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      Marjorie didn’t notice the typo until she got the first batch of cookbooks back from the printers. “How to Cook Husbands” adorned the cover in bright red script, just above the photograph of a lovely cook ham dinner. For a brief moment, Marjorie read it the correct way “How to Cook for Husbands.” Then she read it aloud and realized the error.

      “Oh dammit,” she said.

      Her sister, Ellen, wandered in from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dish towel.

      “What’s wrong?”

      “They got the title wrong. Look at this.” Marjorie handed her a copy of the cookbook.

      After a moment, Ellen burst out laughing.

      “It’s not funny,” Marjorie said.

      “It sure is! I know several women who’d love to know how to cook their husbands.” She wiped her eyes with the towel.

      “This is a fund raiser for the community center,” Marjorie said. “They paid for the printing and it’s all ruined.”

      Ellen’s laughter trickled away. “Oh. Um, maybe we can sell them as a gag.”

      “I don’t think they’d go for that.” She dropped the book back into the carton. “Almost ten grand, gone. They took a chance on it. I had to talk them into it and now it’s ruined.”

      “Listen, it’s not that bad.” Ellen picked up the book again and thumbed through it. “The recipes are great. I think you should still sell it.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous. The community center would never go for it.”

      “Okay, how about this? We sell it online. We don’t have to have any affiliation with the community center but you hand over the money to them. That way they still get the funds but don’t have to be associated with it.”

      Marjorie chewed on her lower lip, a habit she learned from their mother. “I don’t know.”

      “Come on,” Ellen said. “It could work. I bet ladies would love it. It’s good for a laugh and your recipes are wonderful.” She nudged her sister.

      Marjorie sighed. “I don’t know anything about selling online.”

      “Don’t worry about that,” Ellen said. “Leave it to me. Suzanne down the street’s got an online store. She can help.”

      Before Marjorie could protest, Ellen dropped the towel on the dining table and headed out the front door, carrying a copy of the mis-titled cookbook with her.

      By the end of the week Ellen had worked her magic and the new website for “How to Cook Husbands” was live and waiting for the first orders. Sitting beside Ellen in front of the laptop on the dining room table, Marjorie shook her head.

      “I don’t believe this will work,” she said.

      “Why not?” Ellen said. “It’s a great gimmick. Your turkey surprise is worth the price of the book. It’s all about getting attention. Next thing we have to do is create a little video for it.”

      “A video? What about?”

      “Talk about the book and the recipes. Wink at the camera, like a joke that the ingredients aren’t really supposed to be their husbands.”

      Marjorie sighed. “This is stupid.”

      “Sure it is but it might get some orders. Come on, Marj, let’s give it a shot!”

      Why she let her sister talk her into it, Marjorie didn’t know, but it had always been that way. No matter what the wild scheme, Ellen wanted to go for it and always dragged Marjorie along for the ride. No matter how much she wanted to, she could never say no to Ellen. It had been that way for over fifty years, Ellen proposing an idea and Marjorie protesting but going along anyway. What else could she do? She had always doted on her younger sister.

      Ellen borrowed a video camera from Suzanne down the street and they set it up in the kitchen. Marjorie wore her favorite apron, black with blue flowers on it. She held up the cookbook and displayed her prized recipe for turkey surprise, emphasizing the importance of fresh herbs and spices. At Ellen’s urging, she made a special note not to use  husbands in this recipe and even winked at the camera.

      “Not bad,” Ellen said. “Turn your head a bit to the right this time. I’m getting a shadow across your face.”

      Five takes later, they had it or so Ellen said. She headed for the office and the laptop to edit and upload the footage. Marjorie decided she might as well make use of the ingredients they had out and actually make her turkey surprise. It was more than enough for the two of them for dinner. She called Suzanne and another few friends to see if they wanted to come by for dinner.

      Several hours later, four of them sat around the dining table, the remains of the meal scattered across the table top. Barbara, one of Marjorie’s friends, raised her wine glass.

