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ANNA BLAKE’S FOCUS LOCKED onto the frying pan in front of her and its bubbling contents. Steam laced with fragrant oregano and thyme coiled into her face. Her sous chefs and staff buzzed around her steamy kitchen, putting the final touches

on the meal they hoped would earn Valenti’s Italian Restaurant a spot on the Michelin map. This is your time. You want this. You need it if we’re gonna have any hope of keeping this place open. Anna tossed the shrimp and Alfredo sauce in her pan and set it over its fire. She peeked through the kitchen door.

The food critic, Marla Dennison, sat in the best table in the house, facing Main Street of Buckhannon. Anna knew all the reasons why she shouldn’t open a high-end eatery in West Virginia. The town was too small. Folks around here couldn’t afford those sort of prices. She would go out of business before she ever made a name for herself. Anna set out eleven months ago with her grand opening to prove them all wrong. Not to mention, her level of anxiety wouldn’t allow her to live in a big city like New York or Los Angeles. 

Anna went back to her pan, wiping the sweat off her brow with the sleeve of her jacket. Long strands of light-brown hair lay soaked and matted to her face. “How is the fettuccini coming?” Pots boiled on the stovetop next to her, turning the area into a culinary sauna.

A portly man not much older than her pulled a few long noodles out of the bubbling water with his tongs. “Almost there, chef.”

“Thanks, Mitch.”

Anna’s best pal and front-end manager, Jenn, rushed through the kitchen doors with a half-devoured salad plate. A cash register churned out receipts behind her at the server’s station. One of them, a lanky college hire for the summer, sped into the kitchen bearing new orders.

Anna gawked at her and then the plate. “She didn’t like it?”

Jenn set the salad on the counter. “No way of telling.” She swept long, blonde bangs out of her blue eyes. “Straight-faced and silent.”

Anna beckoned Mitch with her free hand. “Take this over for a bit.” She snuck to the doors and peered through a window. 

Dennison was a slender woman of tall stature. She sat upright in her chair, her hawkish nose visible from a profile view. Strawberry blonde curls done up in an all-business ponytail. Ivory blouse and a beige skirt. As bland as they come. 

Anna’s servers hustled around the dining room. Cups and silverware clanged. The low drone of dozens of interwoven conversations bore a hole into Anna’s psyche. She turned away and nearly bowled over the server headed out with his loaded tray. “I’m sorry.”

The summer hire wove his tray around Anna and backed through the kitchen doors. “Not a problem.”

Anna’s mouth went dry. Her throat constricted. She scampered to a drink machine and filled a cup with some water. Her thumping heart calmed in its cage. Better. 

“Alfredo’s ready, chef.” Mitch removed the searing pan from the fire as his colleague drained and prepared the fettuccini. 

“Coming around.” Anna set her cup in the sink as she passed it. 

She paced to the cooking line and grabbed the special platter she had cleaned and set aside herself for their esteemed guest. Ivory white with the boot of Italy at its center in gold. Gold-leaf ornamentation wove around its perimeter. Anna took the pot of pasta from her sous chef and placed a generous portion onto the platter. Make this one perfect. 

The girl at her back tossed the shrimp in the sizzling skillet. “Ready behind you.”

Anna curled her fingers over a shoulder. “Bring it around, Suze.” 

Suzie cut in beside her and spooned the piping hot sautéed seafood and mushrooms onto the fettuccini. She wiped her blonde curls from her cheek and stirred the contents of her skillet.

Anna pointed out a few bare places. “More Alfredo.”

Suzie obliged and doused the dish in the creamy sauce. 

“Perfect.” Anna set a cloth napkin on the edge of the platter and spun it. She called out to her server station. “Hands!” 

A young female server hurried into the kitchen and scooped the platter onto her tray. Her sneakers squeaked to a halt. 

“Whatever you do, Katie,” Anna said, “don’t drop that.”

“Got it.” Katie’s black ponytail swung as she glided out the doors into the restaurant. Anna snuck a peek at the drama. Katie set the meal in front of the snobbish inspector and disappeared with her serving tray clutched at her chest. 

Anna waited for Katie to return to the kitchen, then returned to the windows in the swinging doors for another glance at Ms. Dennison. The Michelin inspector forked a bite into her mouth and worked it around. 

Jenn joined her in the other round window. “What’s she think?”

“No smiles. Not a scour. Nothing.” Anxiety percolated within Anna. “How can she be so inhuman?”

Jenn snickered. “It’s kind of her job, Ann.” 

