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“Nana, it’s all fun and games until I look like a hooker.” Angelina Marino stared at her image from the bedroom mirror. She swung around and faced her Nona. “It’s too much.” She grabbed a cotton ball and rubbed some fluorescent green eyeshadow off her lids.

“No, no, bella mia, it’s not too much.” Nana Clara picked up the small brush and dipped it into the eyeshadow. “And you don’t look like Pretty Julia.”

“You mean Pretty Woman?”

“Yes, that one.” She smeared more shadow over Angel’s eyelids. “Just a bit more.”

Angel blew out a breath and closed her eyes so Nana wouldn’t gouge them.

“Now for the good stuff. This will help you pull it off.” Nana patted multi-colored sparkles over Angel’s cheekbones and forehead. “Stop fidgeting, Bella.” She ignored her granddaughter’s impatience and sprinkled silver stars in Angel’s hair.

“Oh, wait. I almost forgot.” Nana went to the adjoining bathroom and came back holding a perfume bottle.

“Nana, you’re not coming near me with patchouli oil.”

“It’s not patchouli. Now, hold still.” Nana sprayed perfume on Angel’s neck and shoulders then sniffed the air. “Smells good, but you need more.”

“Whoa.” Angel took the bottle away from her and put it on the dresser. “I don’t need to marinate in the stuff.” The lavender scent assaulted Angel’s nostrils—she smelled like an explosion at an Avon factory. “Forget hooker. I’m a Madame.”

“You could never look like a poutana. And thirty-three is too young to be a Madame.” Nana laughed. “Now, if you were fifty-something like one of those tigress ladies, maybe.”

“You mean cougars?”

“Well, them too.” Nana handed Angel a tube of shocking pink lipstick. “Aren’t you glad my papa sent me to beauty school? My skills came in handy today.”

Angel dotted her lips with the lipstick. “Sure.”

Seeing the enjoyment on her nana’s face, Angel bit her tongue, stopped fidgeting, and shoved her apprehension aside.

“Bellisima.” Nana pinched Angel’s cheek. “Don’t forget to shake and wiggle like that actress Donna Moore in the movie that Sophia and I watched the other day.”

“It’s Demi Moore.” Silver stars floated in front of Angel’s eyes as she shook her head. “And I’m not performing a striptease.”

Angel grabbed the contract off the dresser, held the paper up, and read it over. “I’ve never taken this type of order before. You’re sure you wrote all the details down accurately?”

“I did.” Nana ran a short, purple-tinted fingernail across the contract in Angel’s hand. “It says right there—bachelor party.” Nana swiveled her seventy-five-year-old hips. “Just do some bumping and grinding like Demi. I must call Sophia. We need to watch that movie again.”

“Focus, Nana. Did you explain that I’m not a stripper?” She’d have shredded the contract into confetti if food and shelter weren’t necessities. But the client had forked over a hefty wad of cash for this stint. “I’m just delivering the party favors and singing one congratulatory song, right?”

“Yes, that’s all you have to do.” Nana continued gyrating, and Angel couldn’t help but giggle. “While you’re there, pick yourself up a nice bachelor.”

“It’s only been a few months since your hip replacement,” Angel said. “Be careful with the expensive hardware, which reminds me. You have a doctor’s appointment Monday afternoon, and I’m busy. Do you mind if I ask Mr. Rossini to take you?”

“I don’t mind.” Nana stopped dancing and winked. “Does that mean you have a date on Monday?”

“No, I have an interview for a contract position, and it could run late into the afternoon.”

Nana handed Angel the card with the bachelor party address. “But Monday’s Valentine’s Day. You should be spending the day getting all dolled up to be wined and dined, not stuck in a stuffy office with an old coot.”

“Not to worry. I’ll leave the old coots for you.”

“Smarty-pants,” Nana said. “No old geezers for me. I like them young, wearing chaps that show off their cute buns, like that fireman guy with the suspenders and no shirt on?”

Angel slipped on her heels, using the bedpost for support. “I should never have taken you to see Magic Mike.”

“You’re right.” Nana pulled out a few singles from her apron’s pocket. “When we get some extra money, we should hit one of those shows and see the Chippy dancers.” She waved the bills in the air, grinning as if she’d won the lottery. “It’ll be fun to slip a few of these down their pants.”

Maybe I should have let her gouge my eyes. “Nana, please, not a good visual.”

“Oh, you,” Nana said, putting the bills back in her pocket. “You’re too serious. You need to go out and enjoy yourself more.” She touched the ends of Angel’s hair. “I have an idea.” She opened the top drawer and pulled out a curling iron. “Sit down so I can curl and tease your hair.”

“Hair is fine.”

“Your hair is pretty, but you need to be more adventurous,” Nana said. “It needs more height. You know, like those girls on the Jersey Lake Show.”

“Jersey Shore, Nana.” I seriously need to cancel cable TV. Her movie addiction is bad enough.

“I could style your bangs something like this.” Nana raked her fingers through her salt and pepper short hair, loaded with gel, making the ends stand up straight.

The last time Nana had experimented with a curling iron, she’d singed Angel’s left eyebrow. Angel adored Nana, but not enough to let her wield that weapon near her head again.

Angel had moved in with her widowed Nana six months ago to help her out financially and upkeep the house her grandparents had lived in most of their lives. But, more importantly, Angel wanted to live with her to nurse Nana back to health after her hip replacement surgery and assist her caregiving because of Nana’s minor health issues.

Nana had been quite the hairdresser slash cosmetician in her day when white eyeliner and bouffant hair were all the rage. Angel had managed to dodge Nana’s fondness for reliving her beauty parlor days, using Angel as her guinea pig to make her over. Until today.

Today she gave in and indulged her Nana—all for the sake of increasing revenue for Angelina’s small business.

Angel stared in the mirror again. She hardly recognized herself.

I look like a pole dancer. This guy’s check better not bounce.

Nana plugged in the curling iron.

Angel unplugged it and glanced at her watch. “We don’t have time for a new hairstyle.”

“Right.” Nana took the curling iron and put it on the dresser. “You don’t want to be late.” She waved toward the doorway. “Now get going. The handsome young man suggested you arrive after lunch.” Nana’s cheeks took on a rosy hue when she smiled. “You look better than any dolce. You’ll be dessert.”

“Oh, yeah.” Angel patted her behind as she picked up her coat. “There’s always room for Jell-O.”
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