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About PJ Jones

PJ Jones is a famous former movie star (she was the star of the bit players who added atmosphere in a budget movie that coincidentally sounds like a porn title) turned even more famous author (just ask her friends and neighbors and especially her dogs). Her books have sold in multiple countries and have been translated into Pig Latin, among other designer languages. She’s won many awards for her funny and crude parodies. Don’t ask me to look them up right now.   

PJ is represented by her lawyer, Benny, the family dog. Her lawyer has assured her she owns the trademark for all of the words on her book cover. Should you or any other authors write a similar story with a similar title, especially using any of her trademarked words in any order—“Cockydoodledo,” “Cowboy,” “Cockeyed,” and “Roomie,” or any of the letters used in any order in Cockydoodledo Cockeyed Cowboy Roomie—PJ will be forced to sue you, taking all of your book royalties, plus all the chocolate in your house, including the secret stash you hide from your family. You will also be responsible for her lawyer fees (table scraps). Benny’s not picky. Anything tastes better than empty nutsack.  

PJ normally writes under a different pen name, but it’s super-secret, shared by only 2000 of her closest acquaintances. She has a good friend, though, named Tara West, who wrote the panty-melting PNR Eternally Yours series. Divine and Dateless is the first book, and it’s free on most ebook channels. You should read it. Tara told PJ it has hot sex. Also, you’ll squee your panties with laughter.  

If stupid verbal diarrhea is your thing, then by all means, read another PJ book. Start with Romance Novel, a vampire, cowboy, alpha-billionaire shifter, unwed mother, virgin bride romance. It’s actually 50K words, unlike this rip-off. 

And now for an important message from PJ Jones: 

To that other author, whose book covers and title may also look like mine, please tell your “lawyer” that parody is protected. It’s a real law. My “lawyer” (who didn’t have to bribe the trademark office) has reassured me it’s true. So please don’t ask me to take this book down. That’s just not nice. It took me a whole day to write, edit, come up with a second-rate cover, and publish this book. I know it’s just one day, but that day could’ve been spent reading real romance novels, organizing my closet, or wasting time on Facebook. 

Thanks,

PJ
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Chapter One
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Cockeye Cockydoodledo ™ is a cocky cowboy. A bad boy. A rowdy rouser, who conveniently is a young muscular billionaire with a long, meaty lasso of love. Smella Rosepetal ™ is a stereotypical romance novel heroine, a virgin single mother with perfectly perky breasts, who doesn’t pass gas before, during, or after love scenes. They are drawn together like flies to potato salad baking under the hot Texas sun. Yet because of something dark and nefarious, they are forced to fight their mutual attraction, because that’s what romance characters do during at least one hundred pages of word foreplay, so when they finally tumble into each other’s arms, giving each other no less than ten orgasms apiece, the reader has sufficient reason to dust off her vibrator while her husband snores on the sofa. 

But I digress. This story is about Cockeye and his blessedly long lasso. Most importantly this is about his money, which he earned by being really smart and doing clever business things beyond the heroine’s comprehension. But that’s okay. Her breasts are perky, and she doesn’t have any venereal diseases, unless you count that one irregular pap smear, which we won’t, because whatever it was went away. Hopefully. Anyway, for the sake of guilt-free orgasms, we’re going to pretend that it did. And if Cockeye gets a little itchy down there toward the end of the book, we’ll blame it on that ex-lover, Flatula Hawkins, (introduced only to create conflict and make this lame-ass plot more interesting), who’s trying to come between Cockeye and Smella. 

Shit. I digress again, and I need to get this book out while it’s still relevant, which means I probably won’t have time to hire an editor. 

Anyhoo, we find Cockeye in Pitchforks, Texas, at the Rusty Spur Ranch ™ with his best buddy, Bucky Bronco ™. Bucky has a long schlong, too, so we’ll save him for the sequel, The Alpha-Billionaire Cockeyed Cowboy Roomie Werewolf ™. The two of them are roping cocks (roosters) for the auction. Clearly the author has never been to a real ranch, but that’s okay, because the steamy sex scenes will make up for the gross errors and gaping plot holes.  

“Are you going to the rodeo tonight, Cockeye?” Bucky popped the top off a beer and leaned against a fencepost, posing as if he was going to be on the cover of a romance novel or else taking his profile photo for a gay online dating site. 

“I reckon I will.” Cockeye finished wrestling his last rooster, throwing it in the pile with the other squawking cocks. He adjusted his long schlong after ripping the shirt off his muscular, well-oiled chest, then wiping sweat off his high cheekbones and masculine forehead.  

“Who are you taking?” Bucky asked, averting his gaze from Cockeye’s bulging muscles and wishing this was an M/M romance.  

Cockeye released a wistful sigh, still retaining his masculine aura. “I was thinking of asking Smella Rosepetal.”

“That young virgin unwed mother with the perky breasts, large doe eyes, and blemish-free forehead?” Bucky shook his head. “I heard she’s going with Ricky Ranchero.” 

Cockeye groaned, dragging a hand through his dark-ginger hair, pleased when each strand fell back into place. “Not if I have anything to say about it.” 

