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Blurb 

Even a Christmas humbug isn’t immune to glitter

Myles doesn’t have good memories of the Christmas season, and he’s determined not to surrender to any gaiety nonsense. But when his mother insists he holds a Christmas Eve party, and hires the catering for him, he finds a trail of pink glitter all the way from his front doorway to his kitchen... and Stevie, a cheerful, chatty catering assistant who’s doing his very best to bring Christmas glitz to everything and everyone. 

Will that include Myles?
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Never in my life had I wondered if there was a pink glitter road, like the yellow brick one in that extremely annoying movie song. Yet I reckoned I was following it right now. 

All through my house.

I’d paused just inside my front door, having placed my briefcase and travel bag in their usual place to one side of the lobby. I deliberately ignored the slim, plastic Christmas tree on the hall table with colour-coordinated white and gold baubles, which hadn’t been there when I left the house five days ago. I’d been away on corporate business, suffering long, tedious, spreadsheet-stuffed hours of meetings. All I wanted was a hot shower, and to change from my sharply tailored designer suit into comfy jeans and a loose t-shirt before an early night. I didn’t want to think about the hassle I’d experienced, rearranging my flight home a day earlier than planned, the hideous only-two-days-to-Christmas! evening traffic all the way through town, the calls I owed my frustrated family about what I was doing and where I’d be this Christmas, the presents I hadn’t bought, the party invitations I’d summarily dismissed, the ludicrous light-up Santa sweater my PA had seemed to think was a perfectly appropriate gift for me—

Anyway. Right now, I was distracted by the spillage of glitter that ran in a thin but blatantly obvious trail from under my expensive leather shoes, all along the polished floor of the lobby, and through the door into my kitchen.

From whence, I could hear music. No, not just music.

Singing.

A young, lusty voice. Occasionally and painfully off-key. A male voice.

Who the hell was in my kitchen?

I didn’t tolerate visitors except by appointment. My mother didn’t drop in unannounced any more, not since she suffered my fury when she disturbed my colour-coded spice jars. My housekeeper knew by now to keep to the schedule I provided, and appeared to have her own schedule whenever she called, to avoid being in the same room as me as much as possible. Friends were rare, and as for dating... no. There weren’t many who called on me nowadays. Which was fine by me. Obviously,

I re-buttoned my jacket and started to follow the trail. I stepped carefully over it, but some of the glitter still stuck to the hem of my trousers. I hated pink, but I couldn’t help noticing there was a pretty gold mixed in with it, some flecks of silver and bronze. A smattering of red snowflake shapes. A blob of bright turquoise up against the skirting board by the kitchen door. 

My lack of visitors was exactly why Mother had insisted I was home for Christmas Eve, in time to attend my own Christmas party. The one I had never wanted, but had been persuaded to host, under the threat of her dropping in spontaneously every day over the holiday, bringing more of her monstrous mince pies every time. Even she wouldn’t eat them, but she felt obliged to bake the solid little pastry-bricks every year and inflict them on the rest of us, as a threat rather than a foodstuff.

“You need more joy in your life, Myles,” she’d said over the phone when she announced I’d be welcoming thirty people, at my own house, at eight p.m. sharp. So, I had better actually be there. She’d already arranged outside catering and would keep the Christmas decorations to the bare minimum. She also, of course, knew I wouldn’t be protesting I had alternative arrangements.

“I appreciate you’re becoming a miserable, humbug young man who doesn’t recognise, let alone allow the Christmas season into your busy, yet emotionally sterile, life,” she’d said, quite breezily considering she was meant to be my beloved mother. “But this is happening. You used to hold legendary parties, with a lively group of friends. You entertained regularly.”

“Mother, I haven’t wanted to—”

“Since William the Wanker screwed you over, yes, I know honey.”

I’d barely had time to wince before she continued.

“You’ve been single now for almost a year. Yet you don’t socialise enough to find another partner, and you scorn dating apps. You barely connect with people when you do go out. Well, I intend to change that for you, since you won’t do it yourself. Look on this as your Love Life training course—”

“Mother, I like—”

“—Part One,” she’d added fiercely, and hung up on me.

