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Dedication

For my daughter, Jessica Kathlyn Elizabeth, because I
promised.






Praise for Clare Revell

This was a fun story. I loved the English setting,
listening to Holly and Kyle’s unique voice and
intriguing English accent. I found the plot suspenseful
with a beautiful Cinderella ending.

The “take home” value of this story is excellent. It
reminded me—no matter what we have been through,
or are currently going though, God is present.
Regardless of the circumstance we find ourselves in
now, this one fact remains...He couldn’t love us more.

If you're looking for a sweet romance, with true to
life struggles, mixed with a gentle faith, you won’t
want to miss Ms. Revell’'s book, SEASON FOR
MIRACLES.

~JoAnn Carter, Author
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The red, two seater sports car, roof closed against
the unseasonable downpour, swung into the space at
the back of the store. Faded white painted letters on the
brick wall declared the parking bay for the use of
‘Hollies Christmas Emporium Staff Only’. Chrissie
Daniels flipped off the lights and wipers and turned off
the engine.

She glanced at the painted sign. It needed
redoing—no doubt something her parents hadn’t
gotten around to. Maybe there was a tin of paint
somewhere. Although the weather needed to act a bit
more like July than it was today for outside painting.
Rain thudded against the windscreen. If Dad wasn’t in
the hospital, she’d still be miles from here. Guilt
flooded her. She’d helped out in the store from the
time she could walk. At first she’d loved it. That love
became an easy familiarity and the understanding that
one day she’d take over as owner. Instead Chrissie
went to university and then took a partnership in a
large firm, pursuing the fame and glory of a well paid
high-flying career.

Chrissie took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
“This won’t do. A promise is a promise.” She pulled
the hood of her jacket over her short black curls and
stepped out of the car, straight into an ankle deep
puddle. Shaking it off with a faint smile, she shut the
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door and hurried to the boot. Retrieving her briefcase,
she locked the car and ran around to open the store.
Her shoes, not made for the rain, let in water and her
full length skirt was soaked from dragging in the
puddles.

Chrissie unlocked the front door and deactivated
the alarm. She pulled off her glasses, wiping the rain
from them, before allowing herself to look around. The
store hadn’t changed. For a moment she was a child
again. Familiar scents of pine and cinnamon and other
spices filled her senses. Colored lights and decorations
hung from the ceiling and from the trees in each
corner. Nutcrackers and angels and nativity sets stood
on the floor. Shelving units filled with more lights and
every kind of decoration lined the walls from floor to
ceiling. Racks full of cards, wrapping paper, tags and
ribbon stood next to the books and CD’s of Christmas
music and carols.

I missed this place...didn’t realize how much until now.

Chrissie turned around taking it all in, her eyes
wide like a child in a toy shop. Her gaze landed on a
display of hand made baubles. Designed for the tourist
trade, each bauble showed a scene from Headley
Cross, England. She stepped closer and picked one up.
She came up with the idea for them after a friend sent
her one from the Grand Canyon. The initial art work
was hers.

For a moment, tears pricked her eyes. Dad was
still using her designs. She hung it back up and picked
up the box set. Dad had added a couple of new ones
bringing the total available to ten. The initials were
MP. Must be someone Dad hired after I left. Very talented.

The bell over the store door tinkled as a woman
came in, bringing a blast of wind and rain with her.
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“So much for the summer.” The voice was warm and
familiar. Chrissie turned. The woman grinned as she
collapsed her umbrella. “You could have brought the
sunshine with you, Chrissie.”

“Grace.” Chrissie put the box down and ran into
the arms of her oldest friend. “It’s so good to see you.
It's been too long.”

Grace hugged her back. “Eight months since I
visited you. Eighteen months since you last came here.
You should visit more often.” She pulled back and
undid her coat.

“What can I say? Work got rather busy.” Chrissie
apologized.

“Things have been a little busy around here, too.”

Chrissie took in her friend’s swollen stomach and
her grin widened. “So I see. When are you due?”

“Nine weeks. I thought I told you.”

“l don’t think so, I would have remembered.”
Chrissie shook her head and hugged Grace hard. A
tinge of longing tugged at her heart. Children and
families made Christmas so special. Something else
she’d forgotten and no longer had time for. “It’s
wonderful. I'm so pleased for you. Frank must be
chuffed to bits.”