      “To another delicious meal,” she said.

      “Here here,” Suzanne seconded.

      They all raised their glasses and drank. Marjorie smiled at them.

      “Thanks for coming by. I didn’t want to make the turkey surprise and let it go to waste.”

      “This is my favorite recipe of yours,” Barbara said. “This and the caramel butter custard.”

      “That sounds great,” Suzanne said. “Very decadent.”

      “Speaking of decadent,” Ellen piped up. “Let’s see how your video is doing.”

      “Video?” Barbara said.

      Marjorie sighed. “It’s the whole cookbook thing. Ellen decided we needed to do a video to help promote it.”

      “That’s a great idea,” Suzanne said.

      Marjorie shook her head. “Oh it’s silly. The whole thing is preposterous. Who’s going to buy a cookbook about cooking their husbands?”

      Ellen returned, carrying the laptop cradled in her hands. “Looks like a few people are interested in it.”

      She pushed her plate aside and set the laptop on the table. Carrying their wine glasses, the women gathered around as Ellen sat down. She pulled up the video about the turkey surprise recipe from How To Cook Husbands. Marjorie sucked in a breath at the site of the graph with the line sloping straight up.

      “What is that?”

      “That is the number of views,” Ellen said. “I posted this just before dinner a few hours ago, it’s already past two thousand.” She refreshed the screen and the number leaped again.

      “That’s crazy,” Marjorie said.

      Suzanne patted her shoulder. “Looks like you’re popular, Marj. You should make another video.”

      Ellen’s eyes lit up. “Definitely! One of the dessert recipes. And make more references to husbands.”

      Marjorie backed away, shaking her head. “No, that’s enough. One video is enough. It’s just a fluke. No one has anything better to do on a Sunday night. We haven’t even sold any cookbooks.”

      “Well, let me just check the email.” Ellen tapped at the keyboard. The screen changed. Ellen squealed.

      “Ten orders already!”

      “You have to do another video, Marj,” Suzanne said. “You’re a hit!”

      “Ten isn’t that much,” Marjorie said. “It costs more than that to buy the ingredients.”

      “If you make the caramel butter custard, I’ll buy the ingredients as long as I get to take it home.” Barbara piped up.

      “Come on, Marj,” Ellen said. The familiar eager grinned spread across her face, daring Marjorie forward. As always, Marjorie felt her resolve weaken in front of her sister’s enthusiasm.

      “Well, I do like making that custard,” she said.

      Before she spoke another word, the ladies were in motion, clearing the table and pulling out the camera.

      “I don’t have all the ingredients,” Marjorie said.

      Barbara grabbed a copy of the book. “I’ll pick them up! Be back in half an hour.” She ducked out the front door.

      “Wear that same apron,” Suzanne said. “But a different top underneath. Something light, maybe yellow. And no print. It’s too busy on the camera.”

      By the time she was satisfied with Marjorie’s attire, Barbara had returned with the ingredients. She and Ellen arranged them on the counter in kitchen.

      “Now do the same thing,” Ellen said. “Remember to mention not really using husbands.”

      “Drink this first,” Suzanne said. “Loosen up a bit.” She poured Marjorie a glass of wine.

      A few more hours and they had a new video ready for posting and dessert for enjoying. As Marjorie served the caramel butter custard, Ellen reviewed the video and prepared it for posting.

      “Don’t you have to do more editing?” Marjorie said.

      “No, you were smoother on this one,” Ellen said.

      “Maybe it was those three glasses of wine,” Suzanne said.

      Marjorie pursed her lips as the ladies laughed. She tried to hold her own laughter in but lost out. Soon she laughed along with them.

      “Shut up and eat your dessert!”
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      The next morning, Ellen came running into the kitchen as Marjorie poured the coffee. Ellen almost slammed the laptop down on the counter, making Marjorie jump a little. The coffee pot jiggled in her hand and she barely avoided spilling.

