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Chapter One

 


Lounging on his veranda, a whiskey in
his hand, Bram gazed out over his immaculately tended garden. The
young man on his knees, working on a flower bed glanced back at
him, but Bram didn’t indicate for him to come over. The sag of
youthful shoulders didn’t go unmissed, but in truth Bram wasn’t of
a mind for a tumble between the sheets.

However, he continued to look his fill at the naked,
muscular back. A faint stirring of lust heated his groin.
Well, maybe in another half hour or
so.

“Pardon me, sir. There’s a call for you. On the
library telephone.”

Bram jerked his attention to his
butler. The man was so much a part of the fixtures and fittings of
the place that even Bram was guilty of not noticing him approach on
occasion. “Thank you, Jackson.” He glanced back at the gardener,
allowing himself a slow smile, as he set his drink aside. “Ensure
he gets a bonus today. I’m feeling generous.”

“Of course,
sir.”

Bram didn't miss the appreciative gaze Jackson gave the
young man before he bowed curtly. Rising from his chair, Bram
chuckled to himself. Jackson might be ten years his senior, but the
man kept himself in peak physical condition and looked younger than
most men in their early forties. The youth would likely get both a
physical and
a monetary bonus.

“You’d best ready the
carriage, too. I’ll wager I’ll be leaving home fairly
soon.”

“Indeed, sir. A shame. You
haven’t really had time to recuperate from your last—
adventure.”

“No. But that’s the name
of the game.” Bram patted Jackson’s upper arm. “At least this time
I’m not carrying any injuries. I’ll be fine. Once this one’s over,
I’ll ask for a short break.”

“A good idea, my
friend.”

Even though Jackson had said those
last words in a bare whisper, and the fact that he would be so
familiar with him anywhere outside of his private quarters told
Bram how concerned for his welfare his friend was. “I’m fine. Not
burned out as yet.” He offered a brief smile of assurance before
striding swiftly into his library.

He picked up his telephone, the shine
on the copper casing was so highly polished that he could see his
reflection on its base. Perhaps he did look a little tired, but
there was no time to worry. If he was being called so quickly, the
matter was a serious one.

"Bram speaking." He settled into his
leather desk chair. He could at least be comfortable while he took
the call. Sitting back, he rested his feet carefully on the blotter
in the center of the desk. The old monstrosity was never used for
writing. He much preferred the typewriter that gleamed as brightly
as the telephone. So much cleaner and distinct when entering into
correspondence.

“Gerard here. I’m terribly
sorry, Bram, but there’s a spot of work we need you to take a look
at here in the office. It’s a little complex. Do bring an overnight
bag. You could be away from home a day or two.”

“That’s a little
disappointing. I take it none of the other partners have the right
level of experience in this matter?” There was no way Bram would
decline, but as he’d really only just returned home, he felt a
token measure of resistance was acceptable.

“Believe me, Bram, I
wouldn’t disturb you unless I felt it essential.”

Pursing his lips, Bram gazed at his
reflection in the phone’s base. That was as much of an emergency
call as he’d ever heard. “I see. Well, needs must when the devil
drives.”

“The devil indeed, my
friend. Pack wisely.”

“I’ll leave as soon as I
can. You can expect me presently.”

“Good. I’ll catch you at
the office.” The line went dead and Bram let the earpiece dangle in
his hand, swinging it back and forth for a few seconds before
replacing it. Major events were happening, likely to involve
overseas travel, and be very dangerous. His curiosity was piqued
despite his exhaustion and the bruises that were still healing. He
rose to his feet and headed upstairs to his bedroom.

Once at his wardrobe, Bram twisted one of the hooks inside,
causing the back to slide open. This was his real armoire. He
perused his cache of weapons. Pack wisely. In other words, come armed. And if they have
to warn me, I do indeed need to choose wisely.

He picked up his ring gun. The tiny
device was always a useful addition to his arsenal. Especially
since he'd had the ring part coated in copper which he kept at a
high shine and where the bullets were stored covered in thin
stained glass. The ring then became a show piece as jewelry without
anyone suspecting they admired a lethal weapon if discharged at
close range.

Next, Bram selected a brace of
pistols, as well as his oversized revolver. He took the weapons and
laid them on the bed after releasing the hook to close the hidden
compartment. A large leather trunk at the bottom of his bed held
four black leather valises packed and ready to go. Bram made it a
habit to always keep them that way for emergency travel so he
didn't have to waste valuable time.

