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So What’s Next for Helena and Jeffrey?
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About the Author

3 Days Ago

Channel 4 News

––––––––

“Terri Thornton, a Mission Park resident, was reported missing by her employer, Amy Starller, owner of Eureka Bakery.

Chief Michael Ennis issued a statement. ‘Ms. Thornton was last seen Saturday by her boyfriend, around 6pm. She planned to hike the Lytle Creek area of the San Bernardino Mountains.

If you have any information regarding this young woman, please call the Mission Park Police or the San Bernardino Sherriff with your information.’”
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Michael stepped out of his cruiser and brushed the perspiration from his forehead with the back of his hand. He stood quietly watching the swallows circling over the park at the far end of the street. 

This was where he grew up and where he made friends, many of whom still lived and worked here in the small town in Southern California. The community took care of each other. Michael knew of no other place like Mission Park in the whole country.

The only thing which made him sad was his best friend was no longer among the living. Not because he didn’t live in Mission Park; he did, but on another plain—a ghostly plain. He could still hear Jeffrey, but he missed seeing him and his quirky smile.

After a deep breath, he closed the car door and made his way toward the entrance of the police station. He loved Mission Park and all the people who lived here, even in the heat of summer as it approached couldn’t take his love away.

The glass door opened when he started up the steps, and one of his officers held the door for Anna, the women who owned the flower shop on the corner. Michael stood back and watched as she grasped the railing before he entered the air-conditioned building.

“Call for you on one, Chief!” Sharon, the desk sergeant, leaned forward to check the notes she was typing. She hadn’t even raised her head when he walked in.

“I’ll take it in my office. Give me a minute and transfer it.” Michael walked around the bullpen to his office at the back of the room. He closed the door when the phone beeped and lifted the receiver before he even sat down. “Chief Ennis, what can I do for you?”

“Michael—thanks for being there.” Amy was distraught. “My new girl, Terri, didn’t show up to work again today. When she missed yesterday, I guessed she was sick, so I called, but she didn’t answer, so I left a message. Now she’s been out for two days in a row and it has me worried. None of my staff has seen or heard from her. Can you meet me at her apartment? We can get the manager to open the door. It’s not like her to miss work.”

“Sure Amy, let me get Officer Digby and we’ll meet you there. What’s the address?”

“She’s in the Orange Trail apartments, number 218. I’ll meet you out front.”

Michael left his desk and tapped Officer Digby on the shoulder. “Join me. Possible missing person.”

Digby stood and followed Michael out of the bullpen. 

“I’ll be back soon, Sharon.” 

Sharon nodded and waved her hand toward him, still working on her notes.

* * *
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Amy was pacing in front of the building. 

Michael and Digby met her and walked directly to the manager’s office. Michael told the manager Terri had missed work for two days and her boss was worried. The manager grouched and complained, but led them to Terri’s apartment.

Putting the key into the lock, he was still angry. “I don’t barge into my tenant's units. This is highly irregular.”

Michael noted the anger from the manager and leaned forward. “I understand, but it can’t be helped.”

When the door opened, Michael put his arm out to stop Amy from rushing into the unit. He stepped around her and walked in alone.

Amy shouted from the doorway. “Terri, are you okay?”

Michael returned shortly and shook his head. “No one in here, but it seems like she was packing up stuff.”

Amy walked in past him and toward the table in the middle of the room, which was covered with snack bars and other stuff. “She hikes. This must be what she packs when she goes to the mountains. You don’t think something happened to her up there do you?” Amy pawed through the items on the table. She picked up Terri’s phone and showed it to Michael. 

Michael pulled his phone from his chest pocket. “Sharon, call the sheriff’s department and get the Community Emergency Response Team and Search and Rescue activated. We have a missing person.”

He heard a gasp and turned around. “Amy, don’t panic! You need to calm down! Help us find a picture of Terri and try to figure out a timeline from when she was last seen.”

With shaking hands, she pulled her phone from her pocket. “I’ll call Byron and see if he has any pictures and find out what he may know.”

* * *
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Michael and Digby went through the apartment, searching for any evidence of foul play while Amy was on the phone with Byron. They had to admit it appeared the girl was hiking like Amy said. Michael wondered why didn’t she tell anyone, or contact Amy before she left?

Amy walked up to Michael, her brow furrowed. “Byron said planned to hike the day before yesterday. They’d planned to get together tonight, so he didn’t worry about her not calling him. He’s worried now.” She nodded and glanced between the two police officers.

