Turn up the heat!


Part 1. There’s a term you’re bound to come across in the romance industry, if you haven’t already: Heat Level. Heat Level is a way to rank sexual content. Just so we’re all talking about the same thing, a romance novel has a central love story between a couple, and a happy or hopeful ending. In comparison, Women’s Fiction follows the main character through a period of her life. The main character in Women’s Fiction may have several love interests throughout the story and may or may not have a happy or hopeful ending.

Romances come in a variety of subgenres (thriller, contemporary, historical, inspirational, etc.) Today we’re going to discuss the three heat levels, along with two separate categories that aren’t romances but will help you define heat level.

Sweet or wholesome romances have very little sexual content. The physical contact between the romantic leads will be minimal. Hand holding. Kisses. If the relationship is consummated, it will take place “off the page.” 

Sensual romances are a more “typical” romance. The relationship between the romantic partners is fully developed although descriptions are not graphic and descriptive language is conservative.

Spicy or Sexy romances have fully developed sexual scenes with an increased frequency and variety in the scenes, but descriptive language is conservative.

Erotica is different from a romance. The story follows the main character’s sexual awakening. The sex scenes in erotica are very graphic, have a high frequency, and can be varied. (multiple partners, ménage a toi, etc.). The language used is also graphic, ie fuck, pussy, cock, cum, etc.

Pornography is written for the purpose of titillation. The story is secondary to the sex acts.

A note on inclusion: The passages I’ve chosen to share are all male/female couplings. This in no way implies that folks in the LGBTQIA community are less deserving of love or sex. In fact, I’m heartened to see many mainstream publishers adding LGBTQIA characters and love stories to their lines. It enables everyone to see themselves on the pages of books—which is what we all want.

Now, let’s look at an example of each heat level: 

Example of a sweet or wholesome romance:
Karen Rock
His Hometown Girl

Jodi felt her joints loosen and she relaxed against him. “So, you’re okay with us being together, just for this summer?”

He tucked a curl behind her ear and the feel of Daniel’s touch made her shiver. It was so quiet, she could hear every breath he took, felt it vibrate through him in the cramped bottom of the boat.

“Let’s enjoy every moment together until it’s our last.”

“But that moment isn’t today,” she said, so grateful that he’d agreed. She wanted to be with him until she couldn’t. It was that simple.

His hand smoothed the length of her hair as he gazed into her eyes, his expression tender and full of longing. “No. It’s not.” The words sounded so reverent they could have been a prayer.

His fingers trailed down her cheek to her lips, outlining the shape of her mouth. He bent down, his lips against her cheek, brushing it lightly. Shivers ran through her whole body, making her tremble. He brushed his mouth against the hollow of her temple then traced the line of her jawbone.

The aching anticipation for his kiss was suddenly too much and she reached up and pulled his mouth to hers. He kissed her gently, carefully, but it wasn’t gentleness she wanted, not when time was fleeting. She knotted her fists in his shirt and pulled him closer. He groaned softly, low in his throat, and then his arms circled her, gathering her against him as the boat rocked beneath them. The small possibility of falling into the water vanished as soon as it occurred to her.

All that existed was Daniel. She could feel his warmth burning through his clothes and hers. She ran her fingers along his arm—soft skin over lean muscle, a scar like a thin wire on his biceps. It was an imperfection that made him seem even more perfect. He fumbled as he pushed her heavy hair aside to kiss her ear. She didn’t think she’d ever seen his hands unsteady before.

She trailed her nose across his jaw, inhaling the clean smell of summer countryside, of him. He released a pent-up breath, the sound like music. Her pulse tapped a fast beat and her breath quickened with it. She stroked his cheek and kissed every inch of his neck until he moaned again. Or maybe she’d made the sound; they seemed to share each breath, each heartbeat. It felt as if the universe disappeared and all that remained was the two of them, holding each other close.

“I forgot it was like this,” she said when Daniel pulled back and looked down at her. It seemed as if the stars hurtled down around her head like a rain of silver tinsel.

“It wasn’t.” He kissed her nose, then traced the line of her cheek with his fingertip, a dreamlike intensity in his gaze. “This is better.”

And she never wanted it to end. She felt feverishly alive, every nerve ending jangling as they watched the sky, enjoying the private moment.

“I agree,” she sighed, nestling against his side. “I wish we could stay like this forever.” When he toyed with her earlobe, she tried, unsuccessfully, to settle her heart back in her body. She watched the stars shimmer above and it also felt as though they were celebrating.

