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Prologue
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The smell of a flower shop, they say, is the smell of a promise. A promise of a happy anniversary, a hopeful first date, or a comforting farewell. For CassiAnn Shaw, it was just the smell of Monday.  

At "Island In The Sun-Flower Shop," her family's cornerstone of Brooklyn, New York, CassiAnn was more than just the Manager; she was an expert in the language of flowers—but sadly, not so much the language of men. Her romantic life had been, to put it mildly, a horticultural disaster. Five dates. Five varieties of utter dread. She’d decided her heart needed to be professionally pruned and put into storage. The dating game was an endless, fruitless loop of "Eeny, Meeny, Miny... No More!" 

CassiAnn was comfortable in her solitude, content with the vibrant, silent company of roses and tulips. That is, until the phone rang, breaking the peaceful morning quiet, she answered, to hear a British accent that was so smooth it felt like velvet being draped over the phone receiver. “Good morning. I’m calling to place an order for a birthday bouquet. She created a masterpiece, an elegant explosion of color that even she had to admit was the most beautiful thing she’d done all month. 

That weekend, her best friend Lily, sensing CassiAnn's need for a break from floral arrangements and spreadsheets, had insisted she attend a small house social. "Just a few friends, Cass. Wine, cheese, no forced mingling. Think of it as exposure therapy for fun," Lily had joked. The last person to attend the social event was “Him”. 

And suddenly, for the first time in what felt like forever, the phrase "Eeny, Meeny, Miny, No More!" didn't feel like a declaration of defeat, but a silent, electric promise of something new. A friendship, sparked by the creation of a beautiful bouquet, was about to bloom into the romance and love she always longed for. 
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A Special Bouquet

“No More!!” Those are my magical words that will be used for the New Year.” CassiAnn spoke into the universe in a monotone voice. This is how this young 40-year-old Jamaican/American woman intends to start her year. CassiAnn “Cassi” Shaw is a beautiful woman carrying on her family floral business.   Managing her own Caribbean floral Greenhouse named “Grasshoppers Greenhouse” and manages her parent’s Floral Store name “Island in the Sun - Flower Shop.”  She provides her parents’ store with exotic flowers which have made them very popular with high ratings.  Her parents feel she works too much and need to start dating because they want to have grandchildren.  She meets plenty of men at the flower shop, but she is very selective, and her older brothers Lloyd and Andrew Shaw are very protective of her as well. Most men are captivated by her beautiful black curly hair, her athletic fit body, full lips, beautiful, slanted eyes, and her jovial personality.  

“Good morning CassiAnn”, walked in Mr. Eaton.  Looking at her up and down with a big smile on his face. 

“Good morning Mr. Eaton – it’s the 15th of January and I have your annual floral arrangement ready for you. Your usual Sunflower delights for your dearly departed wife’s grave.” She raised the flowers from the bucket of water she had already wrapped with a white ribbon placing them in green wrapping paper. 

“Yes, CassiAnn you always remember without me having to tell you anything. Thank you, my dear lady.” Mr. Eaton responded with a smile while reaching for his wallet in his back pants pocket. 

“Mr. Eaton, you have been coming to our flower shop for the past 10 years, and you haven’t missed a year yet.  She was a very lucky woman to have you still loving and remembering her birthday.” She said in a loving tone. 

“My sweet Emelda had been my true love for 40 years and I will never lose sight of what we had. Our children are big men and women living in different states and they don’t do things like this, but I am an old school gentleman that will never forget how good she was to me.  I am sure she would do the same for me if she was here and I was gone.”  Mr. Eaton said with surety.  

“I love hearing your love stories.  Mrs. Eaton was very fortunate to have met a man like you.  I hope I meet someone who will love me like that.”  She responded with a slight sigh as Mr. Eaton handed her the money for the flowers. 

“A beautiful woman like yourself, I am sure you have these young bucks line up around the corner to date you.  My advice to you is to listen to your heart; you will know him when you meet him.  That love connection will be effortless, and things will flow like the river.  Just be patient and it will happen one day.” Mr. Eaton spoke in a serious voice, gently patting her hand. He picked up his flowers and went through the door.  

She stood there for a while with a smile on her face, gazing at the front door.  The store didn’t have any customers, so she took her time re-adjusting her focus back on the floral arrangements she was working on prior to Mr. Eaton’s arrival. The phone rang and startled her back to reality. 

Ring..... ring.... 

“Island in the Sun~Flower Shop this is CassiAnn, how can I help you.” 

“Yes hello, I was wondering if you all have any yellow roses?” Asked a man in a deep British accent. 

“Yes, we do, how many do you want?” asked CassiAnn. 

“A floral arrangement with 8 yellow roses and 1 red rose in the middle surrounded by greenery.” Requested the gentleman. 

“Can you answer a few questions? Is this for an older woman or young woman?  Also, when do you need this arrangement for, sir?” She inquired. 