Michael put his hand on Amy’s shoulder. “We’ll find her. I know she’s lost out there, but she’ll be home before dark tonight.”

* * *
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Two days earlier started out like any other day for Terri Thornton. After she woke up, she brushed her long dark hair and teeth, made a pot of coffee, and filled up her backpack before driving to Lytle Creek for a hike. When she threw on her blue jeans and red flannel shirt she also pulled out a warm jacket to stuff in her pack. All hikers knew it could turn cold in the mountains. Winter rains weren’t unheard of either during the months inching into spring.

She repeated her routine like clockwork, but especially on her days off from Eureka. On those special days, she hiked practically the whole day instead of stopping when she needed to return to work at the bakery. 

The Lytle Creek area was peaceful and quiet. So green, the smell of pine and fir trees, the buzz of the hummingbirds flitting over the yellow wallflowers growing from the nooks and crannies, the purple and reds of the beardtongue plants. She valued the time she spent here. She could think about her life, her future.

She was glad to have a job which wasn’t too hard on her brain cells. She’d be studying at the university in the fall, but she planned to continue working at Eureka even after starting classes. When Amy Staller hired her awhile back she was excited to have a job to cover bills. 

Coming from the small town of Colby in Kansas with so much open space, it overwhelmed her when she drove through the city of San Bernardino. But when she arrived in Mission Park, it almost felt like home. 

She stopped at a tree and sat to rest and take a sip of water. When she moved farther down the trail through the pale green sagebrush, she caught sight of an empty shack. On closer inspection, it startled her to find it wasn’t the abandoned building she believed it was. 

A twig snapped, and she whirled around to see where the sound came from. 

A man in a dark hoodie walked slowly forward from the woods near the building. 

Terri opened her mouth to say something but stopped when she saw the gun in his right hand aimed in her direction. 

“Turn around, missy. And walk straight into the shack.” 

She couldn’t see his face. The large hood hid his features. She walked to the porch of the shack, then turned around. 

He was wearing camo pants, and a skin-tight black T-shirt. 

He must have been following me. How did I miss it?

She could see each taut muscle through his shirt. This was a man she didn’t want to mess with. 

He gestured with the gun toward the shack. “Move!”

She backed away from him, her arms in the air. He motioned for her to turn around. She moved toward the doorway, not knowing there was a hole in the floorboards. With her first step inside, she tumbled into an old root cellar and landed hard. The fall knocked the breath out of her and it dazed her for a moment. 

The man shifted a piece of fencing into position over the hole, and then laughed as he walked out of the shack, his boots scraping on the floorboards above. He was humming a song which seemed familiar. Then he slammed the door and his boots crunched across the gravel. The sound floated down to her in her prison as she blacked out. 

When she came to, she shifted the fog in her head enough to see a cellar door. It led to what she hoped was the yard at the back of the shack. She made her way over to it but found it securely locked from the outside.

She turned away. How long have I been down here already? She checked her Fitbit, but the face had cracked when she fell. 

He left me for dead. I may as well be—no one knows where I am. The light through the fence slats is the same as earlier. I’m guessing it’s been a little while. Now what?

No way to get out. I’m more lost than I ever. I hurt all over. Sitting with her back against the crumbling dirt wall, she studied the cellar walls around her and up to the ceiling of broken wood slats and fence. The rest of the floor would probably fall in if I tried to get out. 

Wooden shelves lined the walls on two sides. They held glass mason jars full of what might have been vegetables or something long dead and dried out. Dust and dirt covered all the surfaces of each shelf and even a small table. No one had ventured down here in a long time. 

It’s just for storage, a root cellar; no one has ever lived down here. It wasn’t the purpose. She wished she’d let someone know where she hiked.

* * *
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When Michael, Digby, and Amy left, Michael told the manager to call him if he heard anything from Terri.

Back at the bakery, Amy made a list of her staff with phone numbers. She added Byron to the list as well and few other people she knew had been friends of Terri’s. Amy walked to the police station to give the list to Michael, but he’d left.

She quickly walked to the nearby school where CERT and SAR were setting up. Along the sidewalk, she noticed how fast the groups worked. Volunteers were already posting flyers with Terri’s picture on them from the shot Byron had given them.

The steps to the school brought back memories, but Amy shoved them to the back of her mind as she searched out Michael. “I’ll call Helena and I see you already have Jody working here.” Amy nodded to her friend who was signing up volunteers for the search.