“Me, too,” he said softly in her ear. He captured her lips in a kiss so fierce and full of longing that it felt like a love song.
 

Example of a sensual or moderate romance:
Jennifer Weiner
Who Do You Love

They walked in silence through the parking lot. When they got to his car, he hugged her, holding her tightly against him, an embrace still on the right side of propriety, one that could still be considered friendly, but only just. When they broke apart, her face was flushed, her eyes shining. 
"I hope it won't be another three years before we see each other again."
Instead of answering, Rachel reached for him, putting her small, warm hand on the back of his neck, lifting her lips to his. They kissed, first lightly, then more urgently, his tongue in her mouth, her hips tilted against his, her breasts against his chest, her whole body sending a message that was undeniable. "Want to come up?" he asked. She'd left her bags in his apartment, with the understanding that they'd pick them up after dinner and he'd take her to the hotel she'd booked. More than once, when they'd been talking, he'd offered her his bed, saying he'd sleep on the couch, and Rachel had turned him down, politely but firmly.
Without a word, she climbed into the passenger seat, smiling at him, saying, "Yes."
As soon as his front door was shut they started kissing again. Her tongue fluttered against his, and his hands were deep in the softness of her hair, and it was like time unspooled, carrying them right back to when they were teenagers. He pulled her against him, thinking that he'd never get her close enough, that if he could fold her inside of him, like a mother tucking a baby into her coat, he'd do it. He'd keep her warm, he'd keep her safe, he'd keep her with him, always.
Taking her hand, Andy led her to his bedroom, which looked like every room he'd ever lived in — a bed, a dresser, the posters on the wall. She nibbled at his chin, his ear, touching his face with her fingertips, sighing, whispering, "You feel so good." Once, she pushed him back, propped herself onto her elbows, and asked, "How long has it been?"
Andy knew what she was asking, and it wasn't how long it had been since he'd seen her. He thought back to his last romance, if you could even call it that, ten minutes of undignified fumbling in the bathroom of a bar downtown. "It's been a little while," he said. That girl — God, he wasn't even sure what her name was — had scribbled her phone number on his hand in eyeliner, if he remembered right, after neither one of them could find paper or a pen. The next week, when they'd met for drinks, Andy realized that they had absolutely nothing to say to each other and that, when he didn't have four beers inside him, she looked like an eel, with a narrow body and a big, horsey mouth.
Not many of the runners had serious girlfriends. Hookups were more common, a night or a weekend with another athlete who understood the deal, or a woman who'd attach herself to you at a meet, or in a bar. Andy remembered the time he'd spent with a television reporter who'd been covering the Olympic trials in Atlanta. She'd worn a girdle and had gotten annoyed when he'd laughed. "It's a foundation garment," she'd said, her pretty face looking less pretty when she scowled. After they'd finished, he'd been starving, but all she had in the refrigerator of her chrome-and-stainless-steel loft was seltzer and a jar of pickles.


Example of a spicy or sexy romance:

