
  
  
      
        
          Passport to You

          
		      
          Summer sinclair

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright ©2025 by Summer Sinclair 
All rights reserved.
No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.






  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Stranded in Tuscany
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Wine and Words
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Festival Fire
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Cracks in the Vine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        The Departure
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        A Vintage Love
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Stranded in Tuscany


Cassidy Harper’s life had been reduced to a fistful of crumpled ticket stubs, a rapidly dying phone battery, and the staccato slap of her sandals against cheap linoleum. She was third in line at the only Tuscan consulate within a hundred kilometers, trying to flatten her hair into a semblance of control while an elderly woman behind her glared holes through her boho-chic dress. The consulate’s foyer was a testament to architectural punishment: a single flickering fluorescent bulb, the oppressive tang of bleach, a whirring photocopier that spat out blank pages every five minutes like an existential joke. 
Cassidy clutched her sun-bleached canvas tote like a life vest, rehearsing the litany of Italian phrases she’d hastily Google-translated. Her tongue felt heavy, clumsy, ill-suited for the syllabic ballet required to plead her case. A metal desk fan oscillated wildly, blasting the clerk’s hair into a perpetual state of alarm. 
“Mi dispiace, signora, but we cannot process without codice fiscale,” the clerk repeated, her English crisp and chilly. She wore a red lipstick so unbudgeable it seemed lacquered on with a paint roller. Her fingers drummed impatiently, awaiting a stack of forms Cassidy did not possess.
“I don’t—what even is a bodice fiscale? Is it like a social security number or a credit score or—”
The woman’s mouth compressed into a line so thin it threatened to vanish. “For foreigners, there is protocol. You lose passport, you wait. I call next.”
Cassidy’s carefully rehearsed meltdown morphed into a squeak as she fumbled through her tote, brandishing a backup driver’s license as if it might transform into a magical token. “I have ID! I’m not, like, a ghost.”
The old woman behind her snorted audibly. Cassidy wheeled around, green eyes blazing, but the woman simply adjusted her silk scarf with the self-satisfied grace of a cat licking its paw. 
The minutes congealed, sticky and endless, until Cassidy found herself exiled to a row of metal chairs. She slumped between a beefy German tourist with an improbable tan and a local in a designer suit jabbering into a Bluetooth headset. At the far end of the room, a sign over the exit read: “Good Luck, Arrivederci.”
Outside, the sun torched the plaza into white oblivion. Cassidy squinted, blinking away the sudden tears of frustration. She’d come to Italy for a travel piece—Tuscany on Two Lattes a Day, a brilliant commission from a travel rag that rarely spelled her name right but paid in euros. It was meant to be quick, breezy, photogenic. Now she was stuck, stranded, officially undocumented.
She sat on the rim of a fountain in the square, toes tracing circles in the dust. Her phone buzzed: a single bar of service and four new DMs, each more desperate than the last. Cassidy's editor wanted updates. Her mother wanted to know if she was eating enough protein. Cassidy wanted to launch herself into the Renaissance sky and orbit the problem until it disappeared.
The old woman materialized beside her on the fountain’s rim, a conjuring act of silent disapproval. “You have trouble?” she said, her accent thick as espresso.
Cassidy attempted a smile. “Only if you count being a stateless wanderer with zero prospects.”
The woman tsked, unscrewing the top of a thermos with arthritic precision. “Is not so bad. Italy, she is slow. But beautiful. You will see.”
“I’ve seen,” Cassidy muttered, then winced at her own brattiness. “Sorry. Long day.”
The woman poured two fingers of espresso into a dented metal cup and thrust it into Cassidy’s hands. “You need place to stay. Rossi Vineyard—my nephew, Matteo. Very beautiful, very cheap. You like the wine. Maybe he fix your problem.”
A hot pulse of caffeine hit Cassidy’s tongue, and for a second the world righted itself. “Thank you. I—uh, is there a bus or…?”
The old woman grinned, displaying two gold molars. “In Toscana, only a donkey is faster than the bus. I drive.”

