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“THAT, MY BOY, WAS THE smoothest landing I think I’ve ever experienced.” Walter Harold Melton III clapped the young blond pilot on the back before exiting through the forward hatch and lumbering down the stairs of his private jet. Yelling back over his shoulder, he added, “most of the time I detest flying into London in the winter months because of the generally horrid weather. But you made it seem easy, Garrett. Maybe I should hire you as my pilot full time.”

“Don’t even think about it, Blue Eyes.” Bradley Connors grumbled somewhat lightheartedly as he too passed by the cockpit of the lavishly comfortable Gulfstream, earning himself a sunshiny smile from the man himself. “I don’t care how much you love zooming around in this damn air palace. Melton can’t have you. Let him get his own flyboy.”

That earned Bradley a chuckle from the pilot and an unobtrusive smack to his rear end as he took the first step out of the plane onto the top of the air stairs. Luckily, Bradley had one hand on the railing or that move might have caused him to miss his footing. He wasn’t used to his personal pilot being so handsy in public. Not that he was complaining, mind you. He loved it whenever he managed to tease his husband into a little bit of playful public fun and, for about half a minute, Bradley seriously contemplated turning around, heading back into the plane, and pulling the hatch firmly closed behind him so he could bend the naughty little pilot over the captain's chair and have his way with him. But, when he looked up and saw Melton waiting for them on the apron of the runway, he decided that particular fantasy would have to wait. Maybe he’d save that for their flight home in two weeks when Melton wasn’t flying with them. 

Bradley tried to school his face so his client, the formidable CEO of BritCom International, wouldn’t be able to read his mind and see all the nasty plans his advertising partner was cooking up for the return trip back to the states. If Melton knew what Bradley was contemplating, he probably wouldn't be quite so eager to loan them the company’s private jet for future excursions. But it wasn’t Bradley’s fault that the mere thought of his husband sitting behind the control stick in the cockpit of the powerful jet got him completely hot and bothered. James was tempting no matter what he was doing but, when he was totally in his element, soaring above the clouds, in complete control of a powerful aircraft, and the only thing between that plane and its passengers’ fiery demise, Bradley found him too hot for words. He couldn’t help it; he had a bit of a kink for bossy, confident blond twinks.

No wonder he’d been such a pushover for the brash and fearless RAF pilot he’d encountered when he’d stumbled through that time rift into WWII London almost three years ago. 

Was it already three years? Bradley couldn’t believe that the time had flown past that quickly. It seemed like just the other day when he’d found himself, by mistake, waking up on the pavement in the middle of an air raid, only to be taken in hand by the dashing, young RAF pilot who’d helped him find shelter in the nearby Tube station. Thank fuck that James had found him. And that James had eventually fallen so head over heels in love with Bradley that he’d agreed to risk jumping through time to make a home with him in the future. It had all been worth it, though. Bradley had never dared imagine his life would be as fulfilling - as rewarding - as it had been since he’d convinced James to join him. To marry him, even. To say it had all been a whirlwind would be an understatement and yet Bradley had never been happier. He wouldn’t change a thing about his life or his husband. 

Bradley descended the air stairs and then waited alongside Melton until the man of the hour had finished saying a hasty goodbye to his co-pilot before joining them on the tarmac. Melton’s assistant was already wrangling their bags, so they simply left the man to it and walked towards the building that served as the terminal for the few private and charter planes which used this section of Heathrow Airport. It was rather nice, Bradley thought, not to have to fight the masses in the main terminal to get through customs or wait in line for their bags. It certainly paid to have wealthy friends who were willing to fly you around in their private jets. 

“So, young man, are you ready for your presentation this weekend?” Melton directed his observant gaze in James’ direction. “I had to pull quite a few strings to get you that speakers’ invitation to the Young Aviators Club, you know. But, if you do a good job talking up the Eagle Air Academy - which I’m sure you will - I expect we will find rousing support for our little endeavor.”

“I’ll do my best, Sir.” James’ old-fashioned formality tended to come out when he spoke to his patron and mentor. “And thank you again for providing me with this opportunity. I just hope talking in front of all these big wigs isn’t too far above my pay grade. I wouldn’t want Eagle Air to get a bum rap just because I got nervous and fudged it up.”

“Nonsense. You’ll do fine, Garrett. Just fine,” Melton assured him with a fatherly pat on his shoulder. “If all else fails, just talk aircraft with them and they’ll be eating out of your hands in no time. You know more about airplanes than anyone I’ve ever met, and that’s the kind of thing these Aviator fellows will appreciate. Trust me.”

