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BLURB


 


 


Tom is on a mission to bring seasonal love and lust to his friends at the
Haven Hotel, with his secret weapon—a bunch of mistletoe! Dressed in a
typically eccentric, outrageous Christmas outfit, he does his very best to
bring joy to the world, despite everyone else being less than enthusiastic with
his efforts. It's only as he's starting to lose faith in the whole day that a
late visitor arrives - and Tom is reminded of what and who matters in his own
heart.


 


This Christmas short story takes place in the series timeline after Tom's
Type - Love at the Haven #8, and so it may contain spoilers for the previous
titles.
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CHAPTER
1


 


 


Arne leaned over the desk in the lobby of the Haven Hotel and
frowned at me over his reading glasses. Despite his seriously sexy eyes,
haphazardly-stylish man-bun, and tough pecs that were straining the front of
his faded polo shirt, he looked like some stroppy teacher whose homework I
hadn’t done.


Not that I’d been at school enough to easily recognise the
type.


It was a couple of weeks before Christmas, and a quiet Sunday
afternoon in London’s Earls Court, which was often the best time to call in.
There weren’t usually any punters to interrupt the rent boys with work
commitments, a good chance of catching up with all my mates because they
were bored otherwise—or was that just me?—and a good chance to sneak in some
roast dinner if Arne had cooked generously.  


“What the hell is that in your hand?” he asked, quite rudely,
I thought.


“It’s called mistletoe,” I bantered back.  “Don’t they have
that where you come from?”


“What, North London?” he sniped, but we both grinned. “Yeah, of
course they do, Tom. I’m not particularly well-travelled, but I’m not a
peasant. But I never actually handled any. Where’s it going?”


“What do you mean, going?”


“Apart from on your head,” he said drily.


I tilted the red satin beret I was wearing, so it displayed
the mistletoe I’d threaded along the brim. Then I struck a pose, leaning back
on my stacked-heel boots and flicking a stray leaf from the bunch of greenery off
my Santa suit. Well, not a traditional Santa suit. It was a short, red velvet
dress with fur around the low neckline and the thigh-high hem. Sadly, it didn’t
come with matching thong, but I’d had plenty of colour-coordinated, lacy
underwear to choose from. And if I hadn’t, I would’ve gone nosing in the secret
stash Liam kept in Room 8, tucked in a drawer underneath the anal beads. 


“It inspires goodwill and loving gestures, and I’m here to
share. I’ve got more in my bag,” I said, lifting the Chanel-style handbag in my
other hand. “You want some for you and Simon?”


Arne snorted, though his gaze went all soft and soppy at the
mention of his boyfriend.


“Where is he? Simon?” I asked breezily. I was halfway around
Arne, seeking the door behind the desk that led into the kitchen, before he
realised where I was going, dropped his glasses, and tried to grasp my arm.


He missed, of course.


“Don’t you fucking dare take that…that stuff into my
kitchen!” he bellowed.


“Hey. Don’t get your knickers in a twist. I know you have
your preferred suppliers for the posh veg dishes on your vlog, though I also
take your point that I don’t eat my greens at the best of times—”


“Tom, it’s poisonous! Don’t eat it at all. And if you leave
lumps of it around in the kitchen, there’s no knowing who’s gonna come browsing
through and eat it by mistake.”


I looked at the mistletoe with new respect. “I’ll put it back
in my bag,” I said absentmindedly. Meanwhile, there was something that smelled
really good in the kitchen, like cake, and nuts, and sugar, and I knew where my
priorities lay. “Um. In just a minute.” And I pushed my way through the kitchen
door.


“Hey!” Arne called behind me. “It’s still in your hand, you
wilful, obstreperous little—”


We were never gonna hear the end of that sentence. Simon was
over by the sinks, mixing something in a bowl, and as he looked up, startled, I
saw he had icing sugar all over his cheeks and forehead. “Tom?”


The rest of the scene was like a French farce, where they
dodge in and out of doors, yelling at each other, though, for us, it was around
kitchen appliances. Arne grabbed at me as I passed the fridge, I grabbed Simon
to put him between me and the cooker, and Simon—never the most co-ordinated
guy—crashed into Arne, dropping his spoon with a wail and a cloudburst of
vanilla-scented sugar. 


I eased past them both as they flailed in each other’s arms,
making sure to snatch up a couple of slices of what looked like Arne’s special
almond ring cake that always appeared on special occasions. And, despite
wearing stacked heels that didn’t allow me to spin easily on the spot, I was
outta that kitchen while they were still yelling, sashaying out of reach down
the lobby.


And I still had the mistletoe in my hand.
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CHAPTER 2


 


 


I was planning to hide myself in the basement utility room
along with the evidence—that is, the cake which I was making quick work of—but
it seemed there were occupants already. Eliot stood beside the hotel’s washing
machines, blond curls tousled out of shape, dark-coloured wet stains on the
front of his jeans, and a thick wrench in his hand. He’d have looked like your
typical movie serial killer if he hadn’t been such a slight little guy, and
also wearing a kinda frazzled expression.


“Tom?” Surprised, he swivelled round to face me.


“Just passing through—”


“Not right now,” he said sharply. His tone was very strained.



“Pfft to that. Looks like you need some cheering up. A kiss
under the mistletoe should do it, right?” I said, on my way across the concrete
floor. As he moved a step to the left, I saw Rick’s legs poking out from
between two of the machines, obviously lying on his back. “I mean, you and
Rick, not you and me. Though I’m happy to fill in the time while Rick has a nap
on the job, right?”


There have been a few instances in my life when my humour
hasn’t been fully appreciated. Apparently, this was one of them, because no one
laughed. Instead, Eliot’s eyes closed momentarily and an odd, pained grunt came
from behind him. Before I could follow up with another witticism, there was a
loud clunk from behind the nearest machine, followed by a cracking noise, and
then a sudden rush of warm, greasy water bubbling across the basement floor.
Eliot gave a yelp, which didn’t hide the stream of curses coming from Rick. Or
at least, from the vicinity of Rick’s upper body. Then Rick slid himself out
from between the machines, splashing that filthy water everywhere. Both Eliot
and I stepped back, him wildly waving the wrench like he wasn’t sure whether to
tighten a nut or conduct an orchestra with it, and me trying to save my heels
from flood damage.


Rick stood, wiping hopelessly at the dusty, slimy crap on his
chest, then glared at me. “We haven’t got time for your nonsense today. Can’t
you see I’m busy trying to repair this fuc—defective machine?”


“All morning,” Eliot said weakly, his gaze flicking between
Rick and me. “It’s taken all morning, and most of this afternoon, and—”


“Still not fixed?” I finished helpfully. 


Rick made an honest-to-goodness growling noise. He was the
best kinda guy usually, never a bad word for anyone, always helpful to the
escorts, strong and capable in running the hotel. But today? With that look on
his face? I took another strategic step back towards the stairs.


“Wanna know how to get those rusty stains outta your
overalls?” I suggested, trying to ease the tension in the room. “We’ve got
industrial strength stuff at the charity shop. Daisy and I have
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