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“Here comes trouble,” said Naomi.

I craned my neck to catch a glimpse of a Park Avenue sophisticate as she darted around one of the security guards and stepped between Philomena and the camera. The woman wore a Hermes scarf stylishly draped around her neck and secured with a large sapphire brooch that mirrored the midnight blue anger in her eyes. “Isn’t that—?”

“Oh yeah,” said Janice. “It most definitely is.”

“Cut!” yelled the E! producer. “What the hell do you think you’re doing, grandma? We’re taping an interview here.”

Grandma? I pegged her at late-forties, early-fifties at the most, but I suppose to a twenty-something, that’s ancient.

“Nice suit,” said Tessa. “Classic Armani. Who is she?”

“Sylvia Gruenwald,” several of us said in unison.

“Hell hath no fury like a trophy wife scorned,” said Naomi.
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Anastasia and her fellow American Woman editors are steaming mad when minutes before the opening of a consumer show, they discover half their booth usurped by Bling!, their publisher’s newest magazine. CEO Alfred Gruenwald is sporting new arm candy—rapper-turned-entrepreneur and now Bling! Executive editor, the first name-only Philomena. During the consumer show, Gruenwald’s wife serves Philomena with an alienation of affection lawsuit, but Philomena doesn’t live long enough to show up in court. She’s found dead days later, stuffed in the shipping crate that held Anastasia’s decoupage crafts. When Gruenwald makes cash-strapped Anastasia an offer she can’t refuse, she wonders, does he really want to find Philomena’s killer or is he harboring a hidden agenda?
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Acclaim for the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mysteries



Assault with a Deadly Glue Gun

“Crafty cozies don’t get any better than this hilarious confection...Anastasia is as deadpan droll as Tina Fey’s Liz Lemon, and readers can’t help cheering as she copes with caring for a host of colorful characters.” – Publishers Weekly (starred review)



“Winston has hit a homerun with this hilarious, laugh-until-your-sides-hurt tale. Oddball characters, uproariously funny situations, and a heroine with a strong sense of irony will delight fans of Janet Evanovich, Jess Lourey, and Kathleen Bacus. May this be the first of many in Winston’s Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mystery series.” – Booklist (starred review)



“A comic tour de force...Lovers of funny mysteries, outrageous puns, self-deprecating humor, and light romance will all find something here.” – ForeWord Magazine (Book-of-the-Year nominee)



“North Jersey’s more mature answer to Stephanie Plum. Funny, gutsy, and determined, Anastasia has a bright future in the planned series.” – Kirkus Reviews



“...a delightful romp through the halls of who-done-it.” – The Star-Ledger



“Make way for Lois Winston’s promising new series...I’ll be eagerly awaiting the next installment in this thoroughly delightful series.” – Mystery Scene Magazine



“...once you read the first few pages of Lois Winston’s first-in-series whodunit, you’re hooked for the duration...” – Bookpage



“...madcap but tough-as-nails, no holds barred plot and main character...a step above the usual crafty cozy.” – The Mystery Reader



“...Anastasia is, above all, a JERSEY girl..., and never, ever mess with one of them. I can’t wait ‘til the next book in this series...” – Suspense Magazine



“Anastasia is as crafty as Martha Stewart, as feisty as Stephanie Plum, and as resourceful as Kinsey Millhone.” – Mary Kennedy, author of the Talk Radio Mysteries



“Fans of Stephanie Plum will love Lois Winston’s cast of quirky, laughable, and loveable characters. Assault with a Deadly Glue Gun is clever and thoroughly entertaining—a must read!” – Brenda Novak, New York Times bestselling author



“What a treat—I can’t stop laughing! Witty, wise, and delightfully clever, Anastasia is going to be your new best friend. Her mysterious adventures are irresistible—you’ll be glued to the page!” – Hank Phillippi Ryan, Agatha, Anthony, and Macavity award-winning author



“You think you’ve got trouble? Say hello to Anastasia Pollack, who also happens to be queen of the one-liners. Funny, funny, funny—this is a series you don’t want to miss!” – Kasey Michaels, USA Today bestselling author



Death by Killer Mop Doll

“Anastasia is a crafting Stephanie Plum, surrounded by characters sure to bring chuckles as she careens through the narrative, crossing paths with the detectives assigned to the case and snooping around to solve it.” – Booklist



“Several crafts projects, oodles of laughs and an older, more centered version of Stephanie Plum.” – Kirkus Reviews



“In Winston’s droll second cozy featuring crafts magazine editor Anastasia Pollack...readers who relish the offbeat will be rewarded.” – Publishers Weekly



