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​AUTHOR’S NOTE
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With this new edition of Hostile Makeover, I am delighted to continue the relaunch of my Crime of Fashion Mysteries. This groundbreaking series features Lacey Smithsonian, the intrepid fashion reporter who solves crimes with “fashion clues” in Washington, D.C., which she likes to call “The City Fashion Forgot.” 

Hostile Makeover is the third volume in the series. It was inspired by the tidal wave of television shows dealing in makeovers of every description, both surgical and stylistic. Fascinated by this phenomenon, I began to wonder what might happen when the outer “ugly duckling” becomes a beautiful swan—but her sweet soul suffers an unexpected transformation as well. Would the dream become a nightmare? What would these shocking changes do to the “lucky” girl and those around her in the celebrity world of high fashion modeling and design, as well as to her loved ones? And how would Lacey be drawn into solving a mystery where the inner self and the outer façade of both victim and killer seem to be at war?

The first nine Crime of Fashion Mysteries, Killer Hair, Designer Knockoff, Hostile Makeover, Raiders of the Lost Corset, Grave Apparel, Armed and Glamorous, Shot Through Velvet, Death on Heels, and Veiled Revenge, were originally published by Penguin Putnam’s New American Library under the Signet and Obsidian imprints. While it was exciting to be ushered into print by one of the Big Five traditional publishers, it eventually became clear that my writing was heading in a different direction. 

I’m pleased to have this opportunity to publish my corrected (and slightly updated) books in both e-book and trade paperback editions with a much more readable format and book design, and with beautifully stylish and evocative covers. The new editions better reflect my original intent for the Crime of Fashion series, and the feel and atmosphere of the stories.

Welcome to the comic and mysterious world of Lacey Smithsonian and our Nation’s Capital. Thank you for joining me on this ride.

—Ellen Byerrum
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It was a sign, all right.

Lacey Smithsonian wasn’t sure what that sign meant. Her thoughts were momentarily overwhelmed by soul-shattering thunder. The lightning bolt that struck the neon Krispy Kreme doughnut sign had also knocked her flat on her butt. From the rain-soaked ground, she watched in horror as the twenty-five-foot-tall, steel-girded doughnut monolith wavered to and fro, sputtering its last flash of light before crashing down on Harlan Wiedemeyer’s brand-new Volvo. The Volvo she had stepped out of less than a minute ago.

I ask for a sign and what do I get? A giant neon sign of doom.

Trujillo’s words came back to her: “Watch out. Bad things happen when you hang out with that guy.”

The “guy” in question was Harlan Wiedemeyer himself, who had insisted on giving Lacey a ride home from her office to Old Town Alexandria, and then abruptly detoured on a whim to the Krispy Kreme doughnut capital of Northern Virginia.

Wiedemeyer? A jinx? But surely he couldn’t be blamed for the storm that brought the lightning that struck the sign that stood on Route 1 that fell on top of the car that Harlan drove? Could he? She wondered. She wiped the dripping curtain of hair out of her face, struggled to her feet, and turned her attention to Wiedemeyer, just emerging from an oily mud puddle.

The little man shook his fist at the sky and shouted, “Missed me!” His thinning brown hair stuck to his head, perspiration mixing with the raindrops. His round belly gave evidence of his love of doughnuts. Some thirty-odd calorie-packed years of doughnuts, Lacey guessed. He looked as if misery hugged his shoulders like a well-worn sweater. He turned to Lacey. Out of his thunderstruck agony, Lacey glimpsed a sliver of triumph.

“Missed me again! Hey, Smithsonian! Did you see that?” A maniacal grin lit his face in the next flash of lightning. “Why, that sign would have taken our heads clean off if we’d been one minute later! How many poor bastards, do you suppose, die just like that? It’s a sign. That’s what it is. We’re the lucky bastards today! Let’s go get some doughnuts.”

Lacey could see shapes swarming behind the shop’s steamy windows, faces pressed against the glass, staring in shock at their beloved HOT DOUGHNUTS NOW sign, now balanced upside down on the crunched roof of the Volvo. The lightning strike had darkened all the lights in the parking lot but somehow missed the shop itself. It was still bright and cheery inside. Lacey shook the excess water off her trench coat. It didn’t help. She was shaken and sore and soaked to the skin. But hot coffee and a hot glazed puff of calorie heaven were calling to her. She thought she had never needed a doughnut more in her entire life.

“You know, Wiedemeyer, most people would take this as a sign to stop eating doughnuts,” Lacey said.

“Stop eating doughnuts? Why, that would just be crazy.” He held the door for her. A wave of doughnut aroma washed over them.

Harlan Wiedemeyer was a new Eye Street Observer reporter who covered what Lacey’s newsroom called the “death-and-dismemberment” beat. He relished telling the world every day how some “poor bastard” died in a freak accident or grotesque workplace disaster. Untold poor bastards drowned in vats of chocolate, were ground up in the gears of heavy machinery, or were turned into sausage. So when he escaped the blind wrath of the wayward Krispy Kreme doughnut sign, Harlan Wiedemeyer knew one thing: He was one hell of a lucky bastard.

Lacey Smithsonian, on the other hand, didn’t feel quite so graced. Tony Trujillo, her buddy on the paper’s cops beat, had warned her not to ride home with Wiedemeyer because he was a Jonah, a jinx, a bringer of bad luck, and if she accepted his offer, woe betide her. She told Trujillo it was a malicious lie, a superstition, a remnant of Dark Ages thinking. And not an hour later she had barely escaped the Krispy Kreme doughnut sign of doom. 

Wiedemeyer strikes again.

“Pretty damn lucky, huh?” Wiedemeyer elbowed her in the side as the crowd milled around them.

“I’d hold your horses, if I were you, Harlan.” Lacey was wondering how she would get home. If Wiedemeyer hadn’t insisted on being chivalrous, she would have taken the Metro as usual and she’d be home already, warm and dry and doughnut-free. “I’m not feeling that fortunate right now myself.”

“Yeah, damned lucky, I’d say. Lucky we weren’t inside my car. Lucky we weren’t squashed like bugs. Lucky to be alive,” he said with relish. “We should get a couple of dozen doughnuts just to celebrate.” He rubbed his hands in anticipation.

“We could have been killed.” Thank you very much, she added silently, you Jonah, you.

“We escape death on a daily basis, Smithsonian. A daily basis, if not hourly.” His weird mix of fatalism and optimism grated on her last nerve. “Some other poor bastard’s number was up today.”