Grace laughed. “He’s in full blown over protective
mode and is convinced it's a boy, but we’ll see.
Anyway, that’s enough about me. How’s your Dad?
Have you seen him yet?”

“Not yet. Mum rang the office the day before
yesterday. I got the first flight back that I could, picked
up my car, drove home and packed. By the time I'd
finished, it was midnight. So I got a couple hours sleep,
left at five this morning and drove straight here. I rang
the hospital at seven when I stopped at the services for
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breakfast. All they’d say was he had a good night and
visiting hours started at two.”

“Were you somewhere nice?”

“New York. Business, not pleasure. The company
flew someone out to replace me.” She shook her head
as Grace pulled a face. “Don’t look at me like that. It's
an important contract and negotiations are at a delicate
stage. So fill me in.”

“Nothing much has changed, as you can see. We
open at nine, close at three every day except
Wednesday when we close at one. And we’re shut
Sunday’s of course.”

Chrissie laughed. “I thought half day closing was
a thing of the past, but then Dad likes doing things the
old fashioned way.” She pulled off her jacket and
headed towards the back rooms. “Are the books in the
office safe?”

“Yes. Stock room is to the left—"

“It's not been that long,” Chrissie laughed as she
breezed down the hallway.

“True.” Grace followed her. “Honestly, Chrissie,
business is so slow at times, I'm not sure we do lose
much by closing early.”

“When did the hours change?” Chrissie hung her
wet jacket on the coat rack in the corner of the office
and smiled as her gaze took in the desk and the note
attached to it. It may look a mess, but it’s my system and it
works. Dad to a tee.

“About a year ago. Matt and I cover as many shifts
as possible, but...”

“Matt?”

Grace nodded. “Matthew Pringle. He’s the artist
and general does-everything guy. Works his socks off.
You'll see when he gets in.” Grace looked at the clock.
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“Hmm, he’s normally here by now. OK, I'll let you
settle in back here, boss, and I'll go open up. Want some
coffee?”

Chrissie smiled at the affectionate use of the word
boss. “I hate coffee. Black tea, no sugar, please.”

“Sure thing.” Grace smiled and headed out.

Chrissie started to sit, pausing as the bell tinkled
again.

“Hey, Grace. There’s someone parked in my space
out back.” A male voice with a delicious Welsh accent
echoed down the corridor and Chrissie headed back to
the shop. The man continued. “It took me ages to find
somewhere else. You don’t know who it is do you?
Because they need to move it right now. I can’t afford
all day parking in this town.”

Chrissie came into the shop to find an irate pair of
sparkling blue eyes fixed on her.

“What are you doing back there? That area is for
staff only. Grace, did you hire someone and forget to
tell me?” Chrissie opened her mouth to reply, but
didn’t manage to get a word out before he spoke again.
“Then do you know who’s parked out the back in my
space?”

“I am actually.” Chrissie kept her tone
professional.

“It's my space. At least until Mr. D says
otherwise.”

“I see. And you are?”

“Matt Pringle.”

Grace shot her an apologetic look. Chrissie smiled
at her then turned her attention to the man in front of
her. His jacket hugged his torso, the collar pulled up
around his neck against the weather. Her gaze shot
down past his jeans to his hiking boots and then back



Clare Revell

up to his face. “So, you're Matt. Grace was just singing
your praises. It's a pleasure to meet you.”

She pushed a hand through her hair as three
customers came in. “Come through to my office and
we’ll continue the conversation in there.”

Shock resonated on his face. “Your office?”

Chrissie smiled, hoping to defuse his hissy fit
before the customers picked up on it. “Yeah, my office.
Grace, would you mind the store for a few, please?”

L

Matt stood there dumbfounded as Grace nodded
and set her coat and bag behind the counter. He
exchanged a long look with her, and then as Grace
turned to the customers, he slowly followed this new
woman down the hallway to the office. Who was she to
come in here and just take over? Not to mention park
in his space. He shut the office door and looked at the
woman. “Your office?”

She made herself comfortable behind the desk.
“Until Mr. Daniels returns, yes.”

“And you are?”

“His daughter.”

Matt looked at her, his shock giving way to a
sickening sinking feeling. Great, he’d just acted like a
two year old in front of the boss’s
daughter...presumably his new boss for now. She was
way prettier than he’d been told. “I'm sorry...I didn’t
realize you were Christmas. Your Dad talks about you
all the time.”

