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DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.
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INTRODUCTION
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Romantic suspense is a rather new genre for me and it is also possibly one of the most interesting genres for a few reasons. The first reason is that whilst it is a perfect blend of romance and mystery, not a lot of writers write it unfortunately, and it’s even more interesting to see that the romantic suspense subgenre is only morphing into its own genre. Therefore, one day, romantic suspense could be a genre in its own right.

I would love that to happen.

Since I really enjoy a good romance and a good mystery so when you combine the two genres then that only makes things even better. Hence why I dedicated an entire collection to it.

Additionally, one of the things I wanted to achieve with this collection was how varied romantic suspense can be because in this collection you get to see romance spies, romantic assassins and lots of other different ways how romantic suspense can be done. And to be honest, I haven’t even scratched the surface of the different romantic suspense stories you can possibly do.

That’s another great reason why I love romantic suspense. 

And please, don’t worry, none of these stories are spicy or steamy or sexual in the slightest. I think there might be a few implied sex scenes at the end of stories but that is it. 

So now we know why romantic suspense is so great, let’s turn over the page and start reading the final twenty stories in this great five-volume collection.
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DROP AT THE BAR
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22nd October 2022

Brighton, England

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 tensed but he kept acting drunk and walking over to the cute man. If this elderly man did truly suspect the cute man as a spy then this could get very ugly very quickly.

“We know you’re gay and you will never get a promotion in our company,” the elderly man said.

Arthur felt totally relieved when the elderly man said that and he was so close to the cute man that hopefully he could save him sooner rather than later. But the only problem with acting drunk was that Arthur sadly couldn’t move as quick as he wanted.

“And what do you know about spies and missing files in the company?” the elderly man asked.

Arthur pretended to trip over and fell upon the cute man. Arthur really loved feeling the cute man’s hot, hard and slightly sweaty body as he acted to recover whilst drunk.

“Play along,” Arthur whispered to the cute man as he breathed in his hot manly scent that was really exciting Arthur.

The cute man wrapped his arms around Arthur like he was helping a stupid drunk, said bye to the elderly man and pretended to help Arthur over to a bar stool in a dark corner on the opposite side of the bar.

“Nicely played,” Arthur said as he sat on a very uncomfortable and very worn bar stool and pressed his back against the warm wall.

“You don’t get to be as good of a spy as me without learning a few things. The corporate spy game is deadly, messy and very dangerous at times,” the cute man said.

Arthur just focused on every single sexy little word that came out of the man’s big beautiful lips.

“The name’s Noah and it’s good to meet you at last Arthur,” the cute man said.

Arthur was so glad to finally have this cute man’s name but it was a little weird that Noah knew his.

“Relax Arthur,” Noah said. “I always research the peeps I’m meeting. It keeps me alive so I wanted to be sure I was safe and giving the info to a good journalist,”

Arthur instantly knew what Noah meant. He had met plenty of journalists that would happily give the corrupt information back to the corporation the spy or whistle-blower stole it from, for the right price of course.

Arthur wasn’t one of those journalists. The people had a right to know what corruption and laws were being broken by these massive monster companies. 

And Arthur had to admit it was really hot to meet someone so beautiful but also so knowledgeable about companies, journalism and how everything worked behind the scenes.

“Do you have the info?” Arthur asked.

Arthur loved seeing Noah mockingly smile at him. 

“You’re all business aren’t you?” Noah asked. “And anyway look at your nine o’clock with the elderly man,”

Arthur subtly looked over and saw the elderly man that was presumably from the company beautiful Noah was trying to expose and he was watching them with a large group of other people. 

There had to be at least ten men watching Arthur and Noah and that really unnerved him. This wasn’t good in the slightest.

“They know I stole the information and files and I wasn’t as careful as I normally am,” Noah said. “They’re watching us to see when I made a mistake, they’re exposed us and we’ll probably get arrested for stealing information or corporate espionage,”

As farfetched as some of that sounded Arthur was all too familiar with some of the lies that big companies told to discredit journalists and articles that attacked them.

“Then we need to exchange the information and get out of the bar and disappear without getting caught,” Arthur said with a massive smile on his face. 

This was going to be great fun.

