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​INTRODUCTION

––––––––

Maybe it was the timing of it, but An Author's Nightmare was written after my horror novel The Wilkes House Haunting and my romance/coming of age/chick lit novel, Out of the Blue. Merging horror with chick lit works for Charlaine Harris, the author of the Sookie Stackhouse series. But my story was dark more horror than chick lit. The title wasn't too endearing to readers, especially authors. Looking at it objectively almost a year later, the story is far too gloomy.

The 17,000-word [63 pages] novelette is still available as part of a collection of horror stories, but the original eBook was removed from all online bookstores. 

When I decided to write Sweet Dreams, I did far more than change names. I found myself drawn further into the world of bakeries, sweets, suspense, and romance. Best of all, this lighter eBook has nicer characters and I had a blast writing and researching the story!
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​CHAPTER ONE

Monday

Always sound relentlessly cheerful in your correspondence! It encourages book sales.

Brenda June Nevins

*** 

I would like to send my sincere thank yous to everyone who visited my blog and helped spread the word about my new book, "Yolanda's Yummery: In the Twinkling of Fairy Dust", or even took the time to review my new book! I am always amazed by the level of support in the writing and blogging world!

It is a funny thing when the book launch winds down, the fanfare finally fades, and I only have my 27-inch computer screen, and am left wondering what to do next. Of course, there are plenty of things I should be doing, but I find I always need some time to recharge my creative batteries. Next week, I will officially start BOOK number 5 of the bestselling Yolanda's Yummery Series (BIG TITLE REVEAL!!!) Glittering Gold! Will Yolanda and Beverly Hills-born James get married? Or will it be Yolanda and the plainspoken millionaire Texas rancher, Mike? Or will it be Yolanda and the sublimely handsome Andrew from London? Oh, and please don't forget, Yolanda's Yummery Dessert Cookbook is on sale at 50% off this week only!

But until then, I am going to sit on my yummy brand new blush pink velvet sofa, munch on a Yolanda's Yummery Raspberry Romance Cake with extra cream cheese frosting, and watch the monitor.

Hugs to ALL My Readers,

Brenda June Nevins

Author of the Yolanda's Yummery Book Series

I sighed as I published my special edition blog, taking a swig of my diet Pepsi in the vintage ice-cold Pepsi-Cola glass filled with crushed ice. Seventeen emails had poured into my mailbox in the past five minutes I'd taken to proofread and publish my highly successful Brenda's Baking & Yummery Blog. I checked to see how much money I'd earned from my advertising revenue and it was a ho hum $147.21. Not the best ever, but far better than the three cents in one month some sad-face  writer had written about in her pity-party email. I mean, the woman wrote literary fiction, what on earth did she expect to earn—what I raked in? Me, a happy face writer!  Besides, she lived in some tiny Kentucky town and people in that state didn't have the expenditures and cost of living of someone one ZIP Code away from Beverly Hills, like me.

Now I had a second to glance at the numbers on my Amazon Kindle Direct Publishing board and saw how the sales were rolling in. Yes, my reports showed another huge increase of 314 cookbooks and my latest creation had garnered 582 sales in just the past hour alone. I hit refresh and was relieved to see five more sales had appeared for my recent book and two more for the cookbook.

However, I couldn't sit around and do nothing, though I certainly wanted to do just that. In fact, I had a pint of chocolate gelato in the freezer that was shouting my name but I had to ignore it. There were also two fresh Red Velvet cupcakes in my cupcake holder that I kept on the center kitchen island with the marble-topped breakfast bar. Maybe I'd have one later.

Officially, I had the rest of the day off, but tomorrow it was wall-to-wall meetings. I decided to close up shop and knew that tonight Warren Stillman, my fiancé of one month, would further discuss our nuptials as he was taking a private jet down to Rio de Janeiro tomorrow for a weeklong business trip. He was an international attorney with a prestigious Beverly Hills law firm. Where would we dine tonight? Whist? Chinois on Main? Typhoon?

Living on the twentieth floor of The Wilshire Westburne condominium overlooking the Wilshire Corridor and having fantastic ocean views (on sunny and clear days), the 2,288 square foot condo was a little cramped—but it would just have to suffice for now.

My immaculate study was supposed to be a second bedroom. As soon as I moved in I'd converted it to my study and I spent $60,000 furnishing it to meet my needs. A hand knotted wool rug from Turkey with a burgundy, slate blue, tan, and white medallion design covered most of the limestone floor. I had a brand new iMac computer, my Dell laptop, my laser color printer, and even a separate fax machine. There was an old-fashioned landline phone—which looked ever so chic cradled against my cheek when In Style L.A. magazine had me as the featured writer in their "Twenty-Eight under Twenty-Eight" cover story last month. My white iPhone, protected with the sky blue rubber bumper, was always within arm's reach. My fuchsia calfskin leather with the embossed horse drawn carriage motif Hermes Birkin bag was my prized possession. I even had two other versions of that bag in red and blue. They cost lots of money but one of them was only a three-hundred and eight-nine dollar replica, not that I'd tell you which one.

Debating about whether to feast on the red velvet cupcakes, um, cupcake, or actually bake that raspberry romance cake with extra cream cheese frosting did cross my mind. The kitchen had been thoroughly remodeled by moi so it was equipped with all the latest appliances from a large Sub-Zero fridge to a pair of Viking Professional thermal convection ovens to a 48" Viking dual fuel range in a pretty Dijon color that screamed cook and bake right here! It was tempting, but maybe I could go downstairs and exercise in the private gym. On the other hand, I could go upstairs to the rooftop swimming pool ... or I could celebrate with a little Rodeo Drive shopping spree. Why not bake tomorrow evening? That way I could workout, swim and shop. So I did!