I could have rung back to cancel the whole thing, and made the case that I preferred my own company, enjoyed immersing myself in my very senior job, and wasn’t looking for another partner after the disaster of the last one. And I wasn’t almost a year celibate, it had only been (nearly) eleven months, though my mother loved to round up when it suited her. 

But I didn’t do any of that. I wasn’t sure I wanted to investigate too deeply the reasons why.

The voice from the kitchen had risen an octave: I think it was trying a harmony. Unsuccessfully, in my opinion. but the enthusiasm was undoubted. I stepped over the last scattering of glitter and entered the kitchen. My kitchen. The glitter trail continued across the tiled floor, glinting under the elegant bar stools, with a further smattering on the mat under the breakfast table. As I followed it, I raised my eyes to the work counter at the far side of the room.

My breath caught in my throat.

There was a young, pale-skinned man behind it, working on something that involved several bowls, a pile of wrappers and utensils, and a large mixer/processor combo I didn’t even know I owned. He was wearing an apron—no, that definitely wasn’t mine—over a bright pink t-shirt, and waving a wooden spoon in time with the music coming from his phone beside him on the counter.

The oven was humming, there were small puffs of flour in the air, and the whole kitchen smelled of warm sugar. I found myself inexplicably stopping to breathe it all in. Then common sense prevailed, and I barked, “Who are you, and why are you in my kitchen?”

“Huh?” His head jerked up with a start, and he stared wildly at me. It looked as if he was trying to focus after heavy concentration. There was flour on his nose, the top of which turned up very disarmingly. His auburn hair hung loose and it looked longer on one side than the other—until I realised the left side was stuck to his ear with something that looked worryingly glossy. His lips were deliciously full, and currently rounded into a shocked, flesh-pink O. 
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“No one’s meant to be here today!” he cried. “Mum told me—oh bugger!” 

He’d dropped the spoon and I winced as flour and sprinkles scattered all over the counter top. Didn’t he know some of those things had dye in them that could stain the surface? My fingers itched to grab a wet cloth, as he wiped his hands quickly—and rather ineffectively—down the apron.

“This is actually my house,” I said, rather unnecessarily I thought. “So, I’m pretty sure I’m allowed to be here any time I like. I’d like to know how you got in. And what the hell are you doing?”

He flushed, then darted out from behind the counter, holding out his hand. “Fuck my lif—erm, sorry! Okay. I mean, yeah. I’m Stevie. So, you’ll be Myles, right?”

I blinked at the slogan on the apron declaring I’m Santa’s Not-so-Little Helper with a drawing of a suggestively-shaped kitchen tool. I glanced at his outstretched hand, sticky with more of the shiny, glue-like stuff. More glitter was embedded in the creases of his long-fingered palm. 

I pointedly didn’t offer my own hand in reply.

“Did my mother put you up to this?” Mother was the only other person who had keys to my house. And, whatever the shock, I had to admit she’d maybe paid more attention to my dating type than I’d ever given her credit for, because this man... Stevie... was a perfect dream. 

If a total mess.

He gazed up at me, a few inches shorter than my six two, his mouth in a genuine, if embarrassed smile, his hazel-flecked eyes darting about, so alive they must show every tumultuous emotion he’d ever felt. How exhausting, my sensible brain thought. How enchanting, other parts of me admitted.

“What? Rhoda?” he said, smiling, brows lifting in surprise. I don’t think I’d ever seen anyone smile at the mention of my mother’s name. At least, not anyone who’d tried one of her mince pies. 

“No way,” he rushed on. “She organised it all through Mum. My mum, that is. Cate, of Cate’s Catering. And that’s her real name, you know? Like she had to go into catering, right? And she—Cate, my mum that is—told me the house was clear today so I could come in and set up for tomorrow night. For the party. Your party!”

He moved around me as he chatted, dusting sugar off the counter, scrunching up paper cases, spinning on his heel to scoop up the bowls. It was constant bustle, wafts of oven-baked air, the sounds of utensils scraping on plates.

“She’s sick, bless her, Mum, that is. She’s resting up at my auntie’s. But she was so worried she wouldn’t be here to set up the desserts, and she would let Rhoda—your mum—down.  So, I said I’d come
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