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The Charleston Avenue Flower Shop


Nothing good comes from doing good — unless she’s a fun-sized florist with a sly smile.
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  Preface



This book has been four years in the making. It started with a couple of different silly ideas. One of them occurred during the height of superheroes in Hollywood. Looking at all the carnage, I had some questions: “Who cleans all that up? Is it the heroes? The villains when they get caught? Emergency services? Do the people have to call their insurance companies?”

The second developed as I wrote the story. Originally, it was supposed to be a true love triangle between the hero and villain, but then I thought, “What if the villain… or in this case, ‘villain,’ gets the girl?” Thus began the subversion of the question: “What are these hero and villain types like in their downtime? Because these people can’t conceivably always be on…” Thus, the story continued to develop until we have what is now presented in the following pages.
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This book deals with themes of domestic violence, drug use/drug trafficking, organized crime, graphic violence, murder, robbery, closed-door sexual situations, foul language, childhood trauma, PTSD/panic attacks, animal attacks/hunting violence, emotional manipulation/coercive behavior, sexual innuendo/commentary, gun violence, alcohol use, and is generally intended for adult audiences.
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“ARE YOU CRAZY?” a hero and villain shouted simultaneously.

Lisa Lesura stomped out towards the middle of the street, eyes ablaze. She stepped into the middle of a fight between a hero and a villain. The two powered men diverted their attacks when they noticed her presence. She crossed her arms, tapping her foot as she glared at both men.

“Have you two EVER looked around during or even after your fights? Like REALLY looked around?” Lisa shouted, eyes squinted as she swept a hand around the street.

The two powered men stopped to look around. Dozens of half-demolished buildings sizzled. The destruction caused some of the power to go out along the street, which made the area dimmer. Sparks flashed from downed power lines. Vehicle parts littered the street as the smell of gasoline and burnt rubber muddied the crisp night air.

“Yeah, so?” the villain shrugged, disinterested in the chaos and destruction along the street. “It happens—ouch! Hey!”

Lisa dragged the villain by the ear, doing the same to the hero. The two grunted and groaned in pain because she was not being gentle.

“This is my shop,” she gritted out as she indicated the Charleston Avenue Flower Shop, “It had been standing unchanged 60 years before my grandmother passed, and you two idiots have destroyed it so many times it doesn’t even look like her shop anymore.”

Red brick shone through the singed first floor, some of it aged because of weather. Some of it looked as if it had been exposed from the number of times the building had been destroyed. The foundation and skeleton of the building were intact, as was most of the second floor. Patches of green showed through the scattered clay along the floor through the debris, like spring trying to come after a crop field burning. There were papers and pictures of flowers, family, and customers littering the space.

The shop was so important to Lisa because her grandmother was her last living relative for most of her life. The shop standing as her grandma left it was important to her. It made the place feel like her grandma was still there. Now, with having to rebuild so much, it felt like her grandmother’s presence was slipping through her fingers.

“Collateral damage happens when trying to subdue villains. Ouch!” the hero claimed and then cried out when she pulled his ear.

“Don’t either of you think about leaving until you clean up your mess,” Lisa glowered before shoving them over toward the skeleton of her shop.

Both men stumbled, caught off guard by how easily this one civilian manhandled them both.

“And what if we don’t?” the villain sneered and turned around, noting how her soft face darkened. He couldn’t help but smirk. Now there’s a look I can get behind…

As far as she was concerned, she had been sleeping soundly until these two idiots had flown in and made a mess of things. It had been a long day; she was exhausted. Her business had been in the black, but it would not stay there if she didn’t do something about the two problematic men standing in front of her.

“Do I look like I want to be tested today?” Her voice dropped a couple of pitches.

“My agency can just write a check,” the hero claimed, laying the honeyed tone of his voice on thick.

“Grandmother has good enough insurance. I don’t need your damn money. She worked so hard to help this community for so many years, and you’re ruining it. All of it, so you are going to take the time to clean this shit up,” Lisa’s voice got ominously softer, “The more time you spend arguing with me, the more time it’s going to take for you to finish.”