“I prefer Chrissie, but yes, for my sins, I'm
Christmas. Not sure what I did to deserve it. Other
than be born in December.”
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“Sweet, named after my favourite time of year.”

“Mum thought it was cute. I didn’t.”

“It could be worse. You could have been named
Mary Christmas or Hattie Christmas or Christmas
Pudding.”

Chrissie groaned. “Enough already, I got called
that at school. I hated it.”

Matt tilted his head and looked her curvy figure
up and down. “Were you a fat kid then? Because all I
see are curves and I like curves.” He broke off. The
heat in his cheeks, assured him he was turning bright
red. “I'm sorry. Did I just say that out loud?”

The way she jerked her head assured him he had.
Nice one. OK, take foot out of mouth, start again. Taking a
deep breath, he stuck out a hand. “Can we start over?
My name’s Matt Pringle. It’s a pleasure to meet you
Miss Daniels. How’s your father doing?”

Her hand was cool, yet her touch burned him. “It’s
Chrissie, please. I called earlier and they said he had a
good night. I can go in at two. Now this parking space
of yours...”

“It’s yours. I can walk. It’s not that far and I have
an umbrella. I'm sorry I was late.” He looked at her.
“I'll go and get started.”

“Sure.” Chrissie flopped down at the desk. Matt
looked at her. Her skirt was wet, her shoes ruined and
she looked exhausted. Her blue eyes and black hair
looked almost bedraggled, if eyes as lovely as hers
could look bedraggled. She was the most amazing
woman he’d ever seen.

Matt left the office, almost colliding with Grace
and a tray of tea and biscuits as he went down the

corridor. “Sorry, Grace. Say, what do you know about
her?”
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“Chrissie? Known her for years. She hates her
name with a passion. Her parents expected her to run
this place when she graduated, but she chose a
partnership in a large firm in London instead. Shame
really, the job changed her, she doesn’t have time for
anything anymore.” Grace smiled at him. “Trust me,
not even you can work your magic on our Christmas
Ivy Daniels.”

Matt pursed his lips. He couldn’t let that happen.
There was something about her; something lost that
drew him to her. She needed help, whether she knew it
or not—and he was determined to give it to her.
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Chrissie sat at the desk, the order book in front of
her. She had no idea what they needed, but the list
seemed fairly comprehensive and didn’t need much
doing to it. She added a few things they didn’t stock,
and emailed the order to the supplier. She drained the
last of her tea and rubbed her eyes. Ugh. She hated jet
lag—and unfortunately she had way too much
experience with it. What she needed was a job that
kept her in one place, but that wasn’t on the cards, no
matter how much she missed this place. What was it
Mum said? You made your bed...now lie in it.

She reached to the overflowing in-tray and
dumped the contents on the desk. Bills and invoices by
the looks of it. “OK. Start at the top and work down.
How hard can it be?”

Grace stuck her head around the door, allowing
the Christmas music and scents to fill the office. “It's
just after one. I need to leave for my hospital
appointment. I'll see you later.”

Chrissie smiled. “Take the rest of the day off. We
close at three anyway.”

“Thought you wanted to change that?”

“I'm only here temporarily. I need to ask Dad
before I do anything. Go, before I change my mind.”
She turned her attention back to the pile of mail. Some
of it still unopened.
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She picked up one of the letters. It looked official
and she ripped it open. The words didn’t register at
first. Maybe she was tired.

Dear Mr. Daniels,

This is to inform you that the bank is foreclosing on the
shop. You have failed to pay the balance of the loan as per the
court order. As of July 30", the bank is the legal owner of
Hollies Christmas Emporium. This letter gives you the
required twenty-eight days notice. Please ensure all keys are
handed into us by the end of business on July 29", along
with any books and cash you have on the premises.

The only way to avoid this is to pay the full amount
owing, plus interest and court costs before close of business
that day. The final amount is £30,000.

You may continue to trade until then. Any remaining
stock will become our property on July 30™.

Yours sincerely,
Darren Stark

Her hand rose to her mouth and she closed her
eyes. Oh. Why didn’t you tell me things were this bad,
Dad? I could have helped out financially.

July twenty-ninth. Wait a minute. What's today’s date?
She looked at her watch and swallowed hard. It was
the twenty-first. She had eight days, well seven days.
Where was she going to find that much money in
seven days?

