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Arthur Jeffo might have been 24 years old and he might have once really, really loved the gayness, clubs and men of Brighton but for some reason he didn’t really feel like he could enjoy it tonight.

Arthur stood next to a large fake wooden bar that was thankfully clean without a single drop of sticky alcohol on it, which was surprising considering how bad the rest of the bar or club looked.

The floors of the bar were smooth, white with a few black marks on them from shoes and boots and whatever else the clientele had decided to wear, and to be honest Arthur would have been very surprised if fighting in this bar was an alien concept to them.

All around the bar there were very tasteful and attractive square wooden tables of different heights to size the taller and shorter guests, and it really did help to add a little texture to the entire bar and even some depth. Arthur just smiled to himself as that was his interior designer training kicking in, something after a breakup with an awful boyfriend he had wanted to largely forget.

Clearly that wasn’t happening.

The beautiful smell of hot sexy men’s earthy, fruity and very manly aftershave filled the bar as Arthur subtly (and failed at that) watched the young hot men walking about in all their different sexualities, sex appeal and heights.

There was a group of guys in the far corner next to a dark staircase that Arthur really didn’t want to know what it led down to, and those men were all wearing tight black leather pants that really highlighted how hot they were with cowboy hats, checked shirts and even cowboy boots.

It was clear they were part of a stag do or something and they were really hot, and maybe if Arthur wasn’t strictly here on business then he might have been tempted to have a go at one of the men.

They were definitely hot enough.

But he was here on business, working for a top national newspaper and he was meant to be meeting a source, a corporate spy, that was meant to be bringing him top secret files on how the company was abusing its staff. This was exactly the sort of information that Arthur had been dying to get his hands on so he could make a name for himself and prove himself worthy for a promotion or two.

And then hopefully, and Arthur was seriously hoping, then he might be able to breathe and actually slow down a fraction in his crazy life so he might be able to meet a man again.

He would love that.

“What’s your poison sugar?” a young woman asked from behind the bar.

Arthur just smiled at her for a moment, she was good-looking with her smooth facial features, dark chocolate eyes and her long wavy brown hair. Arthur wouldn’t have been surprised if she had gotten a lot of male attention here but then he realised that a large group of men were staring at her and trying to call her over.

“Oh I don’t know,” Arthur said. “It might take me a while to decide,”

Arthur was glad to see the young woman smile at him, at least he was right about the young woman wanting to get away from the large group of men.

The sound of the loud almost-deafening music (and Arthur seriously couldn’t tell what music it was meant to be), people shouting at each other and Arthur could have sworn there were fights breaking out in the far corners of the bar, this definitely wasn’t Arthur’s sort of scene, he much preferred places were he could sit down, talk to a cute boy and actually be able to hear them properly.

This really wasn’t that sort of place.

But he was here on business, he had to secure the information to get a job promotion and if needed he needed to make sure the corporate spy he was meeting was safe. 

Arthur never ever wanted someone to get hurt for trying to do the right thing. 

Arthur had never met a spy at all before so he didn’t have a clue about what to expect, but if this company was onto the spy then Arthur wanted to protect them, because this spy was trying to improve the lives of their fellow workers and that was something that Arthur seriously admired.

But he just didn’t have a clue what he was walking into.

Not a clue at all.
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Professional Corporate Spy Noah Davis felt like such an amateur fool as he walked the narrow cobblestone streets of Brighton with its ancient bars and clubs forced into walls and spaces that he was surprised they actually fitted in. The bright lights and massive crowds of men and women and underage people were right in his face and this wasn’t a controlled environment in the slightest.

The damn bar that Noah was meant to be meeting this reporter in might have been close but it was a mistake to choose somewhere in Brighton. 

The cold crisp night was chilling Noah’s skin down to the bone which wasn’t a bad thing as it kept him alert and focused and ready to act, but this wasn’t ideal. 

Noah slowly walked through the cobblestone street, gliding through hot drunk men in their tight jeans and shirts and breathing in their sensational aftershave that made him really horny. It had been ages since Noah had been with a man, he had been too busy for the past two years going into companies, exposing their secrets and getting paid hundreds of thousands of pounds for doing it. It wasn’t an easy job, but it was fun, exciting and Noah really felt like he was making a difference by doing it.