Lisa’s grandmother owned the shop well before Lisa’s parents thought about her existence. When Lisa came around, she spent a lot of time with her grandma in the shop. She always admired how efficient her grandma was with everything. When Lisa’s grandma passed and Lisa inherited the shop, Grandma had everything set up so Lisa would never have to want for anything despite the fact that it had been destroyed so much in the last couple of months.

The villain shrugged. She’s got spunk… I’ll give her that, and I can appreciate someone building something from the ground up. I guess I could help just this once, He thought as he started cleaning.

Sure, he could just overpower her and run away. She was pretty enough. He could have just captured her. However, he couldn’t help but be sympathetic, and it was rare that he ran into someone who didn’t cower in fear when they saw him or try to seduce him for his money. It’s not that he was a bad-looking guy. He was just a bad guy.

As the hero put his arm around Lisa, head lifted high, his blue eyes glanced over her. His cheap cologne barely covered sweat and soot from the battle, which caused her to wrinkle her nose. The loudness of his suit stung her eyes in the dark. This hero was always in the news. The media and the public constantly hyped him up for the good he did. Lisa never quite trusted it. Something about the guy just set off red flags in her mind, and the more time she spent in his presence, the more Lisa felt the ‘ick.’

“Hey sweetheart, maybe we can work something out?” The hero’s honeyed voice attempted to appeal to a woman who wasn’t buying it. “Maybe we could arrange a date while my people clean this—”

“If you don’t want this to be your last night on earth saving people, you’ll actually HELP the bad guy do the simple community service I’m asking you to do,” she ordered as she flipped her hair and turned up her nose, “I’m not even mildly interested in anything outside of that.”

“Ooh,” the villain stifled his laughter as he was gathering debris.

The villain relished being in the presence of someone who couldn’t care less about his nemesis. The man was born with so much privilege it made the villain sick. Guys like this hero were part of the reason the villain was the way he was, given the history he had with this individual.

As Chaos worked, the floor was slowly becoming visible. It was gray tile that looked good against the remnants of the light blue on the walls.

The villain thought, If this shop weren’t in pieces, it was probably beautiful.

He pictured what Lisa might have looked like working in this place, and then shook the thought from his head. He was just here for the night to help her clean up, and then as far as he was concerned he wouldn’t come near this area again.

“Sweetheart, do you know who I am?” the hero asked incredulously, puffing out his chest. Everyone knows who I am. People clamor to talk to me, not reprimand me for doing my job. The hero attempted to maintain his smooth public presence, but Lisa’s obstinate behavior pushed his buttons just a little. Throughout the hero’s life, people treated him as if he could do no wrong, so that’s what he believed. Lisa’s attitude started making him question that belief, and he did not like it.

“You’re the Jet and he’s Creator Chaos,” Lisa stated, crossing her arms and rolling her eyes. “Am I really supposed to be that impressed?”

She knew them both well as they repeatedly destroyed her historic city street. Business dwindled because the area was constantly being reconstructed, and more shops had to close because they couldn’t handle the resulting bills. To keep up the crowd and continue to have the area be a tourist attraction, many food trucks gathered in the area. Moving a food truck in and out was easier than trying to maintain a business in buildings that turned to rubble at least once a week. The Charleston Avenue Flower Shop was one of the last businesses where the owner lived above their storefront, so Lisa usually experienced peace and quiet. The silence was too loud sometimes when thoughts of the past and the sorrows of the present plagued her mind in the clawing loneliness.

“So you do know me?” the Jet raised an eyebrow. He puffed out his chest, ego a little less bruised. Maybe now I can get her to see reason.

“I know of you, and the main thing I know about the two of you is that you’re both menaces and a pain in my ass,” she hissed, pulling the Jet’s hand off her shoulder, then shoving him towards her shop. “I didn’t realize getting a hero to help clean up his own mess would be difficult.” Lisa’s eyebrows knitted together as agitation gnawed at her as she thought, Who does this guy think he is?

The Jet scratched his head, confused by her insistence on doing something so mundane. Sure, he caused the problem, but people fixed these sorts of boring problems for him all his life.

