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For Izzy and Jake—my life.




PROLOGUE


July 4th


Mia could see the shapes of revelers sitting on the dark beach. Their conversations were swallowed by the fireworks over Nantucket Harbor, the sea grass and yards of sand. She turned inland and flashed a bright smile as a red, white, and blue burst fanned out behind her. She dropped the smile, glanced at the selfie, and captioned it:


Happy 4th! #BeWyld #seasonaire


#dreamsummer #fireworks


As she pressed the “+” icon on the Instagram Story screen to post, the phone was smacked from her hand. It skipped off the concrete deck into the pool. She turned to see Presley’s face, furrowed in anger.


“What the fuck, Mia?” snapped Presley. The word “fuck” sounded wrong in her lilting Georgia Peach accent.


“Lyndon’ll be pissed if we don’t post,” Mia replied.


“And if we do, everyone’ll know we were here. That’s worse.”


“It was just my face and some fireworks. No one could tell where I am.” Mia fished out the phone before it sank. “Besides, you knocked it out of my hand before I posted.”


She showed the phone to Presley, screen black, water bubbling beneath the cracked glass. “Now it’s broken.”


“Good,” said Presley.


Their attention turned again to the middle of the pool. The lifeless body was floating, face down, arms and legs splayed out like a golden starfish.


“He did have a nice ass.” Presley cocked her head. “But he was a damn dog, hounding nonstop. Didn’t understand the word ‘no.’”


“Fuuuuuuck,” muttered Mia, crouching down, knees weak and hands shaking. She swallowed the swell of tears, knowing that if she released them, she wouldn’t stop.


Another blast of fireworks made her jump, despite the thumping house music echoing from the estate empty of revelers. The bassline met the hard beat of Mia’s heart as she watched the blood turn the pool’s crystal surface to tie-dye, like the shirts she used to make at Y summer camp a decade ago. Tie-dye was the start of Mia’s obsession with fashion. Now she represented Lyndon Wyld, one of the world’s hottest clothing lines, spending a dream summer in Nantucket as a seasonaire for the brand. It was all expenses paid as long as she shared every moment with her Instagram and Snapchat followers.


But Presley was right. This wasn’t a moment for sharing. Mia’s mind raced. I should’ve gone with Jade. Jade’s dad’s annual Blue Bash at his Hamptons mansion was in full swing. It was widely known that every celebrity on earth was there, but as far Mia knew, no dead bodies.


She couldn’t look away, as much as she wanted to. She had never seen a dead body before. The closest thing was her mother, who had grown so sick, pale, and gaunt, her frail bones were just a hanger for her tissue-paper skin. She was fading away. But she hadn’t been . . . killed.


“Get your tiny ass in here,” Presley demanded, breaking Mia’s trance. She took long strides toward the pool house that flickered with light from the candles burning inside. Mia followed past the flagpole, where the red Wear National flag fluttered beneath Old Glory. She stepped over plastic cups, cigarette butts, and soggy potato chips. Shaking, she wrapped her cardigan around her sundress even though the night air was warm.


When Mia crossed the threshold of the open door she stopped in her tracks. Ruby was lying on the red-and-white-striped daybed, unclothed and unconscious, her right eyelid swollen to twice its normal size.


“Oh my God, Ruby!” she cried.


The septum ring in Ruby’s nose was covered in blood. Blood was also smeared across her face.


“As if that bullring wasn’t fug enough.” Presley scowled. Save for her earlobes, Presley’s flawless body was void of piercings and tattoos. Mia had one tat, a small sunflower just above her ankle. Ruby had too many to count.


Woven bracelets and a thin blue enamel bangle hung from her limp wrist. Next to her hand, with its chipped silver polish, was a Smith & Wesson revolver in matching gun-metal.


Overwhelmed, Mia’s stomach roiled and forced out its contents.


Presley pulled a makeup compact from her purse, opened it, and held the mirror to Ruby’s mouth. She looked and saw faint breath fog. “He messed her up, but she’s alive.”


Mia released a sob, then lifted a plush white towel from the ground. She moved to lay it over Ruby’s naked body.


“Don’t,” ordered Presley.


“She’s just so . . .”


“It’s better if they find her like this. Doesn’t take a law degree to see it was self-defense,” said Presley.


“This is insane.” Mia’s eyes were glued to Ruby as if she could, like a magician, will her to be okay. “I can’t believe anyone would do this.”


Presley just shrugged.


“What the hell, Presley?” Mia motioned to Ruby.


Presley waved a hand. “I shouldn’t dis the girl in her current state, but she makes my trailer park cousins look like royals.”


A smartphone on the floor buzzed. Presley picked it up. The screen’s wallpaper was a selfie of Ruby in a tiny bikini covered with Wear National logos, her long blond hair with violet streaks blowing in the beach breeze.


“But you were right about this.” Presley turned the phone around to show Mia a text from Mac:


Are u ok?


“She was for sure buying drugs from him. They were probably fucking, too.”


Presley grabbed the towel from Mia and wiped the phone before she let it drop to the floor. “Regardless, any scumbag who would do this to a woman deserves what he gets.”


“Why were you here anyway?” asked Mia. “You’d eat dirt before going to a Wear National party.”


“I thought Mac was here, bringing a keg from the bar. I came to apologize to him because I was being a first-class cunt.” She nodded to Ruby’s smartphone. “But now I know my cuntiness was warranted. He wasn’t here, but—”


“Enough with the soap opera shit, Presley!” Mia exploded. “We need to call nine-one-one!”


