
  
    [image: Markets and Mysteries]
  


  
    
      MARKETS AND MYSTERIES

      A EUROPEAN HOLIDAY MARKET COZY MYSTERY

      
        SOPHIE BROOKS CULINARY MYSTERIES

        BOOK 3

      

    

    
      
        DAISY LANDISH

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Copyright © 2026 by Daisy Landish

        All rights reserved.

        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

        

      
        First Edition

      

        

      
        Editing by Veronica Jauregui

        Cover by Daisy Landish

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: Beaches and Trails Publishing logo]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Previously on Farm-to-Table Adventures

      

    

    
      
        Prologue: The Recipe for Trouble

      

      
        1. All Aboard the Flavor Express

      

      
        2. A Viennese Whirl

      

      
        3. Stirring the Kipferl

      

      
        4. Something Smells Off

      

      
        5. Prague and Prejudice

      

      
        6. A Bitter Brew

      

      
        7. Grating Suspicions

      

      
        8. The Capital of Christmas Secrets

      

      
        9. A Recipe Scorned

      

      
        10. Thickening the Plot

      

      
        11. Paris When It Sizzles

      

      
        12. Crêpe Expectations

      

      
        13. The Proof Is in the Pudding

      

      
        14. Rolling in the Dough

      

      
        15. Separating the Eggs

      

      
        16. The Perfect Reduction

      

      
        17. Glazed and Confused

      

      
        18. The Best Vintage

      

      
        19. A Recipe for Something New

      

      
        20. The Last Course

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Daisy Landish

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY ON FARM-TO-TABLE ADVENTURES

          

        

      

    

    
      From Sophie's Substack: Farm-to-Table Adventures

      Hello, dear readers. Before I take you into the glittering world of European Christmas markets, I want to account for how I got here, because the woman boarding a train to Vienna tonight is quite different from the one who fled Oregon six months ago with a broken marriage, a bruised ego, and an unreasonable amount of luggage.

      If you've been following since the beginning, feel free to skip ahead. For newcomers joining me in Europe, welcome. You've picked a beautiful entry point.

      The Oregon Chapter (or: How I Discovered My Husband Was Running a Fraud and I Was Running From My Life)

      Six months ago, I was co-owner of a well-regarded farm-to-table restaurant in Oregon's wine country, married to Ryan Brooks, and living what I had carefully convinced myself was a fulfilling life. Then I discovered Ryan had been sourcing our "local and sustainable" ingredients from mass distributors while charging premium prices and telling a story that wasn't true. The professional betrayal was painful. The personal one, realizing I'd been half-asleep inside my own life for years, was worse.

      I sold my share of the restaurant, packed everything I could fit into sensible luggage, and started over. This blog was my reason and my lifeline.

      The divorce was finalized last month, in a quiet Florence café, over espresso Ryan ordered without being asked. It was sad, honest, and necessary. That part of the story is complete.

      Sonoma (or: Where I Accidentally Became a Detective While Trying to Write About Wine)

      My first stop was Cartwright Vineyard in Sonoma, California, an invitation to document traditional winemaking that turned, as my adventures tend to do, into something considerably more complicated. Vineyard owner James Cartwright was murdered. I got involved. I am constitutionally incapable of staying out of things, which is apparently a personality trait rather than a phase.

      With help from James's niece Claire and a local restaurant owner named Nate Calloway, I uncovered a scheme by developer Angela Mason to acquire vineyard properties through fraud and intimidation. Angela was arrested. The vineyard was saved. I discovered investigative instincts I hadn't known existed.

      Oliver, my best friend and literary agent, had apparently been watching all of this with professional interest. Without telling me.

      Tuscany (or: Olive Oil, Family Secrets, and Eighty Years of Buried Truth)

      My second adventure took me to the De Luca family's agriturismo outside Montepulciano, where I arrived to document olive oil production and almost immediately found myself investigating a murder. Nonno Marco De Luca, eighty-three years old, sharp as a pruning blade and the beating heart of three generations of family tradition, was killed in his own olive grove and staged to look like an accident.