“It’s sad that in the time you’ve tried to ‘win me over,’ Creator Chaos is—almost halfway done clearing the debris?” Lisa paused, scanning the area with wide eyes.

“Of course, miss,” Chaos bowed, a smooth smirk painted on his face, “Unlike pretty boy here, I had to build Chaos Corps with my bare hands, starting from nothing.”

Lisa marveled, impressed and smiling for the first time since she woke up that night, “That’s pretty admirable. You could have used your skills for good.”

Creator Chaos would have felt a sense of pride if she hadn’t added that last part. Why do they always feel the need to add that last part? He clenched his jaw, crossing his arms as he grumbled, “Nothing good comes from doing good.” 

In his experience, especially his experience avoiding the Jet, this was 100 percent the truth. Only through brute force and evil could one gain good things in life. That approach easily maintained control when one inspired fear, not love.

“Everything good comes from doing good,” the Jet proclaimed as he stared down at Chaos frowning.

He couldn’t imagine why anyone would do anything bad, though part of him was grateful. It kept his pockets full. Since the Jet wanted for nothing, outside of saving society, he didn’t see the suffering outside of his fight against evil. He didn’t care to understand anything that he didn’t perceive as good.

“You’re too pure to get it, Jet, and that’s why we will never see eye to eye,” Chaos rolled his eyes before he went back to cleaning, beginning to question why he was even still there doing it. This is technically a good deed… why do I even care so much? Chaos ignored how the glint of adoration in Lisa’s eyes made him feel things he hadn’t felt in a long time. Feelings he wished would stay dead.

After several minutes of working while the Jet continued to argue with Lisa, Chaos cleared a path to the stairs leading up to Lisa’s room. Lisa’s shoulders lowered, relieved to have a way to reach her room. After five shop destructions, Lisa, tired of hotels, had builders triple-reinforce the structure. She only needed to rebuild the walls and decor after that point, the first floor taking the brunt of the destruction.

If I hadn’t inherited some ingenuity from Grandma, I’d have been sunk a long time ago, Lisa thought as she exhaled before looking up at Chaos.

Lisa kissed Chaos on the cheek, a familiar gesture, but one that expressed her gratitude that she could finally go back to bed. “Well, I hope it was worth it to you. It’s pretty sweet of you to help me, you know, despite being a villain.”

Creator Chaos touched a hand to his cheek and watched her as she disappeared up the stairs. He noted how round her ass was as she walked away, holding onto something more dastardly than the warm fuzzy feeling that pricked at him. The jeans she was wearing did her a lot of justice after all.

Because I’m a villain, I get this view, Chaos told himself, ignoring that he stopped himself from swooning in her direction. He felt like he had hit a hidden jackpot.

“Will you stop staring at her like that? What spell did you cast on this innocent citizen?” the Jet scowled as he reprimanded, but Chaos didn’t miss the fact that the Jet stole his own glances.

“First off, Jet, I’m an engineer, not a magician. Second off, sometimes it’s not about the glory. You’d know that if you’d done any manual labor in your privileged life. Third, I am a VILLAIN and a man with two eyes,” Creator Chaos listed, pulling himself up to his full height as he faced his nemesis.

“She is attractive, but that doesn’t mean you should ogle her like that,” the Jet fumed, jabbing a finger in Chaos’s direction. Although the Jet had to agree with Chaos on the point that Lisa was pretty easy on the eyes.

“Villain?” Chaos mimicked the Jet’s intensity as he pointed to himself. “And I’m not the one who tried to seduce her to get out of doing what she asked.”

“I wasn’t seducing her!” the Jet snapped, insulted. “I was simply trying to take her mind off of this mess here. Someone else really could do this.”

“I can’t imagine how many women who get attracted by your glory walk away dissatisfied because you can’t seem to hear what a woman wants over your praises,” Chaos huffed and rolled his eyes as he turned to get back to work, “I’m sure she’s had plenty of other people fix this place up.”

“The women I see are plenty satisfied,” the Jet shouted, face turning red, “And why would I do this when I can literally hire anyone to do it?”

Chaos held up the sign with Charleston Avenue’s hours of operation he had dug out of the debris.