“...a 30 Rock vibe...Winston turns out another lighthearted amateur sleuth investigation. Laden with one-liners, Anastasia’s second outing (after Assault with a Deadly Glue Gun) points to another successful series in the works.” – Library Journal



“Winston...plays for plenty of laughs...while letting Anastasia shine as a risk-taking investigator who doesn’t always know when to quit.” – Alfred Hitchcock Mystery Magazine



Revenge of the Crafty Corpse

“Winston peppers the twisty and slightly edgy plot with humor and plenty of craft patterns. Fans of craft mysteries will like this, of course, but so will those who enjoy the smart and snarky humor of Janet Evanovich, Laura Levine, and Laura DeSilverio.” – Booklist



“Winston’s entertaining third cozy plunges Anastasia into a surprisingly fraught stew of jealousy, greed, and sex...” and a “Sopranos-worthy lineup of eccentric character...” – Publishers Weekly



“Winston provides a long-suffering heroine, amusing characters, a...good mystery and a series of crafting projects featuring cloth yo-yos.” – Kirkus Reviews



“A fun addition to a series that keeps getting stronger.” – Romantic Times Magazine



“Chuckles begin on page one and the steady humor sustains a comedic crafts cozy, the third (after Death by Killer Mop Doll)... Recommend for Chris Grabenstein (“John Ceepak” series) and Jess Lourey readers.” – Library Journal



“You'll be both surprised and entertained by this terrific mystery. I can't wait to see what happens in the Pollack household next.” – Suspense Magazine



“The book has what a mystery should...It moves along at a good pace...Like all good sleuths, Anastasia pieces together what others don’t...The book has a fun twist...and it’s clear that Anastasia, the everyday woman who loves crafts and desserts, and has a complete hottie in pursuit, will return to solve another murder and offer more crafts tips...” – Star-Ledger



Decoupage Can Be Deadly

“Decoupage Can Be Deadly is the fourth in the Anastasia Pollock Crafting Mysteries by Lois Winston. And it’s the best one yet. More, please!” – Suspense Magazine



“What a great cozy mystery series. One of the reasons this series stands out for me as a great one is the absolutely great cast of characters. Every single character in these books is awesomely quirky and downright hilarious. This series is a true laugh out loud read!” – Books Are Life–Vita Libri



“This is one of these series that no matter what, I’m going to be laughing my way through a comedy of errors as our reluctant heroine sets a course of action to find a killer while contending with her eccentrically dysfunctional family. This adventure grabs you immediately delivering a fast-paced and action-filled drama that doesn’t let up from the first page to the surprising conclusion.” – Dru’s Book Musings



“Lois Winston’s reluctant amateur sleuth Anastasia Pollack is back in another wild romp.” – The Book Breeze



A Stitch to Die For

“A Stitch to Die For is the fifth in the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mysteries by Lois Winston. If you’re a reader who enjoys a well-plotted mystery and loves to laugh, don’t miss this one!” – Suspense Magazine



Scrapbook of Murder

“This is one of the best books in this delightfully entertaining whodunit and I hope there are more stories in the future.” – Dru’s Book Musings



“Scrapbook of Murder is a perfect example of what mysteries are all about—deft plotting, believable characters, well-written dialogue, and a satisfying, logical ending. I loved it!” – Suspense Magazine



“I read an amazing book recently, y’all — Scrapbook of Murder by Lois Winston, #6 in the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mysteries. All six novels and three novellas in the series are Five Star reads.” – Jane Reads



“Well written, with interesting characters.” – Laura’s Interests



“…a quick read, with humour, a good mystery and very interesting characters!” – Verietats



Drop Dead Ornaments

“I always forget how much I love this series until I read the next one and I fall in love all over again...” – Dru’s Book Musings



“Drop Dead Ornaments is a delightful addition to the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mystery series. More, please!” – Suspense Magazine



“I love protagonist Anastasia Pollack. She’s witty and funny, and she can be sarcastic at times…A great whodunit, with riotous twists and turns, Drop Dead Ornaments was a fast, exciting read that really kept me on my toes.” – Lisa K’s Book reviews



“Drop Dead Ornaments is such a fantastic book…I adore Anastasia! She's clever, likable, fun to read about, and easy to root for.” – Jane Reads



“…readers will be laughing continually at the antics of Anastasia and clan in Drop Dead Ornaments.” – The Avid Reader



“I love this series! Not only is Anastasia a ‘crime magnet,’ she is hilarious and snarky, a delight to read about and a dedicated friend.” – Mallory Heart’s Cozies



