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  For all the grandma's who leave us with sweet memories and warm hugs… 






  
  Chapter 1

Jonathan


I never thought I’d see the day I’d be walking into a florist shop to buy a bouquet of flowers. But here I am… 
“I’m here now. I’ll deliver them to her soon and get back to pick you up and take you to your meeting,” I say into my phone to my boss.
He sighs. “All right, call me when you’re downstairs.”
I hang up and tuck my phone back into my pants.
I’ve been assigned to do this for my good friend and now boss, James. He’s head over heels for a girl named Abigail and he’s sent me to buy flowers and personally deliver them to her. I can’t exactly argue with him when he’s paying me to do this.
The windows of the shop are full of colorful plants. Some are hanging from the ceiling in baskets and many others are in pots on the floor. Dread hits me. I’d rather pick up dry cleaning than do this. They aren’t even for me, so why didn’t I try to convince him to order them online and have them delivered? 
Oh, that’s right. He wouldn’t. He wanted her to feel special and have someone she knows deliver them. He wants that personal touch. Insert my eye roll and hand me a bucket to puke in.
I roll my shoulders back and take a deep breath, convincing myself I can do this. It's just a flower shop. The quicker I get inside the store, the quicker I can get out. I step inside and a chime above the door sounds.  Sally’s florist is enormous, and they sell way more than just flowers. There is artwork all over the walls for sale and candles laid out on every surface. Even furniture has tags, meaning they are for sale too. 
As I walk further into the shop, I find more furniture accessories scattered around. This place is just too big; I am trying to find someone who works here. I want to pick up my boss’s order and be done with it. 
I peer around at all the flowers. Who knew there would be so many types in a rainbow of colors? I’ve never been much of a flower guy myself. I know of red and white roses and that’s it. I’m not someone who buys flowers. I’ve always been a one-night stand kind of guy. I've spent my entire adult life creating an app called Integration Software and then helping my parents’ business until we had an argument and I left.
I notice a blonde florist working behind the counter and quicken my pace. However, as I reach her, the phone rings. Fuck! I pause and rub my head while she answers it. 
“Hello, thank you for calling Cygnature Blooms, where bigger is always better. May I take your order, please?”
I put my hands in my suit pockets to stop myself from fidgeting. I hate being in a place like this. I can’t wait to leave.
After a couple more minutes, she hangs up. I step closer to the counter, not wanting to waste another second. 
She smiles at me politely. “Sorry, sir, I have to serve this customer first. She was before you. She just had to answer a call. I’ll be back to help you soon.”
“Sure,” I say with a tight smile. 
I watch her move to the opposite wall and assist a black-haired woman. I move around, needing to do something, so there’s no harm in wasting time looking around. My eyes flick to them every now and again to watch their exchange, hoping she won’t take much longer. They walk to the counter, and I almost fist-pump the air. 
“The saffron seems low today,” the black-haired woman remarks in a soft tone.
“Yes, there wasn’t much available this week…” the florist says, and I zone out. I stopped listening to their conversation when I ran my gaze over the back of the black-haired woman. As I stand directly behind her, I can’t help but appreciate her hourglass shape and heart-shaped ass in her black pants and white top. The woman turns to leave, and I suck in a sharp breath. I’m totally taken aback. She not only has a great body, but her face is impeccable—her full lips are pink and pouty, while her green eyes glimmer under the lights. 
And when she smiles, my breath hitches.
I change my mind in that instant. Maybe I should come to these places more often if people like her come here. Like an idiot, I stand there, slack-jawed, unable to move, until she dips her head and walks past, holding her flowers. Her sweet scent hits my nostrils, and I sniff deeper to take it in. It’s sweet like honey with a floral touch. 
I clear my throat and step forward.
“I’m here to pick up a bouquet,” I say.
“Sure. Name?”
“James White.”
“Oh yes, I’ll grab it now,” the receptionist says with a broad smile.
After collecting the bouquet, I step outside and text James.
Jonathan: I got it, boss. I’ll drop them off now.
As soon as I read his text back, my phone flashes in my hand, and I squeeze it slightly and curse under my breath. Fuck off.
I grind my teeth, annoyed, and hit decline on my mother’s incoming call. Unwilling to deal with her right now, I stuff my phone into my pocket. I’d rather deliver fucking flowers.