“I don’t know, Cockeye. You don’t want to mess with the Rancheros.” Bucky jerked back, his (insert whatever color you want) eyes widening. “Everyone knows the Ranchero Brothers ™ is the hottest alpha cowboy, multicultural billionaire series on the market. Mess with them, and they’ll sic their fan base on you.” 

“I don’t care!” Cockeye thrust a fist in the air. “Smella and I were meant to be together, and I’m determined to make her see that.” 

“Are you going to tell her about the secret fortune our secret father left us in his secret will? Or the secret billions you’ve made by doing secret smart things men do with their money?” Bucky asked, managing to keep a straight face.

“No.” Cockeye’s shoulders fell. “I want Smella to like me for me. I was going to show her my twelve-inch schlong.”  

Just then, Cockeye’s jilted ex-lover, Flatula Hawkins, introduced to create conflict, stepped from behind the barn. “Hi, Cockeye.” She licked her lips and nodded at his bare chest. “Your muscles have such a tempting, glistening sheen of sweat.” 

Cockeye grimaced when he saw the disgruntled dog-groomer, who looked exactly like (insert the description of some bitch you hate). Why was Flatula always coming around? Cockeye dumped her after she’d revealed her selfish, petty, immature nature by refusing to swallow. She’d driven all the other dog-grooming salons out of business by purchasing the trademarks on every clever grooming salon name, such as Laundromutt, I Do it Doggy Style, and Cut a Bitch. 

“Thanks,” he said, still determined to be polite, because romance novel, alpha billionaire heroes were not supposed to be assholes, just stalkerish, overbearing creeps. “The Vaseline ™—oops, I mean petroleum jelly—must be working.” 

Flatula flashed a devious grin. “I’ve come to talk to you about the Rusty Spur.” 

“What about it?” He shared wary glances with Bucky, whom the author temporarily forgot was still in this scene.   

“Well, you know my pet-grooming salon.” She twisted the hem of her leather fringe vest, sticking out her generous cleavage and batting long lashes. “The Crusty Fur?”

“Yeah.” Cockeye straightened. Something about this scene had him on edge. Maybe it was the ominous music in the background. “What about it?”

Flatula threw up her hands, stomping a foot. “My stupid customers keep getting our names confused, so I want you to change the name of your ranch.” 

“What?” Cockeye cocked his head. “How can they get a dog-grooming salon confused with a cock-wrangling ranch?”

Flatula heaved an overly-dramatic sigh. “My clients are really stupid.” 

“They must be.” Cockeye scratched the back of his neck to demonstrate confusion. “Flatula, my family has owned this ranch for generations. I can’t change the name.” 

“Oh, that’s too bad.” She giggled, tossing her (insert whatever color you want) ponytail behind her shoulder. “Because I bought the trademark on the Rusty Spur. You have one day to change it or else.” 

Ice-cold fear swept up Cockeye’s spine, then spread through his body, causing his twelve-inch lasso of love to recoil into his nutsack. “Or else what?” he squeaked. 

She motioned to the pen of roped roosters. “Or else my lawyer will take all of your cocks.” 

“All of them?” Bucky gasped, reminding the reader he was still in this scene. 

“Yes.” Flatula nodded at Bucky before turning a searing gaze on Cockeye.  

Cockeye wilted under the heat of Flatula’s glare as the petroleum jelly on his well-oiled chest slid down his skin like hot wax, dripping under the waistband of his jeans. “But that’s not fair.” He shifted his sweaty man parts.  

“I’m sorry,” she said flippantly, “but I must protect my customers.” 

Cockeye cocked his head in order to demonstrate more confusion, but mostly because the author was running out of dialog tags. “That doesn’t make any sense.” 

Flatula rolled her eyes, putting a hand on her hip. “Nothing in this book makes sense, Cockeye.” 

He threw up his hands, inadvertently flinging dripping petroleum jelly on Flatula and Bucky’s faces. “I can’t just change the name of my ranch in one day.” 

“Fine.” Flatula scowled, daintily wiping petroleum jelly and an errant pubic hair off her cheek. “Marry me, and I’ll drop the lawsuit.” 

Cockeye shook his head. “I can’t marry you, Flatula. I’m in love with Smella Rosepetal.”   

“Smella?” Her other hand went on her other hip. Really, the author is almost completely out of dialog tags. “What does that two-stepping Texas trash have that I don’t?”

“Besides morals and compassion?” Cockeye asked. “Perky breasts, creamy skin, and a dripping orchid of love that’s nectar is sweeter than any honey.”

She tilted her head in confusion. “A what now?”

“Sorry.” Heat flamed Cockeye’s already sun-drenched face. “I’m supposed to save that for a sex scene.” 

“Well, Cockeye, those are my terms.” (Insert evil, cackling laugh here to demonstrate that Flatula is not a very nice person.) “Marry me or lose the name of your ranch. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to get back to my stupid customers.”

Cockeye’s shoulders fell as he watched her drive off in her mobile grooming van, which the author forgot to mention was parked in front of the corral at the beginning of the scene. What was Cockeye going to do? On the one hand, marriage to Flatula meant he could probably get his cocks groomed for life. On the other hand, it also meant he’d lose his one chance with Smella, and she’d probably marry Ricky Ranchero
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