Ms. Dennison flipped her tiny notebook open on the tablecloth and scribbled notes into it. She set her pen down and ate another bite. 

Jenn bobbed in place. “Oh. I think she likes it.”

“I can’t watch.” Anna whirled from the window.

“She’s writing some more.” Jenn’s voice teemed with excitement. “Now she’s talking with the college guy, Gabe.” Her hand slapped Anna’s shoulder. “He’s headed this way.”

Anna stood aside and let her server enter. Her muscles tensed up. A sea of yellow stars closed in around her. Cold sweat held her undershirt to her skin. 

Gabe stopped in the doorway. “She wants a word with the chef.”

“Go get ‘em.” Jenn slapped her shoulder. 

Anna slumped over a counter next to the wash basin. “I can’t.” She turned on the faucet and splashed a handful of water onto her face. 

“After all this work,” Jenn said. “You deserve to talk with her.”

Anna blotted her face with a towel. “You go, Jenn. I don’t think I can stand for much longer without passing out.”

Jenn groaned and rushed onto the floor to Marla Dennison’s side. Anna slid onto the countertop and took a glass of water from Suzie. She took ginger steps to the window. 

Moments later, Jenn returned wearing a sullen expression. “She said she had a few things to add. The final report will be sent to you later this evening.” 

Anna sipped her water and wiped a clammy palm on her jacket. The prospect of earning a place on Michelin’s international map of fame awaited. 
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THE DISPLAY ON HER MICROWAVE counted down, adding angst to Anna’s internal time bomb over the report. With two seconds left, she pulled a burrito from the microwave and plopped in a seat in the kitchen at her home. The low hum of the air conditioner in the living room window filled the silence. She hacked off a bite and gnawed on it. 

Her mother, Victoria, drifted back and forth in the living room. “That’s a far cry from your fare at the restaurant, dear.”

Anna refreshed her email on her phone for the ninth time. “I’m tired and expecting something important.”

“Nothing’s so important that you can’t feed yourself a decent meal -—especially seein’ as you’re a chef.”

“Not now, ma.” Anna forked another bite of warm beef and cheese into her mouth. “This report could change everything.” Her half-masticated morsel muffled her words. 

“And don’t talk with your mouth full.” Victoria waddled in silence to the other side of the sofa and dusted an end table. “I know I raised you better than that.”

A notification chirped into Anna’s cellphone. She dropped her fork onto the plate and held her phone in both hands. She opened the email, her brown eyes flying over its words. 

‘Ms. Blake,

We at Michelin would first like to take a moment to thank you for inviting us to your establishment. While your menu is exceptional, I felt that it was lacking in originality and execution. Most of your dishes have excellent flavor, but they were all the traditional dishes I’ve come to expect in any Italian eatery in the world. We regret to inform you that your restaurant, Valenti’s Ristorante, did not earn a star this visit. Please reach out to us again when you feel you are ready for another evaluation.

Sincerely, 

Marla Dennison’

Anna pushed her plate away and sagged onto the oaken tabletop. “Lacking originality?” She tapped her forehead on the table. “You can’t be serious.”

“Did you speak with her about it while she was there?”

Anna groaned. “No. You know how my anxiety can get.”

Her mom tisked. “You’re gonna have to move past that or learn to control it... something.”

Anna thumped a fist on the table. “I’ll never be a normie.”

Victoria sneered. “What is normal? I’m not normal.” She brushed off her slacks. “Maybe you’re hanging onto something that doesn’t really exist.”

“Life would be so much easier if I was.” Anna dropped her phone to the table. “Maybe then I’d get a Michelin star.”

“Who says you need their opinion anyway?” Her mom floated to the kitchen doorway. “Just shows what they know.”

Anna propped her head in a hand. “A star from Michelin would put us on the international map. It would put the whole town on the map for that matter.”

“Bah.” Her mom went back to dusting the TV. “You have a great restaurant. Your Nonna’s recipes. The customers love you. What more do you need?”

Anna took another bite of her room-temperature meal. “A Michelin star.”

“Why bother with one of those silly things?”

Anna washed it down with a swill of her soda. “Validation of my skills? Moving up the professional ladder of success?”

Her mom grumbled. “I know you’re a great chef. You’re already successful, dear.”

“Among my culinary peers, mom.” 

“Pishaw,” her mom said. “They’ll all find out soon enough.”

Anna cell chimed again. “What now?” She opened her new email. “Michaelo Pangello? Amalfi, Italy?” 

Victoria bent around the doorframe to the kitchen. “What’s the matter?”

