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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            HARVEST OF BEGINNINGS

          

        

      

    

    
      The winding roads of Sonoma unfurled before Sophie Brooks, her car rumbling along as she maneuvered through the heart of California’s wine country. Even with the early January chill, the landscape stretched lush and vibrant, rows of grapevines sprawling in perfect lines under a cloudy sky. Her destination—a quaint guesthouse on the edge of Cartwright Vineyard—came into view, sparking a flicker of anticipation she hadn’t felt in months.

      She parked and took in the cottage before her: a small, rustic structure with ivy crawling up the sides, warm light spilling from its windows, and the soft scent of earth and grapes mingling in the air. It was the perfect hideaway, peaceful and tucked away from the world—or, more importantly, far from her old life.

      Sophie stepped out, the gravel crunching under her boots. This was it. Her new beginning. After the heartbreak and upheaval of the past year, she was here to rebuild, rediscover, and hopefully, rejuvenate herself. Sonoma was her refuge—a place to lose herself in the art of food, to pour her passion into her blog and her book, and to leave behind the lingering ache Oregon had left in her heart.

      Inside the cottage, the faint aroma of cedar and lemon greeted her. The decor was rustic but inviting—weathered wood floors, a cozy armchair by the window, and a small kitchen that practically invited her to cook. Running her fingers along the countertop, she imagined all the dishes she’d create here, the flavors she’d uncover in this little pocket of wine country.

      Sighing, she set her bags down and looked around. The space was her own, yet strangely unfamiliar, and a pang of loneliness crept in, uninvited. She pushed the feeling away. Sonoma was about healing, about starting fresh. She was done looking back. She had work to do.

      Taking a steadying breath, she allowed herself a small smile as she glanced around the cottage. It was liberating, knowing that every choice here was hers. No compromises, no half-truths, just her instincts. The contrast with her Oregon life felt jarring. She recalled all the times Ryan had brushed off her opinions with a dismissive, “Don’t worry, I’ve got it covered,” as though her thoughts were… less.

      This chance in Sonoma felt vital. It wasn’t only about escaping betrayal but about learning to rely on herself completely—to trust her own intuition. This time, she alone would make the choices, solve the mysteries, and define her future. The thought filled her with a rare satisfaction.

      She glanced around the cozy room, feeling a sense of belonging slowly settle within her. Here, each decision, each moment, added a new layer to her story, independent of anyone else’s expectations. For the first time in ages, Sophie was exactly where she wanted to be.

      Sophie pulled out her phone and opened the app for her blog, her fingers itching to start her first Sonoma post. But instead of typing, she stared at the screen, memories washing over her—the bustling restaurant she’d left behind, shared dreams with Ryan, the way he’d betrayed all of it. She remembered that awful night when she’d discovered his under-the-table dealings, how he’d compromised everything they’d built together.

      Enough, she told herself, tucking the phone away. This was her new chapter—no filters, no second-guessing. It felt like an act of defiance, a promise to herself to be fully present in the life she was creating.

      Deciding to head into town to clear her mind, Sophie shrugged on her coat and stepped outside. The air was cool and crisp, carrying the scent of damp soil, oak, and a faint hint of rosemary from the wild shrubs bordering the vineyard. Each breath felt cleansing, rooting her in the present moment.

      The town square wasn’t far—a charming cluster of boutique shops, cafes, and markets surrounding an old stone fountain. Holiday lights still adorned the streets, their gentle glow reflecting off shop windows, lending the town an inviting warmth. She felt welcomed, like this little square had been waiting for her.

      Sophie took her time browsing the local produce at the farmer’s market, her fingers grazing over crisp apples, leafy greens, and handmade cheeses. This was the kind of place she’d dreamed of back in her hurried restaurant days, where each ingredient told its own story, untouched by the urgency and shortcuts she’d known. Here, people lived by the rhythms of the earth—a world away from Oregon’s frenetic kitchen life. Sonoma didn’t rush her; it let her breathe, giving her space to heal.

      As she picked up a bunch of rosemary, a warm, friendly voice sounded beside her. “I see you’re already drawn to our finest herbs.”

      Sophie turned to see a woman about her age, with shoulder-length, chestnut hair and a friendly smile. She wore a worn, flannel shirt over jeans, her eyes lively with curiosity.

      “I guess I can’t resist,” Sophie replied, smiling. “It’s a force of habit.”

      “Welcome to the club. I’m Claire Cartwright,” the woman said, extending a hand. “You’re new in town, aren’t you?”