“You’re going to be great, Blue Eyes.” Bradley reached over to squeeze James’ hand. “You’ve been working on that speech for two weeks now. You’ll win them over in no time. And by next week we should have half a dozen new donors and maybe even a few new volunteer instructors for your charity.”

“I hope you’re both right.” James reached the door to the terminal and politely held it open for Melton and Bradley. “The Eagle Air kids deserve all the help they can get. I’m so proud of how quickly they seem to pick up the stuff we’re teaching them. And not just the flying, either - that part is easy, because who doesn’t love flying - but the engineering too. That’s exactly why I need to bring in some more wealthy sponsors; those college scholarships we’re hoping to fund sure aren’t cheap.”

James winked and hit his companions with one of those huge, blindingly bright smiles, making Bradley feel the same fluttering in his chest that hit every fucking time James smiled at him. It was impossible not to fall in love with James when he smiled like that. Hell, even stodgy old Melton was smiling back at the young pilot like he hung the moon.

“Well, if all else fails,” Bradley suggested, “just smile at them like that and they’ll be throwing buckets of money at you without you having to say anything at all.”

“Stop.” James’ cheeks pinked up with an adorable blush that just added to his allure. “I doubt any of the folks I’ll be meeting with will be as much of an active duty gentleman as you are.”

“Not that I lean that way myself, mind you,” Melton interrupted to add his two cents, “but I’m with your husband on this, Garrett. Even I find myself bowled over by that smile of yours on occasion. Besides, using all your . . . Shall we say ‘talents’ . . . Can’t hurt when you’re trying to butter up new investors. Whatever it takes, right?”

Melton’s wink back at James made Bradley chuckle. The BritCom CEO was not only a savvy businessman but, over the years since they’d met, Bradley had come to realize that Melton had quite the sense of humor as well. And most importantly, Walter wasn’t a homophobe like some of the assholes clients he’d met along the way. 

“But if all else fails, Blue Eyes, just let me know. I’m happy to swoop in and work my charms on any of the ones who manage to escape yours. After all, that’s why I’m here. To provide backup, emotional support, and play the part of the attractive arm candy for the dashing young international entrepreneur. Right?” Bradley was thrilled to see that he’d made James blush again; embarrassing him had become one of Bradley’s favorite hobbies. “The only problem is, I haven’t decided what to wear to the cocktail party tomorrow. Should it be the peach dress or the teal? What do you think, dear? Personally, I think the teal goes better with my eyes.” Bradley batted his lashes at James and pretended to curtsy. 

James, who was used to his husband’s teasing by then, merely swatted at Bradley’s arm and shook his head without comment. Melton was chuckling under his breath. And Bradley was grinning like a loon. Which is probably why the customs officer who greeted them just then was giving all three a strange, disapproving look as he asked for their passports. Luckily, since at least two of the group were just crazy Americans, he didn’t hold it against them. They passed through customs without further delay and made their way out to the front of the building where Melton’s car was waiting at the curb to whisk them away to the City. 

London traffic was as insane as ever, so it wasn’t surprising that it took almost an hour to get from Heathrow to the Soho Hotel - an elegant and modern hotel, hidden down an inconspicuous alley in the heart of Soho - which was where the Young Aviators Club Annual Meeting was being held that year. However, since the three travelers were sitting in the back of a limo, sipping Melton’s favorite Pinot Grigio, the drive didn’t really seem that bad. And, since James and Melton were busy chatting about their favorite subject - World War II airplanes - Bradley got to just sit back, relax, and enjoy the scenery. It really was the only way to travel. 

When the group arrived at the hotel, the doorman was waiting to escort them to the front desk and take charge of their bags. Melton sent his guests on their way but said he’d be back later in the afternoon so they could have drinks and discuss strategy. That sounded perfect to Bradley. It would allow him to get James up to their room, give him just enough time to get in their first fuck of the trip, shower, and then take a short nap to make up for the jet lag. He happily waved goodbye to their host and quickly hustled his private pilot upstairs so they could get started on his personal itinerary. 

With Melton’s assistant making the Americans’ reservations for them, they’d been able to secure a room on the top floor and, even though the hotel was constrained by the local building regulations preventing them from building above the skyline of the neighborhood, they still had a pretty great view. Several of the adjoining buildings were a couple stories shorter and the low-rise building behind the hotel appeared to be filling in where an older, taller building had been torn down. This meant Bradley and James had an almost unobstructed view down the length of Wardour Street. If Bradley hadn’t had more important matters to attend to, he would probably have enjoyed the view outside the window even more. 

