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  Seasons of the Heart


Five Stories set in Leavenworth and 

celebrating the holiday seasons:

Valentine’s Day

Easter

Halloween

Thanksgiving

Christmas
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  Chapter 1
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The string of bells behind the door jingled, a bright tinkling noise cutting through the quiet of the shop. Sandie didn’t need to turn around to know who it was. Even before the door had fully swung open, the rich, golden scent of honey filled the air. Travis. 
She smiled as she arranged a bouquet of freesias and roses, with the delicate petals cool beneath her fingers. “I can smell you coming a mile off.”
Behind her, a deep chuckle rumbled through the shop. “I hope that’s not a reflection on me personally,” Travis said, with unmistakable warmth in his voice.
She turned to face him, watching as he hefted a wooden crate onto the counter with practiced ease. Travis was solid—broad shoulders, tanned skin from long hours working under the sun, and an easy confidence. His flannel shirt was dusted with what looked like flour, and his work boots carried a trace of mud. Probably from checking the beehives before coming into town.
“I’ll put the box out back and leave you to arrange the jars how you like,” he continued, but then hesitated. “This is for you.”
Sandie raised a brow as he held out a small bundle of lavender, the long flower stems tied neatly with twine. She reached for it, inhaling the calming scent before looking up at him, amusement flickering in her gaze. “Travis… you know I own a florist shop, right?”
His lips quirked into a lopsided smile. “Sure do. You sell flowers for everyone else to give to special people in their lives. How long since someone gave you flowers?"
The question caught her off guard. Sandie opened her mouth to respond, but paused. The answer was… never. Not in any meaningful way. With Valentine’s Day on the horizon, she had been thinking about that more than usual. While she meticulously planned romantic arrangements for others, no one had ever handed her flowers with intent. And, well, that stung a little.
She pushed the thought aside and forced a smile. “That’s very thoughtful. I’ll take them home.”
He shifted on his feet, scuffing the floor with the toe of his boot. “I’ve got more if you ever want some.” He bobbed his head awkwardly, then glanced at the clock. “Best be off. Got more deliveries.”
Before she could say anything else, he turned and strode out the door, with the bells jingling in his wake. She watched as he held the door open for a woman entering the shop, then disappeared down the sidewalk.
Sandie sighed, tucking the lavender against her chest. Travis was sweet. A good man. She just… hadn’t ever thought of him in that way. Or had she simply never let herself? She shoved the thought away as she turned to greet her next customer, plastering on her ‘welcome’ smile.


