
THE WATCHMAKER’S LADY

[image: image]

The Clockpunk Trilogy #1

––––––––
[image: ]


Heather Massey

Copyright 2021 Heather Massey

Publisher: Crackerjack Creatives LLC, 2021

Cover image by Enrique Meseguer from Pixabay

––––––––
[image: ]


License Notes

This is a work of fiction. All characters, places, and events are from the author's imagination. Any resemblance to events, places, persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be re-sold or given away to other people on social media sites or through other means. Please don't reproduce it in any form including physical, electronic, or other (an exception is the use of brief quotations for the purposes of critical articles and/or reviews). The author has asserted her respective rights to be identified as the author of this book.

––––––––
[image: ]


The Watchmaker’s Lady was previously published at Red Sage Publishing in 2012 and has not been substantially altered or revised.

Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One

[image: ]


Shrewsbury, Massachusetts, 1840

At half-past nine in the morning, the door to the shop of “Matthew J. Goddard, Watchmaker – Clock Repair” swung open, inviting in a blast of crisp November air.

Behind the main counter, Matthew glanced up from his oak rolltop bench, his right foot pausing over the flywheel treadle. A lady, obviously wealthy, stepped through the opening. She sashayed toward him, cloak and skirts rustling softly. A gleam of anticipation lit her hazel eyes.

Matthew openly studied her. He’d never seen her in town before. She was probably new to the area, or hailed from nearby Worcester. Many people were moving there, and often sought recreation in idyllic Shrewsbury.

The lady’s pine green bonnet had a single, wide bow. Cascades of spaniel curls framed her powdered face. Matthew’s gaze traveled over her high cheek bones and too-full lips before dropping to her cloak. Its dark, stylishly cut fabric covered her dress completely, but flashes of pine green trim peeked out from beneath the hem.

Matthew stood. He bowed slightly as the lady approached the counter. “Good day, Madam. How can I be of service?”

“You’re Mr. Goddard?” she asked breathlessly, her gaze darting about the shop.

“I am.”

Her gaze finally settled on his face. “Oh, thank goodness. I’m in the right place, then. My name is Mrs. Benjamin Rutherford. My husband and I recently moved here. We’re in the south end. Are you familiar with the area?”

Matthew nodded. He’d been born here. “Shrewsbury is a fine community. You made an excellent choice.”

“I couldn’t agree more. A...close friend and neighbor recommended you, quite highly, as a matter of fact.”

She produced a brown velvet reticule embroidered with flowers and opened the drawstrings. Her black-gloved fingers withdrew a pocket watch. This item she placed upon the glass countertop, a light clink echoing in the wake of her action. “It’s my husband’s watch. I accidentally dropped it, and now it doesn’t work.” She didn’t sound very remorseful.

Matthew picked up the piece and turned it around in his hands. The Vaucher Frères open-faced, rose gold pocket watch—he estimated 18 karats—was well-constructed. Indeed, it was a far cry from the low quality Swiss watches that had infiltrated the market these days. He opened a drawer behind the counter and pulled out some precision screwdrivers and tweezers. “Does your husband know you dropped it?” he murmured.

The lady blushed and looked down. “Not yet. I was hoping you might be able to repair it before he finds out.”

One corner of his mouth curled upward as he spread a piece of clean white linen in a tray and placed the tray on the counter. Working carefully, he removed the case. It took him only a moment to discover the source of the problem. “It’s not broken. The oil has dried up, however. I can lubricate it for you. When do you need it back?”

“Ah, within the hour, if you could. Don’t worry about the cost. I can compensate you handsomely for the rush work.” Mrs. Rutherford moistened her lips. They shone a bright pink in the lantern light.

“I can start immediately.”

She nodded. He showed her to a chair where she could sit and wait. Returning to his bench, he reached for a bottle of French clock oil, which in his opinion was the best around. The standard oiling only took about twenty minutes. He called Mrs. Rutherford back to the counter when he was finished.

Once again, her flickering gaze swept over the shop. It was as if she expected someone else to appear at any moment, or was looking for something.

Matthew gestured to the display case behind her. The walnut and glass shelving housed a collection of quality watches and jewelry. Some were unclaimed items he had previously repaired; others were undiscovered treasures he’d found at a bargain during his occasional travels. “May I interest you in some of my finest pieces? Perhaps your husband would like a monocle, or some diamond stud pins.”

Mrs. Rutherford gave them an obligatory, yet cursory glance. “They’re all lovely, but....”

Matthew braced his hands palm down upon the counter and regarded her expectantly. “Yes?”

She dropped her voice to a whisper as she met his piercing gaze. “Truth be told, I’m interested in your...other service.”

Matthew smiled warmly, knowing it would put her at ease. “Ah, yes. Well, it just so happens that I recently completed a new product. Would you like to see it?”

Mrs. Rutherford nodded eagerly. “I would, very much.”

Matthew placed the empty tray in a storage cabinet and put away the tools. They negotiated a price for the repair job and she paid him in coin. She placed the watch back into her reticule.

Stepping from behind the counter, Matthew motioned to a door on the far right. “This way, please.”

He opened the door and ushered her through. He followed her into the small, private parlor and locked the door behind them. Thick, red velvet curtains dressed the room’s only window. Accented with gold tassels, they were drawn together for both warmth and privacy.

Flocked burgundy wallpaper swirling with a floral design surrounded them. A rosewood divan occupied the center of the room. Near the left wall, two matching rosewood chairs flanked a pot bellied stove. Strategically placed lanterns throughout the room emitted a soft, inviting glow.

