
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Love in the City

​A Valentine’s Day Anthology


Copyright © 2025, All rights reserved.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the authors [and publisher’s] exclusive  rights under copyright, any use of this publication to ”train” generative artificial intelligence  (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. 


​Foreword

VALENTINE’S DAY COMES around once a year, but with the trio of funny and tender stories found within this anthology, it is our sincerest wish that you lovely readers remember to keep the holiday in your hearts everyday.  

And with that, we hope you all enjoy reading Love in the City!

-K.McCoy
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​Chapter One

​Rainfalls on Valentine’s Day
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JEROME

Time was on Jerome Grant Jr.’s side this Valentine’s Day. 

He took one last look at his confirmed online receipt before stepping out of his car. Several people nodded and greeted him as he made his way to the sidewalk and swung open the door to Bloomin’ Bliss, the city’s most popular florist shop. Soft chimes followed his footsteps while he passed the nearly empty aisle that held lone boxes of chocolates and other confectionary treats. Though just before he made it to the large glass refrigerators at the back of the shop, someone called out.  

“Yo PK!”

Jerome looked up in search of the booming bass voice. A short man with a burgundy fedora cap wearing a neon pink apron that had the nametag ‘Pete’ pinned to the upper left hand side approached him, gesturing past the crowd and toward the front counter.

“Hey Pete,” Jerome said, making sure to send a nod to the older man before adding, “I thought all the online orders would be in the fridge for pickup? That’s where my confirmation email said to go for pickup.”

“Your order ain’t there. Wendy put it in the back for safe keeping,” the man explained as he surveyed the crowd with a trained eye. “we had some folks get real slick with it earlier - snatching orders that weren’t theirs and the wife had to cuss ‘em out.”

Jerome chuckled at the last part before his eyes followed Pete’s. He watched as a petite woman weaved through the group of last minute shoppers with the flowers he picked out online earlier that month.

Imagining Tasha’s face as he handed her the gift made his heart skip a beat.

“Whew! You said he’d be on time and you ain’t lie!” Wendy stood on her tippy toes to kiss Pete’s cheek before extending her arms out. “Here’s your order, baby.”

The shades of pink, ranging from neon to bubblegum, stood proudly in a large crystal vase. A thick white bow adorned the vase as well, complimenting the arrangement.

“Thank you.” he beamed.

With both of them working hectic hours lately, Jerome wasn’t surprised when Tasha suggested they skip presents for Valentine’s Day. But as the days turned into weeks, he knew he couldn’t do it. 

It’s our first real Valentine’s Day - together.

And after years of being apart, he wanted to celebrate the occasion right. 

Gingerly accepting the vase from Wendy, Jerome cleared his throat. “Y’all think Tasha will like them?”

“She’s gonna love ‘em.” Wendy assured him with a grin.

Thanking the couple again for the flowers, Jerome made his way out of the shop. Once he reached his ride, he secured the flowers into the front seat with the seatbelt and drove back to his place.

***
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TASHA

The way the Lord worked was really starting to wear Tasha Daye out. 

If someone had told her years ago that her life would be what it is now, Tasha wouldn’t have believed them. But given that she was going on a little over a year of this unique blend of bliss, Tasha was slowly starting to believe it. 

Here she was, on Cupid’s bornday, riding to the local pop-up fair with the last person she ever expected - the preacher’s kid that almost got away. After leaving years ago and returning home to say goodbye to the woman that brought her into the world, Tasha had no idea that she would be able to love him again out loud. 

She was only supposed to stay in town long enough to try to make peace with her past and spend a few days with her family. Instead, her photography work, of all things, reconnected her and Jerome. And the more time she spent with him, even when she learned he had moved on, Tasha found herself fighting feelings that she had tried tucking into the deep corners of her heart. Months passed and when a chance at the life she was too scared to dream of having was presented once more, she claimed it with both hands. 

Since then, her heart never felt more at ease.  

