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        Murder doesn’t pair well with Merlot…

      

      

      

      When former Hollywood actress Sam Jones and her boyfriend, Jordan, visit a quaint Colorado winery, they expect wine tastings and mountain views—not murder. During their tour, wine barrels come crashing down, killing their enthusiastic guide, Penelope. But was she the intended target, or was someone after Sam?

      With a suspicious small-town sheriff questioning their every move, Sam and Jordan discover Penelope had plenty of enemies. There's her heartbroken ex-boyfriend still reeling from their breakup, the volatile winery owners, and a coworker harboring secret feelings. When Sam and Jordan's hotel room is trashed, the danger becomes personal.

      From ice cream shop confrontations to basement mysteries, Sam must use all her cunning to navigate small-town secrets and hidden motives. When it seems that everyone has something to hide, Sam and Jordan race to uncover the truth before the killer strikes again.
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      “Do I know you? Have we met before?”

      I turned to the kid behind the counter in the ice cream shop, Sweet Scoops, a charming store with pink painted walls and a ceiling border of smiling ice cream cones.

      “I don’t think so,” I said, glancing over at my boyfriend, Jordan, who studied the candy display. “This is my first time in town.”

      He wasn’t a kid, but a young man. Sitting firmly in my mid-fifties and quickly creeping toward sixty, everyone under the age of thirty resembled a child to me.

      Narrowing his gaze, he ran a hand through his mop of brown hair. “No, I know you from somewhere. I’m not sure where, but I’ll figure it out.”

      He studied the phone in his hand. A quick peek revealed he was scrolling Instagram.

      With a shrug, I continued my internal debate. What type of ice cream cone did I want? Chocolate chip? Peanut butter and chocolate? Both?

      People thinking they knew me happened quite frequently.

      “You look like that one actress,” he said. I glanced up and noted his nametag read Milo.

      “Andie McDowell?” I smiled. With my curly black and gray hair, I’d been compared to her throughout my career.

      “No,” he said, shaking his head, then he snapped his finger. “That one actress on that soap opera! What was her name? The character was Cassie!”

      The statement had caught Jordan’s attention and he hurried over to my side. It hadn’t been that long ago I’d fallen from the Hollywood elite and I’d been terrified anyone would recognize me. In fact, I’d left Hollywood and ended up in Heywood, Arizona, a small town in the Arizona mountains. I’d dropped my screen name, Samantha Rathbone, and went by Sam Jones. I’d gone from a life of ritzy parties, living in a multi-million-dollar mansion and driving fancy cars, to a one-bedroom apartment above an herbal apothecary. After the shock of my downfall wore off, my life had changed for the better.

      “Except you look older than her,” Milo continued.

      Yes, I heard that a lot as well. While in Hollywood and working on my show, As the Years Turn, my producers had insisted I pump my face full of Botox and fillers. Over the years, I’d let go of that practice and now I aged naturally. Sometimes, I didn’t like what I saw in the mirror, but since I’d left Hollywood, I didn’t have much time to obsess over my looks.

      I pondered whether to admit that I indeed was the famous Samantha Rathbone, or just let him think I resembled her. I decided to order my ice cream cone instead.

      “I’ll have a peanut butter and chocolate on a waffle cone, please,” I said.

      “Do you want sprinkles?”

      “No, thanks. Just the ice cream is great.” I turned to my boyfriend. “What are you having?”

      “Not sure,” he said. “But whatever I get, I’m having sprinkles.”

      He winked, reminding me a lot of George Clooney with his salt and pepper hair, defined jawline, and twinkling eyes.

      While Milo scooped my sweet treat, he said, “I was dating this girl for a while and she loved that soap opera. She used to record it every day, then watch it after work. She was obsessed with Cassie on the show.” He shook his head. “That character was a murderer, but she always said that Cassie only killed when someone messed with her, or they were doing something to someone she cared about. And she got away with it all the time!”

      He wasn’t wrong. My character had been a truly horrible person, but she did kill only when she felt someone had been unjust to her or those in her inner circle. The amount of fan mail I’d received had surprised me, but the public loved Cassie. I’d probably still be playing her today if my husband hadn’t stolen money from the Hollywood elite and then gotten himself murdered for it. The awful situation had led to me being blacklisted, fired from my job and me leaving Hollywood.

      “Well, that’s the thing about television,” I said. “It doesn’t mirror real life.”

      “True that,” Milo said. He stared at me just a beat too long, and I realized he was still trying to figure out if I really was who he thought… except older. “Yeah, my girlfriend loved that show. She said Cassie changed her life and she stopped watching when the character wasn’t on it any longer.”

