
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Florist
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Chapter One – Petals and Stillness
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The morning light filtered through the windows of Bloom & Willow, touching every surface with a soft golden hue. Evelyn moved slowly between rows of flowers — roses, lavender, hydrangeas — trimming, watering, arranging. The air was rich with the scent of life.

She liked the stillness of mornings, before the bell above the door chimed and the small town began to stir. The quiet let her breathe, let her forget the noise of what had been — a love that had left quietly, like petals falling after a storm.

Outside, the street was waking up: the bakery’s door propped open, the coffee shop brewing its first batch, and the faint sound of laughter from the children walking to school. Evelyn smiled faintly, her hands steady among the flowers.

Then the bell above the door rang.

She looked up. A man stood in the doorway, rain still glistening on his jacket. He held a small bundle of wood under one arm and wore an uncertain smile.

“Sorry,” he said, brushing his hair back. “Didn’t mean to interrupt. I was told you sell lavender plants here?”

Evelyn nodded, her voice soft but clear. “You heard right. Come in. They’re over by the window.”

He stepped closer, glancing around with quiet appreciation. “It smells incredible in here.”

“It’s the lilies,” she said, half-smiling. “They never know how to be subtle.”

He laughed — a deep, genuine sound that made her chest warm unexpectedly. “I’m Sam,” he said, offering a hand. “Just moved here. Trying to make my new place feel like... less of a construction site.”

She took his hand, feeling a surprising steadiness in the touch. “Evelyn,” she said. “Welcome to town.”

He looked around again, eyes landing on a cluster of daisies. “You ever notice flowers seem to make people less lonely?”

Evelyn paused. “Yes,” she said softly. “That’s why I keep planting them.”

For a moment, silence stretched between them — not awkward, but gentle, full of something unspoken. Then Sam smiled, tucking the lavender plant carefully under his arm.

“Guess I’ll be back,” he said, almost playfully. “I’ve got a lot of empty corners that need company.”

She nodded, watching him go, the bell above the door chiming again.

When he disappeared down the street, Evelyn looked at the counter where he had stood. A single lavender leaf had fallen there, resting softly on the wood.

She brushed it away, but the faint scent lingered — fresh, comforting, alive.

Outside, the rain began again, tapping gently against the glass. Evelyn turned back to her flowers, her movements a little lighter than before, her breath deeper. For the first time in a long while, the morning didn’t feel so empty.
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Chapter Two – Sawdust and Lavender
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The next morning, the rain had passed, leaving the air washed clean. Sunlight glimmered across puddles on the street, and the smell of wet earth lingered. Evelyn opened Bloom & Willow early, letting the fresh air drift inside.

She was trimming a bouquet of tulips when the bell above the door rang again.

“Good morning,” said a familiar voice.

Sam stood there, holding a wooden crate. His sleeves were rolled up, sawdust clinging to his hands. “Brought you something,” he said, setting the crate gently on the counter.

Evelyn blinked. “You... brought me a box?”

He laughed, shaking his head. “Not just a box. I build furniture. I noticed your counter was a little uneven yesterday, and I thought—well, maybe this could help.”
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