      ***The alarm on her phone buzzed aggressively, dragging Sandie from the depths of sleep. She groaned, stretching against the warmth of her blankets, reluctant to leave the cocoon of comfort. A sliver of darkness peeked through the gap in her curtains. Too early. Too cold.
A yowl of protest from the foot of the bed reminded her that Milo, her chocolate Burmese, did not appreciate being jostled. “Lucky you,” she muttered, shoving the covers aside and planting her feet on the chilled floor.
Every other day, she could order her stock online. But twice a month, she made the long drive to the wholesale market in Ellensburg, arriving in the pre-dawn hours to inspect the freshest flowers before other florists got their hands on them. She prided herself on stocking the best blooms in town, and that meant putting in the effort.
Today’s trip wasn’t just about flowers. Her pulse kicked up slightly as she padded into the kitchen, flicking on the coffee maker. She hadn’t told anyone—not even Briana, her casual shop assistant and friend—what she’d done. A week ago, she’d signed up for a dating app. After days of back-and-forth conversation, she had agreed to meet someone for coffee after the market. His profile had ticked all her boxes—charming, good-looking, an entrepreneur who had a marketing business. Someone who would understand the pressures of running her own store.
She wasn’t nervous, exactly. But there was an undeniable tightness in her chest, a strange mix of anticipation and uncertainty. Milo padded behind her in the kitchen, his tail flicking as he watched her. “Don’t judge me,” she muttered, setting her mug down. “A girl’s gotta put herself out there, right?"
The cat blinked, unimpressed.
A quick breakfast—coffee and a croissant slathered in strawberry jam—was all she had time for before bundling into her boots, jacket, and scarf. Outside, the pre-dawn air bit at her skin, and snowflakes clung to her windshield. She scraped the glass clean, the sound harsh in the quiet street, then climbed into the driver’s seat and let the van idle to warm up.
The drive was slow. Snow plows had cleared the town streets, but out on the highway, the world was still blanketed in fresh snowfall. Her hands tightened on the wheel as she adjusted her speed, hyper-aware of the slick roads. She couldn’t afford an accident.
By the time she reached the market in Ellensburg, the first streaks of dawn were painting the sky in soft pinks and golds. Vendors called out greetings as she made her rounds, exchanging quick banter while selecting bunches of tulips, irises, and daffodils. The roses were perfect, though her bulk order of reds would arrive later. She carefully loaded the van, securing each bucket in a framework she’d had made, so the flowers wouldn’t tip on the drive back.
As she wiped her hands on her jeans, she glanced at her phone. Nearly time. Should she arrive early? That would give her the chance to pick a seat with a good vantage point—somewhere private, away from anyone she might know. The last thing she needed was gossip. But arriving late had its own advantages. If her date looked nothing like his profile—or worse, gave off serial killer vibes—she could duck out before he even saw her.
Indecision gnawed at her as she pulled up outside the café. In the end, she took a deep breath and stepped out of the van, her boots crunching against the icy pavement. Just as she reached the entrance, so did someone else. He paused, holding the door open for her, and Sandie flashed a polite smile. Then her heart nearly stopped.
“It’s you,” she gasped, before stopping herself.
The man’s eyes widened with recognition, then crinkled with amusement. “You’re ‘Floral Whispers’?”
Heat rushed to her cheeks. “And you’re ‘Marketing Maven.’ Well, this is… fortuitous. I don’t have to look around the café trying to identify you.”
He gestured toward a small table by the window. “I’m sure I would have recognized you. Call me Jordan. Ready for that coffee?”
“Sure, and I’m Sandie,” she said, sliding into the chair he pulled out for her. “Though I have a van full of flowers that I can’t leave there too long.”
“I’ll keep it brief then.” His smile was warm and genuine, nothing like the practiced charm she’d imagined from their online conversations. Up close, she noticed the faint lines around his eyes that hadn’t been visible in his profile photo, and a small scar above his left eyebrow.
The server appeared, and they both ordered coffee—hers with cream, his black.
“So,” Jordan leaned forward, “you own Blossoms. I’ve walked by it on occasions on which I’ve visited Leavenworth but never gone in."
“Most men don’t unless they’re in trouble with their wives or girlfriends,” Sandie said with a small laugh.
“Or mothers,” he added. “Birthday flowers saved my hide more than once growing up.”
Their coffees arrived, and Sandie wrapped her stiff fingers around the warm mug. “You mentioned you run a marketing business?”
“Digital marketing, yes. I moved back to town two years ago after working in Seattle. Wanted something…” he paused, searching for the word.
“Slower?” Sandie offered.
“I was going to say ‘more real,’” Jordan replied. “In the city, everything felt like it was on fast forward. Here, I can actually see the seasons change.”
Sandie nodded. “I know what you mean. That’s why I drive to the flower market myself instead of just ordering online. There’s something about seeing and touching the flowers, smelling them…”
He nodded in understanding and asked her more about her business. She found him incredibly easy to talk to, and was flattered in a small way that he appeared to find her interesting. She glanced at her watch. The hour had passed with a relaxed and comfortable conversation. “I really should get those flowers back to the shop.”
“Of course.” Jordan stood as she did. “This was…interesting.”
“Very.” Sandie pulled her scarf tighter around her neck, preparing for the cold outside.
“Would it be too awkward if I asked to see you again?” Jordan asked, his confidence from their online chats suddenly less apparent. “Maybe dinner this time?”
Sandie considered the question. She hadn’t dated in a long time, but wasn’t that her intention when she registered with the app? There had been something in their online conversations that had felt genuine, and meeting him in person hadn’t dispelled that feeling.
“I’d like that,” she finally said.