      The conspiracy reached back to the Second World War: stolen land documents, buried mineral rights, and a ruthless developer named Vincenzo Ferrara who had been engineering the De Luca family's financial ruin for years. Marco's murder was solved, Vincenzo was arrested, the De Luca family kept their land and their legacy, and I ate some of the finest food of my life while fearing for it regularly.

      Nate appeared in Tuscany, officially for work, fooling approximately no one, and turned out to be exactly the kind of person who supports your choices without trying to control them. It took me longer than it should have to admit I noticed.

      The Part Where People Started Making Plans Without Telling Me

      In the weeks after Tuscany, I discovered that two people in my life had been quietly building my future in separate rooms without consulting me.

      Oliver secured a two-book deal with Harrington & Cross before I'd finished unpacking my olive oil. I have a deadline. I have signed the contract. I am choosing not to think about the deadline right now.

      Nate, meanwhile, had pitched a documentary series to Netflix, a celebration of Europe's Christmas market food traditions, the artisan producers and generations-old recipes behind the mulled wine and handmade stalls. He suggested me as presenter. The Netflix crew is already in Vienna. I leave on tonight's train.

      Both men argued, independently and with irritating conviction, that they'd seen something worth fighting for in my work before I'd fully seen it myself. I can't entirely argue with that. I can and do argue with the part where they didn't ask me first.

      The Personal Stuff (Since Several Hundred of You Have Emailed)

      Nate Calloway. Yes, he'll be on the Christmas markets tour, the full route, Vienna through to Paris. We are taking things at a pace I would describe as deliberate, and he would describe as patient, and Oliver would describe with an eye roll I can detect from three countries away.

      Oliver Chen, my extraordinarily persistent agent and best friend, has confirmed his train to Vienna and asked approximately fourteen questions about the Hotel Sacher. I have told him we are not staying at the Hotel Sacher on Netflix's per diem. He has not acknowledged this information.

      For New Readers:

      This blog began as food writing and has evolved into what I can only describe as culinary investigative journalism, with occasional murder. I don't seek out trouble. I seek out authentic food stories, the people and communities behind what ends up on our plates. Trouble, it turns out, tends to live in exactly the same places.

      The Christmas markets are calling. Five cities, six weeks, first class rail between them. The mulled wine is ready.

      With a suitcase full of olive oil, a book contract I've actually signed, and a warm coat I sincerely hope Vienna deserves, Sophie Brooks
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      Prologue: The Recipe for Trouble

      The tin arrived on a Tuesday.

      Colette Brauer had been selling her family's Guetsle at the Strasbourg Christmas market for thirty-one years, the same stall, the same hand-lettered sign, the same recipe her grandmother had pressed into her hands on a folded square of paper the winter before she died. Ces biscuits sont notre histoire, she had said. These cookies are our history. Colette had understood this to be true in the way you understand things your grandmother tells you, completely, and without needing proof.

      She had not expected to need proof.

      The tin came from her nephew, who had found it in a supermarket in Lyon and thought it was funny, the way young people found things funny before they understood what things cost. He set it on her kitchen table with the easy carelessness of someone delivering good news.

      Look, Tata. Someone's making your cookies.

      The tin was beautiful, she would give them that. Matte forest green with gold lettering, a watercolor illustration of a snow-dusted Alsatian village that could have been painted from her kitchen window. Marché Authentique read the logo, in the kind of script that suggested heritage without specifying whose. Below it, in smaller letters: Guetsle d'Alsace, Recette Traditionnelle.

      Traditional recipe.

      Colette turned the tin over and read the back with the careful attention she gave to anything that required her glasses. The ingredient list was correct. The method, printed in four languages in a font designed to suggest a handwritten original, was correct. The proportions, her grandmother's proportions, tested across decades and adjusted ever so slightly, were correct.

      At the very bottom, in the smallest text the designers had apparently felt they could get away with: Recette exclusive de Marché Authentique SA. Tous droits réservés.

      Exclusive recipe. All rights reserved.

      Colette sat down at her kitchen table for a long time. Outside, the first of November's cold pressed against the windows, and the bare branches of the plum tree scratched against the glass the way they always did when the wind came off the Rhine. She had grown up with that sound. Her grandmother had grown up with that sound. Her grandmother's grandmother had baked these same cookies in this same kitchen and listened to those same branches and passed the same folded paper to the next woman in the family when the time came.