The room was full of people she knew, but there were several she’d hadn’t seen before. They were wearing bright orange jackets and green vests.

Byron blindsided Amy when he engulfed her in a bear hug. “Amy, I’m so frustrated. If I’d known she didn’t work yesterday, I would have said something sooner.”

“It will be okay, Byron. The sheriffs and Michael have it under control.”

He nodded, but Amy supposed he wasn’t so sure.

Amy pulled her phone from her pocket to call Eureka. “Close the bakery and get anyone you can find over to the school. Tomorrow we’ll open for coffee and serve the pastry we already finished. I’ll set up a new schedule—we’ll only need half-staff, the rest can be out working the search.”

Scanning the diminishing crowd, Amy and Byron were both frustrated, but she had to keep working on this. People were leaving to search. Amy pulled her phone out of her pocket to call Helena when she felt a hand on her shoulder and turned. Helena was standing behind her. 

“We’ll find her, Amy.” 

Amy signed. “That’s what Michael said, too but I’m not so sure.”
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Eureka was the place for pastries, great food, and the latest word on happenings in the area. The Eureka Bakery was nearly empty the next morning. Amy left a few of her staff in place, but they only served the pastry they had already made and coffee for the searchers. Helena, Jody, and Amy walked slowly to the ruby red vinyl booth in the far back corner of the vintage decorated bakery. The aroma of coffee and pastry lingered in the air. 

It was quiet, aside from the muffled sounds of cars driving down the street and the hum of the few remaining customers. The black vinyl covered chairs were pushed in close to the white laminate and chrome tables since many of the bakery regulars were helping with the search. 

Helena dropped into the booth, tired from walking, shouting, and searching. Her short-sleeved blue T-shirt pulled tight as she leaned forward and arched her back to remove the kinks. She twisted her strawberry blonde hair into a ponytail before she released it, allowing it to flow across her shoulders.

Her gaze swept over the bakery. One couple sat close to the front windows sipping coffee. A few sitting at the counter slowly eating the last of their pastry. A single man sat in a corner booth at the far end of the room. He was staring out the window, staring at the mountains. He wore a dark jacket with the hood pulled over his head.

Helena gazed back at the two disconsolate faces seated across from her. Amy continued to stare across her friend’s shoulder, out the front window of the bakery. 

Tears filled Amy’s eyes, but she brushed them away, then ran her fingers through her brilliant blonde hair. With Terri missing, Amy was having a hard time dealing with her emotions. “Terri worked for me for the past few months. She’s starting at the university in the fall. She was so young, happy and carefree. Her whole life ahead of her. I can’t believe she’s been gone two whole days.” She picked up a napkin and shredded it, pieces of the white paper slipping through her fingers piled on the table. “She hiked daily, but I have no idea where. I’d have to guess not where we were searching today.” 

No one knew if the girl had been abducted or if she’d left town on her own. They only knew she was hiking and hadn’t returned. Everyone felt a sense of loss. Helena took a deep breath and let it out. The couple by the window stood and walked to the counter to pay. Amy noticed, dropped the napkin on the table and turned toward them. She motioned to one of her staff to help them, then turned back to her friends.

Jody was talking on her cell, to Michael, from the sound of it. She brushed crumbs off her navy blue police uniform as she spoke into the phone. “Yes. I’ll be waiting out front. Let me finish up here. Thanks.” She pushed a button on her phone and returned it to her shirt pocket. “They still have found no evidence of foul play, but also no evidence showing where she is.” She placed a hand on Amy’s shoulder to comfort her friend. “We’ll keep searching, and of course the civilians are still working on finding her too.” 

Helena pounded her fist on the table. The girls and the coffee cups both jumped from the effect. “Damn. I leave for a short while, and when I return, all hell has broken loose.” 

Her friends stared at her. It jolted the people at the counter from their musings. The only one who seemed unaffected was the man in the corner who still stared at the mountains.

Helena gathered herself and started again, shaking her head. She glanced over her shoulder across the bakery and nodded an apology to the other customers before turning back to her friends. “Sorry. It’s—well, I was hoping for some peace and quiet. Even if only for a little while.” Sadness filled her features.

The noise of cars driving by and horns honking from the street suddenly increased, invading the quiet of the bakery when the door opened. The women turned in unison.

