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To anyone who has ever been told they can’t, and built a vineyard anyway.

Prologue

Some rivalries are born in a single moment.

Mine was born in a courtroom, on the day a judge signed over my family’s legacy to the man I had once trusted more than anyone.

I was twenty-four when my father died. He left me his winery—a small, sun-bleached patch of land on the California coast, where vines twisted toward the sea and the fog rolled in each evening like a benediction. It wasn’t much by industry standards, but it was ours. My grandfather had planted the first vines in 1972, and every bottle we ever made carried the taste of salt air and stubborn hope.

When the will was read, I thought my future was settled. I had studied viticulture, worked the harvests since I was old enough to carry a basket. The land was in my blood.

But my father had debts. Loans taken out during lean years, secured against the property. And the man who held those loans—who had been my father’s partner and, for a time, my mentor—decided to call them in.

Dante Marchetti was twelve years older than me, with hands that knew soil and a smile that could charm the leaves off a vine. He had worked alongside my father for a decade, and I had grown up watching him coax life from the earth. I admired him. I trusted him.

When he stood in that courtroom and told the judge that my father’s debts would be paid by transferring the vineyard to him—for a sum that was barely a fraction of its worth—I felt the betrayal like a blade.

He didn’t look at me. Not once.

The judge ruled in his favor. I walked out of the courthouse with nothing but a cardboard box of my father’s papers and a hatred that would fester for seven years.

I left the coast that week. I went to Napa, then to France, then to Australia—anywhere that would let me work the land without the ghost of what I had lost. I built a name for myself as a winemaker who understood the earth. I won awards. I told myself I had moved on.

But the sea calls you back. And so does unfinished business.

When I heard that Dante’s vineyard—my vineyard—was failing, I told myself I was coming back to watch him fall. I told myself I wanted to see the land returned to my name, to reclaim what was stolen.
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