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​Chapter 1
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After 10 years as a novel writer, I’ve developed my first confirmed case of severe writer's block. Writer's block is basically when your brain shuts down and takes your imagination with it. You walk around the house starting ideas and even sitting down at the computer to write the book only to get back up because you ordered something from Amazon and the doorbell just rang. You’ll do anything to find a way to walk away from the computer. Little snippets of thought stay just out of reach in your mind, not allowing you to develop a decent story out of the little snippet. Because that’s what a story begins with. A little thought that keeps rolling and rolling until you have a paragraph, and you just can’t fucking believe it. Then you’ve got a couple of pages, then chapters, then holy shit you wrote a book!

Every writer develops writer's block at some time. Usually, it lasts for a couple of weeks or maybe even a month. This was my 6th month. Six months locked in pure uninspired hell. It’s hard to compare this feeling with anything other than getting laid off from work. Or maybe you and your brain getting a divorce. It just seems like the important connections in the brain have become detached.
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My publishing company is waiting for my writer's block to dissipate. I have given them 10 years of very successful books, including 7 New York Times top ten bestsellers and many others that achieved great success. My field has made me a rich man, and I really should have no complaints. Even if the block never lifted, I was still set for life. Unfortunately, I am 36 years old. Way too young to be dealing with a block bad enough to derail a career.

Now here’s the kicker. I am a man who writes romance novels. Yes, that’s right. I’m a hopeless romantic who can write a sex scene that will make most women blush or even reach for a toy. I’ve written things that I’ve made up from the deepest, darkest, parts of my sexual brain and put them down on paper. Not only that, but I sometimes need to do a little research on the equipment used for a particular fantasy. You can find anything on the internet. Bondage is big right now, so there are lots of sites dedicated to it.

I write these books under a pseudonym. Not that I was embarrassed to write the novels under my own name. I was told when the publishing house bought my first book that the majority of my audience would be women between 25 and 65. Women think that they know what other women want when it comes to sex. But the truth is that one or two pages may be the subject that brings out the wild side of a woman. A woman who has always stayed far away from anal sex may hear that the orgasm generated by it is much
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more intense and want to try it. It may be the one thing that pushes her over the edge and gets her to try it. Women have always been considered the weaker sex. But if you’ve read a good amount of these romance novels, there is nothing weaker about the female sex. Everything could and would be covered in some of these books. BDSM, anal, threesomes, double penetration, orgies. All of these books were written by women. Women can

write some very nasty, dirty stuff and it’s ok. If a man wrote it, then it was porn. Or at least heavy erotica.

There are entire series written on exclusive sex clubs that cost 30,000 dollars a month to join and anything goes. I mean anything. Especially BDSM. Some of these clubs specialize in two men-on-one-girl sexual fantasies. It can also go the other way and often does. There are men who specialize in using a whip with the only evidence that it’s been used being a red mark across the ass or back. As a writer of romance novels, there are clubs, parties, and multiple couple parties all the time. It only seems weird to most people because most people aren’t that adventurous or have a spouse who wants no part of it.

All these scenarios were researched and put together by women. I have never had to find one of these places and partake in the activities there, although if you have an extra 30k lying around, knock your socks off. If you don’t want to go then I’ll give it a shot. I write it off as
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research. Research is important, so if you know of one of these clubs, please call me at 1-800-boners. Remember, my research makes your books more exciting!


I write some racy scenes, don’t get me wrong.



Depending on the book I’m writing, I use what I consider the right amount of sex that goes with the romance. But never the other way around. A story should start out just that way. As a story. You can add the sex scenes later when you write the chapter that calls for it. You may need several of those scenes, depending on your love interests and your character's sex drive.

A writer needs an imagination that is extremely vivid and original. That means in all aspects of the story. Not just the sex scenes. I can make up a scene about a girl who gets off hanging from a spinning ceiling fan while being penetrated by her lover, who has the ability to change the speed of the fan just by pulling the chain. Sick, yes. Completely out of the realm of possibilities in a romance novel, no. Look for the ceiling fan scene coming up in my next novel.