Michael didn’t wait in the patrol car for Jody to meet him out front. The police chief wasn’t wearing his navy uniform this morning. He wore blue jeans and a Kelly green long-sleeved button-down shirt. His chocolate brown hair was distinguished with natural silver highlights which picked up the glow of the spring sunshine. 

Passion animated his face. “We need to move! They found something.” He motioned for Jody to hurry, then glanced at the other women at the table. “Morning, Helena, Amy.” Leaning toward Jody, he shook his head, then turned and left to wait in his cruiser.

Jody tugged her jacket off the back of the chair and stuffed her arms into the sleeves. She brushed her hands over her auburn hair, ensuring it was still in place, and no loose strands escaped the bun at the nape of her neck. She leaned forward toward her friends. “I’ll talk to you two later.” Then she rushed out the door to the waiting police cruiser.

Amy stood and picked up the coffee cups and newspaper. She brushed bits of the torn napkin into one of the coffee cups. “Want more? I need to help them put out more of the pastries for the searchers, but you can stay if you like.”

Helena shook her head, then stood to leave. “I need to get back to see if Jeffrey has found anything. He’s been out searching for answers. Of course, he does his research a little differently.” She leaned in and hugged Amy then left Eureka to walk home.

She waved at cars as they passed and honked. The neighborhood dogs barked for her attention and she stopped to pet each one along the way. Even the mailman jingled the bell on his bicycle as he wheeled by. The town accepted her, and she loved them all. This was Jeffrey’s hometown, but it felt like her home too.

It’s great to be back in Mission Park, but now this girl is missing and I have to return to work at the hospital tonight. It only makes me miss Maui more.

A slight breeze fluffed her hair, and she pulled it back, holding it with a fist on her shoulder. She stopped at the curb in front of her home and leaned an arm on the mailbox. She gazed back down the street toward the bakery, then up at the cloud filled sky. She heard birds warbling, and the sounds of the town made her happy. She hoped the police would find this girl in time. 

Helena shook her head to clear the depressing ideas and let herself in through Jeffrey’s office door off the carport. The house was empty. Since they’d been married in a special ceremony in Maui, Jeffrey was staying closer than usual, but not today. 

The wedding was, in reality, their second attempt at marriage, though it wasn’t for lack of caring or trying. Jeffrey was murdered on the day of their first wedding but declined to cross over to the other side. He and Christy, the sister of one of their sous chefs who was murdered in Tucson years before, stayed close to Helena. 

* * *
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Michael ran his hands anxiously across the top of the padded steering wheel. 

Jody opened the door and dropped into the seat. She barely had her door closed and her seat belt fastened when Michael hit the gas pedal, lights flashing and siren screaming.

Jody held on tight, gritting her teeth as they drove to Sierra Avenue and onto the Interstate Fifteen. She didn’t mind a car moving so fast, but she liked to be the one in the driver’s seat when it was. “What did they find and where are we headed?”

Michael didn’t take his eyes off the road. Interstate 15 was busy at this time of day. Besides, he didn’t want to miss the turnoff for Lytle Creek Road. “They found Terri Thornton’s Mazda off the road in the Lytle Creek area, a little way up from the San Bernardino Ranger Station. It was farther out than we assumed—on a forest service road where the asphalt changes to gravel. The Fontana Patrol Station deputies will send it to SID, Scientific Investigation Division, in San Bernardino after we’ve checked it out. They found strands of dark brown hair on a tree about a mile from where they found her car. With nothing to test it against, it doesn’t make much difference. I don’t know if the sheriffs have checked her apartment or not.” 

Michael chanced a glance at Jody, but she had her eyes straight ahead, watching the road. “If they haven’t, I’ll search her apartment and gather some things.”

“I’m guessing she sat and leaned against the tree to rest for a moment. The most important thing is the sheriff’s department has set up a command post on site. Saves time for the sheriff’s department, the civilian searchers, and us.” He sighed with relief. 

Jody straightened herself in the seat, twisting around to get comfortable. “It’s okay but, not much evidence.”

“No, not much evidence, but it’s a start. The deputies and our officers also found boot prints. They might belong to anyone, but they’ll cast them, so we’ll see. We don’t know what brand of boots she wore, so it may be a dead end until we get the stuff from her apartment. We’re headed to the command post to meet up with the on-site sheriff’s deputy commander. Then we can see what else they’ve found.”