Noah smiled too and Arthur was really struggling to focus on anything else but this beautiful sexy man in front of him.

“Care for a dance cutie?” Arthur asked gesturing Noah to take his hand.

As soon as Noah took Arthur’s hand, Arthur loved how soft, sexy and smooth Noah’s wonderful hands were. And that was all before Arthur realised how amazing it felt to hold Noah and the sheer attraction and passion he felt for this beautiful man was almost overwhelming.

Arthur liked Noah a damn sight more than he ever wanted to admit. Even to himself.
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As stunning Arthur pulled Noah onto the dance floor which was a very fancy term for a tableless section of the bar that allowed people to dance on the hard wooden floors, Noah was so amazed how horny he was and how much he just wanted Arthur in that moment.

Arthur wasn’t only the hottest man he had ever seen but he was also smart, intelligent and very, very crafty. 

Noah just hoped that their plan of exchanging the information, getting out of the club and disappearing into the night would work.

It was even harder with Noah’s bosses and other people that he suspected were cops watching their every move. Noah was going to have to be very careful and very clever and he had to protect the hot stunning man that was dancing with him.

Noah was rather grateful that the current song playing had a very sexual and sensual rhythm to it and whilst the vast majority of the bar were focused on them. His bosses and the undercover cops really didn’t want to watch two men dance against each other.

The great sound of people cheering, singing along and more gay and straight couples joining the dance floor echoed off the bright walls of the bar. 

The wonderful smell of hot sweaty men and women and aftershave and alcohol filled the dance floor and as soon as a group of straight people obscured the view from the undercover cops Noah got to work.

“Show time,” Noah whispered into Arthur’s ear.

Noah carefully and subtly took the USB stick with the information out of his pocket and started moving his hand all over Arthur’s amazing body.

Noah feeling up Arthur’s wonderful chest, hard stomach and lower regions definitely wasn’t needed for the mission but it was fun.

And it certainly made Noah know for certain that Arthur was very gay, aroused and into him. Exactly how Noah liked his jobs.

The straight couples moved away and Noah noticed that the elderly man and the group of cops had moved.

They were gone.

“Excuse me,” a young man said.

Noah pretended to trip forward and grab Arthur’s very firm ass. Slipping the USB stick into his back pocket in the process.

Then Noah broke away, wrapped his arms round Arthur’s shoulders and smiled at the rather cute male cop that was standing there showing them his police badge.

“Can we help you officer?” Arthur asked, like he was scared but of course Noah just knew that he was far from that.

“Sir can you please show me your hands,” the cop said to Noah.

Noah nodded and showed the cop his hands but of course they were empty.

“Sir I believe you are in the procession of stolen property including highly confidential files that would inhibit and damage national security,” the cop said.

Noah really forced himself not to smile, he had to give it to his bosses at the corrupt and abusive company. They certainly knew what lies and fake evidence to show the police.

“Oh my god,” Arthur said taking a few steps back and sounding really high-pitched.

Noah loved it how Arthur was going to play the dumb-stupid-gay card.

“You mean he’s a criminal. Oh my, I couldn’t have that. I knew I shouldn’t have come to a straight bar,” Arthur said.

Noah forced himself not to laugh.

The cop smiled at Arthur. “It’s okay sir. I just need to ask Noah a few questions but you’re free to go. Have a good night,”

Arthur weakly smiled at the cop and started to back away. 

Noah was so glad that Arthur was going to be able to slip away from the bar without suspicion with the information needed to expose the company.

As Arthur started to walk away Noah had to admit he looked stunning from the rear and Noah’s horniest was seriously struggling to stay in check.

“Wait officer,” the elderly man said. “He was acting drunk earlier and now he’s fine. Something is dodgy with him too,”

Noah just frowned as his idiot bosses in their dark black suits surrounded Arthur and the cop too didn’t look impressed.

Maybe their getaway wouldn’t be as easy as he thought.

Noah just feared things were going to get very ugly for both of them.

And he had no clue how to save the cute stunning man he was really attracted to.

Not a clue at all.

***
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Arthur was seriously starting to hate this absolutely stupid and pathetic and homophobic dick of an elderly man and the other men surrounding him on the dance floor. All Arthur wanted to do was expose a corrupt and abusive company but clearly there was no way that was going to happen for a little while.

