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Your adornment must not be merely external—

braiding the hair, and wearing gold jewelry, or putting on dresses; 

but let it be the hidden person of the heart, with the imperishable quality of a gentle and quiet spirit, 

which is precious in the sight of God.

1 Peter 3:3-4 NASB
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​​Hello, and welcome!
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Hello! I’m so glad you’re reading this story!

~
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If I’m a new-to-you author, here’s a little about me and my books. I'm an Aussie transplanted to England, where I live just north of London with my very English husband (aka The Cat Magnet) and our tribe of rescue cats. I’m also a USA Today bestselling author of clean Christian inspirational romances. If you love happy-ever-afters, it-could-happen-to-you sweet romance, and faith that makes a difference, chances are you’ll enjoy my stories! 
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Would you like to know more about me and my books? Why not sign up for my reader newsletter?

Subscribers have access to all my news plus exclusive subscriber-only story sneak peeks, contests and info. Emails arrive weekly, your email address will never be passed on to anyone else, and you can unsubscribe at any time. 

Plus, you receive a free clean romance ebook as your welcome gift! 
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Sign up for my newsletter here!

~
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Or if you want to know about my new releases but don’t want to be emailed so often, follow me on Amazon or Bookbub. That way, you’ll be emailed only when I launch a new book.
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FAITH, HOPE, AND HEARTWARMING

Real romance, real faith!

Subscribe to my reader newsletter here.
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​​About the story
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A sweet shorter easy-read friendship-to-love Cinderella-inspired workplace romance!

~
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When department manager David Warwick, her secret crush, unexpectedly invites shy florist Ellie Ashton to a glittering London ball, she needs help from a surprising Fairy Godmother. The ball is a dream come true. But will she win the love of her prince, or will shyness and self-doubt send her running at midnight?

~
[image: ]


Book 6 in the Love In Store series of sweet inspirational romances.

The series is set around a stately old London department store, and many of the same settings and characters appear in each book. But there is no need to read them in order. Every story is a complete romance, following a different couple through the trials and joys of a developing love, to their happy-ever-after. 

Uses British spelling, grammar, and punctuation. Complete with British English Glossary.
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FAITH, HOPE, & HEARTWARMING - 

Real romance, real faith!

Subscribe to my reader newsletter here.
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​​Chapter 1
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AS IT DID THIS TIME every Friday morning, Ellie Ashtons’s pulse rate accelerated the instant the staff goods lift dinged to announce the second floor. She pushed her flower-laden trolley into Pettett & Mayfields’ Menswear department and her gaze went straight to the main counter.

David Warwick, the department manager, hunched over his order books, dark hair flopping across his handsome face. Clenching her fingers tight on her trolley handle didn’t stop them itching to push that soft hair back.

He glanced up, a smile curving his lips and brightening his eyes, adding more blue to their usual grey. She’d love to imagine that warmth in his smile was gladness to see her, unlikely though it seemed, and gave him a sunny grin. 

Then she fussed with her trolley, pretending the arrangement she’d designed for this department needed tweaking.

Her smile gave too much away, revealed feelings better kept hidden. David clearly didn’t want to take things beyond friendship. Four years in the flower department at the big London store, and he still treated her as one of the guys.

Okay, so the first three years, he’d been dating someone else, a girl from his church. And a very beautiful someone else, too. Clearly, that put him out of bounds for anything but friendship. The store grapevine had buzzed for weeks when his near-engagement ended.

Then he’d started coming along to the Friday pizza nights many of the single staff attended after work, and she’d allowed a little hope to grow. But nada, zip, zilch, zero. In a whole year’s worth of Fridays, things hadn’t progressed further.

Time she got better at accepting they probably never would.

Besides, a department head dating an ordinary staff member was against the rules. Though she did want to leave and open her own flower shop someday...

Flowers. Remember why you’re here.

“Usual place for this?” She picked up the large arrangement.

No matter how much it cost, Mrs Pettett insisted every customer-facing department had a large floral display, replaced weekly. Even Menswear. Ellie wasn’t complaining about coming up with man-friendly designs every Friday. Mrs P’s order gave her one more excuse to see David.

Her friend — and nothing more. She needed to keep reminding herself of that pesky fact.

He nodded, then looked down, fidgeting with the order forms in front of him. His mouth opened and closed a few times as if he intended to speak, but nothing emerged.

If anyone got tongue-tied and shy, it was her. She’d never seen David like this. Though quiet, like her, he usually exuded a relaxed confidence she wished she had.

Something must be bothering him. Silently praying it was nothing serious, she stepped forward to place the arrangement in its usual place. Could be something as simple as him not liking this week’s display but not wanting to say so.

“Is there a problem with this?” Her hand lifted to touch one of the white dogwood flowers she’d included, pristine against the bright foliage surrounding them. Maybe these? “I know I don’t usually add flowers. But these worked so well with the other leaves and didn’t seem so flowery they’d be wrong for your department. It’s not a problem. I can easily take them out if you’d prefer.”

Surely, nothing else could be an issue. The Menswear arrangements were always angular and sculptural. Mainly foliage and twigs. This one, designed around the leafy branches of various shrubs, picked in her parent’s garden and on her evening dog-walking trek through the woods near home, was no different. Apart from the dogwood.

David barely glanced at her display. “It’s fine. I know how careful you always are about what you use. I’m just wondering... I mean I want to ask you....” His shoulders squared, and his throat worked as he swallowed. “Mrs Pettett called me to her office yesterday to tell me something.”