“Gosh, it feels so great to be back.” James sighed happily, standing in front of the big picture window that framed the city below. “I know you weren’t thrilled with the idea of another trip to London, but I’m glad we came. I still miss it sometimes, you know?”

Bradley walked over so he was standing directly behind James and wrapped his arms tightly around the shorter man’s waist. “Yeah, I know.” 

James leaned his head back against Bradley’s chest, still gazing longingly out the window. “Except for the modern cars and the brighter lights, it doesn’t really look that different.” He pointed to the row of five-story townhouses that lined the street. “Maybe that’s why coming here makes me feel so homesick. Because it really doesn’t change that much. Not once you get away from the City and all its skyscrapers; it still looks like my London down there.”

“You, my sweet, sentimental husband, are getting far too sappy on me.” Bradley bent his head down so he could nibble at a tender spot on James’ neck in a way that he knew would take his husband’s mind off the past. “I think, perhaps, it’s time I reminded you of all the benefits of being here with me, in the present, rather than back in your London.”

Bradley punctuated his sentence with a gentle bite to the fleshy part of James’ shoulder, causing the blond to shudder and moan. James tilted his head further to the right so Bradley would have better access for his nibbling. Taking advantage of the movement, Bradley kissed, licked, and bit his way up the pale neck. At the same time, his hands had begun to roam downwards, rubbing at the hardness lengthening down one leg of James’ slacks. Yes, it seemed like the boys would be moving on to the next item on their itinerary right on schedule. 

When Bradley’s lips reached James’ earlobe, he gave it a tug with his teeth and then whispered, “You’re mine, Blue Eyes, and don’t you ever forget it. London can’t have you. I’m never giving you up again.”

“Bradley.” James breathed out the name, already lost in the heat that seemed to blaze up whenever the two of them touched. 

Bradley took that as permission to move things along and quickly thought through his anti-nostalgia fucking plans. Originally, he’d contemplated throwing James down across the big, comfortable, king-sized bed. However, at that moment the bed, all the way across the room, seemed much too far away. That wasn’t going to work for him. And, since there weren’t any other horizontal surfaces close by, Bradley was going to have to improvise. Not a problem though; he excelled at sexual improvisation. It was one of the talents he was most proud of. So, with his usual quick thinking, Bradley opted to proceed with his plans right there, on the spot, standing in front of the window with all of Soho spread out below them as a backdrop. 

Bradley took hold of the hand James had snaked up, his long fingers curling in Bradley’s chestnut brown hair, and placed that hand firmly against the window frame, providing a prop to hold them both up. James’ other hand was already engaged, guiding Bradley’s hand as he pressed tightly against the front of James’ pants, right where the blond’s cock was straining against the tight confines of his zipper. 

“Mmm.” Bradley growled. “You like that?” He gave his husband’s dick a firm squeeze before quickly removing his hand.

“Why’d you stop?” James moaned as he tried to pull Bradley’s hand back to where he needed it most.  

Bradley laughed evilly, firmly pulling his hand away from his rocking husband so he could place James’ second hand against the other side of the window frame. 

“Stay!” Bradley ordered, grabbing a handful of James’ hair - which he’d finally convinced the time-traveler to grow out a bit - to help hold the blond in place. 

James grumbled a little under his breath, because he really didn’t like taking orders all that much, but thankfully he seemed inclined to obey this time. And, with James’ body conveniently braced against the window like that, Bradley used his free hand to pull the blond’s pants down roughly, letting them pool around his ankles, effectively hobbling him in place. 

“Bradley . . .” James moaned as he tried to free himself from the offending trousers which he so desperately wanted off.

“Stay still,” Bradley ordered, tightening his hold on his boy’s hips. “I want you like this.”

Once Bradley was sure James had stopped wiggling, he pulled a packet of lube out of his own pants pocket, then quickly rid himself of all his clothes so that his hot bare skin was pressed tightly against the rough material of his husband’s pea coat. 

“Are you ready, Blue Eyes? Because I’m going to fuck you so hard that, when you’re up on that stage tonight, talking to all those people, it’s going to feel like I’m still inside you. Like I’m still buried deep in your ass.”

James’ body shook at the thought and he tried to push back against his husband’s slightly stronger body but all that did was make Bradley pin him harder to the window frame. 

