


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read French Coast Online

                Authors: Anita Hughes

                    

    
    French Coast

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	21
	...
	32
	»

        

                
            

Â 

Begin Reading

Table of Contents

About the Author

Copyright Page

Â 

Thank you for buying this

St. Martin's Griffin ebook.

Â 

To receive special offers, bonus content,

and info on new releases and other great reads,

sign up for our newsletters.

Â 


Or visit us online at

us.macmillan.com/newslettersignup

Â 

For email updates on the author, click
here
.

Â 

The author and publisher have provided this e-book to you for your personal use only. You may not make this e-book publicly available in any way.
Copyright infringement is against the law. If you believe the copy of this e-book you are reading infringes on the author's copyright, please notify the publisher at:
us.macmillanusa.com/piracy
.

Â 

To my mother

Â 

chapter one

Serena reached the top of Baker Street and turned around to look at the skyline. She had been back in San Francisco for two years but she never tired of the view. It was early evening and the city was bathed in a pink and purple light. The Golden Gate Bridge lay wrapped in fog and Coit Tower rose above the houses like an ancient monument.

Serena smelled the hyacinths and daffodils filling the sidewalk and gazed at the outline of the Transamerica building. She remembered thinking as a child that it looked like an Egyptian pyramid in the midst of steel skyscrapers. Now she had her own office at
Vogue
's West Coast headquarters on the sixteenth floor. She still pinched herself when she nodded at the receptionist with her long blond ponytail and straight-off-the-runway Tory Burch platforms, when she walked down the hallway with its shiny
Vogue
covers and bright geometric carpet.

Serena flashed on her afternoon meeting with Chelsea Brown, her editor in chief, and the new assignment she offered her. She couldn't wait to tell her boyfriend, Chase, but first she wanted to sift through her mother's boxes of magazines and learn as much as she could about Yvette Renault, editor in chief of French
Vogue
for two decades.

Serena entered the iron gates of her parents' Presidio Heights mansion and saw Chase's car parked in front of the double glass front doors. Chase had bought the car last month: a shiny silver Fiat he had spent weeks agonizing over. Now that Chase was about to announce his candidacy for mayor, everywhere they ate, how they spent their weekends, and what books they read were going to be scrutinized by the public.

“Anything German is too flashy, something American would be too obvious,” Chase had said, frowning as they sat at Betelnut one Sunday morning. Betelnut was one of their new rituals: Serena loved the strong black coffee served from an old-fashioned coffeepot and Chase loved the fact that every young Internet entrepreneur, hedge fund manager, and law firm partner passed the big front windows as they collected their Sunday
New York Times
and mocha Frappuccinos.

“My car has to reflect my vision for San Francisco: international, efficient, visionary.” Chase drummed his fingers on the Formica table. He wore a yellow Georgetown T-shirt, running shorts, and red-and-blue Nike Air sneakers. His wavy blond hair touched his collar and his cheeks glistened with Tommy Hilfiger aftershave.

“You're going to be a fabulous mayor,” Serena told him as she sprinkled salt on scrambled eggs. She had suffered through early-morning Pilates, followed by a two-mile run to Crissy Field, and enjoyed treating herself to eggs and toast and juicy strips of bacon.

“First I have to get elected.” Chase furrowed his brow. “We're going all the way to the top, 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue.”

“One step at a time,” Serena said, laughing. “San Francisco City Hall is a wonderful address, and I haven't even begun to choose my gown for the inauguration. I picture a red satin dress with a scooped neckline and full skirt.”

“You know I love you,” Chase said. His eyes dimmed, and for a moment he looked like an eager little boy instead of a thirty-three-year-old corporate attorney perched at the beginning of his political career.

Serena ate a slice of bacon and thought how lucky she was to have found someone who enjoyed the same things she did. They both loved working long hours and getting away on the weekends. Serena smiled, thinking of the times Chase picked her up from work on Friday night with her overnight bag already packed. He wouldn't tell her where they were going until they arrived at a romantic bed-and-breakfast in Sonoma or a hotel perched on a cliff in Mendocino.

“A Fiat Spider,” Serena said suddenly, watching a yellow Fiat maneuver into an impossibly tight parking spot in front of the restaurant. “No one could argue with you buying a Fiat, it's the perfect car for getting around the city.”

*Â Â Â *Â Â Â *

Serena approached the stone entry and saw her mother stepping outside, wearing Jacqueline Kennedy sunglasses and a pink-and-white Chanel suit with beige pumps. Her strawberry-blond hair was covered with a silk scarf and she carried a soft leather bag.

“Darling, what a lovely surprise.” Kate slipped off her sunglasses. “Chase is here. He and your father are sequestered in the library as if they're planning the invasion of the Bay of Pigs.”

“Maybe they are.” Serena laughed. “I was hoping to go through the attic; I'm doing some research.”