“Whoa!” Presley leaned away. “I was going to do that, sugar, when you arrived.” Presley lifted the wall phone receiver.


The fireworks finale started outside with a steady stream of pops, bangs, and booms. Presley and Mia froze, waiting for silence. After the finale ended, Presley dialed.


The operator’s voice rose from the receiver. “Nine-one-one. What’s the emergency?” Presley hung up, wiping the phone with the towel.


Mia glared at her. “What? Why would you hang up?”


“They’ll come. Caller ID.”


Presley mopped up Mia’s vomit with the towel and saw a tiny diamond-tipped coke spoon in the corner. “That’s pretty, but I’ll leave it.”


Mia’s dismay turned to disgust when Presley shoved the balled-up barf towel at her. “Your hurl, girl.” Presley grabbed her arm and strode toward the door.


Mia resisted. “What are you doing?”


“We are leaving,” said Presley. “The fireworks are over. The other brand sluts will be back soon.”


“We can’t leave!” said Mia.


“We called nine-one-one, we did our job. But I didn’t sign up for this. Did you?” Presley’s arms were spread wide, as if presenting the scene to Mia.


Mia took a long last look at Ruby, then walked out the door with Presley. No, she didn’t sign up for this.




ONE


Memorial Day Weekend


My suitcase is way too small,” grumbled Mia as she sat on a large piece of luggage.


“Move over, lil sis.”


Mia slid right and her only brother, Sean, sat next to her on the suitcase. She reached underneath and pushed a couple skirts and shirts into the opening. She had watched every BuzzFeed video on packing hacks, but rolling sweaters and sticking underwear in her shoes didn’t help.


“Lose either the boots or the sewing kit,” said Sean.


Mia nodded to the old sewing machine on her desk. “I’d fit that in here if I could.” Grunting, she zipped around the suitcase’s perimeter. She stood and brushed her hands together, grinning triumphantly. “Didn’t have to lose anything.”


Sean chuckled. “You’re pretty cocky for someone who’s never been out of Southie.”


“We visited Dad once in Paramus.” Mia picked up a satin jewelry pouch from the nightstand, dropping in four thin blue enamel bangle bracelets that had been sitting next to a framed photo of a younger Mia and Sean with their mom, Kathryn, a radiant brunette with sparkling green eyes. There were no photos of her dad anywhere in this small bedroom. Ray, a handsome jobless bullshitter, had cheated on Kathryn countless times. When Mia was six, her parents split and Ray left South Boston. Mia saw him once a year around the holidays, when he visited from New Jersey, where he lived with his new wife and two kids. She didn’t know what her half siblings looked like, which was fine with her. When she was ten, Ray gave her twenty bucks for Christmas, but made such a big deal out of it that she vowed she would never take another handout. She’d forge her own way and take care of her mom, who had devoted her life to Mia and Sean.


Kathryn worked at the Gillette factory during the day, coming home to make dinner and help with homework. Then, she got up at 3:00 a.m. and went to work at the neighborhood bakery, preparing treats for the morning customers. When she woke Mia and Sean for school, she smelled like a vanilla cupcake.


Four years ago, Kathryn got tired, really tired. She thought it was because she ran herself ragged, but after another year, when she could barely get out of bed, she finally went to the doctor. She was diagnosed with non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma. Mia’s part-time job at a neighborhood thrift shop helped pick up the slack. When Sean wasn’t at school, he worked at McGoo’s Pizza. They were hanging on in their little apartment, but barely.


One February afternoon, Mia was arranging merchandise at the thrift shop. The snowy weather wasn’t ideal for shopping, so the store was empty, save for Mia’s boss, Pam. Pam spent most of her time taking selfies, since Mia had proven she was good at making a sale. A pretty thirty-something entered and started browsing, one eye on Mia. Mia noticed her put-together winter outfit, which included an Hermès bag, a chic felt fedora over her long blond hair, and a sapphire solitaire necklace around her neck. She was a different type of clientele than the usual neighborhood women who visited in a chatty clump.


Mia picked a piece of lint off a magenta silk top she was straightening on a hanger. “Can I help you?”


The woman touched the silk top. “My Lyndon Wyld tweed trousers would look brilliant with this,” she said in a British accent.


“I love Lyndon Wyld,” Mia replied.


“I could’ve called that when I walked in here.”


“But those clothes are a little pricey for me, and they never end up here because people hang on to them like gold.”


“That’s true,” said the woman. “But they don’t cost a penny for seasonaires.”


“For who?” Mia shifted under the woman’s gaze.


“Lyndon Wyld chooses six brand ambassadors to go to Nantucket for the summer.”


“Nantucket? I’ve never been lucky enough to visit. Come to think of it, I don’t know anyone who has.” Mia continued to straighten the racks.


The woman smiled. “Seasonaires party, loll in the sun, wear great clothes, and get paid twenty grand to do it.”


“Sounds too good to be true. Where do I sign up?” Mia said, still only half paying attention.


“The application is on the website. You have to make a video. Just be you, because your style is the dog’s bollocks.”


Mia offered a perplexed chuckle.


“That means ‘fabulous.’” The woman motioned to Mia’s ensemble. “Classic with just a hint of edge.”


“Thanks.” Mia glanced down at herself. “All gently loved. Mom’s turtleneck, boots are from here, and these”—she smoothed her high-waisted jeans—“were my friend’s. She gained the Freshman Fifteen and now they’re mine.”


The woman clapped her hands once. “Her gain was your gain.”


