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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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Swing Follies

Blimey. Delia’s besotted. With Edward. But when an old flame from Edward’s revolutionary past swings by and steams up the laboratory, has Delia missed her chance at love?

It’s Springtime and passions are flaring at the Ockham Steam-Works Laboratory. As Delia musters courage to tell Edward she loves him, the gorgeous Professor Euphronia Cogswell, Edward’s comrade—and lover—during the Third-Wave Industrial Revolution, comes calling and takes far too much interest in Edward’s latest erotic device. Meanwhile, in Newcastle’s foggy Roman Quarter… has the notorious Sebastian Broadchurch lost his bad-boy edginess? He’s distracted and subdued. Could there be a special mandrake in his life?

Swing Follies continues the Steampunk workplace-romance-with-a-rom-com-vibe series as confident hearts melt into befuddlement in the face of unexpected romantic challenges. The 10,000-word short is the third 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, April 1879, Wednesday

Professor Edward Ockham gripped the ratchet handle more tightly as a frisson of lust roiled within. Before him his lovely assistant Delia Bennett awkwardly adjusted herself in a swing suspended four feet above the linoleum, her skirt and petticoats in riotous disarray. She was charming in her helplessness. Her arms, secured by leather wrist cuffs, stretched above her head. Her stocking-clad legs, extended and splayed, were held in the air by silken slings supporting each ankle and knee. Her rosy cheeks and bemused expression were slightly at odds with the bizarre eroticism of her predicament.

“Delia?”

The sound of her name tripping off his tongue echoed like a melody in the cavernous laboratory, the gentle hiss and thrum of the boiler adding a syncopated undertone.

Delia. No longer the more formal Miss Bennett during working hours. She was, by agreement, Delia.

He could say her name over and over and over again. Delia, Delia, Delia.

Her chocolatey eyes widened. “Yes, Profess—Edward?”

Edward. She was Delia and he was Edward.

“Are you comfortable?”

She wriggled her buttocks, each pillowy cheek cradled in its own sling leaving her quim exposed to the air. “Perhaps something across my bum, you know, a bolster above the crack—” She suddenly blushed crimson to the roots of her raven curls.

The door to the laboratory swung open with a dramatic flair.

“Well, well, well. What have we here?” Sebastian Broadchurch sauntered in from the hall, a little rumpled from whom and whatever he had done the night before. He stopped before Delia, his predatory stare traversing her as he combed his fingers through his flaxen hair. “Our Miss Bennett finds herself in yet another delectable quandary.”

“Good morning, Sebastian.” Edward arched a brow. Morning had but a minute left to it.

Sebastian brandished a scowl before turning his attention to the rigging holding Delia. He pursed his lips as he studied the mechanism. His gaze followed the silken slings upward to where they attached to a swivel bolt mounted to a cable. He perused the cable to where it connected to a system of belts and pulleys housed on a sturdy wooden frame. He glanced at the diminutive steam engine then grunted in comprehension as he took in the exposed gear shaft and long ball-end lever of the control box.

“It spins, does it?” he asked.

“It does,” replied Edward.

Sebastian walked around Delia, she eyeing him suspiciously, he far more interested in the series of slings supporting her. He crossed one arm under the elbow of the other, tapping a finger on his unshaven cheek. “Who’s it for?”

Pride rippled through Edward. “Cirque Dare Otique.”

Sebastian started. “Wait—what?” He gaped. “Cirque Dare Otique? Really?”

“Why, yes. Do you know of them?” Edward feigned innocence.

Sebastian continued to gape. “Egads, everyone knows of them.”

“Perhaps only in the sordid circles you inhabit, Seb.”

“No, no, they’re quite famous, I assure you.” He renewed his survey of the device. “And you won this commission on your own?”

Edward frowned at the implication.

“Crikey, Edward, you know what I mean. You usually don’t bid for this sort of”—Sebastian waved at Delia’s crotch—“job.”

Edward chuckled. “I did happen to mention the notorious Sebastian Broadchurch was my Special Assistant.”