      ***That went well. Sandie replayed the conversation in her mind as she followed the winding road back towards Leavenworth, a small, hopeful smile lingering on her lips. Dinner as well… perhaps this Valentine’s Day will be my turn to shine.
The thought warmed her, but the worsening weather quickly brought her focus back to the road. Snow drifts had piled higher since her early-morning drive, with the wind now whipping loose flakes across the icy surface. She tightened her grip on the wheel, her heart jolting as the van slid slightly on a curve. Her pulse spiked, and she eased off the accelerator.
“Okay, okay. Easy does it.”
She couldn’t afford to tip the flower buckets in the back. But that thought came a second too late. The tires lost traction. A sickening weightlessness gripped her stomach as the van fishtailed. Instinctively, she yanked the wheel the other way. The overcorrection sealed her fate. With a heart-pounding lurch, the van veered sideways, skidding helplessly off the road and into a snowbank with a muffled thud.
Silence. Sandie sucked in a shaky breath, her pulse hammering in her ears. Snowflakes drifted lazily past the windshield, utterly indifferent to her predicament. She shifted in her seat, testing for injury. Nothing hurt—except her pride.
“Damn it,” she muttered, throwing the van into reverse. The tires spun uselessly, kicking up more snow. She tried again. No traction. No movement. Just the frustrating whine of an engine refusing to cooperate. With a sigh, she unbuckled her seatbelt and opened the door. A rush of cold air stole her breath as she stepped out—and promptly sank up to her knees in the snow.
“Great,” she groaned, shivering as the wet cold seeped through her jeans. Tugging her beanie down over her ears, she trudged around the van to assess the damage. The front tires had disappeared into a hidden ditch beneath the snowdrift. No way she was getting out of this without help.
She pulled out her phone. No service. “Of course.” Taking this back road had seemed like a clever shortcut this morning. Now, it appeared to be a terrible miscalculation. Squinting into the distance, she spotted the dark shapes of buildings—probably a house and a shed. Her best bet. She could sit in the van and wait for help, but how long would that take? No, she needed to be proactive. Besides, the van sat at an uncomfortable angle, and she didn’t fancy waiting out here for hours.
Adjusting her gloves, she started toward the house, sticking to the packed-down edge of the road where the snow wasn’t as deep. Her breath formed little clouds in the frigid air. Every few steps, she glanced back over her shoulder, hoping for headlights in the distance. Nothing.
The house loomed ahead; its windows were dark. No signs of life. No car in the driveway. She knocked on the door, with the sound dull against the thick wood. She waited. Knocked again.
“Hello?” she called. Silence answered.
Trying the back door was her next option. Rounding the house, she caught sight of a garbage bin tipped over, scraps of food and torn paper littering the snow. Strange. She hesitated at the shed’s open door. Maybe someone was inside? It was worth checking.
“Hello?” she called again, stepping closer. A low rustling sound came from within. Her stomach tightened. “Anyone there?” she tried again, her voice warier this time.
A grunt. The dark shape inside shifted. Rose. A massive, hulking form emerged from the gloom, thick-furred and moving with a slow, deliberate weight.
Her breath stuttered. Oh. My. God. The bear lifted its head, sniffing the air, and then took a lumbering step forward. Sandie’s body locked up in pure, ice-cold terror. It’s just curious, she told herself. Stay calm. Back away slowly. The bear let out a chuffing sound and took another step.
Nope. Nope. NOPE. Instinct overrode logic. Sandie bolted. She half-ran, half-slid through the snow, her breath coming in panicked bursts. She knew—knew—she shouldn’t turn her back, but survival instincts didn’t care about logic. Behind her, she heard the bear’s chuffing breath as it crunched through the snow. Was it following? Oh God, was it chasing her?
A sudden glare of headlights cut through the swirling snow at the end of the driveway. A truck.
“HELP! HELP ME!” she screamed, waving her arms frantically as she ran toward it.
The truck skidded to a stop, the driver’s door flying open. A figure jumped out, bundled in a thick coat, scarf, and beanie. He took two steps forward, arm outstretched. “Sandie? What the hell—get in, quick!”
The voice was familiar. A jolt of disbelief cut through her panic. Travis? 
He didn’t wait for her to process. He grabbed her arm, practically shoving her toward the passenger door. “Move! Now!”
Heart hammering, she scrambled inside. The door slammed shut. She twisted to look out the back window. The bear had stopped near the shed, sniffing at the ground where she’d run. It seemed… uninterested now.
Travis let out a breath and put the truck into gear. “You okay?”
Still panting, Sandie stared at him. “I was almost mauled to death, Travis.”
He snorted. “It was probably just looking for food.”
She gaped at him. “Oh, well, that’s comforting. Maybe next time I should offer it a snack! I thought bears hibernated in their dens in winter.”
His lips twitched, but he wisely kept his amusement to himself. “Mostly they do. Occasionally, one will emerge looking for food. I saw your van up the road. Figured you might need help.”
She sank into the seat, finally feeling the full-body tremble of adrenaline wearing off. “Yeah. Yeah, I do."