Matthew placed his hands above Mrs. Rutherford’s shoulders. “May I?” he asked, turning his voice deliberately low and husky.

Mrs. Rutherford nodded, and allowed Matthew to aid in the removal of her cloak. Like a butterfly emerging from its cocoon, her dress burst free in a riot of color, ribbon, and frilly lace. Suppressing a smile, Matthew wondered if she ever dressed up this nicely for any other occasion. He hung her cloak upon the coat rack. She handed him her reticule and he hung that up as well.

He gestured to the divan. “Please make yourself comfortable.” While Mrs. Rutherford settled onto the cream-colored fabric amid crinkling skirts, he crossed the room and added a few more pieces of wood to the stove. Soon, the parlor was ablaze with heat.

“It’s a lovely place,” she said.

“Only the best for my special customers,” he said, flashing a knowing grin.

Mrs. Rutherford smiled demurely, her lashes fluttering downward.

Withdrawing a brass key from his waistcoat pocket, he opened a large, ornate jewelry cabinet opposite the divan. He withdrew a hand-sized object, momentarily hiding it from her view. “Are you ready?” he asked.

“I...I believe I am,” she replied.

Matthew pulled up a low stool and sat before her. Mrs. Rutherford took a deep breath, her generous bosom swaying with mesmerizing grace as she did so.

Matthew placed the object on his palm and held it before her. The cylindrical brass disk had a dome on top and a small indentation on the underside. “You may hold it, if you like.”

Gingerly, Mrs. Rutherford accepted the offering. She turned it over and rubbed the indentation with a gloved finger. “What does it do?” she asked.

“It stimulates circulation.”

Her gaze turned inquisitive. “How does it work?”

Matthew pointed to a tiny key attached to the dome. “You wind it up. The more you turn it, the greater the improvement on your circulation.”

“It’s very light.”

“And inconspicuous,” he added.

“My friend did say I could depend on your sense of discretion.”

Matthew bowed his head in acknowledgment.

“Mr. Goddard, I am...innocent in the matters of such...devices. Where...I mean, how do I apply it?”

“Wherever you like.”

Hesitantly, she placed the device against her cheek. “Like this?”

“You could, but there are also other uses. Let your imagination be your guide.”

She visibly swallowed. “I would like to be perfectly clear on its application.” She held out the device. “Would you be so kind as to demonstrate it for me?”

He took it from her, deliberately making his fingers linger against hers during the exchange. “Are you absolutely sure?”

“Yes,” she said, her voice firm. “I would like you to apply it where it will benefit me the most.”

Both of them were breathing deeply now. The first time was always rather exciting. Matthew nodded. “All right, then. If you would be so kind as to recline back, we can begin.”

He placed a hand against her back and guided her down. As her head and upper back connected with the slanted armrest, her voluminous skirts lifted. Nearby, the fire crackled pleasantly.

“Are you comfortable?” he asked. A stray hair had fallen against her cheek. He gently pushed it back into place with his fingertips.

Mrs. Rutherford nodded.

“I promise there won’t be any pain or discomfort.”

“That’s what my friend told me.”

“You must thank her for recommending my services,” he said. “I’m going to start now.” He took her hands and placed them on her stomach. “Watch as I wind it up so you know how to operate it.”

He rotated the key around and around and around. Mrs. Rutherford watched in silence, her eyes riveted to the motion of his hands as he manipulated the tiny mechanism.

Several minutes later, he stopped. “I’m going to attach it now.”

“Where?” she squeaked out.

“To your most private place. It’s highly receptive to stimulation, and will ensure your ability to extract the most good from the device. Surely your friend gave you some idea about what to expect?”

Mrs. Rutherford nodded vigorously. “She did. I’m ready.”

Matthew pushed aside her skirts with one hand. He did not need to look, preferring to make his way by touch alone. That seemed to keep his special customers relaxed while he demonstrated his intimate products. It also added a layer of erotic anticipation to the process.

The device had already begun to vibrate. He palmed it in his right hand and thrust it beneath her skirts. “I need a bit more room,” he whispered, nudging her left knee.

Mrs. Rutherford obliged by spreading her thighs apart. Matthew skimmed the back of his hand against her stocking, enjoying the forbidden feel of the silky material against his skin.

Gently, slowly, he used his index finger to widen the slit of her drawers. His fingers dove among the tight curls of her pubic hair. Mrs. Rutherford’s core pulsed with heat and moisture. “My, you are ready,” he murmured. He glanced at her face. A light sheen of sweat adorned her forehead, and she stared wide-eyed at the subtly suggestive artwork painted upon the ceiling.

He continued to watch her expression as he fitted the device, indentation side down, to the tiny, hard nub his finger had brushed against only moments before. He held it there, feeling the strong vibration as its clockwork structure pulsed against her.

Mrs. Rutherford felt it, too. She gasped loudly.

At first, she lay still, absorbing the impact of the sensation. Soon, however, her hips started moving. Matthew cupped the device firmly to keep it in place as her pelvis lifted. “Would you like to replace my hand with yours?” he inquired.

“No!” she cried out, her hips bucking even more. The rustling of her dress as she twisted about sounded like a pleasant rainfall.

Matthew placed his free hand on her right knee to steady her. Beneath the device, Mrs. Rutherford grew increasingly slick. The vibration was making his hand throb almost to the point of numbness.

She slid her left hand up and down her bodice. Her right suddenly latched onto his left thigh and squeezed it hard. Matthew couldn’t prevent the rush of blood. His cock sprang to life, growing unbearably stiff within the confines of his trousers. Arousal was inevitable when he bore witness to this kind of behavior. But there would be no relief for him
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