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Chapter One: Anna-Rose (1882)

 

Anticipation coursed through me as the train thundered into the station, steam hissing from its great iron belly. The endless weeks of travel were finally drawing to a close, and soon I would begin my new life with my husband, James Collins.

We had met at a social gathering several months prior in Virginia, and from the moment our eyes locked across that crowded parlor, we were utterly inseparable. What began as stolen glances became whispered conversations, then lengthy walks through Richmond's tree-lined streets, until I could no longer imagine a future without him by my side.

When James announced his intention to establish a homestead in Texas, he pleaded with me to join him in this grand adventure. The prospect of taming the wild frontier alongside the man I adored set my heart racing with excitement, and I agreed without hesitation.

Our plan unfolded with careful precision: we would marry in Virginia, after which he would venture west to prepare our new home while I remained behind for several months, gathering supplies and steeling myself for the journey ahead.

James had already secured a magnificent 600-acre property bearing a modest farmhouse. The previous owner had died without heirs, leaving the bank to dispose of the land through newspaper advertisements. My beloved had purchased it sight unseen, trusting in providence and his own pioneering spirit.

"Picture it, Anna-Rose," he would say, his eyes gleaming with fervor. "Rolling hills stretching to the horizon, field upon field of cotton, oats, and corn swaying in the Texas breeze. It will be paradise itself."

"I can see it as clearly as if I were standing there," I would breathe, caught up in his vision.

"I'll work the fields from dawn until dusk."

"And I'll have hearty meals waiting when you return, weary from honest labor."

"We'll be the perfect family, darling. Complete and whole."

These dreams sustained us through the planning, though my family's reaction proved far more turbulent than I had anticipated. I had been certain they would rejoice in my decision to finally accept a proposal.

Instead, my father's voice boomed through our parlor like thunder. "Anna-Rose, you scarcely know this man! We know nothing of his character, his prospects, his people!"

"But I know him, Papa," I protested, my voice trembling with conviction. "I love him with every fiber of my being."

"Love!" He scoffed. "And how does he intend to provide for you? What manner of living can he offer a banker's daughter?"

"He's a farmer, and we'll cultivate crops and raise cattle together."

"Farming!" My father's face darkened. "That's barely subsistence, not a proper living. Banking. Now that's a respectable profession that provides security."

Mother's response proved even more dramatic. She took to her bed for three full days, claiming a devastating headache brought on by my reckless decision. Her theatrics concerned me little, at nearly twenty, I was more than ready to claim my independence and establish my own household. Most of my dearest friends had already married and begun their adult lives. I was among the last of my circle, practically resigned to spinsterhood.

When Mother finally emerged from her self-imposed exile, she cornered me for what she termed a discussion about household management. In truth, it became a relentless critique of my domestic shortcomings. Ironically, deficiencies she had created by shielding me from such work while managing everything herself.

"You cannot cook beyond the simplest fare," she began, ticking off my failures on her fingers. "Your cleaning skills are rudimentary at best. How do you propose to maintain a frontier household?"

"I understand the principles," I replied, though we both knew my experience was largely theoretical.

"Understanding and executing are vastly different, my dear child. You cannot keep a husband content, particularly in such primitive conditions, without mastering these essential skills."

She proceeded to enumerate an overwhelming list of requirements: cooking with limited supplies and makeshift equipment, soap and candle making, proper laundering techniques, and countless other domestic arts.

"And what of medical care?" she continued mercilessly. "There will likely be no physician within a hundred miles. You must learn to treat injuries, illnesses, even assist in childbirth should the need arise."

"I have ample time to acquire these skills," I assured her, though my confidence wavered slightly.

Determined to prove my capability, I immediately began seeking instruction from every knowledgeable woman in Richmond. Friends, neighbors, even servants shared their wisdom until I discovered a remarkable volume: Housekeeping in Old Virginia Containing Contributions from 250 of Virginia's Noted Housewives Distinguished for Their Skill in the Culinary Art and Other Branches of Domestic Economy.

This treasure trove contained everything I desperately needed from comprehensive instructions for food preparation, medicine preparation, cleaning compounds, and household management. Written by resourceful women who had survived the war's hardships, it represented decades of hard-won experience.

"This changes everything," I whispered, clutching the book to my chest before devouring every page until I could recite entire sections from memory. The remaining weeks before my departure were spent in intensive practice, determined to master as many skills as possible.