“It is always a nice surprise when something I am reading has a tie in to actual news or events that are happening in the present moment. I don't want to spoil a major plot secret, but the timing could not have been better…Be prepared for a dysfunctional cast of quirky characters.” – Laura’s Interests



“This is a Tour de Force of a Murder/Mystery.” – A Wytch’s Book Review



“A series worth checking out.” – The Ninja Librarian



“I flew through this book. Winston knows how to make a reader turn the page. It’s more than a puzzle to solve—I was rooting for people I cared about. Anastasia Pollack is easy to like, a good mother, a good friend, and in a healthy romantic relationship, the kind of person you’d want on your side in a difficult situation.” – Indies Who Publish Everywhere



“Lois Winston’s cozy craft mystery Drop Dead Ornaments is an enjoyable…roller-coaster ride, with secrets and clues tugging the reader this way and that, and gentle climbs and drops of suspense and revelation to keep them reading.” – Here’s How It Happened



“Anastasia is a take-charge woman with a heart for her family–even her ex-family members who don’t (in my opinion) deserve her kindness… What I like best about Anastasia is how she balances her quest for justice with the needs and fears of her family… I can’t wait to read more of her adventures and the progress of her relationship with her family and her boyfriend.” – The Self-Rescue Princess



“…a light-hearted cozy mystery with lots of energy and definitely lots of action and interaction between characters.” – Curling Up by the Fire



“I thought the plot was well thought out and the story flowed well. There were many twists and turns…and I enjoyed all the quirky characters. I was totally baffled as to who the killer was and was left guessing to the very end.” – Melina’s Book Blog



“(Anastasia’s) wit and sarcasm lend a bit of humor to this cozy, and the story kept me intrigued right up to the end.” – The Books the Thing



Handmade Ho-Ho Homicide

“Handmade Ho-Ho Homicide is a laugh-out-loud, well plotted mystery, from a real pro! A ho-ho hoot!” – Suspense Magazine



“Merry Crises! Lois Winston has brought back Anastasia’s delightful first-person narrative of family, friends, dysfunction, and murder, and made it again very entertaining! Anastasia’s clever quips, fun stories, and well-deserved digs kept me smiling, and reading the many funny parts to my husband…does that count as two thumbs up in one? What a great journey!” – Kings River Life Magazine



“Once again, the author knows how to tell a story that immediately grabbed my attention, and I couldn’t put this book down until the last page was read…. This was one of the best books in this delightfully lovable series and I can’t wait to see what exciting adventures await Anastasia and her friends.” – Dru’s Book Musings



“This was such a fun quick read. I can't wait to read more of this series.” – A Chick Who Reads



“The story had me on the edge of my seat the entire time.” – 5 Stars, Baroness Book Trove



“Christmas, cozy mystery, craft, how can I not love this book? Humor, twists and turns, adorable characters make this story truly engaging from the first to the last page.” – LibriAmoriMiei



“Take a murder mystery, add some light-hearted humor and weird characters, sprinkle some snow and what you get is Handmade Ho-Ho Homicide—a perfect Christmas Cozy read.” –5 stars, The Book Decoder



A Sew Deadly Cruise

“A Sew Deadly Cruise is absolutely delightful, and I was sorry when it was over. I devoured every word!” – Suspense Magazine



“Engaging Drama! Brilliant! A Sew Deadly Cruise earns 5/5 Upgraded Cabins. Winston’s witty first-person narrative and banter keeps me a fan. Loved it!” – Kings River Life



“The author knows how to tell a story with great aplomb and when all was said and done, this was one fantastic whodunit that left me craving for more thrilling adventures.” – Dru’s Book Musings



“The combo of investigating and fun makes for a great read. The author does a good job of keeping the killer a secret. Overall a fun read that cozy fans are sure to enjoy.” – Books a Plenty Book Reviews



“Winston has a gift for writing complicated cozy mysteries while entertaining and educating.” – Here’s How it Happened



Stitch, Bake, Die!

“…vivid descriptions, witty banter, and clever details leading to an exciting and shocking conclusion. All making for a page-turner experience to delight cozy fans!” – Kings River Life



“Lots of action, a bevy of quirky characters, and a treasure trove of secrets add up to another fine read from Lois Winston.” – award-winning cozy mystery author Maggie Toussaint



“The mystery was nicely executed, with bits and pieces of clues here and there as well as humorous interludes that enhanced the telling of this tale. This is another great addition to this engagingly entertaining series…” – Dru’s Book Musings



“This is a well-plotted mystery that takes the term ‘crafty old lady’ to new heights.” – Mysteries with Character



