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SUMMER

was barefoot and standing in the surf when I married
Andrew. The bottom of my white dress was drenched
and sandy. Bella was there, grinning. Patrick offici-

ated. Max and Leah were on the dry sand holding their
brand new baby girls. Leah’s husband Ryan filmed the
whole thing so that the rest of the three sixty fivers could
watch me get hitched on zoom.

We got married at sunrise and I didn’t even wear a bra.
We didn’t send out invitations or make a big deal because
that wasn’t for us. We just knew we wanted to be together,
forever. So, we called up our friends and made it happen in
a matter of days. It suited me. I am, after all, a spontaneous
kind of woman.

After the “I dos,” we climbed up the bluff back to our
absolutely ridiculous house, and the breakfast feasting
began. There was champagne, and Patrick’s aunts, the
Laurent sisters - Josette, Celine and Jacqueline - flitted about
the kitchen baking and tending to everyone. With her babe
suckling at her breast, Max shoved a warm pistachio filled
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croissant in her mouth and moaned, “Holy Mary Mother of
God, this is beyond good. Très magnifique. Très
magnifique.”

Jacqueline who was flattening out pastry dough with a
rolling pin smiled to herself. She had baked the croissant.

Standing across the island, Patrick scowled, “Better than
mine?”

Max smiled, but didn’t coddle him. “You’re good and
talented, and you’ve got the touch, baby. But you are not the
baker who makes the croissant à la pistache of my child-
hood.” She shrugged her sorry.

Leah attempted to soften Max’s truth, “You can’t fight
nostalgia, but Patrick’s pesto and chicken on baguette is
literally to die for.”

Celine laughed as she teased, “Yes, but pesto is not
Maxaline’s favorite.”

Josette who was carrying a tray of unbaked treats
towards the oven, quipped, “Elle a toujours aimé le croissant
pistache et Patrick essaie de le faire parfaitement depuis le
jour où il l'a rencontrée.”

“Ugh. Oh my God. Speak English,” Patrick said,
sounding like a bratty teenager but still somehow jovial and
full of love.

Bella leaned over to Max and not so subtly whispered,
“What did she say?”

Max smirked, and then loudly said, “She revealed that
Patrick has been trying to perfect the pistachio croissant
since the day we met.”

Patrick rolled his eyes and lamented, “Not since the very
first day.”

Celine teased him some more. “Non, this is true. Only
since le deuxième jour.”
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Bella looked to Max for translation and she said, “Since
the second day.”

Patrick threw his hands up. “Ugh, fine. I’ve loved Max
since I was a kid. Is that what you want me to say? She’s
fucking perfect. And I want to make the best goddam pista-
chio croissants because she loves them.”

Max grinned like an idiot.
Andrew and I had been standing off to the side, just

basking in the glory of it all. I was leaning into him, my back
to his chest, when he lifted his glass, his deep voice
rumbling behind me as he said, “To loving a woman and
wanting to please her.”

“Here, here,” Ryan concurred.
Bella, whose eyes welled with tears, lifted her glass too,

but in contrast to the emotion on her face she said, “Bunch
of soft hearted dudes on this island,” and we all laughed.

It was nice to have the kitchen full of life and friends and
laughter. Deep in my belly I knew, everything had shifted. I
wasn’t alone. Neither was Andrew. We would never be alone
again. Finally, after a lifetime adrift, I had found home.

WE ATE until we couldn’t breathe and then we moved into
the living room to recline. There was a cacophony of gripes,
sighs and whining about being the fullest one had ever been
and pledges to never eat again. At some point, someone
turned on the television, but we continued to chat and
laugh, so we weren’t really watching until I heard the panic
in Bella’s voice when she said, “Oh my God.”

With her attention absolutely captivated by the screen,
she quickly leaned forward and grabbed the remote control
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from the coffee table. Punching the volume button with her
finger, she turned up the sound and the newscaster said,
“The husband and wife team behind LSA records is
presumed dead after their jet disappeared from radar
yesterday evening.”

At the same time Bella and I gasped. I didn’t personally
know the people who had died, but their son, Bruno went to
Roanoke with us. He was a tried and true three sixty fiver. In
fact, he’d even zoomed in earlier in the day to watch me get
married.

Next to me, Andrew was also shocked, said, “Oh Lord,
not the Difrancos.”

“You knew them?” I asked. I was aware that Bruno and
Bella knew each other prior to Roanoke, but I didn’t know
their parents were friends. Three sixty fivers didn’t talk
about their parents all that much.

Across the room, Bella was nodding. Tears were already
spilling down her cheeks.

When he answered me, Andrew’s voice was hollow, “I
feel like I’ve known them my whole life. We collaborated
many times. Our families have always been friends.”

“He’s already broken,” Bells lamented. She was talking
about Bruno. About a year ago he’d lost a very good friend
of his, a college roommate.

I stood, crossed the room and put my arms around her.
Death shook Bella, always. Understandably, her own losses
had rocked her world so badly. “He’s gonna be okay.” I said.
“We can help him. We can be there for him.”

Bella didn’t have time to respond to my comments
because the newscaster’s report had turned salacious and
Bruno’s name was being dragged through the mud.

“With the presumption that the Difranco’s are dead, the
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whole world is concerned for the future of LSA records. Will
the billboard topping record company be left in the hands
of the Difranco’s delinquent son, Bruno?”