Yet Noah would have preferred to meet away from Brighton, the home city of the company he had been investigating, and the major problem was that too many of the higher-ups in the company partied on Saturday nights in this area.

If they saw him, which he just knew they would, then Noah could be exposed and blacklisted from the industry as a spy and never work in a corrupt company again. That was a massive risk and it was all because he had heard of some hot reporter.

It was stupid really that Noah had been reading a newspaper of all things (he was never going to let his phone die again) and he had been reading a great article written by an Arthur Jeffo and there was a cute little picture of him at the bottom of the article. A sensible person might have taken that as a sign that Noah wanted to do a man sooner and actually needed to get back out on the dating scene.

But nope.

Noah took it as a sign that he needed to meet up with this hottie, risk his entire career and he didn’t even know if this Arthur person was gay or that way inclined. It was a hell of a lot to risk for no reason.

Noah just smiled to himself as he felt his body turn warm and excited and his stomach relaxed because it was this thrill that he lived for and this was exactly why he kept doing his spying job because it was dangerous and extremely fun.

After walking down the street a little more and gliding past some very drunk women, Noah hooked a left and went towards a little bar that looked like a tavern from Victorian times.

He went through the wooden door, nodded politely to the bouncer that really didn’t look like he gave a toss about Noah’s age and he went inside.

The bar was definitely too loud and ugly and chaotic for Noah’s liking. There were at least three fighting at the far end of the bar but thankfully the bar that served drinks weren’t in that direction and in all fairness there were plenty of hot men in the bar too.

Noah started to make his way through the surprisingly clean wooden floors over towards the bar when he just stopped.

Standing right next to the bar was possibly the most beautiful man he had ever seen. He instantly recognised it as Arthur Jeffo and bloody hell that little stupid photo didn’t do him justice at all.

Arthur was a fucking hot man with a typical gym body, manly sexy broad shoulders and a very thin waist that Noah couldn’t wait to wrap his arms around, and Noah just knew that Arthur had a solid stomach without a shred of fat on it.

And even Arthur’s face was divine with his strong manly jawline, amazing smile as he spoke to the young woman behind the bar and his short brown hair was so perfect that Noah was rather pleased that his wayward parts were flaring to life and tenting.

His heart was beating faster and his head was going light and Noah wanted to talk with Arthur right now.

“Noah?” an elderly man said.

Noah turned around and just gave the elderly man a fake smile when he saw that his boss was standing only a few metres from him.

This wasn’t going to end well at all.
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“Have a good night,” Arthur said to the pretty young woman behind the bar as she went off to deal with other customers.

Arthur had really liked talking to her and she was actually rather interesting with her only working in the bar because she needed the money to start her own beauty business that was already starting to seriously take off.

And with more and more coming into the bar now, the temperature was starting to increase, but not too much as the room was still comfortable.

Arthur looked away from the wonderful bar and the young woman and really focused on the incoming crowd. He noticed a lot of hot beautiful men come in and out of the bar with their friends with a good night of clubbing and partying and probably some more adult activity ahead.

But there was one guy that seriously caught his attention.

In amongst the sea of other hot men coming into the bar, there was a young cute man that made Arthur’s face light up, his smile reached ear to ear and Arthur felt like the entire world had stopped.

The young man was extremely cute with his dark brown buzzcut, his smooth expensive white shirt and black jeans that made him look smart and even more beautiful without making him seem like a poser. 

He was so beautiful and Arthur felt his throat dry up and for the first time in his entire life, Arthur honestly didn’t know what to say, do or even write in his article. His mind was starting to go blank for a moment until he noticed an elderly man start talking to the cute man.

Arthur felt like that wasn’t good. 

For a moment Arthur was concerned that he was just being jealous and almost overprotective of the cute man, he had sadly felt that feeling before, and this one just felt different.

Arthur was feeling an instinct that he had honed in recent years from meeting with informants, the odd (amateur) corporate spy and other confidential sources. This was the type of feeling that Arthur only felt when he knew there was danger.

Arthur needed to get to that cute man, get the information and go.

Arthur quickly ordered a drink of cola and pretended to walk over to the cute man acting completely drunk.

“You shouldn’t be here. We know what you’re up to,” the elderly man said to the cute man.

Arthur’s stomach immediately
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