Oh no. The store’s autocratic owner didn’t hesitate to give ultimatums or even threaten to sack staff on a whim.

Please, Lord, don’t let it be anything like that!

He didn’t look upset. More... uncertain? His brow furrowed as he gazed at her.

“She told me she wanted me to represent the store at this year’s Drapers’ Ball.”

“Mrs P. asked you to do it?” Photos from other years of glittering bejewelled women and tuxedoed men flashed through her memory. Usually it was only for  store owners and senior managers. 

But David would surely fit in just fine.

Unlike her.

David nodded, flushing a little. Had she ever seen him flush before?

Ugh. Her surprise must sound terribly unflattering. Ellie rushed on. “It’s just...since I’ve been here, Mrs P. has always gone herself. I guess I thought if she didn’t, she’d send Edgar rather than a staff member, even a department head.”

Sending a Pettett to represent the store made more sense. Though who? Mrs Pettett must be in her eighties, and everyone knew Edgar, the son, wanted to spend less time at the family business. There’d been no announcement yet who they’d choose to take over from him as manager. The current rumour swirling through the store more strongly than any scents from her bouquets suggested Mrs P. would bring in some American hotshot to shake things up.

Ellie didn’t mind who ran Pettett & Mayfields, as long as it didn’t lead to anyone losing their job.

David ducked his head. The hot colour tingeing his cheeks deepened as he shuffled his stack of order forms again. “She’s decided not to attend this year, and Edgar is busy with his farm. Cara, the next obvious choice, has her marriage preparation meeting with her vicar tonight and refused to go. I suppose with her wedding only a few months away, and her planning to leave anyway, she doesn’t care too much if she’s given the sack. So Mrs P. ordered me to do it. With another staff member as my partner. Would you please accompany me?”

The string of sentences rattled out with machine-gun speed. When he lifted his head, his eyes held something very like her Labrador, Jinx’s pleading gaze when waiting for walk time.

As if David wanted her to say yes.

Staring at him, unable to form a reply, Ellie pressed a hand to her chest. Her misbehaving heart gave a flutter at the thought of how handsome he’d be in a formal evening suit emphasising his height and broad shoulders.

Not to mention the thought of dancing with him.

She’d gladly give the pizza night a miss. But plain, ordinary, down-to-earth her at such an important event? Mingling with minor celebrities, storeowners, and senior managers in ornate Drapers’ Hall? That needed a far bigger stretch of her imagination.

A leap she wasn’t sure she could make. She’d be way out of her depth. She’d never been to any ball, let alone one as prestigious as the Drapers’ Ball.

Anyway, it was against store protocol.

“Shouldn’t you be asking another department head? I doubt Mrs P. would be happy you asked me.” She knew the rules.

Not that this was a date, exactly, but still.

“You’re a department head, too.” 

She snorted and rolled her eyes at his exaggeration. “Sure I am. Of the smallest department in the store. Exactly two staff members, and one is part-time. It breaks my heart every week that I’m not invited to the Monday morning managers’ meeting.”

It was David’s turn to roll his eyes. “You’re not missing much there, believe me. But as you report directly to Cara, you must be equivalent to a department head. Check with her, if you don’t believe me. Coming to the ball with me tonight won’t break any rule.”

Oh my? Was that right? It wasn’t against the rules for them to date? But he said tonight. Nerves clenched her tummy.

“Tonight?” she squeaked.

“Yes, afraid so.” David grimaced and spread his hands in apology. “Mrs Pettett assumed Cara would attend and chose to wait till the last minute to make other arrangements, it seems.” His lips turned down. “I wish I’d been able to ask you sooner. By the time I escaped Mrs P’s office, you’d already left the store. And I don’t have your mobile number.”

That would be because he’d never asked.

Ellie rubbed her forehead. Longing to grab this unexpected blessing with both hands rocked her.

But she couldn’t. Here she was, given the opportunity of an evening out with David. And she had to turn it down. God surely did work in mysterious ways.

Her smile tightened, and she hunched a shoulder. “I’m sorry, David. Without a fairy godmother or a miracle, I can’t represent the store at an event like this. You’ll need to ask one of the other staff to accompany you. I’m a jeans and muddy wellies girl. I don’t have the first idea about how to behave at an event like this.”

“Me, too.”

Her snort held genuine humour, and she arched a brow. “Really?”

David rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean. Jeans and wellies type of guy. Formal events aren’t my thing, either.”

“Really?” she repeated, failing to hide her surprise.

“Really.” His reply rang with certainty.

Her disbelief must have been a little too obvious.

“But I heard...” Better not to complete her sentence. She’d seen Amanda, his model-beautiful previous girlfriend, and store gossip tagged him as dating equally glamorous girls in the past. Far from the long-country-walk type.

Though the stories circulating the store about staff usually were exaggerated.

“Tsk tsk tsk. Listening to gossip.” Shaking his head, he waggled a warning finger, though his twinkling eyes hinted his frown wasn’t real. “Don’t believe everything you hear. I don’t even own a tuxedo. Truly. I had to borrow Dad’s old one. Thankfully, styles haven’t changed too radically in the last thirty years.”

Ellie forced a chuckle. “I wouldn’t know the first thing about tux styles. Or ball gowns, come to that. I don’t own a suitable dress. Either of my stepsisters would gladly lend me one, but anything of theirs
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