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MI6 Officer Alexander Davies, Alex for short, had always loved the more glamourous side of spying and espionage and doing whatever it took to get the information the UK Government needed to do its business, so when he was given the opportunity to go to a black tie gallery opening filled with extremists, but admittedly hot men, he didn’t have an issue in going.

Alex stood in his dark blue bedroom with the cold lonely double bed perfectly made behind him, chests of drawers filled with false passports, money and more lined the edges of the room, and Alex’s favourite piece of furniture in the entire world rested right next to the large floor-to-ceiling window to his left. Alex really did love his dark brown wooden wardrobe filled with fine suits, clothes and shirts that might have been expensive but he really loved the cool, luxurious feeling of the expensive fabrics against his skin. 

And on the top shelf of the wardrobe, Alex loved it that he had such a great range of aftershaves, some were poisonous to certain people and some weren’t, but for tonight Alex was just going to wear his favourite. A little brand he had picked up in Paris a few years ago and even though he couldn’t pronounce the name at all, he had always loved its sweet aroma of oranges, grapefruits and a subtle undertone of lemon running under it all.

That had definitely attracted a boy or two. 

Alex stood in front of a large square mirror that an ex-boyfriend bought him before catching Alex in too many lies, and when the person that Alex had thought was the love of his life had found out what he did for a living, he flipped and stormed out and Alex thankfully never ever saw him again.

As Alex finished tying up his bowtie and straightening out the minor creases in his black suit made from silk that completed his outfit of a black blazer, trousers and a crisp white shirt with a little black bowtie as an added bonus, he supposed that he would have preferred to be spying on Iran, North Korea or any of the normal targets that he looked at on his computer, but it was always great to get out from time to time.

Besides from the fact that he only ever seemed to meet truly hot men on missions, but they were never the sort of men that Alex wanted to date. 

They were monsters after all.

Alex had even had an offer to go clubbing tonight with some work friends, but Alex just had to go to this party, identify the leader of the extremist group that was hosting the party and leave.

To normal people that probably sounded so easy, but when the entire guest list were extremists that wanted to burn out the UK for being too soft on foreigners (but this group was talking about the Welsh, Scottish and Northern Irish who were all legal citizens of the UK) that only complicated matters.

It was even worst that Alex couldn’t bring a gun or any weapons whatsoever because the party’s security was so tight so Alex was hardly impressed about that.

Alex finally managed to get his bowtie perfectly straight and he had to admit that he looked great in his black suit, and it was just a shame that no one attractive or into Alex in the slightest would ever see him in it.

That was definitely one of the worst things about being a spy. Alex truly adored MI6 for having enough faith in him to let him travel the world, spying on the UK’s enemies and protecting the innocent people of the UK. But the only real problem was that it was so lonely at times.

MI6 hardly hired that many gay people, unlike MI5, so it was next to impossible to date and it was even harder to find gay friends that actually understood him. Sure there were some posh snobs from the English nobility that had been casted out of their rich families for being gay, but that was far from the same.

Especially as Alex had been born to a poor family, no mother and only raised by his father who had celebrated Alex when he finally came out.

So Alex hardly fitted in with the rich posh snobs of MI6 and the English “nobility”.

Alex dashed out the door of his London apartment and really looked forward to travelling across London to this extremist party.

The idea of spying on a group of extremists with certain death being the consequence if he got caught excited him way more than it should have.
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French DGSE agent Hugo Petain had never ever understood why the English were obsessed with three things, like they were the only things that mattered in the entire world, judging by the past hour of conversations Hugo had had with these extremists, it seemed the English were only concerned with burning down the three other nations of the UK because of these dirty foreigners, killing off socialism for good and most importantly, making sure the disease-ridden French stopped invading the UK.

Hugo had no idea where some of these extremists got those ideas from, but when the President of France asked Hugo specifically to come to this awful party filled with the very worst kind of English people, he supposed he had no choice.

And it was a great benefit that Hugo could control his French accent perfectly, and it did make him very popular at French parties because Hugo could do any accent perfectly that his friends asked of him.

It was also remarkably helpful in spy work too.

After an hour of talking with so many extremists in their tight black suits, horrible oxford-laced (or whatever they were called) black shoes and black trousers, Hugo just stood at the back of the very large function room the party was in and just studied it like he had another three times tonight.

The function room itself was horrible and terribly English with its dark brown oak walls that seemed to suck out all the light of the room, there were bookcases filled with first editions built into the four walls (but Hugo seriously doubted any of these extremists could read) and there was a very large chandelier hanging from the white textured ceiling. 

The chandelier itself was certainly French made judging by the craftsmanship, so Hugo was a little surprised these people wanted something so disease ridden at their party, but it just proved how stupid all these people were.

But even Hugo had to admit that he really did love the stunning skyline of London with all its skyscrapers, ancient landmarks and little lights that lit up the horizon through the massive floor-to-ceiling windows that were dotted about on the wall to Hugo’s right.

