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The Ockham Steam-Works Laboratory Chronicles

In an imagined Newcastle, England, circa 1878, Professor Edward Ockham toils in obscurity at the Ockham Steam-Works Laboratory, creating unusual machines with his partner Special Assistant Sebastian Broadchurch—until Miss Delia Bennett joins the Lab, sparking unfamiliar desires and inspiring steamy inventions.
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Delia’s Heartthrob

Gadzooks! Valentine’s Day is fast approaching—what’s a scientist to do? Edward knows naught of romance. Can steam power prevail over chocolates to win Delia’s heart?

The stress of looming deadlines threatens to thwart any Valentine’s Day plans Professor Edward Ockham might have for his assistant—and lover—Delia Bennett. Compounding the tension, Edward insists the two maintain professional restraint once the workday begins at the Ockham Steam-Works Laboratory. But testing erotic machines with a formal demeanor proves to be quite challenging for Edward—and terribly frustrating for Delia. Something’s got to give. Will Edward find the inspiration to melt his icy reserve?

Delia’s Heartthrob continues the Steampunk workplace-romance-with-a-rom-com-vibe as our nerdy engineer suffers a crisis regarding how best to woo his tantalizing assistant. The 6,000-word short is the second story in The Ockham Steam-Works Laboratory Chronicles, a queer, polyamorous, Steampunk romance series of nine short stories set in an alternate Victorian world meant to be read in order.

*****


Chapter One

Newcastle, England, February 1879

A shot of sunlight through gauze curtains stirred Edward from his restful slumber at the exact moment the chime of the clock spewed forth a burst of steam into his stale bedroom.

Morning. It must be morning.

Edward sighed.

It was too soon for morning.

The warm body lying next to him moved, rolling over. The persistent sun now aimed its rays at a new set of closed lids, the light eliciting a low masculine growl before the growler turned over again, displaying a well-muscled backside.

Sebastian.

So it was Tuesday.

Because if Sebastian was in Edward’s bed, it must be Tuesday morning.

“Isn’t it supposed to be winter?” Sebastian’s complaint was muffled by the goose-feather coverlet.

“Sorry?”

“The sun. It’s sunny. I thought it was winter.”

“Yes. Quite.” Edward lazily drew his fingernails down Sebastian’s back, smiling as the muscles twitched and quivered under his touch. “Sometimes, Sebbie darling, the sun shines even in February when it’s freezing cold.” At the base of Sebastian’s spine, Edward’s fingers jumped the tailbone to dally in the downy crevice of his arse, tickling and teasing. Edward’s cock tingled in anticipation.

Sebastian grabbed Edward’s hand.

“I’ve got to take a piss, Edward. And if you go any further I’m going to do it in your bed.”

Edward let go with a heavy sigh.

Sebastian rose and stumbled to the bathroom door modestly concealed behind a Chinoiserie screen, the noise awakening Edward’s valet. The eyes on the humanoid automaton rolled open with a whirr and a clunk.

“Good morning, Professor Ockham.”

“I’m not the professor, you bloody fool,” Sebastian chided as he lifted the lid on the commode.

“Good morning, Cyrus.” Edward nodded to his dapper valet then followed Sebastian to relief.

Side-by-side they pissed, Sebastian’s prick jutting forth from a shock of bleached pubic hair. He groaned in exaggerated satisfaction before crossing Edward’s stream. Edward shot him a perturbed look.

Sebastian ignored him. “Working on anything special today?”

“The honorarium artwork for the Imago Flagrantis festival.”

“Ah.” Sebastian gave his slaked cock a shake. “You know Valentine’s Day is coming up,”

“Valentine’s Day?” Damn and blast. Was Sebastian expecting presents? “And so?” Edward gave his prick a shake, then wiped the droplet clinging to the gold ring piercing the tip.

Sebastian sauntered back to the bed. “So, what are you going to do for Deel?”

“Delia?”

“Valentine’s Day is for lovers, Edward. You and Deel are lovers.”