Arthur had to escape from this mess.

“Sir,” the male cop said, “I’ll ask you once and then you’re on your own. Do you have the stolen information on you?”

Arthur partly wanted to keep playing up the dumb-gay routine because it was so easy and it was the only thing working for him at the moment and sadly he just knew it was the only thing saving him for now. 

Arthur looked over the wooden bar with the pretty young woman currently pouring a tray of drinks and she was watching him intensely.

He winked at her and she lowered her head and kept pouring the drinks.

Arthur doubted she was going to be worth any help but he had to try.

“Sir,” the cop said.

“Listen mate,” Arthur said in a very high pitched voice. “I ain’t a criminal, I ain’t even from Brighton I came here fun. I didn’t know it was so criminal honest,”

“He’s lying,” the elderly man said.

The cop looked at the ground and then exchanged glances with Noah and Arthur. Arthur really loved how cool and collective and confident Noah looked given the situation.

Even now with them both about to be arrested Noah still looked so hot and beautiful. 

The cop took out his handcuffs. “Both of you are coming with me. We can sort this out down at the station,”

Arthur took a few steps back as the cop came towards him. Why the cop was going to arrest him first he didn’t know.

“Wait officer. I’m innocent. Please, believe me,” Arthur said.

The young woman walked past holding a massive tray of shots and Arthur instantly took out the USB stick.

The young woman tripped and the entire tray of drinks went over the cop.

The woman fell to the floor but Arthur subtly passed her the USB stick.

Arthur saw her quickly stuff the stick in her bra.

“I’m so sorry officer,” the young woman said.

“It’s okay Miss. It was an accident,” the officer said with a massive schoolboy smile.

“She’s lying,” the elderly man said. “She-”

“Silence,” the cop said and he just looked at Arthur.

“Officer,” Arthur said. “Pat me down right here and now and you’ll see I have nothing to hide,” 

The cop didn’t seem convinced but with the spilt alcohol dripping off him he clearly wanted to go back to the station and get changed and probably just go home so he nodded.

Arthur parted his legs and held his legs sideways and the cop quickly patted him down. Arthur hated the rough feeling of the cop’s touch-up but the cop was done.

The cop even remembered to search all of Arthur’s pockets which a lot of cops forget but of course there was nothing to find.

“You’re free to go and-” the officer said before he realised that Noah was gone.

“Officer-” the elderly man said.

The cop shot the elderly man and the rest of his large group a warning finger and just stormed off. Clearly the cop was done with the elderly man’s stupid games and he left the bar.

The young woman walked past Arthur again and she subtly slipped the USB stick into the back of his jeans. Arthur had to admit she was flat out amazing and he was going to pay her later for all of her wonderful help.

Arthur just walked out of the bar but now he was really curious about where in the world that hot beautiful man Noah had gone to. 

And why had he left so quickly without even saying goodbye?
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As bad as Noah felt for just abandoning sexy Arthur in the bar, it was needed and from years of experience that was the only way to confuse and make the cop angry enough to just leave the two of them alone.

Noah sat on Brighton beach in the darkness with the pitch black sea in front of him crashing into the cold sand. The coldness radiated up through his jeans but Noah didn’t really mind too much, it was the chills had made him feel alive and okay and alert.

In the darkness of the sandy beach seemed to stretch on endlessly to his sides with the bright almost-fun-fair lights in the distance and the lights from the hotels and casinos on the seafront burning away some of the darkness.

But after the mission, Noah just really enjoyed the quiet sound of the crashing waves, the coldness of the sand and the lack of people. But Noah still couldn’t believe he had actually left that stunning man in the bar.

It was so normal for Noah to leave people behind and just get out of situations with cops, companies and everything else that he had actually done it without thinking, but Arthur was different.

And it was that feeling that Arthur was special that annoyed him, in a good way.

Normally Noah loved being with so many men, having great sex with him and then leaving the relationship after a few weeks (or days more often than not) it was just easier with his corporate spy lifestyle. But after meeting someone as stunning, clever and cunning as Arthur, Noah wasn’t sure if he wanted that life anymore.