With only days remaining before James's departure for Texas, we exchanged vows in an intimate ceremony that left Mother weeping throughout. I had transformed one of my finest day dresses into suitable bridal attire, adding an elegant train and delicate lace trim. James wore a new suit that transformed his rugged features into those of a proper gentleman.

"This represents the first new clothing I've owned since boyhood," he confessed as we posed for our wedding portrait. "Everything else came down from my older brother."

"It suits you perfectly," I murmured, placing my gloved hand upon his arm as butterflies danced in my stomach. The wedding night loomed ahead, a mystery that both thrilled and terrified me.

Mother had already delivered her obligatory lecture about wifely obligations, though her advice proved more alarming than enlightening.

"You must submit completely to your husband's desires," she had intoned solemnly. "This is woman's sacred duty. Fulfill your role properly, and he will provide protection and security in return."

Fortunately, my recently married friend Maribeth offered a dramatically different perspective during a clandestine conversation.

"We're all told to simply endure it," she whispered conspiratorially. "Mother instructed me to close my eyes and pray for swift completion. But truthfully, Anna-Rose, I find great pleasure in my husband's embrace."

"Maribeth!" I gasped, scandalized yet intrigued. "How shocking!"

"You'll understand soon enough," she laughed, giving my arm a playful squeeze.

Secretly, I harbored hopes that my experience would mirror Maribeth's rather than Mother's grim predictions. James and I shared such natural harmony in every other aspect, surely this intimacy would prove equally magical. I refused to resign myself to mere submission when some wives clearly discovered joy in their marital unions.

Unfortunately, reality proved far harsher than my romantic fantasies. James approached our wedding night with a roughness that bordered on brutality, his hands claiming rather than caressing, as though I were property he had finally acquired rather than a beloved wife he wished to cherish. Perhaps such treatment was simply the natural order of things, but I found no pleasure in the experience.

Following Maribeth's mother's advice, I squeezed my eyes shut and prayed for swift completion. After James fell into satisfied slumber, I wept silently into my pillow, wondering whether I had somehow failed him or whether my expectations had been impossibly naive.

Since this had been my first experience with such intimacy, I convinced myself that familiarity would bring improvement. After all, James remained gentle and attentive in every other circumstance. Surely this roughness would soften with time and practice.

When he departed for Texas several days later, I threw myself into preparation during the long months of separation that followed. Every waking hour was devoted to perfecting recipes, gathering essential supplies, and acquiring the skills that would make me a worthy frontier wife.

As my departure date approached, I faced the challenge of selecting appropriate clothing for my new life. Most of my current wardrobe, with its elaborate bustles, delicate fabrics, and ornate trim, would prove utterly impractical for homesteading. I purchased bolts of sturdy linen and wool, fashioning simple shirtwaists and practical skirts suitable for hard labor.

"Surely I won't require these restrictive corsets in such circumstances," I mused while examining my collection of heavily boned undergarments.

"You most certainly will wear proper foundation garments," Mother declared, her voice sharp with disapproval. "A lady maintains her standards regardless of circumstances."

"Mother, practicality must take precedence," I argued, barely suppressing laughter. "I'll be milking cows, butchering chickens, and working the fields. These contraptions would prove more hindrance than help."

"This is not how we raised you, Anna-Rose," she replied, dissolving into fresh tears before abandoning me to complete my packing alone.

The train journey itself became an exercise in barely contained excitement. I pressed my face to the window, marveling at the ever-changing landscape while repeatedly reading James's letters describing our future home. Each word painted vivid pictures in my imagination of our cozy farmhouse, the fertile fields we would cultivate together, the children who would eventually play in our yard.

Everything felt like stepping into a beloved fairy tale come to life.

Dear Maribeth had gifted me a collection of leather-bound journals along with an elegant pen and silver inkwell. Despite the train's constant swaying, I managed to record my observations, emotions, and dreams for posterity. Someday, I promised myself, I would share these chronicles with the children James and I would raise together.

When the train finally shuddered to a halt in the sweltering Texas heat, I scanned the crowded platform desperately, my heart hammering with anticipation.

"Anna-Rose!" James's beloved voice cut through the chaos.

"James!" I called back, waving frantically as relief flooded through me like cool water.

"My darling, how I've missed you," he murmured, crushing me against his chest until I could barely breathe.