Mia wanted to say that she would’ve gladly gained the Freshman Fifteen all her girlfriends loathed. They got to go to college. She had applied to MassArt for fashion design, but the steep tuition tanked her plans, even with financial aid. During what would have been her freshman and sophomore years, she’d taught herself everything: how to draw designs, make patterns, sew by hand and machine. She needed to get out of Southie, and fashion would be her ticket.


The woman pointed to the silver framed cutouts at the ankles of Mia’s jeans. “I lust the grommets.”


“I added those,” said Mia.


“Smashing!” The woman leaned in and whispered, “I know people, so I’ll nudge if you throw in that fab scarf with the top.” She nodded to a paisley scarf hanging on a nearby hook.


Mia’s boss was busy taking selfies in berets, so Mia slipped the scarf in a bag with the top and rang up the sale.


That weekend, Mia went on the Lyndon Wyld website. Sean helped Mia make a video. He manned her smartphone camera while she went about “Favorite Activities,” as the website instructed. She sketched and stitched lace into a vintage blouse, talking about how she had been lucky enough to inherit her grandmother’s sewing machine. She cooked pasta, made snow angels, and revealed her obsession with documentaries. South Boston’s beaches were nearby, but Mia’s fair, slightly freckled skin had never seen a day there, so she chuckled when she said she’d need “a boatload of sunscreen” for eight weeks in Nantucket.


At the end of the video, she and her mother kissed toward the camera. Kathryn’s sparkling eyes were the only feature that remained from the photo on Mia’s nightstand. Cancer had robbed her of her radiance.


“Way to tug at the heartstrings,” Sean said sarcastically as he transferred the video to Mia’s laptop.


“Why are you being a dick?” Mia shot back. “You’ve had fun every friggin’ day playing baseball while you work toward your dream. I should get a chance at mine.” Sean had received a full baseball scholarship at Boston College, and the majors were already recruiting him.


Mia pointed to the Lyndon Wyld site with its bold headline beneath a slideshow of catalog-perfect bodies and smiling faces doing everything the blond woman at the thrift shop described:


A seasonaire’s summer is the dream of a lifetime! #BeWyld


“I get it, Mia.” Sean looked at her with empathy. “I just think that showing Mom is a little . . . manipulative.”


“I’m supposed to share my life,” Mia replied. “Mom is my life.”


Before uploading the video, Mia filled out the online application. Sean noticed the age requirement: 21–24.


“Well, that sucks,” said Sean.


Mia keyed in 21.


“What are you doing?” Sean furrowed his brow. “You’re not twenty-one for another ten months.”


“We need the money, right?”


Sean couldn’t argue—they did need the money.


They read the release form: Participant assumes all risks, to include, without limitation, serious injury, illness or disease, death and/ or property damage.


“Because lounging on the beach in trendy clothes is dangerous,” scoffed Sean.


“They’re covering their asses.” Mia clicked the form’s Accept box, thinking, What’s the worst thing that could happen?


The e-mail came in April. Mia shrieked, then danced around her room like a goofball. She ran to the liquor store down the street for a bottle of sparkling apple cider to celebrate with her family. She bought a box of crackers and placed them next to the homeless woman sleeping against the dull brick building next to hers. Most of the buildings on her block were dull and brick. Parts of South Boston were changing with an influx of upwardly-mobile hipsters, but until this e-mail, she feared life would never change for her.


Sean texted that he was taking an extra shift at work, so Mia and Kathryn toasted alone.


A check for half her seasonaire’s fee arrived a month later, with the rest coming at the job’s end. She stared at it for ten solid minutes because she’d never seen that many zeros in real life. She deposited it in the household account.


“Use the debit card to buy whatever you want there,” Kathryn said as she swallowed her meds at the kitchen table with Sean.


“How about a yacht?” Mia put the spaghetti she’d cooked on plates. “That’s what Nantucketers buy, right?”


“Don’t say ‘Nantucketers’ or you might end up at the bottom of the Sound.” Sean sprinkled Parmesan cheese on his spaghetti and dug in.


“Bite your tongue, Sean.” Kathryn gave his hand a play-slap, then looked at Mia. “I know you’ll be careful.”


Memorial Day couldn’t come soon enough. Sean pretended he didn’t give a shit that Mia was leaving, but he ended up pulling her in for a bear hug.


“Bye, turd,” he said. “Have a really terrible time.”


Mia laughed, tears welling for a beat.


“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” said Kathryn. She had been pretty wild at Mia’s age—that’s how she’d ended up with Sean. She took Mia’s face in her hands and kissed her forehead, her cheeks, and her nose, like she had when Mia was little.


“Mom,” Mia chuckled.


Mia took the bus to the Hyannis harbor terminal. She stared out the window for the entire ninety-minute drive, because she was afraid if she spoke to anyone she would burst into tears. She felt guilty for leaving her mom and even guiltier for saddling Sean with all the responsibility.


At the harbor, she stepped onto the ferry and walked through to the bow, passing parents putting life jackets on excited children, their bored teenagers texting. Mia imagined that the couples with their arms around each other were heading for a romantic getaway. The few people near her age were already drinking beers and joking around before the boat even set off.


Mia’s guilt seemed to wash away in the wake as she floated farther and farther from Southie. She took a photo of the calm waters and clear blue skies ahead, posting to her Instagram account, miamamasgrl:


Here’s to the dream. #BeWyld #summer




TWO


I will end that fucking rodent for biting off me,” snapped Lyndon into her smartphone, which she gripped with meticulously French-manicured fingers.