      She thought about the Christmas market opening in three weeks. Her stall, her sign, her cookies.

      She thought about the words tous droits réservés and what they might mean for a woman whose only proof of ownership was a square of paper folded so many times the creases had become soft as cloth.

      Then she picked up her telephone and called her daughter, who was a lawyer.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            ALL ABOARD THE FLAVOR EXPRESS

          

        

      

    

    
      The thing about first class on a European train is that it makes you understand, viscerally and without apology, every bad decision you've ever made about economy seating.

      I settled into my seat on the Railjet from Venice to Vienna via Udine/Villach as the November dark pressed against the windows and the attendant brought a menu printed on card stock thick enough to serve as a cutting board, and I thought: Netflix is paying for this. Netflix, and the documentary series that Nate had pitched on my behalf without telling me, which I had spent three weeks being theatrically annoyed about before quietly accepting that it was, in fact, an extraordinary opportunity.

      The olive oil was in my carry-on. The small bottle Sofia De Luca had pressed into my hands at the farmhouse, the first pressing from the disputed grove, olive oil that had cost a man his life to protect. I had wrapped it in a scarf and tucked it between my laptop and my notebooks, and I checked on it at approximately the frequency you'd expect from someone who understood what it represented.

      I had also brought the Harrington & Cross contract, now fully executed, in a manila folder I was trying not to look at too often because every time I did, I felt the specific combination of excitement and terror that I was coming to recognize as the emotional signature of my new life.

      The train moved north through the Italian darkness. Somewhere outside those windows, the landscape was transitioning from olive grove to Alpine, the geography of Europe compressing its centuries into a few hours of rail. I had my laptop open to a blank document that was supposed to be the first chapter of the book, and instead I was writing notes about the texture of the seat fabric and wondering what Viennese coffee tasted like at the source.

      My phone buzzed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oliver: I'm on the eight-fifteen from Paris. The dining car is serving a Bourgogne that I'm choosing to believe is excellent despite evidence to the contrary. Have you eaten?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sophie: I have a menu the size of a small novel and no idea what half of it is.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: Order everything unfamiliar. That's my professional advice as your agent and also as someone who has read everything you've ever written about food and knows you always lead with the safe choice.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        This was accurate enough to be irritating.

      

      
        Sophie: I ordered the goulash.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: That's my girl. Is the train on time?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sophie: So far. You?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: Allegedly. The dining car sommelier and I have reached an understanding. Vienna by seven, the Sacher by eight.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sophie: Oliver.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: The Sacher has a café, darling. I merely intend to visit it. Though I should mention that the rooms are reportedly transcendent and Netflix's accommodation budget is, in my view, being underutilized.

      

      

      

      

      

      I put my phone face down on the tray table and ate my goulash, which was rich and paprika-dark, served in a small iron pot with bread rolls that had clearly been baked the same day. The train attendant, a woman in her fifties with the kind of efficient warmth that seems to be a requirement for the position, brought me a glass of Grüner Veltliner without being asked and said simply, "For the goulash." I could have kissed her.

      Outside, the first snow of the season was falling somewhere over the Alps, or at least I assumed it was, the window showed me only my own reflection and the occasional blur of a passing light. I looked at myself in the dark glass and thought about the woman who had boarded a plane to Sonoma in January with nothing but a camera, a fractured marriage, and a stubborn conviction that food stories mattered.

      That woman would not have recognized the first class railcar. She might not have entirely recognized me.

      I opened a new document and started writing, not the book, not yet, but notes. The way the goulash tasted of someone's grandmother's kitchen. The specific quality of train-dark outside winter windows, different from any other dark, compressed and moving. The knowledge that Vienna was ahead and that Christmas markets had been lighting the Rathausplatz since 1298 and that somewhere in those market stalls were stories worth telling.

      The book could wait. The notes could not. This had always been true of the best things.

      My phone buzzed again.