Anna’s eyes welled with tears. “It’s Nana.” She finished reading the message, but didn’t register its full weight. “She’s gone.”

Her mom drifted to her side at the table. “Oh, no. This is terrible news.”

Anna wiped back her tears. “I wanted to get back over there to see her again, I swear I did.”

“I know, sweetie.”

Anna wiped her nose on her napkin. “I haven’t been to Italy since I was fourteen.”

“She lived a good, long life, honey.” Her mom bent over an empty chair. “Says there that the attorney needs to see you about Nana’s will.”

Anna bobbed her head through blowing her nose. 

“You going?”

Anna cut off a bite and rolled it with her fork. “I can’t leave the restaurant like that for,” she eyed the email again, “two weeks?” She threw up her hands. “No way.”

“You have plenty of people who can look after it while you’re gone.”

Anna went to the trashcan and scraped her plate into the garbage can. “I don’t know.”

Her mom leaned over the table. “If they need you in Italy, she probably left you something in her will.”

“Can’t he mail it to me?”

Victoria went to the kitchen window. “Must be substantial if he needs to see you in person about it. I’d go if I were you.”

“But it’s—-”

“Your Nonna’s dying wish,” her mom said.

Anna massaged her temples. “The restaurant. I can’t.”

“Call your friend,” her mom said. “See if she can run it for a while.”

“Who? Jenn?”

Victoria smiled. “When was the last time you took a vacation?”

Anna went to the fridge and cracked open a root beer. “Never.”

“Exactly.” Her mom stood and moved to the window over the kitchen sink. “You’re well past due for one. So call her.”

Anna pulled up Jenn’s contact in her phone and dialed. 

“Hello? Anne? What’s up?”

Anna leaned against the counter and sipped her soda. “I need to ask you a huge favor.”

“Is everything all right?” Jenn’s tone morphed into immediate concern. 

“Not really,” Anna said. “My grandmother passed away.”

“Oh, no. I’m so sorry.”

“Thanks,” Anna said. “I have to travel to Italy for a couple of weeks to take care of her estate.” She drew in a deep breath. “Can you—-?”

“No need to even ask,” Jenn said. “I’ll cover the restaurant until you get back.”

“Are you sure?”

Jenn laughed. “Pssh. You know I’ve got the front of the house down.”

“Yeah.”

“And Mitch and the rest of the kitchen staff know your menu by heart,” Jenn said.

“I know.” Anna took another gulp and burped. 

“Then, go! You could use the time away from us.”

Anna grumbled into the line. 

“You’re out of excuses, Blake.”

“Fine,” Anna said. “I’ll go.” She strode to the kitchen window. A squirrel scurried up the trunk of a hickory tree flanking her gravel driveway. “Don’t burn my restaurant down while I’m away.”

“Lord, Ann. Just book your tickets and pack already.”

“This means a lot to me,” Anna said. “Seriously.”

“How many times have you let me go?” 

Anna couldn’t refute that. 

“Right,” Jen said. “So go.”
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ANNA FLIPPED THROUGH HER phone to the burial information for Nana. Jetlag stinks. With a long yawn, she leaned to her cab driver. “Do you know the location of the cemetery?”

“Si,” the driver said. “How was your flight from America?”

She eased into her seat. “I spent the entire trip beside newlyweds who wanted to yap about their plans in Rome over and over.” Anna’s attention wandered. “Your English is pretty good.”

“Marko.” He gave a shallow bow in his rearview mirror. “Grazie. I learned it in the university.” He peeked at her in his mirror once more. “You look tired. You take a nap. I’ll wake you when we’re there.”

Anna rode into the quiet countryside not far from Naples, grogginess tugging her eyelids closed. Her cab came to an abrupt stop, jarring Anna from her snores.

She turned to her driver at the edge of the manicured grass. “Just a few moments, please. I won’t be long.”

Anna wove among the headstones until she found her Nana’s at the head of a fresh bed of soil. The stone had her name engraved into it. Francesca Valenti. Born, 1942. Died, 2023. She crouched beside the stone and straightened the flowers in the vase. 

“I’m so sorry I missed your ceremony, Nana.” Anna swept blades of grass off the stone’s base. “I’m not entirely sure why you chose to do what you did for me, but I’m grateful. I wish I had made the time to come here and visit with you again.” She caressed the curved top of the headstone. “I’ll do my best with whatever it is you’ve given me.” She kissed her hand and patted the stone. “Love you.”