      Sophie nodded, returning the handshake. “Sophie Brooks. Just arrived today, actually. I’ll be here for a few months, staying at the guesthouse near Cartwright Vineyard.”

      “Ah, you’re right next door to us,” Claire said, her face lighting up. “My uncle James owns the vineyard. It’s been in our family for decades. Let me know if you’d like a tour sometime.”

      Sophie’s interest piqued. “I’d love that. I’m a food blogger, so I’m always looking for good stories, especially those tied to local ingredients.”

      “Well, you’ve come to the right place,” Claire said with a grin. “Sonoma takes its farm-to-table tradition very seriously. Though I should warn you, it’s not all as peaceful as it looks.”

      “Oh?” Sophie tilted her head, intrigued.

      Claire hesitated, glancing toward the vineyard. “It’s probably nothing,” she said with a shrug. “Just a bit of family drama—old vineyard rivalries and all that.”

      Sophie sensed there was more to the story, but before she could ask, her phone buzzed. A message from Oliver lit up the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oliver: Update, please! How’s my favorite detective doing in wine country? [image: grapes][image: woman detective]

      

      

      

      

      

      Sophie chuckled and typed back a quick response.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sophie: Just met my first new friend! I think Sonoma will be… interesting.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: You got this! Sip some wine, sniff some grapes, and don’t let your detective instincts go to waste. [image: wine glass]

      

      

      

      

      

      She tucked her phone away, feeling reassured by his words. Claire continued chatting, sharing local tips and pointing out nearby cafes and shops Sophie might enjoy. Soon, Sophie genuinely looked forward to the months ahead, the weight of her past loosening its grip.

      As the sun set, casting a golden glow over the vineyards, Sophie returned to the guesthouse. She opened her laptop this time, intending to start her first Sonoma post, wanting her readers to feel the quiet beauty of this place and the slow, earthy rhythm that already felt like a balm.

      She titled her draft, A New Beginning: Sonoma’s Secrets and Stories, and let her fingers flow over the keys:

      There’s a kind of peace here that you don’t find in many places—a stillness that lets you breathe. Sonoma is a world all its own. The grapevines have seen more years than I can count, and every corner seems to hold a story. While I’m here, I hope to discover a few of them.

      Sophie paused, a faint smile on her lips. This was exactly where she needed to be. Saving her draft, a quiet satisfaction settled over her, replacing the hollow ache she’d carried for too long. Here, surrounded by unfamiliar faces and places, Sophie felt the first glimmer of hope.

      Tonight, she would let herself settle into that feeling. Tomorrow, the mystery of Sonoma awaited her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            MARKET BOUNTY

          

        

      

    

    
      Sophie woke to the muted sound of birdsong outside her window and the scent of damp earth and grapevines drifting into the cottage. Sonoma mornings were unlike any she’d known—a slow unfolding, without the rush and noise that had filled her days in Oregon. Here, time felt different, stretched and softened by the vineyards and hills. She let herself sink into the stillness, her heartbeat steadying, as if the land itself offered a quiet kind of healing.

      Morning light filtered through the thin curtains, casting a soft glow over the rustic furnishings. The space felt both familiar and foreign, as though it were still adjusting to the fragments of her life she’d brought with her.

      After a quick breakfast of tea and toast, Sophie packed her camera and notebook, deciding to take Claire up on her offer of a vineyard tour. Outside, the air was fresh and crisp, carrying hints of damp earth and crushed leaves. As she stepped out, she felt the weight of old worries lift, replaced by a quiet sense of possibility. There was no clamor here, no rush—just the steady rhythm of the vines breathing around her. She let her fingers brush against the sturdy grape leaves, drawing in their subtle, earthy aroma. It felt like Sonoma’s soil was rooting her back to herself.

      Approaching Cartwright Vineyard, she noticed Claire waving from under a large oak tree by the entrance. Sophie quickened her step, smiling at the sight of her first new friend in Sonoma.

      “Ready for a taste of vineyard life?” Claire greeted her with a grin.

      “I can’t wait,” Sophie replied, genuinely looking forward to the experience. “I’ve always loved knowing the story behind the ingredients I use.”

      Claire’s face lit up as they began walking through the rows of grapevines. “You’ll get plenty of stories here,” she said, gesturing to the neat rows of vines rolling over the hills. “Our family’s been on this land for three generations. My uncle James works hard to keep the vineyard sustainable. He’s big on quality and tradition.”