      Good. Not that I’d ever go back to Hollywood even if they begged me, but I relished the thought of the ratings plummeting because I was no longer a part of the show.

      “What’s she watching now?” I asked, making conversation.

      “When she broke up with me, she was watching reruns of that stupid show. She ruined my life.” He handed me the cone, deep sadness radiating from his gaze, and then glanced at Jordan. “Do you want something?”

      Poor Milo. He seemed heartbroken over his girlfriend moving on. Such a shame.

      As Jordan placed his order—a scoop of chocolate and a scoop of vanilla, with sprinkles—I turned to stare out the window of Sweet Scoops in the little town of Cottonwood, Colorado, while enjoying my treat.

      Nestled at the base of the Rocky Mountains, Cottonwood could be described as quaint. It had once been a mining town but was now a tourist attraction. The main street was only about a mile long, but was filled with antique stores, wineries and restaurants and a lot of tourists frequenting them all.

      My former life as a Hollywood actress had taken me all over the world: Paris, London, Dubai. I’d been on African safaris, skied the Swiss Alps, and seen the Northern lights in Iceland. But I’d never experienced the United States between California and New York, and that’s what Jordan and I had decided to do. I wanted to see new things, meet different people and have real, American experiences. That didn’t mean we wouldn’t see the beaches of Mexico or walk the streets of Malta during our travels, but I was excited for the plans we had in the U.S.

      We’d arrived in Cottonwood the prior day and had visited two wineries, then done a little shopping. I made a mental note to drop into the bookstore down the street, but we hadn’t had time to go into.

      After our ice cream cone, we were headed to the third winery, the one I found most interesting. It was owned by the lead singer of a popular death metal band, and I found the odd dichotomy of a metalhead making fine wine intriguing. It was my understanding that when the band wasn’t on tour, the owner spent a lot of time at his wineries, and I hoped to meet him.

      “Ready to go, Sam?” Jordan asked.

      “I knew it!” Milo shouted, slapping his hand against the top of the ice cream display case. “I knew it was you! You’re Samantha Rathbone!”

      Turning to Jordan, I shot him a glare, then I smiled at Milo. “You got me!”

      His grin slowly faded. “Why would you lie to me like that?”

      “I didn’t lie to you,” I said.

      “You didn’t tell me who you were!” he shouted. I took a step away from the counter, shocked by his outburst. He pulled his hair through his hand again and stared at me. “Do you know how many episodes of that crazy soap opera I had to watch? She would make me sit next to her every single night and we couldn’t even consider another show until she’d finished it! And then she made me watch the reruns after you left the show! Over and over! Samantha Rathbone! The character, Cassie! Samantha! Cassie!” He threw his head back and screamed.

      “Listen, buddy,” Jordan said, stepping between me and the counter. He’d been a cop for many years before retiring, and he’d never lose his protective instinct where I was concerned. After fending for myself for most of my life, I found it endearing and appreciated it. “It’s not a big deal. Now you know that she’s Samantha Rathbone. Lying would have meant her saying she was someone else. She didn’t do that. She simply didn’t confirm your suspicions, but I wouldn’t have either with that comment on her appearance.” He fished out his wallet from his back pocket. “Instead of having a fit, why don’t you tell me how much I owe?”

      Milo narrowed his gaze at me as he muttered Jordan the total.

      Jordan threw a few bills on the counter. “Keep the change, Milo, and have a nice day.” He eyed him warily over his shoulder as we walked to the door.

      “Nice job blowing my cover by saying my name,” I said once we were outside. Jordan held the door for a woman with brown hair and grinned before answering.

      Once she was inside, he said, “Yeah, that was a rookie mistake.” He shook his head. “I really messed up. Sorry about that.”

      I linked my free arm with his. “Why do you think he got so upset?”

      “His reaction was a little over the top,” Jordan muttered. “The yelling and hitting the display case… unbelievable. It was like someone tried to hand him a fake hundred-dollar bill or lied to him about the moon existing.”

      “If that’s his default personality, I guess we know why his girlfriend broke up with him.” I stopped in front of a store featuring kitchen items, aptly named the Cozy Kitchen Cookery. The hand towels caught my attention. Mi casa es su casa, but mi taco es mi taco, one of them read, and I burst out laughing.

      The towel translated to, My house is your house, but my taco is my taco.

      Jordan chuckled next to me. “You don’t like to share tacos?”

      “Not in the least bit,” I said, licking my ice cream.

      “Me neither. Tacos aren’t to be distributed once they sit on a plate in front of me.”