Anna took her cab over serpentine roadways into Salerno and on to Amalfi. Fields of swaying grasses surrendered to low piedmonts crowned with deciduous trees. As the cab rounded the hilltop, the blue of the sky melted into the sapphire waters of the Mediterranean Sea. The coastal town of Amalfi sat nestled among rocky crags bounded by the lapping waves on its rugged shores.

Terraced vineyards blanketed some hills, while fragrant lemon groves fought for purchase on steeper outcroppings. Amalfi’s pastel-colored shops and villas wound around the contours of this unforgiving paysage. Anna’s jaw dropped. It’s more beautiful that I remember it. 

Peaks from the nearby islands jutted through a low layer of fog creeping over the sea. Her driver pulled into the downtown district and parked a short distance from the bus depot. The driver spun around in his seat. “Here is Amalfi. Yes?” 

Anna held her purse on her lap. “Grazie.” She searched her rusty Italian for the right phrases and gave up. “Where is the Hotel La Conchiglia?” She handed him thirty euros for her fare. 

“Ah!” His rosy cheeks lit up. “Is uh...” He shook his head violently and pointed to an ivory building on the nearby cliffs. “There.” He shifted his cab into gear. “I’ll take you there. No extra charge.” Marko lit a cigarette and spun his steering wheel. “La Conchiglia? Great hotel!” He checked his mirror and whipped the car across an intersection. “Quite beautiful. You will like it.”

They wove among the streets of Amalfi under swaying palms and ascended a cliff with sheer drop-offs. The Fiat’s engine sputtered as it climbed the narrow road. 

Marko hunched over the steering wheel wearing a smile. “You here for vacation?”

“Sort of,” she said. 

“All by yourself?”

She squirmed in her seat and came up with a good cover story. “No. I have family in Maiori.” 

“Ah.” He rounded the crest of the road and pulled into front of the hotel. “Family is good.” Marko pulled into the front porte-cochere of the La Conchiglia and parked the car. “We are here.” He held up a finger. “One moment. I’ll help you with your baggage.”

“Really.” Anna followed him to the trunk. “Thank you. I can manage.” She set her suitcase on the asphalt and collected her other bags.

He flicked the line of ash from his cigarette and set it in his mouth. “Up to you.” 

She pulled the telescoping handle from her suitcase and wheeled it behind her. Gulls called from a stretch of beach a stone’s throw away. Anna ambled through the open front doors of the hotel and crossed the main lobby, its cool air rejuvenating her sunbaked skin. An elegant carpet striped in the Italian national colors guarded the mahogany concierge desk. 

A stately gentleman of considerable height strode from the back office and propped his slender frame against the polished desktop. “Buongiorno, signora.”

“Hello.”

“Ah.” A warm smile from him. “American. I am called Sergio. I am the head concierge here at the hotel. How may I help you?”

“Anna Blake.” She scrolled through her phone for the email confirmation. “I have a reservation for two weeks.”

Sergio wafted her worries away. “No need, signorina.” He clacked data into his computer. “Do you have any identification?”

“Of course.” Anna set her purse on the desk and produced her license. 

Sergio leaned closer for a better look. “Sorry. My sight isn’t what it used to be.” He turned his attentive brown stare back to his computer screen. “There we are. Anna Blake. Two weeks. We have you staying in room three-fourteen.”

She put her I.D. away.

“Very nice,” he said. “Great views of the ocean from its balcony.” Sergio placed a card into a reader and typed more data into his system. “One moment while I program your room key, miss.”

Anna shouldered her purse and made ready with her suitcase.

“There.” Sergio slid the keycard to her. He glanced at her suitcase. “No need for that, signora.” He bent around the corner and shouted into the dining area. “Hey, Ronaldo!” He rattled off something coarse in Italian. The bouncy nature of the language made it impossible for anything to sound scornful. 

A teenage boy loafed to Anna’s side, wearing a grumpy expression. “What room, signora?”

“I can get it if it’s too much trouble,” she said. 

The teen threw up his hands, which drew more scorn from Sergio. He hissed something at Ronaldo that made the boy’s arms droop even lower. 

“This way, miss.” Ronaldo grabbed her suitcase handle and led her to a bank of elevators across the grand foyer. 

Potted palms listed in a breeze that drifted in through the open French doors to the spacious patio. Their fronds whispered as the elevator doors parted. Ronaldo moped into the elevator car and pushed their button and leaned against the wall. When the doors parted, he led her to the right and the front of the hotel. More of the salty air floated through an open window at the end of the hallway. 