      
        
          
            
              
        Nate: Landing in Vienna at six. Crew already there, set up at the hotel. How's the train?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sophie: First class. I understand now why people talk about train travel the way they do.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Nate: Wait until you see the Westbahnhof. How's the goulash?

      

      

      

      

      

      I looked at my phone for a moment. How's the goulash. He had remembered I'd said I was ordering it, from a message I'd sent forty minutes ago. This was the kind of thing I was trying not to catalogue too carefully, because the catalogue was getting long and I wasn't sure what to do with it yet.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sophie: Better than it has any right to be on a moving train. See you tomorrow morning?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Nate: I'll be the one with the camera and the coffee. Sleep well.

      

      

      

      

      

      I closed my laptop at some point between the Austrian border and Salzburg and fell asleep in my first class seat with the window cold against the dark outside and the train moving north, carrying me toward something I couldn't entirely name yet. When I woke, the suburbs of Vienna were sliding past in the early morning grey, and the attendant was offering coffee, and for a moment I was simply a person on a train arriving in a beautiful city with nowhere to be until the market opened, and it was enough.

      Vienna's Westbahnhof was everything a person could want from a railway station, high ceilings, morning light through industrial glass, the specific smell of coffee, and possibility that belongs exclusively to the arrivals hall of a European train station. I collected my luggage, found a taxi, and rode through streets that were beginning to dress themselves for Christmas. Advent wreaths in shop windows. A string of lights going up on a pedestrian street, two men on ladders arguing cheerfully about the placement of a star. A market cart being wheeled into position near a park, its owner's breath visible in the cold air.

      The hotel was not the Sacher. It was, however, very good, a nineteenth century building near the Ringstraße, its rooms high-ceilinged and warm, with windows that looked out onto a courtyard where a single chestnut tree stood bare and perfect against the November sky. I unpacked my olive oil onto the windowsill where the light could find it, hung up my coat, and went to find coffee.

      Vienna's coffee culture is not a small thing. The café attached to our hotel was panelled in dark wood, with marble tabletops and bentwood chairs and a pastry case that constituted an argument for relocating permanently. I ordered a Melange, Vienna's answer to the cappuccino, softer and more deliberate, served in a proper cup with a small glass of water and a piece of dark chocolate on the saucer, and ate a Kipferl, the crescent-shaped roll that is Vienna's daily bread, and felt the city beginning to settle around me like a coat that fit.

      I had three hours before the crew briefing. I spent them walking.

      Vienna in November is not a postcard city. It is something better, a city comfortable in its own age, wearing its grandeur lightly, its coffee houses and museums and wide imperial boulevards going about their business with the quiet confidence of institutions that have seen everything and outlasted most of it. I walked the Innere Stadt, crossed the Graben, found my way to the Stephansdom and stood for a moment in the shadow of its tiled roof looking up at the south tower with the particular feeling of smallness that great old buildings produce in people who are paying attention. The Christmas market scaffolding was going up along the Rathausplatz, I could see cranes and white-robed market stall skeletons being assembled in the cold, the bones of something that would be magnificent in four days when the market officially opened.

      By the time I made it back to the hotel, Nate was in the lobby.

      He looked the same as he had at the Siena airport two weeks ago, which is to say he looked unhurried, quietly observant, the camera bag over one shoulder and coffee in the other hand, watching the lobby the way he always watched rooms, as if deciding which corner held the most light. He saw me before I saw him and was already smiling when I pushed through the revolving door.

      "How was the train?" he asked.

      "Worth every kilometer," I said.

      We stood in the lobby for a moment in that particular way of two people who have a great deal to say to each other and have agreed, by unspoken consensus, to let the saying unfold at its own pace. Vienna hummed around us. Somewhere in the depths of the hotel, someone was playing piano, something Viennese and unhurried, Schubert or something adjacent to Schubert.

      "The crew briefing is at two," Nate said. "I thought we might walk the Rathausplatz first. The market stalls are going up, good footage before the crowds arrive."

      "Lead the way," I said.