“I told you not to move,” Bradley commanded, slicking up his own rock hard cock before adding some to James’ hole; enough to not cause any damage, but also not quite enough for it to slide right in. 

They did it like this sometimes, usually when one or the other of them was feeling a bit needy, but it never got old. The feeling of his dick having to work its way into his husband’s tight hole, the feeling of James’ body surrendering . . . Fuck, Bradley really was the luckiest man alive. 

“Uh!” James grunted quietly at Bradley’s rough entry, the thrust lifting him onto his tiptoes, but he didn’t otherwise complain. 

“I love you like this. At my mercy, taking me all in like a good boy.” Bradley grunted as he continued to pound into his blond Adonis. 

James tried to move, to spread his legs, but his pants held him in place, making each one of Bradley’s thrusts hit deep and hard, and every time Bradley’s dick ran wildly across his prostate he found that he couldn’t stop the guttural noises that emerged from deep within him. 

“Fuck, Blue Eyes! You feel so good.” Bradley groaned, privately reveling in how consistently amazing it felt every single time they came together. Then, gripping the slender hips to hold James in place, he began to pump slowly in and out of the tight, welcoming warmth. Before long he found himself whispering, reinforcing the point he’d been making earlier. “You. Are. Mine. All mine. Not. Sharing. You. With. London. Not. Letting. You. Go . . . Ever.”

“Yours,” James agreed, leaning further forward on both braced hands so he could arch up into Bradley’s thrusts. “Always.”

Damn, if Bradley didn’t fucking love this man more than he’d ever thought possible! James was just so perfect for him. They fit together in a way that Bradley couldn’t explain even if he’d tried. He wasn’t about to let James forget it, either. Bradley wasn’t going to let the allure of ‘his’ London tempt James away. Even though he’d eventually agreed to this trip back to London, Bradley had already vowed not to let James’ little blond ass out of his sight for the duration of the trip. He wasn’t risking James being swept back through some time portal to the past again; not without him. Whatever happened, they were in this together and, if Bradley had to, he’d follow him anywhere. Just so long as they weren’t separated. Because Bradley knew he wouldn’t survive that. 

Looking out the window at the characteristically London street down below made the memory of the close call they’d had on their last trip to the city all the more poignant. Bradley still had the occasional nightmare about the way they’d almost gotten separated on opposite sides of one of those disappearing time portals. Maybe that’s why this fuck felt so driven? Why it felt like he had to take possession of James’ body and leave his mark on the man. So that the universe would know James was his. It couldn’t have him. 

“Mine . . . Mine . . . Mine.” 

Bradley didn’t realize he was softly chanting the words at first. But then, as his climax raced up inside him without warning, the ‘mines’ got louder, coming out more like pleading than an affirmation. Before he could stop himself or even slow down, a final ‘Mine!’ poured out and Bradley tumbled over the edge of bliss, his assertions and spunk shooting out of him, filling James with every possible proof of his possession. James joined Bradley only a heartbeat later, decorating the glass of their window with ropey white streams of lust, as if painting all of London with a declaration of their passion. 

Bradley collapsed against his husband, the larger body draped over the top of James’ sweaty, smaller form, thankful that those sturdy arms were still holding them both upright. 

“Applesauce, Bradley!” James muttered, a few panting breaths later. “You sure know how to make a guy forget about his jet lag. And pretty much everything else, to boot.”

“Good. Because, for at least the next hour - or until we pass out, whichever comes first - I don’t want you thinking about anything except me.” Bradley deposited another kiss to the nape of James’ neck.

Then, just as Bradley was about to pull out, James reached around, wrapping his hand tightly around his partner’s wrist, holding it still. 

“Not yet.”

“Hmm?” Bradley hummed as he dipped his tongue into James’ ear, causing the younger man to shiver slightly. 

“I love feeling you inside me after . . . You know . . .”

“After what?” Bradley teased, pushing his hips forward a little, dragging his slowly re-filling cock over James’ sensitive prostate. 

“Bradley!” James moaned. Bradley wasn’t sure whether it was from the way he was slowly torturing his lover with each pass of his cock or the way he enjoyed making James squirm with embarrassment when it came to vocalizing what he wanted sexually. James may have lived in the present for the past three years, and he’d gotten darn good at physically expressing his likes and dislikes in the bedroom, but talking about it afterwards was still something he struggled with. Every now and then the prim and proper boy from the 1940s would come out, making him blush and stammer. It was something James was working on, but Bradley knew it remained uncomfortable for him. 

“After you . . .”