Ronaldo stopped in front of her room and glared at her. 

“Oh.” Anna fetched the keycard from a pocket of her denim shorts and opened the door. “Sorry.”

“Enjoy your stay, signora.” His narrow stare told Anna she had forgotten something. 

“Right.” She fished a couple of euro coins from her purse and tipped him. “Thanks, Ronaldo.”

Her room had a queen-sized bed with royal blue bedding. A matching stripe of color accented the crown molding around the tray ceiling. Three faux candles hung from a chandelier at the center. “So cozy.”

A white armoire rested against the wall next to the French doors onto her private balcony. Anna strode to the opposite wall and ran a hand over the writing desk. “Matching blue chair. TV. Wi-Fi.” She heaved her suitcase onto the bench at the foot of her bed and unzipped it. “I’ll have to change for the meeting with the lawyer soon.” She eyed the balcony. “But first...”

She opened the door and stepped out into the sea breeze. Tall rocky crags protected the right side of the public beach. A lone ruined tower sat on the point of the outcropping a short hike away. Light blue water lapped onshore to the delight of a little boy and girl hunting for seashells. I could get used to this. She went back inside and made quick work of unpacking her belongings. Mopeds honked in the street below and wound around the town square. Might as well stretch out for a while after that trip.

Amalfi’s main plaza buzzed with activity in the mid-morning sun. Anna strolled into the brick and cobblestone town square and the cacophony of its daily routines. Young trees dotted the space in an even configuration. Most of the three-story buildings around the square and its nearby streets wore coats of tan paint. Each window had a shallow balcony ornamented with deep green ivy clinging to its rails. Vendors barked out invitations for patrons to come and sample their wares. Aromas from the nearby cafes and ristorantes tugged at her senses. Freshly brewed espressos, baking breads, and, of course, fresh Amalfi lemons. 

Roll-away street carts as well as more permanent structures formed a horseshoe around the piazza. An old gent in a newsboy cap called from one such cart to Anna’s left. He poured a cheerful yellow liquid from his bottle into a cup and motioned for her to join him. 

Sharp pain radiated from her hands. Anna released her clenched fists and shook the nervousness from her arms. She wandered to the right side of the plaza and pretended to rummage through the rack of sun dresses and polo shirts hanging on a rack. A kind woman glanced up from her folding of other garments and posed a question in Italian. 

“No, thank you.” Anna donned a sheepish grin. “Just browsing.”

The vendor fluttered a bejeweled hand and went back to her folding. More and more people funneled into the makeshift flea market from all corners of the coastal town. Adults sampled the golden beverage and wandered in and out of the cafes. Children haggled with their parents over the sweets they pointed out in the display cases. 

Anna backed away from the gathering chaos. Her muscles tensed, beginning with her calves and racing to her shoulders. Voices melded into a nauseating drone. A cloud of dull yellow spots closed in from her peripheral. Gotta get outa here. 

Everywhere she turned, throngs of people appeared. Joyous laughter morphed into jeers. Are they seriously making fun of me? Anna shuffled through the swirling horde of shoppers and scurried for the opening in the horseshoe. In her desperation for sanctuary, she barreled into a body of chiseled muscle. “I’m so sorry.” 

His voice held warmth and strength. “Not a... problem?” 

Anna jogged to a tan building and leaned against a wall in the shade of a tree. She rested her forearms in her lap and drew in deep breaths. Sensory overload pushed her body to its brink.

The man strode to her side and held out a fresh glass of ice water. “You look like you could use this more than me.” 

She recovered to come face to face with a man who left her speechless. He stood a few inches taller than Anna. Sun-kissed brown hair. Light brown skin. Blue eyes. What’s my name again?

He pushed the plastic cup of ice water toward her. “I am Lorenzo.” His eyes held a twinkle. Dimples formed at the corners of his smile. His muscular chest rose and fell. “Not from around here, no?”

Anna accepted the drink and sipped it. “Thanks.” The icy water calmed her nerves but did nothing to quell the spark between her and Lorenzo.

Lorenzo wiped his hand on his beige shorts. Cords of muscle flexed in his short sleeves. “I spent a summer in England several years ago. I am quite comfortable with your language.” 

She drew another sip and swam in his stare. The panic the crowd induced waned.

Lorenzo leaned next to her against the building. “What brings you to our corner of the globe?”

“My Nana, grandmother, passed away.” Anna’s attention fell to his muscular forearms, but was pulled in again by the gravity of his gaze. “I can’t thank you enough for the water.”

