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***

Never judge a person by their reputation. There may be more to that person than you think.

***
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

Copyright © 2022 by Rebecca Andrew

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Peering outside her living room window, Allie Edwards admired the clear blue sky. The sun was just peeking out over the horizon, illuminating everything in its path. It was stunning. It would also mean another busy day at Alliescapes, her floral and gardening business.

Her mother, Joan, was happy with her accomplishments in her career. But her success in the relationship department... not so much. It wasn’t that Allie didn’t want to meet someone. It was more she didn’t have time. Running a business didn’t give her much of a break. There was always something to do; invoices, shift schedules, wages, it was nonstop. She dated in the past, but when they realised how much she worked, their interest waivered. It appeared men didn’t like successful women.

The very thought of all the things she had to do propelled her into action. Grabbing her bag and keys, she left her apartment. Taking the backstairs two at a time, she made her way down to her shop. Living above her business had huge benefits. The main one being she was never late.

Stepping into the small hallway separating the front shop from the back, her first stop was to the staff room. Allie went through the motions of switching on all the amenities including the coffee pot. Her staff were big on caffeine. She couldn’t blame them. There were many times she needed an extra cup of joe to get her through the day. Next, she entered the warehouse and unlocked the shutters ready for her delivery drivers and the back door for her employees before she made her way through to the front of the shop. 

Everything looked pristine. Just how she liked it. All of her arrangements were on full display. Garden ornaments and decorations were dotted around the space. One of her walls was covered in shelving. Each one displayed pictures of the various gardens her business had designed.

There was some time left before she had to open up, so she made her way to her office. Just as she sat down to go through the invoices, her phone rang.

Glancing at the screen she smiled, “Hello, mother,” she said the second she answered.

“Good morning, my dear. How are you today?”

“I am okay, I’m just getting the shop ready for opening.” Knowing her mother would have an ulterior motive for ringing so early on a Saturday, she added, “What do you need?”

“What do you mean? Can’t a mother call her daughter to check in anymore?” asked Joan in a shocked tone.

Allie chuckled, “Not my mother.”

There was a long silence, then Joan said, “I just wanted to invite you to a barbeque lunch at my house next weekend.”

“What’s the occasion?”

“Oh, no reason. I just fancied inviting a few people around for the bank holiday weekend.”

“Who are a few people?” she asked suspiciously.

“Just some friends.”

Her suspicions heightened at the vague answer. “Mother, if this is an attempt to matchmake me I will not be happy.”

“Pish-posh. Me? I wouldn’t dream of doing that.” Joan paused then added, “Of course, I have already told my friends you will be there. I’d hate to be a liar.”

“Oh, yes, you would do that,” she sighed, “Okay, I’ll stop by for a short while. I can’t stay long. I have too much going on with work to stay all day.”

“You work too hard.”

“I know,” agreed Allie. “I have to go, mother, I need to open up the shop.”

“Fine. I’ll see you soon. Please, don’t work too hard!”

“I’ll try not to. I love you, mum.”

“I love you too, sweetheart.”

Putting the phone down she cringed.

Her mother was always trying to matchmake her. It was embarrassing. She was sure the barbeque would be full of her friends and their sons. Burying her head in her hands she groaned. It was going to be humiliating. There was no way she could or would stay the entire day. It wasn’t going to happen. An hour at the most. That was it.

But she couldn’t let her mother down.

She respected her too much to even consider letting her down. Having never met her father, the only person she ever could rely on all of her life was her mother. She worked hard to put food on the table and provide Allie with a stable home. 

Lifting her head, she looked at the list of employees assigned for the day. Her eyes lingered on one name, Devlin Smith. If she was honest with herself, hiring him wasn’t one of her better decisions. It wasn’t that he was a terrible employee. He was quite popular with many of her customers. In a way, the popularity was the problem.

She knew him through college. He was always the ladies' man. The one most girls fawned over. The one that girls dreamed he would notice them. Even now, years later, he still had the ability to switch on the charm. The female customers lapped it up. She was embarrassed to admit she used to be affected by him. The killer charm, bright eyes and handsome face. 

He noticed her, but for all the wrong reasons. He saw her as the nerd, the geek, the smart one. He didn’t see her the same way he saw the other girls in her class. He was a little full of himself, he knew he was good looking and it irked her.

Allie wasn’t blind. He was good looking. She wasn’t looking for a pretty boy. It wasn’t long before her eyes opened to who he was and the interest soon diminished. At least that’s what she tried to tell herself.

Occasionally, she even caught herself watching him from afar. But no, there was no way she would ever see him as anything but a serial womaniser. He wasn’t her type, not at all. Not that she even knew what her type was. It had been so long since she even considered meeting anyone. 

When Devlin applied for a job at her company, a little over a year ago, it was clear he didn’t recognise her. She wasn’t sure if she was relieved or pissed at that fact. Allie had every intention of refusing him a job. But when she looked into his resume, his work was impeccable. His references were really good and she would have been a fool to not give him a job.

The problem was, whenever she saw him, she was reminded of his teasing and how he was never interested in her. Of course, she tried to make sure she never worked the same contracts as him. That was her prerogative as the boss. It wasn’t the most mature arrangement, but he was paid well. It was selfish, but it worked for her.

The sound of voices and laughter reached her ears. She pushed to her feet, keys in hand and left her office. Following the sound of her employees, Allie found her two drivers for the day, Mel, Devlin, and Curtis the new cashier getting settled.

“Morning. How is everyone?” she asked.

“Morning,” greeted Devlin and Curtis in unison.

“Hi, Allie,” said Mel waving. “I’m better now.”

“Why’s that?” asked Allie.

“We have doughnuts!” She held up a box of Krispy
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