Travis nodded, turning the truck toward the road. “Let’s get you out of here.”
As he drove, Sandie let out a shaky breath. For the first time since the accident, she actually felt safe. Thank heavens for her unexpected hero. Travis was focused on the road, but he gave her a wry grin.
“You’re lucky I came along. This is an old family property, but nobody’s living there at the moment. I just dropped by to check on it. Looks like there were two unexpected visitors today.” He jerked his chin toward the darkened farmhouse. “I’ll have to do something about encouraging our furry friend to find a new home.”
Sandie let out a sharp breath, still rattled from her sprint to the truck. “Furry friend is not the name I’d use for a marauding bear.”
“He’ll be livelier when the weather warms up, but you probably woke him from a pleasant sleep.” He shot her a teasing glance. “Poor guy was probably dreaming of springtime and fresh berries.”
She narrowed her eyes at him, her heart still hammering. “Are you seriously sympathizing with the bear?”
Travis chuckled, but didn’t argue. Instead, he turned his attention back to the road as they neared her van. He slowed the truck, scanning the scene before shifting into park. “Let’s see what we’re dealing with.”
They climbed out, their boots crunching in the packed snow. Sandie tugged her coat tighter around her, the frigid air biting through the damp fabric of her jeans. She followed Travis around the van, watching as he crouched to inspect the front wheels.
“You’re stuck deep,” he said, brushing snow from his gloves. “I’ve got a tow rope in the truck. I’ll pull you out, then follow you back to town to make sure you don’t end up in another ditch.”
“Good plan. I don’t feel like a repeat performance.” She sniffed and cupped her hands around her face, blowing warm air onto her frozen nose. “Brass-monkey weather,” she muttered.
Travis smirked as he kneeled to attach the tow rope to the van’s undercarriage. “I’ve felt worse,” he said, his voice slightly muffled as he worked. “Can’t have you catching pneumonia out here. That’d be tragic. Survive a bear attack only to be taken out by the common cold.”
“You’re making fun of me again.”
“Just a little,” he admitted, flashing her a grin before standing. His jeans were now soaked through from kneeling in the snow, making Sandie feel a pang of guilt.
“If you get behind the wheel and steer,” he continued, “I’ll pull from behind. Between the two of us, we’ll have you back on the road in no time."
Sandie hesitated before climbing into the van. Travis had always been polite but distant when he dropped off honey and flowers at Blossoms. He wasn’t one for small talk, but out here, in the cold and under these circumstances, he felt different. More present. More solid.
Shaking off the thought, she grasped the steering wheel and started the engine. Warm air blasted from the vents, a welcome relief. She cracked the window to hear Travis better as he returned to his truck.
“You’ll feel the tension when the rope tightens,” he called. “That’s your cue to move. And make sure the handbrake is off."
She rolled her eyes but bit back a retort. Now wasn’t the time to accuse him of mansplaining. As the truck roared to life, the tow rope stretched taut. The van groaned but didn’t budge. Sandie gripped the wheel, ready. Another pull. Then a sudden jolt. The van lurched backward, rocking on its axles. Through the side mirror, she saw the truck’s tires spin before they found purchase again. Slowly but surely, the van slid free from the ditch.
Travis signaled her to stop, and she quickly hit the brakes. He hopped out, disconnected the tow rope, then waved her forward. She cautiously pressed on the gas, feeling the van respond normally again. Relief flooded her as she rolled onto firm ground.
Travis leaned in through her open window. “You should be good, but I’ll follow you back to the store, just in case.”
A part of her wanted to protest—she was fine now—but another part felt reassured knowing he’d be behind her. She nodded instead. “Thanks, Travis.”
They arrived at Blossoms just as Briana propped open the shop door, looking perplexed. “You’re late. I was about to send out a search party.”
“Slight mishap,” Sandie admitted, stepping inside. “Van slid into a ditch. Travis rescued me.” She tilted her head toward the back room. “Is the coffee hot? We need it.”
“On it,” Briana said, disappearing. By the time Sandie and Travis finished unloading, the rich scent of fresh coffee filled the air.
Sandie handed Travis a steaming mug. “I owe you big time.”
He accepted it with a shrug. “Happy to help. Not every day I save a damsel in distress.” He smirked. “Especially one about to be eaten by a bear.”
Briana’s eyes widened. “Wait. What? I thought you just skidded off the road!”
“Long story,” Sandie said quickly, not eager to have the entire town buzzing about her wildlife encounter.
Travis chuckled but mercifully changed the subject. “Strawberries in the greenhouse are coming along nicely. Should have a bumper crop for Valentine’s.” He finished his coffee and set the mug down. “I’ll bring you a punnet."
“Looking forward to it,” Sandie said, feeling oddly warm despite the cold.
He nodded, tipped his cap, and left.
Briana arched an eyebrow. “I’ve never paid much attention to him before, but he’s kind of interesting.”
Sandie hesitated. He was, but she wasn’t ready to think about that.
Not when she’d already met someone else just that morning. She didn’t need complications.
And yet, as she recalled the way Travis had looked at her—steady, sure, unshaken by the chaos—she had a feeling that complications might be coming her way.








