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Hello Again!

Have you ever had a month where you felt invisible? Well, maybe I’'m not invisible, but
my book is. The Flapper and the Fellow released on 1 June. | sort of expected not-as-
good sales from it, since it’s a little tamer than Kittengirls was, so the first month was
okay, but the second month... Not one sale. Not only that, but two months in and |
haven’t gotten one review either. | had three by the second month of release for
Kittengirls. Do people take the summer off from reading books and reviewing books? |
don’t know, but it hurts a little bit.

This brought me to contemplate -- briefly -- sending The Flapper and the Fellow to Dear
Author or Smart Bitches, Trashy Books. Yes, | know they’d tear it to shreds, but what
one learns reading the comments after the shredding is that people go buy the book
after just to see how bad it really is. Do | care whether people buy the book because
they think it’s going to be a great read or not? Or is my desire to sell copies in order to at
some point quit my day job the more important thing?

Well, | did decide not to send the book to either of them. Which leaves me at a sort of
impasse... | did send it HEA Reviews, and I've guest blogged about it, and I've bought a
Facebook advertisement for it, and I’'ve posted excerpts at many lists and sites and what
not. I've offered it as a prize in another blogger’s online contest, and | created a contest
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http://dearauthor.com/wordpress/
http://dearauthor.com/wordpress/
http://www.smartbitchestrashybooks.com/

for people who’ve read it to win another book. What’s wrong with this book? | loved
writing it. | thought it was a better, more believable story than Kittengirls ...

All this probably boils down to the fact that the market is finicky. In fact, in her blog
posted 26" July 2010, Treva Harte, editor-in-chief at Loose Id, wrote that “authors -- and
publishers -- don’t always know when that trend will change.” What we write, the
readers might not like even if we think it is better than something else was. Or even if

that genre or kink outsold everything the month before.

All | can do is keep working and keep hoping that someone publishes what | write, and
that the next thing may do a little better than the last. Right now, I’'m starting my next
book, and I’'m torn between steampunk and urban fantasy... I'll do what I’d rather read

this time.

The Twitter Contest

Start following ggroyale on Twitter. When | reach 100 followers, I'll randomly select one
of my Tweeple (I think that's the term, right?) to win a copy of my 26 October

release, My Two Doms. When | hit 200, I'll select another winner to get a copy of The
Lovely Kittengirls of Mew Orleans. When | hit 300, I'll select a third follower to get a copy

of my December release, Holy Cross Christmas.

Some Sci Fi Bondage for You

From G.G. Royale

So the other night, after I'd finished working on my day-
job presentation, had already edited thirty pages of
Holy Cross Christmas, and had written a 3800-word
story for a Dreamspinner anthology, | surfed on over to
Seventh Sanctum’s romance plot generator to see what
I'd get. Here is the prompt, followed by the story |
wrote just for y’all, my lovely newsletter subscribers (I
may send it elsewhere later, though). | kept it
deliberately under 2000 words.

This story takes place in a tavern in a shadowy realm. In
it, a vicious airline pilot is introduced to a gigolo who
has an odd way of speaking. What starts as mutual
respect quickly becomes infatuation...

No sun. No moon. Just fucking darkness stretched
across the expanse of the dead asteroid where
Cheyenne Ringhouse had landed her last flight.
Flickering yellow lights illuminated the runway and the
shack that served as customs. As she stood there, the

Join Me!
www.ggroyale.com
www.ggroyale.blogspot.com
Twitter: ggroyale
Facebook: G.g. Royale
Facebook Fan Page: G.G.
Royale
http://www.goodreads.com/g
groyale

Check out my contests page!
The review contest has been

extended another month, and
I've added the new Twitter
contest there too!
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termination protocols downloaded to her PID along
with a brief but friendly note from management
thanking her for her years of service. Her severance
credits deposited right after, and now all she wanted
was a drink. She threw her captain’s hat down into the
dust of the landing strip and thought for a moment
about jumping up and down on it. She decided against
it; she felt vicious, but not childish. Instead she headed
off toward the small cluster of buildings that had to
pass for the settlement, hopefully to find a tavern.

Behind her, her replacement brought the engines of her
old hopper to life and left with his few passengers,
stranding her for good. Cheyenne didn’t bother wasting
her breath on a curse she knew he couldn’t hear. No
other being in the universe listened to anything she said
either, let alone offered any kind of help. Otherwise
she’d be stranded someplace a little less rat-assy than
this.

Cheyenne hated asteroids and mining colonies and the
types of people that populated them. She also hated
how infrequently ships visited. She could be stuck on
this rock for a standard year before another supply ship
or transport arrived. And living in a place like this could
very well break her before she got a chance to leave.