Ever since Noah had been a little boy he had dreamed of coming home to a stunning man after a mission, kissing him and just talking about it, like his parents did. Noah’s parents worked hard every single day of their life, came home and told each other everything. They were both so loving and caring to each other.

Noah just wanted to do that with a man.

As much as Noah didn’t want to admit it, he was going to have to risk everything again by going back to that bar, showing his face and making sure that Arthur was okay.

And if there was a choice between Arthur getting arrested and charged with the corporate espionage instead of him, Noah was perfectly okay with changing places for the first time ever. Not that this had ever happened before anyway.

Noah stood up and started to walk towards the concrete stairs upwards to the seafront when he just stopped and smiled when he saw stunning Arthur was walking down towards him.

And he wouldn’t have blamed Arthur for leaving him, hating him or even exposing his corporate spying activities for almost getting him arrested, but Arthur honestly did look happy to see him.

It was in that moment that Noah knew that if Arthur wanted a relationship then there was a great chance that everything was going to be okay, wonderful and even magical.

And there wasn’t a single man Noah would rather spend his time with. Arthur was wonderfully stunning, clever and cunning and that was exactly the sort of man Noah wanted.

He just hoped that Arthur felt the exact same way.
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A month later, Arthur was sitting up on his massive Queen-size bed looking at his tablet early on a Sunday morning reading the news headlines when he learnt that his article had caused shockwaves throughout the UK.

Arthur pulled the very beautiful and sexy and seriously hot Noah closer to him as he slept in only his tight black boxers that thankfully left very little to the imagination. The bright morning sunlight shone through Arthur’s large windows and the bright blue walls of his bedroom amplified the sunlight to make the bedroom feel even more perfect and spacious and airy.

Some other interior designer tricks that he had learnt from that damn ex-boyfriend.

Arthur really loved how his article had exposed the entire string of abusive, corrupt and illegal practices that not only Noah’s company used but a ton of other companies in the same industry. Arthur’s article had even become so major that it had made international news and Arthur had received ten job offers from all over the world.

Arthur would be lying if he wasn’t considering travelling to New Zealand, Canada or mainland Europe to tackle some corrupt companies in these countries. 

But as Noah woke up and kissed him, Arthur just savoured the passionate, soft kisses that he had really loved waking up to every single morning for the past month. He had even helped Noah on another corporate espionage case that was surprisingly tense, and that had only made him love Noah even more.

And then it dawned on Arthur that for the first time in maybe ever, he actually realised that there was more to life than work, news stories and promotions.

There was also love in life, and as he slowly ran his fingers down Noah’s hard chest and stomach, and loved the feeling of attraction that pulsed through him, Arthur honestly realised that love was the most important part of life after all.

And as Noah took Arthur’s tablet away and started kissing him and got on top of him, Arthur just knew that they were made for each other. They both loved their work, they both loved exposing corrupt companies and most importantly they both seriously loved each other.

Those were the three most important things to Arthur and he was seriously looking forward to spending a lot of time with Noah and definitely growing old with him.

Because this really was true love.

––––––––
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MATED AT THE MORGUE
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This was bad! This was so so bad!

In all my life I have never been in such a bad situation, because I am currently paralysed and laying on a fucking morgue table.

Now I do not blame you in the slightest for not exactly knowing what it feels like, but for starters, I’m not dead. I’m just very, very paralysed which is horrific in itself. And to make matters even worse, the massive metal slab of a morgue table I’m currently on is freezing cold.

I mean it must have been put in a freezer overnight, because I am freezing here, and I’m deadly certain (probably not the best idea to use deadly in a place like this) that if I could move I would be shivering.

But sadly I am completely paralysed and the strangest thing about all of this is whenever the morgue attendees come in they talk about me like I’m dead and I’m about to be sliced into. 

Personally I really don’t like the idea of that, I don’t know about you, but I don’t like being thought of as dead when I’m very much alive. And to make matters worse, the entire morgue smells so horrible of extremely strong orange, cloves and clementine scented chemicals.

I don’t want to have to breathe in all that until one of two things happens. Even a very smart person realises I’m alive and they help me. Or the admittedly (and far more) terrifying option is someone cuts me open and then I die.

Truly.