Feeling a slight squeeze on her hand, Tasha looked over at Jerome as he drove down the highway. 

How is he even fione while driving?! OG, you ain’t playing fair at all! 

Lifting their joined hands to her lips, Tasha pressed his knuckles softly.

“What was that for?” he asked.

After inhaling more of his scent of sandalwood that seemed to be mingled with something floral, she asked a question of her own. “Do I need a reason, big head?”

He tilted his head and sent a lopsided grin her way before giving the road his full attention. Tasha had to remind herself to breathe as she took in his relaxed position while in the driver’s seat of his ride. The way he kept the steering wheel steady with one hand, eyes focused on the view in front of him as the city lights created the perfect backdrop almost had her wishing she’d brought a digital camera along for their date. She had taken thousands of pictures at this point in her career as a photographer and couldn’t remember ever capturing someone so calm and in control.  It was easily one of the top five sexiest things Jerome Earl Grant, Junior did, in Tasha’s opinion. 

The things he does to me without even knowing... 

Soon the drive was silent, except for the other vehicles that passed by and the humming of tires along on the road. She lowered their hands and rested her head on Jerome’s shoulder. Wearing a deep green sleeveless blouse allowed her to feel Jerome’s skin as she leaned in closer and made contact with his elbow while staring out the window. 

They arrived at the fair half an hour later and Tasha’s excitement at being away with Jerome uninterrupted for the rest of the day left her vibrating with excitement. When he finally parked the car and made his way to the passenger side, she grabbed Jerome’s hand and all but dragged him to the main gate.

It had been years since Tasha visited any fairgrounds, but the wave of nostalgia mingled with being there on Valentine’s Day made every second feel sweeter. Her white Chucks were sure to need a good cleaning later as her feet fell into step with Jerome’s. After he paid for their tickets and entrance wristbands, she entwined their hands while they strolled further inside. The sounds of joyful shouts from the people on different roller coasters sounded like music to Tasha’s ears. A small smile graced her lips when she turned and found Jerome beaming her way. 

“I’m so happy you could come with me here today.”

“There’s nowhere else I wanna be Tash,” Jerome assured her, placing a chaste kiss to her cheek. 

At first the two of them were content with simply walking hand in hand, taking in all the rides and games, until Jerome pointed to a row of panels with different heart shaped colored balloons attached across. “Which stuffed animal do you want?”

Hearing him speak so confidently, Tasha’s eyes lingered on his face before she took a look at the stuffed animals on display. Her hands went up to the one she wanted. 

“That one.”

She watched Jerome nod as he looked up at the plushy white cupid, holding a red bow and arrow.

“Okay. I got you.”

Tasha let him lead the way and cheered Jerome on as he accepted the darts from the person in charge of the booth. Though it became crystal clear that her boo had no skills when it came to playing the game. She had to hide a giggle as Jerome tried for a third time to hit the balloons.

It wasn’t long before he threw the last of his darts all at once, a classic move by desperate players, ending with all but one on the ground.

“Rome, really, you don't have to win me anything,” she told him as the man running the booth smirked.

Jerome looked back at the board full of balloons and shook his head. “How did I have twelve darts and only hit one balloon?” 

Grabbing his hand, Tasha led him away from the booth and her nose picked up an all too familiar heavenly scent.

“Come on. I think that I just found something way sweeter.” 

Sure enough, a few stations down, Tasha saw one of the food trucks putting powdered sugar over the crunchy and warm treat. 

“Have you ever had one of these?” Tasha asked Jerome as she got in line.

“Nope. But the look on your face has me curious to try it.” 

When they got to the front of the line, Tasha ordered a classic funnel cake, and Jerome paid the cashier after they handed Tasha the warm, crispy cake. Tasha thought back to the last time she had the snack and was surprised by the fact that she could think about her mama without feeling some type of resentment.