The small cluster of buildings, constructed mostly from
dismantled barge ships, proved her point. Little more
than a shanty town, the place spoke of decay, dead
dreams, and poverty. Still, the tavern had a cheery neon
sign over the door advertising its existence, and
Cheyenne felt good knowing that, no matter where in
the galaxy she ended up, some things never changed.
She pushed into the tavern and headed for the bar. Like
everything else on this small, backwater settlement, the
inside seemed dark and still. She could notice no
discernible temperature difference between the inside
and the outside of the building. Dull lights sat on dirty
tables, and no music played. They would have some
local alcohol distilled from whatever they grew in their
hydroponic systems here. Off-world booze would cost
more. More than she wanted to pay to get drunk.

Cheyenne thought for a moment about ensuring she
had a place to crash before bellying up to the bar, but

Out Now from G.G. Royale

The Flapper and the Fellow
Set in 1925, this
story follows
stuffy Bostonian
professor Walter
Winthrop down
into the Big Easy,
where he finds
that more than
just the weather is
hot.

"An
Introduction"

appears in Girl
Crush.

The Longest Night

The Lovely
Kittengirls of

Mew Orleans

Did you receive this newsletter
from a friend? Would you like
to subscribe? If so, visit the
form here and sign up! I will
not use your email for anything
else.
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her dry mouth got the better of her.

“Whatever’s cheap,” she told the bartender without
pretense. He nodded and poured out a measure of
something from an unlabeled brown bottle, just as
Cheyenne had expected. She didn’t sniff it, didn’t sip,
just tossed it back, happy with the burn it left traveling
down her throat and the rubbery feeling her muscles
got almost instantly. She ordered another, content to
wile away the evening -- if indeed it was evening --
standing here, soaking up the local flavor. She sipped at
her second shot. It had a slight smoke to it, reminiscent
of old ship fuel, but short of that, its sole function
seemed to be to get her drunk. Cheyenne had no
problem with that.

She wondered if they served anything to eat around
here. She saw packets of snacks behind the bar and
ordered a bag of something salty, most likely another
local product of the vats. She munched and sipped and
worked very hard not to think about her future.

“Hello.”

Cheyenne glanced at the man standing next to her. She
didn’t remember if he’d been there the entire time. She
didn’t care. He wore the tag on his vest that marked
him as a Professional, and Cheyenne couldn’t help but
smile just a bit. She’d expect the Professionals out here
to be, well, less than the cream of the crop, but he
seemed a fine specimen of maleness, with dark,
shoulder length hair, finely sculpted arms, and what
Cheyenne knew would be a flat, toned stomach
beneath his vest.

“I's Jerrold.” He had an accent Cheyenne couldn’t place.
Probably from somewhere in the Outs, for all she knew.
It made him sound ignorant, but he had a certain gleam
in his eye that hinted otherwise.

“Cheyenne.”
“Came down on the hopper, didja?”
“Ay’a.” Cheyenne chewed thoughtfully on her snack,

wondering how she felt about hooking up with a Pro
tonight. It would certainly help keep her mind off

G.G.'s Upcoming Releases
“Hot Summer Day,” a short,
Femdomme romp, will
release with New Line Press
15 August.

Vampire Ménage will come
out with New Line Press 1
September. | had fun writing
this short, hot ménage, and
it will probably appeal to
those that used to read my
Literotica posts.

e My Two Doms. In it, you can

expect more costumes,
some BDSM, and two very
hot men fighting over the
same woman. Releases 26
October from Loose Id!
Holy Cross Christmas.
Addana is rebuilding her
house in the Lower Ninth
Ward of New Orleans when
she falls for a National Guard
sergeant nearly ready to
retire. Look for it 14
December from Loose Id!

Planned Releases

e Lilith's Daughter, August or
September, Carnal Desires.
One of Lilith's succubi is torn
between serving her goddess
and her love for a mortal
man.

e “For Cock or Corps” will

release as a short, stand-
alone ebook with
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things. And it probably wouldn’t dip too much into her
severance. “Got a place to take me?” She didn’t want to
beat around the bush. Pros were there for one reason,
a reason she wanted to take advantage of.

“Sure.” He stood and offered her his hand.

Cheyenne settled her tab with the bartender and
followed Jerrold out of the bar.

He led her back toward the airstrip, to a field of parked
ships. They wove through the quiet, metal beasts until
Jerrold stopped at one. Cheyenne -- who knew ships
pretty well -- didn’t recognize the model at all. It looked
too archaic to even be able to fly in atmosphere, let
alone last through deep space, but she had to admit she
liked the idea of meeting someone with his own ship. It
showed he had a certain standing in the universe.