  
  Chapter 2

Ruby


I’m picking up my weekly saffron order to take to my grandma Flora’s. The familiarity of the city lets me zone out and listen to all the hustle and bustle around me. Everyone else is going about their day on a Friday, but I can take today off and work Monday to Thursday and Saturday instead. This routine allows me to spend time with her. She isn’t getting any younger at eighty-three, after all. Besides my parents, she is my world. I share everything about my life with her. 
The chime goes off, and my lips curve into a smile when the smell of flowers hits me. It makes me happy being in here. If flowers aren’t your thing, we can’t be friends. They're so beautiful and can make your darkest days turn brighter. When you’re sad, you buy flowers, and when you’re happy, you buy them too. There isn’t any occasion or emotion where you wouldn’t.
I walk over to where the saffron is kept. My shoulders hunch when I see a low stock. We look forward to pie baking every Friday. It’s our thing. I try not to think about what will happen when she goes. No, I don’t dare think what that would mean. I push that thought away and pick up a small bunch. 
As I’m about to turn, I hear Sally, the owner of the florist shop, say, “Morning, Ruby.”
I spin and offer a warm smile. “Good morning, Sally.”
She wouldn’t ask me if I would like another flower; I’ve been coming here way too long for that. She knows I’m here for my saffron, and that’s all. Instead, we make small talk about other things.
“How’s Flora?” Sally wears her blonde hair in a neat bun and a black apron covers her jeans and top. She’s in her late thirties and started this business when she had kids. I love how kids didn’t stop her from chasing her dreams.
“She’s good. Opinionated as ever, but that’s what we love about her.” 
“She still trying to get you to settle down and get married?”
Giggling, I hand the saffron to Sally. 
“Every week, without doubt. She asks if I’m dating or if I’m talking to anyone. To which she gets the same answer, No, I'm busy working.”
She tilts her head to indicate we walk to the front of the store so she can wrap the bouquet and continue our conversation.
“I think she wants to know you’re happy and that you don’t work too much.”
I sigh. “That’s exactly what she thinks. I’ll miss my chance to get married or have kids because all I do is work, but I love it.”
She wraps the bunch up, and I swipe my card to pay.
“It’s so important to love your job. I get it. Just don’t forget to have a little fun too.” She wiggles her brows as she passes me the wrapped flowers.
I chuckle with a small eye roll and say, “I’m leaving before you get as bad as her.”
She smirks and waves, and as I turn, I’m met with large brown eyes that I’ve seen here before. Which is a nice surprise. He stands out in his black suit, defined jawline, five o’clock shadow, dark brown—or is it black?—wavy hair. I feel a flush hitting my cheeks. How much did he hear? Hopefully, not too much, because that would be embarrassing. I don’t need the world knowing I’m on a dry spell and haven’t been on a date in over twelve months. 
Locking gazes with him causes a flutter in my stomach…a new and exciting feeling, but I need to get a grip. This guy is taken, for sure. He’s in a florist shop, so obviously he must have a girlfriend. He looks to be in his thirties so he could even have a wife and kids, and I’m drooling over him. 
He offers a panty-melting smile, and I almost melt into a puddle. Damn, he’s my dream man. There’s a kindness in his smile that makes me want to talk to him, but I bet if I spent time with him, I’d find out he has multiple girlfriends and is on countless dating apps. 
Why is he wearing that suit?
Where is my intelligent brain? I seem to have lost it the moment I saw him. No wonder Sally was wiggling her brows…she was hinting at him. 
Oh God, how cringy. 
I smile and dip my head, clutching my flowers to my chest. As I pass by him, I get a whiff of his delicious scent—a mix of caramel and spice. I want to bathe in it. Ignoring the tingling feeling, I walk out, keeping my gaze focused on the exit. When the outside air hits me, I take a deep breath and continue to my car, but something feels off. 
I look over my shoulder but see nothing unusual, and after a quick scan around, nothing seems out of place. But the strange feeling doesn’t leave me, and after discovering a note yesterday on my car that said, I miss you. I can’t shake the eerie feeling, so I walk faster on the concrete and my breaths quicken as a slight panic hits. Something is definitely off. Maybe I should have stayed and talked to the handsome man. We would have walked the same direction. He definitely felt like he could protect me.






  
  Chapter 3

Jonathan


I’m out of the shop, holding the large arrangement for Abigail. The flowers today differ from the ones last week. This weeks are nice except for the obnoxious white flowers sticking up so high. They’re hitting me in the face and pissing me off. And the smell is so strong I’ve felt my eyes tingle, my throat swell, and whatever the fuck these are, I’m going to insist he never orders them again. Otherwise, I’m paying for delivery personally. 
As soon as I get in the car, I pull out my phone to text him.
Jonathan: Don’t buy these flowers again unless you want her to break up with you.
James: Why? What’s wrong with them?
Jonathan: They’re making me feel odd, like I’m having an allergic reaction.
James: (laughing emoji) Are you serious? What do they look like? Can you go back in and change them?
I furiously type back, ignoring my itchy eyes and throat.
Jonathan: Hell no! I’m not going back in. I don’t have time. I need to drop these off unless you want me to organize a delivery?
James: No, you need to take them. It’s okay. I just won’t order lilies again.
Jonathan: I don’t even want to know why you know the name of these god-awful flowers.
James: It’s called love, John, and the day you find it, you’ll know this shit matters to them. And you will do anything to put a smile on their face and make them feel special.
I scoff. That will never happen. He should know that.
Jonathan: I’ll take your word for it. I’ll text you when I’m back at the office.
I drop the phone down to the front seat and drive out of the parking spot. As I do, I blink rapidly spotting her. Those luscious hips move in tight jeans and wavy dark hair flowing in the breeze. I slow the car and smile as I see she’s holding her saffron flowers, and walking slightly faster compared to other people around her. 
I frown and wonder if she’s late for something. Work? Maybe a partner? 
Someone as pretty as her would be taken. 
As I pass her, I can’t help but move my gaze to the rearview mirror, trying to get one final glimpse of her. When she is out of my sight, I concentrate on the road ahead as James’s words replay. What would it feel like to want to do all that sappy shit for a woman?
I shake off the ridiculous thought. I can’t even imagine it.
I'm back staring at the mirror when my phone rings. Tearing my gaze down to the screen, I groan at my mother’s name, and I don’t even hesitate when I hit the decline button. After I drop the flowers off to Abigail and get back in the car, I see a text from her.
Mom: Please call me.
I brush off her text because I don’t have time to speak to her right now. I have to quickly pick up James and take him to a meeting. But I know I can’t avoid her forever. We may have disagreed about my future, but they aren’t bad parents. They need to let me choose my path, not dictate every step of my life.
I’m not rebelling; I'm too old for that shit, but I don’t think money means you can tell me what to do. Hence why I got a job even when I have money—a lot of it and not just family money.
But working is something I enjoy doing, and being friends with James since I was young has meant I could help him and he understands me. I can open up to him and work for him without judgment.

      [image: image-placeholder]After taking James to the meeting, I decide to call Mom back. Having it hanging over my head will
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