“You’re being noisy. It’s 2 am, and her shop opens in 6 hours,” Chaos stared at Jet deadpan, “Isn’t your power speed or something? This would go along faster if you actually helped.”

“I should just arrest you right now,” the Jet grumbled, waving a hand over the mess in disinterest. “It’s not like any of this will be fixed by morning.”

“Then who would actually be the villain here?” Chaos began ignoring Jet and continued cleaning.

“Whatever. I’m not working next to a villain. I’ll defeat and arrest you later,” the Jet flew off in disgust.

Chaos sighed, shaking his head. “I was wondering when he’d leave.”

He pulled out his phone and dialed a number. “Hey!”

“Boss! Where are you? Are you okay?” A frantic voice asked on the other line.

“I’m fine. Listen, I need you and the boys to meet me at the address I’m going to text to you,” Chaos ordered, picking up some documents from the debris.

“Are we doing a heist?” Confusion was apparent at the other end of the line.

“No, we are doing community service,” Chaos answered simply.

“Community service? Boss are you sure you’re alright?” the voice whispered, hoping his boss wasn’t being held at gunpoint.

“This will just be a onetime favor,” Chaos explained, thumbing through the documents he could salvage.

“She’s pretty, ain’t she, boss?” The lackey asked bashfully, relief in his voice.

“Will you—will you all just get your asses down here!” Chaos shouted, turning a shade of pink.

The man chuckled, “Sure, boss.”

The line clicked.

If my men weren’t like family to me, I’d take a few of his fingers for that one. Chaos glared at the phone.

Even if he considered her beautiful, which he did, Chaos still clung to his philosophy that nothing good comes from doing good. He continued picking up more debris and papers.

He then read the document he found, examining the piece of paper intently.

“Lisa Lesura…” He smirked as he put the documents aside.

It was a pretty name. Sure, nothing good could come from doing good, but it didn’t stop him from imagining for a moment that he had a chance, even if he would not take it. Chaos continued working until his lackeys arrived with equipment, and they started working on rebuilding Lisa’s shop for real.

* * *

Lisa yawned and stretched. It was six in the morning, and she just couldn’t manage to shake the weariness from last night’s events. It was sort of difficult to sleep with a draft coming in from a broken window, let alone all the noise. Lisa was always up before the sun and was usually up late. Though she was rarely up as late as she was last night. If her shop hadn’t been wrecked, she might have let herself sleep in a little more.

She was sure it was the police crews or fire department or something that came to dig through the debris. She figured they had finished since everything quieted down.

Lisa made her way down to the office. She usually made a cup of coffee before she did the bookkeeping first thing in the morning. After that, she got ready for the day. Her office chair was pretty comfy, but it was even better in her nightgown and robe. Lisa liked to do the super hard things first, even though she was sometimes half asleep doing them.

“That’s pretty impressive sleepwear,” she heard a male voice say.

The sheer fabric of her nightgown draped over her curvaceous frame. Lisa’s amber skin added warm hues to the blue of her sleepwear, breasts cresting at the low cut at the top, fabric gathering and dipping around her thick thighs. She closed her robe to be a bit more modest with a stranger in her space.

“What are you still doing here, Chaos?” Lisa said as she examined him through narrow eyes.

He changed out of his villain outfit into something more suited for manual labor. Chaos was coated in dust and a little WD-40. 

The shop looked pretty close to how it had been. The gray tile glistened, and the walls, freshly painted, looked better than before their destruction. Most of the furniture had been replaced. Sturdier wood, nicely finished as if hand-crafted, formed the counter at the back of the shop. The register fit perfectly into a spot on it with the safe nestled in. The button for the alarm was hooked up, and the rifle was better attached to the inside. She noted the rifle got an upgrade, though she wasn’t sure that type of rifle was legal for civilian use.

“Well, you said not to leave until the mess was cleaned up,” Chaos scratched the back of his neck, glancing away from Lisa.

“And you listened to me?” Lisa exclaimed, clutching her robe shut with both hands because she noticed his eye following her legs upwards.

Lisa, holding her robe closed, made both the gown and the robe slide up to her mid-thigh, the slit of the robe drawing the eye higher up her thighs. 