      I gave him a quick kiss. “Another thing we agree on.”

      As we moseyed down the sidewalk, I quickly forgot Milo and concentrated on Jordan, the man with whom I’d fallen deeply in love. The fall sun hung low in the sky while the chilled mountain air cleared my head and gently caressed my skin. We laughed and talked while window shopping until we’d finished our ice cream.

      “Let’s go to the bookstore,” I said, pointing across the street to Books in the Nook.

      Jordan pulled out his phone and glanced at it. “Our wine tour starts soon. How long do you think you’ll be in there?”

      I sighed, irritated that once again time had thwarted my visit, just as it had the previous day. “Probably too long. We don’t want to be late for the tour. But we’ll go after, okay?”

      He nodded, and we headed back up the street toward the winery. Not only was its owner unique, but so was the design. The large, wooden building sat on top of a hill covered in grapevines. To reach the winery, we either had to take the stairs or the tram.

      “What do you think?” Jordan asked. “We could take the stairs and make a dent in our calorie intake for the day, or take the tram?”

      Glancing at the long, steep staircase, it didn’t take me long to decide. “I think between breakfast, lunch, our ice cream cone, and the wine we’re about to drink, we’d have to run these stairs four hundred times in order to get into a calorie deficit. So, I’m voting for the tram.”

      “Good thinking,” Jordan said. “Wine doesn’t pair well with cardio anyway.”
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      After purchasing our tickets, we walked over to the open-air tram and were greeted by a bubbly young woman who wore her blonde hair in two long braids down each side of her head. Her white teeth shone in the afternoon sun as she smiled. Large, dark sunglasses hid half her face, and they reminded me of the costume I used to don in Hollywood when I didn’t want to be recognized while out and about. I’d also tuck my hair up into a baseball hat and wear sweats and a sweatshirt from Walmart. No one ever gave me a second glance.

      “How are you today?” she chirped.

      “Very well,” Jordan replied. He gripped the tram door, which upon further inspection, seemed to be a bit rusty. “Is this thing going to keep me well, or break midway and drop us to a painful death?”

      She giggled and her cheeks turned a darker shade of pink. Jordan had that effect on women. “I think we’ll be fine, sir.”

      “After you, my lady,” Jordan said, touching the small of my back. I carefully stepped into the cage and took a seat. There was room enough for maybe three people, plus the woman with the braids.

      “My name’s Kate,” she said, shutting the door after moving inside. “I’m going to take you to the top. Welcome to the Timeless Vineyard!”

      “Thank you,” Jordan and I said in unison.

      “Where are you from?”

      She turned to the console, pushed a button and the tram lurched to life. The low screams of struggle from the pulley above didn’t give me much faith we’d make it to the top. However, the fresh air moving through the grail-like sides felt good against my skin.

      But perhaps we should’ve taken the stairs.

      “Arizona,” I answered.

      “How did you end up in Cottonwood?” she asked.

      “We’re taking small town USA vacations,” I said. “We want to see things between California and New York.”

      “That’s a lot of space to cover,” Kate said.

      “I don’t think we’ll visit it all,” I said.

      “Personally, if I were going on vacation, I’d hit a white sandy beach somewhere warm.”

      A girl after my own heart.

      “Anyway, let me tell you about the winery! It’s owned by a man named Harrison Chase, and his wife, Helen. They opened this particular winery⁠—”

      “Wait a minute,” I interrupted. “I thought it was owned by that guy in the death metal band? He goes by Death Rock and his band is Vortex of… shoot. I can’t remember the rest.”

      Kate threw her head back and laughed. “You’re correct! The band name is Vortex of Decay. But I’m not allowed to say that part because death metal scares some people. Death Rock is his stage name. His real name is Harrison Chase.”

      “Sounds like a banker’s name.” Jordan chuckled.

      “Is he here right now?” I asked. “I’d love to meet him.”

      “Unfortunately, no. Mr. Chase is out on tour with Vortex of Decay and won’t be back for another month. He’s in constant contact with his wife, Helen, though.”

      Our tram slowly moaned and groaned up the hill.

      Kate continued, “But he opened this winery five years ago. He also owns three others across the state. These vines that you see on the hill are all for his white wine. The other winery down the road focuses on the red wines.”

      I looked out the metal cage surrounded by green grape vines. Some were covered with white sunshades while others flourished with health.





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/whodunit-at-the-winery_ebook.jpg
Deadly Destinations Cozy Mysteries: Book One

WHODUNIT AT
THE WINERY

; USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

'CARLY WINTER