She felt a chill that had nothing to do with the storm. Up until this morning, the October weather had been deliciously warm, but the day had turned cold without warning. Like a neon sign falling on you from out of nowhere, she thought. She gave up trying to talk sense to Wiedemeyer and ordered that cup of coffee and a hot glazed doughnut, breaking her vow to eat healthier. “Nothing like a little caffeine and sugar to steady your nerves, Harlan.” 

Her sarcasm didn’t faze him. “Good idea, and I’ll need a tow truck. You got a cell phone? Mine’s in the car. Of course, it may be a while before they lift that sign off my Volvo. Every safety feature known to Swedish science, and look at it. They weren’t expecting an air strike, were they? Totaled for sure. Ready to be cubed. Poor steel bastard.” He observed the damage resignedly, clicking his tongue on his teeth, before using Lacey’s phone to call his insurance adjuster, with whom he was on a first-name basis. Lacey figured they had a long history together.

A Fox Television network van slammed on its brakes outside. A broadcast reporter ran out of the van and through the rain into the Krispy Kreme store, demanding to know whose car lay smashed beneath the toppled doughnut sign. “We were just cruising back from a story to get some hot doughnuts! Wow, pretty lucky, huh?”

“We’re all pretty damn lucky tonight,” Lacey murmured. She visualized a headline: Fashion Reporter’s Brush with Death—and Doughnuts! She tried to clean away a streak of mud from her raincoat with a napkin, but succeeded only in adding a streak of doughnut glaze.

A small Asian woman at the counter waved her hand for the Fox newsman like the star pupil. “I saw it! I saw everything. You put me on television?”

The reporter trundled Wiedemeyer and the counter lady outside for a live news bulletin, while Lacey called for a taxi on her cell phone. The dispatcher told her to sit tight, that it would take a while because of the storm. As she hung up, it jingled. That had better not be Yellow Cab telling me I’m out of luck, she thought. 

“I don’t care!” she snapped without even checking the number on her phone’s display. “I still need a taxi!”

“Smithsonian? Are you okay? You took a ride from that lunatic. I told you not to do it, Lacey. You shared the Wiedemeyer Volvo of Doom and now bad luck is going to follow you like a boomerang until you shake him off.”

“And a good evening to you, too, Trujillo.”

“I guess you’re alive, in spite of the Wiedemeyer Effect. So you weren’t in the car when it happened?”

“Apparently not, or I wouldn’t be talking to you. And how do you know what happened?” Lacey demanded.

“It’s on the news right now. How does Fox do that? Were they already there munching doughnuts?” She heard Tony snort into his phone. “It’s always something with that guy. A lightning bolt heads straight for Wiedemeyer, it misses him, but it blasts everything around him. Why did he want to take you home anyway?”

“Maybe he’s a nice guy,” she said, but she knew that wasn’t the answer.

“Yeah, sure. The real reason.”

“He was pumping me for information about Felicity.” She grimaced to herself at the very thought of Felicity Pickles, The Eye’s food editor and part-time copy editor. Lacey’s least favorite person in the newsroom had just returned to work after a short leave of absence, following the well-publicized demise of her minivan in an explosion outside The Eye Street Observer—an explosion meant for Smithsonian. Everyone had known Felicity was back by the aroma of freshly baked brownies and the crowd of hungry reporters swarming around her desk. Felicity Pickles used food as a weapon and a lure, but her ultimate goal, Lacey was certain, was to fatten up everyone in the newsroom until they all looked like Felicity Pickles. With her long, straight auburn hair, round china-blue eyes, and creamy complexion, Felicity had a strange doll-like look. A chubby child’s doll with a hidden evil side, like something out of a bad horror movie.

“No kidding? Felicity?” Lacey could almost hear the gears turn in Trujillo’s head. “Huh. I remember Wiedemeyer was starting to hang around her just about the time her van blew up.”

“You’re blaming Harlan for the minivan explosion?” That cheered her up, since she’d blamed herself for that.

“Well, no, everyone still blames you, Lacey. But I put my money on the Wiedemeyer Effect as a contributing factor. Wait till everyone hears how he nearly got you Krispy Kremed!”

A torrent of rain was still gushing out of the sky, and more curious onlookers were flooding the store and lining up at the counter, strangers who were now bonding over another stranger’s misfortune. And hot doughnuts. “Tony, how did you know it was his car?”

“It’s right there on Fox TV. The ‘poor bastard’s’ license plate.” Wiedemeyer’s Virginia vanity plate read PRBSTRD, in honor, he said, of all the loser bastards in this world with no one to memorialize their passing but Harlan Wiedemeyer, champion of poor bastards everywhere. “Besides, he just talked to the Fox reporter. On camera. Mentioned you, too.”

She groaned. Wiedemeyer was trudging back into the store and making a purchase at the counter. “I have to go, Tony. My jinx is here. I’ll catch you tomorrow.” She hung up. “Harlan. Trujillo says you’re a lucky bastard.”

Wiedemeyer pulled up a chair next to Lacey, took a moment to contemplate his doughnuts, then popped one into his mouth and swallowed it whole. He moaned with audible pleasure. Lacey averted her eyes and looked at her watch.

“You’re not sorry you let me drive you home, are you?” he asked. He was looking a little worried, as if he knew what Trujillo had said.

“Well, Harlan, I’m not dead. But I’m not exactly home either.” She closed her eyes and sipped her coffee, hoping he would be gone when she opened them. 

“I know what they say about me. It’s not true, you know. I am not a jinx. Someone has probably told you that, right?” She opened her eyes. He was still there. “I mean, who knows how these silly rumors get started?” Another lightning bolt lit the sky, followed by a tremendous crash of thunder. Wiedemeyer flinched. “It’s just ridiculous to say something so ignorant in the twenty-first century. I mean, that’s like saying some poor bastard here is going to fall into a vat of hot doughnut grease just because I walked into the store, right?” The woman behind the counter looked at them with alarm.

He reminded Lacey of a chubby-cheeked chipmunk. He might even be considered cute by some women. If they closed one eye, she thought. And if they thought Sleeping Beauty was a fool not to hook up with one of those cute single dwarves. Harlan’s dwarf name would be Lucky.

“Better gulp down that doughnut, Harlan. Some poor bastard’s heading for the grease right now.”

He laughed, took another bite, and followed his own thoughts. “So I was wondering, Smithsonian, what is— Um. You know. What’s your friend Felicity Pickles really like?”