“Say it,” Bradley whispered into his ear. “I want to hear you say it.”

“After you . . . Cum inside me.”

Bradley could feel the heat creeping up James’ chest and into his cheeks at being forced to say the words out loud. “That’s my boy,” Bradley purred proudly. 

Bradley knew how much it troubled his partner, not being able to easily express things, which is why he pushed him. That, and it was hot as fuck hearing stuff like that come out of his James’ sweet, innocent mouth. But once he’d coached the words out of him, Bradley was too turned on to leave matters as they were. It was time to relocate to a more comfortable location so he could take his time with the rest of the anti-nostalgia fucking plan. 

With another quick kiss, he pulled out and gave the plush little bubble butt a nice, resounding swat, adding, “now take that jet-lagged ass over to the bed so I can finish properly welcoming it to London.”

“Yes, Sir!” James snapped his heels together and gave a facetious salut which, frankly, looked ridiculous, what with his pants bunched around his ankles. 

Bradley didn’t care, though. He’d take his Blue Eyes, and all James’ playfulness, any way he could get him. 

<<<<<>>>>>
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​Chapter 2 - Lightning Strikes Again
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“WELL, IT’S GOOD TO hear you settled in properly.” Walter lifted his glass of scotch to toast Bradley. “Welcome back to London, Connors! Cheers!”

“Cheers!” They clinked glasses together and Bradley made sure to follow proper British protocol by looking Melton in the eye while they toasted. “Oh, that’s fucking amazing,” he declared as he swallowed a sip of the smooth, thirty-year-old Lagavulin whisky. 

Last Bradley had checked a bottle of Lagavulin Single 43 cost around $650, which would make this a $50 cocktail, but Melton hadn’t even blinked an eye while ordering for the both of them. He’d told Bradley once that it was the only brand he drank. Not that Bradley was complaining. He really did enjoy hanging out with a man who had high standards. As long as Melton was buying, at least.  

“I can’t stay too long, I’m afraid,” Melton continued as they both leaned back in their chairs so they could enjoy the after taste of their drinks. “I just wanted to pop in long enough to introduce Garrett to the Club - give him a bit of a boost, if you will - and smooth his way with the members. He did a smashing job on that opening panel, don't you think?” 

“The audience seemed to enjoy it,” Bradley confirmed with a proud smile. “I’m probably not the best judge of these things though. I was too busy looking at the way his ass looked in those dress slacks to bother listening to another discussion about World War II aircraft.”

His comment earned him a huff of laughter from Melton. “Well, the boy certainly does know his stuff. He had those YAC’s hanging on his every word. I have to say, the way Garrett talks about flying sorties and shootouts over the Channel with the Gerries, you’d think he’d been there. He makes it all sound so real. Better than some of the old newsreels I used to watch as a boy.”

Bradley chuckled, because if Melton only knew . . . “I think it’s mostly his enthusiasm for the subject.” He wasn’t giving away his husband’s secret. 

“Undoubtedly. But it's certainly good for the cause. The way they all swarmed him afterwards bodes well for his ability to raise money for our charitable endeavors, wouldn’t you say, Connors?”

“I hope so. James has big plans for how to expand the Eagle Air Academy. He’s hoping to be able to open a second location within the next three years and wants to start a college scholarship fund to help out the kids who graduate,” Bradley explained, outlining just a few of the ideas his husband had about their rapidly growing charitable foundation. “The seed money you gave him to start the project has been great, Walter, but we can’t expect you to fund the whole thing. Which is why we really appreciate your help getting James an invitation to this meeting and sharing all your contacts with us. Hopefully, by the time we get back to the States, we’ll have the commitments we need to make James’ plans a reality.”

“Hear, hear!” Walter held up his glass for another toast and Bradley obliged him. 

Bradley noticed, a moment later, when Melton peeked at his watch for the third time since they’d emerged from the auditorium following James’ discussion panel. The plan had been for the two of them to wait for James in the bar while the man of the hour finished glad-handing all his admirers. But they’d already been waiting for more than fifteen minutes and it seemed like Walter was getting a bit restless. 

“Got a hot date you’re late for?” Bradley joked as his host frowned at the time yet again. 

Melton waved him off with a smile. “At my age, the only hot date I ever have is with the kettle when I make my final cup of tea before bed each night.” They both laughed. “No, no. However, I can’t stay too much later tonight. I’m expected back at the laboratory.” He winked at Bradley conspiratorially as if to include the younger man in on his secret plans. Then he leaned forward, across the small table where their drinks waited, and in a hushed voice explained further. “My lab people are running another test of the newest configuration of our magnetic battery array tonight and I want to make sure to be there to supervise.”