Jerrold produced a dongle from his pocket, pressed a
button, and the ship opened for him. He motioned for
Cheyenne to enter.

The interior of the ship took her breath. She’d seen
hand wrought ships before -- in museums and private
collections -- but nothing compared to this. Some
strange wood, lacquered to a high shine, dominated the
interior. Brass shone too, and Cheyenne was reminded
of what she always thought the interior of the Nautilus
would look like in 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea.

“After seeing this, | doubt | can afford your services,”
Cheyenne said as she turned to look at Jerrold.

A soft smile touched his lips. “I'll give you a newcomer’s
discount.”

“How generous. You did all this yourself?”

“Sure.”

“Someone with your talents should be working for the
big names, not working as a Pro on some godforsaken

asteroid.”

“Same be said for you, eh, pilot?”

Dreamspinner Press later this
year.

"The White Bride" isin an
upcoming anthology of folk-
and fairytale inspired lesbian
erotic romance,
Rumpledsilksheets.

"The Bean-Nighe," about a
certain variety of banshee
and the family she watches,
will appear in an upcoming
anthology of horror-inspired
erotica, Spectral Sensations.

Works in Progress
A Steampunk romance, yet
to be titled. Selli Hartswood
belongs to the gang, but her
heart has been stolen by
dashing dirigible captain
Thallon Wolfstooth.
A holiday release based on
The Nutcracker. This should
be a new and different
romp from what | normally
do.
A Slave to the Big Top. An
otherworldly circus abducts
a mortal, and she’s
subjected to all the delicious
torture they have to offer.
Shave and a Haircut. A
stranger rolls into town, but
it’s not at all what you
expect.
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Cheyenne raised an eyebrow. But she could tell from
the look on his face that he only meant it as a friendly
jab. He probably respected her as a fellow starfarer.

“Come.” Jerrold motioned for her to enter through a
small doorway into an adjoining chamber, and again,
Cheyenne felt breathless. His bedroom. The place felt
like a retreat, and she imagined that women -- and men
-- might pay him just to relax in it for a few hours, never
mind the sex. All of a sudden she felt too dirty, too
gritty; she’d soil this beautiful place, the expensive
sheets. She cursed her former employers under her
breath again, blaming them not only for her being
stranded, but also for putting her in this uncomfortable
situation.

“Take off your clothes,” Jerrold told her, and Cheyenne
complied. As if he could read her mind, he brought a
wet cloth to her and cleaned away the traces of her
travel. Cheyenne had been with Pros many times -- they
were a good way to help let off steam after long flights -
- but something about this one seemed different. His
touch less businesslike, more lingering. Cheyenne
couldn’t deny, either, that she found him more
attractive than most of the others, despite his funny
manner of speech. Maybe that came from the respect
she had for his work; the ship was amazing.

When he’d finished cleaning her, Jerrold undressed
himself and gave Cheyenne an opportunity to drink in
the perfection of his body. She couldn’t imagine a more
ideal form, maybe a little too slim for others, but
completely suited to her own desires. She wondered
how else he would fulfill her needs.

It was then she realized all things she saw about this
ship that reminded her of a seafaring vessel must serve
another purpose here in the bedroom. The brass cleats,
the recessed, hinged rings for tying things off. Well,
things was probably the wrong word. Tying Cheyenne
off was probably more like it. Jerrold opened a drawer
in the wall and removed a few lengths of rope.
Cheyenne felt heat blossom in her womb, and she held
out her wrists to him.

With only a few deft knots, he had her tied to the bed,
spread eagle, and Cheyenne had given over all control

From the Edi
Deadlines, Part 2

By G.G. Royale

Last month | talked about
how to cope with turn-around
times as a writer or editor:
always exaggerate a little about
how long it will take so you look
good when you get it in early.
That can definitely alleviate
some stress, but sometimes it’s
not enough, and we can feel
overwhelmed with what’s being
asked of us in a very short
period of time.

Meeting deadlines with our
writing is very different than
meeting a deadline at the day
job. For instance, we may have
to turn in a report every day at
work, but we get it done
without thinking too much
about it. When we are asked to
change our writing in a short
period of time, it’s quite
different. Despite many years of
trying for it not to be the case,
our egos are still tied to our
writing. When people ask us to
change our writing, they are
asking us to change something
of ourselves.

Second, somewhat
antithetical to the above, we
don’t just have ourselves to
please. We are torn by what our
editor, our publisher, and --
most important to me -- what
our audience wants.