Oh, here it comes again. “I’m not really the person to ask.” My friend? I can’t stand her. The less I know about her the happier I am. “I don’t really know her.”

“But you sit right next to her,” Wiedemeyer insisted.

“Remember when her minivan exploded last month, Harlan?”

He nodded. “Boy, that was something, wasn’t it?”

“She blames me for that.”

Relief washed over Wiedemeyer’s round little features like the rain on the windows. “You’re kidding! I was sure she blamed me! Because of— Well, you know.” Lacey stirred her coffee. “I guess you’re telling me you’re not the best of friends.”

“She was trying to steal my beat and it backfired on her. Stupid bad guys thought she was me. Scratch one minivan.”

“Who wouldn’t want to steal your beat, Lacey? It’s dangerous! Exciting!”

“It shouldn’t be. I’m the fashion reporter. Remember? Danger is not my business. It’s yours.”

“Yeah, but you make it so much more. All those killers! Felicity probably just envies you all the excitement.”

“Not anymore. Felicity hates my guts.”

“Ah. Felicity.” The way he caressed Felicity Pickles’s name made it clear he did not see her as the malevolent cookie pusher and vicious copy slasher with whom Lacey was only too well acquainted. “She is such a substantial woman. And she’s got such a big— Well, she’s substantial.”

That’s one word for her, Lacey thought, but did not say. She merely nodded. It struck her then that Harlan Wiedemeyer was one poor love-struck bastard. And it was probably the last thing on earth he would want anyone else to know.

“She’s just got such a big—such a great big well of sweetness, just waiting to be unleashed,” Wiedemeyer mused. Lacey nearly choked on her doughnut. She did not want to see any part of Felicity unleashed. “Is she, um, is she, you know, seeing anyone at the moment?” He nervously inhaled another doughnut.

“No, I don’t think so.” Lacey really had no idea. She and her nemesis never chitchatted, though inevitably she overheard a few tidbits. The only personal information she recalled was that Felicity lived alone with a couple of fat, lazy felines named Custard and Mustard or Brownie and Blondie or something like that. “Oh, Harlan, you really like her, don’t you?”

Wiedemeyer ducked her glance and stared intently into his coffee while Lacey watched his rather large ears turn red. “I don’t know— She’s, well, she’s— What would she ever see in me anyway?”

Lacey turned her gaze to the ceiling and rolled her eyes. “Or vice versa. You’re way too good for her, Harlan. You’re too, um—too nice.”

He reached for another chocolate-sprinkled doughnut. “You’re right. She’s out of my league,” he said miserably. “I’m such a dumb bastard.”

“That’s not what I meant, Harlan. You really are too good for Felicity Pickles. That is exactly what I mean.” At the sound of a taxi honking, Lacey touched his arm lightly. “My ride is here. Thanks for the— Well, I’ll see you tomorrow.” She gathered up her things. “Maybe you should just ask her out.”

His eyes went wide. “I don’t know. A woman like Felicity? Wow. Gee, this has been great, Lacey. Can we talk like this again?”

Lacey ran for the door as another thunderbolt rattled the windows.
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“Lacey, cher, are you there? Marie Largesse here, y’all’s friendly neighborhood psychic?” Lacey braced herself for whatever wacky prediction du jour her friend Marie had left on the answering machine. Usually it had something to do with the weather. “I’m feeling in my bones a heavy storm’s gonna knock you on your fanny—so to speak. Maybe you should wear those padded bike shorts? Ah, that’s not really your style though, is it?”

“I doubt it,” Lacey said aloud to her machine. She shook her head and squeezed the moisture out of her hair with her fingers. She realized her knees hurt. She lifted her skirt to see they were scraped and her hose were torn. “Kneepads would be more like—”

“And here’s the thing,” Marie’s recorded voice continued. “I’m feeling there’s some kind of jinx whirling ’round your head, trying to latch onto you, so you be careful, hear? I know you don’t believe me; sometimes I don’t believe myself. But there you go. A jinx grabs onto your astral body, it’s got to be redirected back from whence it came, you know. Like a lightning bolt hitting a mirror.”

“Thanks, Marie.” Lacey shook her head and reminded herself that Marie was usually wrong, and besides, Lacey was never quite sure what on earth she was talking about.

“Y’all come on by the Little Shop of Horus, cher, I’ll do a reading for you. With Halloween around the corner it’s a madhouse, but you’re always welcome. Maybe I’ll start carrying those bike pants. Bye-bye now.” The machine beeped to end her message.

Lacey scowled and tried to will Marie’s words out of her head. She was a dear, but after dodging the lightning bolt with Wiedemeyer, Lacey was anxious just to forget it all. Besides, Marie’s psychic warning was too late—and too cryptic—to help.

Lacey turned from the answering machine to watch lightning strikes hitting the Potomac River. There was a lovely view from the French doors of her balcony. But her soaked clothing was sticking to her skin, and she was desperate to get into something dry. She stripped on her way to the bedroom and tossed her wet clothing into the tub. She slipped into some jeans and a soft red sweater, grabbed a towel for her wet hair, and then stood by the windows and allowed herself to be mesmerized again by the drama outside. In between thunderbolts and lightning, she heard a knocking at her door. Aware that she might look like a drowned cat after her rainy afternoon’s adventure, she wiped her face, hoping her makeup hadn’t streaked.

Through the peephole she saw the one man who could give her heart palpitations without any actual lightning bolts required: Vic Donovan.

He would choose this moment to show up. When I’m feeling about as seductive as a mud puddle, she thought, but she smiled to herself anyway. Lacey opened the door with one hand and held the wet towel in the other. Vic Donovan took her in with one long, dangerous look. His grass-green eyes were amused, his cocky grin revealing beautiful white teeth. His hair was wet, and his dark locks curled enticingly on his forehead, like a Heathcliff who had just ridden in from the rainy moors.

“Get caught in the storm, Lacey?”

“That keen private-eye observational skill slays me every time.”

“You’re dripping. I’d be happy to help towel you off.” She laughed and backed away. “That’s no way to greet a weary traveler,” he said. “By the way, you’d look beautiful in nothing but a wet towel.”

She pulled him inside the apartment and closed the door behind him. “Shut up and kiss me, you wet fool.” Sprinkling her with rainwater from his curls and clothing, he swept her into his arms and tightened them around her. Vic Donovan kissed her like a cowboy back from a long, hard ride on the range, and he looked like one as well in his tight jeans and scuffed cowboy boots. Under his beat-up black leather jacket, he wore an old blue denim shirt. The buttons were strained taut across his chest.