"And I you," I whispered, reaching up to trace the unfamiliar beard that now framed his jaw. "You've grown whiskers."

"Different country, different customs," he chuckled, the rich sound I had dreamed about during our long separation. "Come, let's collect your belongings and head home."

We loaded my trunks into his sturdy wagon before setting off through the dusty streets. The rutted roads jolted us mercilessly, forcing me to grip both James's arm and the wagon's side to avoid tumbling onto the hard-packed earth. Despite the discomfort, I laughed with pure joy. After months of yearning, I was finally here with my husband, beginning our grand adventure.

The streets of my Richmond childhood had been paved with brick and cobblestones, creating a far smoother traveling surface. Here, wooden storefronts lined unpaved roads, creating a charmingly rustic atmosphere that spoke of frontier simplicity and self-reliance.

"We face more than a day's journey to reach Wisteria," James explained as we cleared the town's outskirts. "I've brought camping supplies for tonight."

I simply nodded, drinking in every new sight and sensation. Though I had expected the lengthy trip, the train station lay closer to Fort Worth than our ultimate destination. Every mile brought me closer to the life I had dreamed of since accepting James's proposal.

Never having ventured beyond Richmond's comfortable boundaries, this journey represented adventure in its purest form: new husband, new state, new possibilities stretching endlessly before us.

As darkness gathered around our small wagon, James guided us to a level clearing suitable for camping. While he built our fire with practiced efficiency, I arranged bedding beneath the wagon's protective shelter before unpacking the provisions he had thoughtfully provided.

Our simple meal consisted of eggs and bacon accompanied by corn cakes and fried potatoes. It was basic fare that I prepared easily over the open flame. Though I had mastered far more elaborate recipes during my months of preparation, I looked forward to demonstrating my expanded culinary skills once we reached our permanent home.

"This tastes absolutely wonderful," James declared with genuine enthusiasm, consuming every morsel I placed before him.

I managed only a few bites, my appetite suppressed by exhaustion and overwhelming excitement. Two weeks of constant travel had drained my physical reserves, though my spirit soared higher with each passing hour.

After cleaning and storing our cooking implements, we spread blankets beneath the vast Texas sky, its canopy of stars more brilliant than any I had witnessed in Virginia's more civilized regions. James spoke eloquently about our homestead, painting word pictures of the life awaiting us.

"Everything will be perfect once you're there to complete it," he murmured, drawing me into his arms and pressing gentle kisses along my throat.

"James, we cannot... not here in the open," I protested weakly, though his touch sent familiar shivers through me.

"Don't be prudish, my darling. We're properly married, and there's no soul for miles around."

"But what if someone should happen upon us?" I whispered, even as I melted into his embrace.

"Trust me, Anna-Rose. Come here."

Though still far from the blissful experience I craved, this encounter proved less painful than our wedding night. I drifted into sleep wrapped securely in my husband's arms, a smile playing across my lips despite my lingering disappointments.

Dawn found us breaking camp efficiently before resuming our westward journey. My exhaustion from the previous day had lifted, allowing us to reconnect through conversation about my lengthy travels. The railroad system's current limitations had forced me through St. Louis before I could catch a Texas-bound train, a circuitous route that had added days to my journey.

"I began to fear I would never arrive," I confessed. "The distance seemed insurmountable."

"The important thing is your presence here beside me now," James replied, placing his hand upon my knee in what should have been a comforting gesture.

Instead, his touch startled me unexpectedly. Something in the firmness of his grip, the way his fingers pressed just slightly too hard against my leg, sent an unwelcome chill racing through me. I wasn't yet accustomed to casual intimacy between married couples, though I supposed familiarity would ease such awkwardness.

"Anna-Rose, why do you flinch like a skittish colt?" he asked with a laugh that didn't quite reach his eyes.

"Forgive me," I stammered. "I'm still weary from traveling."

"Soon you'll be home where you can rest properly."

He resumed his detailed descriptions of our homestead, explaining the extensive repairs and additions he had completed during our separation.

"Had you seen the property when I first arrived, you wouldn't recognize it now," he said with obvious pride.

"You mentioned it was originally just one room."

"Indeed, but now it contains all the space our future family could require."

The memory of browsing furniture catalogs during our engagement brought fresh excitement. I had spent countless hours selecting each piece, imagining how our home would look once everything arrived.

"The furniture should be delivered within a fortnight," I informed him. "Then our house will truly be complete."