“This story is fast-paced with wacky characters, a fun resort setting, and a puzzling mystery to solve.” – Nancy J. Cohen, author of the Bad Hair Day Mysteries



“…psychologically intuitive and funny as heck! (Anastasia) kept me smiling throughout the story...The plot, characters, and twists in this mystery are excellent.” – Sasscer Hill, award-winning author of the Nikki Latrelle Mysteries



Guilty as Framed

“Engaging and clever!” – Kings River Life Magazine



“Check out Guilty as Framed, another outrageously funny mystery in (the Anastasia Pollack Crafting Mysteries)” – Suspense Magazine



“This is another great entry in the Anastasia Pollack series.” – Dru’s Book Musings



“Winston not only combines (New) Jersey, well-crafted characters, and tight plotting, but she adds her own interpretation and possible solution to a factual museum art crime.” – Debra H. Goldstein, author of the Sarah Blair Mysteries



“Author Lois Winston deftly frames the fast-moving investigation…with a dollop of mother-in-law hijinks, mama drama, home renovation, and doggie intervention.” – mystery author Maggie Toussaint/Valona Jones



“Reading a book in this series is like visiting an old friend.” – Nancy J. Cohen, author of the Bad Hair Day Mysteries



A Crafty Collage of Crime

“Rich in descriptions of the countryside, and alive with characters you’d recognize if you saw or overheard them, this book held my interest throughout and gave me more than one chuckle. It’s a delightful read.” – Kings River Life magazine



“Winston imbues her story with current references, an appealing setting, layered plotting, and an unsinkable sleuth. Well done!” – Muddy Rose Reviews



“A Crafty Collage of Crime is yet another terrific cozy mystery featuring reluctant amateur sleuth Anastasia Pollack.” – Lynn Slaughter, author of Miss Cue



“A Crafty Collage of Crime was a cute, fun, and entertaining read with independent, engaging, and delightful characters, and the mystery was outstanding, too!” – 5-stars, Novels Alive



“If some days it seems the world is too much with you, I suggest you read A Crafty Collage of Crime. You’ll probably want to go back and read the rest of the series. Anastasia is irresistible.” – Judy Alter, award-winning author



“The author’s style of writing was fresh, crisp, and entertaining. She kept the story moving without filler and provided the solution to the murder at just the right time.” – Tam Sesto, Cozy Review Crew



Sorry, Knot Sorry

“If you like your mysteries with a healthy dose of humor, Winston delivers... A delightful read whether you’re at the beach or in your favorite recliner with a glass of wine.” – Kings River Life Magazine



“A twisty-turny plot spiked with red herrings and a double shot of moxie.” – award-winning author Maggie Toussaint



Lois Winston serves up another fast-paced cozy mystery that will have you chuckling through to the end. Add to your beach reads basket for a fun escape!” – Nancy J. Cohen, author of the Bad Hair Day Mysteries



“A humorous quick reading release from the real world.” – Debra H. Goldstein, author of the Sarah Blair Mysteries



Seams Like the Perfect Crime

“The plot moves along at a quick pace and as the story progressed, I found myself unable to put the book down until I’d read the very last sentence.” 5-stars, Kim Davis, author of the Cupcake Catering Mysteries and the Aromatherapy Apothecary Mysteries



“Wit and humor abound in this crazy cozy caper as Anastasia and her husband aid their detective friend in hunting down a killer. The tips for memory quilts at the end are a bonus. Highly entertaining!” 5-stars, Nancy J. Cohen, author of the Bad Hair Day Mysteries



“Cozy mystery lovers will devour Seams Like the Perfect Crime! It’s an entertaining and amusing mystery that shines through with authentic characters.” – 5 stars, Novels Alive



“This is such a page-turning mystery with some truly laugh-out-loud moments.” – 5 stars, Sarah Can’t Stop Reading



“Seams Like the Perfect Crime is a fun cozy mystery that is sure to delight all fans of the series and genre.” – 5 stars, Bonnie Morrison



“There is so much humor in this series, and this book definitely didn’t disappoint in that area. The writing is intelligent, imaginative and rings true. I can highly recommend this book and series.” – Kara Marks
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ONE



“What happened?” I stopped short at the entrance to our exhibition booth. My fellow American Woman editors and I had spent all day yesterday at the Jacob Javits Convention Center, setting up for the Celebrating Women weekend consumer show. Now half our booth had been usurped, our carefully coordinated displays missing.

“Not what. Who,” said food editor Cloris McWerther.

“Philomena.” Travel editor Serena Brower practically spat out the name.