But minor ideas are all I’ve got right now. No meat. Nothing that I can put a start, middle, and ending to. I have all these thoughts for a story, but nothing that runs together as an entire story.

I need a change. Some different scenery. It usually works for me, although I’ve already been to the Caribbean
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and was not inspired. That is ridiculous. To be in all that beauty and still not be inspired. To see couples on their honeymoon and not be able to pull a story out of that obvious romance staring me right in the face. Not to mention all the barely their bikinis on the beach. Sometimes I try to think of a romantic story that would involve me and the well-endowed bartender whose bikini could be used as two very small pieces of cloth for a hand towel.

I was rather successful with the bartender, making the vacation somewhat of a success. She was beautiful and very nice but a little boring in bed.

She didn’t want to try anything different than the missionary position.

She said she always liked to look her partner in the eye and none of the other positions allowed for that. After the second round of missionary position, I offered to walk her back to her room.

She asked me to come in for one more round, but I was legitimately bored. I was leaving the resort the next day so I didn’t have any kind of attachment that would require me to return. Her body was smoking hot, but she didn’t know how to use it. I gave her 3 orgasms each time and she would barely make an attempt at oral sex. I worked hard to give this woman a great time. She was more than happy when I was finished with her multiple orgasms, but she didn’t want to participate in anything else. I finally
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walked her home. How you can have a body like that and not how to use it is just a damn shame. The only thing I can think of is another change of scenery. Places like this sound nice and have worked in the past. But since the accident, my writing has become very prolific. One novel after another. I put a tragedy in every book. It was the only way I could get through my own tragedy. I lost my wife and 2- year-old son in a car accident 4 years ago.

Another sad story of a truck driver falling asleep at the wheel trying to make a couple of extra bucks for his company by driving 16 hours straight to get to his destination.

He fell asleep at the wheel and blew a red light going 65 mph, T-boning my wife's car, killing her instantly, with my son dying in the ambulance on the way to the hospital. Through a haze during the next week, I buried both of them. Stacy’s mom and dad were devastated for not only their daughter but for their only grandchild too. Stacy was my goddess. She was an absolute angel on Earth. She helped me with my books, helping me get past impasses in books and she also had a master's degree in English. She could edit my manuscripts and do them better than the editor at the publishing company. She was so good with my son. The love she showed for him was unending. Stacy had a very special talent. As soon as I got her naked her demeanor changed, and she became a sex god. We tried everything
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to see what each other liked. Nothing was off the table. She never thought she’d like anal but after the second time, she loved it. The orgasms that anal caused her to have were so intense that the screams would sometimes wake the baby. She was a tiger in the bedroom, and I loved it. To have a strikingly beautiful woman be interested in me and want to experiment with every sexual thought I had was a miracle.

My angel was taken away from me because a company pushed a truck driver too much, so they could make a deadline, and make a few extra bucks. I was so angry. Like I wanted to murder someone angry. And someone was going to pay. The trucking company thought they could beat one guy and his lawyer with all six of their lawyers. What they didn’t know was that I had millions and could pay a great team to win the case. Millions of dollars were not a replacement for my wife and son, but maybe it will save another family someday from tragedy. I won the case and received a sizable judgment in the tens of millions. The company was fined severely, and the truck driver had his CDL license taken away. The only true family I ever had and because of some greedy people, I was alone again.

I was an only child brought up in the system by many foster parents. My parents were addicts, and I was given up at the hospital. After I went through detox, just like any addict, I was finally released from the hospital after 2
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months. I was passed around from home to home until I was in 8th grade.

I was angry and had been abused physically by the father in the home from 7th to 8th grade. He beat me up so badly one night while he was drinking that my nose was broken, and my left eye was completely closed. I snuck into his room that night to ask him to take me to the hospital because I couldn’t see out of my left eye. He woke up and backhanded me in the face, slamming directly into my left eye again. It opened up the side of the eye and blood spurted out all over him and the bed. I still have a problem with my vision in my left eye. He just went back to sleep after hitting me a second time. Without thinking and in a daze of sorts from the backhand, I picked up the light by his bed and bashed his head as hard as I could. When I called 911, his wife, who was also drunk, finally woke up. She barely turned over to see if he was okay. They hated each other, and he was extremely abusive to her and his two other children.