"It will be complete the moment you cross the threshold," he replied, gracing me with the devastating smile that had first captured my heart.

His romantic words brought heat to my cheeks as I basked in the attention of this handsome man who had chosen me above all others.

Several hours later, we crested a hill and saw Wisteria spread before us like something from a picture book. Though it resembled other frontier settlements we had passed, dusty streets lined with simple wooden structures. This felt entirely different because it was ours. Townspeople waved cheerfully as we passed, and several men called greetings to James, making me swell with pride at my position beside such a well-regarded man.

"Are you happy, my dear?" he asked, studying my expression intently.

"Completely and utterly happy," I assured him.

As we rounded the final bend toward our property, I marveled at the towering pines and ancient oaks that reminded me of Virginia while maintaining their own wild, untamed character.

Then our house came into view, and my breath caught in my throat. The one-story clapboard farmhouse featured the wraparound porch I had requested, painted in the pale yellow with dark green shutters that I had specifically chosen. From a distance, it appeared absolutely perfect. Though something about the way shadows fell across the wide porch made me shiver despite the warm afternoon air.

"Oh, James," I gasped, overwhelmed by the sight of our dream made manifest.

"Do you approve, my love?"

"More than I ever imagined possible. Thank you for creating this paradise for us."

"Welcome home, my darling wife." He pressed a tender kiss to my lips before sweeping me into his strong arms. As he carried me across our threshold, I caught a glimpse of something intense and possessive flickering in his dark eyes, an expression I had never noticed during our courtship. The heavy wooden door swung shut behind us with a decisive click that seemed to echo through the empty rooms, and suddenly I found myself truly alone with my husband in our isolated home, miles from anyone who might hear me call.


Chapter Two: Lindsey (January Present Day)

 

I stood clutching my pathetic cardboard box of personal belongings, scanning my office space one final time. Ten years of my life had been contained within these beige walls, reduced now to a few framed photos and a dying succulent. I couldn't process that this was actually happening.

Happy fucking New Year to me.

The security guard shifted impatiently behind me, his keys jangling like wind chimes in a storm.

"I'm sorry, I'm going," I muttered. Jesus, give a woman thirty seconds to mourn her career.

Drawing a shuddering breath, I forced myself through the humiliating walk of shame, past former colleagues who suddenly found their computer screens fascinating, through the lobby where I'd once felt important, and out to my car where I loaded my measly possessions into the trunk. Sliding behind the wheel, I sat in stunned silence, trying to process how my entire world had imploded in the span of sixty minutes.

Laid off. No warning, no explanation that made any damn sense.

Actually, that wasn't entirely true. I knew exactly why this had happened. I'd become the perfect scapegoat. The new Vice President had despised me from her first day, and the feeling had been spectacularly mutual. Five months of navigating her toxic management style, walking on eggshells, biting my tongue until it bled. All for nothing.

The company was hemorrhaging money, and someone needed to take the fall. Why not blame the account manager instead of acknowledging that the VP had single-handedly destroyed our most lucrative client relationship? I'd nurtured that account for years, building trust and rapport, only to watch her obliterate it with one disastrous phone call.

"They found a new accountant," the client had said diplomatically when they terminated our contract. Translation: your new boss is an incompetent nightmare.

But I couldn't prove she was the reason. Corporate politics rarely left fingerprints, and I'd learned the hard way that truth and justice were luxuries the working world couldn't afford.

I cranked the engine and pulled into traffic, desperate to escape before someone witnessed my inevitable breakdown. The radio blasted some mindless pop song, but even at maximum volume, it couldn't drown out the panicked voice in my head.

What am I going to tell Derek? How do I explain that I've failed so spectacularly?

The thought of facing my husband sent fresh waves of anxiety crashing through me. Sure, we had savings and they'd offered a decent severance package, calling it a "layoff" rather than termination to avoid potential lawsuits. But Derek had always been the stable one, the responsible provider. What would he think of his unemployed, professionally humiliated wife?

Maybe this was actually a blessing in disguise. The company would probably collapse within a year anyway. Better to escape the sinking ship before the real catastrophe hit.

"This is such bullshit!" I screamed at my windshield, pounding the steering wheel until my palms stung.

A businessman in the adjacent lane stared at me with obvious alarm, probably wondering if I was having some kind of psychotic break. Which, honestly, wasn't far from the truth.