Each bag held underwear, shirts, an
extra pair of pants, bathroom necessities, and a goodly amount of
spare money. There was nothing else he needed. At least not from
his home.

Once he learned the details of this
mission, Bram would acquire additional supplies if necessary. After
adding his guns to the valise, he closed and locked it, and headed
back downstairs.

He raised his hand in a wave to
Jackson as he headed to the front door. "Do keep the place ready
for my return."

"May you have a safe and profitable
journey, my friend." Jackson bowed slightly, then added a more
personal wave.

 



Chapter Two

 


Sitting back in his carriage while his
automaton did the driving, Bram wondered whether the recent airship
disaster had any bearing on his so swift recall to work. The
Pinkerton Agency covered a wide range of investigations, not just
in his home country, but worldwide.

As soon as he reached headquarters,
Bram set his automaton to return home. He sighed, watching the
carriage go, but there was no time for feeling sorry for himself.
He was needed and would answer that call.

Upon entering the brownstone building,
Bram nodded at the man at the reception desk. He headed back to a
hallway with several doors leading off it. Reaching the last on the
right, he tapped on the door and entered at the shout.

“Welcome, Bram. So sorry
to call upon you at short notice, but, well, your services are
needed.”

“That’s what I joined
Pinkerton for, Gerard. To offer my services when
necessary.”

Gerard shook his hand warmly. The
portly man had been a great operative in his time, but now oversaw
assignments. His thick mutton chops were liberally sprinkled with
grey and his limp was particularly pronounced as he headed around
to his chair.

“Knee aching today?” The
injury had forced Gerard into retirement. Certain things seem to
aggravate the shrapnel that couldn’t be removed.

“Afraid so.” Gerard eased
into his chair with a grunt. “I take it you’re aware of the recent
airship disaster?”

“Yes. I believe there were
no survivors.” Bram took the seat opposite, as Gerard activated the
overhead projector that descended with a whirr of gears and
levers.

“It was no
accident.”

Bram leaned forward, brow now creased
with apprehension. “Some form of industrial
sabotage?”

“No. Not sabotage.” Gerard
pushed a sheet of expensive looking paper toward him.

Picking it up, Bram immediately
noticed its weight. The paper was also edged in silver gilt, and
embossed with an eagle. Expensive and personalized. He studied the
flamboyant handwriting before giving his attention back to the
older man.

“Extortion.”

“Exactly,” Gerard confirmed. “Oh, he flowers it up by
claiming to be the Avian Emperor and representing his people, the
birds, but ultimately, to be able to safely have our airships in
the skies, he wants the companies to pay him, or his
army will treat airships as hostile invaders and deal with them
accordingly.”

“And he did?” Bram asked
softly.

“I’m afraid this last
airship was in fact the third he’s attacked. Different companies,
the airships in differing parts of the world. He means what he
says, but no one is willing to pay what he asks.” Gerard pulled on
a lever and the projector whined into action, providing a moving
show of film.

A tall, imposing man appeared, then he
turned from profile to full face, showing a copper mask covering
half his face set with an artificial eye.

“I know him. That’s Koel, a world-renowned ornithologist as
well as an incredibly rich man.” Bram scowled. “He’s your
suspect?”

“He is indeed. A team in England has been working on this
case since the first airship was downed. He is extremely wealthy, but his passion for birds borders on the
obsessive. He’s set up colleges dedicated to having birds
recognized as sentient beings with the skies and mountain tops
coming under their domain. They believe our Avian Emperor and Koel
are one and the same."

Bram raised an eyebrow at that. "They
haven't acted on this?"

"Given his social standing, this is,
after all, a man who rubs shoulders with royalty, politicians, and
eminent men of learning, we need proof positive before we can
act."

"So I am to assist this team in England?" Bram preferred to
work alone. “I can’t say I’m too enamored with working with
strangers. What do you
know of this team?” He cocked his
head, trying to evaluate if Gerard was keeping anything from him,
when the other man gave a slight shrug. Bram sat back and pursed
his lips, waiting for the fine print.

“They’re the best, so I’m
reliably informed.” Gerard rubbed at his mutton chops. “And of
course they have gathered a lot of intelligence on Koel. Needless
to say, there’s nothing to say you can’t conduct enquiries on your
own. You can’t exactly go around joined at the hip with
them.”