“Haven’t you already blown up enough labs with this pet project of yours, Walter?” Bradley teased him. 

“Nonsense! That’s what experimentation is all about. Trial and error. We’d never learn anything if we were afraid of making mistakes. Look at Edison; the man tried over two thousand different materials before he found one that would work with his electric lightbulb and, even then, his experiments failed more than a thousand times. But when he was asked about how that made him feel, he said, ‘I didn’t fail 1,000 times. The light bulb was simply an invention with 1,000 steps’. Same with my battery project; it’s just taking me a few extra steps to get it right is all.”

Bradley chuckled at the pompous but completely confident way Melton explained away all his prior attempts. He had to give the man credit for his persistence. If anyone could figure out a way to make those magnetic batteries work, it would be him. Walter was nothing if not determined when it came to technical shit. He was also a phenomenal business person so Bradley didn’t doubt that, if Melton thought this thing was worth pursuing, it would probably make him a fortune whenever he finally got it right. 

“Just be careful you don’t blow yourself up, Walter. Or, create a black hole in your basement that will suck all of London into another dimension or something,” Bradley kidded. “At least not while James and I are here visiting, please.”

“I’ll do my best, but one can’t make any promises.” The old boy joked right back. “We are getting closer, though, I think. My engineering team has been able to keep the new array configuration stable for as much as fifteen minutes at a time. The problem, the lab boys think, is linked to solar flares. You see, solar activity tends to disrupt the magnetosphere, which is throwing off their calculations. The flares mess with the time calculations. That’s why we're running the tests at night now, in order to decrease the likelihood of flare activity causing overloads in the array.”

Bradley just nodded, pretending he understood, but didn’t listen too closely. It was his job to sell whatever Melton invented, not to understand how it worked. And frankly, after witnessing one explosion in person the last time they were in London, Bradley was more than happy to let Walter do whatever experiments he wanted to do on his own. Bradley was going to stay as far away from that lab as he could. Mucking around with industrial strength batteries, magnet arrays, and solar flares didn’t sound like his idea of fun. 

Before either of them could comment further on Melton’s science project, though, the doors to the hotel auditorium, which they could see across the lobby from where the bar was, opened widely and the YAC attendees began to pour out. It appeared that the discussion was finally over. Amidst the chattering group of young men and women, Bradley spied the tousled blond head of his very own aviator. He stood up, waited till he caught the man’s eye, and then waved his husband over to their table. James shook the hands of the two men he was still talking to and then left them to join Bradley and Melton. 

“So, how’d it go, Blue Eyes? How many new supporters did you win over?” Bradley teased after kissing the enthusiastic blond ‘hello’. 

“It was a gas! Everyone seemed to appreciate my take on how the Hurricane was the key element to winning the air war in London. Several chaps - a couple US Navy Zoomies and their RAF buddy - even came up to tell me how jazzed they are to listen to my lecture tomorrow.” James was smiling so widely that Bradley was dazzled by his happiness. 

“Good to hear.” Melton congratulated him with a friendly clap on the back. “But don’t forget the mission; after you wow them with your knowledge, make sure to hit them up for donations.”

“Will do, Sir.” James nodded to the older man and then his incandescent smile came back out in full. “I don’t think it’ll be too tough. There’s some swanks in there who clearly have the clams. You can tell by the way they brag about their planes. By the end of the week, I’ll have sorted them all out and will know which ones flew in on their Gulfstream G550s and which ones arrived on their rebuilt 2000-era Airbuses.” James and Melton laughed together at this apparently witty joke that Bradley didn’t care enough about to try to understand. 

“Excellent plan, Garrett.” Walter drained the last of his whiskey and then set the glass back down on the table. “Well, that’s me. I’m off to the lab. You two have a good night and I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon for Garrett’s big speech.”

Bradley and James both wished their host a goodnight and then Bradley waved the waiter over to order another round of drinks for himself and his husband. James took the seat next to Bradley but he was still practically jumping out of his chair, he was so pumped up with adrenaline. It made Bradley smile; James’ excitement was contagious. It was good to see him enjoying himself so much. 

“Damn! Let you talk about planes for an hour and you go into full-out nerd mode, don’t you?” Bradley’s words earned him a backhand to the stomach in return. 