“Obnoxious people deserve a slow, painful death,” said fashion editor Tessa Lisbon. She stood with hands on hips. Her perfectly painted, collagen-enhanced scarlet lips, deep in pout mode, matched the anger flaming on her cheeks.

Cloris turned to me and stage-whispered, “Not to spout clichés, but doesn’t that fall under the heading of the pot calling the kettle black?”

Having an obnoxious personality was pretty much a pre-requisite for the job of fashion editor at American Woman. However, Philomena Campanello, the target of everyone’s ire belonged in the category of über-obnoxious.

“It’s called chutzpah,” said health editor Janice Kerr.

“Brass balls,” added decorating editor Jeanie Sims.

“Same difference,” said finance editor Sheila Conway.

I corrected them all. “No ladies, it’s called sleeping with the CEO.”

“Score one for our crafts editor,” said Cloris.

I, Anastasia Pollack, being the crafts editor in question, executed a mock bow, then turned to Naomi Dreyfus, our editorial director. “So what do we do now?”

Naomi threw her hands up in the air. Little ever rattled the Grace Kelly perfection of our serene editorial director, but even she sported deep frown lines as we surveyed the devastation. “We make the best of a crappy situation for the next two days.”

Trimedia, our parent company, was a major sponsor of the Celebrating Women show, with a display area that spanned both sides of the long center aisle at the convention center. American Woman, the monthly magazine responsible for our weekly paychecks, had been assigned four consecutive spaces, forty linear feet, on one side of the aisle. The remaining space was divided up between the rest of Trimedia’s holdings that catered to women TV viewers, radio listeners, and magazine readers.

Each of our eight editors had received five feet of space. We’d spent the better part of the last two weeks coordinating our efforts to create a cohesive display where we’d each meet and greet attendees, hand out free copies of the magazine, do demos, and offer make-it/take-it projects. With schematics in hand, we’d spent most of yesterday setting up the booth.

Now, with the show opening to the public in a matter of minutes, we stood in the aisle, our mouths agape at the destruction of all our hard work. Overnight our forty feet had shrunk to twenty, half our booth appropriated by Philomena Campanello, the self-proclaimed Queen of Bling, otherwise known as Trimedia’s newest star and CEO Alfred Gruenwald’s newest arm candy.

When we’d finished setting up the American Woman booth late yesterday afternoon, Philomena hadn’t even arrived. An army of minions must have worked late into the night to create the flashy extravaganza now occupying half our space plus her originally allocated forty feet.

Philomena had begun her career as Philly-Mean-A, a twenty-something white gangsta, often called the female Eminem. Whether through savvy business advisors, her own smarts, or sleeping with the right people, the potty-mouthed street rapper from Philadelphia had morphed into the first-named-only Philomena and parlayed herself into a business empire replete with her own line of perfume, fashions, and accessories, plus a multitude of endorsements.

Now, thanks to the help of one besotted CEO who’d convinced the Trimedia board to buy into her Bling! concept, the first issue of Bling! was on newsstands. A combination fashion, lifestyle, and entertainment monthly, the magazine featured ten percent fashion, ten percent lifestyle, and ten percent entertainment. The remaining seventy percent consisted mostly of ads for the various products Philomena hyped, thanks to her lucrative endorsement deals. But as anyone who has ever worked in the magazine business knows, advertising trumps content. Big time. Ads pay the bills and keep the company in the black.

Philomena’s Bling! bling currently encroached over half our designated exhibit space.

“Where’s our stuff?” asked Serena.

I stepped into the booth and ducked behind the eight-foot-tall back panels, each covered with a larger-than-life blow-up of a page from the current issue of American Woman. Half were now missing, along with half our models and hand-outs. Just as I suspected, I found everything heaped on the floor in haphazard piles.

Retrieving the smashed remains of a Potichomanie decoupage bowl, I returned to the gaggle of editors and held up the shards of broken glass. “Five hours to create, five seconds to destroy.”

“Good thing it was already photographed and appears in the current issue,” said beauty editor Nicole Emmerling. “At least you don’t have to pull an all-nighter to make another.”

I’d been down that road before when a psychopath had fixated on my mop dolls and used them as props in an act of vandalism and a couple of murders. However, even though the bowl had already been featured in the magazine, I had planned to keep it. You never know when a Potichomanie decoupage bowl might come in handy as a prop. Or as a gift.

Given that our current issue featured decoupage crafts, I wondered if any of my other missing models had survived intact, but I didn’t have time to dig through the mound of discarded items. Within minutes the doors would open, releasing a stampeding horde of women into the exhibition hall.

“Speaking of the blinga donna,” said Cloris. She cocked her head, directing our attention down the aisle where a blinged-out Philomena strutted toward us as if she were on a Fashion Week catwalk.