Yes, they were, but… “You and I are lovers, Seb.” Edward slid next to Sebastian under the sheets.

“Technically. But I’ve a young man of my own I’m going to shower with attention that day. You and Deel are more of a pair.” Sebastian smoothed back the hair from Edward’s eyes. “You know what I mean?”

He did know what Sebastian meant. The three were lovers in various permutations, but neither Edward nor Delia dallied with any other beyond the triad. Sebastian, however, was something of a cad. A pleasant, friendly, well-meaning cad, but a cad nonetheless.

Edward rolled onto his back and stared at the reflection of the cold winter sun on the ceiling until an enchanting image of Delia in rapture, her raven curls in a havoc against his pillow, danced in his brain. “What the devil does one give a young woman on Valentine’s Day?” He had never been in such a position. “Gadzooks,” he mumbled and turned to Sebastian. “She’ll be expecting something, won’t she?”

“Don’t ask me advice about women,” Sebastian said, tangling his fingers through Edward’s chest hair. “As far as Delia’s concerned, she’s easy.” His hand slid over Edward’s abdomen. “Attention, affection.” Sebastian grabbed Edward’s newly revived erection. “You know, all the usual.”

As Sebastian bent over to take his prick in his mouth, Edward contemplated the mystery that was a woman’s desire on a holiday for lovers.


Chapter Two

Delia stared up at the above-ground windows of the basement laboratory as she lay on the cold metal table trying not to let Sebastian’s crude remarks badger her—or arouse her—too much. Still, she was lying spread-eagled before him, her thighs and ankles held aloft by a series of articulated mechanical hands projecting from the table in a wide V.

Just beyond, a boiler sputtered as Sebastian pumped the foot treadle and the table juddered upward.

“I’m quite the genius to have incorporated pneumatics,” he said. “I can raise and lower you to the height of my cock. Or any man’s, for that matter.”

Delia ignored him, and instead concentrated on the February sun trying its best to shine though the soot-hazed safety glass.

He leaned over, rubbing his crotch against hers. He slid his hands along her thighs, pushing her skirts up to her waist, then slapped his palms on either side of her shoulders. He smirked down at her, his straight blond hair skimming his smooth cheekbones. “Admit it, Deel,” he murmured sultrily. “Your knickers are damp because of my brilliance.”

Blast him, her knickers were damp. “Sod off, Seb,” she hissed, struggling in her awkward position to raise herself on her elbows. “Haven’t you finished yet?”

He chuckled. “Almost. Now that I’ve got the hands to clamp down on you, I have to test the release mechanism.” He tickled her calves through her herringbone stockings. “I wouldn’t want the client to have trapped customers, would I?”

She glared and smacked his hand away. “Well, get busy.”

A thwack and a curse presaged Edward’s entry into the lab. He stumbled in from his office, bleary-eyed, his brown curls disheveled, his shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow. Whatever Sebastian had done to him last night or this morning—or both—had been clearly far too strenuous. Delia sighed. Sometimes all Edward needed was a cuddle.

He pawed through the drawers of the tool cabinet. “Seb, have you seen my—”

He glanced over his shoulder and froze, staring at Delia, his cheeks rosy under fine stubble, the color deepening as his gaze swept over her thighs.

He turned to face them. “Sebastian,” he asked, now seemingly mesmerized by Delia’s exposed knickers. “Whatever are you working on?”

Sebastian beamed. “I call it the Broadchurch Phalangical Restraint System.”

Delia rolled her eyes. How typical of Sebastian to name the invention after himself.

Edward scowled as he approached. “Is this for one of those clandestine establishments you frequent?” He ran his fingers over the segments of a metal hand, so tantalizingly close to the bare thigh above Delia’s stocking. He no longer blushed, instead his lips and forehead twisted in a thoughtful expression.

“Yeah,” Sebastian said. “Dominick’s.”

Edward’s pinky strayed to her inner thigh. A frisson of lust tore through her, melting her insides, like the ganache centers of the bonbons she had indulged in the night before.

Edward paled and snatched
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