Jennifer D. Bokal
The Gladiator’s Mistress
Caution: Graphic Content

She poured a glass of wine and sipped to warm her insides. Two fat candles burned on a table. They lit a small circle of wood and the rest of the room remained in shadow. She lifted another taper from its holder and went to light it. 
“Phaedra.” 
He had come. He moved to her, covering the space between them in a few steps. His lips pressed against hers, his tongue slipped between her lips and she allowed him to explore. She tasted him in return. Her head spun with Valens’s kiss and every part of her tingled with the nearness of him. As much as she had longed for this moment, as much as she thought about him, and for all the times she had tried not to think of him and failed, Phaedra reminded herself that what she felt now was lust and not love. 
His touch skimmed from her shoulders to her arms. Their hands joined, palm to palm, fingers intertwined. Valens moved his lips to her neck, as he placed leisurely kisses under her chin and behind her ear. Every part of Phaedra shivered with anticipation. 
He cupped her breast. His thumb grazed her nipple through her gown and the linen strips used for binding. Even through both layers of fabric she responded. Her nipple hardened, and she arched her back pressing herself closer to him. She wanted, no needed, Valens inside her, to complete her. 
Her hands moved down his arms, feeling the contours of his muscles as they shifted each time he changed his grasp. She traced his broad shoulders and tight chest before tugging at his tunic, hoping to get even closer to his flesh. Valens obliged, and slipped his clothes over his head. He did not wear a loincloth and his erect phallus stood out. He was larger than Phaedra had anticipated, and she gave a fleeting thought about the pain she might feel when he entered her. 
Phaedra still wore the same dress she had donned earlier in the day, red silk with a woven belt of golden wool. She tried to untie the belt, but her fingers fumbled, and the knot refused to come loose. Valens encircled her wrists with one hand and raised her arms above her head. His other hand moved to her middle. 
Valens’s fingers worked the knot free and the belt slipped to the floor. 
Valens held her chin in both his hands. The look of liquid desire in his eyes left her weak in the knees. When he placed his mouth on hers, hungrily now, the kiss possessive, her legs failed to hold her. He held Phaedra tight and pressed her to him. Her softness formed to the rigid angles and planes of his body. She lowered her arms, running her fingers through the silk of his hair. 
With him guiding, she walked to the bed. The back of her legs met with the mattress. Once again, he lifted her arms. This time, he pulled her gown over her head. With little trouble he untied the linen strips that held her breasts in place. She stood naked before him. The vulnerability of it all came upon her and she crossed one arm over her breasts and the other over the juncture of her thighs. Valens placed her wrists at her side. He held up one finger, walked across the room, and brought back a single candle that he placed on a small table near her bed. Light spilled over her, chasing away the shadows that kept her hidden. 
“You are beautiful. More than beautiful, you are exquisite. I have long desired you, Phaedra, and want see your body and face while we make love,” he said. 
Her mouth went dry. She wanted to say something, needed to tell him. Yet, tell him what? Words no longer held meaning. She nodded. 
His mouth trailed across her skin. He kissed her everywhere and it seemed all at once, from her shoulder to her breasts, her stomach to her fingers. She could not think, or reason, only feel. Holding on to his shoulders, she reveled in being touched, kissed, and tasted. 
Slipping a hand between her legs, he found her most tender spot, already swollen with desire. He rubbed in a small circle and a keener hunger awakened. Whimpering, she pressed into his hand. He laid her on the bed. 
One of his hands still worked between her legs as the other hand spread her knees. He knelt on the floor and lifted both of her legs on either shoulder. “Come closer,” he said. 
Phaedra almost fainted with longing. Many times, too many times, she had tended to Marcus with her mouth. Each time she wondered if men did as much to women. She assumed they could and yet Marcus never did. Phaedra eased down to the end of the bed and Valens’s breath cooled her inner heat. 
He kissed her sex in much the same manner he had her mouth. First tenderly, then he spread her folds and explored her. As she panted and neared a climax, he kissed her in a manner meant to claim, with such passion that Phaedra felt herself slipping into the sweet oblivion of release. 
Valens ran his tongue up her sweat coated stomach and rolled her hardened nipples between his fingers. He held himself over her. His eyes, how often had she seen his eyes in her dreams? Or his lips. How many times had Phaedra thought of kissing his lips, never thinking that one day she might? 
Situating himself between her legs, Valens spread her open with the wide head of his phallus. The first stroke was tentative, the second used more force. On the third thrust he entered her all the way and she cried out. She wrapped her legs around his back, pulling him closer, wanting him in deeper. She began to climax again, and Phaedra could no longer lie to herself. As unlikely as it seemed, her attraction was more than merely physical. In one evening, under a sky filled with thousands and thousands of stars, Phaedra fell in love with Valens Secundus. If all she had with him was this night, Phaedra vowed to make it one worth remembering. Her muscles deep inside clenched as Valens moved back and forth. As her climax reached its peak she gave voice to her emotions. “I love you.” 
Example of Erotica or Erotic Romance:
E. L. James
Fifty Shades Freed  
Caution: Graphic Content

“I don’t think we need this,” he says. He starts methodically undoing each button on my clinging, wet blouse, his eyes never leaving mine. They get darker and darker as he finishes the task, taking his sweet time about it. My pulse quickens and breathing shallows. I can’t believe it—he’s hardly touched me, and I feel like this—hot, bothered…ready. I want to squirm. He leaves my damp blouse hanging open and, using both hands he caresses my face with his fingers, his thumb skimming across my bottom lip. Suddenly, he thrust his thumb into my mouth.

“Suck,” he orders in a whisper, stressing the s. I close my mouth around him and do just that. Oh… I like this game. He tastes good. What else would I like to suck? The muscles in my belly clench at the thought. His lips part when I scrape my teeth and bite the soft pad of his thumb.

He groans and slowly extracts his wet thumb from my mouth and trails it down my chin, down my throat, over my sternum. He hooks it into the cup of my bra and yanks the cup down, freeing my breast.

