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Lonely Aristocrat Meets a Florist
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Chapter 1: An Unexpected Encounter
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The wrought-iron gates of Hawthorne Estate loomed like a relic from another century, elegant yet intimidating, much like the man who owned it. Eleanor Whitmore adjusted the strap of her canvas bag and checked the delivery slip again, just to be sure she hadn’t made a mistake.

Lord Sebastian Ashcroft.
That was the name written in careful ink. Aristocrat. Recluse. Rumored to be cold, distant, and impossibly wealthy.
Eleanor exhaled slowly. Just another client, she told herself.

She was a florist, not a social climber, not someone who belonged in sprawling estates with manicured hedges and stone fountains. Her world was color, petals, dirt under her fingernails, and the quiet joy of bringing life into spaces that felt empty. Still, something about this delivery felt different.

The butler who opened the door was polite but reserved, ushering her inside without small talk. The interior of the manor was grand but somber—high ceilings, dark wood, and a silence so thick it felt heavy. No flowers anywhere. Not a single vase.

That should have been her first clue.

“You may set the arrangement in the drawing room,” the butler said before disappearing down a long corridor.

Eleanor followed his directions, her footsteps echoing softly. She placed the bouquet—cream roses, soft lavender, and fresh greenery—on an antique table near the window. Sunlight spilled across the petals, instantly warming the room.

“Those flowers don’t belong here.”

The voice startled her.

Eleanor turned to find a tall man standing in the doorway, his presence commanding without effort. He was impeccably dressed, dark hair neatly styled, his expression controlled but weary. His sharp features were softened by eyes that carried a loneliness she didn’t expect.

“I—sorry,” she said quickly. “They were ordered for this room. If you’d prefer another—”

“No,” he interrupted, stepping closer. His gaze shifted to the flowers, something unreadable flickering across his face. “They’re... unexpected. That’s all.”

Eleanor straightened, meeting his eyes. “Unexpected isn’t always bad, my lord.”

One corner of his mouth lifted, just barely. “You speak boldly for someone standing in my home.”

She shrugged lightly, nerves steadying. “Flowers have a way of breaking rules.”

For the first time, Sebastian Ashcroft truly looked at her—not just as a delivery girl, but as a woman with warmth in her eyes and quiet confidence in her posture. And for reasons he couldn’t yet explain, the room felt less empty with her in it.

“Tell me,” he said after a pause, “what made you choose these?”

Eleanor glanced at the bouquet, then back at him. “They’re meant for someone who’s been alone too long.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. It was charged.

Sebastian nodded slowly. “Then perhaps... they belong here after all.”

As Eleanor gathered her bag, she felt it—a subtle shift, the sense that this was more than a simple delivery. That crossing the threshold of Hawthorne Estate had set something into motion neither of them was prepared for.

And as she stepped back through the iron gates, Sebastian watched from the window, the scent of flowers lingering in the air—and in his thoughts—for the first time in years.
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Chapter 2: Worlds Apart
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Eleanor didn’t expect to hear from Hawthorne Estate again.

So when her phone rang the following morning and an unfamiliar, impeccably polite voice asked for her by name, she nearly dropped the bouquet she was tying.

“Miss Whitmore, this is Hawthorne Estate. Lord Ashcroft would like to formally request your services.”

Her fingers stilled around the ribbon. “My... services?”

“Yes. Floral arrangements. On a continuing basis.”

Eleanor swallowed. Continuing basis meant long-term. Exclusive. Lucrative. And complicated.

“I—I usually work with small venues and private events,” she said carefully. “I’m not sure I’m the right fit for an estate like that.”

There was a pause. Then, “Lord Ashcroft insists.”

Against her better judgment, she agreed.



Hawthorne Estate looked different in daylight—still imposing, but softened by sunlit stone and ivy climbing its walls. Eleanor arrived with sketches this time instead of finished arrangements, determined to keep things professional.

Sebastian Ashcroft was waiting in the conservatory.

He stood near the tall windows, sleeves rolled up, jacket discarded—an unexpectedly human detail. When he turned, surprise flickered briefly across his face.

“You came.”

“You asked,” Eleanor replied, lifting her chin slightly.

A faint smile appeared. “I hoped you would.”

They sat across from one another at a long table, her simple notebook stark against the polished wood. Eleanor opened it, grateful for something to focus on.

“I’d like to understand what you’re looking for,” she said. “The estate, the mood... the purpose.”

Sebastian leaned back, studying her. “That’s just it. I don’t know.”

She blinked. “You don’t know?”

“I’ve spent years maintaining this house as it was,” he said. “Preserved. Untouched. But when you brought those flowers... it felt alive. Uncomfortable, perhaps—but alive.”

Eleanor softened. “Places are like people,” she said gently. “They need care. Color. Change.”

His gaze lingered on her, thoughtful. “And you think you can bring that here?”