Jody watched the side mirror and took note of a truck coming up quickly behind them, then slowing down to the posted speed. “Michael, someone’s in quite a hurry.”

Michael quickly scanned behind him in both his side and rearview mirrors. He observed the truck carefully as it slowed behind him. The driver then passed him in the left lane but continued at the same rate of speed so as not to draw attention to himself. He seemed unaware he’d already caught the police’s attention.

Michael watched the truck speed up as the distance between them increased. The truck continued past where they needed to exit. I wonder what the hurry was?

* * *
[image: image]


When Michael pulled onto Lytle Creek Road, he drove past the ranger station. Coming up to a group of patrol cars and ranger units, trucks, and SUVs parked all along the side of the road, he pulled in behind the farthest one. He nearly jumped out of the cruiser, then moved quickly toward the sheriff’s department command post. 

Jody straightened her uniform, then started after Michael. She tried to keep up but slowed to a careful walk over the small rocks and brush along the pathway. 

She glanced up at the tall trees which surrounded them. Oak, alder, pine, and sycamore stood together. Their branches met like the trees were holding hands. Her boots crunched pine needles along the path. Michael was talking to one of the deputies. Then he turned and motioned for her to hurry.

“They’re getting ready to take the car to SID for forensics. We have to hurry!”

Jody sped up a little, and they reached the car from behind and off the path near the command station on another roadway.

Michael pointed with excitement. “There it is.” He pushed forward and spoke to the deputy standing guard, then ducked under the crime scene tape and walked around the car.

The SID techs were busy checking for evidence and ignored the intrusion of local police. 

Jody ducked under the tape and searched as best she could through the windows. Seeing the car before they moved it was important. They could easily lose evidence in transport if the SID people weren’t careful. 

* * *
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Michael and Jody returned to the command post where any evidence found was checked and cataloged. Michael stopped near one of the tables to scan the notebook of information which might have been brought in since he’d left earlier. He hitched up his pants and motioned for Jody to move closer. He drew his finger down the list of evidence. “Nothing else new, besides the car?” 

“No, sir. At least nothing since you left. Only the boot prints and strands of hair. The deputies can direct you to where they’re working now.” 

The man stepped aside as Michael and Jody walked through the tent and out the other side toward where the deputies gathered, taking a break before heading out again. Some of them were drinking coffee, and others had bottles of water. All of them were hot and tired. 

* * *
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Michael felt a touch on his arm and stopped in mid-step. He turned to Jody. “I’ll catch up in a minute.” He turned toward where the touch came from then moved away from the group of deputies to a more secluded area. “What’s happening, Jeffrey? You know I’m in the middle of an important investigation. Do you have something of interest or do you like bugging me?”

Jeffrey said nothing for a moment. “I was doing online research earlier, paging through information about Terri Thornton, and her background, her family. Her parents were killed in an automobile accident a year ago. She still hasn’t received her inheritance, and from checking her online bank balance, James Thornton, her uncle—her father’s brother—has been contesting the will. According to my research, he told the attorney his brother wanted him to watch over the finances until Terri turned twenty-five.”

Michael stood in awe. “Wow, you did your homework. I don’t even want to know how you breached her bank account or where you found this information. We already knew about her parent’s deaths. The accident is now being re-investigated as suspicious. They still haven’t turned up to anything other than to say it probably wasn’t an accident.” He raised his eyebrows and tried to sense where Jeffrey was standing. 

Michael turned toward the sound of leaves and pine needles crunching, he knew Jeffrey wouldn’t make a sound when he moved. He wanted to be sure no one saw him talking to himself.

“There’s more.” Jeffrey continued. “The uncle has financial issues. He owes a lot of money to unsavory people in Chicago. I was thinking it would be great to figure out where he is right now. What he’s been up to recently.”

“Fabulous idea.” Michael ran his hand through his hair and watched Jody and the deputies who were still talking. “I’ll get one of my officers to check into it. Thanks, Jeffrey. Sorry about before. I’m on edge.”

“No problem.” Jeffrey left. No one other than Michael knew he’d been there.

* * *
[image: image]


Jeffrey stayed in the woods long enough to tell Michael about his research, then returned home. He wasn’t sure Helena would be back from Eureka yet. He entered the house through the back wall of his small bookshelf-lined office, thinking she might be there waiting for him.

She wasn’t in the office. His oak desk still held his laptop, open, as he’d left it. He started moving toward the kitchen and passed the dining room area. The spread of newspapers across the large old maple table where he’d been doing his research earlier in the day was still there.

