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Looking back to my time as a little girl, growing up in a tiny village in the foothills leading to the Mont St Victoire, I realise that the darkness keeping me such imaginative company in the present was no less vibrant in my unformed past; a darkness, I firmly believe, brought about by the advanced reading age that led me (when I could access them at such an age) to those titles of a more adult nature. 

Not pornographic, I hasten to add as, without being judgmental, such material is of little or no interest to me.

No, my adolescent interest was piqued by titles from writers as diverse as Dumas and Hugo to Rachilde and Pierre Louys; each of whom could be guaranteed – if only in miniature in the case of the former duo – to populate their tales with a strong female character – characters such as “Milady” in the case of Dumas Pere and his Three Musketeers, together with La Marquise de Sade from the pen of the precocious Rachilde.

Thus was my interest in reading stories with a strong commanding heroine born and, those stories being few and far between, my re-imagining of many such tales from a female-led, so to speak, perspective. A tinkering for my own pleasure that has led to the pleasure of friends (yes, I do have them and this darkness I here give air to is but a necessary correlative to the decency I find imperative in my day-to-day life) and, now, and hopefully, to the pleasure of a wider range of readers with a passion for stories of strong, commanding and dominating, women who enjoy nothing more than to rule the lives of those men who fall into their toils.

Hence my revisiting of these classic tales from the masters of antiquity; as it is my view that when we domesticate the imagination we lose the joy of life.

But having said that, it must also be said that sometimes our more private thoughts should not see the light of the world in which we live and must remain either written or perceived.

It is nature’s consolation that we can, at least, imagine those desires upon which we cannot and should not act.

This must be enough.

Sandrine Bessancort

Honfleur

2012
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To Sherlock Holmes she is always the woman. 

I have seldom heard him mention her under any other name on those extremely rare occasions that he mentions her at all; despite the fact her photograph occupies a position of prominence in his room as, he says, a reminder and a warning to him. 

In all of my experience with this deeply private man whose life, nonetheless, was spent in the public eye, she is the only woman ever to have thrown a light on the hitherto unknown – not to mention unsuspected – sexual life he had kept, and keeps, so securely under wraps. For in his eyes, and though he does not say it, I know that she eclipses and predominates the whole of her sex. The reserve and emotional rigidity my friend presents to the world, the same reticence I have remarked upon many times in these journals, could no more withstand a cerebral appeal that was at least a match for that which she possessed on a physical level than the most venal of pickpockets could resist the sight of a bulging billfold hanging precariously from the jacket pocket of an inebriated reveller. 

A clumsy metaphor, you might think, but the only one that seems apt to me at this time.

But then, perhaps, it might seem clumsy only to those who had not experienced the fascination of the woman in question up close – and especially to those whose emotional fundament makes them impervious to all woman-kind other than the unchallenging and biddable examples who seek to rule their men by means of an appeal to male self-regard and personal comfort rather than a full on assault made from the confidence of female superiority. 

A confidence that exists still, despite the best attempts of man to either eradicate or suppress the belief. What I can say with certainty is that, even given my recently changed status of bachelor to husband, there was that about the woman and her feminine perfection of form something that acted upon the male in such a way as to make all his senses the slave of but one.

The desire to possess her. 

As it is not, at least during the lifetime of either myself or my good wife, Mary, my intention to publish this factual version of a story I shall release to the public in a more Bowdlerized form in the coming weeks, I am at liberty to describe words, thought and actions of a more... purple... nature and free to make observations on my own sexual thoughts and actions as well as those of others without fear of injuring those closest or even reasonably familiar to me.

More specifically, this is done to protect the deserved reputation of my valued friend.

That friend being the, heretofore, emotional curmudgeon, Mr Sherlock Holmes, whose subjugation beneath the heel of a woman was not something I had so much as imagined up until the advent of the woman” into our lives; let alone believed possible in such a humiliating...

Forgive me. I rush ahead with my tale too quickly and for this you must accept my apologies, together with the excuse that too great a reflection upon the woman in question is not conducive to the structured relating of considered facts.   

So, before I allow recall of her to scramble the senses necessary to compose these words with any facility likely to make them readable, I must make an effort not to mislead you into thinking the heretofore unthinkable passion of Holmes for the woman was in any way an emotion akin to that of love. 

At least not of that kind the more romantic amongst us – of which I consider myself justly labeled -  might describe in such a way. 

All emotions to that precise and analytical outlook, and that one particularly, were abhorrent to his cold and prescient, if admirably balanced, mind, and he remained, as I have always maintained, the most perfect reasoning and observing machine that the world has seen.

But as a lover?

My lord, no!

Had Sherlock Holmes ever been so misadvised as to present himself in such a light, he would have placed himself in a false position and, no doubt with this personal lack in mind, he never spoke of the softer passions save with a gibe and a sneer. To him, the shackles imposed upon the male senses by an hour-glass figure, conical breasts and a well-turned ankle, amongst other female seductions, were nothing except yet more reasons to find his fellow man laughable. In fact, I would go as far as to say that the reactions of a male to a female were sources of never-ending amusement and diversion for him.

They were, these reactions, admirable things for the observer, he considered, and excellent for drawing the veil from men's motives and actions. But for the trained reasoner such as he to admit such intrusions into his own delicate and finely adjusted temperament was to introduce a distracting factor which might throw a doubt upon all his mental results. Grit in a sensitive instrument, or a crack in one of his own high-power lenses, he would not find more disturbing than a strong emotion in the stoic nature he had cultivated that he may view life’s puzzles with as much clear-sightedness as it was possible for one man to possess. 

And yet, for all this high and sober-minded distaste there was this one woman who found her way past his natural and not inconsiderable defenses.

Doing so in such a way that my friend, though his natural parsimony in matters concerning his own soul would prevent him ever admitting as much, would be emotionally marked forever.

And the name of this woman able to contrive such an impossibility?

That woman was the late Irene Adler.

A latter day Amazon of both physical and intellectual resemblance who was, just the same, of dubious and, as I have already confessed, fascinating, if debauched and depraved


















































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A
SCANDAL
BOHEMIA

REVISITED





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





