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HAPPY BOOKS




 




The

characters of the book series ‘Happy Books’ are full of fantasy and humor.

Their lives are joyful, colorful paths, never drawn as we would imagine them to

be.




These

books are aimed at all those who think of reading as a means of escape and the

perfect antidote for life’s little problems.




When

we are in need of a smile, their heroes take over to remind us that nothing is

serious as long as we can see the bright side of life.




 




 




WRITTEN IN TANDEM




 




When

aspiring romantic comedy author Ellie Adams encounters Alex Green, a renowned

adventure fiction novelist, their first meeting is anything but a charming

meet-cute. Alex’s harsh critique of Ellie’s work leaves her reeling.




Three

years later, their animosity has mellowed into a reluctant truce, and they now

support each other in honing their skills. However, when they both hit a

creative wall, their editor, Meg, has a wild idea: why not team up to craft a

romantic adventure?




Even

though the idea intrigues Ellie, she remains wary of working with her former

rival, and the unexpected attraction between them complicates matters even

further. Just as she's about to decline, Alex proposes an irresistible idea and

dares her to accept the challenge.




Will

Ellie play it safe or take a leap of faith?




Stay

tuned. The next chapter is just around the corner!
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HAPPY BOOKS




 




If you’d like to be

informed about new releases,




sales, free eBooks,

contests, and more …,




sign up for my newsletter

and share my journey.
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or visit my site:
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This is a work of

fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the

author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual

persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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For my brother: I miss you—the real you.




 




 


















 




 




 




 




 




“Did I dream that entire exchange?”




 




ELLIE




 




 




Three years ago.




 




“Wish

me luck.”




My

sister, Sophie, shoots me a frustrated glance as we go through my wardrobe for

an outfit suitable for my meeting with Meg, my best friend. “You don’t need

luck. You’re talented, and there’s no doubt in my mind that you’ll succeed.”




“You

don’t know that. You saw how my first attempt ended.”




“Ellie,

penning a story about your teenage crush and sharing it with everyone was bound

to backfire. However, no one has ever questioned your talent. As I

recall, they were all looking forward to the next installment.”




She’s

right, I muse, yet the memory of that incident still haunts me today, more than

ten years later. My literary aspirations were quashed before they could take

flight when my classmates discovered the hero of the story I published in the

school’s weekly newspaper was none other than Jimmy Reynolds, the boy every

girl pined for, and who, of course, would never pay attention to a girl like

me.




Sophie,

on the other hand, could have been his dream girl. With her slim waist and long

legs, flawless complexion, and cascading auburn locks, she’s always captured

the attention of every guy in the room. Oh, and in case you’re wondering, no,

the story didn’t end with Jimmy Reynolds professing his undying love for me to

the whole school. He was oblivious to my existence prior to that fiasco. From

that point on, every time he spotted me, he’d scowl and bolt in the opposite

direction. I was lucky to transfer schools the following year, sparing me daily

reminders of my mortification.




Sophie

brandishes a top and holds it up in front of me, then discards it with a shake

of her head. “You announced at seven that you aspired to become a writer,

Ellie. You can’t give up on your dreams now just because you’re afraid.”




The

concept of “giving up” is foreign to Sophie, and she can’t fathom how anyone

could throw in the towel. I, on the contrary, have no qualms about it. Case in

point—I resigned from my fourth job this year. I’m not a career quitter,

though. I simply can’t find a job I can thrive in. This time, I quit because

the manager at the printing shop was downright creepy. Still, my sister is

right to a degree. I’ve come to realize I can’t work within the walls of a

cubicle all day. I don’t have what it takes to become a rising star in any

business field, therefore my career options are limited. If I am to lead a

fulfilling life, my sole choice is to persevere—become my own boss and do

something I enjoy. What better way than to revisit my teenage dream of becoming

an author?




Writing

again may be for lack of other choices, but it’s a choice from the heart all

the same.




“I

don’t get why you’re struggling with your decision,” Sophie remarks, tossing me

a skirt. I haven’t worn this skirt for three years, and there’s a good reason

for that.




“I’d

be happier with my decision and not stressed at all if I weren’t about to get

Meg’s input on the initial chapters of the book I started writing a week ago,”

I respond, throwing the skirt back to her and opting for a pair of purple pants

instead.




Meg

is my childhood friend who became a college professor and has been reading my

texts since my first draft. I trust she’ll be honest—which means she can

shatter my dream before it even starts … well, starts again.