An easy smile spread across Bram’s
face. That was enough of a confirmation that the agency didn’t
expect him to necessarily work hand in glove with the British
agents. He could picture them already, overly formal, dressed
precisely, and with requisite stiff upper lips.

“As a matter of fact, they’ve tended to keep themselves off
the radar so to speak. Their agency is known, of course, and that
has an excellent reputation for getting results.” Gerard leaned a
little closer. “Make no mistake about this, Bram. The Avian Emperor
is a ruthless, cold-blooded killer. Quite happy to kill many
innocents. A couple more deaths certainly wouldn’t weigh heavily on
his conscience. In addition, if Koel is our man, he’s not
only extremely dangerous he’s very highly placed to create a great
deal of trouble for both agencies if we are precipitous with our
actions.”

“Don’t worry, Gerard. I’m
not going to make a play unless I know I have a winning hand. What
now?”

“Now, you need to see
Peters. He has tickets for an airship bound for Liverpool, England
where you’ll meet your new colleagues, and a generous cash
allowance to start you off.  You might want to ensure you have
some more formal dress attire, too. You can contact us for more
money as and when necessary. I have a feeling this could prove an
expensive case.”

Hiding his smirk, Bram felt a pang of
sympathy for Gerard. He treated the money he gave out to agents as
if it came out of his own pocket, but despite his hangdog
expression, Gerard wouldn’t stint if an agent needed
anything.

“When do I leave?” Bram
stood. If Gerard was talking about tickets and cash, then the
meeting was effectively concluded.

“Tonight. I’ll arrange a
full dossier on Koel to be delivered to your room aboard ship. You
might as well do your homework in comfort.”

“Oh, really?” Bram’s ears
pricked instantly.

“Her Majesty’s Airship Liberty is one of the
most luxurious ships. Like a hotel in the sky I believe.” Gerard
eased to his feet, and limped around the desk to shake Bram’s hand.
“Don’t expect to travel like this on a permanent basis.”

Laughing at Gerard’s fake scowl, Bram
headed to the door. “Don’t worry. I promise not to get used to a
life of luxury.” He hesitated in the doorway. “But you can be
assured I’ll make the most of it while I can.”

 


 



Chapter Three

 


A loud release of steam, and plaintive
creaks of the anchor ropes holding down the stunning airship, had
Bram gazing up at the luxury craft in awe, not sure if Gerard’s
description had done it justice. Even calling it a hotel didn't
seem to be enough. There were four tiers to the ship. Directly
beneath the huge airbag, was the glass tier where the ship's
captain piloted the craft.

Below that was the upper class deck
with its cabins, dining room, gambling room, even a swimming pool,
so he'd been proudly told when checking in. He could also see a
glass encased promenade. The third tier held the rest of the
passengers, and the last was the ship's engine room and luggage
storage areas.

"Amazing, isn't she?" The woman who
spoke wore a bright yellow dress, with a matching parasol to shade
her from the sun, and a small yellow bag dangled from her right
wrist. She held a fan in front of her face in her left hand and
lowered it to smile at him. "This is my first time aboard such a
craft. I'm somewhat nervous and find it a little easier to chat to
help calm me down. My apologies for interrupting your thoughts,
sir."

Bram bowed, noticing her accent held a
trace of the South. "No interruption I assure you, ma'am. Airships
are one of the safest ways to travel."

"I’ve heard they do crash." The woman
nibbled at her lower lip, and then smiled at him once more. "I fear
my nerves are getting the better of me. Please forgive me. I'll
leave you to board in peace."

"Not at all." Bram held out his arm.
"If you're traveling alone, perhaps you would allow me to accompany
you aboard?"

"Oh, sir, I would be mighty grateful."
Hooking her arm through his, she looked up at him. "Goodness, you
are tall."

True enough, the lady's head did only
come to the top of his shoulder, but at just an inch or so over
six-feet-tall, Bram’s height wasn't that excessive.

"Are you ready, ma'am?" At her nod,
they promenaded to the elevator to access their floor.

The doorman touched his cap as they
entered and glanced at their tickets. "Third tier." It was an
announcement rather than a question and they both nodded. The man
favored them with a wide smile.

At such close quarters, Bram could see
the woman's youthful appearance owed a great deal to the talented
application of her cosmetics, although she remained attractive
enough. If that was your preference.