Hugo had rather enjoyed tonight so far because for the most part the English were just troublemakers, or at least their politicians were, but he had to admit the English did produce some very fine-looking men. Of course mainland European men were always more beautiful than the English, but Hugo wouldn’t mind bedding some of these extremists for information purposes, of course.

Hugo leant against an icy cold oak wall nursing his small glass of whiskey from almighty Scotland, now there was a country that Hugo could fully support and move to, and it was just another sign that these extremists were hypocrites.

Hugo was really looking forward to leaving the party so he could crack on with some missions whilst he was in the UK. He did need to hack into the UK Government and see what post-Brexit rubbish they were planning so at least France could prepare defence measures, a small top-secret MI6 boat patrol had already invaded French waters and killed ten soldiers.

Including Hugo’s boyfriend of five years, so he was hardly impressed with the British Secret Service and he was more than happy that the Director of DGSE had given him permission to hack into MI6 too if he wanted it.

And Hugo really did want it.

“Mr Petain,” a very elderly and fragile man said in an expensive suit as he walked up to Hugo.

Hugo bowed his head slightly, because that was what apparently the English did when they met a “superior” even though surely everyone should have been equal at this party.

“We are grateful for your donation to our cause, please thank your wife for us,” the man said.

Hugo raised his glass. “I will thank you dear sir. It is only because of the brave men like you and your friends that there is a chance for us to be free of the smelly French and extremist Scots, Welsh and Irish,” 

“Hey, hey,” the man said cheering with Hugo.

As soon as the man wandered off Hugo felt like he was going to be sick. At least the money that Hugo had transferred to this extremist group’s bank account had been revealed the name all their accounts were under, and with most of them being based in the EU, the DGSE was leading the charge in freezing the accounts now.

Hugo just wanted to see who was in charge though, everyone at the party had said that the boss was turning up later to reveal the new plans for an “event” that would help them to get rid of the French once and for all, so Hugo sadly had to stay a little longer.

Hugo was about to finish his drink when he noticed a new person walk in, and Hugo straightened his back just in case this guy was the boss or something.

Wow.

Hugo just stared wide-eyed and like a deer in headlights as he watched the absolutely gorgeous sexy man walk into the party, looking a little lost.

Hugo simply loved the man’s tight expensive black silk blazer, trousers and white shirt that highlighted how sensationally fit he was under all those clothes. The man was so beautiful and perfect that Hugo just didn’t know what to do.

His hands turned sweaty, his heart started to beat faster and he was just so beautiful that Hugo really, really wanted to run his hands through the gorgeous man’s longish well-styled brown hair.

He was beyond hot, and he was far more beautiful than any English man deserved to be.

And even though he was probably a foul awful extremist that would be serving life sentences in a few years' time Hugo just had to talk to this gorgeous man.

Just in case he wasn’t.
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Alex was immediately hit with the aromas of strong whiskey, French cheese and another strange but awful smell that he just couldn’t detect yet. 

Alex wasn’t even a fan of the function room itself, it was very upper-class English with so much poshness and snobbiness built into the room that Alex just wanted to leave. He really didn’t like the dark brown oak walls, the first-editions in the built bookcases that were rather vaguer in his opinion, but he had to admit he did like the French chandelier.

Alex could instantly tell that it was French because it was so classy, sparkling and rather dazzling in a way that English made goods were very rarely done. It really did help to bring the room together but at least Alex knew that he was dealing with hypocrites, he hated fighting hard-line true-believer extremists.

But hypocrites were a lot more manageable.

Alex started looking at all the very tall and fit extremist men in their tight black suits and horrible oxford laced shoes and their pompous attitudes that Alex didn’t agree with in the slightest. And whilst Alex completely believed that the UK and Britain could become “great” again, it most certainly wasn’t going to become great through extremism and killing.

Yet these people probably disagreed entirely.

“Hello,” a man said. “I’m Hugo Petain,” 

Alex looked around to see who was talking to him and... holy fuck.

Alex’s mouth actually dropped when he saw a very cute tall guy standing next to him, offering out his hand. Alex seriously loved the man’s strong jawline, short but extremely cute looking blond hair and bright sapphire eyes. 

He was just so cute.

And Alex seriously loved the man in his tight black suit that left very little to the imagination, at least Alex knew that he was well-endorsed below, that was always a bonus.

Alex felt his stomach fill with butterflies and blood rushed to wayward parts as he shook the cute guy’s hand, and Alex thought he was going to faint as the sheer rush of attraction, chemistry and affection flowed between them.

Then Alex wondered if the man was going to kiss his hand, like they occasionally did in France at times, but the cute guy seemed to stop himself.

When Alex’s face started to hurt from smiling so much, he realised that he hadn’t intended to smile at this cute guy, but he was so beautiful.

But Alex couldn’t understand what a French man was doing here. Sure the man didn’t look French or say it in the slightest, but if the man was a spy then it meant nothing. And Petain was definitely a French surname
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