Christian’s gaze never leaves mine. He’s watching each reaction that his touch elicits from me, and I’m watching him. It’s hot. Consuming. Possessive. I love it. He mirrors his actions with his other hand so both of my breasts are free, and cupping them gently, he skims each thumb over a nipple, circling slowly, teasing and taunting, so they harden and distend under his skillful touch. I try, I really try, not to move but my nipples are hotwired to my groin, so I moan and throw back my head, closing my eyes and surrendering to the sweet, sweet torture.

“Shh.” Christian’s soothing voice is at odds with the teasing, even tempo of his wicked fingers. “Still, baby, still.” Releasing one breast, he reaches up behind me and splays his hand around the nape of my neck. Leaning forward, he takes my now bereft nipple into his mouth and sucks hard, his wet hair tickling me. At the same time, his thumb stops skimming across my other elongated nipple. Instead he takes it between his thumb and forefinger and twists and tugs gently.

“Ah! Christian!” I groan and buck forward on his lap. But he doesn’t stop. He continues the slow, leisurely, agonizing tease. And my body is burning as the pleasure takes a darker turn.

“Christian, please,” I whimper.

“Hmm,” he hums low in his chest. “I want you to cum like this.” My nipple gets a brief respite as his words caress my skin, and it’s like he’s calling to a deep dark place in my psyche that only he knows. When he resumes with his teeth this time, the pleasure is almost intolerable. Moaning loudly, I writhe on his lap, trying to find some precious friction on his pants. I pull uselessly against my panties, but I’m lost—lost in this treacherous sensation.

“Please,” I whisper, pleading and pleasure flies through my body, from my neck right down to my legs, to my toes, tightening in its wake.

“You have such beautiful breasts, Ana.” He groans. “One day I’ll fuck them.”

What the hell does that mean? I gape at him as he suckles me, my skin singing under his touch. I no longer feel my sodden blouse, his wet hair… nothing except the burn. And it burns deliciously hot and low, deep inside me, and all thought evaporates as my body tightens and clenches…ready, reaching…pining for release. And he doesn’t stop—teasing, pulling, driving me wild. I want…I want…

“Let go,” he breathes—and I do, loudly, my orgasm convulsing through my body, and he stops the sweet torture and wraps his arms around me, clutching me to him as my body spirals down from my climax. When I open my eyes, he is gazing down at me where I rest against his chest.

“God, I love to watch you cum, Ana.” His voice is full of wonder.

“That was…” Words fail me.

“I know.” He leans forward and kisses me, his hands still at the nape of neck, holding me just, angling my head so he can kiss me deeply—with love, with reverence.

I am lost in his kiss.

He pulls away to draw breath, his eyes are the color of a tropical storm.

“Now I’m going to fuck you, hard,” he murmurs.

Holy cow. Grabbing me around the waist, he lifts me from his thighs down to the edge of his knees and reaches with the right hand for the button on the waistband of his navy pants. He runs his left hand up and down my thigh, stopping at stocking tops each time. He’s watching me intently. We’re face to face and I’m helpless, trussed up in my bra and panties, and this has to be one of the most intimate times we’ve had—me sitting on his lap, staring into his beautiful gray eyes. It makes me feel wanton, but also connected to him—I am not embarrassed or shy. This is Christian, my husband, my lover, my overbearing megalomaniac, my Fifty—the love of my life. He reaches for his zipper and my mouth goes dry as his erection springs free. 

He smirks. “You like?” he whispers.

“Hmm,” I murmur appreciatively. He wraps his hand around himself and moves it up and down… Oh my. I gaze up and him through my lashes. Fuck, he’s so sexy.

“You’re biting your lips, Mrs. Grey.”

“That’s because I’m hungry.”

“Hungry?” His mouth opens in surprise, and his eyes widen a fraction. 

“Hmm…” I agree and lick my lips.

He gives me an enigmatic smile and bites his lower lip as he continues to stroke himself. Why is the sight of my husband pleasuring himself such a turn-on?

“I see. You should’ve eaten your dinner.” His tone is mocking and censorious at once. “But maybe I can oblige.” He puts his hands on my waist. “Stand,” he says softly, and I know what he’s going to do. I get to my feet, my legs no longer shaking.

“Kneel.”

I do as I’m told and kneel on the cold tiled floor of the bathroom. He slides forward on the seat of the chair.