The Fiat Panda shuddered up the switchbacks like a wounded animal, the dashboard rattling in protest. Tuscany unspooled in dizzying gradients of green and ochre, fields stitched together by cypress trees and the haphazard geometry of ancient stone walls. Normally, Cassidy would have been half out the window, camera in hand, narrating the panorama for her 40k followers with breezy hashtags. Today, every postcard-perfect turn seemed to mock her lack of agency.
The old woman—Elena, she’d finally introduced herself—narrated the journey with a running commentary of village gossip, most of which centered on her nephew’s deficiencies as a bachelor and his vineyard’s urgent need for female supervision. Cassidy nodded and mm-hmmed at intervals, her thoughts snagging on the word “fix.” Could a rural winegrower really untangle the bureaucratic mess she’d landed in? Or was this some elaborate Italian prank, designed to corral wayward American girls into working for free?
At the crest of a hill, the vineyard revealed itself: a broad sweep of grapevines undulating in the breeze, rows so perfectly straight they seemed computer-generated, bounded by a sagging stucco wall. At the center stood a sun-baked villa, its windows shuttered against the heat, terracotta roof crowned by a line of sulking pigeons. 
Elena jammed the gearshift into neutral and cut the engine. “We're here,” she announced. “Matteo will like you. Maybe he'll smile, no?”
Cassidy doubted it. She dragged her suitcase from the trunk and followed Elena up a gravel path bordered by wild rosemary and flocks of bees. As they neared the villa, the door banged open, and a man stepped out, wiping his hands on a rag that had once been white. 
He was tall, not in a basketball-player way, but with the lean, functional height of someone used to reaching the tops of things. His skin glowed with that hard-to-categorize olive that only Southern Europeans and California surfers seemed to possess. A scowl carved itself deep into his face as he clocked Cassidy, followed by an ocular inventory that traveled from her face to her sandals and back again. She could practically hear the spreadsheet in his head, tallying liabilities.
“Elena, sei pazza,” he muttered, the “pazza” pronounced with relish.
Elena tossed her head. “My nephew. Matteo. He is—how do you say—difficult?”
“Yeah, I’m fluent in difficult.” Cassidy stuck out her hand, offering him her best “not a crazy tourist” smile. “Cassidy Harper. I think I’m your new houseguest.”
He ignored the handshake, instead holding the door as if daring her to walk through it. “Do you have a booking?”
Cassidy blinked, surprised. “Uh, no. I have a passport problem, and your aunt said—”
“Of course.” He said it in a way that implied the exact opposite. “You want a room? Is fine. You pay in cash. No credit.”
“Perfect,” she deadpanned. “Do I get a discount if I stomp grapes?”
Elena chortled, but Matteo did not. He studied Cassidy for a moment longer, then led her through a narrow corridor lined with faded family photos: sepia ancestors, unsmiling, flanked by grape clusters and the tools of some vanished trade. The guestroom was compact but immaculate, sunlight fractured through linen curtains onto a bedspread the color of old parchment. Cassidy dropped her suitcase and exhaled.
“I brought towels,” Matteo said, then hovered in the doorway as if expecting her to bolt or combust.
Cassidy, determined not to be the punchline, yanked her phone and aimed it at the view outside. The vineyard’s rows glimmered in the late afternoon, golden hour doing unspeakable things to the hills beyond.
“I’m a travel blogger,” she explained, gesturing with the phone as if it might explain all her life choices. “I need to post. Otherwise, I think I stop existing.”
Matteo stared at her for a beat, then shrugged. “If you like. Do not take pictures of me.”
“Don’t worry,” Cassidy shot back. “You’re not even in the top ten weird things I’ve posted today.”
He left with a grunt; the door clicked behind him. Cassidy collapsed onto the bed, which was both softer and cleaner than her last three Airbnbs combined. She let the unfamiliar quiet seep into her bones, her heart beating a nervous tattoo. 
She was stranded in Tuscany, living on the charity of strangers and the thin promise of bureaucracy. But the room smelled like rosemary and sun, and somewhere outside, the vines rustled with the wind. If she squinted, Cassidy could almost believe she was the architect of her own disaster. And for once, the prospect didn’t scare her at all.