Lacey never really felt small until she was wrapped in Vic’s arms and looking up at him. She was five-foot-five in her stocking feet, next to his muscular six feet. She pulled away and tossed him the towel.

“A call would have been nice.”

“And ruin the surprise? I just wanted to make sure you hadn’t gotten into any more trouble since last week.”

“What kind of trouble could I possibly get into?”

He cocked an eye at her. “I’m sure I’ll find out. Did you know the front door of your building is wide open?”

“Broken. Just try getting something fixed around here.”

They had just come to the decision to revive their long-frustrated romance and try to take it to another level. But Vic’s security business was getting in the way. There always seemed to be something pulling them apart. And he was unhappy about her recent accidental involvement in crime solving. “Leave it to the professionals,” was Vic’s rule about crime.

He had recently returned from Steamboat Springs, Colorado, where he’d sold his home to his ex-wife, who was now divorced again—and available. At the thought of Montana McCandless Donovan Schmidt, Lacey could feel her upper lip curl. Vic made it back from Colorado just in time for Gloria Adams’s long-delayed funeral the previous weekend, a funeral that Lacey had sworn would be a new beginning. And Victor Donovan was a big part of Lacey’s new personal love-life makeover plan.

After years as a small-town cop and finally chief of police, Vic was now working for his dad, who had retired from the Pentagon to set up one of the most well-connected security firms in the Washington area. Vic was involved in running a big project that made huge demands on his time and pulled him away at odd hours. Worse, he said he couldn’t discuss it. Lacey assumed it was contract work for the Department of Homeland Security, but she couldn’t drag a word out of him. She made a mental note to revise her interrogation methods. They had been doing way too much talking anyway.

“Before I make a fool of myself, Lacey, I want to get one thing straight. About Jeffrey Bentley Holmes. Is he going to get in our way?” 

“We were just friends.” She didn’t know what to think about Jeffrey. “It’s rather awkward after the rather untidy exposé I wrote about his family.” She winced at the memory.

“You have to factor those things into the risk assessment when you date a reporter.”

“Oh, really.” She raised an eyebrow at him. “What have you factored into your risk assessment?”

“That the benefits outweigh the risks. I think.”

“Very funny.”

“About Holmes.”

Following her latest story on the Gloria Adams murder, Lacey had received a letter from Jeffrey, great-nephew of the famous fashion designer Hugh Bentley. Jeffrey said it was painful for the family dirty laundry to be aired in public, but it had been done before and no doubt would be again, and he held no grudges. She wasn’t sure whether she believed him.

Grandmother Belinda is hospitalized under psychiatric care for the foreseeable future, Jeffrey had written. Uncle Hugh has decided it would be better that I distance myself from the Bentley name, Cousin Aaron no longer talks to me, Aunt Marilyn refuses to speak my name. Only the lawyers are speaking to other lawyers, and there has been talk of my disinheritance. So, as you see, things are looking up. My retreat here at the monastery has offered a most needed respite, but I soon will have to decide what to do next. Lacey hadn’t written back yet. She didn’t know what to say.

Vic waited for her answer.

“Darling, there is nothing between me and Jeffrey.”

“I saw you kiss him.”

“He kissed me. There is a difference, and besides, you hadn’t called or written for months while you were out of pocket in Steamboat. What’s a woman to do?”

“I’m not a letter writer,” he protested. “And we’re talking about now. Next time I’ll be sure to use the Pony Express.” She raised her eyebrow again. “And email. I’ll email. Daily. Hourly. But Lacey—” His green eyes were warm as he reached and pulled her into a kiss so deep that she forgot what she was doing. “Please don’t go around kissing anyone but me, okay?”

“Okay.” Who else would I want to kiss?

A tremendous bolt of lightning flashed outside. Vic moved swiftly through the living room. He opened the French doors to the covered balcony to take advantage of the stunning view of the sheets of rain and the sky still bright with beating thunderbolts, their clean white strikes arcing into the river. He stepped outside. “Some storm, huh?”

“I ordered it special for you.” She stood at the open door.

Vic took hold of her hand and pulled her next to him, holding her close while she shivered. “I’ve been thinking, Lacey. We should really get away for a while.”

Her heart jumped. “You want to get away? You and me? Are you talking about you and me— together?”

“I think it’s time, don’t you?” He tilted her face up and met her eyes. “I want us together pretty badly, and I get a feeling you do too.” There was no denying that she wanted to be with Vic, but she had never heard him say it so plainly before. “We’ve waited long enough.” He leaned in and kissed her forehead, then her cheek and her neck, raising her temperature and sending chills through her at the same time. “And if we don’t do it soon, I’ll be up to my ears in this new contract. And then we’ll both, you know—explode. It’ll be messy.”

“Well...” She hesitated. It was complicated. Although he had flirted with her mercilessly the entire two years she worked in Sagebrush, Colorado, they had never dated there. Back then he was the chief of police, and she was the reporter on the tiny daily newspaper, covering the cops beat and nearly every other beat: Seeing each other would have spelled a major conflict of interest. There had been enormous sexual tension between them, but Vic was also in the middle of a divorce from the infamous Montana—and Lacey refused to consider him while he was married. “Straitlaced,” he had called it. “High standards,” she had replied.

“I’ve waited for you for six years, Lacey.”

“Technically, I’m not so sure you’ve been waiting, Vic Donovan,” she countered. “And I certainly haven’t been exactly—”

“Now you hush.” He kissed her again.

Catching her breath, she said, “What exactly did you have in mind?”

“Something romantic, preferably somewhere you can’t run away from me.”

“Me? Run away?” Of course, she had run away once from a man—not Vic—who asked her to marry him, and they were probably still talking about it back in Sagebrush.

“You’ll like it.” He grinned at her and his hands moved up the small of her back. “We’ll go away for the weekend. Before Halloween.” She opened her mouth to speak, but he cut her off. “I know a place. I’ll take care of everything. You think you can stay out of trouble until then?” He kissed her neck.

“What do you mean, trouble?”

“Oh, you know, dead bodies, crazed serial killers, running with scissors, that sort of thing.”

“Those were just freak occurrences. Besides, it’s going to be a very simple week. I only have to interview one diva supermodel introducing her new line of clothing, which I very much doubt she had anything to do with. A major snoozefest. How dangerous can it be?” Then she thought of something else, and a look must have crossed her face.

“What? What is it?”

“Well, it’s only a rumor, but this supermodel, Amanda Manville, has kind of a reputation.”