I changed into my Nike workout apparel—oh how I positively loved Niketown at the corner of Wilshire and Rodeo Drive. Quick and courteous valet parking, and two stories of scrumptious tops, shorts, shoes and other sporty apparel. I wore my new Air Max blue glow color shoes. They were so nice and flexible and fit as if they were made for me. The tank top and matching running shorts did everything to flatter my figure. I took the private elevator down to the fitness center. Ah, it was a shiny tribute to great bodies and I saw Larson was parked in his usual corner doing leg lifts. He was as bald as a doorknob but his body was grossly hairy and he was about 75-years-old so I wasn't attracted to him at all. He lived on the second floor so he didn't have far to travel to his beloved fitness center. 

"Hello, Brenda. Thank you for that cupcake platter you made for the community association meeting last week," he said. He stopped lifting his legs and sat upright. "I love chocolate cupcakes and yours are the best."

"Hey there, Larson. I enjoyed making them. Glad you liked them." 

I went over to the mirrored wall, looked at my svelte figure, and knew I had to keep it that way. So I dutifully mounted the stair stepper and watched myself walk endless steps to nowhere until I felt my burning gluteus maximus muscle warning me it had enough of a workout. A glance at the LCD console showed it took 9.4 minutes to reach that level.

I jumped off the machine and said goodbye to Larson who was now standing up and stretching a neon green resistance band above his head as he swayed back and forth like a sapling in the wind. I hurried back upstairs to my condo. In my white plush carpeted bedroom, I stripped off my sweaty workout wear. 

Having a spacious closet meant so much to me as I was able to organize all my clothing and accessories. There were cubbyholes and shelving areas for shoes and lower racks for skirts, and taller sections for dresses, jackets, and coats. There were many open shelves for either sneakers or folded sweaters. I'd recently had cabinets with glass doors installed for my burgeoning handbag collection. It sort of reminded me of a museum of handbags, with each designer bag displayed on its own shelf. Near one side was a two-drawer section where I kept my swimwear. One drawer had at least a dozen bikinis, but the top one had my serious one-piece bathing suits. As I wasn't going to fry myself in a chaise lounge like a strip of bacon poolside and sip wine coolers or sun myself on a sandy beach, I put on my Nautical Navy Speedo. Of course, I wore an extra large t-shirt over it so I wouldn't parade around like something seen on the People of Wal-Mart website. Not that I weighed 400 pounds, but well, be classy about wearing an enticing yet athletic bathing suit. Even if you're in your own condo elevator and pool area.

I was disappointed to have the rooftop pool all to myself. That meant I couldn't show off my powerful crawl or butterfly strokes when I swam. I had to lap it up all alone. For about five minutes, that's precisely what I did. No wonder I never made it to Nationals or the Olympics—swimming laps was sooo boring. How did those Olympic swimmers manage to put in eight hours per day in a chlorinated swimming pool? I mean, working in a meat packing plant chopping up chicken and beef parts held more appeal. At least you collected a weekly paycheck.

A news chopper flew overhead and I waved. No, it didn't linger to film me. Well, my time was up – no one in sight, not even any sun worshippers. And speaking of worship, it was time for me to head to the Mecca of shopping – Rodeo Drive.

I was hyped and ready to spend, spend, spend! The free two-hour valet parking beneath Via Rodeo was like a green light. And shop I did! I even had a Pretty Woman moment and saw Julia Roberts entering Tiffany & Co.!

I looked at my ring finger, the one now sporting a two-carat heart shaped diamond solitaire on an elegant platinum band from that esteemed store. Brenda June Nevins and Warren Laurence Stillman had our engagement announced online and in every print newspaper and magazine still in existence on April 20. The engagement party at The Polo Lounge had been a splendiferous affair. I was still euphoric thinking of our forthcoming marriage, which would be held at The Beverly Hills Hotel in thirteen months from now.

Now it was time to go bargain hunting. Oh my, Burberry's had a sale on their signature check zip top bag for only $375. Tres adorable! And a deeply discounted blush pink quilted jacket for $325 ... simply marvelous! Then it was off to Escada where I indulged myself in a winter white pair of wool pants and a silk blouse. Chic black platform pumps completed that ensemble. Blissfully I strolled along my favorite street in the world for three hours. I exercised my Platinum American Express card. Next year at this time, I vowed, I'd be the proud owner of the prestigious Black card.
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​CHAPTER TWO

Tuesday

Having a professional looking eBook cover increases sales by 25%.

––––––––

My phone alarm woke me up at the crack of eight o'clock. My first meeting of the day was with my esteemed agent and good friend, Samantha Ho, at precisely 10:30 and I prided myself on my punctuality. I skimmed my daily planner and saw that lunch was at Warner Bros where I'd meet with the producer of the movie script based on my first book. No, wait, that was tomorrow. Okay, good thing I noticed that. Already they were talking about a title change, although Yolanda's Yummery was guaranteed to be somewhere in the title. However, the stomach-churning news was talk of hiring a screenwriter. Why would they want a screenwriter to adapt my books? I knew everything there was to know about Yolanda, her yummery, and the storylines and all the inspiration behind the books. 

There was a brief meeting scheduled for three o'clock with my accountant and I knew I could blow that one off if need be. The four-thirty in a Westwood Starbucks with a freelance writer was also iffy – they worked for a small website and weren't that highly ranked. However, you never knew, some of those freelancers could strike gold. After all, I definitely did!

However, before I attended a single meeting, I had to shower, blow dry my champagne colored hair, and put on my makeup. That would take an hour and I had to rush, rush, rush if I didn't want to be
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