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Author’s Note 
 

 

Jingle Elves is a short story about Joel and Nick, the two characters from my 2022 Christmas 

story Single Bells (which is available now on Amazon for 99c!) I wrote this story for the 

2022 Rainbow Advent Calendar, which is organized by the amazing Alex Jane. You can find 

links to all of the Rainbow Advent Calendar stories in the Facebook group here: 

https://www.facebook.com/groups/1673039336093815  
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“I need to ask you a favour,” Nick said as he walked out of the back room of the 

surgery. 

Joel looked up from the desk and raised his eyebrows. “Another one?” 

“Yeah.” He winced. 

“Oh,” Joel said. “Oh, no. I know that look.” 

“It’s for a really good cause,” Nick said. 

“This is not going to work out well for me, is it?” 

Nick leaned down and gave Joel a slow, sweet kiss on the lips. 

A lot had changed since last Christmas. 

Firstly, Nick’s presence as the local vet had been firmly cemented in the community 

when he’d saved Bobby the Doggy’s life after a hit-and-run incident. Bobby belonged to 

Violet McCormack, age four years and two months, who had been absolutely distraught 

when the Golden Retriever had escaped while out on a long Sunday afternoon walk. 

Joel hadn’t expected Bobby to make it. Neither had Nick. But, Nick had worked 

miracles, slowly nursing the adorable dog back to full health. 

Hero status? Confirmed.  

They had come out as a couple in the spring, which really only meant that they held 

hands when walking down to the pub of an evening, since everyone seemed to know they 

were together anyway. 



A few months ago, Joel had quit his job. Nick’s general manager, Ciara, had gone into 

labour with her baby early, delivering tiny Betsy six weeks before her due date. That left 

Nick trying to do all of the admin at the surgery on his own, which had been a small, but 

significant disaster. Joel had stepped up and taken over. It had felt like a big deal at the time, 

but he mostly sat at the desk in the surgery, answered a few calls, sorted out Nick’s filing 

system, and worked on his own new business. 

That was an even bigger thing than being out as a couple. 

It turned out, being a freelance behaviour psychologist with a background in web and 

app development was a ridiculously in-demand career. Joel had spent a weekend researching 

how to set up his own business, and what he could charge in consultancy fees, and on 

Monday he’d handed in his notice. 

Nick was more than okay with Joel doing all the groundwork to launch his new 

business while also working at the surgery, and it meant they could spend more time together. 

Which was a benefit Joel revelled in and refused to admit how much he loved. 

“Just tell me,” he said. 

“So, you know the reindeer that we’ve got stationed in the city?” 

“At the grotto.” 

“Yeah.” Nick fidgeted. “Well, the elves have been going down like flies with this flu 

virus.” 

“No, Nick.” 

“And they really need another elf.” 

“Absolutely not.” 



“If,” Nick continued, “they can’t get another elf, they might have to close the grotto. 

Right before Christmas. The kids won’t be able to give Father Christmas their wish lists.” 

“Nick,” Joel said, taking his boyfriend’s face in his hands. “Never in a million years. 

No. I’m not doing it.” 

“Okay,” Nick said. “Okay.” 

 

Fourteen hours later, Joel was pulling on red striped tights. 

 

Chief Elf at the Grotto was a shockingly perky girl called Charlotte. Her dark hair was 

braided, then had some kind of wire in it to make the ends curl up and out. She had rosy 

cheeks, sparkly blue eyes, and Joel knew if he was five years old, he would be absolutely 

convinced she had been transported directly here from the North Pole. 

“So, the main thing we need you to do is maintain the illusion,” Charlotte said as she 

opened the main door to the grotto. The little hut was made of wood and covered in twinkling 

lights, and smelled faintly of gingerbread. 

“That Father Christmas is real, right?” 

“No,” Charlotte said. She glanced around to make sure they wouldn’t be overheard by 

little ears. “It’s really important that the kids don’t know that there’s two Father 

Christmases.” 

“Two?” 



Charlotte nodded sagely. “Two. The queues are already mental. If we only had one 

Father Christmas, kids would be waiting hours and hours to meet him. The grotto has two 

rooms inside, one for each Father Christmas. It’s your responsibility to make sure the kids 

never—ever—realise that.” 

“Shut the front door.” 

“Exactly.” 

It took Joel a moment, then he snorted with laughter. “Okay.” 