      Sophie noted the pride in Claire’s voice. “It must feel amazing to be part of something with such history.” She reached out to touch a budding vine, feeling its delicate strength. In some ways, she felt like this vineyard was a mirror—new shoots emerging from roots that had weathered storms. “These vines,” she murmured, “they come back every year, don’t they? No matter what happens.”

      Claire nodded, and Sophie smiled. There was something hopeful in that—a reminder of her own resilience and potential for regrowth.

      “It is,” Claire agreed, though her smile faltered briefly. She recovered quickly, but Sophie caught the shadow of something unspoken, filing it away. Maybe the “family drama” Claire had mentioned ran deeper than she'd let on.

      “Over there’s the main barn,” Claire said, pointing toward a large, wooden structure where workers were loading crates. “We host tastings and small events there during the harvest. The stone building beyond is the fermentation cellar, where all the magic happens.”

      As they neared the fermentation cellar, Claire paused, her expression darkening. She bit her lip, glancing back over her shoulder as if to check for onlookers.

      “Actually, Sophie… something happened yesterday,” Claire murmured, her voice low. “I didn’t want to worry you, especially since you’re new, but I think you should know.”

      Sophie’s curiosity sharpened. “What happened?”

      “One of our main irrigation lines was damaged—deliberately. Water gushed everywhere, soaking the roots of some of our best vines before we stopped it.” Claire’s gaze hardened. “It had to be deliberate. Nothing in our equipment could accidentally cut through pipes like that.”

      Sophie felt a chill. “Do you have any idea who might have done it?”

      Claire shook her head. “Not exactly. But… let’s just say this kind of thing has happened before. A few years back, one of the smaller vineyards had a fire in their tasting room. Suspicious, but the investigation went nowhere. My uncle thinks Angela’s influence stretches further than people realize. She owns the vineyard to the west.”

      Sophie absorbed Claire’s words, her pulse quickening. This wasn’t just rivalry. It was calculated sabotage. Damage like this would hit James where it hurt the most, making it hard to keep up with production and tempting him to sell.

      “Has James gone to the authorities?” Sophie asked, keeping her voice low.

      Claire looked down, frustration tightening her expression. “He tried, after another incident last year. But without proof—and with Angela’s friends on the town council—there’s not much they’re willing to do. They wrote it off as an accident.” She looked back up, her eyes fierce. “But, I know it wasn’t. And now, with this latest attack, I can’t shake the feeling they’re trying to wear him down, to force him out.”

      Sophie nodded, her investigative instincts sparking to life. “Thank you for telling me, Claire. I’ll keep an eye out and… I’ll be careful.”

      Claire’s face softened, and she gave Sophie a small, grateful smile. “It’s good to have someone who understands what’s at stake. Just—don’t let your guard down. This isn’t as peaceful a place as it looks.”

      The tour was exactly what Sophie needed to reconnect with her passion. Claire explained winemaking’s nuances, from soil to climate, and Sophie took notes, snapping photos and feeling a growing sense of inspiration for her blog and book.

      They reached a small clearing at the back of the vineyard, where a bench sat beneath an ancient oak tree. The vineyard stretched out around them, a sea of green under the winter sky. Sophie took a deep breath, feeling more grounded than she had in ages.

      “Mind if we sit for a bit?” Claire asked, gesturing to the bench.

      “Not at all.” Sophie settled beside her, soaking in the peaceful scenery.

      Claire seemed lost in thought before she spoke again. “You know, my uncle James… he’s dedicated his life to this place. He practically raised me here after my parents passed. But recently, he’s been… different. More stressed.”

      “Running a vineyard must be exhausting,” Sophie offered gently. She could tell Claire had more on her mind.

      “It is, but it’s more than that. There’s pressure to sell, and some family members think he should,” Claire admitted, her voice tinged with frustration. “But, Uncle James says selling would betray everything our family’s worked for. It’s caused tension, especially with a few other vineyard owners eager to expand.”

      Sophie could see how deeply Claire cared about the vineyard and her uncle’s vision. “Do you think he’ll ever change his mind?”

      “Honestly, I don’t know,” Claire replied, looking out over the vines. “He’s stubborn, but he’s also been more anxious lately. And then there’s Angela. Let’s just say Angela and my uncle have very different ideas about how things should be done.”

      “Sounds like they don’t get along?”