Looped over one arm she held a behemoth of a chainmail-draped and gold sequin-studded red patent leather bag, a relatively tame statement compared to the rest of her streetwalker chic outfit of skin-tight turquoise leopard leggings, red-sequined bustier, and a pair of purple stiletto high top sneakers. Peacock feathers sprouted from her platinum pouf hairdo. A large script P, covered in diamonds, hung from her neck, the bottom of the letter disappearing into her massive cleavage.

A Marilyn Monroe impersonator stood beside Philomena. Her toned body wore an extremely short tiger print silk sheath like a second skin. She towered over the vertically challenged Philomena, who was barely five feet tall minus her stilettos, by at least a foot and a half. Something told me Marilyn was actually a guy. Even so, I’d kill for his hourglass figure.

Philomena’s other arm looped through the arm of CEO Alfred Gruenwald who apparently had lost whatever common sense he once possessed as he approached his seventieth birthday. Behind them strutted Philomena’s entourage and Gruenwald’s combination driver/gopher boy. The guy’s intimidating stature alone would keep the riffraff at bay.

“Are you going to say something to him?” I asked Naomi.

“Would it matter?”

“No, but we’d all feel better if you let him know how pissed we are,” said Jeanie.

“Once more unto the breach,” muttered Naomi, reminding me of Ralph, my Shakespeare quoting parrot. She stepped to the center of the aisle. The rest of us closed ranks on either side of her, blocking the conquering army’s path to the Bling! display. With no easy way to maneuver around us, they were forced to stop.

“I’d like a word with the two of you,” said Naomi.

Philomena set her mouth into a tight line and stared straight ahead, ignoring Naomi. I think. It was hard to tell. For all anyone knew, hidden behind her enormous rhinestone encrusted sunglasses, she may have been spearing Naomi with the Evil Eye.

Gruenwald offered Naomi one of those affable businessman smiles that really means he knows he’s top dog, and you’d better not mess with him. Ever. “Certainly,” he said. “What’s on your mind?”

“After my editors spent all day yesterday setting up our booth, your girlfriend here pranced in last night and helped herself to half our space.”

Gruenwald the Clueless turned to Philomena. “Really?”

“You said you wanted to make a statement,” said the Blinged One. “How the hell do you expect me to make a statement with a measly forty feet of booth space?”

“Yes, but—”

I noticed that activity had halted in the surrounding booths. Various Trimedia staffers inched closer, some with smart phones in hand, already snapping photos and sending the latest Trimedia gossip out into the Twittersphere.

“No buts about it, sweetie. What’s more important to Trimedia, a third-rate supermarket rag or Bling!?” She waved her arm toward her sixty feet of prime exhibit space. “Now that’s a statement!” Then she turned to Marilyn. “Am I right, or am I right?”

“Right on!” shouted Marilyn, punctuating her agreement with a fist bump. The rest of Philomena’s entourage echoed the sentiment.

“She made a statement, all right,” said Serena.

“At our expense,” added Cloris.

I studied the garish Bling! booth. A giant disco ball, centered over the display, hung from a steel girder. As it rotated, pulsating laser lights within the ball flashed the Bling! logo across the convention center. I’m sure the other exhibitors loved that. Was gangsta chic really the sort of statement Trimedia wanted to make?

“So cathouse couture is the next big trend?” asked Tessa. “I must have missed that memo.”

Philomena got up too close and too personal with Tessa’s nose, dragging Gruenwald along with her. “Are you calling me what I think you’re calling me?”

Tessa didn’t flinch. She held her ground and offered Philomena a smile that was anything but friendly. “If the Manolo fits...”

“Why you—! Alfred, you gonna allow her to diss your woman like that?”

Gruenwald finally extricated his arm from Philomena’s and inserted himself between her and Tessa. “Now let’s all calm down.” He then addressed Naomi. “Your magazine has an established readership. We’re trying to tap into a new demographic with Bling! To do so, we need to go big and splashy.”

“That doesn’t give her the right to trash our booth,” I said. “If you wanted to give her more display space than us, we should have been told about it weeks ago, not ambushed this morning.”

Gruenwald glanced over at our reduced space, then down the aisle to Philomena’s enlarged area. “Well, what’s done is done. You’ll have to make do with the space you currently have. The show is about to open, and there’s nothing I can do at this point.”

With that, Philomena did exactly what I’d expect a spoiled brat celebrity to do: she flipped us the bird. Then she looped her arm back through Gruenwald’s and they, along with the entourage and Gopher Boy, proceeded down the aisle to the Bling! display.