The television cut to old footage of Bruno being arrested
at fifteen, a few months before he was sent to Roanoke. He’d
shoplifted or something like that and when he got caught he
was carrying a joint. It was quite the scandal at the time and
the reason his parents shipped him off. He never talked
about it. Never.

As the footage changed to feature images of a striking
Latina woman with streaks of pink in her hair, who always
standing two steps behind the Difrancos, The newscaster
continued in voice over, “Or will Ava Childs, the protégé
who the Difranco’s rescued from a life of poverty, man the
ship.”

Max huffed, “Why do I feel like that was racist? Was that
racist?”

Leah answered her, “I mean, it did sound like a rich
white couple rescued a hispanic girl from a doomed life as a
poor hoodlum…”

Patrick confirmed, “So yes, pretty racist.”
Shifting gears, I said, “Bruno hates Ava.”
“Really?” Ryan asked. “She seems so close to his

parents.”
“That’s probably why he hates her,” Leah guessed.
“Ava is pretty special, “ Andrew added. “The Difrancos

trusted her with everything. Even when she was a teenager.
It’s possible Bruno would be jealous of that, and if they left
the company to her…” He trailed off.

“I don’t know,” I said. “It might be more than that. I’ve
seen them together once or twice. Bruno and her have that
I-love-to-want-to-kill-you-vibe.”
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“No matter what,” Bells sighed. “I’m worried.”
“We’ll see how it plays out.” Andrew noted. “If he needs

help, I will be there. We all will, you, Summer and I.” I
smiled sadly at him and hugged Bella tighter.

LATER THAT NIGHT, alone in the dirty kitchen, cleaning up
the festivities of the day, Andrew asked me about Bruno,
“Are you as worried about the Difranco boy as Bella is?”

I wasn’t as worried, but I was pretty sure there was a
storm coming. I knew Bruno well and he often felt alone,
even when he wasn’t. He’d built a family of friends that was
more secure than most blood families, but grief and anger
consumed him.

“I’m not unworried,” I offered.
Andrew sighed. “Sadly, the Difranco’s and I had a lot in

common. They also put business before family and I don’t
think they ever got rocked the way I did. They never learned
that success isn’t the most important thing in life.”

I put two champagne flutes in the sink and said, “They
weren’t good to their son.”

“No,” he lamented as he wiped down the counter top. “I
don’t imagine they were. Appearances matter when you’re
in the public eye and Bruno was always wild. Even as a boy.
He was precocious, and exposed to an adult world too
young. When Bella and he were about nine, I caught him
stealing a pack of cigarettes from the jacket pocket of one of
my artists.”

“Did you tell his parents?” I asked, leaning against the
sink.

He crossed to me, handing me one last glass, and shook
his head. “Maybe I should have, but he swore he was just
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curious and begged me not to. I took the cigarettes from him
and told him that if I ever heard he was being a little shit
around Bella, I’d make sure to tell them.”

I laughed. “How protective of you.”
He shrugged, “Clearly, I am a gallant fellow through

and through.” Then, after a beat he sighed, “Growing up in
the music industry ain’t great. There’s a lot of messy shit
around. You know, the saying, drugs, sex, and rick and
roll.”

I nodded and then closed the space between us and
wrapped my arms around his middle. Sadly, I said, “It was a
strange thing to manage on our wedding day.”

He squeezed me tightly and said the best thing I could
think of. “We are real.We are honest. Always have been.
Always will be. We are in it for the good, the bad, the sad
and the ugly. Life doesn’t come any other way. Today was
real. This morning on the beach was a perfect moment.
Nothing changes that.”

I grinned, my cheek resting on his chest and repeated,
“Nothing changes that.”

“Nothing,” he confirmed. And then dropping his voice to
a deep dark groan, he growled, “Now wife, don’t you think
it’s high time for a little shaking and begging?”

Since our first night, shaking and begging had become
code for Andrew going down on me. And as far as I was
concerned it was always time for that, so I nodded, biting my
lip and clenching my thighs together.

“Good,” he said, picking me up and plopping me down
so that my ass landed on the counter. With a delightful
mischievous grin, he teased, “Spread your legs, baby. Show
me the money.”

I laughed, as I parted my knees and inched my dress up
to my waist. Andrew ran his hand up my leg, his thumb
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casually drifting up my inner thigh. Smirking, he asked,
“Ready for another perfect moment, Sunshine?”

I was ready for a lifetime full of them and with him by
my side, I was certain they were headed my way.

Need to Know more about Bruno and Ava?
CLICK HERE TO Preorder The Maverick Today!



ALSO BY LOLA WEST

Check Out the Big Sky Cowboy Series

Tofu Cowboy

Her Comeback

Imperfect Harmony

Wild Child

Her First Rodeo

Hot for the Holidays

Mistletoe in Malibu

Sweetheart Series

You Rock

It’s Raining Men Series

Screw Flirting

The Boys of Summer Series

Reckless Boy

Curvy Soulmates Series

Rockin’ Her Curves

12 Days of Kissmass Series

The Christmas Tart

Coming 2022



Dad Bod Series

Summer’s Dad Bod

A New Series by Lola West

WITH THE BAND

The Maverick