The young male flight attendant approached and placed down a tea setting—fine china, engraved with the Lyndon Wyld logo, which also adorned the green and beige seats on the private jet. Lyndon lifted the teapot lid, then lowered the phone to her side.


“It’s not hot enough, I can tell,” she said in her clipped British accent.


“I apologize, Ms. Wyld.” The flight attendant picked up the tray.


“Thank you,” added Lyndon with a smile that said, I value you, but I own you, too.


The flight attendant returned to the galley and Lyndon went back to her phone call. “Did you just dare say to me ‘Imitation is the best form of flattery?’” Her smile had turned to a glower. “Tell Otto Hahn that if I see one item—one fucking sock or headband or pair of knickers—that looks remotely like mine, I will sue him so fast, his tiny todger will fall off.”


She clicked off the phone and swiftly exhaled.


Grace, Lyndon’s younger sister and personal assistant, reached into her tote for a gold pillbox. She handed Lyndon a Valium.


Lyndon swallowed the pill with a sip of water from the logo-adorned bottle Grace held toward her. “As if it’s not bad enough that he opened a Wear National store down the street from ours, he’s also calling his paltry band of brand ambassadors seasonaires.”


“What did Elaine say about that?” asked Grace.


“You mean the idiot who calls herself my attorney? She said I don’t have a lock on the name.”


“We’ll find a new attorney.” Grace shrugged. “I can’t fart without hitting one waiting to be your counsel.”


“Poor things.” Lyndon grimaced. “I shared a room with you growing up, remember?”


“If you can’t toot in front of your sister, who can you toot in front of?”


“Attorneys, apparently.”


Grace broke into a laugh, which loosened up Lyndon. She chuckled.


When Lyndon and Grace were young and poor, which was the case over two decades earlier, they worked at a posh resort in the Cotswolds. They pined over the clothes that their wealthier peers wore. Grace lamented that “everyone should be able to look that toff.” Lyndon, never one to play victim, took that idea and ran with it. She zipped through a fast-track undergraduate business degree at Staffordshire University, but learned the most rising through the ranks working at Selfridges department store. The result was her self-named clothing line.


Now, on the cusp of forty, Lyndon looked closer to thirty thanks to some strategic nips, tucks, and injections. With her smooth golden bob and Pilates-toned body, she was impeccably classic, yet accessible-by-design. That’s why her line was impeccably classic, yet accessible-by-design. Lyndon had always been the beauty and the brains. Grace, a curvy ginger, was the humor and the help, following behind her older sister because she didn’t have the drive or focus to steer her own ship.


Grace opened her laptop. “Forget about Otto’s manky little tarts. Let’s review our picks for this summer since we’re going to meet them shortly.” She clicked on the file: Seasonaires. “Fresh meat!”


This elicited a chuckle from Lyndon. “Don’t be wretched, Grace!”


Lyndon paid homage to her salad days working at the resort by calling her brand ambassadors “seasonaires.” They came and went with the vacation seasons—summers in coveted locales like Martha’s Vineyard, Cape Cod, and Ibiza; winters in Aspen, Gstaad, and the French Alps. Her first crew of trendsetters converged on Nantucket eight years earlier, and after that summer, her brand’s margins exploded.


Six sub-folders opened on Grace’s laptop screen: Grace clicked on the one marked “Cole” to reveal a photo of a handsome twenty-something with emerald green eyes and a gentle smile.


“I still don’t understand why you wanted this lad,” said Grace. “He’s got the look, but no social following.”


“People appear out of nowhere and succeed,” replied Lyndon. “Look at Otto. I was already busting my arse for years when he popped out of his hovel.” She pointed to Mia’s folder. “Remind me about this pretty bird.”


Grace opened the folder. “Mia from Boston.” She played the video without the sound. “She’s the one with the sick mum.”


“Right, right,” said Lyndon. “We should bring the mum out for a weekend. Put her up at The Wauwinet with a butler. Take her on the yacht, get her a massage, have the girl snap and post the whole thing. We’ll look like bloody heroes.”


Lyndon’s phone buzzed with an Instagram notification:


thenewpresley just posted a video


She clicked on the notification and a video played. Freshly made-up, long corn silk–hued hair curled to beach-sexy perfection, Presley stood in front of the Lyndon Wyld Nantucket store. “I’m baaaack, y’all!” she drawled. “This summer is going to be wild. Lyndon Wyld, that is!”


The video ended. “Our reigning queen just hit nine hundred and thirty thousand followers,” said Lyndon.


“Your idea to bring her back was brilliant,” remarked Grace.


“And your scrappy Southie is positively ace.” Lyndon nodded to Mia in her video. “A little healthy competition never hurt anyone.”



THREE


Despite the full ferry, the ride was the most peaceful two hours Mia could remember. Hundreds of sailboats were a white tufted welcome into Nantucket Harbor, skimming the water like a choreographed dance.


A man with his arms around a woman pointed to the sea of boats. “Figawi weekend is the start of Nantucket’s summer season,” Mia overheard him say.


“Figawi?” The woman glanced back at him.


“In 1972, when three drunk friends in a sailing race here got lost in the fog, one shouted in his thick New England accent ‘Where the fuck aw we?’ Figawi.”


The woman laughed. Mia chuckled to herself.


The ferry was close enough that she could see the detail on the matching white, gray, and brown wood-shingled homes and buildings framing the harbor. The beautiful view was a far cry from her Southie neighborhood’s dull cityscape.


She took a selfie and group texted Sean and her mom:


Miss u already.


Sean’s text popped back:


Bullshit.


Her mom’s text followed:


Language!