When the elevator doors opened, Bram
would have sworn they were entering a luxury hotel. The floor and
walls were polished wood while red leather seating was dotted
around the large foyer. Bellhops and airship crew bustled busily to
and fro as they got the passengers attended and directed to their
accommodation.

"Why, it's marvelous." The woman took
a couple of steps forward, Bram kept pace with her.

"Indeed it is." He smiled as she
turned to look at him, her eyes wide.

"Oh, forgive me. My name is Mercy
Wells. Who do I owe my gratitude to?"

“My name is Bram McCabe,
ma’am. A pleasure to be of service to you.”

“Oh, yes. Yes, of course,
Mr. McCabe. Well, thank you for your kindness. Perhaps we may meet
again?” With a deft movement, she placed her fan behind her head
and smiled at him.

“Perhaps indeed.” Bram touched a finger to his hat and
waited for her to make her way to the reception desk.
The lady is well-versed in the
language of fans. I think I'll just stay back here and allow her to
be led to her room before I head up to the desk.

Instead, Bram busied himself admiring
some of the photographs which had clearly been taken from the deck
of the ship. From the corner of his eye he watched as Mercy was
escorted from the foyer by a bellhop carrying her case.

Before disappearing from sight, she
stopped and looked around. Bram made sure he was positioned behind
a rather portly gentleman, guessing she was looking for him. Once
she moved on, he ambled up to take his place at the reception
desk.

"These are some of our most luxurious
rooms," the clerk informed him, after reading Bram’s reservation
information. The man puffed out his chest. "You have a small living
room to go with the bedroom, as well as your own
washroom."

"Sounds mighty fine to me." Bram
nodded.

“There is a communal steam
and massage room for gentlemen at the end of your hallway. It also
houses the gentlemen’s privies.” The reception clerk lowered his
voice as if afraid of offending Bram by mention of such
necessities. “I trust you’ll have a relaxed and enjoyable journey
with us, sir. Oh, wait a moment. I think we have a letter for
you.”

“Thank you. I’m sure I
will. A letter you say?”

The clerk turned back to the key rack,
and extracted a letter that he handed to Bram. He then snapped his
fingers, a bellhop ran over with a constant bright smile seemingly
etched onto his face. “Show the gentleman to suite one-eight-two
and carry his valise.”

“No need.” Bram picked it
up before the bellhop could, waving his other hand in the direction
of the archway leading through to the rest of the ship. “But lead
on.”

After having tipped the bellhop
generously, Bram locked his door and set his valise down in the
bedroom next to his other case. Sitting on the bed, he opened the
letter and a hiss of air escaped through his clenched teeth. It was
a warning from Gerard.

Word had reached Gerard that the Avian
Emperor was aware of the involvement of the Pinkerton Agency in the
investigation and he couldn’t be certain whether Bram’s individual
connection had been compromised.

Despite the bad news there was little Bram could do. Except
pray that the ship wasn’t targeted because of him. An airship like
this was the fastest way of crossing the Atlantic, but the journey
could still take between five and seven days depending on weather
conditions. Plenty of time
for a madman to decide to attack the ship.

 



Chapter Four

 


Around dinner time, his thoughts were
still on Gerard’s letter as he tapped his invitation to dine at the
captain's table against his fingers. Bram wanted to decline the
damn thing, but doing so might draw unwanted attention to him. He
hated having to make polite small talk. However, it was etiquette
to dine with the captain so Bram decided to go anyway. Hopefully
there would be a raconteur at the table and he wouldn't need to
talk much.

Adjusting his goggles on top the tall
derby he wore, Bram sighed as he gave himself a last look in the
mirror. A few strands of his dark hair brushed his shoulders, but
he preferred to wear his hair long. He wore a double-breasted black
leather waistcoat over a white shirt, and the black pants and frock
coat were formal enough.

His bolo tie was secured in place by a
piece of silver Navajo jewelry. Bram smiled as he fingered it,
remembering the Navajo brave who gave it as a parting gift, after
he’d finished a mission. He always looked back at that time spent
with Asta with great fondness.

Bram finally stopped stalling, and
headed from his cabin to the dining room, which could have been the
jewel in any lavish hotel. Polished wood, starched table linen,
gleaming silverware, and what seemed like a veritable army of
serving staff who moved with military precision.