“I'd love to help.” Kate checked her watch. “But I'm late for a meeting of the Ladies Auxiliary. I wish I had a real job, instead of planning menus and flower arrangements and fashion shows.”

“You're allowed to enjoy yourself,” Serena said, and smiled. “You were a political wife for thirty years.”

“The problem is I don't know how to enjoy myself,” Kate said as she extracted her keys from her purse. “Neither does your father. The only place he's happy is on his boat; otherwise he prowls around like a caged bear.”

“You'll find hobbies,” Serena replied. “You could learn mah-jongg or Cajun cooking.”

“I should be grateful that my daughter has a wonderful job and a lovely apartment and a handsome, caring boyfriend,” Kate relented, slipping her sunglasses on her nose. “I like to feel useful; I never thought I'd turn into one of those women.”

“You are the most useful person on the planet.” Serena pushed open the twelve-foot-tall front doors. “Daddy wouldn't survive a day without you.”

*Â Â Â *Â Â Â *

Serena walked through the foyer, past the family portrait hanging over the stone fireplace, past the living room with its dark wood floors and Oriental rugs, to her father's library.

She loved to see the house full of fresh cut flowers, the drapes pulled open, the bay shimmering past the stretch of green lawn. All the years her parents had been in Washington the house was closed, and Serena would stop by once a week to open the French doors. Now her mother's perfume wafted through the rooms and her father's newspapers were scattered on glass coffee tables and maple sideboards.

“Serena!” Chase jumped up when Serena entered the library. “I thought I was picking you up at your place at seven?” Serena smiled at her father and Chase, hunched over the polished walnut desk like two boys conducting a science project. Chase wore a navy Hugo Boss suit with a red power tie they had picked out together at Neiman's, and Charles wore his new uniform of dark blazer, khaki slacks, and boating shoes.

“You two look guilty,” Serena said playfully. “Are you planning a political coup? Removing a third-world dictator or pushing a new bill through Congress?”

“I still have my uses,” her father said as he rubbed his forehead. He had silver hair and green eyes and tan leathery skin.

“Your father was giving me campaign advice,” Chase said, then kissed Serena on the mouth. He collected a stack of papers and jammed them in his briefcase. “I have to run, I have a meeting at city hall at six.”

“We can eat at Greens another night,” Serena said as she smelled Chase's mint shampoo. “I'll get a chicken from Whole Foods and toss a spinach salad.”

“It's a perfect night to eat by the water,” her father cut in. “There's hardly any fog.”

Serena glanced from Chase to her father, sensing an undercurrent running between them. “What's going on, am I missing something?”

Sometimes she felt like Chase and her father belonged to a secret club that only accepted men as members. They loved to watch the Giants game and drink Sierra Nevada Pale Ale. Whenever she mentioned it to her mother Kate laughed and said Serena should be pleased they enjoyed each other's company. Then she'd slip on her oversize sunglasses and suggest she and Serena have afternoon tea at the Fairmont or go shopping at Neiman Marcus.

“Nothing's going on,” Charles said as he put on his reading glasses and attacked the pile of newspapers on his desk. “I was just saying it was a nice evening to eat by the bay.”

*Â Â Â *Â Â Â *

Serena walked Chase to his car, lingering at the driver's-side door to kiss him slowly on the mouth. She watched him drive out of the gravel driveway down Pacific Avenue, then ran back into the house and up the three flights of stairs to the attic.

Serena heard her father close the library door and smiled. It was no secret that Charles loved having Chase around, that it made him feel thirty years younger, at the start of his own political career. They spent hours going over campaign funding and media strategy. When Chase was in the house, her father's voice was stronger, he walked more purposefully, the lines around his eyes relaxed.

Serena remembered when she met Chase, at one of her parents' salons. Serena had taken the train from Amherst to Georgetown and was holed up in her father's study finishing a term paper.

“You're missing some delicious crab cakes and steak tartar,” a man said, standing next to her father's floor-to-ceiling bookshelf. He had blond hair and wore a tweed blazer over a yellow button-down shirt and khakis.

“Not hungry,” Serena said, briefly looking up. “I have to finish this paper if I want to ace comparative literature.”

“Beautiful and brilliant?” The man raised his eyebrow. “I thought girls who look like you spent their weekends at football games at Yale or Princeton.”

“I'm a double French and comparative literature major at Amherst,” Serena said, tapping on her laptop. “My studies are very important to me.”

“Let me guess,” the man said, and he moved closer. “You're going to go to Harvard Law School and become an international corporate attorney. You'll be the first woman who breaks the glass ceiling and becomes the president of the firm, and your name will be on
Forbes
' Top 100 Most Powerful Women.”

“Why would you think that?” Serena blushed.

He stood on the other side of the desk and his mouth formed a slow smile. “Because you have that something special that lights up a room.”
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