Her mom sent a kissy face emoji that Mia returned. Her heart beat faster as the ferry pulled into the harbor. A Mercedes G-Wagen convertible, wrapped in Lyndon Wyld green and beige with a chrome logo on the grill, waited on the dock. The driver leaning on the car was shirtless and in plaid board shorts that hung below his V-line. He was smooth, chiseled and bronzed, like an Abercrombie & Fitch model.


“Oh, shit,” Mia muttered under her breath as she dragged her overstuffed suitcase to the car.


“Hop in the G,” Mister A&F said with a devilish grin, jumping in without an offer to help. Breathless from the effort and the nerves, Mia climbed in the passenger’s seat. Mister A&F leaned over, startling her. He held up his smartphone for a selfie of them. Mia thought she smiled, but it happened so quickly, she wasn’t sure. Mister A&F was already posting on Snapchat. He put the car in gear. “I’m Grant.”


“Mia.” She stuck her hand out for a shake, but it was ignored, so she pulled it back and tucked her hair behind her ear.


Any awkwardness she felt vanished when she saw that they were driving down Easy Street. She chuckled. “That can’t be the name.”


“Oh, yeah, Mia. We are on Easy Street.” Grant nodded, his grin growing bigger.


They drove through town, with its cobblestone streets and quaint storefronts. The Lyndon Wyld store sat among mainland fashion favorite Ralph Lauren and some local stores, all cloaked in shingles, fresh paint, and well-designed Americana authenticity. People jogged, rode bikes, and walked their designer-breed dogs. Kids scampered along, eating ice cream.


“Nantucket is a little different than South Boston,” remarked Mia. “How does it compare to where you’re from?”


“Mars,” answered Grant.


Mia tilted her head at him. “You’re from Mars or this is like Mars?”


“Both.” Grant laughed.


Mia gave up trying to get more out of him and turned to the sights. “It doesn’t seem real, it’s so pretty.”


“Yeah. Pretty . . . rad!” said Grant. “I got here this morning, so the ’hood’s all new to me too, but it’s fucking off the hoooooook!” He threw both arms in the air.


“Hey, hands on the wheel.” Mia reached for Grant’s muscular arm. His laugh was raucous and infectious as he acquiesced. Mia giggled, easing up.


Grant checked the car’s navigation. “Gotta make a stop before we go to the homestead. Presley asked me to bring back strawberries. Fridge is stocked with blueberries and raspberries, but I can’t resist a hot girl begging.”


“Who’s Presley?” asked Mia.


“You’ll meet her soon enough.” Grant let out the kind of whistle used when words didn’t suffice.


The groomed trees, manicured grassy patches, and nurtured garden boxes reminded Mia of Disneyland, which she’d seen only on TV. “This is the cleanest place I’ve ever been. Do they even allow trash here?”


“Apparently, they do.” Grant drove past the Wear National clothing store at the end of the block, with its red flag and window display of tanks and tees. The backdrop photo showed two girls in tanks and nothing else, their arms lying strategically across their laps. He parked in front of the market across the street and jumped out.


“I’ll be right back. Stay here to keep an eye on your stuff. And don’t fraternize with the enemy.” He nodded toward the alleyway next to the Wear National store, where a whip-thin girl was talking to a guy with a scruffy-sexy beard holding a black apron. The girl, with her long, wavy blond hair and violet streaks, displayed her extensive tattoo collection in a cropped tank and denim cutoffs. She was one of the girls in the window’s photo.


“Wear National is the enemy,” explained Grant.


“Come on,” Mia scoffed. “Is that really a rule?”


“Unspoken.” Grant gave her a once-over. “But you don’t look like much of a rule breaker to me. Sweet as those stray kitties.” He pointed to a calico slinking between some hydrangea bushes nearby.


“They’re not stray.” Mia straightened and shifted in her knee-length polka-dot skirt she wished was more edgy than classic. “They’re feral.”


“Right.” Grant shrugged and jogged inside the market.


When Scruffy-Sexy Bearded Guy walked off down the street, the girl with the violet streaks turned and locked eyes with Mia. She smiled, her silver septum ring lifting with the crinkle of her nose, and entered the store. She didn’t belong here. But then again, neither did Mia.



FOUR


Grant and Mia drove back through town and into Nantucket’s picturesque residential area, with its rows of saltbox homes. As they headed toward the shore, the houses grew more expansive, sitting on larger, lusher grassy lots. Grant steered them into the curving driveway of a sprawling shingled estate, surrounded by landscaping that was just the right amount of wild. Mia got a taste of the beach view.


“Boosh!” Grant shouted. “We’re here.”


Like most of the other homes on Nantucket, the estate’s name was branded on hand-carved quarterboard: Wylderness. A badminton court was to the right. A meticulously manicured lawn was to the left, set up for horseshoes and croquet. White wood Adirondack chaises were dotted about, so no one was ever without a place to chill. A line of brand-new beach cruisers in Lyndon Wyld green awaited rides.


Mia and Grant disembarked. Mia picked her jaw up off the ground. “This is amazing!”


“No pool though,” Grant scoffed.


“Pools are très gauche.” The Southern belle lilt that butchered those French words came from a stunning beauty with long corn-silk locks who was stepping out of the house in a cut-out one-piece and sheer matching sarong. She held a red plastic cup and wore a pageant queen smile.


“Well, hi, there,” she said to Mia. “Aren’t you cute as a button?”


Mia didn’t know what to say, because it sounded remotely patronizing. Pageant Queen sold it as a compliment when she pulled Mia in for an embrace. Mia caught the look of sympathy-meets-amusement from the nice-looking guy who approached with four more red cups.