Showing his card to the doorman, he
was instantly whisked away to the captain's table. Several guests
were already seated, and Bram kept his most professional smile in
place as he locked gazes with Miss Mercy Wells.

“Why, Bram, how wonderful
to see you again.” She fluttered her fan as well as her
eyelashes.

“You flatter me, ma’am.”
Bram touched a finger to his forehead as he nodded in her
direction.

“Nothing like old friends
meeting up in unexpected ways.” From his seat at the top of the
table, the captain smiled like a benign deity at Mercy and then
Bram.

“Indeed, sir.” Bram
decided against offering any correction to his assumption. Better
to let it slide.

“Permit me to introduce myself, señor,” said a
gentleman of Latin origins sitting to his right. “I am Angel
Martinez. A pleasure to meet you.”

The Spanish accent was partnered
perfectly with a deep melodic voice. Gripping the man’s proffered
hand, Bram stared into deep brown eyes. The handshake was firm, and
just a few seconds overlong. He smiled. “A pleasure, sir. I’m Bram
McCabe.”

“My pleasure, señor.”

This time Angel spoke in a husky purr and an image of those
full, pouty lips around his cock made Bram shift as his dick
swelled. Angel smiled, a distinct cat-that-ate-the-canary
smile, revealing strong white
teeth.

Bram studied him a little more
closely. Immaculately dressed, Angel's cream jacket brought out the
best in his tanned skin. His hands were large, and well manicured.
Angel was clearly a man who took good care of himself and his
appearance.

For a moment, he lost himself in an
erotic daydream, wondering if there were lighter patches of skin on
Angel's body and whether his chest would be furred like his own or
smooth as he preferred in a lover.

A discreet cough from the captain
brought Bram back to the present moment. Angel was now conversing
with a man to his right. The captain smiled at Bram.

"I'm afraid I've only brought ships
into airport in your country, Bram. Perhaps you'd care to give me a
little insight into what I'm missing. I'd like to visit properly.
Where do you recommend?"

"Indeed, Captain." Bram would rather
not have been the focus of several people's attention, but he could
hardly ignore the captain's question. He opted to talk about the
West. That always seemed to be a popular subject.

Relaxing into the experience, he had
to admit that the food he was served was as excellent in taste and
presentation as he would have found in any fine dining
establishment.

At the conclusion of the meal, doors
were folded back to reveal a band resplendent in their tuxedos,
their conductor at the ready, a good sized bar with attendant
staff, and a large expanse of dance floor.

“If everyone will come
through, we can continue to enjoy ourselves.” The captain’s voice
came through speakers so that everyone in the dining room heard
him.

As the people at his table stood, Bram
decided this was an opportune moment to disappear. He’d spend a
couple of hours in the gambling room before retiring. However, that
idea was dashed by the captain leaning over toward him.

“Bram, I’d rather like to
hear a little more about your country, if I may offer you a
drink?”

“Of course, sir. It’ll be
my pleasure.” Bram didn’t miss the sly pout on Angel’s lips, nor
the way Mercy’s gaze followed his movements until he turned his
back on her to walk beside the captain.

Some of Bram’s colleagues didn’t care
about the gender of bed partner either on a mission or in their
private lives. Others, like him, did what it took to get a mission
completed, but had a distinct preference when it came to their
personal partner. Mercy did not fit his criteria.

If there was one thing Bram was quite
assured of, when it came to ladies, he was not husband
material.

At the captain's insistence, they sat
at an intimate table. A glass of good whiskey and a fine cigar were
Bram's reward for his time. If he was honest, Bram enjoyed the
conversation. The captain had many tales of his own, and since they
were both well-traveled men, they compared stories and
experiences.

By the time the captain took his leave, Bram was in a very
mellow mood. Until he saw Mercy heading in his direction. He
groaned softly. She’d obviously positioned herself to watch and
make her move at the first opportunity. If he dashed away now, his
absconding would be obvious. Well, I guess I can manage just one dance with her and at
the end make sure that she understands I’m not the marrying
kind.

“Good evening, Bram. You
and the captain must have found many things to discuss.” Mercy
fluttered her fan, then her lashes, and smiled at Bram, swaying her
hips ever so slightly.

There was a definite predatory gleam
in the cornflower-blue orbs. Bram rose from his seat and gave her a
short bow. “He and I are travelers, ma’am. Neither of us caring to
settle in one place for any length of time." Bram hoped the subtle
hint might work, but his shoulders dropped as Mercy seemed to take
no notice.