“As what?” He was wearing his cop face. He looked suspicious.

Lacey didn’t want to say, Amanda Manville has a reputation as a killer. It might set him off. She cleared her throat. “Nothing. I’m sure it’s nothing.”

“Lacey, I’m waiting,” Vic said, his green eyes locked on hers. She could see how suspects would spill their guts to him.

“There’s a rumor, and it’s never been confirmed, probably because it’s not true, right? It’s totally a supermarket-tabloid story, and there never has been a body or charges or indictments or anything, but Amanda Manville is supposed to have, um—killed, um—an old boyfriend.”

“You’re making this up,” he said, doubt wavering behind his eyes. “You’re yanking my chain.”

“Your chain should be so lucky, big fella. And I try not to make up what I report. I work for The Eye Street Observer, after all. Not The New York Times. But I thought you would like to know about Ms. Manville. As I said, it’s only a rumor. Completely unfounded, I’m sure.” I hope. I’ll call Miguel in New York tomorrow. He’ll know.

“Are you sure, Lacey?” He stroked her cheek with his fingers. She marveled at how such large hands could be so gentle. “Because I really want to see you in one incredibly sexy piece by the end of the week.”

“Incredibly sexy?” He kissed her so hard her toes curled. “Silly boy, what could possibly happen?” Indeed, how many murders could possibly happen in one lifetime that I could possibly get involved with? I figure I’m done. He kissed her again. Incredibly sexy, huh?

Vic laughed. “What could happen? With you on the story? Oh, darlin’, don’t get me started.” He gave Lacey another kiss and then zipped up his jacket. “I have to go.”

“Go? You can’t go now!”

“It’s tearing me up, honey, but there’s this last-minute job I have to take over, a big surveillance for Dad.”

“But you just got here. Come on, you’re exhausted. You need to rest. Lie down. Prolonged bed rest is what Dr. Smithsonian orders.”

“Smile and think of me, Doc. And be careful.” He turned and kissed her again before walking out the door. She admired his well-muscled flanks as he sauntered down the hall. He turned and saluted her, flashing a devastating smile before stepping onto the elevator. “I’ll be thinking of you.”

Isn’t that just like a man? Gets you all hot and bothered and then waltzes right out the door.
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“How do you do it, Smithsonian? The attack of the killer doughnut sign, and there you are, right alongside the staff trouble magnet!”

Douglas MacArthur Jones’s deep voice greeted her. Lacey’s boss, “Mac” to everyone who knew him, held up the front page of The Eye Street Observer, featuring a photo of the famous HOT DOUGHNUTS NOW sign, angled upside down, looking like a piece of modern sculpture rising out of Harlan Wiedemeyer’s vanquished Volvo. Wiedemeyer was standing next to it, holding several boxes of Krispy Kreme delicacies and wearing a silly grin on his face.

“Great photo, Mac. So I’m not the staff trouble magnet anymore? Wiedemeyer stole my title?”

“You’re trouble, all right. But compared to Wiedemeyer, you’re small potatoes.” Mac was wearing a blue ink stain below the pocket of his peach-colored short-sleeved dress shirt, where a pen had exploded. The purple madras-plaid tie didn’t quite go with the shirt or the ink stain, and his pants were an inexplicable bright blue, as though they’d been cut from a beach umbrella. Though he was in the presence of the newspaper’s resident fashion expert, or what passed for one in Washington, she knew he wouldn’t appreciate her advice. Mac, who was the editor of The Eye, merely shook his head and handed over the newspaper. He always reminded Lacey of a black G. Gordon Liddy, similar in mustache and eyebrows and polished dome, but the polar opposite in politics.

“It was Harlan’s car, not mine. He gets all the glory. This time.” Lacey headed to her desk while Mac followed.

“Too bad you weren’t in the photo. We could start a collection. The Smithsonian portfolio.”

“Sure. All I need is another ridiculously silly photo of me in the paper.”

“You got fans. I’m not so sure about Wiedemeyer. Not even all those ‘poor bastards’ he keeps talking about. Of course, most of them are dead. But you, Lacey—you take a good picture.”

Lacey was still smarting from her last picture. Taken by her hairstylist, Stella, of all people, it had appeared on the front page of her paper the previous month. She was caught wearing a great designer dress and brandishing an antique Victorian sword cane, technically known, she’d been told, as a “flick stick,” while fending off an enraged killer at a prestigious fashion gala. I looked like a maniac. Great dress, though.

“That Stella could have a new career,” Mac goaded.

“It was sheer luck,” Lacey said. Stella was still glorying in her moment of fame.

“She has a talent for being in the right place at the right time.”

“What about me?”

“You somehow always manage to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.”

Unfortunately, that seemed true enough. The photo was a sensation on DeadFed dot com, the local all-conspiracy-theories-all-the-time Web site that had a host of crazed devotees, including her best friend, Brooke Barton, Esquire. The photo had even reached Colorado and elicited an urgent long-distance phone call of concern from her mother. Lacey tried never to upset her mother, who inevitably offered a little unasked-for advice. Unasked-for, uncalled-for, and unending.

“Too bad, circulation went up with that one,” Mac said. “Speaking of which, that photo for the head of your column—”

“We weren’t speaking about it, Mac. It’s an unspeakable idea.” Lacey settled down at her desk and turned on her computer, all the better to ignore her email.

“We need to speak about it.” Mac made himself comfortable perched on the edge of her desk. “The Eye is getting a makeover, in case you hadn’t heard. A whole new look. New layout. New graphic design, new features, new columns, new beats. Our consultants tell me all columns are to feature a photo of the writer at the head. Next to your byline.”

“That’s not new, Mac! It is so 1950s, and I hate the Fifties, the era of female bondage. And a reporter’s copy ought to stand on its own two feet, not on who has the cutest yearbook photo next to their name. Besides, it’ll make us look like a bunch of boring talking heads, like one of those yammering news-talk shows this town is infamous for.”

He leaned close in confidence. “Now, I personally think this makeover nonsense is a stupid idea, and an expensive idea, but those high-priced consultants have sold the idea to our boss lady.”

“Claudia?” Lacey liked Claudia Darnell, the publisher, but once she had an idea, it was pretty much cast in concrete. “Why on earth—”

“They say it will put a friendlier face on the news. Warmer. Fuzzier.”

Lacey growled at the very idea.