Pageant Queen released Mia. “I’m a hugger,” she explained, then motioned to herself as if she were a game show prize. “Presley.”


“Mia.”


Presley turned to Nice-Looking Cup Holder. “Well, hand Mia a drink, Cole. Have some freakin’ manners!”


Cole handed a cup to Mia. “I’m Cole. Vodka cran okay?”


“Sure. Thanks.” Mia took a sip and tried to stifle a cough as the drink went down with a burn. Taking care of her mom hadn’t allowed for much partying.


“We make ’em strong here at the Lyndon Wyld house,” said Presley with a laugh.


Grant grabbed the last cup and took a healthy gulp as Cole put his down to lift Mia’s suitcase from the car. He set it next to her.


“Thank you.” Mia was drawn to his emerald green eyes, which immediately made her feel comfortable, more comfortable than Presley’s overfriendly hug. She noticed a scar above his right brow.


“We don’t have a pool because we have the ocean right outside our back door,” said Presley, who took the bag of strawberries from Grant with a “good boy” stroke of his hair. “Also, I hear the Wear National house has a pool, and we are nothing like those brand sluts.”


“I bet Otto Hahn has boned everyone who’s stepped into that pool, and summer’s barely started,” said Grant as he drained his drink.


“Who’s Otto Hahn?” asked Cole.


“The revolting founder of Wear National.” Presley shuddered. “He’s older than my daddy.”


“That’s because your red state parents got married before they had pubes,” remarked Grant.


“Dude, that’s gross.” Cole shook his head toward Mia.


“My parents did get hitched young. That’s how we do it where I’m from.” Presley glared at Grant. “In sickness and in health . . . for richer or poorer. Unlike my parents, I say richer.” She laughed, taking a sip from her cup. “Where you from, Mia?”


“Boston.”


“Pats all day!” hollered Grant. “Brady is king!”


“Julian Edelman is the real unsung hero,” countered Mia.


Grant and Cole looked impressed.


Mia shrugged. “I like football. Baseball more.”


“Too bad the Phillies always make the Sox their bitch,” said Grant.


“Maybe not this season.” Mia grinned. Grant mimed a crotch stroke.


“I hate sports.” Presley admired her fuchsia nails, causing Mia to glance at her unpolished ones. “I was a cheerleader in high school, but I didn’t watch a minute of the games.”


“Well, you’d better learn to like them,” said Cole. “I saw a game of touch on tomorrow’s schedule.”


“Touch? So we’ll all get to know each other better.” Grant raised his eyebrows and smirked.


Mia and Cole exchanged another glance.


A black Escalade crunched over the driveway’s gravel. The group moved back onto the lawn as it pulled up, windows tinted, wheels sparkling chrome. The driver—a mountain of a man with a shaved wrecking ball head, wearing a dark suit and sunglasses—got out. A second mountain got out of the back, also in a dark suit, with a slicked ponytail and hands that could crush a skull like a nutcracker. The Escalade’s passenger-side window slid down a crack.


“Which one of you assholes is gonna try and deflower my baby?” The deep voice was smooth as velvet.


Wrecking Ball opened the passenger door. Out stepped Maz, music and entertainment mogul, and a brand unto himself, as reflected in his first-name-only moniker. He sauntered up to the group, laser-focused on the boys.


“I will not only kill you. I will kill you once here and then kill you again in front of the parents that spawned you.”


Grant virtually shit his plaid board shorts, giving Cole, next to him, a side leg tap.


Maz broke up, laughing. “I’m just fuckin’ with ya.” He slapped Grant on the back. “My baby can take care of herself. She’s like her mama. Never trust a woman who can’t take care of herself.”


Presley grinned at Mia, who managed a small smile.


Grant, simultaneously terrified and awe-struck, squeaked, “Maz. I’m a huge fan.”


“Damn straight, you are.” Maz ignored Grant’s attempt at a shake.


Skullcrusher opened the back passenger-side door. The longest legs Mia had ever seen emerged in bright white M-Kat platform kicks. M-Kat was one of Maz’s several brands. When the legs finally ended, they were covered, barely, with Lyndon Wyld shorts. The rest of the statuesque figure revealed herself.


“Jade,” Presley growled to Mia. “What a joke.” She might as well have had claws.


Jade’s skin, like her dad’s, was the color of the richest café mocha. Her sensuous features and runway body were all her mom’s, Tatiana Chen, one of the world’s most famous supermodels. Why did she even want this job? Mia thought, smoothing her hair, which now seemed mousy and unremarkably wavy.


“Can I take a pic with you, Maz?” Grant looked like a five-year-old meeting Santa for the first time.


“No, my friend, you can’t. This is my Jade’s game.”


“What’s up?” Jade said to the group, paying more attention to the several trunks Skullcrusher was unloading.


“Where’s the boss lady?” asked Maz.


As if on cue, because when Maz called the universe listened, Lyndon Wyld’s white Tesla pulled up with Grace driving and Lyndon in the passenger’s seat. Lyndon got out and with a broad smile, strode over to Maz. The seasonaires froze. Meeting Lyndon Wyld was as epic as meeting Maz. Lyndon and Maz kissed on the cheeks then embraced like family members.


Grace approached slowly, letting the two have their moment. Mia noticed her touch her sapphire solitaire necklace with one hand as she pointed Skullcrusher toward the house with the other. “Upstairs, third room on the right.” Skullcrusher lumbered off with Jade’s trunks.


“Gracie! My girl!” Maz hugged Grace.