“We don’t need you to interact with the kids, not really,” Charlotte said. “It’s a really 

well-oiled system. Once the kids are out of the room, the elf inside will open up their door, 

just a crack. You can then open the front door, welcome the family in, knock on the door and 

wait—that’s really important—for the elf to open the door all the way and bring the family 

in. Then you shut the door behind them and wait for the elf in the other room to open their 

door.” 

“Okay,” Joel said again. 

“Basically,” Charlotte continued, “you never open up one of the doors. The elves do 

that from the inside. If a door is shut, never open it. Knock and wait for an elf.” 

“This job is literally insane.” 

“Yes,” Charlotte said seriously. “But it’s also really important. Don’t open the doors, 

Joel.” 

“I won’t,” he promised. 

 



They had a few light cleaning duties before the grotto opened up to the public, mostly 

sweeping the wood floors and plumping cushions. Each of the meet-and-greet rooms were 

lushly appointed, with a giant tartan armchair dominating the space. Joel took a moment to 

fix the decorations on each of the two real Christmas trees, and straightened the thick white 

rugs on the floor. 

If he were a young child, he knew he would be completely enchanted. 

At twelve quid a kid, enchantment didn’t exactly come cheap, either. 

The queues were starting to form outside and Joel snuck out the back door of the 

grotto to check on Nick’s reindeer. 

Last Christmas, the herd had scared Nick half to death when they’d escaped from 

their enclosure in the field behind Joel’s cottage. They’d welcomed another calf since last 

year, and the herd had been brought down from their year-round pasture on the Cairngorms a 

few weeks ago to start their rotation working at all the festive events around the south of 

Scotland.  

“Hey, girl,” Joel said, reaching over the side of the pen to scratch the sweet reindeer 

behind the ears. 

He’d tried to name them all this year, though he wasn’t really an expert in telling 

reindeer apart. They were sweet-natured animals, surprisingly placid, and seemed to be not at 

all bothered by being in a busy city centre instead of out on the hills. 

“Ho, ho, ho!” 

Joel looked up at Father Christmas. One of them. 

One who looked a little too familiar. 



“Oh, come on,” he said with a laugh. 

He realised a moment too late that it was Nick’s eyes he recognised first. Nick’s 

warm, gorgeous brown eyes and long dark lashes. They were hidden behind two white bushy 

eyebrows, but Joel thought he’d recognise them anywhere. 

“Hello, Joel Elf,” Father Christmas said. 

“Stop it.” 

He turned around to stop himself from laughing, and opened the door to let Nick into 

the grotto. 

“What are you doing here?” he demanded once the door was safely shut behind them. 

“It wasn’t just elves they were short of,” Nick said with a shrug. “I thought it would 

be fun.” 

“And you didn’t think to tell me at any point this morning?” 

“You were busy. And my mouth was full.” 

Joel shoved his shoulder. “Behave.” 

Nick was a tall guy, broad across the shoulders and solidly built. He needed to be 

strong, for all the work he did with farm animals, and he filled out the red velvet Father 

Christmas coat really quite nicely. 

He’d filled out around the middle considerably. Joel poked him in the stomach. 

“Someone’s been overindulging on mince pies.” 



“It’s all part of the job.” 

Charlotte dashed in, her braids bouncing. “Nick! I’m so pleased you’re here. Are you 

ready?” 

“Yeah, I got a briefing backstage.” 

“Great. Joel, you’re needed out front.” 

“Aye aye, Chief Elf,” he said, giving her a quick salute. 

He waited, though, for her to disappear into the other room to check on that Father 

Christmas, and leaned up to give Nick a kiss on the cheek. 

“You’re a good guy. Jolly old Saint Nick.” 

“I love you.” 

“Love you too. And if you call me that again, I will never talk to you again for the rest 

of your life.” 

Joel kissed him again, laughing, and went to find Charlotte. 

The things he did for the guy he loved. 

 

 

 



 



Not many people can say they own a reindeer, but Nick McLeish is a vet, and happens to 

have a whole herd. At Christmastime they’re the star attraction at fetes and events all around 

Edinburgh, so when a handful escape from their home pasture, Nick tries to recruit as many 

people as possible to help get them back. 

After his drunk and rather inelegant first meeting with his new neighbour, Joel Brodie doesn’t 

expect to see much of Nick. But the start of Christmas break from his job at a matchmaking 

company coincides with the reindeer getting lost, and it’s not exactly a chore to spend more 

time with Nick searching for them. Maybe a little Christmas spirit is what they both need to 

turn their single situations around. 
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