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Looking around his little London apartment, Brad looked at the smooth cold brown oak floor for his keys. He could have sworn he had seen them a moment ago. Those things were nightmares.

In case he had missed them, Brad looked at the brown wooden table and chest of drawers that lined the smooth white walls of his apartment. The keys weren’t there but Brad could still see so much junk like letters and opened cardboard boxes that needed to be sorted. Including a ton of boxes next to him.

Brad knew he had only arrived yesterday in London and he had spent all morning and early afternoon unpacking, but he wanted to have unpacked all his things by now. At least he had the rest of the afternoon and evening to sort out his clothes and other things from the boxes. 

But he needed to find his keys first because Brad did need to get some milk. The cute little sachets of milk his mother had probably stolen for him had all run out sadly. Getting milk sounds easy, except he had no idea where the nearest corner shop was. Did they even have corner shops here in London or was everything a supermarket?

Those simple questions made Brad smile a little as he got excited for the day ahead. He just had a feeling that this was going to be a great first day in London.

Breathing in the sweet, cedarwood air from an air freshener he had going, Brad checked his pockets and surprisingly enough (not) they weren’t there. Where were they?

Casting his mind back to Dover in the far south of England, Brad felt a wave of emotion wash over him as he remembered the great friends and boyfriend he had left behind. 

But in all fairness the beautiful boyfriend had made it clear to him, Brad wasn’t worth his time and going to London for a new job was pointless. Also there was some moaning about Brad not being able to commit to him, but Brad didn’t believe him. After all, it was always Brad who had done everything in their relationship. Maybe, no, Brad was definitely better off without him.

Walking away from the conversation and that amazing relationship was next to impossible for Brad, but he did it. He actually did it. 

A part of Brad was naturally proud of himself for doing it and forging his own path in life. Yet that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. 

Then another part of Brad still felt like this was a terrible idea. Moving so far away from the people who loved him and the job that was secure and had some great managers. Compared to so-called cutthroat London.

Brad forced those thoughts away as he walked forward and felt something cold and metallic press into his foot. Looking down Brad shook his head as he saw it was his keys. Picking them up Brad carefully placed them in his pocket.

Looking at a cardboard box next to him, Brad brushed his fingers over the smooth cardboard and saw the edge of a brilliant card his best friend Victoria had written him before Brad left. She asked him a simple question in the card because she had to go aboard sadly before he left. Victoria asked him why he had to go?

Brad knew there was nothing hurtful or sad about the card, his best friend wanted the best for him and Victoria had promised to visit him as soon as she returned.  

Yet it still made Brad think because, of course, he was young so he wanted to explore and live his own life beyond Dover. But he really wanted to experience the gay nightlife here in London. Sure, the southeast and south had some great gay clubs but there was just something about London that was alluring. After all, London was the gay capital of the UK, and maybe Europe but Brad wasn’t sure.

Sadly Brad couldn’t say that to Victoria, especially with how close her and his parents were. Just the thought of the conversations that would spark between Brad’s parents made him smile and almost laugh.

Turning around and placing his fingers on the warm metal doorknob, Brad turned it slowly as he knew for some strange reason this was going to be a wonderful day. The end of his first day in London was going to be rememberable.
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Stepping outside of his high rise London workplace, Harry walked to one side and pressed his slim, suited back against the warm metal of the building. 

He knew it must have looked weird and lots of his colleagues basically ran from the office after work. But Harry always liked to rest for a few minutes before going home. Harry liked to think of it as moving his mindset from the uptight business accountant to the more relaxed and fun person he was.

Looking around and breathing in the strange smelling mixture of car exhaust and fresh air, Harry looked at all the blocks of grey high rise London skyscrapers around him. 

That was one of his favourite things about London. It was such a weird combination of the old buildings with their stunning architecture with the new modern buildings. In a lot of places, it looked great. In other parts of London not so much sadly.