Grace smiled. “How are Tatiana and the tots?”


“I’m outnumbered by femmes.” He grinned, motioning to Jade.


“Jade! I haven’t seen you since you were practically in nappies. You’re positively gorgeous,” gushed Lyndon.


Jade smiled as Maz put his arm proudly around her. “Listen, I have to jet. Take care of my baby,” Maz said to Lyndon.


“I take care of all of them.” Lyndon looked at the group on the lawn.


Maz gave Jade a hug, whispering something in her ear. For a moment, she stopped smiling, but when Maz parted from her, she turned on the megawatt smile again.


Maz pointed gun-fingers at Grant and Cole as Wrecking Ball escorted him back to the Escalade. The black doors shut. As the car disappeared out of the driveway, a guy in jeans, a pinstripe button-down, and bare feet ran from the house holding an iPad.


“Cocksuckermotherfucker! I wanted to show him—”


The others glared at him, Grant bursting with a single nose chortle. He then saw Lyndon, looking at him with a wry smile. “Juan Pablo?”


“J.P. Yes. Sorry,” he said, pushing back the thick black bangs that had fallen over his eyes. Tall, dark and handsome, and filled with nervous energy, he straightened his shirt. “I have a hat line I think Maz would like. Haberdasheries, you know, because you’re . . . British,” he stammered. Jade rolled her eyes. “I’d like to show it to you, too.”


“Entrepreneurial. I love that,” Lyndon said with an encouraging voice that relaxed J.P. Cole offered Lyndon a small wave.


“You’re Cole, right?” Lyndon nodded to him. Grace looked at the ground with a tiny head shake.


Lyndon smiled warmly at Presley. “Presley, darling, it’s good to have you back!”


“Proud to be back.” Presley stood taller in the spotlight, like a preening peacock.


Lyndon gestured to the estate. “Let’s all go in and have a welcome chat, shall we?”


A slim man in his thirties with a trimmed beard and his hair in a low bun came out of the adjacent guest cottage. A camera was slung across his gauzy collarless shirt. Lyndon turned to him.


“Photos first. Vincent is our on-site photographer.” Lyndon motioned to Vincent’s camera. “Remember, always photos first.”


Lyndon joined the seasonaires, crossing in front of Mia.


“Thank you for letting me be a part of this, Ms. Wyld,” said Mia.


“Thank you for wanting to be a part, Mia.” Lyndon gave Mia’s arm a maternal touch. Presley caught this, her eyes never leaving Lyndon.


They surrounded Lyndon. Presley was on one side of Mia, Cole on the other. Grant pressed his bare chest into Presley, who restrained her irritation. J.P. inched next to Jade. Mia was painfully aware that she was a good head shorter than both Presley and Jade. She felt Cole’s hand at the small of her back and glanced at him. His smile made her stand straighter.


“Ready?” said Vincent, with Grace next to him, supervising.


“Say ‘Wyld!’” Grace emphasized the smile on the “D.”


“Wyld!” repeated the group. Presley tilted her head, her hair falling over half of Mia’s face. Mia moved in time for Vincent to snap the shot.



FIVE


Mia’s eyes grew wide as she entered the estate, her mouth agape.


“You’re catchin’ flies, sugar,” said Presley, passing her.


The airy living room looked like it could’ve been on the cover of Elle Decor, one of Mia’s mom’s favorite magazines. Overwhelmed by the grandeur and the floor-to-ceiling harbor view, Mia backed into a chair, almost sitting on Cole’s lap.


“Sorry.”


Cole chuckled. Mia instead sat on the cream linen couch next to Jade, who offered a perfunctory smile. J.P. took the ottoman closest to the couch, though Jade pretended not to notice. Presley had disappeared.


Lyndon stood in front of the fireplace. “I’m not going to stay long because this is your summer. But I wanted to welcome you personally.” She smiled warmly. “You were all hand-picked to represent my brand because your videos proved you have the drive, the story, and the look.”


“Smashing!” added Grace. That’s when Mia remembered: Grace was the woman who came into the thrift shop that February, though her hair was now red.


“We go over and above the other clothing lines represented on the island,” continued Lyndon.


“Over, not under.” Grace mimed. “No booty shorts with underbum, no crop tops with underboob.” Part of Grace’s job was to say what Lyndon was thinking.


“But sideboob is okay?” From the loveseat, Grant eyed Jade, whose loose tank dipped low beneath her armpits.


“When done chicly.” Lyndon nodded her approval.


Vincent focused his lens on Jade and Mia. Jade posed in an effortless and natural way, leaning her arm on the couch back, long legs crossed at the knee. Mia pressed her knees and ankles together and sat tall, offering a stiff smile. Realizing she was stiff made Mia even stiffer.


“Vincent’s camera can wirelessly post to our social media,” explained Lyndon. “But we expect you to grow your own social by cataloging everything you do.”


Grace held up her smartphone. “You know the drill. Snapchat is moment-to-moment, Instagram is that big daily post. Instagram Stories should be visual snippets of your day.”


“Four posts every twenty-four hours,” instructed Lyndon. “Tag the brand. Tag each other.”


Two “pops” from the kitchen diverted everyone’s attention.


“Champers!” Presley glided into the room, holding a tray with two bottles of Dom and eight glasses.


“Presley is our returning seasonaire,” said Lyndon. “The seasonaire with the most followers across all platforms will be invited back as our star influencer.”


“Presley could return again if no one catches her,” added Grace.


