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WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT

CHERI VALMONT’S BOOKS

Sweet Summer Rain

Sweet Summer Rain includes a plethora of emotions. The heartbreak between Nikki and Jonas will touch you. As will the wild sexual ride they both endure to find one another once again is amazing. Ms. Valmont uses exceptional imagery and will pull you into each scene created. Reader beware Sweet Summer Rain includes BDSM, but each encounter builds on the storyline. I found the plot interesting and the characters addictive.

Reviewer: Klarissa

Joyfully Reviewed

Cajun Fire

Cajun Fire is a hot, scorching read that brings a variety of characters into play and holds them together like glue until the last page… Cheri Valmont details the story of a young girl trying to come to terms with her family and her adoption. She takes a mixture of hunger and envy, along with family secrets to keep the pages turning. The story immediately takes off burning and by keeping the story easily flowing, the reader doesn’t get lost with any of the storyline. The characters emit great emotional sensations, and some hot erotic scenes that smolder the pages.

Rating: 5 Angels

Reviewed by: Linda L.

Fallen Angel Reviews

Cheri Valmont has a hit with the whole CAJUN EROTICA series. The stories are fast paced, full of sexual tension and contain a suspenseful element that will keep readers riveted to the pages. I loved how comfortable Jessie is with her submissiveness and Lucas’s discomfort over his natural inclination to be dominant. I love how Ms. Valmont includes the other family members throughout her storylines and can’t help but be a little envious of their closeness. This is a wonderful story and a fabulous series and I hope to read about more of the family soon - maybe a story for Luke’s sister Carrie and Jessie’s brother Tanner. There were definitely sparks flying between those two. 

 5 Blue Ribbons from Chrissy at Romance Junkies

Sex Machine - Torrid Teaser Volume 21

Sex Machine is a fun story perfect for as a quick read. Cheri Valmont does a remarkable job developing her characters in such a short tale. There is humor and passion and the relationship between Zand and Teena did not seem forced. Sex Machine is a nice example of Cheri Valmont’s talent. 

Rating 4 kisses

Reviewer: Tara Renee

TwoLips Reviews

Ms. Valmont’s talent truly shines through in these two sexually thrilling stories. Tied together through two of the main characters, Equal Opportunity Seduction and The Commander’s Mates tell of two alternate style relationships. Brad and Hank truly care for each other and have put off searching for a mate because they don’t want to lose the relationship they have with each other. Only when they stop to discuss just what they want and ask for Aimee’s help do they discover there is the perfect woman out there waiting for them. As for Aimee, although she was content with her sweet mate, it is only when she is faced with tragedy and a strong man does she realize what make her feel truly fulfilled. The Velorn lifestyle is different from what she is used to but she quickly adapts and makes JerrRon realize the kind of woman who can meet all of his needs. Enjoy these two scorching hot stories from Ms. Valmont.

Reviewer - Trang eCataromance Reviews

Hurricane Winds was a sensual story that had great sparkling passion… HOT! Cheri Valmont is as HOT as her books are! I was amazed at finding myself unable to put this book down. I enjoyed it!

Reviewed by Deb from Moondance Reviews

…(Cheri Valmont) is a talented author who seamlessly delivers an ethereal atmosphere with endearing characters and delightful sensual interludes…

Queen Anne’s Lace from Whipped Cream Reviews.

…Ms. Valmont put this medieval tale on a direct path to a wonderful and heated read. Her writing is clear and precise. Ms. Valmont’s voice was perfect for this story.

Reviewer: Janalee

Love Romances & More Reviews
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Dedication

To my honey: Thanks for making me laugh & enjoy life.

To my critique partner & beta-readers: Thanks for being ready to help me at a moment’s notice.

Prologue

“Goddess on high, what carnage!” Willamina de Coucey heard Gretchen’s exclamation from behind her. They had reached the rest of the troupe who stood stunned at what had brought their wagons to a screeching halt on their way to the next castle at which they’d been hired to entertain. There were at least six large men, stripped of all earthly possessions, strewn about the road. From the amount of blood leaching into the ground around them, it was not likely any had survived.

Galter, the leader of their band, bent his short but nimble frame next to the closest naked man, holding his hand close to his mouth to check for signs of life. The largest man—whose hair was so bloody the color was indiscernible—and all the other men who lay surrounding him were gory messes, some with strips of flesh absent. They had been beaten beyond recognition, as if whoever had done this deed had no intentions of leaving anyone alive.

Minna, or Wilhelm as she was known to most of the troupe except Gretchen and Galter, had never seen anything like it during the whole of her life. Had it been a robbery? Stripped for all their goods and horses, perchance? Usually even the most ruthless of robbers never did this horrific sort of damage to their victims. Many of the roads their troupe frequented were known for the nefarious bandits who preyed upon those they perceived weak. However, these men littering the road would not have seemed to be considered weak in any way. They were all large, strapping men, who, from the size of their muscles, would have appeared very strong.