“I can’t help it if I like talking with other pilots and engineers, Bradley. Especially this set. They’re a smart bunch. They asked some interesting questions and a few brought up points that I hadn’t considered. One guy and I got into a bit of a tussle over whether the RAF would have done better by bringing in more American Grumman Wildcats, but I argued him round to the fact that the Hawker Hurricanes were still a better fighter plane, at least at the beginning of the war. He did make a couple of good points there, though . . .”

Bradley patiently listened to James chattering on about planes and air battles and the merits of various types of aircraft relative to particular maneuvers for the next several minutes. He was used to it by that point in their relationship. But, no matter how much he loved his pilot partner, he could only put up with airplane talk for so long before he broke.  

“Okay, stop! Stop!” Bradley ordered with a laugh. “I believe you, Blue Eyes. You don’t have to convince me. Save it for your speech tomorrow. They’re the ones you need to persuade. I would never dare to argue planes with you.” 

James frowned at the dismissive attitude of his partner, even though he knew it was just Bradley’s way of teasing him, but was distracted by the waiter depositing another round of drinks on the table before he could comment. 

Bradley decided to try changing the subject before he got in trouble. “So, any interest yet in the Eagle Air Academy? Didn’t I hear that one guy - sounded like he might have been South African by his accent - asking about it just before Melton and I made our escape?”

“Oh, yeah! Art Biko. Nice bloke,” James confirmed. “He works for Airbus out of Melbourne, Australia, I think he said. And, yeah, he sounded really interested in what we’re doing at Eagle Air. Even better, he mentioned he’s got contacts at the University of Melbourne, which would be amazing. Can you imagine if we could get something set up so that our kids got a chance to go to university in Australia? Or maybe an internship with Airbus? We’d really be cooking with gas then. Provided we can pry the dough to make it all happen out of some of these deep pocket types.”

“I have no doubt you’ll manage it before the conference is over.” Bradley smiled proudly at the exuberance of his husband. “But, in the meantime, what do you want to do with the rest of our night? Can I take you out somewhere to celebrate your successful first night?”

“That sounds like a dilly of an idea,” James agreed. 

Bradley noted - with a private smile that he tried to hide in his glass of whiskey - how James’ vocabulary always seemed to regress back to his 1940s vernacular whenever he got to talking for long about anything to do with WWII. When they were back in the States, James tended to blend in with the rest of the twenty-somethings around him, but whenever he started to reminisce about Hurricanes and WWII sorties and the Battle of Britain, it was all ‘swell’ and ‘dilly’ and ‘clams’. It was just another of the adorable traits that endeared him to Bradley. He wouldn’t change it for the world.  

“Hey! I heard a couple of the Rotarheads talking about this Thai place they said was a killer diller. I think it’s on Wardour Street, not too far away.” James grinned at his husband, knowing that Bradley was a pushover for Thai. “How about we head over that direction and then decide where to go afterward from there?”

Bradley nodded and quickly finished off his drink. “I could go for some Thai.” James downed his own whiskey before setting his glass down next to Bradley’s on the table. “Besides, I know better than to get between your bottomless pit of a stomach and whatever it demands to fill it.”

Since it was January, and already dark out, not to mention cold, they took a detour upstairs to get their coats. Bradley suggested  checking with the concierge on their way out to make sure they had the address for this Thai place correct but James didn’t want to wait. He claimed to be starving. He assured his more cautious husband that he could find his way around Soho, no problem; they didn’t need to bother getting directions. Besides, James assured, if they didn’t find the Thai place, there had to be at least a dozen other places to eat within a two block radius of their hotel. It shouldn’t be a problem. So, with James towing him along by his hand, they sped out of the elevator as soon as the doors opened, rushed across the lobby, bypassed the concierge desk where the stand full of complimentary Soho Hotel umbrellas was waiting, and headed out the hotel’s front door.

Unfortunately, as soon as they were outside, they realized that it had started to drizzle again. Bradley began to object, figuring that they could just as easily have dinner in the hotel’s five-star restaurant and stay dry. But James was adamant that he wanted Thai and looped his arm through Bradley’s to get him moving. 

“Come on,” James moaned. “I can hear the Chicken Pad Thai calling my name. My stomach needs Thai. Why would you deny your man what his body wants and needs?” James finished his little rant with a smug smile, knowing he’d already won. 

Bradley just rolled his eyes and let himself be dragged further down the road. 

“Wait.” Bradley only resisted when James headed to the right, down a narrow street, passing under the sign that read, ‘Richmond Mews’. “I don’t think this street goes through. I remember seeing it on the map when I was looking up the hotel. We need to go that way,” he pointed to the east, down the short alley that led back to Dean Street, “and go around the block to get to Wardour.”