“I wasn’t named ‘Presley’ for nothin’,” said Presley. “But who needs The King when you have the queen?” She looked so full of herself she could’ve burst into a spray of hot pink confetti. As she walked around with the tray, everyone took a glass. Grace poured from one bottle, first for Lyndon, then herself. Presley poured for everyone else, spilling a drop on Mia’s lap.


“Oops, my bad,” she chirped.


Mia gave the wet spot on her skirt a quick brush.


“Let’s toast.” Lyndon lifted her glass. “To a perfect summer.”


The group clinked glasses. Vincent took more photos.


“Look each other in the eye when you toast,” said Grace. “It’s good luck.”


Mia and Cole locked eyes with an awkward chuckle.


“Seven years of bad sex if you don’t,” said Grant, trying to lock eyes with Jade, who rolled hers.


“That’s a French superstition. Parlez-vous français?” Vincent asked Grant in his charming French accent.


“Two years of high school Spanish that I don’t remember. But we had a foreign exchange student who taught me a few things.” Grant winked. Vincent furrowed his brow and went back to his camera.


Lyndon put her glass on the mantel and picked up her purse. “I’m going to leave you to your adventures. You have the calendar of events. Make the most of everything!”


“But don’t make too much of a mess.” Grace took both her and Lyndon’s glasses to the kitchen. “Our housekeeper, Nadege, comes only once a week,” she called. She returned and handed Lyndon her work tote. She picked up her own, then tossed LW monogrammed T-shirts to everyone from a canvas shopping bag filled with them. She left the bag next to the front door. “Pass the rest out tonight at The Rabbit Hole.”


“Sunday nights The Rabbit Hole is our hangout.” Presley sat in an armchair and sipped her champagne.


“We’ll be watching your social, so stay out of trouble.” Lyndon’s subtle smirk deliberately contradicted the warning. “And stay on the island.”


J.P. rushed to hold open the door. “Pleasure to meet you, ma’am.”


Lyndon cupped J.P.’s chin. “Never call a woman under forty ma’am.”


“Apologies.” J.P. glanced at his feet as Lyndon released his chin. “What should we call you?”


“Lyndon.” She smiled at everyone and was gone.


After the door closed behind Vincent and the sisters, Presley turned to J.P. “How do you breathe with your nose so far up there?”


“Through my mouth.”


Everyone laughed.


“No one likes a kiss-ass.” Presley glanced at Mia.


“A little bro-mow before The Hole?” Grant peeked into his shorts, then at Cole and J.P.


“Those who bunk together don’t manscape together,” said Cole. He moved to pick up Mia’s suitcase as everyone started up the stairs.


“I’m okay, thanks.” Mia pulled up the rear with the heavy bag as they reached the second-floor hallway.


“I’d better have an ocean view,” remarked Jade, with a sniff. She stopped at the open door that revealed her trunks at the foot of a plush king-size bed. There was an incredible view. “This is me.”


“Private room? Nice,” said J.P.


Mia saw Presley’s eyes flash anger as Jade disappeared into her room. The three guys entered theirs. Presley turned to Mia, her pageant-winning smile glued back on.


“I guess that makes us a team.”



SIX


It’s been forever since I’ve ridden a bike,” said Mia as she approached the line of beach cruisers in front of the estate.


“They say you never forget,” replied Cole, who was already on one. He pressed his heel into the kickstand, which flipped back.


“Well, I guess I’m going to test that theory right now.” Mia mounted one of the bikes, teetering on it, her toes barely touching the ground.


“I’d tell you to wear a helmet, but we don’t have any.” Presley fluffed her hair. “Helmet head is tragic.” She and Jade had managed get on their bikes with more poise than Mia, who pushed off to a wobbly start. Mia and her brother had shared the one bike their mom bought for $10 at a yard sale when Mia was seven. The chain broke after six months and it ended up in the junkyard. But thirteen years later, Mia was surprised at how quickly she got comfortable. “I guess the old saying is true,” she mused to herself as she pedaled along just behind the others.


They cruised over to The Rabbit Hole while Vincent followed in the G, stopping them at spots to take snaps.


“These cobblestones are the worst,” complained Jade as they jostled along. “They hurt my damn V.”


J.P. laughed.


“Riding is the only way you can wear heels,” said Presley, who was peddling in tall white espadrille wedges. “Two out of three female seasonaires sprained ankles last year. Guess which one ended up unscathed.” She put a hand to her chest.


Grant popped a wheelie up the curb and rode on the sidewalk, arms up. “Ahhhhhhhhhh,” he yelled, his voice fluttering with the bumps.


A black Crown Victoria driving down the street slowed. A man in a plain short-sleeve button-down shirt called out to them. “Bikes off the sidewalk.”


Grant looked at him, but kept peddling along.


“Off. Now,” demanded the man.


Mia noticed he had one brown eye and one blue eye.


“Do it, dummy,” Presley said to Grant.


Grant popped off the sidewalk and joined the group riding in the street.


The man in the car nodded and continued on.


“That’s the po-po,” Presley explained. “They like to flex their muscles during the summer to make sure we’re not having too much fun.”


They parked their bikes in front of The Rabbit Hole and entered. Vincent followed. Despite its dive vibe, the place was packed with people jostling amid the worn wood panel interior, TV’s bordering the ceiling, pool table, dartboards, ping-pong table, and jukebox. Ironically, the low-rent atmosphere attracted upper-crust customers: offspring of moneyed summer residents, flush young tourists, and brand ambassadors for everything from clothes to liquor. A small stage awaited Tidepull, the night’s featured band, according to the scrawl on the blackboard.
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