Then turning his attention to street level, Harry smiled to himself as he saw the normal flood of commuters and other office workers as it was rush hour.

Definitely something he was surprised at when he first moved to London, over six months ago, Harry wasn’t expecting the commuter rush hour to be this bad.

Even the tube and London taxis for chaotic and packed full with all the different officer workers. 

Harry gave a little smile to himself as he felt a little smug over all the other office workers, because when his accounting firm had headhunted him from a rival after university. They sold him an apartment nearby. It was wonderful. And it meant Harry could and happily would avoid the overcrowded and very sweaty tube.

Granted Harry wouldn’t mind getting sweaty with some of the other hot workers on the tube. Those men were hot!

Pushing the thought away from him, Harry heard other commuters chatting and laughing and he decided he probably should make a move. He needed to get home and prepare for some silly work function tonight. So much as moving to his fun relaxed mindset for too long.

Stepping forward, Harry stretched for a moment and started to walk into the crowd.

He crashed into someone.

His head hit another.

Someone grabbed him.

Harry grabbed too.

Looking up, Harry’s eyes widened and he instantly smiled as he looked into the beautiful deep brown eyes of a Gorgeous Man. Harry couldn’t believe how amazing this man looked with his square handsome face, short brown hair that blew angelically in the gentle wind and his killer smile that melted Harry’s heart.

Feeling that other people were trying to get past them, Gorgeous Man moved him and Harry other to one side, next to Harry’s workplace. 

A little voice in Harry’s mind was telling him to recognise who it was. It felt as if Harry knew Gorgeous Man but he couldn’t place it.

Noticing Gorgeous Man was still holding Harry gently with his soft smooth hands holding Harry’s arms. He started to remember something. It was at a time back at school over ten years ago on the last day of school at some party in the evening. 

Harry remembered a hot guy holding him just like this and they kissed in secret. Harry’s friends couldn’t know he was gay. Hell, they still didn’t know. 

As Harry looked deeper into those beautiful dark brown eyes, it twigged who Gorgeous Man was. It was his old best friend Brad, the one who got away and Harry’s biggest regret so far.
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Walking along the busy London street with tall high rise skyscrapers rising high into the sky with their cold dark grey metal cladding, and massive glass windows either side of him. Brad thought this was amazing.

As he felt the rough, hard pathway under his feet, Brad couldn’t help but admire these massive, tall buildings as everyone left them. Presumably for the London rush hour, but Brad hadn’t expected rush hour to be this busy.

There were hundreds of people on the pathway with lots and lots of black London cabs stopping and picking up passengers.

All these people were in various types of office wear. From tall and short young and old women in dresses and posh suits. To the very hot young new office workers hurrying to get to the tube before rush hour really set in.

Brad smelt in all their different scents and aftershaves and perfumes. From the great flowery and sweet perfume of the ladies to the amazing smelly manly aftershaves. This was quite a nice trip for a new boy in London.

Hearing the honking cab horns and people talking amongst themselves and into large expensive phones, Brad reminded himself that he was starting work on Monday, and if a Friday rush hour was this bad, he hated to think what a Monday one would be like.

Continuing to walk (and dodge people) through the busy London pathway, Brad tried to think about what to do tonight. Of course he needed to unpack the rest of his things but he had all weekend to do that. Maybe he could go to Soho, the real gay capital. 

Brad quickly dismissed the thought as he realised if he bought a boy back, they would probably leave at the sight of his apartment. Maybe he wouldn’t be doing that. But-

Brad walked into someone.

The person moaned.

Brad grabbed them. 

He looked at the person.

The other person looked back and oh... Brad couldn’t believe who it was. He would recognise that beautiful youthful face anywhere with that smooth stunning smile, and looked so boyish and suggestive. Even this sexy guy’s hair was just as he remembered it. Perfectly blond and wonderfully short on the sides but long on top.

And in that beautiful tight suit that highlighted everything wonderful about this guy. Brad smiled as he saw his old (but utterly
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