It had been an entire year since her mama Kitty’s passing, and this moment was the first time Tasha could recall feeling a sense of acceptance for all that had gone down during her childhood. And for the first time in years, Tasha didn’t feel white, searing pain in the middle of her chest as she thought about the things she had endured because of Kitty. 

Looking up at Jerome, she chose to share a fond childhood memory. “The few times I remember coming to the fair as a kid, this was one of the things we could get Kitty to splurge on.”

She thought about her middle school days, back when her mama wasn’t too far gone from her addiction. How the whole family would come to the fair back then. Tasha smiled at the memory.

“Kitty would let us miss school so we could all take the bus during the day to get to the fair. Since money was tight, we'd only have enough to pay to get in and maybe one or two rides each. Back then the concession stands were always near the exit, so just before we'd get ready to leave, me and Trisha would act a fool for one of these bad boys.”

Tasha thought about her little sister for a second longer, staring off into the crowd of people in front of them. 

Feeling a slight sting start at the back of her eyes, Tasha focused her attention on Jerome again. He then reached out and tore off a piece of the cake to put in his mouth. As he chewed it, Tasha could see his lips curling up into a smile.

“Tash, it’s pure sugar. No wonder y'all wanted it so much.”

She said nothing as he took another piece of the cake and put it toward her lips. Tasha eyed him just before opening her mouth. The more she chewed, the more she found herself agreeing with him. Looking up at him, Tasha couldn’t resist letting out a light chuckle.

“Okay, you right. It really is just fried dough piled high with sugar.”

Jerome then took another piece for himself. “But it’s really good fried dough piled high with sugar.”

Laughing again, Tasha took another bite and the two walked around the fair, sharing the funnel cake while taking in all the bright neon lights. After a few minutes, Jerome spoke, excitement clear in his voice.

“Oh! Let's get in line for this one.”

Turning to see what had him all giddy, Tasha almost rolled her eyes when she spotted the ferris wheel line.

Tossing the rest of the funnel cake into the trash, they stood in line, and Tasha leaned against Jerome’s chest, listening to the sounds of people chatting. He shuffled them forward and soon they were being seated into a cart. When the crew member closed the metal latch and tugged onto the bar a few times to make sure it was securely in place, Tasha looked on before gripping the handle with both hands. 

Closing her eyes as her heart swayed around in her chest, Tasha felt Jerome’s arm bring her in closer, tucking her into his side. Finally, feeling brave enough to open her eyes, they soon widened at the sight of the grounds below. 

A grin spread across Tasha’s face when she turned to face Jerome. “Why do you like ferris wheels so much?” 

“I don't know, maybe because I couldn't ride them as a kid. Mama is terrified of them, so when I did go to any fairs, I never got to ride ‘em,” he answered casually before explaining, “By the time I was in high school, everyone my age thought they were for kids, so it wasn't cool no more.”

Tasha nodded as she listened.

“When I got to plan the church’s Jamboree for Christ’s Corner, that was the first thing I made sure to have for the event, even though I didn't get to ride it either year.”

She looked up at him after hearing that. “Wait, you were only in charge of the Jamboree for two years? And never got to ride the ferris wheel? Not even once?”

He nodded, and she started filling in the blanks to what he was telling her. Tasha’s eyes widened slightly before she confirmed. “So... this is your first time? On a ferris wheel?”

Tasha stared at Jerome and he nodded, bringing a hand out to rub across his jawline. He hadn't shaved in what looked like days, and Tasha had to admit seeing the stubble on his face was a good look. 

“Well, how is it? Being high in the clouds after all this time?”

He glanced away from Tasha, trying to hide his smile. He kissed the crown of her head and said,“I always feel like I'm walking in the clouds with you, Tash.”

Hearing his voice drop an octave after admitting that made her stomach flip. But she wasn’t ready to confess the hold he had on her just yet, choosing to tease him instead.

“Rome, are you flirting with me right now?”

When his eyes met hers, Tasha took her hands off the rail to reach out and touch his cheek. She watched, almost in envy, of how the sun kissed his deep brown complexion.
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