He looked hopeful. “My family owns a grove not far from here in Maiori.” He tilted his torso into hers playfully. “Perhaps you would like to join me for dinner tonight?”

Holy cannolies. She twirled the ends of her hair around her fingers. “I don’t know if—-”

“Come on,” he said. “What other friends do you have here?”

Anna lifted a shoulder. 

“Exactly. I’d consider your company payment enough for the drink.” He leaned into her. “One meal. Nothing strange or bizarre.” He held his hands to his chest. “You no like me? Fine. After that, you’ll see no more of me. What do you say?”

He is adorable. The itinerary in Anna’s head went blank in his presence. 

“My treat.”

She leaned into his arm. “I guess one dinner couldn’t hurt anything.” Her plans returned to her thoughts. “But it has to be later today. I have to meet an attorney to tie up a few loose ends first.” She flattened her hands on the wall behind her. “Okay?”

“Perfetto.” Lorenzo pushed off the wall. “Are you staying local?”

She glanced up the hillside. “A hotel here in town.”

“Very nice,” he said. “I know this amazing place nearby.” An older woman called his name from across the plaza. Lorenzo waved a hand in acknowledgement. “Ristorante L’Abside.”

“I think I saw it on the way down.”

“Excellent,” he said. “Seven tonight?”

She hid a sheepish smile. “Sounds nice.”

He shouted something back to the woman in Italian. “I’m here with my mother. I’ll see you later tonight.”

“Seven o’ clock.” Anna fluttered her fingers at him as he shuffled into the crowd. She slumped against the wall. “What just happened?” She took a drink and ran the base of the cup against her forehead. 

A date? She put a hand over her racing heart. Relax. It’s just dinner. Anna’s mind whirred at a thousand thoughts a second from what to wear to how to get to the restaurant. She finished her drink and trotted along the sidewalks toward her hotel floating on a cloud.
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ANNA PLUCKED A BEIGE SKIRT and ivory blouse from the armoire in her room and made quick work of changing. Gotta hurry. Lawyers bill by the hour. With Sergio’s help, she got a cab into downtown Amalfi to the offices of Michaelo Pangello and Associates. Upon dropping her off, Anna asked that they return in an hour for her return trip. 

The female driver changed her music station with a, “Si. Of course,” and rolled down the cobblestone street toward her next fare. 

The law office was a two-story house tucked in beside a dentist’s office and across the street from the State Comprehensive School of Amalfi. Mopeds whizzed along the tight street and around the bend.

She found a brass plaque on the left wall in the building’s foyer. “I really should have kept up with my Italian.” She found his name and the number two. “Good enough.”

On the second floor, some offices had signs on their front doors and others did not. Thankfully, the law office did. She knocked on its door and went inside. A vibrant brunette clacked away on her keyboard behind a tall desk. She glanced up from her data entry tasks and asked something in Italian. 

Anna adjusted her purse nervously. “I have an appointment with Mr. Pangello. My name is Anna Blake.” 

The receptionist switched to her best English. “Si. One momento.” She went into the office behind her desk and muttered to its occupant. The bright baritone voice of Michaelo Pangello responded. 

“Si, si.” He shuffled through his door into the lobby. “Miss Blake, please.” His wavy brown hair flapped atop his head with each stride. “Come into my office.” He bent his short frame over the receptionist’s desk and whispered something. He flashed a smile. “Just telling Naomi to hold my calls.” 

Anna sat in a low-backed chair in front of his desk. Michaelo’s office was cramped. Bookshelves of a dark wood stretched from floor to ceiling behind him. Tomes and volumes of Italian law and procedure lined their shelves. His office smelled of worn leather and exotic cologne.

Michaelo wiggled his computer mouse and rolled in his chair to a metal filing cabinet on Anna’s right. “Welcome to Amalfi. How was your trip?”

Anna set her purse in the empty chair to her left. “Fine, thanks.”

He placed a folder on his desk and thumbed through its contents. “Here we are.” Michaelo unfolded a sheaf of legal-sized papers. “The last will and testament of one Francesca Valenti of Maiori.” He glance up from the will and winced. “So sorry for your loss, signora.” 

“Thank you.”

He scanned the will. “I’m searching for the paragraph that pertains to you.” He singled the paragraph out with a finger. “Here we are. And I quote this: I hereby leave to my granddaughter Anna Marie Blake my property in Maiori and the lemon grove business interests associated with it. May our family legacy bring you as

















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CA 5 nasporeto S/ nddion wovel






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
2

COUNTRY
ot P





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