“Kiss me,” he utters, holding his erection. I glance up at him and, and he runs his tongue over his top teeth. It’s arousing, very arousing, to see his desire, his naked desire for me and my mouth. Leaning forward, my eyes on his, I kiss the tip of his erection. I watch him inhale sharply and clench his teeth. Christian cups the side of my head, and I run my tongue over the tip, tasting the small bead of dew on the end. Hmm…he tastes good. His mouth drops open farther as he gasps, I pounce, pulling him into my mouth and sucking hard.

“Ah—” The air hisses through his teeth, and he flexes his hips forward, thrusting into my mouth. But I don’t stop. Sheathing my teeth behind my lips, I push down and then pull up on him. He moves both hands so that he fully cups my head, burying his fingers into my hair, and slowly eases himself in and out of my mouth, his breathing quickening and growing harder. I twirl my tongue around his tip and push down in perfect counterpoint to him.

“Jesus, Ana.” He sighs and screws his eyes shut tightly. He’s lost and it’s heady, his response to me. Me. And very slowly I draw back my lips back, so it’s just my teeth.
                                                                                                                                                        
“Enough!” he growls. Reaching behind me, he frees my hands with one tug of my panties. I flex my wrists and stare from under my lashes into scorching eyes that gaze back at me with love and longing and lust. And I realize that it’s me who wants to fuck him seven shades to Sunday. I want him badly. I want to watch him come apart beneath me. I grab his erection and scoot over him, ease myself onto him. He makes a guttural, feral noise deep in his throat and reaching up, pulls off my blouse, letting it fall to the floor. His hands move to my hips. 

“Still,” he rasps, his hands digging into my flesh. “Please, let me savor this. Savor you.”

I stop. Oh my… he feels so good inside me. He caresses my face, his eyes wide and wild, his lips parted as he breathes. He flexes beneath me and I moan, closing my eyes.

“This is my favorite place,” he whispers. “Inside you. Inside my wife.”

Oh fuck, Christian. I cannot hold back. My fingers glide into his wet hair, my lips seek his, and I start to move. Up and down on my toes, savoring him, savoring me. He groans loudly, and his hands are in my hair and around my back, and his tongue invades my mouth greedily, taking all that I am willing to give. After all our arguing today, my frustration with him—his with me—we still have this. We will always have this. I love him so much, it’s almost overwhelming. His hands move to my backside and he controls me, moving me up and down, again and again, at his pace—his hot, slick tempo.

“Ah,” I groan helplessly into his mouth as I’m carried away.

****A note on this example: It might be hard to decide how the erotic romance differs from the sexy romance. I’ll point out two things: One is the language. Fuck is used seven times in this single passage, which is about seven times more often that you’ll find in an entire sexy romance novel. There’s also an element of dominance and submission, which skews to erotica. But the most important difference is that the Fifty Shades trilogy follows Ana Steele as she becomes sexually awakened. It is not the specific scene as much as it is the entire story arc.

Example of Pornography:

Anne Rice
First published under the name: A. N. Roqelaure
The Claiming of Sleeping Beauty
Caution: Super graphic content!!

And on the landing was a stone statue that frightened Beauty. It was a pagan god of some sort with an erect phallus.

It was onto this statue that Prince Alexi was now thrust, his legs bound apart on the pedestal of the statue. His head was laid back on the statue’s shoulder. He gave another moan as the phallus impaled him and then he lay still as his hands were bound behind his back. 

The statue’s right hand was upraised, the stone fingers of the hand forming a circle as if they had once clasped a knife or some other instrument. And now the Squire carefully positioned Prince Alexi’s head on the shoulder of the statue beneath the hand, and through the clasped hand, he placed a leather phallus, anchoring it so that it fit into Prince Alexi’s mouth. 

It seemed now that the statue raped him through the anus and through the mouth, and he was bound to it. And his organ, as stiff as before, lay thrust forward as the as the phallus of the statue that was inside of him. 

“And now you are perhaps a little more used to your Prince Alexi,” said the Prince softly.

***Before we move on, I want to say a little about this final example. It’s included not to make anyone uncomfortable (although honestly, I feel a little uncomfortable in sharing it), but to inform. In these five passages you have seen a complete breadth of work that’s on bookstore shelves today. All the works are prime examples of their heat levels and as you gauge each one, you can begin to decide what you want to write. 

A final note, The Claiming of Sleeping Beauty was published in 1983 and Anne Rice chose a pseudonym. Why? She didn’t want her father to know that she had written the Beauty trilogy because of the content. It wasn’t until the books were re-released after her father’s death that Rice put her name on the cover.


