
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Florist from Florence
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Chapter 1 – The Language of Flowers
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Florence in spring smelled of roses, rain, and history.

The narrow streets shimmered under the morning light, and shop windows filled with colors — hand-painted ceramics, delicate scarves, and the softest pastels of freshly cut blooms.

At the corner of Via dei Neri, tucked between a café and an antique shop, stood Fior di Vita, a small flower boutique with ivy curling across its doorway. The sign was hand-painted — slightly uneven but beautiful, like everything inside.

Behind the counter stood Elena Bianchi, her dark curls escaping the messy bun at the top of her head. She hummed softly as she trimmed stems, her fingers quick and gentle. She didn’t need music — the flowers were her rhythm.

Her morning was quiet, save for the occasional chatter of passersby. Tourists often peeked in, drawn by the scent of lavender and peonies, snapping photos before hurrying away. But Elena didn’t mind. Florence moved at its own pace — she had learned to move with it.

Just as she was setting a new bouquet of tulips in the window, the little bell above the door chimed.

A woman stepped inside — tall, sun-kissed, and wrapped in a linen scarf that looked like it belonged in a magazine. A small camera hung around her neck, and her eyes — soft green, curious — swept across the room with a kind of awe.

“Buongiorno,” Elena greeted, her Italian lilt warm and easy.

“Good morning,” the woman replied with a smile. “I’m sorry, I... just needed to stop. Your shop—it’s like a dream.”

Elena chuckled, brushing her hands on her apron. “Then I’m glad you dreamed in color.”

The woman laughed softly. “I’m Sophie, by the way. I’m a writer... or at least trying to be one.”

“Trying?”

“Let’s say I’m between inspiration and... well, deadlines,” Sophie said, glancing around the shop. “I’m in Florence for a month, hoping to find something that makes me feel again.”

Elena tilted her head. “And you think flowers might do that?”

Sophie’s eyes sparkled. “Maybe. They seem to know what words can’t say.”

Elena nodded slowly, looking at her with new interest. “Then you understand them better than most.”

They stood in quiet for a moment — the kind that didn’t need to be filled. Outside, church bells echoed across the city.

Finally, Elena picked a single iris from a nearby vase and held it out to her. “For you. In the language of flowers, it means hope.”

Sophie took it gently, her fingertips brushing Elena’s. “Then I’ll take that as a sign.”

Elena smiled. “Maybe it is.”

As Sophie left the shop, Elena found herself staring after her through the window — the linen scarf, the camera swinging at her hip, and the iris clutched close like a secret.

And though she’d never been one to believe in fate, for the first time in a long while, Elena felt like spring had brought something more than flowers this year.
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