She raised her eyes heavenward. “Haven’t they
been through enough?”

The shop phone rang and she heard Matt answer
it. She glanced down and read the letter again, blinking

10
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back the tears. A tap on the door drew her gaze to Matt
standing in the doorway.

“That was your mum. She needs you at the
hospital now.”

Chrissie’s stomach plummeted. The serious look
on Matt’s face said it all. She looked down at the letter,
then back up. “I—"

“I'll drive. Give me your keys. Your car is nearer
than mine. We'll close early.” Matt’s firm voice calmed
her a little and she found herself handing over her keys
without argument.

“Thank you.” She stood and grabbed her bag and
jacket. She shoved the letter in her bag.

“Let’s go.” His arm wrapped around her and even
though she didn’t know him from Adam she didn’t
care. She needed comfort and he offered it.

A

Matt drove towards the hospital. He wondered
what was in the letter. He knew from the books things
weren’'t good. The store had been struggling for a
while and certainly wasn’t helping Mr. Daniels health.
He wished he’d be able to do more than he had.

Chrissie glanced over at him. “Have you worked
for Dad long?”

“Almost two years. I started off just doing the art
work and serving, but back in April I started doing the
books. I also drive him to and from work.”

Her look was almost apologetic. “So I am in your
space after all.”

Matt smiled at her. “Nah, it's your space for as
long as you're here.”

Chrissie took a deep breath. “You do all the

11
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accounts?”

Matt nodded. She’d spent all morning on the
books. She must know by now. “Does this have
something to do with that letter?” he asked outright. “I
just do the accounts, and the art. Mr. D deals with the
mail.”

Chrissie twisted in her seat and looked at him. “It
was from the bank, but I guess you already know that
Dad defaulted on the court order. The letter had been
there two weeks and he’d not opened it. They foreclose
on the twenty-ninth. That gives me a week to find
thirty grand.”

She sighed, her tone flat rather than accusing.
“Why didn’t he or someone else tell me?”

Matt felt bad. “Your father’s a proud man. He
asked me not to tell anyone.”

She sighed and looked so sad for a moment, all he
wanted to do was hug her. Her voice was almost a
whisper. “You can say that again. Now we lose
everything he worked for. Maybe if I'd stayed here...”

His gut twisted. “I'm sorry, Christmas— Chrissie,
but I still don’t think he’d have told you. Grace tells me
you work in London.”

Chrissie turned in her seat to face him. “Yeah, it’s
kept me too busy to visit for a while.”

Matt parked the car. “How long?”

“Eighteen months. Phone calls just aren’t the
same.” She took a deep breath. “Will you come in? I
know we only just met, but I don’t want to go in there
alone. ‘Sides Dad knows you and...”

He nodded. “Of course I will.”

Her heels clipped on the tiled floor as they walked
down the hall. Matt rang the buzzer and opened the
door, letting Chrissie go in first. The swing of her hips

12
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and the way her skirt swirled around her legs
captivated him. Not every woman could carry off full
length skirts, but she could.

Chrissie paused by the nurses” station. “Excuse
me? I'm looking for Mr. Daniels?”

A man in a white coat, a file and a pen in his hand,
smiled at her. “Last bay on the left.”

“Thank you.” Chrissie made her way down the
ward, worry on her face. Matt was just as concerned.
Why would they ring if it wasn’t serious?

Footsteps heavy, they entered the ward. A grin
spread across Matt’s face at the sight of his boss sitting
up in bed, his wife next to him, a smile on her face.

Chrissie hurried over to them. “Mum? Dad?
What's wrong? You said it was urgent.”

Mrs. Daniels turned to look at them, her eyes
sparkling. “Christmas...” She stood up and wrapped
her arms round her daughter. “It’s good to see you.”
She looked at Matt over Chrissie’s shoulder. “Hello,
Matthew. How are you?”

“I'm good thanks, Mrs. D.”

NN

Chrissie stood in her mother’s arms relishing the
contact she’d missed for so long. Despite this, she
could still feel Matt’s touch engraved into her skin.
What was it about him? He gave her butterflies in her
stomach and made her heart leap just at the sound of
his voice. And why was she thinking such things? Her
father was sick. His business was over and she was
enraptured with some guy she’d only just met.

Mum looked at her, the sparkle in her eyes and her
smile belying the urgent phone call. “Well, aren’t you a
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