      The Rathausplatz is a vast formal square in front of Vienna's Neo-Gothic city hall, and in four days it would become one of the most famous Christmas markets in Europe. Right now, it was an organized construction site, market stalls in various stages of assembly, electrical cables running between them, the smell of fresh wood shavings and the sound of hammering. Workers moved between the stalls with the focused energy of people building something on a deadline. Nate moved through it with his camera, unhurried, finding angles.

      I found the vendors.

      A woman in her sixties was arranging the interior of her not-yet-open stall, boxes being unpacked, goods sorted with the practiced speed of someone who had done this many times before. Her stall was dedicated to baked goods: I could see tins and packages being aligned on shelves, labels hand-calligraphed in the distinctive style of someone who took presentation seriously. She caught me looking and smiled.

      "Vanillekipferl?" she offered, holding out a small cookie, a delicate crescent, dusted in vanilla sugar, that crumbled at the first bite into something rich with butter and ground almonds.

      I ate it and stood very still for a moment.

      "Frau —?" I began.

      "Huber," she said. "Elisabeth Huber. My family has had this stall for forty years." She said it with the specific pride of someone whose history is also her business plan, and I understood her completely.

      I introduced myself, explained the documentary and the blog, and asked if we could talk. She agreed with the ease of a woman who had been talking to curious strangers about her cookies for four decades and had long since made peace with being interesting.

      The briefing at two brought the full production team together for the first time. Jade Rousseau ran it with the efficient authority of someone who knew exactly what she wanted and had already mapped the logistics of getting it. She was, I had decided on the train, someone I could work with, direct, professional, not interested in anything except making the documentary as good as it could be. She had greeted me at the hotel with a handshake and the words, "I've read your Tuscany posts. You're better on the page than most journalists I've worked with." It was not a warm compliment, but it was a real one.

      Germain Beaumont I met at the briefing's end, when the rest of the crew had dispersed to their various pre-production tasks. He was Netflix's liaison, responsible for the production's press relationships, market coordination, and what he described as "making sure the right people know we're here for the right reasons." He was Franco-Belgian, perhaps forty, with the kind of precise grooming that suggested genuine investment in personal presentation rather than vanity, and he spoke in the accented English of someone who thought in French and translated efficiently.

      He also, I noticed, had already identified the hotel's best coffee and arrived at the briefing with two cups he hadn't been asked to bring.

      "Oliver Chen is your agent," he said, when we were introduced. It was not quite a question.

      "He is," I said.

      Something crossed Germain's face, careful, professional, with perhaps a millimetre of something else underneath. "He's confirmed his arrival for tomorrow morning. He has some views about the press strategy."

      "He has views about everything," I said. "I'm sorry in advance."

      Germain straightened the already-straight cuff of his jacket. "I have managed talent for fifteen years, Ms. Brooks. I've handled more difficult personalities than a literary agent with opinions."

      I thought about Oliver and what he would do when he encountered this particular brand of composed certainty, and decided that whatever happened next would at minimum be entertaining.

      That evening, I walked to the Naschmarkt as the stalls were closing for the night, Vienna's great open-air food market, stretching along the Wienzeile in a six-hundred-metre corridor of produce, spices, street food, and the particular beautiful chaos of a city that takes its eating seriously. I bought a paper bag of roasted chestnuts from a vendor who pressed them into my hands with the wordless generosity of someone who understood that the point was the warmth. I ate them walking back to the hotel, watching Vienna prepare itself for Christmas, and wrote the first real paragraph of the book on my phone notes app somewhere between the chestnut vendor and the Ringstraße.

      There are cities that tolerate Christmas as a commercial obligation and cities that understand it as a continuation of something ancient, the human compulsion to make light in the dark, to gather and share warmth, to mark the year's turning with something worth eating. Vienna, it turns out, is emphatically the latter.

      I sent Oliver the paragraph.

      
        
          
            
              
        Oliver: That's your first line. Don't change it.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Sophie: It's a note, not a first line.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Oliver: It's a first line. Sleep well. See you tomorrow.

      

      

      

      

      

      I did sleep well, for the first time in longer than I wanted to admit. The Viennese dark was quiet and cold outside my window, and the chestnut tree in the courtyard stood its patient watch, and somewhere across the city the Christmas market stalls were waiting for their moment.
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