When they took him away in the ambulance, she didn’t even bat an eye. She didn’t want to ride in there with him, and she was still so drunk that DCFS was called in, and we were all sent to what they call

“Emergency homes.”

These are the real heroes in the foster care system. At the drop of a hat, they are ready to take in an abused child
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or a kid that is suddenly left without parents and temporarily give them a home until a more permanent solution can be found. After a trip to the hospital and 8 stitches, I was taken by DCFS to an emergency foster care house. In our case, one couple took all of us and had us fed and in bunk beds in a couple of hours. I had the clothes on my back and a backpack with my books, a pair of jeans and several shirts. That was it. When we left, the wife didn’t put up a fight at all. She just wanted to go back to bed. What she got was a ride in a police car and a child endangerment charge. As they took her away, she practically said, “Good job. Now he won’t hit me anymore.” He was bilking the state for 3 other foster children and me. We all slept in the same room and dealt with the beatings in our own way. I was pretty timid up until that night. I just tried to stay out of his way. That night was the breaking point for me. The cops took pictures of every bruise on every child and on his wife. I told the judge that I was asking him to take me to the hospital because I couldn’t see out of my eye. He hit me again and when he rolled over, I hit him in the head with the lamp because I was afraid, he was going to kill me. The public defender did a good job, and all I got was a lecture about taking the law into my own hands. Then he yelled at the prosecutor to bring the case to court. This was obviously a self-defense case.
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​Chapter 2
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The piece of shit lapsed into a coma and when he finally woke up 2 months later, he had a severe stroke and had to be put in a home. I heard that from one of the other kids 3 years later when I saw her at my high school.

All the charges against me were dropped under the self-defense rule. My ex-foster mother had all of her children taken away from her until she was sober for one year. The family I was placed with after the trial had been following the case in the news. They volunteered to take me as their foster child. They were an older couple who couldn’t have children. One year later, they adopted me, and I cherished them until they passed away. They did something for me that I could never repay them for. They believed I should always be able to protect myself. By the time I was 18, I was a 4th-degree black belt in Karate. My father said I should always be able to protect myself and my loved ones. Unfortunately, Karate couldn’t save them against a semi.

When Stacy and Logan were killed, I was completely and totally lost. There was nothing left for me. After months of time in mourning, I found I couldn’t live in the house we had so many happy memories in. I sold the big house and
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bought a townhouse near my hometown of Tinley Park. I gutted the place, put in all the possible technology I could, and set it up with several high-speed computers in several areas of the house. I never know when I’m going to get an idea. Having computers all over makes things easy. Using Google Docs allows me to add to a book and have it saved to the cloud immediately without doing anything. I can get an idea for something in the book I’m writing and sit down at any computer and write it down. I wrote many books in that condo, including some of my bestsellers, but more importantly, I wrote some of my favorite books. Some were not bestsellers, but they were my babies. I used this technique for the last three books I wrote. All top ten best- sellers. But right after I submitted the last one to the publishing company, the block started.

After the last 6 months of stagnation, I need to look for someplace else. My agent has a cabin on a lake about an hour north of Madison, WI. He says it’s got all the amenities I need to stay there as long as I want. “I just want you to have a quiet place to get over this block that has got you so frustrated. I rarely get up there anymore, and I am thinking of selling it.


You can spend as much time as you need up there.”



I took Sam up on his offer. The drive was only about four and a half hours, so I wasn't far from home so I couldn’t go back on a weekend to check on things. Within 3 months, I
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bought the cabin from Sam. This wasn’t a little, tiny cabin. It had three bedrooms and 3 bathrooms. I enlarged the shower into practically a car wash and made some other changes. My shower is my refuse. I sometimes take three showers a day. Sometimes they are steam showers followed by a cold shower to cool me down. The shower was a walk-in with multiple shower heads that made it like a car wash. My showers helped me think. I also was kind of a nudist. After a shower, sometimes I spent the rest of the day in a towel or completely naked.