      “That’s putting it lightly.” Claire laughed. “Angela’s all business. For her, it’s about numbers and growth. She’s been trying to buy out smaller vineyards for years, and I think my uncle is one of the few holdouts. It’s like a game of cat and mouse at this point.”

      Sophie sensed that the “family drama” might be more than just business differences. There was something deeper here, though she didn’t want to pry too much on only her second day.

      After the tour, Claire invited her back to the main barn, where workers were finishing up their tasks for the morning. Sophie took a few more photos of the equipment and workers, feeling a thrill as she thought about how she’d frame it all in her blog. Her readers would savor each detail of the vineyard’s story.

      Claire pulled out two glasses from a nearby table and poured them each a tasting of the vineyard’s signature Pinot Noir. “It’s a little early for wine, but we can make an exception.”

      Sophie raised her glass with a smile. “To new beginnings.”

      “To new beginnings,” Claire echoed, clinking her glass against Sophie’s.

      The wine was rich, earthy, with a hint of cherry and spice. Sophie took a slow sip, letting the flavors linger. It tasted like the land itself—complex, rooted, timeless.

      Just as they finished, the barn door opened, and a tall man with a weathered face and salt-and-pepper beard walked in. He carried himself with the ease of someone deeply connected to the land.

      “Uncle James!” Claire called out, waving him over. “This is Sophie, our new neighbor. She’s a food blogger and writer here to explore Sonoma’s farm-to-table scene.”

      James offered Sophie a friendly but discerning smile. “Nice to meet you, Sophie. I hope Sonoma treats you well.”

      “Thank you,” Sophie replied, feeling like she was being weighed and measured. “I’ve already fallen in love with the vineyard. It’s breathtaking.”

      “Good to hear,” he replied, his gaze shifting to the vines. “These vineyards carry generations of stories. Keeping it in the family means everything to us.”

      There was a quiet strength in his voice, a conviction that left no room for doubt. But Sophie noticed the faint lines of strain on his face, as though the weight of those generations pressed down daily.

      The barn door swung open again, and a woman stepped in. She moved with purpose, her tailored blazer and polished demeanor stark against the rustic setting. Her gaze flicked to Sophie, then fixed on James with barely concealed irritation.

      “James, we need to talk,” Angela said, her voice clipped.

      James’s friendly demeanor faded, his jaw tightening. “Not now, Angela.”

      She crossed her arms, unperturbed. “This won’t take long.”

      The tension between them was palpable. Sophie held her breath, wondering if she should excuse herself. Before she could, Angela’s gaze shifted back to her.

      “You must be the new neighbor,” she said, a bitter smile playing on her lips. “Let me guess—a writer? A blogger, maybe?”

      Sophie nodded politely. “Yes, I’m here for a few months to write about farm-to-table culture.”

      “Well, I hope you enjoy your stay,” Angela replied, though her tone suggested otherwise. “Just remember, not all stories need to be told.”

      With that, she turned back to James. “We’ll talk later, James. Don’t keep avoiding it.”

      Angela strode out, leaving a tense silence in her wake. Sophie exchanged a glance with Claire, whose face reflected a mix of frustration and embarrassment.

      “Sorry about that,” Claire said. “Angela doesn’t like hearing the word ‘no.’”

      Sophie tried to smile, though her mind was racing. She’d only been here a day, yet she was already sensing the layers of history, pride, and rivalry within this small community. Angela’s words lingered, though she couldn’t quite make sense of them.

      As she walked back to the guesthouse that afternoon, Sophie’s thoughts drifted to the tension she’d witnessed between James and Angela and the strain she’d glimpsed in James’s eyes. It was just a hunch, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something deeper brewing beneath Sonoma’s peaceful surface.

      Back in the guesthouse, she pulled out her laptop and began jotting down notes, capturing the morning’s tour, the vineyard’s textures, and the tension she’d sensed in Claire and James. There was a story here—she could feel it.

      For the first time in a long time, she felt the thrill of discovery stirring in her bones.

    

  


OEBPS/images/rtx-1f377-text-received.png





OEBPS/images/rtx-1f575-fe0f-200d-2640-fe0f-text-received.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/rtx-1f347-text-received.png





OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
SOPHIE BROOKS MYSTERIES 1

DAISY LANDISH






OEBPS/images/image-2-2.jpg
SOPHIE BROOKS MYSTERIES

DAISY LANDISH





OEBPS/images/beaches-and-trails-publishing.jpg
BEACHES AND TRAILS
PUBLISHING