“These men were ambushed,” Galter told them as he surveyed the scene. “This one is barely holding onto life.” He pointed to the other men. “Are any of the others still living?”

From the negative nods they received from those bending down to ascertain the viability of the bodies strewn about the road, none of the others had been as fortunate. “I doubt this one will survive much longer, either, from the depths and severity of his wounds.”

“Are ye suggesting we leave him to his fate?” Gretchen asked in an irritable tone.

At Gretchen’s words, Minna’s gut clenched. Was it just pity for the thought of leaving the man to die or did it run much deeper within her soul. “No!” Minna shouted.

All of the troupe turned to stare at Minna as if she’d taken leave of her senses.

“I concur with Wilhelm,” Gretchen insisted. “I’ll take him within my wagon and,” she looked directly into Minna’s eyes, “Wilhelm will help me minister to his injuries, will you not?”

Minna quickly nodded.

“Very well, Gretchen, let us hope this is not a rash decision on your part,” Galter warned. Then he motioned for the stronger of the troupe to get the wounded man into Gretchen’s wagon.

When Minna climbed in after Gretchen and the injured man, she had no idea what changes this momentous decision would create in her life.


Chapter 1

“Blast and damnation!” Willamina de Coucey’s patient, Adonis, practically shouted as she removed the old bandages, so she might redress them. Gretchen had chosen the name for him, since the man had no recollection of his identity once he’d awoken from his stupor.

“Must you whine like an old woman?” Minna fussed, knowing had he been on his back, he’d have been scowling at her for her impertinence.

“Though I would never wish it upon even a mongrel dog, I’d have you tell me how you’d respond to this sort of ungodly torture you set upon me. And that awful smelling salve is also something I could have lived my whole life without having to encounter.” Adonis did turn his head to the side so he could give her the full force of the scowl she’d expected to see on his face, which was shrinking at last, after months of being distorted to the point of him being unrecognizable.

“Then the mongrel dog and I appreciate not having to join you in your misery, good sir,” Minna teased with a smirk.

Adonis grunted, but she could still tell he was amused at her prick at him, and he did not curse again, because she had finally finished removing his soiled bandages. He’d been so badly wounded that even Gretchen voiced her doubts soon after they’d taken him under their care, but Minna had been insistent. Even she could not explain why she felt the need to help him survive. It had been she who’d stayed up many a night, pressing cool compresses to his forehead and face, trying to bring down the raging fever, which had consumed him quickly after they’d rescued him. Sweat had streamed off his massive body, from the parts which still had his skin intact. From his gaping wounds, blood had oozed; slowly, thank heavens.

It was harder to care for him now he had his wits about him, though he still had not regained his full memory. Moreover, with his inquisitiveness, it was getting more difficult for Minna to keep up her façade of being a male instead of a female. Since she stayed in disguise as a man most of the time, she continually had to be on guard around those of their troupe who were not aware of her sex. Especially Adonis.

The old healer and fortune-teller, Gretchen, was the first person in the troupe to guess Minna’s gender after she’d joined them a year and a half prior. They’d only let the elders in on the secret. Galter, their leader, had concurred with Gretchen on the point: by remaining in disguise, Minna would prevent any forwardness on the part of the men in the towns and castles they visited for performances. None of the young men of the troupe suspected. At least not that she could discern. They all treated her as an irritating equal, because of her propensity to tease them unmercifully.

Adonis reached for her hand, before she began the arduous duty of applying the salve to his wounds, which Gretchen had carefully prepared for him. “Have I ever thanked you, Wilhelm?”

“Thank me for what, pray tell?” Minna asked in a somewhat shaky voice, with eyes downcast. He barely ever touched her. It was she who did all the touching and now that his wounds were healing, Minna found it much more difficult to suppress the feelings even she could not explain, considering all she had gone through in her past life.

Now that his face was almost completely back to normal, she could see clearly the expression in those golden eyes. They could not have chosen a more appropriate name than Adonis. He was truly the most handsome man she’d ever laid eyes upon, even with his blond hair cut shorter than the fashion. Both she and Gretchen had concurred it would be easier to care for his wounds without his shoulder length hair in their way. The same with his facial hair. As soon as they could, without causing him any more damage, they’d shaved him.

So now, there was nothing to mask his fair looks. Especially since his health was returning and his wounds continued to heal, there was no hiding the strength in the muscles beneath her ministering hands. It sometimes took every measure of her own self-control not to massage him longer than need be.
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