Helena called out to him. “Did you learn anything new?”

Jeffrey moved back into the room. “Hi! I was wondering if you’d be here.” One of the upholstered chairs scooted away from the table and he hovered over it across from her. “Didn’t learn much.”

She glanced up from the newspaper in front of her, then raised her head. “Well, I have a little bit of information. Terri worked for Amy at Eureka for the past month. Didn’t get much from Jody since she rushed out to help Michael.” Her gaze dropped to the paper again. “These newspapers aren’t much help either. What did you learn from Michael?”

He leaned forward and rested his head on his hands, elbows above the table top. “I found out the sheriff’s departments out of San Berdo and Fontana have now put together a joint task force with the Mission Park Police Department. I also found background information I passed along to Michael. I’m pretty sure Terri’s uncle, James Thornton, is involved, but I don’t know how. Michael will follow up and let us know.”

Helena leaned back away from Jeffrey and tilted her head. “Wouldn’t her family support her efforts to move on with her life?” She pushed away from the table.

Jeffrey nodded. “You’d think so, but her uncle has money problems. He might have an ulterior motive in this case. She was supposed to inherit money. Not a lot, mind you, but enough to get through college and start her life. The uncle’s been contesting the will. Even a year later her inheritance hasn’t been released.” 

Helena shook her head and pulled her chair closer to the table. She didn’t understand people. “I hope they get it straightened out soon, for Terri’s sake. I hope they find her, and she’s okay. It can get nasty up there. She hikes daily, according to Amy, but no one knows where exactly. Where else besides the Etiwanda Preserve area are the sheriffs searching?”

“Well, today they moved in a different direction, toward Lytle Creek. I heard the deputies talking. They found her car and strands of hair as well as boot prints, but the command post out there was fairly quiet about it when I passed through.”

* * *
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James Thornton drove past the police cruiser, his dark hair flowing in the wind from the open window. It was much warmer than back home in Colby. This morning he’d put on a white short-sleeved t-shirt covered with a blue flannel jacket and jeans. Now he wished he’d taken the jacket off before he sat in the truck. He was sweating. Especially coming up behind a cop car. 

But he couldn’t worry about the cop right now, and not because he didn’t want to get stopped for speeding. He needed to get back to his motel in Union Junction and he was late already. Shouldn’t have left to check out the information on my friend in Los Angeles. I might have missed the phone call from my contact. “Damn cops. They’re all over out here. Wonder what’s happening?”

He pulled into a parking spot outside his room and entered as the phone rang. He slammed the door shut then turned the dead bolt lock, and dashed across the room. He picked up the receiver in time. “Yeah. I’m here.”

“You’re out of breath. What were you doing?”

James sat on the edge of the bed and ran his hand across the patterned spread. “I returned to the room after breakfast. Why?”

“Nothing, curious is all.”

Picking a piece of lint off his plaid flannel shirt, James scanned the motel room. “Okay, so do you have it set up?”

“Yeah. How about you? Did you do your part?”

He sighed. “Of course. What do you think? I need this to work. You don’t think I’m gonna mess it up now, do you? I’ve waited too long.”

He banged the receiver down in the cradle.
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Chapter Three
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Amy stepped out of the walk-in refrigerator. She shivered as the warmth of the kitchen replaced the icy cold. Carrying the vegetables she’d gathered to make her special salad, she walked to the nearest stainless steel table, leaned forward, and dropped them. She reached out to catch an onion as it rolled across the table. 

The bakery was still on half-staff, but she knew the searchers needed more than pastry. She set up a basic menu of salads and sandwiches. It was what they needed.

She straightened her Eureka T-shirt and brushed off a few stray pieces of plant material. The searchers would start within the next twenty to thirty minutes. She studied her kitchen. The staff were all working on their own tasks, slicing sandwiches and pulling the fresh bread out of the oven. She needed to hurry.

As she cut up the lettuce and mushrooms, Tony walked through the back door of Eureka. He was dressed for work in black jeans and a bright blue shirt. He’d put on his white chef jacket when he arrived at Indigo, the restaurant Jeffrey and Helena owned here in Mission Park. 

She turned and smiled at him across the stainless steel tables, but continued with her work. His bold appearance and toned body were part of the reason Amy didn’t understand why he was interested in her, but he was, and she was glad. He spoke to the other staff on his way across the kitchen toward her
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