“Tomorrow, Friday at noon I will come by to pick up this bouquet arrangement.  This is for my sister for her 27th birthday. She loves yellow roses, and the red rose represents my love for her.” answered the gentleman. 

“That’s beautiful, sir. What is your name?” She asked. 

“My name is Clint Harvey.  How much will this cost” he asked.  

“Thank you for your order, Mr. Harvey. That arrangement will be $80.00, and I will have it ready by noon for you to pick up,” she responded. 

This is the joy of Cassi’s job, creating exquisite arrangements for people.  She was already mapping out how she was going to make this special arrangement.   

The back door opened, “Cassi, are you in here?” asked her mother.  As she made her way through the aisle. 

“Yes mom, I’m up front by the register.”  She answered. 

Mrs. Camilla Shaw retired from her flower shop a year ago to spend more time at home and traveling back to Jamaica.  Whenever she returns to New York, she brings local flowers from Jamaica to help enhance CassiAnn’s floral arrangements who is known for her amazing, eclectic, beautifully designed floral arrangements. 

“Oh my, Cassi this is a beautiful arrangement you made!  Have you eaten anything darling?” asked Camilla while admiring the floral arrangement and looking around the flower shop. 

“No not yet, but soon!” She exclaimed. 

“Well, don’t take too long, you don’t want to develop gas in your stomach.” Spoken like a true mother in her caring Jamaican accent tone voice. 

“I am preparing this arrangement early for a customer, so I don’t feel rushed when the customer comes in tomorrow.” She replied. 

CassiAnn couldn’t stop thinking about Mr. Harvey’s kind voice on the phone.  She had a little glimmer in her eye with inquisitiveness.  She wondered if he was married or had a girlfriend.  She has a thing for feeling men out based on the arrangements they request for her to make.  Mr. Harvey knew exactly what he wanted, and the commitment to making this for his sister spoke volumes about him paying attention to a woman’s needs.  She began to feel those hunger pangs and started tidying up to grab a bite to eat. Having her mom around made it easy for her to have lunch and relax for a while.  

“Mom, I’m going to get something to eat like you said.” CassiAnn walked up to her mother, gently hugging her around her shoulder. 

“Go ahead child, you need your nourishment, I don’t want you fainting away in here now.” Camilla said jokingly. 

CassiAnn grabbed her purse and walked down the street to her favorite eatery, Cocoa Tea Café.  She finds their food delicious with their Caribbean flavoring.  Cassi eats whole organic foods keeping her streamline figure.  She drinks wine on occasions and prefers a low-key atmosphere where she can sit and think or just relax her body and mind.  The mood in Cocoa Tea Café is always mellow playing soft reggae jazz music that’s soothing.  She usually sits in the back booth of the café and smiles when she notices her bestie Lily was calling her cell phone. 

Ring... Ring....“Hey girl” she answered. 

“Hello CassiAnn, what are you doing Saturday night?”  Lily asked. 

“Uhmmmm, I don’t have anything planned, what do you have going on.”She responded with a perplexed expression. 

“Well.... Collin and I will be having a house social, and I want you to come by.  I know you don’t like crowds and it’s only a few friends, 10 to be exact.  I’m inviting 5 of my closest girlfriends and Collin is inviting 5 of his closest guy friends.”  Lily explained. 

“Is this a singles hook up session? Cause I know how you do things Lily.”  She asked, placing one of her handles from her sunglasses on the tip of her lips. 

“No- nothing like that, it’s just grown folks having a nice time socializing, listening and possibly dancing to some music with light food to eat and drinks.” Lily responded, laughing. 

“What time is this gathering?” She asked. 

“7:00 p.m. until you ready to leave.” Lily responded. 

“Okay – I guess I could pass by to make you happy.  Who are the other ladies you invited?” She inquired. 

“Adanna, Laurette, Tasha and Nancy”.  We are all friends, and I want everyone to be comfortable.  For the men I cannot help you there.  That’s on Collin.”  Lily said in a joking manner. 

“Alright Lily, I will be there.  I haven’t seen you ladies in a while, and it will be nice seeing everyone.”  She answered in a semi-excited voice. 

Lily usually has these house socials when they are in the match making mood.  She wants one of her girls to have a double date with them, and this is one way of giving them a nudge by having her hook up house gathering.  The waitress came to the booth with a glass of water and introduced herself. 

“Hello there, my name is Olivia, and I will be your server today.”  

CassiAnn smiled and took a quick glance at the menu. 

“Hi Olivia, I will have a jerk chicken Caesar salad and iced tea with a slice of lemon on a plate.” 

“Certainly ma’am.” The waitress said in a polite voice and walked away.  CassiAnn finally had a chance to look around the room and notice tables with couples, and some had groups of people talking and laughing.  Unfortunately, she didn’t see anyone familiar.  She enjoys sitting comfortably in the last booth and goes on her phone to look at her missed messages.  She had an active dating life, but she kept meeting losers.  She received a text message from Cedric, a 37-year-old Chef from the Bahamas. He was married for 7 years but now divorced and lives in a Brownstone apartment in the Bronx.  