It was just a little quirk of mine. The huge front windows are tinted so no one can see inside. I know it sounds weird, but I’ve always felt like I had most of my ideas when I was completely naked lying on my couch. The cabin is beautiful and designed to look old-fashioned. It looked like a big log cabin on the outside but had every amenity possible on the inside. I even put a whirlpool tube on the back patio to help with my aching bones.

I sold my townhouse in Tinley Park and permanently moved up to the cabin. I walked by the lake every morning, enjoyed the weekenders, and even got a small fishing boat for the occasional drowning of worms because I sure wasn’t good at fishing. My cabin had a state-of-the-art alarm system in it. I only had one complaint. The mattress up in Wisconsin was not very comfortable. I ordered a new one the week I moved in. I find the excitement of waiting for the
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delivery men to show up and set up my new bed to be the highlight of my day. That means I’m still blocked badly.

When I’m in the zone and the writing is flowing, I can go for hours, missing meals and being up all hours of the night. The zone has disappeared for me. But inspiration will come to me. I can feel it with the change of venue and the beauty of the area.

The cabin is on a lake that doesn’t allow large speed boats. It is a smaller lake, and the motors have to be small. No more than 10 hp. Not that any of that matters. The thing I like is the absolute quiet. The birds sing and the water laps against the shore. I’ve sat with my laptop in an Adirondack chair, waiting for inspiration. I’ve started several new books, some with as many as 10 chapters, only to lose interest in the story and abandon the project. I’ve been walking around the road that surrounds the lake every day just looking for some inspiration. The smattering of cabins was mostly empty during the week, but on the weekend, life came to the little town of Axion. Families showed up from all parts. People had cabins from all over Wisconsin and as far south as Chicago, and its many suburbs. They would come and use row boats and even kayaks to explore the lake. They would fish and exercise, paddling all over.

Kids swam, and parents caught as much sun as possible. Young couples holding hands and walking down the road. Did I mention lots of girls in bikinis? I’m in my mid-
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thirties, so most of these girls are way too young for me, but the parade of eye candy can be inspirational. I do run into the occasional single woman up there with a bunch of friends who would like to have a night of no-strings attached sex, and I’m more than willing to accommodate her.

The weekends were when I met my neighbors and hung out at the little shop that sold fishing supplies and any camping equipment with a serious supply of smores materials, which is the main staple of campers everywhere.

The house next door to mine and by next door, I mean about a quarter of a mile away, was empty. There was a for sale sign on the property. It had been there for quite some time, according to some of the old timers that frequented the shop. On the other side of the cabin was forestry land that could not be built on.

I noticed that the empty cabin had some interest about 4 months after I moved in. What looked like a very beautiful young woman with two little girls was looking at the cabin. I was at a little bit of a distance, but my spidey sense told me she was gorgeous. It pulled me away from my blank computer screen to watch them walk around the property. They spent almost an hour in the house and another half an hour walking the property. The woman had long brown hair and looked pretty young. The girls couldn’t be more than 3 years old. They may even be twins. I wasn’t what you’d call an expert on children, but I did love playing with my son. I’m

[image: ]

also the goofy uncle who gets down on the floor and lets them all jump over me and have a fine wrestling match or two. It’s always “Uncle Connor, can you throw us up on the couch again?” or “Uncle Connor, can we play football outside with you?” This was always fun for me, and I often invited both of my brothers-in-law and their families up to the cabin for a weekend, so I could play with my nephews and have a tea party or two with Sara and Kristy. I wear the hat and can raise my voice several octaves to talk like an English grandma for the tea party. There are some very terrifying videos of me playing the English grandma during the tea parties. I see them less and less because when Stacy and Logan died, I kind of went into my shell, and it became too hard to play with my little friends. It just reminded me that Stacy and Logan were gone forever. It’s not fair to them, but their parents who were Stacy’s brothers and sisters are spread out now all over the country. I also think I remind them of her, and it’s painful for them. I don’t blame them, but I do miss those kids.