“I think I can try,” she replied. “But I need honesty. This isn’t about impressing guests or maintaining appearances, is it?”

Sebastian hesitated—a rare crack in his composure. “No.”

The air shifted.

“Then I’ll help,” Eleanor said. “On one condition.”

His eyebrow arched. “Already negotiating?”

“I won’t be treated like an accessory,” she said calmly. “I run my own business. I won’t be summoned or dismissed on a whim.”

For a long moment, Sebastian said nothing. Then, slowly, he nodded.

“Agreed,” he said. “In return, I’ll offer full creative freedom—and fair compensation.”

Eleanor smiled despite herself. “Deal.”

As she packed up her notebook, she became acutely aware of the distance between them—aristocrat and florist, power and simplicity, wealth and warmth. Worlds apart.

Yet when Sebastian walked her to the door, holding it open with a courtesy that felt old-fashioned and sincere, she realized something unsettling.

The distance didn’t feel like a barrier.

It felt like a bridge waiting to be crossed.
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Chapter 3: A Standing Invitation
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Eleanor had nearly reached the garden path when Sebastian’s voice stopped her.

“Miss Whitmore.”

She turned, one hand still gripping her bag. “Yes, my lord?”

He seemed to hesitate, as if unused to extending invitations that weren’t formal or obligatory. “Would you... stay for tea?”

The request caught her off guard. This wasn’t on the invoice, wasn’t part of the agreement she’d just negotiated. And yet, something in his expression—hope restrained behind aristocratic composure—made it difficult to refuse.

“If this is still business,” she said lightly, “I should warn you I charge extra for conversation.”

A corner of his mouth lifted. “Then I’ll consider it an investment.”

Tea was served in a smaller sitting room overlooking the gardens. Sunlight streamed through tall windows, illuminating dust motes in the air and the faint blush of Eleanor’s cheeks as she sat across from him. The room felt more intimate than the grand spaces she’d seen before—less museum, more lived-in.

Sebastian poured the tea himself.

“You don’t often have guests,” Eleanor observed gently.

“No,” he admitted. “Not anymore.”

She wrapped her hands around the warm porcelain cup. “Why?”

His gaze drifted to the window. “It’s easier to maintain distance. People expect a title, a role. Not a man.”

Eleanor studied him quietly. “You know, flowers don’t care about titles.”

That earned her a soft, surprised laugh—the first real one she’d heard from him.

“You have a way of unsettling me,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “That means you’re paying attention.”

The conversation flowed more easily than either expected. Eleanor spoke of her shop, the joy of watching customers light up when they found the perfect arrangement. Sebastian shared stories of growing up in the estate, surrounded by expectations rather than affection.

“At some point,” he said quietly, “this house stopped feeling like home.”

Eleanor felt an ache in her chest. “Then maybe we start there,” she said. “Not with decorations. With intention.”

His eyes met hers, searching. “And you’re willing to help me do that?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. “But only if you let me see the real you. Not just Lord Ashcroft.”

The air between them shifted—heavier now, charged with something neither named.

Sebastian stood, extending his hand. “Then I hope you’ll consider this a standing invitation. Tea. Conversation. No titles required.”

She took his hand, warmth spreading through her fingers. “I think,” she said softly, “I’d like that.”

As Eleanor left the estate that afternoon, she felt it clearly—what had begun as a professional arrangement was quietly becoming something else. Something personal. Something dangerous.

And Sebastian remained by the window long after she was gone, the room still carrying her warmth, realizing that for the first time in years, loneliness no longer felt inevitable.
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Chapter 4: Petals and Secrets
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The first real transformation began with the conservatory.

Eleanor arrived early, sleeves rolled up, hair pinned loosely back, her arms full of fresh blooms. Morning light poured through the glass ceiling, casting golden patterns across the stone floor. For the first time, Hawthorne Estate smelled like life—greenery, damp earth, and the faint sweetness of blossoms.

Sebastian watched from the doorway.

He hadn’t meant to linger. He told himself he was simply curious about the process, about how Eleanor worked with such quiet confidence. But as he observed her arranging stems, humming softly under her breath, he realized it wasn’t the flowers holding his attention.

It was her.

“You move like you belong here,” he said.

Eleanor glanced over her shoulder. “That’s because I don’t treat places like they’re fragile,” she replied. “I treat them like they’re waiting.”

She placed a cluster of pale peonies near the window, then stepped back, tilting her head. “This room’s been lonely,” she added gently. “Too much glass. Not enough warmth.”

Sebastian exhaled slowly. “You make it sound like it’s alive.”

“I think it is,” she said. “So are you.”

The words landed deeper than she probably intended.

They worked side by side in companionable silence for a while. Eleanor explained her choices—why certain colors softened harsh spaces, how symmetry could feel cold without something organic to disrupt it. Sebastian listened, absorbing not just her knowledge, but the way she spoke with care and certainty.
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