“That’s not a friendlier face.” Mac chuckled. Lacey ignored him and looked for a fresh notebook and her favorite pen. “With your ‘Crimes of Fashion’ column, maybe you could wear a trench coat, deerstalker hat, magnifying glass, stalking the wild fashion criminal, that sort of thing.” Mac was most dangerous when he was being creative.

“No picture, Mac.” She glared at him. He is getting all the wrong ideas about my fashion beat, Lacey thought. And my column. “I mean it.”

“Think about it. You’ll like it. Besides, you’re, what’s the word? Photogenic. You’ll have the best picture in the paper. As long as you keep your eyes open.” Lacey snorted. Mac suddenly inhaled deeply and turned at the aroma of freshly baked cinnamon muffins approaching from behind him. Felicity Pickles, food editor and carbohydrate pusher, chose that moment to offer Mac her platter of cinnamon muffins. Wearing a wilted, faded pink, sleeveless organdy dress, Felicity looked like the last rose of summer. Mac selected the largest one with the most icing. He favored her with the kind of smile he rarely gave to Lacey. A sugar-high smile.

Mac’s wife, Kim, was trying to get him to watch his weight and his blood pressure. But Kim wasn’t there, and Felicity’s muffin was. He munched off down the hall. Lacey knew he would blithely ignore any good advice she might offer. So she didn’t try.

Felicity offered her wares to Lacey with a crocodile smile and those glassy blue eyes. “Try one. You’ll like it.” 

Stop telling me what I like! It was nearly impossible for Lacey to keep in shape, especially in Washington, where work kept most people’s butts in their chairs all day, and stress and long working hours encouraged bad eating habits. And there was Felicity, making it a little harder. Fresh air and exercise seemed to be for other people, like the President and his Secret Service detail, forever pounding around the White House running track in their sweats. The Prez thinks he’s got stress, Lacey thought. He doesn’t have Felicity.

The cinnamon buns were just a symbol of the war between them, as the food editor sought desperately to win friends and fatten them up in one fell swoop, Lacey surmised. Before dragging them off to her gingerbread house in the woods. In that case, Wiedemeyer would make a tasty morsel for Felicity, the Gingerbread Witch. Lacey shuddered at the thought. Of course, with the Wiedemeyer Effect in the picture, could an exploding stove be far behind? Headline: Mysterious Blaze Guts Gingerbread House in Woods. Fire Investigators Blame ‘Bad Luck.’

Lacey couldn’t mistake the hostility behind the gesture and Felicity’s recent attempt to steal her beat. Felicity couldn’t forget that her minivan was bombed because somebody thought she was Lacey Smithsonian, even though it was her own fault for trying to steal a story from Lacey, and the effort blew up in her face, so to speak.

“No, thanks, I’m trying to quit,” Lacey said. She thought again of poor bastard Harlan Wiedemeyer and his forlorn crush on Felicity. “Why don’t you offer one to Wiedemeyer?” She waved down the hall toward the death-and-dismemberment beat. It was just an offhand comment, but Felicity blushed and quickly turned away. 

A blush? Could it really be true? Felicity likes Harlan, the way Harlan likes Felicity? But Felicity just said, “Harlan already brought in a box of doughnuts.”

“I guess you two have something in common then.” Food and destroyed vehicles, Lacey thought. “Maybe you could trade.”

“I don’t think so.” Felicity snatched up her goodies and scurried away, clearly hoping to find someone more grateful (or gullible) than Lacey Smithsonian.

Lacey turned her mind to work and pawed through her desk looking for her notes. Interviewing Amanda Manville, the famous celebrity model who was introducing a new line of clothing that she allegedly had designed herself, was slightly intimidating. Ms. Manville was certain to be a masterpiece of physical perfection, no doubt wearing some wispy outfit that flattered her tall yet supermodel-svelte body. Next to a perfectly manufactured beauty like Amanda, Lacey was afraid she’d look short and frumpy. She needed to be on her guard, particularly if the celebrated supermodel was also a manslaughterer, as rumored. And she needed background, potentially on-the-record background. Miguel Flores, her newest fashion-industry-insider friend, was freelancing as a clothing stylist for fashion shoots in New York. He had worked for years for the House of Bentley, and he knew everyone. He would have the inside skinny on any skinny supermodel Lacey could name and he was thrilled by her call.

“Hey, doll! What’s up? God, I’ve missed you! And how’s Stella? Sorry I couldn’t make poor Gloria’s funeral, but I hate funerals anyway. All those little black dresses, and not a cocktail in sight.”

“Missed you too, darling. Stella is Stella, as always. And I’ve got a question for you. What’s the dish on Amanda Manville?”

“Ah, the prima prima donna. Would you like that dish baked or barbecued?”

“Raw. How about the straight story?”

“Please, how dull. And straight is so not my forte. Besides, when it comes to Amanda, who knows what’s fact or fiction? She goes through stylists—hair, clothes, and otherwise—as if they were Kleenex. Use once, throw away. Everybody up here has some outrageous Amanda story, even people who usually have to make them up.”

“So she’s temperamental?” Lacey leafed through her files to find the press release on Amanda Manville’s collection.

“Some people think that. Personally, I think she’s a screaming psycho. She’s a bitch slapper, and that hasn’t been popular with underlings since indentured servitude went out of style.”

“But she always seemed so sweet on TV.”

“Ah, but that was before the makeover. Apparently she got an evil new soul as well. Or she sold the old one.”

“Could make for an interesting interview. Will I need a bulletproof vest?”

“And a sword cane. You are uniquely qualified to interview her, come to think of it.”

Lacey laughed. “So, her new collection. Did she really design it herself?” She was jotting down notes as they talked. She found the errant press release, with her note on the time and place for her interview, and stashed it in her purse.

“Oh, please. Do politicians write their own books? And you, of all people, should know how designers—some designers, that is—launch their careers. Thieves, the lot of them. Though I hear the collection cost her investors enough, it should at least be worth seeing.”

“And Miguel, what’s the story on the old boyfriend? Caleb Collingwood, I think the name was. The one she’s supposed to have killed?”

“Everyone swears it’s true, only no one knows anything.”

“No corpse?” Lacey asked.

“No corpse, no cops, no charges. But we certainly enjoy making it all up.”

“What about motive? For getting rid of him?”

“Too ugly to live. I’m serious.”

“What? That’s terrible.”

