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About This Story
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Arno manages a little seedy hotel in Bloomsbury, dreaming of the day when maybe he can open his own lavish, five-star boutique hotel. But dreaming alone won’t make it happen. A long-stay guest – an American writer – plants the seed of change.

However, when Nigel, the owner of the hotel, unexpectedly bails after a run-in with the Tax Man, the dream looks pretty shaky when it’s almost certain that Arno is going to have to leave with nowhere to go. And to make matters worse, Nigel’s sidekick, Adrian, also disappears, dashing any chance that he and Arno might have had of finally getting it together.

Just as Arno is readying to bail himself, he is saved by an unlikely ally. Yet, despite keeping his job, and after two years, during which time the hotel is transformed, Arno’s thoughts repeatedly return to Adrian and where he ended up.

Does the attractive stranger whom Arno finds in the hotel’s lounge one day have the answer?

Alp
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Chapter One – Home sleazy home
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A run down sleazy little hotel in Bloomsbury is going to attract that sort of customer; the afternoon shag brigade ... pay in cash and leave the key on the desk as they head out for dinner. Still, taking the cash and changing the bed and replacing the towels in time for the just one-night brigade means that I can actually survive on the pay from this loathsome job.

Not that I don’t take pride in my work; you won’t find a stray pubic hair in the bath or skid marks in the toilet pan or dried cum on the sheets. Oh no; this place sparkles; it’s only the customers who lack lustre.

We offer bed and breakfast; a 'continental style' breakfast buffet from eight until ten and if anyone should be brave - or stupid enough - to venture into the dining room, they will leave assured that we really don’t care; yoghurt in tubs that you have to break from the pack of eight yourself, cereal in kids’ packs, juice and milk in the carton, bread to toast yourself, jam in the jar and butter in single serving portions. It means less work for me and no hassle for the boss, Nigel; a guy I rarely see.

I live behind reception, the only truly magnificent thing in the hotel. No doubt a left over from the heyday it enjoyed about a hundred years ago. I have a bedroom and a shower room.

I sit behind the reception desk when I’m not cleaning and continually polish the glowing mahogany surface until it shines like antique glass. Behind me are the pigeonholes for the keys and the messages, which is a joke since no one who stays ever stays for more than one night and none use their real name. Smith is still the favourite, followed by Jones and for some bizarre reason, Walsh.

Ten rooms, all twins with an en suite bathroom with a shower over; four on the first floor, four on the second and two on the third in what is effectively the roof space. The ground floor consists of the lobby and reception, a small kitchen, dining room and lounge. The basement is rented out to three Romanian guys who sell drugs, judging by the security.

I smile and welcome my sleazy and often drunk guests; ask them to sign in, take the cash - always cash - hand them the key and remind them of the breakfast buffet opening times, ending with a cheerful 'enjoy your stay' by which time they’ve disappeared to shag each other’s brains out and collapse for a few hours. Then they make a discrete exit, slipping the key onto the desk. If I’m lucky, the guy will slip me a tenner which I take to mean that I’ll say nothing should someone come asking; like I remember anyone’s face, they all look the same.
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Chapter Two – A turn up for the books


[image: ]


Adrian, the young guy who works for my boss, delivers the breakfast goods once a week and gives me my pay packet; a hundred quid after stoppages. Thank fuck for the cash paying afternoon guests from whom I make another hundred at least. Still, I don’t have to pay rent and have all the continental style breakfast you can eat. I do buy food and cook in the little kitchen behind the dining room where I do the washing up after breakfast.

Adrian fancies me and I detest him. It’s a system that works to ensure that I’m always reminded to keep my wits about me else I get cornered in the kitchen and have to endure his foul smooch and a grope before he hands over the pay packet.

“Boss says there’s a guy who wants to stay for three months coming; maybe tomorrow. It’s all arranged so you don’t have to worry about the bill.”

“Who?”

“An American writer or something.”

“Is he insane?”

“Poor ...”

A writer, an American; three months!

I don’t hold my breath seeing as this could just be a wind up or one of the boss’s scams. I’m only grateful that he hasn’t gone down the DHSS route because then I would leave.

“Which room?”

“Top floor; the smallest.”

An artist’s garret; how romantic!

“Name?”

“Ben Germaine or something like that.”

“Okay; oh, and tell the boss that the fire inspection is due next week so he’d better do something about all the non-regulation furniture and upholstery or go see his pal at the Service like always ...”