Embarrassment flickered through me briefly before morphing back into raw fury. I resumed my assault on the steering wheel, ugly-crying with the kind of desperate abandon that would mortify me later but felt absolutely necessary right now.

As I turned onto our street, our pristine two-story contemporary house came into view, all clean lines and expensive landscaping that screamed suburban success. My stomach lurched when I spotted Derek's BMW in the driveway.

Why is he home? He never leaves work this early.

When I parked beside his car, I noticed cardboard boxes stacked in his backseat like some kind of ominous warning.

"What the hell?" I stepped out on unsteady legs and approached our front door, which stood wide open as if someone had fled in a hurry. The sight struck me as deeply wrong, like discovering your bedroom window broken or your front gate hanging off its hinges. "Derek? Are you here?"

Stepping inside, I nearly stumbled over a duffel bag and another box positioned strategically near the entrance. My pulse quickened as my brain struggled to process what I was seeing.

"Oh, Lindsey," Derek emerged from the kitchen, his face flushed and guilty. "What are you doing home so early?"

"I got fired today," I said, the words scraping my throat raw. "Well, laid off."

Speaking it aloud made the humiliation feel carved in stone. I moved toward him instinctively, craving the comfort of his arms, the reassurance that we would weather this storm together.

Instead, he stepped backward as if I carried some contagious disease.

That's when the pieces clicked into place with sickening clarity.

"What's going on?" My voice came out smaller than I intended. "Are you... going somewhere?"

"We need to talk," he said, unable to meet my eyes. When he finally looked up, I saw tears threatening to spill over. "I should have done this differently, but —"

"What's wrong? Is it your mom?" His mother had been battling stage four breast cancer, and the treatments weren't going well. "Is she okay?"

"No, it's not Mom. She's... she's hanging in there." He picked up the duffel bag, slinging it over his shoulder with practiced efficiency. "It's us, Lindsey. I've met someone else, and I'm filing for divorce."

The words hit me like physical blows, each syllable stealing oxygen from my lungs.

"Wait, what?" I reached for the marble accent wall, needing something solid to anchor me as the room began to spin. "Divorce? You met someone else?"

This cannot be happening. Not today. Not after everything else.

"Yes, I've fallen in love with her," he continued with the clinical detachment of someone reading a grocery list. "I'm moving in with her tonight. My lawyer will send you the paperwork soon. We can discuss asset division later, but right now I need to leave."

"No, absolutely not." Fury blazed through me, temporarily burning away the shock. "You can't just walk out like this. Were you planning to disappear and let me figure it out on my own? Come home to an empty house and somehow be okay with it?"

Red-hot rage clouded my vision as hurt transformed into something more manageable, more powerful.

"Well, I'm not okay with this! This is completely insane, Derek. We were happy! What the hell happened to us?"

Angry tears burned my eyes, but I swiped them away violently. I refused to give him the satisfaction of seeing me break down. Not until I had answers.

"You were happy," he said with brutal honesty. "I haven't been happy in months, but you were too obsessed with getting pregnant to notice anything else. Every conversation, every interaction became about having a baby. It stopped being about us."

"You wanted children too!" The accusation felt like betrayal. "This wasn't some selfish crusade I was on alone!"

"At first, yes. But then it became this overwhelming obsession, like conception was your full-time job. The stress, the schedules, the constant disappointment, I can't do it anymore." His expression hardened into something I didn't recognize. "My lawyer will contact you soon."

He dropped his house key onto the front table with a metallic clink that seemed to echo through our suddenly foreign home. Grabbing the remaining box, he adjusted his bag and walked toward the door without a backward glance.

Without bothering to close the door behind him, because why show basic courtesy to the woman whose life you'd just destroyed? He simply walked away. I stood frozen, listening to him load his car, start the engine, and drive out of my life with the casual ease of someone leaving for work.

Good riddance to bad rubbish, as my grandmother used to say.

I remained motionless for what felt like hours but was probably only seconds, my body numb with shock while my mind raced to catch up with this new reality. Finally, my heart and brain managed to communicate with each other, and I collapsed onto the cold marble floor, tears pouring freely now that I was alone.

Crawling to the door on hands and knees, I slammed it shut so I could fall apart properly in private.

What had happened to my life? In the span of one afternoon, I'd lost everything, my job, my husband, my future.

Jobless and alone.

