now, her silky white ruffled top fell wide open, enough for him to see the swell of her cleavage. Peeling his eyes away from her chest was not easy, but he tried. The black skirt suit was plastered around her body so tight, she looked like a bomb waiting to explode. 

Electric currents flashed through his body and he laughed to quench the upsurge. Up close, she looked a little older than he’d thought, still, she was a raving beauty.

“Are you kidding me, Ma’am? You’re not going to deny the fact you’re an erotic dancer over the weekend and a learned woman during the week?”

With her butt perched against her curved walnut desk and her legs crossed at the ankle, she looked like a sexy model about to strip off her clothes for the camera. And as long as he was the photographer, they would have an album of perfect shots.

“Since you took the trouble to trace me down here, I’m not going to waste both our times denying anything. So how can I help you?” With her eyes roaming his clothed body, he was lost for words. He had expected her to play coy, or deny knowing what he was going on about and throw him out of her office. One thing was sure, he had not expected Ronke to make it easy for him.

“I saw you dancing in Zakynthos and you took my breath away. Afterward, I tried to find you around the Island, but no one seemed to recall who you were, not even in the club.” He paused to catch his breath but he could not continue as her eyes penetrated through his bones.

“And what was it you wanted from the dancer?” Ronke asked with her arms folded beneath her busts, pushing her breasts further out of her top.

And for a fleeting second, he wondered if she wedged her full breasts with a lacy bra.

“I saw something in your eyes that reached out to me even in the blinking lights.”

She laughed so hard, the book-filled room lit up with imaginary lights and his body jolted with excitement. Now merry with laughter, her eyes altered from cold black to a warm coal shade. And her body swayed as she laughed. “And you want to save me from what you saw in my eyes? Get real!” she scolded, her fingers locked together. “I saw you in the courtroom. What do you want from me?”

Argh! Yes, his brother was on suspended sentence and he was talking about meeting up with an erotic dancer. “You saw me inside the courtroom?” he parroted. “Do you take notice of every man seated in there?”

“Yes, I do. And you caught my eye from the moment I sat down.”

Another jolt hit his gut. “Why did I catch your eye, if I may ask?”

“That can wait. Tell me the real reason you are here. I can’t overturn the judgment if that’s why you’re hunting me down.”

Mofe winced as she unravelled what she thought were his motives.

“Did you really think I will allow you in here without checking you out first?” she asked with a small grin.

Smart and sassy woman, Mofe reckoned. “I didn’t come here to ask you to alter the jury’s verdict. My brother’s suspended sentence comes as a big relief. Going to jail would have caused a lot of pain to so many people.” His lips struggled to speak as the implication of his brother’s near imprisonment knocked his senses into gear. 

“I had no idea you were the same woman I had been searching for in Greece. Now that I have found you, I want to ask you to go out with me for a drink.” There, he had said what had been on his tongue for weeks. The worst answer from her lips would be a no.

Ronke turned around and showed her back to him. In the skin-tight skirt with a back slit, her round bottom protruded and he was nearly pushed to pat her backside. It took all he had learnt over the years not to step forward and tap her attractive rear. This judge was hot and sexy and she knew it.

“You want to go for a drink with the dancer,” she mimed as she swayed her hips. “I don’t go for a drink during the week.”

And today was Monday, he mused. “Come on, judge. Are you going to keep me waiting till the weekend to honour my invitation?”

She cast a glance over one shoulder. “An invitation I’m finding harder to decline by the minute, I must admit.” A small grin framed her full lips and his chest expanded.

Oh, she was an attractive woman playing hard to get. The fact she was even considering his offer almost left him breathless. With brains and beauty rolled into an average height, who could blame her? Normally, he had no patience for women who wanted him to sweat. But here and now, he was ready to read every law book in her chambers if it will get him a date.
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