"I notice you haven't yet danced,
sir." She lifted her fan, partially closing it and pressed it to
her lips before looking toward the dance floor.

"It's really not my forte." Bram shook his head.
Kissing her is the last thing I want
to do. Bram felt the
uncomfortable prickle of desperation. On the one hand, he didn't
wish to be so ungallant as to be outright rude to the lady, but he
was rapidly running out of ways to deal with her
persistence.

"Ah, señor, there you are.
I believe the captain wanted another quick word with you. If you
would please, he awaits you over that way?" Angel indicated toward
a crowd who milled at the near end of the long bar. "And if you,
beautiful lady, would do me the honor of a dance?" Angel held out
his hand to Mercy.

"Thank you, sir. Do enjoy your dance,
Miss Mercy." Bram tipped the brim of his stovepipe and hurried away
before she could voice an objection—or attempt to negotiate another
meeting.

Grateful for the easy way the other man had dealt with her,
Bram headed to the far end of the bar. The least I can do is buy the man a
drink. Several minutes passed
and Bram was sure Angel had obviously decided to enjoy the
dancing. Perhaps I was wrong
about him.

“Ah, so here you are.” Angel’s soft purr did things to
Bram’s cock that made him glad the countertop hid his lower
body. Damn, his voice should
certainly be declared illegal.

He smiled and indicated the vacant
stool beside him. “May I buy you a drink? You certainly got me out
of a tricky situation.”

“Gracias. A
Sazerac.”

Bram nodded at the bartender who was
already hovering nearby. “Straight whiskey for me.” The stools were
set close enough for him to smell the cigar smoke that clung to
Angel. The lightly scented smoky aroma seemed well-suited to him.
“Has she retired for the night?”

“Alas, no. However, she
has another partner, so when you are ready to leave, I’ll help you
slip past her.” Angel winked and Bram laughed.

“As the doors are on the
other side of the dance floor that will be a trick
indeed.”

“Ah, señor, the doors
a passenger
must use are over there.
I know another way out of here. One the lady cannot
use.”

“A man of many talents.”
Bram picked up his drink and gave a salute as the bartender set
Angel’s drink in front of him. “Thank you.”

“To new friends.” Angel
raised his glass and tapped it gently against Bram's.

The intense look Angel gave him over
the rim of his glass went straight to Bram’s cock. Taking a sip of
his whiskey, he tried not to fidget as his dick swelled. He grinned
wryly at Angel’s soft laughter. The other man was obviously well
aware of Bram's reaction.

“Tease.” Bram growled the
word, only earning more laughter. He grinned as he set his glass
aside. A night or two with Angel for company would be most
enjoyable.

“When you’ve finished your
drink, head over across the room toward the left of the band.”
Angel gestured with the glass in his hand, as if studying his
drink.

Frowning, Bram looked in the direction
indicated. “I can’t see anything over there.”

“You’re a passenger. You
aren’t meant to. I’ll meet you over there and get you out of here
before the very tenacious Miss Mercy comes to search you out.”
Angel smirked as he took a sip of his drink. “Ah, delicious.” He
held the glass up in a salute to the barman who ginned widely and
took a short bow.

“You have a way with
people,” Bram murmured softly before taking a mouthful of his
whiskey.

“Something that has proven
quite invaluable on many occasions.” Angel toyed with his glass and
Bram stared at the man’s long, thick fingers. He wriggled in his
seat, his mind far from the here and now.

They finished their drinks in
companionable silence, then Bram headed in the direction of the
band, hoping not to run into Mercy. Ignoring a couple of surprised
looks from bandsmen, Bram lounged as casually as possible,
searching the crowd for any sign of Angel.

“Bram. This way, mi
amigo.”

The familiar voice came from behind
him. Angel winked and indicated for Bram to follow him. The door
led to a stairwell. Angel dashed up a few stairs, stopped and
wriggled his ass, then carried on up. Growling softly in the back
of his throat, Bram gave chase.

Finally, they emerged on the promenade
just beneath the ship’s bridge. The walkway was gaily lit, but the
lights that shone into the night illuminated little. The ship was
far too high to cast any glow on the ocean. But there was an
ethereal quality to being there.

As Bram caught Angel around the waist,
the other man pressed him bodily against the hull of the ship. “You
are a very attractive man. Tall and broad, my favorite
kind.”