The next morning arrived with cruel indifference to my devastation. After a sleepless night spent alternating between rage and despair, I stumbled to the kitchen for coffee and opened my laptop to search for divorce attorneys. I couldn't let Derek steamroll me legally on top of everything else.

If I was brutally honest with myself, the warning signs had been there. Derek working late more frequently, spending hours on his computer after dinner, the gradual cooling of our conversations. We'd been ships passing in the night, connected only by our shared obsession with conceiving a child.

But falling in love with someone else? Without a single fight, without even attempting to fix what was broken between us? That felt like the ultimate betrayal.

I cursed under my breath as the painful truth crystallized: he was absolutely right about my baby obsession. Somewhere along the way, our marriage had become secondary to my desperate need to become a mother.

Yesterday had demolished me completely. But today, I was going to rebuild my life from the ground up, starting with protecting myself from whatever legal ambush Derek and his attorney had planned.

Since he'd mentioned hiring a male lawyer, I deliberately sought out a female attorney to avoid any potential conflicts of interest. After scheduling a consultation, I immediately opened a new bank account and discovered Derek had already withdrawn his "share" of our joint savings.

Bastard.

I quickly transferred most of the remaining funds to my new account, leaving barely enough to keep the old one active. If he wanted to play hardball, I could match his ruthlessness.

My final paycheck had been deposited, but not the severance package, and that money represented my lifeline to independence. I called my former colleague Meagan, hoping our friendship would survive my professional exile.

"Meagan Taylor speaking."

"Hey Meag, it's Lindsey."

"Oh god, Lindsey. How are you holding up?" Her voice cracked with sympathy.

"I'm managing," I lied, unwilling to reveal how completely my life had imploded. "Quick question. Has my severance check been processed yet?"

"Still in approval. Why, what's wrong?"

"I need to update my banking information. Long story, but it's urgent."

Please let this work. Something has to go right today.

"Absolutely. I can change that right now."

Relief flooded through me as I rattled off my new account details. "Meagan, you're literally saving my life right now."

"Of course," she whispered conspiratorially. "Between you and me, I'm giving notice next week. This place is about to implode spectacularly."

"I figured as much. The writing's been on the wall for months."

"Stay in touch, okay?"

"Definitely," I lied smoothly, knowing we'd probably never speak again.

With my financial emergency handled, I faced the terrifying prospect of rebuilding my career. The thought of returning to account management made my stomach turn. My spirit was crushed, my confidence shattered. But unfortunately, corporate drone work was all I knew.

As I scrolled through job listings, the familiar weight of despair settled in my chest. I couldn't face another cubicle, another toxic boss, another decade of corporate politics and manufactured emergencies.

Then a sidebar advertisement caught my attention: a bed-and-breakfast on a working farm. They called it "agritourism."

Interesting.

I clicked the link and found myself staring at photos of guests helping with farm chores, collecting eggs, feeding animals, and harvesting vegetables. The concept was brilliant, combining hospitality with authentic rural experiences.

A memory sparked to life, sending electricity through my veins.

I could actually do this.

From eight to fifteen, I'd spent every summer with my aunt and uncle on their farm in southern Virginia, near the North Carolina border. Those were the best months of my childhood. I’d learned to milk cows, tend gardens, and appreciate the rhythm of rural life.

From fifteen until I'd met Derek, I'd worked construction with my dad, flipping houses throughout California. I could handle everything except electrical work that was my brother Bryan's specialty. But I was comfortable with tile, drywall, painting, fencing, even some roofing despite my fear of heights.

Farms required constant maintenance and improvement. If I bought the right property, I could handle most renovations myself.

I dove into research with growing excitement, reading reviews and travel blogs about agritourism experiences across the country. This wasn't some fantasy,it was a legitimate, thriving industry.

"This could be my fresh start," I whispered to the empty house.

The biggest challenge would be location. California land prices were astronomical, far beyond my budget even with the divorce settlement. And honestly, I craved distance from Derek and his new life. A few states between us sounded perfect.

I spent hours researching properties in Arizona, Nevada, Colorado, and New Mexico before landing on Texas. Something about the Lone Star State called to me, maybe the reasonable land prices, maybe the wide-open possibilities.

After narrowing my search to regions with good growing climates and tourist accessibility, one name jumped out at me:

Wisteria.

Even the name sounds magical.

Located within driving distance of Waco, Austin, and Houston, it offered the perfect blend of rural charm and urban accessibility. I could raise
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