By the next morning, the promise of rosemary and sun had transformed into a stubborn ache behind Cassidy’s eyes. She woke to the clatter of distant pots and a rooster crowing with evangelical zeal. For a suspended moment she forgot where she was—then remembered the passport fiasco, the espresso-shot kindness of Elena, the way Matteo’s glare could strip paint from a wall.
Cassidy threw on a wrinkled sundress and tiptoed through the cool corridor. The villa’s kitchen was empty, but a loaf of bread and a single, perfectly boiled egg awaited her at the table. Someone had left a sprig of basil as garnish. She snapped a picture for her “breakfast goals” story, captioned it with a breezy fake optimism, and ate in silence, listening to the birds bicker outside the window.
Matteo’s arrival was announced by the slow, deliberate squeak of his boots against the flagstones. Cassidy tensed, then squared her shoulders, determined to set the tone.
He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. “You sleep good?”
“Like a baby—if the baby had jet lag and existential dread.” Cassidy tried for a smile, but Matteo’s face remained impassive.
“You want tour, I show.” He gestured toward the side door, already turning on his heel before she could answer.
The guesthouse, as it turned out, was not so much a house as a storybook cottage. It perched on the edge of the property, its walls stacked from rough-hewn stone and half-swallowed by a riot of climbing ivy. Terracotta pots lined the entrance, each bristling with some fragrant herb—sage, mint, basil gone gloriously wild. Cassidy inhaled, filling her lungs with green.
Inside, Matteo’s tour was efficient to the point of parody. “Here bed. Here bath. No AC. Window open, you get a breeze.” He pointed at a levered casement with a flourish that suggested she ought to be grateful for the innovation.
Cassidy trailed behind, determined to pierce the armor. “Do you ever get guests who, I don’t know, accidentally set fire to the kitchen or clog up the plumbing with American shampoo bottles?”
He squinted at her, uncertain if this was a confession or a threat. “Sometimes. But not me fix. Elena fix.”
“Oh, so you’re just the muscle.”
His mouth twitched—the briefest flash of a smirk—before it set back into its default scowl. “Is vineyard. I have work.”
“Right. Grapes don’t pick themselves.” Cassidy’s phone buzzed with a calendar notification: “PRIORITY—CALL CONSULATE.” She muted it. “Do you always start your mornings with a guided tour, or is this a special occasion?”
Matteo considered her for a moment, then shrugged. “Most guests do not stay long. They come for wine. They go.”
Cassidy glanced out the window. The sun had just breached the ridgeline, gilding the vineyard in impossible gold. Workers moved through the rows, their laughter drifting up in warm, melodic bursts. “If I was here on vacation, I’d never leave.”
She regretted it immediately—too honest, too raw. But instead of mocking her, Matteo simply nodded. “Yes. But sometimes, to stay is harder.”
The words landed with unexpected weight. Cassidy found herself looking at his hands, broad and nicked with old scars, the fingers stained at the cuticles with a dark residue she guessed was grape. He caught her staring and tucked them out of sight, face closed once again.
They circled back to the main house, where Cassidy attempted a negotiating tactic she’d seen once on a travel show. “Can I ask—how much is the room? I mean, I’m basically living on air and Instagram sponsorships, so I need to budget.”
“Seventy euro, per night,” Matteo replied.
Cassidy whistled. “Do you have a student rate? Or maybe, you know, a tragic orphan discount?”
His brow furrowed. “Orphan?”
She attempted her best Italian. “Io...sono un'orfana del sistema. Della...burocrazia?”
Matteo’s eyebrows shot up, then he snorted—actual, audible laughter. “You say you orphan of paperwork.”
“I’m not wrong,” she said, emboldened by his smile. “Seventy euro is all-inclusive, right? No secret fees? No extra charge for, like, spontaneous emotional breakdowns?”
“Breakfast included. If you have a breakdown, is free.”
Cassidy grinned, and the world seemed to right itself by half a degree. “Deal.”
Before she could say more, a voice bellowed from the kitchen. “Matteo! Why you keep guest in the hot?” Elena burst through the door, face shining with flour, her colorful apron a flag of maternal authority.
Matteo rolled his eyes, but Elena swept Cassidy into a hug, peppering her cheeks with air kisses. “You eat enough? You look thin, like fettuccine! Sit, I'll make you cake.”
Cassidy found herself at the table, hands wrapped around a chipped ceramic mug as Elena fussed over her. Matteo loomed at the
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