“Hey CassiAnn, long time haven’t heard from you.  Just checking in to see if you might be up for a movie this weekend. Get back to me babes.” 

She rolled her eyes, remembering how disappointed she was with him.  All Cedric does is talk about his wife and their marriage.  “I will not be going to any movies with him; he could forget about that.” She mumbled to herself, shaking her head. CassiAnn continued scrolling through her phone and then went on Facebook.  To her curiosity she checked to see if Clint Harvey had a Facebook page on social media and to her surprise he did.  

“Wow—he is handsome, single, 41 years old, no children, and an entrepreneur in real estate, how interesting.” She mumbled to herself. 

The waitress came back with her Caesar Salad. 

“Here you go ma’am. Is there anything else I can get for you?” asked Olivia. 

“No – I’m fine, this looks delicious!”  CassiAnn replied. 

Couldn’t stop looking at Clint’s photo on her phone as she began eating her salad.  She put her phone down to eat and began to daydream while listening to soothing reggae jazz about going on a date with Clint.  She thought about looking extra nice tomorrow that he might notice her when he picks up his arrangement.  She looked at the time and called the waitress for her bill so she could return to the shop to relieve her mother for covering her lunch break.   
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Meeting Mr. Harvey

CassiAnn returned to the shop to relieve her mom and continued fixing the arrangement for Mr. Harvey.  She added a few extra small flowers to give it a nice sprucing up.  

“There, this should do it.” She spoke softly to herself.  

Once she was finished with the arrangement, the telephone calls kept coming in and her afternoon was booked up with orders.  Khaleed and Pamela, two students from the local high school, came in as volunteers for community hours, which were helpful for her.   

“Hi Khaleed, I need you to go in the back and bring those orange chrysanthemums in the white bucket for me,” requested CassiAnn.  Khaleed answered, “Sure thing Ms. Shaw.”  

“Hello Pamela, I need you to get these orders listed in due date order for pick up.” Pamela responded, “yes Ms. Shaw.” 

Within those few hours they were able to get the shop organized and prepared for tomorrow’s pickups. It was 5:00 p.m. and it was time for the students to leave.  Camilla came back to the store and escorted the students through the back door, and she locked the front door.  

“Wow mom, it was like a gush of wind just came through here with orders.” CassiAnn exclaimed! “That means business is doing good.  Where are your brothers?  I haven’t seen them all day.” Camilla asked. 

“They both went to New Jersey to check on a new company delivery van”. She responded.  

“Oh, so that’s where they are. They could have texted me to let me know like they normally do, I guess they got caught up with things.  I will talk with them later.”  Camilla said while putting away the receipts to take home with her.  

CassiAnn went to the bathroom to fix her hair and freshened up a bit. When she finished, she looked at herself one last time then grabbed her purse and they both left the flower shop together.   

Her older brother Andrew opened the flower shop early that Friday morning at 8:45 a.m., then CassiAnn came in a few moments later at 9:00 a.m.   She wore a red sleeveless A-line dress, with a wrap v-neck bodice, and cute black open toe pumps, her hair was pulled back in one to the side with her full curly hair braided into a nice fat braid cascading down the front of her right shoulder.   The red lipstick finished her look that made her irresistibly noticeable.   

“Well, look at you Miss Shaw, do you have a hot date that you have you all dressed up on a Friday?” asked Andrew.  

“No- no date, just wanted to spruce up myself a bit today.” She responded with a flattering smile.   

She was happy to see her brother notice her and if he did so should Clint. This will build her anxiety even more.  She put on both cloth and a plastic apron to avoid any accidents while doing her work.    The high school program ended, and CassiAnn needed to have someone work with her part time, so they put a “We’re Hiring” sign on their door to attract potential workers. Moments later, a lady came into the shop inquiring.   

“Good morning, I saw your sign, and I would like to apply for the job opening.”  

“Hello thanks for coming in. What is your name?” CassiAnn asked.  

“My name is Selena Magg.” She replied.  

“Here is our application for our Floral Clerk position.  Fill it out and bring it back right away because we need to fill this position fast.” CassiAnn said while extending the application to Selena.  

“Thank you and I will.” Selena agreed and left the store.  

Andrew saw Selena leave the shop and asked CassiAnn who she was. She was one of the candidates that is applying for the Floral Clerk position. Tapping his fingers on the table, he nodded in agreement with the need for an additional person. CassiAnn has been doing a lot of work, she creates floral displays for wreaths and bouquets, she takes phone orders, sweeps, and mops the front area, greets customers, and maintains her flowers in her greenhouse located behind the shop.  With all that she does, there’s no room for her to have a social life as she would like.  

It was nearing 12 noon, and she went to the restroom to freshen up since Mr. Clint Harvey should be on his way to the shop to pick up his arrangements for his beloved sister.  As she returned to the front
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