Right then there was a sudden burst of wind and the rain picked up again. James turned up the collar of his long wool peacoat, lowered his head into the wind, and kept walking. Bradley followed, but only because there was little anyone could do to stop James when he was on a mission. Or just, you know, hungry. 

“I don’t want to go all the way around by Dean Street. We’ll get soaked. I’m sure there’s got to be some shortcut through to Wardour along here.” He pointed down the mews at the row of doors that lined the right-hand wall of the lane. “Come on. Let’s at least check it out and see before we go hoofing it the long way around through the rain.”

Reluctantly, Bradley let himself be led down the empty lane. He was surprised by how fast the wind and rain had blown up, seemingly out of nowhere, when the weather report had called for a clear but cold evening. Then again, it was the middle of winter in London, so rain was always a possibility. Still, something about the sudden storm made him uneasy. 

<<<<<>>>>>

The first part of the mews was narrow and passed under a covered walkway that connected the main part of the hotel to an adjacent building. A few meters beyond that, though, the lane opened up and became wide enough that it could almost be described as a courtyard. There was a catering truck backed up to the loading dock of a building on their left but the driver must have been inside, waiting until the rain passed before unloading his van. Nobody was out in the rain other than the two of them. And it quickly became clear that there wasn’t any other outlet off this small, cobbled lane, since the street ended in a wall of buildings with a WeWork office in the middle of the grouping. 

“We should go back,” Bradley yelled over the wind, trying to yank James in the other direction. 

“Hang on. Let me try a few of these doors first. One of them has to go through to the shops that front Wardour,” James insisted stubbornly, trying the handle of first one, and then another, of the various doors on the right side of the street. 

As luck would have it, all of the doors that James tried were locked. Bradley was getting fed up and was clearly just about to demand that they go back when they were both startled by a loud peal of thunder. James looked up to discover that the low January clouds, which were a common sight over the city in winter, were swiftly beginning to look much more ominous. And, while rain in January wasn’t out of the ordinary, thunderstorms at that time of the year were. 

Before the last echoes of the thunder completely died out, the skies seemed to open up and another burst of cold rain poured down on their heads. Bradley grabbed his husband’s arm and pulled him into the closest doorway he could find. Together, they huddled against the metal grating of a security gate just under the meager shelter of a slight overhang. 

“I don’t care what the fucking weather report says,” Bradley cursed at himself, “I’m never going outside in London without a damned umbrella ever again!”

James laughed and hugged Bradley closer, trying to conserve body heat, even though that was a somewhat futile gesture seeing as they were both soaked to the bone. Looking back the way they’d come, he briefly contemplated their chances of making it all the way to the hotel if they ran. However, they’d already come a hundred or so meters down the mews, so their chances of getting back without getting even more drenched were zero. James tried the handle of the door to the right of the security gate, but had no luck there either. 

It appeared that they were stuck, at least for the moment, and would have to simply wait the rain out as best they could. Normally, Bradley would be all over a moment like this, where no one was around and he could fool around with his husband in broad daylight, but it seemed even he had limits as to how much of his body he wanted to expose to the elements when it was this cold. James laughed briefly at the thought of Bradley pulling his pants down and his dick freezing solid the moment it touched the cold air. But that thought, although funny, had the poor man subconsciously reaching down to give his own cock a quick reassuring squeeze. 

Suddenly, there was another peal of thunder, closer this time, and both the men tried to press further back under their meager shelter. James tried to peer through the security grating to see what was back there, but the building behind them seemed dark and probably vacant. That would make sense, considering that this was the only doorway on the entire block that was covered in graffiti and there was trash blown in under the bottom edge of the security gate. He gave the grating a trial tug, but it was locked as well. Wonderful. If the building had been occupied, they might have at least been able to pound on the door until someone came to rescue them. Leave it to their rotten luck to take shelter behind the only vacant building in Soho. 

Without much hope that it would do any good, James moved back to the door and hammered at it anyway. He’d just grabbed hold of the doorknob again, hoping against hope that if he rattled it loudly enough someone would hear, when the entire alley was overtaken by the sharp, burning smell of ozone. He looked up just in time to see Bradley’s face illuminated by a blindingly bright flash of eerie greenish-blue light. Bradley’s mouth was open, as if he was in the middle of shouting something, but the sound was drowned out by a sudden crackling
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