“Ha!” Delia’s outburst punctuated the air. “That’s an understatement.”

One corner of Sebastian’s mouth curled upward. “Notorious, eh?”

Flattery always worked to tame Sebastian.

“I was at the machinist’s and this flamboyant chap stopped by to pick up a set of nickel plated gears—rather lovely they were—and we got to talking. He said aesthetics were paramount in his profession of spectacle—”

Sebastian snorted.

“And he’s looking for fresh talent to execute his ideas.” Edward clapped a hand on Sebastian’s shoulder. “You’re not the only one who can garner business with great personal charm, Sebbie dear.”

“Otis fancied you then, did he?” Sebastian removed Edward’s hand from his shoulder.

“Beg pardon?”

“Otis. Although perhaps he introduced himself as Captain Marvelous.”

Heat rose in Edward’s face. “Possibly.”

“I’m proud of you, Edward, you’ve really broken out of your shell. To what do we owe this change in you?”

Delia beamed. “He won that prize at the Imago Flagrantis festival.”

Her mellifluous voice flowed over Edward like a hot bath on a winter’s night.

“That did build your confidence.” Sebastian scrutinized one of the slings holding Delia’s ankle. “I’d like to think I helped instill a modicum of daring, as well.”

“Yes, Seb,” Edward said gently. “And Delia.” He smiled at her. She smiled back. Her admiration for him and his infatuation for her could inspire him to design a thousand machines.

Sebastian moved to Delia’s left knee and plucked at the sling. “This is quite good. Strong.”

Edward pointed to an open metal chest disgorging lengths of red and purple cloth. “There will be more of this silken fabric to dress up the whole apparatus.”

“Where’d you get it?”

Edward cleared his throat. “A special order from the Cogswell factory.”

“Cogswell, hmm?” Sebastian narrowed his eyes.

“Their reputation for industrial textiles is unmatched.” Edward flashed Sebastian a warning glance. His past need not be dredged up in front of Delia.

“Yeah, yeah,” Sebastian muttered. “So how does this work?”

“A series of swings will be arranged in the circus ring. Some will merely swing, some will bob up and down. This one spins. And bobs a little.” With a hand on her milky thigh, Edward gave Delia a gentle push. She giggled as she wobbled. His heart zinged.

“There has to be a reason it spins.” Sebastian crouched down to look under Delia. “Oh my, what’s this? Delia not wearing knickers? How provocative.” He reached for her quim.

Edward slapped his hand away. Sebastian tumbled onto his backside, cackling.

Edward ignored him. “Delia, can you straighten your legs?”

“I think so.” As soon as she tried, the top half of her body promptly began to slide downward threatening to pull her arms right out of their sockets.

Edward quickly grabbed her, enveloping soft, yielding curves, his nose pressing into the pale flesh of her cleavage spilling over her leather corset, her exotic fragrance vexing his senses and hectoring his cock. He maneuvered her back into position, holding her there, breathing her in.

“I’ll need a bar for my hands,” she said, her mouth a hairsbreadth from his. “Above the cuffs, something I can hold on to.”

“Yes, well, the project definitely needs improvement.” He licked his lips wanting so much to lick hers instead. “I will rely on your expertise as we consider enhancements.”

Sebastian coughed.

Edward begrudgingly let her go. “Ah, yes, this is where I need your assistance, Seb.” He rolled out a pitted and tarnished metal gurney, worn leather straps drooping from each corner. “Can you build me a shiny new pneumatic table?”

Sebastian let out a raucous laugh. “Certainly.” With a knowing smirk he unbuttoned his fly and climbed onto the gurney.

Edward strapped him down then moved to Delia’s side. Her gaze fell to his mouth as she nibbled on her lower lip, releasing it plump and glistening. He leaned over and brushed his lips against hers, flicking his tongue along the seam of her mouth. Desire flared in his groin, swelling his cock, urging him to kiss her more deeply, to tangle their tongues
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