About a month later, I still have a mild case of writer's block now. (The cabin seems to be working). I noticed a moving van being unpacked by the young lady who had looked at the house only three weeks ago. There didn’t seem to be anyone helping her. Her kids must have been with grandma and grandpa or some friends. She was trying to unload an end table by herself. After watching her
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struggle with it, I decided to go over and see if I could help. I was midway through the new book, and I was working on getting the hero and heroine back together after a major misunderstanding.

It’s almost always the man’s fault, but this book is going to be a little different. I’m going to make the woman the main problem of the story. But I’m stuck right now on how far I want to take the reuniting of the couple. So that’s why I walk a quarter mile down to my neighbor's house to see if I can help. I’m a pretty clean-cut guy. Not very scary at all, so I hope she’ll let me help her without too much grief. The closer I got to the new neighbor's house, the more interested I got in the beautiful woman unloading the truck.

When I got close, she was reaching in to grab a box, and her ass made an epic appearance. She had short shorts on, which made sense because it was plenty hot out. I was walking on the gravel on the side of the road, trying to make my approach loud enough so I wouldn’t scare her. She started to go into the house with a box when she spotted me. I waved and said, “I’m your new neighbor.

My name is Connor. I’m extremely bored at home, so you can hire me for the afternoon. It will cost you a couple of bottles of cold water. Maybe between the two of us, we can get this done today.” At first, she seemed a little apprehensive. I understood that, so I tried to break up some of the tension with a little comedy. “I did teach Arnold
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Schwarzenegger how to lift weights, so I do have some experience lifting heavy things.” That got a little laugh out of her. She introduced herself as Gina. She said she’d love the help if I wasn’t an ax murderer. I said, “I don’t even own an ax, so I think you're safe. Although I must tell you I do own a weed whacker that I’m pretty deadly with. But don’t worry, it’s out of string.”

Gina had beautiful blue-gray eyes. They were hard to look away from. Even though she was full of sweat, she still looked stunning. Her face and body were so perfect. Her hair was long with just a little bit of a wave to it. She had sweat running down her chest right into her very ample cleavage. Her shirt was open to the third button, making said cleavage very visible.

This was enough to make me want to be a drop of sweat more than anything in the world. She looked young but talking to her showed how worldly she really was. We talked about everything, and the conversation was easy. We could be silent and still be comfortable with each other. Gina and I carried the coffee table in and as we were doing it, I asked her, “How did you think you were going to get this into the house by yourself?” Gina said, “I was going to pull it down the ramp and then try to pull it in the house. It would have taken forty-five minutes, But I would have got it in. I would have died by the time I got it into the house, but I would have gotten it in.” I smiled at her, thinking this was a girl who
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would let nothing stop her. We stopped for a bottle of water after we got the coffee table in. I would finally get to talk to her.

Gina reached into the new refrigerator she had delivered the day before. The water was cold, and I went through a bottle in one drink. Gina got about half a bottle down. She said, “I can’t thank you enough, Connor, for helping me.

It would have taken me all day and most of the night to finish this. With your help, we're done at three o’clock. I owe you dinner. How about a hamburger on the grill?” There was no way I would turn her down for anything. She was easy to talk to and had a great sense of humor. I couldn’t tear myself away from her. She was obviously a grill master who could cook a perfect hamburger. I don’t know what she seasoned it with, but damn it was good. We ate and kept talking about everything. But the question I’m dying to ask is the most difficult. Where the hell was the husband in all of this? She didn’t wear a ring, but that didn’t always mean the person was single. Maybe she just took off her rings for the move. But the question was killing me. I wanted to take this woman out. I finally got the nerve to ask her. “Gina, I have to ask. Why isn’t your husband or boyfriend helping you with this? I saw your daughters and assumed you were married. Maybe I’m wrong, but I need to know because your answer will lead to my next question.”
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Gina said, “My husband died in Afghanistan 3 years ago. He never even got to see the twins. I’ve been on my own ever since. I decided I needed a fresh start. I loved John and I always will. I feel like it’s time to move on. Hence, the new start.