So as I laid here and stare up at the massive white ceiling with a massive white light shining overhead, which I took as a massive cruel joke, I was seriously starting to doubt I would ever survive.

In all honesty I’m not even too sure how I ended up in such a situation. I’m an office worker you see by day and I work in a massive investment bank doing computers, accounts and admin things. It is actually a lot more interesting than it sounds, and because I helped the CEO get a few million pounds of investment yesterday. I went out for drinks with my friends.

We went out for dinner first, of course, because I learn during university that dinner was critical if you want to spend all night drinking. And that’s a very pro tip.

But I suppose things started to become a problem when I was on my tenth cocktail (and the real key there is not to mix drinks!) and my mouth started to burn and I could taste my golden chicken goujons and crispy juicy deep fried chicken. 

Then I woke up here. 

The only thing I can possibly think of was I can vomited, become paralysed and now I was here in this morgue on a wonderfully cold slab on a Saturday morning instead of in my bed, hopefully with a gay guy that I picked up the night before.

The sound of some kind of door opening made me want to look around, blink and do something else. But that was impossible and I really wanted to scream when an elderly man with a face covered in ache looked at me and licked his lips.

I wanted to really fucking scream then!

“Don’t worry,” the elderly man said, “the good Doctor will find out what happened to you,”

I wanted to shout at him and tell him I didn’t need anything because I was alive, fit and very well. I didn’t need him doing anything to me.

“Doctor,” the elderly man said dipping his head slightly.

If I could move I would have breathed a sigh of relief when I saw this man was only a volunteer helper. But I wasn’t exactly sure if that was very comforting, because who the hell volunteers to help out at a morgue in their retirement!

“Thank you Wilfred,” presumably the doctor said.

I just wanted to roll my eyes. Wilfred. I’m sorry but that was such a stupid name and so old fashioned, and when I saw Wilfred walk away I was seriously happy.

“That will be all today, Wil. I’ll deal with this body and if anyone more come in over the weekend I’ll deal with them on Monday. Go home and enjoy the weekend,” presumably the doctor said.

“You sure doc?” 

I didn’t know what the doctor did, but I really hoped he only nodded as I heard the door shut behind Wilfred. 

Then it locked.

Now I am no expert in doors, how they work and how they lock. But I am extremely sure morgues and their doctors and their dead patients wouldn’t have a reason to be locked in the same room together.

I seriously didn’t want to be here anymore!

A few moments later the massive white light moved away from my face and focused on my chest, and... wow?

I was staring at a seriously hot sexy man with an angular face, model-like looks and the most stunning emerald green eyes I had ever seen. This man was hot!

Yet I was a little unsure of him because he looked so young (about my age to be honest), so I couldn’t understand how he was a doctor and was conducting autopsies all by himself.

But god this man was hot.

The Doctor smiled at me as he looked into my unmoving, paralysed eyes. Then he checked my patient information, presumably from the police and paramedics.

“Mr Luke Ashley,” the doctor said, “you’re quite the looker, and I locked the door so we can have some privacy,”

Shit!

This was just my fucking luck wasn’t it. I wasn’t actually dead, I was alive and I was going to be “touched up” by a doctor that liked dead bodies. What the fuck!

I really, really tried to lift a finger, blink and kick. But nothing was moving, I was perfectly alive and there was no way to prove it.

The Doctor gently ran a finger down my slightly muscular chest and my slightly six-pack abs, and then I felt his finger hit something. Then I realise was I extremely grateful for the towel covering my lower section.

“You know Luke,” the Doctor said, “you actually remind me a little of my ex-boyfriend. He left me a few weeks ago when I graduated medical school,”

Now I felt so stupid for really wanting to shiver with excitement at the way he said my name. He sounded so sexy, charming- and utterly creepy as I saw him trying to decide which scalpel to use to cut me open.

I had to do something!

“And I’m sorry. I’m Doctor Calum Limestone and I’m covering the current doctor whilst he’s on holiday for the weekend,” he said.

I had to admit Calum was a good name, and he did look great. 

Calum pressed the cold scalpel against my chest and I really wanted to scream, lash out or just do something to stop him.

“If you were alive, I would never do this to you. You’re beautiful and I’m sure you have an interesting life. It’s wrong that great looking guys like you die,”

I’m not fucking dead genius!