Lisa was thick in all the right places. Chaos gave her that. Her features and curves made her a stunning woman. The kind of woman who would almost make him believe that there are some good things that come from doing good, but only almost. He knew he’d ruin her if he got too close, and why would he even want to get close? It’s not like he likes her or anything, right?

“Uh… yeah?” Chaos murmured as he shrugged, trying to look away innocently.

“Don’t you try to look like you’re not trying to catch glances,” Lisa huffed, turning away to make coffee.

His eyes trained on her round ass, which he was pretty sure would fit in his hands just right. Chaos shook the thought from his head, trying to remember that he was a villain and didn’t have time to entertain such an obstinate, infuriating, stunning, impressive woman.

The corners of his lips quirked up as he reminded, “Villain, man with two eyes, and you facing that direction doesn’t make this any better.”

Lisa threw her hands up, growling as she rushed back up the stairs. She liked the way her nightclothes fit on her, but she wouldn’t wear anything like that during the day.

A bit later, Lisa strolled down the stairs, canary yellow sundress waving side to side with her steps, blue trimming fluttering along the hem. Lisa had pulled her cinnamon curls back into a messy bun.

“Beautiful…” Chaos breathed as he watched her. He had enjoyed the view he got of her a second ago, but even he couldn’t resist the allure of a sundress. Lisa was breathtaking, even the way she tilted her head to the side was cute.

“What was that?” Lisa asked, unsure of what Chaos murmured.

“Nothing! Anyway, my boys are just finishing up the painting, and I sent some to replace the merchandise in your inventory,” Chaos cleared his throat, tugging at his collar.

“How… very generous of you,” Lisa marveled, shock and relief passing over her expressive doe eyes.

“Some flowers here are pretty rare. I don’t think they’ll find those anywhere,” Chaos glanced over the inventory sheet, scratching the back of his neck.

The inventory listed parrot-beak, orchids, Juliet roses, Franklinia, and a few others. There were a few on there that were assumed to be extinct, so he wasn’t sure how on earth they were on her inventory. Then again, a lot of the pictures of bouquets were pretty unique, the flowers having bloomed brilliantly.

Lisa giggled, beaming, “Well, those we grow in-house.”

“In-house?” Chaos repeated.

“I don’t show anyone this part of the shop, but since you helped me out, I guess I’ll show you.” She led him by the hand. It might be a bad idea to show a villain the secret greenhouse, but he helped me out so much and I want to drive the point home that this flower shop is important to me, Lisa thought.

“Um… sure,” Chaos mumbled.

For someone so delicate looking, she’s pretty strong, He noted, being pulled along by Lisa, thankfully not by the ear this time.

“Shouldn’t you be concerned that I’ll rob you of whatever is in this secret room?” Chaos asked as he watched her holding his hand, heart rate picking up a little at the contact. Bad guy… I’m a bad guy… bad guys don’t get flustered by silly women who make piss-poor decisions…

“Don’t be silly,” she said, shaking her head, beaming.

I guess everyone has forgotten I’m a villain today. Chaos returned her smile and then immediately reprimanded himself for the soft gesture. No. Nothing good comes from doing good. Though this view is pretty good. No!

Lisa pulled a key from around her neck and opened the door to a secret greenhouse in the back of the building. It was full of rare flowers. Lisa set the conditions in each segment of the room as close to their natural environment as possible. The lighting in the main area mimicked the sun. In other areas, it was dark as night. Some flowers grew in pots; others grew in plots of soil. The area was big enough to accommodate at least three different kinds of rose bushes and flowers that grow on vines. It was like a colorful paradise of unique treasures in flower form.

“Grandma loved flowers ever since I can remember. She taught me everything there is to know about caring for them,” Lisa explained, steel-blue eyes lit up as she led him through the greenhouse. “I used to love spending time playing in the dirt with her. She helped me plant sunflowers for the first time in this very greenhouse. She always made everything fun,” Lisa’s voice saddened a little as she reminisced about her grandma.

Chaos leaned over, concerned at her change in tone. Why do I even care? He flinched when she suddenly perked up, sweeping her hand across the area.