  
  Chapter 2
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Sandie jumped when her phone rang, even though she had been half-expecting it. A flush of excitement swept over her as she glanced at the screen and saw Jordan’s name. 
“Hey, Sandie… is this a convenient moment? I know you’re probably busy in the shop.”
“Jordan… hi,” she squeaked, then cleared her throat to steady her voice. “The shop’s quiet at the moment. I’m using the time to make up some more bouquets.”
“I won’t keep you, then,” he said, his tone warm. “I just wanted to say that I enjoyed meeting you yesterday and wondered if you’d like to join me for dinner this evening. I can come to Leavenworth, so you don’t need to drive back to Ellensburg.”
Sandie didn’t need to check her schedule. Most evenings, her calendar was wide open. Still, she didn’t want to seem too eager. “Let me check… I think so… no, I’m available. I’d love to meet you for dinner.”
“Great. I’ve heard there’s a new French restaurant in town. I’ll make a booking for seven. Shall I pick you up?”
“I know the one you mean. I’ll make my way there. It’s close to where I live.” She wasn’t ready to disclose her address just yet. Jordan gave off exciting vibes, but she barely knew him.
As she returned to her work, her mind buzzed with anticipation. Would this lead to something lasting? She hadn’t much faith in dating apps, having heard more horror stories than fairytales, but Jordan seemed different. And now, the all-important question—what would she wear? First impressions mattered.
A quick mental inventory of her wardrobe confirmed her worst suspicion: nothing seemed quite right. What better excuse to shop? She closed Blossoms early and headed to the boutique a few doors down. The sales assistant, a stylish woman in her forties, scrutinized Sandie’s picks with a critical eye before guiding her toward a few selections.
“This one,” the assistant said decisively, holding up a Little Black Dress in a soft jersey fabric. It had long sleeves, a fitted bodice, and a tulip skirt with gentle pleats at the waist. A vertical split at the neckline hinted at décolletage without being overt. “Classy but alluring. Perfect for a first dinner date.”
Sandie slipped into the dress and studied her reflection. It felt like a second skin, elegant yet comfortable. Paired with black kitten heels, a delicate watch, and drop earrings with green onyx crystals, she felt the transformation. She kept her makeup natural but added a deep-red lipstick for a bold contrast.
By the time she arrived at the restaurant, she was a swirl of nerves and excitement. The soft lighting and plush carpeting lent an intimate atmosphere, and Jordan was already seated at their table. He rose the moment he saw her, his eyes lighting up.
“You look stunning,” he murmured, leaning in to place a light kiss on her cheek. A single red rose lay on the table. Jordan picked it up and offered it to her. “This is for you.”
Sandie inhaled its rich scent. “Thank you. That’s a lovely gesture, and I never tire of red roses—especially when they’re a surprise.”
“I know I didn’t have to,” he said with a grin, “but a beautiful woman deserves a beautiful flower, don’t you think?”
She smiled, unsure how to respond without sounding either too modest or too vain. The moment was saved by the server’s arrival. With a practiced flourish, he lifted a chilled bottle of champagne from an ice bucket and poured two glasses before gliding away.
Jordan raised his glass. “I hope you don’t mind—I ordered while I waited.”
Sandie clinked her glass against his. “Not at all. Great minds think alike.”
As they perused the menu, Jordan impressed her with his knowledge of French cuisine. When she hesitated over a dish, he made subtle recommendations without sounding condescending. The conversation flowed as effortlessly as it had the day before. He told her more about his marketing business, casually mentioning high-profile clients. She couldn’t help but be impressed.
But what struck her most was how present he was. Unlike previous dates, he wasn’t just waiting for his turn to talk—he asked about her life, her shop, her passion for flowers, and seemed genuinely interested in her answers. When he held her gaze

      ***
      ***
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