Adrian leaves. Actually, I kind of like him, he’s more genuine than most. I wish he’d sort out his breath and then we might do something. And lose two stone and update his wardrobe and learn to speak without spitting on me continually: by the grace of God!

I ascend to the smallest room at the top of the house and give it the once over. It rarely gets used because most of the guys who stay are too drunk to make it up those stairs and the sixty-year-old bints on their arms in six-inch platforms certainly can’t.

The room is clean, and I lay out fresh towels and refresh the tea making tray; the TV works and none of the bulbs need changing. Shangri-La for the artist I’d say, and by virtue of the position at the top and at the front, the best view of Centre point. I wonder what he writes.

The rest of the day coasts and I spend the evening watching Wong Fu and dream of being fabulous. Someone pukes up outside the front door and that brings me back down to Earth.

It’s Monday; no one stays on a Monday, so at eleven o’clock I lock the front door and retire to bed only to be woken at midnight by one of the guys downstairs who needs me to split a fifty for him.

“Cheers, Arno!” he chirps as he hops back to his den.

My name is Arnold, but I prefer Arno. It adds a little romance and mystery to what would otherwise be a very ordinary and probably dull book.

It’s Tuesday and since there were no guests last night, I have nothing to do except to get my own breakfast and open the door. Adrian didn’t say what time the American was coming so I can’t go out; well, not for more than five minutes. I do go out and put the 'be back in five' sign up so that I can grab a nice coffee from the place on the corner and ogle young Jacob who is working days whilst he saves for University.

“Arno,” whispers Jacob, “That guy there asked for directions to the hotel; he’s American.”

“Really ...”

I swivel and gaze.

“Jesus!” I think to myself, “He’s fucking gorgeous; shit, I look like shit!”

I gaze some more to determine his age, which I reckon to be thirty-five. He’s dirty blond and blue eyed, trim and travelling light if one small bag and a laptop is all he’s got. I introduce myself.

“Excuse me; my name is Arno, I run the hotel. Are you the gentleman who is staying for three months?” I ask very politely.

“Hey! Yeah, I’m that guy ... Ben, Ben Gillain.”

“Pleased to meet you. So, if I wait for you, we can walk back together; is that all of your luggage?”

“Oh no; I wish! The rest is coming by pack mule; should arrive later.”

“Oh right; okay, well, when you’re done just come over ...”

I returned to my seat and waited out the next five minutes just sipping my coffee and ogling Jacob who shamefully kept touching himself rather seductively to drive me insane. I don’t know why we’ve never got it on; perhaps because I’m ten years older or ordinary or ugly or plain or in a shitty job or perhaps I’m just not his type; let’s go with just not his type.

The American gets up to leave and I muster myself.

“Shall we?” he ventures.

We walk back the short distance and I explain the basic set up and ask him a whole load of basic searching questions to get to the obvious out of the way before I build my hopes. In the middle of which he says, “He left me, so I thought; why not decamp to London and work on the new book for three months?”

“Sounds like a good idea,” I replied, “What’s it about?”

“Undecided ... and to be honest, I feel a little writer’s block coming on. Hopefully, I’ll get inspired.”

“You’ll forgive me, but I’ve never read anything you wrote before.”

“I’m not in the bestseller league, just outside that group; which is okay because I don’t have a lot of expectations riding on each project but from time to time I’d like to think I could hit the top ... just once.”

We arrive back and instead of throwing up at the sight of the place, he waxes lyrical about it. Still, they have no history to speak of and the house was built in 1723. He keeps going on about the Bloomsbury Set; whatever!

He registers and I show him up to the room.

“Is there Wi-Fi?” he asks.

“Uhm, no; there’s just a standard landline into reception where I have the Internet.”

“If you don’t mind, I might do something about that because three months without the internet is inconceivable.”

“Sure; are you hungry? I was just going to make myself some lunch.”

“No thanks; I want to head out straight away.”

“Okay; well, you’ve got your key and when the bags arrive, I’ll bring them up.”

“Thanks, Arno.”

I leave him to it, waiting a few seconds outside the door to see if he bursts into tears. Apparently, he loves the room because all I hear is a triumphant “Yes!”

I’m on reception when he leaves, and he says “thanks” as he walks out. Not sure what for; still, it’s nice to be appreciated from time to time. I’m polishing when he returns.

“I’ve got the equipment to get Internet in my room. Do you mind if I install it?” he
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