“Aren’t they lovely?” She chimed, staring proudly over the space.

Chaos was vaguely aware of the flowers in the room, eyes focused on Lisa, “Yes.”

“Hold on! I have to prune this bush or the flowers will wilt,” she said, leaving him to stand there in awe.

She could make boatloads of money on some of these, yet they charge such low prices. Chaos examined some flowers, trying to refocus on something harsher. She could triple the price of some of these on the black market, and she’s not worried I won’t rob her? Really?

“Done!” Lisa came back with a set of gloves and trimmings for the flowers. She put them in a bin for recycling soil.

“You know, you could make boatloads of money and move out of an old shop like this,” Chaos pointed out.

“Grandma always said, ‘Anyone should be able to appreciate a beautiful flower, especially the rare ones,’” Lisa quoted, “Many of the people here appreciate what it means to want to give so much for having so little. The young people who can’t quite afford a wedding ring but still want to present their lovers with something special. The elderly person living on a pension still wanting to shower their significant other with flowers. People wanting to provide a special touch to their loved one’s graves. A chain flower shop can’t provide the care and consideration for a customer’s heart.”

“That’s—the corniest shit I’ve ever heard,” Chaos laughed.

Lisa smiled at him. “You can think what you want of grandma’s and my philosophy, but… well… I know I’ve taken up a lot of your time already, but can you indulge me a little longer, Mr. Chaos?”

“Why not? I don’t have any big schemes on my schedule today,” he shrugged, trying to look disinterested. She actually wants to spend more time with me? I’m beginning to wonder if she’s as crazy as I am…

Lisa giggled, “Thank you.”

Chaos nodded stiffly, the sound of her laugh warming something in his cold little heart.

This flower may be the death of me if I’m not careful. Chaos weirdly didn’t feel like robbing or kidnapping her. The fact that she made him feel that way was most dangerous to him. Nothing good comes from doing good. That includes things that are inherently good.
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Thanks to the work of Chaos and his men, Lisa opened the shop as usual. Since Chaos’s reputation preceded him, he decided to sit out of the way and observe Lisa as she worked.

“Good morning, Lisa!” an elderly man waved as he entered the shop.

“Good morning, Mr. Wilson! How is Mrs. Wilson doing?” Lisa flashed a brilliant smile as she moved across the shop to meet Mr. Wilson.

“Well, she’s doing better than she was. She’s starting to remember me less though,” Mr. Wilson’s smile didn’t quite reach his eyes.

Lisa rubbed him on the back, “I’m sorry to hear that, Mr. Wilson.”

“She seems to remember the day I proposed to her. You know I did that with flowers from this very shop?” Mr. Wilson’s smile brightened at that memory. It was back when Lisa’s grandma ran the shop.

“Grandma did tell me that, and that you gave her our flowers on your wedding and all your anniversaries. We appreciate you, Mr. Wilson. Grandma still has the pictures you gave her! Hold on.” Lisa smiled as she gently squeezed Mr. Wilson’s arm. Her flats clacked along the tile floor as she crossed the shop to the safe.

Lisa pulled a picture album from the safe, blowing off the light layer of dust that had developed on the cover. It had all the memories of the customers who wanted to share what their flowers did for them.

“Let me see,” she thumbed through the book organized by year as she strolled back toward Mr. Wilson, “here we go!”

Mr. Wilson smiled with tears in his eyes, running a finger over the plastic. Mr. and Mrs. Wilson were young and vibrant with excitement about the new chapter of their lives; they were on the way to celebrating with each other.

“My Wilma is still as beautiful today as she was then,” Mr. Wilson brushed a tear from his face.

“Would you like me to make an arrangement from this day?” Lisa asked, examining the picture, already easily identifying half the flowers in the image.

“Can you do that, Lisa?” Mr. Wilson exclaimed, eyebrows raised, “This picture is in black and white!”

“I sure can. I have a fresh pot of coffee for the guests I put on. If you want I can pour you a cup to drink while you wait,” Lisa guided him to the table at the far end of the shop within eyeshot of the front counter. She then traipsed over to the workstation on the opposite side of the shop, within eyeshot of the front door. Chaos made sure that she had rifles under those counters. Never know when a guy like him could walk in.