The scalpel sliced into my flesh and I felt my bright red blood drip down my sides onto the freezing cold morgue slab I was resting on.

“Wait,” Calum said gently. Then he started to inspect the blood.

He might be starting to understand.

Calum sliced a bit more.

Fucking idiot!

More blood dripped out of the wound. I just wanted to scream.

“This isn’t right. That’s a lot of blood and it’s too bright for this to be normal,” Calum said.

No shit Sherlock!

Calum just shook his head like he was overreacting and sliced a bit more. I felt more blood drip down my sides and even pool slightly on my chest.

“Shit!” Calum said. 

Then he instantly started to apply pressure to his slices and his stunning emerald eyes just stared into mine.

Calum weakly smiled. “I’m sorry. I’ll fix this. I won’t let you die,”

***
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I didn’t know how long I had been out (well, not in the gay sense at least), but when I opened my eyes slowly. Bright natural sunlight shone through a massive floor-to-ceiling window and I was thankfully in a very comfortable hospital bed with fine sheets, a comfortable pillow and various pieces of equipment all around me.

The entire place smelt great with hints of lavender, roses and tulips filling the air and I was really glad to be out in the land of the living.

And I could move!

I raised my hand in front of my face and just focused on how great it felt to be able to move my fingers, toes and arms. It was such a great feeling.

The sound of the equipment humming, buzzing and beeping was actually a good reminder of what normal life sounded like instead of the cold silence of the morgue.

Then I looked at the massive window and saw a very hot man looking back at me. I wasn’t sure why Doctor Calum was here, but I was rather glad he was, even after he kept cutting into me.

There was just something about his amazing smile, emerald eyes and his angular face that I just loved. And I seriously just wanted to ask him out and see where the future might take us.

Calum slowly walked towards me and sat down on a wooden chair that I hadn’t noticed before was sitting there by my bed.

“I am sorry,” he said.

“Sorry about the privacy and locking the door,” I said, smiling.

Calum looked so scared for a few moments, but then he smiled too. 

“You were awake then? How long?” he asked.

“All of it. But that elderly man’s creepy,” I said.

Calum laughed. “Yea. That’s why they rejected him at the hospital. But I’m really glad you’re okay,”

“What happened to me? How long was I out for?” I asked.

Calum gestured if he could take my hand and I didn’t even hesitate.

“This might be hard for you to hear,” Calum said, slowly rubbing my hand. I loved the feeling of his hands against mine. “You were poisoned on your night out by your CEO,”

It was amazing to feel my eyebrows rise as he said that.

“Turns out your CEO felt embarrassed by your success, and he was a bit psychotic anyway. So he poisoned you and planned to watch your paralysed face as he killed you later on,”

I held his hand tighter. 

“Thankfully the poison acted too quickly and your friends got the cops involved. So you were declared dead, the police investigated and your boss was arrested,”

I just nodded. At least I would never have to worry about him again.

“Thanks for waiting for me,” I said, I managed to surprise myself at that.

When I first met this amazingly hot man, I had been terrified of being “touched up” and more as he believed I was dead. Then I believed I was going to be killed by him. And now... and now I really wanted to him.

This definitely has to be the weirdest meet-cue in history.

Calum lent closer. “I know you... you might not be into men. But I was wondering-”

I couldn’t help but laugh as Calum turned all nervous, shaky and like he was a little schoolboy again.

“Yes,” I said. “I’ll go on a second date with you,”

“Second?” he asked.

I just smiled. “You saw me naked in the morgue. That’s a date to me,”

Calum laughed and he really had the cutest laugh ever, and I loved it.

As we kept talking, laughing and smiling at each other like two teenage boys, I never thought I would meet my soulmate like this. But I was so glad I had, Calum was an amazing guy and I was really, really looking forward to the future.

And spending the rest of my life with this man who always made me feel utterly amazing.
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UNWANTED RETURN
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Adam Penn had always loved the wonderful warm feeling of love, respect and Christmassy goodness that he felt in Canterbury’s breathtaking Christmas markets. He normally walked through the historical cobblestone high street at the weekdays when he lectured at the university on psychology, and then at the weekend when he went to volunteer at the soup kitchen, heart attack charity shop and occasionally helped out coaching an under-10s football team.