“It’s just what they say. Don’t blame me for being shallow, I’m a product of my environment. It’s the rumor. Or one of them, anyway. Suicide is another popular theory. Too boring, I say. Anyway, after Amanda had the surgery, Caleb didn’t measure up anymore. Amanda was, like, instant Ariel, and he was still the same old Caliban. He wouldn’t go away, so he had to, ahem, go away. So they say—Yikes, my client is here early! That never happens. Gotta go. Kiss-kiss.”

Lacey stared at the phone for a moment after Miguel clicked off. She had chosen that morning to go with a vaguely 1940s look, her favorite. Her hairstylist, Stella Lake, once pointed out that the Lacey Smithsonian signature style was a combination of Rosie the Riveter and His Girl Friday: “Brains, beauty, and no bullshit,” in Stella’s memorable phrase. Lacey had to admit that Stella had her number. She had selected her vintage forest-green wool gabardine suit, nipped in at the waist, with a delicate lace hankie tucked into the pocket and secured with a porcelain rose pin. She wore her three-strand pearl necklace and pearl studs in her ears. Her soft light brown hair, highlighted with blond strands, swung around her shoulders, a look reminiscent of early Lauren Bacall, but with more volume and presence. Stella was so good at this cut that Lacey had started to call it “the Bacall” although Stella herself just called it “the usual.” Lacey thought she’d pass inspection with nearly everyone. Everyone except, perhaps, the perfect psycho, Amanda Manville.

I’ll just have to stay out of slapping distance, she told herself.

Lacey bent over her bottom desk drawer and heard another familiar voice mocking her.

“Hey, Lois Lane, still in one piece? I see we are wearing our vintage bravado today.” Her glance traveled from the desk drawer where she kept her notebooks to the black lizard cowboy boots that stood by her desk.

“Morning, Trujillo.” She straightened up in her chair. Tony Trujillo looked good, as always, with his inquisitive almond eyes and beautiful New Mexico copper skin.

“You win the prize for making it through the night after a trip home with Harlan ‘the Hoodoo’ Wiedemeyer.”

“He didn’t actually take me home. I gave that pleasure to a Yellow Cab.”

“Smart move. I was worried, Supergirl.”

Lacey appraised his expression. Perhaps he was a bit worried underneath the sly smile, which revealed his perfect set of straight white choppers. “I’m fine, Tony. Really. Thank you for your concern. By the way, do you know anything about this Amanda—”

The aroma of the cinnamon-spiced air hijacked Trujillo’s attention. Felicity had returned, bearing her tray of buns. He reached for a gooey glazed treat and dazzled her with his smile. “Ooh, muchas gracias! I’ve missed you, Felicidad.”

Felicity melted. “Oh, Tony. Take another.”

Lacey decided she’d schmooze Trujillo later, after his carbohydrate buzz wore off. But before she left for her interview she wanted to know something.

“Felicity, what are the names of your cats again?”

“Hansel and Gretel. They were orphaned in the woods, and I found them and lured them home with a trail of tuna.” I knew it. She IS a gingerbread witch. Felicity indicated their framed photos on her desk and practically purred with pride. “Oh, Lacey, you’d love them. They’re just adorable.”

And well fed, I’ll wager. Here, kitty, kitty, time for dinner!

Lacey retreated to the staff kitchen for a cup of coffee and ran into the newspaper’s new resident storm cloud, Cassandra Wentworth, the latest addition to Mac’s self-important editorial writers at The Eye.

Cassandra was helping herself to a sort of herbal swill, something that would obviously be good for her but taste worse than medicine. She had no time for pleasure. She dealt with the more important issues of the day. Ms. Wentworth raised an eyebrow at Lacey’s presence, but politely said hello anyway. Lacey was reaching for the brackish, though well caffeinated, brew that passed for coffee at The Eye.

“That stuff will kill you.” Cassandra made a nasty face.

Just the sort of face you want to see first thing in the morning. Lacey lifted her cup in a salute. “To each her own.”

Peter Johnson, The Eye’s congressional reporter, stumbled into the kitchen with his usual grace, wearing a sloppy khaki suit. His tie was askew and boldly sported various shades of mud and eggplant, and possibly a bit of breakfast. His permanent-press shirt was wrinkled. How does he do that? Lacey wondered. He glared at her through glasses sliding halfway down his nose, then turned his back on her.

“Morning, Peter,” she said. “What, no news on Capitol Hill?”

He ignored her while searching for a clean cup in the cupboard. He found a dusty one and blew the dust out before helping himself silently to the java. 

“They’re in recess,” Cassandra said, her eyes following the slumped-over curve of Johnson’s back with a look of unmistakable admiration and longing. She appeared to stifle a sigh.

What? Another office crush? Lacey wondered. Cassandra, Prophetess of Doom, is crushing on our cranky congressional reporter? The high-and-mighty Johnson was single, and so was the serious Ms. Wentworth, but the image of the two of them together was too weird for Lacey to wrap her brain around.

“That’s right, Smithsonian,” he growled. “Recess. Guess you can’t trespass on my beat this week.”

“You wound me, Peter. But I am charmed that you think your beat is so special,” Lacey replied with a smirk. “And that you consider me a threat.”

“You’re no threat. You’re a menace.”

“Oh, you’re so wrong, Johnson. I’m both.”

He was about to sneer some limp retort when his eyes met Cassandra’s, who quickly tore her eyes away from him and gazed down into her poisonous herbal goo. Johnson seemed to lose all interest in Lacey, as well as the ability to speak. But when she caught him staring at Cassandra with what seemed to be fond affection, he grabbed his coffee and bolted. His rapid exit left Cassandra sighing out loud, staring at his retreating figure.

Was it really possible that these two unlikely specimens liked each other? Lacey wondered. Mixed signals? Furtive glances? Halting words? Ah, yes, romance is in the air, D.C. style. Call the Pentagon! The pheromone jammers are down again! But was it her job to set these two straight? Of course not.

“So what’s on the fashion agenda for today?” Cassandra said fashion as if it were a week-old fish Lacey was mysteriously required to gut. “Something important? The height of hems? The new black? The old black? Plum lipstick is the new pink blush?”

“Sounds like you’re more up-to-date than I am. I thought pink was actually pink. Silly me.”

Lacey did not blame Cassandra for her disdain. She had felt the same way before she inherited the accursed fashion beat from the former fashion editor, Mariah “the Pariah” Morgan, who had very inconveniently died in her chair at her keyboard and practiced her rigor mortis for some hours before anyone noticed she wasn’t typing, or moving, or breathing, or finishing her feature for the next day’s edition. Just as Mac was realizing the ramifications of not having a warm body in the fashion chair, junior hard-news reporter L. B. “Lacey” Smithsonian had wandered through his field of vision wearing something that looked like an actual style statement: instant fashion reporter.