Upstate Wisconsin seemed like a beautiful area of the country. We lived in Tennessee where John was stationed. After his death, the reminders were too strong, and I needed to have a new place to get back to some sort of life. It was time to sell the house and start a new life. John had a trust fund, so we bought a nice house right away. Not huge, but nice. We paid cash for it. When he died, I was able to stay home with the kids and live on some of the money that was left from the trust fund. When I decided it was time for a change and that the girls were starting to get more independent, I sold the house and paid cash for the cabin. It’s big enough for all of us, and having the lake here makes it so peaceful. I had looked at a lot of places, even visiting several other homes on the lake. I saw this on a website and had to come to see it. I paid for it that day and just had to arrange for the truck and sell the house and the furniture we wouldn’t need up here. There wasn’t a lot of stuff left so I decided to just rent a truck for our clothes and some of the furniture and then buy new stuff when I got here. I even sold my old minivan so I wouldn’t have to tow it all the way up here. Next, I put the girls in their booster
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seats, and we drove the truck about 5 hours a day until we got here. We stayed at some nice hotels with pools, so the girls could swim. I even found a water park in Rockford, Illinois that we stopped at. It took us almost 3 days, but it was fun for the girls and me. The real estate agent has been kind enough to be here on the two days that the furniture and the new refrigerator were delivered.

John and I have parents who both live on opposite sides of the country, so they don’t spend a lot of time with their grandchildren. Plus, they are pretty attached to their lives on the coasts. We only see them once or twice a year. So, I’m pretty much on my own. I’m a CPA so I can work from home, so we could move anywhere. When I saw this listing and found out it was on a lake surrounded by trees, I couldn’t pass it up. I love it here.”
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Chapter 3
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Wow, these girls have been through hell and back. Losing a husband and a father, relocating almost 10 hours away, and starting a whole new life. How she was able to wrangle 3-year-old twins, and a truck, and try to unload said truck on her own is beyond me. I felt like it was time I came clean too. I started from the beginning. “Gina, I’m a writer. I’ve had some good success over the last ten years. I was married with a 2-year-old son for about 4 years. My wife and son were killed in a car accident. It took a long time to come out of that funk. Although, some days, I don’t think you ever get over it. I guess we are both in the same kind of boat. The widow/widower class. Our lives were drastically changed by fate, and the time it takes to get over it completely is infinite. Our losses are always going to be there. But I’ve had more time to deal with them. It does get easier. Although, certain days are harder than others.” Gina replies, “I agree with that. I have a hard time on our anniversary. I try to make the girl's birthday all about them. But I’m upset that John is missing everything.

He volunteered for the last deployment, and I was so angry at him for so long. I told him I was pregnant and that I didn’t want him to go. But he was hell-bent on it. But now I look at

[image: ]

it as what he really wanted to do. He was a marine through and through.

Unfortunately, he paid for that motto with his life. There were 4 Marines that he would go on these high-risk missions with. They were all going, so he felt like he had to go. They were all in a Humvee when a roadside bomb killed every one of them. The bomb completely destroyed the Humvee so at least I know he didn’t suffer. I was 7 months pregnant with the twins when he was killed. The anger at that time was enormous. I didn’t cry because of the pain from delivering the babies, I cried because he left me for his buddies and left me with twins to raise by myself. He had a small amount of life insurance, and what was left of the trust fund money which comes to me every year now. It’s a nice amount of money, but without my salary, we would still be stuck in Tennessee. I’m a CPA, and I can do all my work remotely, which was non-negotiable when I took this new job. I may go in once a month for a meeting, but most of the time I meet with the accounting department via Zoom. I’m not the only CPA at this firm so I can work from home. It helps with raising the girls. I can take them to school and pick them up because the bus won’t come all the way down the road. But I don’t have a problem getting all my work done between the time I drop them off and the time I pick them up.
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