
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Lonely Aristocrat Meets a Florist
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Chapter 1: An Unexpected Encounter
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The wrought-iron gates of Hawthorne Estate loomed like a relic from another century, elegant yet intimidating, much like the man who owned it. Eleanor Whitmore adjusted the strap of her canvas bag and checked the delivery slip again, just to be sure she hadn’t made a mistake.

Lord Sebastian Ashcroft.

That was the name written in careful ink. Aristocrat. Recluse. Rumored to be cold, distant, and impossibly wealthy.

Eleanor exhaled slowly. Just another client, she told herself.

She was a florist, not a social climber, not someone who belonged in sprawling estates with manicured hedges and stone fountains. Her world was color, petals, dirt under her fingernails, and the quiet joy of bringing life into spaces that felt empty. Still, something about this delivery felt different.

The butler who opened the door was polite but reserved, ushering her inside without small talk. The interior of the manor was grand but somber—high ceilings, dark wood, and a silence so thick it felt heavy. No flowers anywhere. Not a single vase.

That should have been her first clue.

“You may set the arrangement in the drawing room,” the butler said before disappearing down a long corridor.

Eleanor followed his directions, her footsteps echoing softly. She placed the bouquet—cream roses, soft lavender, and fresh greenery—on an antique table near the window. Sunlight spilled across the petals, instantly warming the room.

“Those flowers don’t belong here.”

The voice startled her.

Eleanor turned to find a tall man standing in the doorway, his presence commanding without effort. He was impeccably dressed, dark hair neatly styled, his expression controlled but weary. His sharp features were softened by eyes that carried a loneliness she didn’t expect.

“I—sorry,” she said quickly. “They were ordered for this room. If you’d prefer another—”

“No,” he interrupted, stepping closer. His gaze shifted to the flowers, something unreadable flickering across his face. “They’re... unexpected. That’s all.”

Eleanor straightened, meeting his eyes. “Unexpected isn’t always bad, my lord.”

One corner of his mouth lifted, just barely. “You speak boldly for someone standing in my home.”

She shrugged lightly, nerves steadying. “Flowers have a way of breaking rules.”

For the first time, Sebastian Ashcroft truly looked at her—not just as a delivery girl, but as a woman with warmth in her eyes and quiet confidence in her posture. And for reasons he couldn’t yet explain, the room felt less empty with her in it.

“Tell me,” he said after a pause, “what made you choose these?”

Eleanor glanced at the bouquet, then back at him. “They’re meant for someone who’s been alone too long.”

The silence that followed wasn’t uncomfortable. It was charged.

Sebastian nodded slowly. “Then perhaps... they belong here after all.”

As Eleanor gathered her bag, she felt it—a subtle shift, the sense that this was more than a simple delivery. That crossing the threshold of Hawthorne Estate had set something into motion neither of them was prepared for.
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