Adam really did love helping people all through the entire year and really try to amplify the Christmas spirit. 

But he never ever wanted to see his abuser return.

Of course some people might have said Adam had only seen the merest of glimpses of Jamie Button through the immense crowds of people with their thick winter coats, their laughter and joy echoing in the high street and fathers carrying little kids on their shoulders.

But Adam knew what he saw.

Adam just stood to one side against the icy coldness of a white wall of a local bank as he assessed the situation. He tried to focus on the immense sea of people in front of him, people walking up and down the high street singing, dancing and spreading Christmas cheer.

It was too much and all the people there were just checking the little wooden Christmas stalls. Like the doughnut stall in front of Adam with all its rows upon rows of festively decorated doughnuts.

The loud sound of Christmas music, people laughing and even the sound of arcade games echoed off the walls of the high street. There was no chance whatsoever Adam could possibly hear his attacker coming.

It wasn’t even like Adam could call the police or anything because they would only turn around and say that James was in prison for stalking, psychological abuse and trying to kill Adam in the end. They wouldn’t believe what Adam saw.

But James was here.

Adam had spent five long years being attacked, mocked and bullied by that monster. 

Adam had carved every single youthful, stunning pore on his ex-boyfriend’s face into his mind so it was flat out impossible for him to forget what he looked like.

The police hadn’t even been too interested the last time when Adam had first reported the abuse. Apparently gay people didn’t abuse their boyfriends that only happened to straight women.

Well that was a fucking joke if there ever was one.

There was one cop that tried to help and support Adam and eventually got James arrested and charged. But that strikingly beautiful cop AJ had fled soon after the trial.

There wasn’t a single explanation, goodbye or anything. And it was then that Adam realised that he could only ever depend on himself.

And that most men were simply awful.

“I can see you,” James said.

Adam looked around but he couldn’t see him.

Adam could recognise that voice anywhere. James was here and he sounded just as deranged, insane and scary as he always did.

James had been caring and loving once but after his plan to isolate Adam from everyone who ever loved him had worked he had revealed his true self.

And even after the abuse and attempted murder, his family and friends still wanted nothing to do with him. apparently he deserved it.

Adam looked around trying to see where James might be in the sea of happy joyous visitors to the Christmas market. He couldn’t see anyone strange or anyone looking at him.

Adam was completely invisible to everyone else and that was actually what James had said about the reason why he had chosen Adam to target.

All Adam had to do was just leave, get home and try to call the police. There was still that restraining order in place so hopefully the police could do something.

Yes. That was exactly what Adam had to do.

He pushed himself off the white wall of the bank and started to carefully go back up the high street. He didn’t dare go into the crowd of people because that would make it too easy for James to sneak up on him with a knife.

And kill him.

Adam kept walking pulling the black hood of his coat over his head in some lame attempt to make himself even more invisible.

Adam realised his heart pounded in his chest. Sweat was pouring down his back despite the icy coldness of the night. And all Adam could think was that he was going to die tonight.

He tried to focus on the lumpy, bumpy texture of the cobblestone high street he was walking on but it was useless. He just couldn’t stop thinking about dying.

Adam even tried to see if anyone was following him in all the different glass windows of the stunning shops in the high street.

He looked at the glass windows of a little coffee shop that Adam loved because of their milkshakes. But he couldn’t see anyone.

Someone grabbed Adam.

Pinning him against the wall.

Adam tried to scream. Someone slammed their hand over his mouth.

Adam struggled. Kicked. Tried to fight. He couldn’t.

“It’s me,” a very familiar voice said.

Adam’s body recognised the voice before his brain could and all the tension was released, his heart calmed down and the sweat stopped pouring down his back.

Adam just looked at the strikingly beautiful man that was pinning him to the wall. His AJ had returned to him after so many years, so many years of not knowing what happened, wondering if their brief fling during the trial had been real and so many years of not trusting men anymore.

AJ got off Adam, grabbed his hand and started walking him up the high street.

“James was released from prison two days ago. It was down to a clerical error instead and train tickets show he arrived in Canterbury an hour ago,” AJ
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