“There’s no fool like an old fool,” muttered Naomi.

The rest of us cast sideways glances at each other. Naomi’s longtime significant other had made a similar spectacle of himself not that long ago with our magazine’s former fashion editor. Marlys Vandenburg now resides six feet under, thanks to my not-so-dearly departed husband’s loan shark.

In Naomi’s case, Hugo Reynolds-Alsopp, the former publisher of American Woman, had come to his senses, and the two had gotten back together. I wondered if Mrs. Gruenwald would be as forgiving of her husband’s lapse of sanity.

“What do you think he sees in her?” asked Sheila. “She’s so crass and low-class.”

“Beats me,” I said. “Maybe she’s stroking his ego. After all, he’s old enough to be her grandfather.”

“Oh, she’s stroking something all right,” said Tessa, “but I guarantee it’s not his ego.”

“Thank you very much,” said Janice. She screwed up her face and shuddered. “That’s one image I really didn’t want imprinted into my cerebral cortex.”

“So the old geezer’s a horn dog,” said Nicole. “What the hell does she see in him?”

“Can’t be his money,” said Serena. “She’s worth millions on her own.”

“Well, it’s certainly not his looks,” said Tessa. 

“That’s for sure,” said Sheila. “The guy resembles Ernest Borgnine. On a bad day.”

“Who’s Ernest Borgnine?” asked Tessa.

“Marty? From Here to Eternity?”

“Huh?”

“McHale’s Navy?” I offered.

When Tessa remained clueless, Sheila rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Google him.”

Further conversation concerning Philomena and Gruenwald halted with the onslaught of the first wave of show attendees making their way down the aisles.

Naomi clapped her hands together. “Show time, ladies.”

Since our space had been chopped in half, we quickly revised our game plan for the day. Half the editors grabbed copies of American Woman and stepped toward the edge of the booth to hand them out as people passed by in the aisle, the job Naomi had originally assigned herself. The rest of us took up positions behind our remaining podiums where we proceeded to demonstrate various techniques or dispense information. We’d switch off hourly.

While I decoupaged, Cloris decorated cupcakes, Tessa demonstrated scarf tying techniques, and Janice handed out refrigerator magnets listing the various signs of heart attack in women under forty. Oddly enough, chest pain wasn’t one of the symptoms. “Reading American Woman might save your life,” she told the women reaching for the magnets.

~*~

By six o’clock when the show closed for the day, I remembered why I hated working trade and consumer shows. “My aches have aches,” I said to no one in particular. My feet burned from standing for hours in heels, but I knew if I slipped my shoes off for some relief, I’d never get them back on.

I also knew from experience that we’d wait at least an hour in the cab or bus line to transport us to Penn Station. Hoofing it would get us on a train home much faster. If my feet survived the nearly mile-long walk. I meant to bring a pair of sneakers with me to switch into after the show, but I forgot to grab them as I rushed out the door that morning to catch the train into the city.

“Did you notice the only booth space where Trimedia coughed up the extra dough for thicker carpet and padding is Bling!’s?” asked Jeanie.

I hadn’t, but sure enough, when I glanced down the row, the Bling! carpeting rose a good two inches above the carpeting under our feet—including the twenty feet that used to belong to us. “Must be nice to have that kind of pull,” I said.

Philomena and her entourage had darted out the moment the show officially closed for the day. The Bling! booth had been jammed non-stop throughout the day. Even when I walked past during a break, I hadn’t seen much of it, given the crowds of women gathered in and around the booth. Now that people were streaming out of the convention center, I wandered over to take a close-up. The others followed my lead.

The décor matched the tackiness of Philomena’s outfit. “She makes Vittorio Versailles look sedate,” said Nicole.

Vittorio Versailles was an over-the-top designer our former fashion editor had sliced and diced in an issue last winter. He’d threatened to sue Trimedia, but Ricardo the loan shark got to Vittorio before Vittorio’s attorneys had a chance to draw up the papers.

“This booth seems more appropriate for one of those adult expos,” said Jeanie.

“Oh?” asked Janice.

“Not that I have personal experience,” Jeanie quickly added.

“You think Bling! will be successful?” I asked Naomi.

She shrugged. “Eventually people will wise up to the fact that the magazine is mostly ads. They’ll stop buying copies. Once that happens, ad revenues will dip, and the magazine will fold. I give it a year tops.”

“Even with most of the ads for products Philomena’s endorsing?” asked Tessa.

“Advertisers are fickle,” said Naomi. “As her contracts near expiration, the advertisers will be courting the next hot spokesperson. Philomena has no staying power.”