Bram groaned softly when Angel rubbed
the heel of his hand over Bram’s groin. His cock reacted quickly,
rising to push insistently against his pants. Angel nudged Bram’s
legs wide apart, claiming his lips in a hard kiss as he squeezed
Bram through the material.

“I wish I could bed you
right now,” he whispered to Bram between heated kisses. “But I must
be elsewhere tonight.”

“Whoever he is, stand him
up.” Bram broke away long enough to growl out the words before
taking Angel’s mouth in another possessive kiss, thrusting his
tongue deep and tasting alcohol and tobacco. He then traveled down
to the man’s neck, tasting its heated smoothness.

“I cannot.”

A vexed sound escaped Bram. “He’s that
important?”

“Alas, yes. A most
prominent member of the crew. I would hardly like to have him
search the ship for me and I’m due to be with him in the next few
minutes.” Bram hadn’t realized Angel managed to unfasten his fly,
until the man’s hand grasped his naked cock, and gave it a long
hard stroke. Bram groaned lustily. When Angel flicked a thumb over
the slit, Bram shivered.

 “Meet me after high
tea tomorrow. In the gambling room.” Angel’s voice dropped to a
rich, deep hum of sound and Bram moaned softly as the man went down
on one knee. “I’ll give you my cabin key and meet up with you
there. That will give us the rest of the afternoon and all of the
night,” he said, before taking Bram in his mouth.

Another groan escaped him as Angel
worked his tongue over the head and sucked hard, taking Bram deep
before easing back and scraping his teeth over the
crown.

Gritting his own teeth against being
too vocal, Bram thrust forward, only for Angel to grip his hips,
stilling any movement. He recognized the silent message, and fought
to remain motionless as Angel bobbed his head back and forth.
Already his balls were tightening. With a grunt, Bram spilled into
Angel’s mouth, the other man swallowing around Bram’s dick until he
had nothing left to give.

Slumping back against the wall, Bram
panted heavily in the aftermath of his orgasm while Angel tucked
Bram's cock back inside his pants and rebuttoned them.

“You taste sweet. Have I
whetted your appetite?” Angel rose to his feet, wiping his mouth
with a handkerchief.

“Yes, indeed. I just wish
you didn’t have another … rendezvous.”

“Alas, had I known I would
meet a man like you, I may have organized my time much differently.
But we’ll still have a good romp tomorrow. If you follow this
walkway around the ship, you’ll find a set of stairs that lead back
to the ballroom but on the far side so Miss Mercy will not be an
issue.”

“I think I’ll have an
early night. I have a feeling I’ll need all my strength tomorrow.”
Bram pulled Angel into a hard kiss, tasting himself and it was
erotic as hell.

“Oh, of that you can be
most assured.” Angel flashed Bram a grin. “Now hurry. I have to go
the other way and would prefer we were not seen.”

“Until tomorrow.” Bram inclined his head and hurried away
without a backward glance. When I’m quite sure I’ll match or exceed all your
expectations.


Chapter Five

 


The day passed with interminable slowness for Bram. He had
looked for Angel at breakfast; there’d been no sign of him.
He probably had breakfast in his
cabin. Or that of last night’s assignation. There was no jealousy in the thought. Bram had
bedded plenty in his time, for both pleasure and out of duty. He
couldn’t begrudge Angel his own pleasures. If he was honest, as
attractive as the man was, Bram wouldn’t have bothered with a
bedmate on this voyage if Angel hadn’t so skillfully awakened his
carnal appetite.

I even managed to avoid Miss Mercy, although it was a close
thing. She was looking around at breakfast, but heaven be thanked
she hasn't been sniffing around since. With nothing better to do, and needing distraction,
Bram made his way to the gambling room.

Soon he had settled to play cards.
Engrossed in his game of blackjack it took a moment for a familiar
male scent to register. Glancing to his side, Angel winked back at
him.

“I see you are busy, señor. Perhaps we may
have a drink later.”

Before Bram could reply, Angel had
pressed his hand against Bram’s groin, leaving his key
behind.

“Yes, indeed.” Bram
nodded. “An hour suit you?”

“Si. An hour.” Angel
gave a casual wave, heading out of the gambling room.

Bram closed his hand around the cabin key, deciding it best
to cash in since he couldn’t give the game
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