Even when working on
simple edits these forces can
pull us in opposite directions,
causing traumatic breakdowns
over a simple word choice. This
can definitely drag out the
editing process, making it
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to him. Since her life had so quickly lost all order with
her firing, she needed someone to remove choice for
her. She wanted to not have to reason through things
and make decisions.

Jerrold straddled her, ran his hands down her body,
then along her arms. He leaned down over her and
kissed her.

Cheyenne hadn’t expected that. She’d never had a Pro
kiss her on the lips. It seemed a thorough breech in
protocol, but her body responded to it, lighting up with
need. She wanted more, deeper, but he teased instead,
running his tongue just at the seam of her lips, but then
pulling back if she opened wider for him. His groin
brushed against her sex as he moved, but he didn’t
make any attempts to enter her. She’d certainly grown
wet enough to take him without any further foreplay,
but he seemed to resist, stretching out her experience,
playing with her.

He nipped and licked at her breasts, stroked his hands
down her sides, and licked down her stomach. He
nestled between her legs and parted her folds as if
discovering a woman for the first time. He kissed her
sex then lapped at it. Cheyenne’s heart raced, and she
knew she’d started to dampen the sheets beneath her.

He must have been able to tell that she grew close to
climax quickly, because he pulled back. Cheyenne
wanted to reach up and yank him back down, to grind
herself against him until he made her come, but she
could not, tied as she was. Instead she had to bend to
his whim.

He kissed his way back up her body and finally drove
into her. Cheyenne cried out, and she nearly came right
then, but Jerrold seemed to know how to manipulate
her. He backed off, and her orgasm receded. Then he
began to thrust, his movements as skilled and
orchestrated as his work on the ship seemed to be.

Cheyenne responded to him as if she knew him, as if
he’d shared everything about himself with her before
they’d joined like this. She experienced a connection
she rarely did with any person, and she could see, when
she opened her eyes to find his gaze locked on her face,

longer than it needs to be and
jeopardizing the timeframe.

So how do we deal with
that?

It’s an old cliché, but treat it
like a like ripping off a bandage.
Don’t let yourself overthink the
changes, particularly in the last
stages before publication. At
this point, meeting the deadline
is the important thing so as not
to lose your place in the
publishing queue.

| only allow myself a few
diva-like refusals in those
stages. For instance, | had a
story that made it through the
acceptance process and the first
round of edits before an editor
asked me to take out the
swearing so | could make the
story accessible to a larger
audience. Umm, no. That's
censoring, not editing. Two very
different things. On the other
hand, if the editor wants me to
move an adverbial phrase, or
add a “that” when | don’t think
it’s necessary, I’'m going to do it.

And always remember that
your editor and publisher have
the same goal as you: sell your
book. They will not ask you to
make changes unless those
changes will most likely result in
a better book.

7|Page



that he felt the same way.

More to this existed than a client meeting a Pro in a bar.
Something else, something that -- gods willing --
Cheyenne would have a chance to explore.

Her orgasm drove through her, exploding out from her
cunt, making her ears ring. Jerrold came shortly after,
crying out her name as if it were the most natural thing
in the galaxy.

Cheyenne opened her eyes and realized her wrists and
ankles were free. She sat up, surrounded by the twisted
sheets and tossed bedding of Jerrold’s pallet. She
couldn’t see him. Around her, the thrumming of an
engine permeated through the ship.

She wrapped a sheet around her and left the small
chamber to look for the bridge. Jerrold sat at the helm,
and on the rearview vidscreen, Cheyenne could see that
awful little asteroid fading away.

“Figured it was time to get off that rock,” Jerrold said.
Cheyenne smiled. Some women might consider this
kidnapping, but she saw it as the beginning of a great
adventure.

She’d needed a ride anyway.

August Releases from My
Loose Id Authors

U L] A
FRISESINCL M
Cherise Sinclair’s The Starlight
Rite releases 3 August with
Loose Id!

Want to Write for Me?

I'm looking for short stories --
romantic, erotic flash of less
than 1000 words -- to be
included in the "Lagniappe"
section of my monthly
newsletter and on my blog. If
you would like the chance to
share your work with my
readers, please email stories as
an .rtf attachment to
royalesubs@gmail.com.

Stories should not have been
previously published. No
multiple or simultaneous
submissions, please. Rate is
0.01 per word, paid via Paypal
upon publication. I'm asking for
first electronic rights; after
three months, you can submit
elsewhere. If you'd like it
removed at that time from my
blog archives, let me know.
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