Chaos got a little nervous because Lisa steered Mr. Wilson to where he was sitting. He was sure Lisa was out of her mind at this point. It was almost as if she was actively trying to lose customers or something.

“You’re a strapping young man. Are you a friend of Lisa’s?” Mr. Wilson asked.

He knew the young man sitting in front of him was, in fact, Spencer Hendrix, also known as Creator Chaos. He reminded her a lot of Lisa’s grandma, only he was more like a kid playing at being a villain in Mr. Wilson’s eyes. His best friend was a hero after all, and heroes and villains weren’t built like they were in his day. The only change was that good and evil weren’t always black and white. Despite his trying so hard, there was a good heart in there that had been trampled on one too many times. Sometimes, villains start as gentle souls with the unfortunate curse of being born in a pit of darkness and filth.

Mr. Wilson saw how he looked at Lisa. Much like how she doesn’t change the environment her flowers bloom, she wouldn’t try to change him. Mr. Wilson couldn’t decide if it was good or bad, but he was sure that maybe Lisa liked him, too. 

Life was too short to dwell on good and bad when dealing with matters of the heart, at least when two people complimented and matched wavelengths with their counterparts. Lisa’s grandma and grandpa didn’t let trivial things separate them, so why not? After all, despite how gentle she was towards the end of her life, Lisa’s grandma shed more blood than any criminal in history, while history remembers her husband and his best friend as the biggest savior in history. Perhaps that’s why Mr. Wilson was not bothered by this situation and felt he needed to encourage it.

“I guess you could say that,” Chaos said as he furrowed his brow and crossed his arms, confused why the old man didn’t recognize him.

“She’s a nice girl. Still single, though I don’t understand why,” Mr. Wilson mused as he addressed Chaos.

I-is this old man trying to play matchmaker right now? Chaos wondered as his eyebrow twitched.

“Listen, young man. My Wilma and I will have been married 60 years today. The best years of my life have been with her,” Mr. Wilson continued.

Chaos uncrossed his arms, listening.

“You kind of remind me of me when I was young before I met my Wilma,” Mr. Wilson’s eyes twinkled.

You were a supervillain? Chaos mused as he leaned in towards Mr. Wilson.

“Too focused on your work. Not taking the time to smell the flowers,” Mr. Wilson reminisced.

Oh… Chaos thought as he slumped in relief.

Lisa returned with a beautiful bouquet.

“Here you are, sir!” Lisa chimed.

Chaos stopped breathing for a minute as he stared at Lisa holding the bouquets. She looked genuinely happy to help this old man out. No one is that kind, right?

“Lisa!” Mr. Wilson breathed, lovingly gazing at the bouquet, “That’s exactly like the picture! Thank you! Thank you!”

Mr. Wilson went to pull out his wallet to pay Lisa.

“Don’t worry, sir. This one’s on me,” Chaos offered, putting his hand on Mr. Wilson’s before pulling out his own wallet.

What the hell am I doing? Chaos reprimanded himself as he began sifting through the money in his wallet.

Mr. Wilson gave a knowing smile. As much as he would like to see this new relationship blossom, he figured he had meddled enough. He was also ready to get back to spending time with his wife.

“How kind of you!” Lisa’s face brightened, handing Mr. Wilson the flowers.

“Y-yeah,” Chaos stammered. Why am I not denying that this gesture is kind? Just say something about feeling bad for the old man! Anything! Chaos couldn’t bring himself to add anything else.

“He’s a nice young man here, Lisa,” Mr. Wilson waved on his way out, “Don’t let life flash you by, young people!”

“I won’t, Mr. Wilson,” Lisa waved.

She turned to Chaos, who was still staring at his hands in disbelief.

“I’m sorry. He’s been trying to marry me off for a while,” she apologized, doe-eyes looking up at him in earnest, “I hope he didn’t bother you too much.”

“Not at all. Though I’m shocked he didn’t know who I was. I’m not a nice guy,” Chaos shrugged. I could get lost in this set of gorgeous blue eyes… and that’s
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