Part 2. One piece of advice that writers should always heed is: NEVER write to please anyone other than yourself. Don’t chase subgenre fads trying to cash in. Don’t change everything you love in a book hoping for a sale. And definitely don’t quell your inner-voice to keep your neighbors happy.

But, before you choose a heat level, you need to ask yourself: How do you want to be viewed by others? It goes against the advice, right? Yes and no. You are still a person who lives a life outside of writing. For some reason, readers will ascribe moral judgement on authors based on the sexual content of a romance. You need to be prepared.

Claiming the desire to writer takes courage. It takes fortitude to simply complete a work of fiction. Boat loads of bravery is needed to publish a book. You already know that you must set boundaries to find writing time, and often sacrifices are made so you can move closer to success. So, if you are a writer—you are determined and fearless. 

Still, there is wisdom in knowing your limits. 

Aside from being an author, I am also a domestic goddess (commonly known as a stay at home mom) with three daughters. My husband is the breadwinner and has a professional job with a good bit of visibility in the community. My very first published piece was a short humorous romance entitled, All I Want, about a family at Christmastime and a wife’s special gift—to give in to her husband’s bondage fantasy. Before submitting the work, I gave it to my husband for a critique. I nervously waited as he read. Since he laughed out loud several times, I knew it wasn’t a total fail. 

Yet when he gave me his thoughts, I was surprised. “This is really funny,” he said, “but it’s pretty naughty. If it gets published, will you use your own name?”

I work far too hard to give credit to a fake name, so said. “I was planning on it. Is that a problem?”

He paused for a beat and then another. “I guess not.” 

We can argue whether I should need my husband’s permission, or even his agreement to publish anything. But my children were young when I decided to take the avocation of writing and turn it into a vocation and the journey from that first short story to my first book with a major publisher took a decade. 

But with success comes the spotlight of notoriety. When, The Gladiator’s Mistress, came out my kids were ages 17, 15, and 11. My mother-in-law was incredibly concerned that my family would suffer socially because of my chosen heat level. I wasn’t especially concerned about myself. I was following my dream and if other people didn’t like it, I didn’t care. But what if my mother-in-law was right? What if my kids were stigmatized by my choice of heat level? All I can say is, Yikes. 

I’d be sincerely disingenuous if I told you that my career choice never impacted my children. For the most part, it’s been positive. My youngest daughter, now 17, loves to attend book signings and be the author’s daughter—especially since she usually scores a free latte. But there was one instance, when I overheard my eldest daughter being asked by a friend, “Isn’t it weird that your mom writes all that sexy stuff?”

My daughter was nonplussed and told her friend that she never read the naughty bits—so, it wasn’t a big deal. In fact, she answered with such confidence, I wondered how often she had been asked the same question.

Overall, my story has a happy ending, like all good stories do. My children were never bullied or ostracized because of my work—a few questions notwithstanding. When my eldest daughter was in college, she blogged about romance novels. What’s more, all my kids are voracious readers of the genres they like best. 

Furthermore, they’ve grown up understanding the value of dreams and that those dreams are only achieved through hard work. And my mother-in-law? She’s gotten over her concerns and is one of the first people to buy any new release.

Now why share all of this if worked out okay in the end? Because your life is different from mine and you have different choices to make. Here are five things to consider when choosing a heat level for your book:

1. What do you enjoy reading?
This is often a good place to start. You naturally gravitate to what you want to write.
2. What are you comfortable having other people associate with your work?
Even if you use a pseudonym, you can still be found. Or worse, you’ll live with the fear of being found out.
3. What level of intimacy does your story dictate?
Is your story dark and raw? Then you probably have a steamy read. Sweet and light? Wholesome or sensual.
4. What are your (genre) reader expectations?
An erotic novel, by its nature, is going to be sexy. An inspirational will be sweet. Also, ask yourself if 3 and 4 match.
5. What do you hope to accomplish in your book by including a sex scene?
This is a little trickier and if you can’t answer this question now, no worries. You’ll get there!



Part 3. Complete the following sentence:  

My book is a ____________________     ________________ romance.
			(heat level)		(subgenre)

For my Champions of Rome books, this sentence would read:
My book is a sexy ancient-world historic romance.

By the way, the above sentence is the perfect first line for a pitch. It shares about 50% of what an agent or editor needs to determine if they’re interested.

Assignment: Share your one sentence and as many of the 5 questions that you can answer.