“Yet she’s raking in megabucks right now,” said Serena.

“I’d kill for an endorsement deal,” said Tessa. “I wouldn’t care if it only lasted a year or two.”

“One can only hope Naomi is right,” said Sheila. She glanced around the garish exhibit. “I feel dirty just standing here.”

“And yet her booth was mobbed all day,” I said.

“For what? Lollipops?” She picked one up out of a large fishbowl on the back counter. “Omigod!”

“What?” We all turned to stare at her. Sheila’s normally peach complexion was now as flaming red as her hair. “These aren’t lollipops.” She passed one to each of us.

“They certainly aren’t,” said Tessa. “I wonder if the Trimedia board knows she’s passing out condoms with the Bling! logo emblazoned on them.”

“Maybe you should put in a call to your Uncle Chessie,” said Cloris.

Tessa’s Uncle Chester Longstreth sat on the Trimedia board. The connection had scored her the fashion editor position but hadn’t helped her when Trimedia forced us into what amounted to indentured servitude last spring.

Tessa grabbed a handful of rubber lollipops and slipped them into her purse. “I might just do that.”

“So what’s with the Marilyn Monroe impersonator?” I asked no one in particular.

Tessa’s eyes grew wide. “You don’t know who that was?”

“If I knew, would I be asking?”

“That’s Norma Gene,” said Tessa.

“You’re kidding.”

“You’ve never heard of Norma Gene?”

“I know Norma Jeane was Marilyn Monroe’s real name, but she died decades before you were born.”

“And she didn’t stand nearly seven feet tall,” said Sheila.

Tessa rolled her eyes. “Do you people live under a rock?”

“Hey, you didn’t know Ernest Borgnine,” said Cloris, sticking up for Sheila and me.

Tessa turned to her. “Has Ernest Borgnine been on the cover of Us and People lately? Is he mentioned on Page Six? Or on TMZ?”

“Doubtful, considering he’s dead.”

“Well, Norma Gene has. Several times over the last few months.”

“So, are you going to tell us who she is or not,” asked Janice.

Good to know I’m not the only clueless editor on the American Woman staff when it comes to Norma Gene.

Tessa heaved a huge sigh before answering. “Norma Gene is Gail to Philomena’s Oprah. They’re BFFs.”

“Is she a he?” I asked, curiosity winning out over political correctness.

“Norma Gene is in the process of gender reassignment. Everyone knows that. You should really keep abreast of current events, Anastasia.”

“I’ll add it to my to-do list.” I picked up a copy of Bling! and started leafing through the pages. Even though I’d been aware of Trimedia’s newest baby, I hadn’t paid much attention to the birth. The Bling! staff occupied offices on another floor of our building, and this was the first time I’d had a chance for an up-close-and-personal with the newest corporate rugrat.

A quick scan of the Table of Contents piqued my curiosity. “What in the world is Vajazzling?” I asked as I flipped pages to find the article.

“They’ve got an article about Vajazzling?” asked Nicole. “Are they including pictures?”

“Oh yeah!” I stared at the eight-by-ten glossy depiction of a certain normally covered-up section of Philomena's anatomy. “This makes rubber lollipops tame, ladies.”

“Let me see.” Serena grabbed the magazine out of my hands. Everyone else clamored around her to ogle.

“Why would anyone want to do that to themselves?” asked Sheila.

“I wonder if it’s painful,” said Cloris.

“Not Vajazzling,” said Tessa, “but the full Brazilian you get beforehand hurts like hell.”

We all turned to stare at her. “You know this from personal experience?” I asked.

She executed another eye roll directed toward me. “How can you work at a women’s magazine and not know about the latest trends in beauty and fashion?” She glanced up and down the aisle to make sure no one else was around. Then she unzipped the fly front of her designer trousers and pulled down a scrap of pink silk fabric to show off her own Vajazzling, a series of crystals decorating the upper area of her hairless nether region.

“That’s sick,” said Jeanie.

The rest of us concurred except for Nicole who seemed more than a little interested. “How long does it last?”

“About five days,” said Tessa as she zipped up her pants. “Then they start falling off.”

“And you paid how much for this?” asked Sheila.

“Nothing. Many spas are giving them away free with a Brazilian, but it depends where you go. I’ve heard of places charging up to a hundred dollars.”

“What a waste of money!” proclaimed our finance editor.

Cloris elbowed me in the ribs. “So when are we going to see a column on the hot new craft trend of vagina bedazzling?”

Naomi answered for me. “When hell freezes over.”

~*~

My mother ambushed me the moment I arrived home. “Anastasia, we need to talk.”
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