Mac had no conception of fashion, other than dreadful descriptions of dreary Washington dresses wrapped around department-store advertising. But he also was a man of swift decisions, and Lacey was soon shanghaied to the fashion beat, kicking and screaming, where she demanded at least the dignity of a chair in which no one had died. Now she had the pleasure of listening to others who thought they were superior to her because they had better news assignments and loftier moral opinions—and prematurely serious wardrobes in festive shades of beige, gray, and taupe. And Mariah’s Death Chair was still there, floating around the newsroom like the Ancient Mariner. The last time Lacey had seen it, Wiedemeyer had commandeered it for a meeting. Of course, she reflected, he’d LIKE the idea that some poor bastard had died in it.

However, after a couple of years on the fashion beat and some exciting forays into the darker side of dressing oneself, Lacey was beginning to understand her beat on a new level. Fashion was a kind of peephole into the human psyche.

Lacey examined Cassandra’s style vibe over her coffee cup and saw that she was all about being taken seriously, from her straight middle-part haircut to her horn-rimmed glasses and shapeless burlap-brown sack of a dress that hid her thin frame. Heaven forbid that makeup should offend the intellectual purity of the sallow complexion, the pale lashes, or the lily-livered lips. She was plain to start with and clearly proud of continuing the tradition.

“I’m interviewing Amanda Manville.” Cassandra looked blank, so Lacey continued. “She was a noted ugly duckling who underwent some radical plastic surgery on The Chrysalis Factor, that over-the-top reality makeover show a couple of years back. Now she’s a celebrity supermodel.” Cassandra blinked, wide-eyed, and for just a moment Lacey thought that perhaps a makeover might uncover even her hidden attributes. But then Cassandra’s eyes narrowed in suspicion. Nah. Hidden too deep, Lacey concluded.

Cassandra shuddered. “That is just so wrong on so many levels.”

“What, being a supermodel?”

“The whole plastic-surgery-on-television thing, mocking people for their looks, turning women into these plastic caricatures of themselves.”

“It changed her life. Made her rich and famous.”

“And what does that tell us?” Cassandra editorialized. “That we have to be beautiful to be successful?”

“But those shows have done other things, good things. They’ve corrected birth defects, cleft palates, facial deformities,” Lacey protested, wondering why she was even bothering to argue with gloomy Cassandra Wentworth. It’s the caffeine talking.

“For the cheap entertainment of millions.” Cassandra’s disdain was palpable.

Lacey stared into her hot coffee. She remembered her eyes tearing up when a woman on The Chrysalis Factor saw her beautiful new mouth and teeth for the first time in her life. You’re a wuss, Smithsonian, she scolded herself. And Lacey had cried for the women who had reconstructive surgery after breast cancer. She suddenly remembered she had cried over Amanda Manville’s amazing transformation as well. 

“It is corrupt and shallow and immoral,” Cassandra was rattling on. “God, Smithsonian, how can you be so complicit in this evil?”

“I’m being paid for it. But what about our innate love of beauty? It’s hardwired into our brains,” Lacey protested. “Even yours.” She’ll love that one.

“Speak for yourself, Ms. S.” 

Cassandra Wentworth had enough moral superiority for an entire newsroom of reporters, Lacey wanted to say, but didn’t. She figured it was tough enough being Cassandra: Everything she did, or said, or put into her mouth presented a morally or politically correct decision—whether to eat white bread or gluten-free wheat, take the Metro or drive, buy animal cruelty-free products or torture small furry creatures for the sake of a little blush on her cheeks. And her editorials: Did anybody read them? Not even Mac on a slow news day, I bet.

“Have a pleasant day, Cassandra,” she said to the rigid figure who was now stalking out of the kitchen in righteous indignation.

But before she left, Cassandra turned to her and moaned, “How can you be so blithe when there is so much poverty and misery in the world?”

Because in my world I have a job to do—and a deadline. Lacey shrugged and returned to her desk to reread a file of news clips about Amanda Manville—and to try to banish Cassandra’s depressing oracle of the moral depravity of wanting to bring the world a little more beauty. Lacey’s snarky “Crimes of Fashion” column certainly had more readers than Cassandra’s editorials. But if Cassandra Wentworth was part of the new look the paper was going for, Lacey knew her fashion beat was in no danger of ever being taken seriously at The Eye Street Observer.

Lacey felt like exploring Cassandra’s lament with a small bite of copy, a “Fashion BITE,” to be exact, which allowed her to toss off brief and brash fashion opinions in print. She was sure her editor thought of these as “bite-sized” fashion columns. Lacey preferred to think of “Fashion BITES” as a complete sentence, with a subject and a verb.

“Makeover Madness” wasn’t quite enough to fill a whole “Crimes of Fashion” column, Lacey decided, but it would be perfect for a “Fashion BITE.” Maybe, she thought, she should thank Cassandra for the inspiration? 

Nah, no way. She wouldn’t appreciate the honor anyway.
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​​​Lacey Smithsonian’s FASHION BITES
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Makeover Madness: Knowing When You’ve Gone Too Far

Make-me-over madness is running rampant through the land, on television and in magazines and newspapers. Nobody likes a good makeover better than I do. Whether it’s new clothes, fresh makeup, or a dramatically different hairdo, discovering a brilliant new style can give you a new lease on life, open up your horizons, and unleash your true creativity. At least it can make you feel like a different woman, and sometimes that’s all a woman needs, right?

A great makeover can help a woman discover her potential, look more appropriate at her job, and realize how attractive she can be. The perfect haircut can help her appear dramatic, or sexy, or more professional. Well-applied makeup can emphasize the cheekbones and eyes and define the mouth: Wow, I’m really Greta Garbo after all. And the right clothes, as a saleslady once said to me, “can cover up your negatives, honey, and really show off your positives.” Thinking positive is good, right?

But suddenly, going too far is never far enough. People are going mad for the full-body makeover, from top to toe, and maybe we should be wondering: Are we turning ourselves into better versions of ourselves—or just blander versions of everyone else?

How do you know when you’ve gone too far?

You look like an android. And all the androids want to look like you. 

You can no longer move the muscles in your face. Smile! 

Children






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A CRIME OF FASlﬂON MYSTERY
“As smooth- a;\fmi-gmle mhmm\
/zePIlBUSHERS WEEKLY - N

)3 I _u\r






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/scene_break.png