“Oh,

please,” Sophie chides. “Meg would never do that.”




“She

already did, remember?”




Last

week, I had a somewhat difficult meeting with Meg, which is why I’m dreading

today’s debriefing. When I made the decision to resume writing, I didn’t have a

specific genre in mind. For a while, I was under the illusion all I had to do

was sit at my computer and the ideas would flow. Suffice to say, the path was much

more winding.




I

first wrote a children’s book, which I shared with a friend’s daughter who

loved it and asked me to read it to her again and again. Her mother, however,

was less enthused. She didn’t like that the heroine was quick to seek out

mischief, or that she was answering her teacher in a rather antagonistic

manner. According to my friend, my little heroine wasn’t a positive example for

her child.




In

my opinion, she was wrong. She seemed to believe that because her daughter

loved a little fairy who was always finding her way into mischief, she would

develop this trait herself. But what do I know? I don’t have children, and I

don’t adhere to the principle that children should be good at everything from

the moment they’re born or aspire to enter Harvard at age fourteen. In short,

as great as it felt to write this first book, it was clear I wouldn’t be the

next Roald Dahl.




I

then aimed to plot a thriller, since that genre was prevalent among some of the

most famous authors. After studying the genre and finding out I had the choice

between several subgenres, I narrowed it down to legal and psychological

thrillers. Sadly, I struggled to craft an intriguing narrative in either

category. While I enjoy reading them, I couldn’t see myself delving into the

legal jargon necessary for my book to be plausible, or the psyche of a

disturbed character. So, my dream of having my name next to John Grisham’s or

Gillian Flynn’s also came to an end.




Eventually,

the choice became obvious. I needed to write a romance. Nothing sells better

than romance novels. So, I started a love story full of pathos and misunderstanding

between the protagonists—a universal love story that would captivate readers’

hearts.




Convinced

I had written three riveting opening chapters, I was poised to start the fourth

when Meg rang my doorbell. Since Meg is a brilliant person who has likely read

more books than anyone, I could count on her undeniable skill to identify any

flaws in my work.




I

had asked her to read my manuscript and give me her opinion without sparing my feelings.

When I noticed the bottle of wine and my favorite chocolates in her hands, I

had to ask, “Was it that terrible?”




Her

clouded look filled me with guilt. It’s unfair to put friends in such an

awkward position. Meg and I have been friends for ages, and she’s always

believed in me and encouraged me. So, if she thought my story fell short, it

could only be true.




I

took the bottle and waved at her to enter. “First, let’s crack open this bottle

and dig into the chocolates, and then you can tell me everything.”




“Are

you sure?”




“Meg,

don’t worry about me. I can handle criticism, and I value your insight. You’ve

been my sounding board since day one, and you’ve never had to lie to me, have

you?”




A

fleeting look of relief crossed her face.




“With

your editorial expertise and multiple literature degrees, I’m all ears. What’s

wrong?” I pressed. I poured us a glass of wine each, popped a

couple of chocolates into my mouth, and settled on the couch, bracing myself

for the worst.




Meg

took a sip of her wine before answering. “A number of things, but they boil

down to one main problem. Your lack of passion for the genre is evident. While

you’re skilled at describing emotions, you’re clueless about how to create a

compelling romantic lead. You dislike overly confident men—the kind that

readers go crazy for—so instead of making your hero likable, you’ve done the

opposite. He cheats on the heroine, and that too within the first chapter.

Ellie, “cheating” is a forbidden word in the romance world. The hero never

cheats on the heroine; you’re supposed to know that.”




I

crinkled my nose. “Never? May I remind you half of all marriages end in

divorce, and I bet more than half of those divorces are due to infidelity.”




“True,

and that’s why we turn to romance for escapism. You’re not writing women’s

fiction where the book can end with the heroine embarking on a journey of

self-discovery. You’re writing romance—and romance has certain well-defined

rules.”




I

pondered her words, but I wasn’t convinced. “Isn’t it presumptuous to think all

readers are asking for the same thing?”




Meg’s

shoulders rose and fell. “I hate to burst your bubble, but that’s how it is.

You don’t cater to the ten percent who may not be bothered by this kind of

thing. Your target is the majority, and the majority can accept many faults in

their heroes, but never unfaithfulness. However, your main hurdle lies

elsewhere. You can’t, for the life of you, write sizzling, passionate scenes,

which are what many romance readers expect. Even my grandparents’ intimate

life—if I am to believe my grandma’s tales—was more passionate than what you’ve

depicted.”
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