      “Watch it, Ellen! What’s the matter with you?”

      “Marjorie, we’ve got orders for over two hundred cookbooks.”

      Marjorie poured milk into her coffee and stirred. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

      “Take a look.” Ellen turned the laptop toward her. The list scrolled down the screen and kept going as Ellen hit the page down button. Again and again. And again.

      Marjorie stopped stirring, staring at the screen.

      “Those are cookbook orders?”

      “They sure are.” Ellen grabbed her arm and squeezed. “Marj, you’re a hit!”

      Marjorie felt like she sleptwalked through the day until she got home in the evening. Ellen was already in the living room, surrounded by padded envelopes.

      “Good, you’re home. Start stuffing.” Ellen pointed at a stack of envelopes by the overstuffed green armchair.

      “We have to get these packages up as soon as possible.”

      “What’s the rush?” Marjorie said. She stuck a cookbook in an envelope and included a folded invoice at Ellen’s direction.

      “Oh no rush,” Ellen said. “We only got another two hundred orders this afternoon.”

      She laughed as Marjorie dropped the envelope, spilling the book out on the floor.

      “Be careful with that,” Ellen said. “We want our customers to be happy with their copies.”

      Marjorie picked up the book and shoved it into the envelope. “I can’t believe so many people are buying the book.”

      “It’s you,” Ellen said. “You’re a hit! Almost every order mentions your recipe videos and the numbers have jumped through the roof. We have to do another one.”

      “Oh no.” Marjorie shook her head and found her hands were shaking as well. “I can’t do another one.”

      “But you’ve got to, Marj! People love them and they’re buying the cookbook. Just think of all the money you’re earning for the community center.”

      Ellen used her favorite pleading expression, the one Marjorie had never been able to resist since they were kids. Even now it made Marjorie uncomfortable to see the mix of eagerness and distress on her sister’s face.

      “Well, maybe one more.”

      That evening they created three more videos, each on a different type of meal; breakfast, lunch, and a quick dinner using regular, what’s ever in the fridge sort of food. By eleven o’clock, Marjorie slumped over the kitchen table as Ellen turned off the camera.

      “No more,” she said.

      “That’s fine. We’ve got enough for a week or so,” Ellen said. She carried the camera out of the room, missing Marjorie hmph of exasperation.

      Left with several meals, Marjorie packaged it up and stuffed it into fridge. She’d be having leftovers at the office this week. At least there was a selection.

      The next day, orders for the cookbook doubled and then doubled again two days later. By the end of the week Ellen suggested a stuffing party to help keep up with the packaging. Supplying cheese, crackers and wine, Marjorie, Ellen, Suzanne and Barbara sat around the living room, stuffing cookbooks into envelopes.

      By ten, Marjorie’s fingers ached. She took a break to pour herself another glass of wine. Unfortunately the white held none of its chill from earlier in the evening but it was still better than nothing, she thought as she sipped.

      “I’ll be glad when this is over,” she said. “I’m getting tired of stuffing envelopes.”

      “For the next print run, we’ll do it POD. Let someone else deal with the headaches of packing and shipping,” Ellen said.

      “What do you mean next print run?”

      Ellen folded over an envelope flap and tossed it onto the growing pile of finished orders. “When we finish this print run and we reorder.”

      “No, I’m done.”

      “How can you say that? You’ve got a hit on your hands.”

      “It’s a silly gimmick, that’s all. I don’t want to be stuck with tons of copies.”

      “That’s the beauty of POD,” Ellen said. “You aren’t stuck with copies. We’ll push to sell these and then let it go on its own. It’ll practically run itself.”

      “Then you can write the next one,” Suzanne said.

      Marjorie frowned. “You aren’t helping.”

      “Come on, Marj, don’t tell me you don’t have any more recipes.”

      “Maybe you can even include one using an actual
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