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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 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.

Women whose shoes, you may be assured, I have fancied wearing on many an occasion while my fantasies pictured me exerting just such an irresistible power over my male subjects.

Hence my revisiting of these classic tales from the masters of antiquity from that period between the nineteenth-century and the early part of the twentieth.

When we domesticate the imagination we lose the joy of life.

But, sometimes, our more private thoughts must not be acted upon and should remain either written or perceived.

But always as imagination.

Sandrine Bessancort

Honfleur

2012
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“I really must congratulate you, my dear Lorraine,” said the older lady. “I truly was beginning to despair of our younger generation until having the good fortune to make your acquaintance.”

The younger woman fairly beamed under the praise of the Baltimore socialite she could once only have dreamed of meeting, let alone entertaining her. In fact, it had taken her some time to quite adjust to being on such cordial terms with her. Coming from the small and less than enlightened confines of such a claustrophobic village down the Seaboard as she did – despite the influence of an old and formerly seductive female member of her family – being on familiar, even intimate, terms with a personage of such illustrious stature was a source of wonder to her.

Especially as she was so inferior on the social scale and had only met her during a fundraiser for the Republican candidate at which the older woman had been the female speaker of honour.

Her surprise off the charts when the great lady not only deigned to speak to her, but actually seemed to enjoy her company.

As well as being a source of massive pride to her..

It truly seemed to her as if the fates were telling her she was one of the chosen and the path she was on was natural as well as totally excusable.

To find another female mentor of so great a standing after having lost one was too coincidental for her too think otherwise.   

The older woman, whose name was Elizabeth Sheridan-Aronson had been born in Baltimore during a particularly bitter winter in 1852. The cherished and utterly indulged daughter of General Charles Sheridan, the great-grandson of Senator Charles Sheridan of Georgetown. Birgit Aronson, her somewhat pretentious and high-tone mother, having been the only Catholic and female signatory to the Declaration of Independence. 

An historic as well as illustrious background which had proved informative in the superior, if undeserved, sense of self-entitlement prevalent in the now widowed and never in mourning Elizabeth.

And certainly not for the former Republican Senator whose wealth was now hers and had given lustre to the faded fortunes of her own line as well as a fine mansion in which she still lived.
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A looker of the erotic rather than the beauteous kind, Elizabeth had always taken flattery and adulation as no more than her due and had come to look upon the male of the species as an easily manipulated tool, rather than the object of either romance or lust.

Unless, that is, certain decadent and wholly unfavourable terms were accepted by the male who happened to take her fancy.

“You really have trained your domestic to be most attentive,” she observed in a tone that was patronising even when she truly intended it to congratulatory. 

Lorraine acknowledged the compliment with a smile that revealed the slight overbite of her teeth she had been told that, far from being detracting, was somewhat... sensuous. 

“So many young women these days,” the older and more buxom woman continued, “attach no importance to how vital it is to maintain the gap between both class and gender.”

Lorraine Anderson fairly flourished under the praise from such a society ikon, the high and haughty cheekbones she owed to great-aunt’s side of the family reddening with pride as she was complimented for the control she maintained over the attractive man Elizabeth Sheridan Aronson knew only as her servant.

Though the next words from the libidinous, if necessarily, discreet society matron were something of a shock.

“I take it your admirable control of your manservant and his ready obedience to your every wish extends further than simply domestic matters?”

Haughty cheekbones flushed an even deeper scarlet.

“Do not be embarrassed, my love,” Sheridan Aronson assured her. “We are both women of the world, after all – with, if you will forgive me, more knowledge of that world invested in me, given my rather advanced years when compared to those of yours.”

Her smile, on features more strict governess these days than strict lover, was meant to reassure Lorraine rather than gloat.

[image: the manservant and the son]

“You are, I am certain, a woman after my own heart and see men for exactly  the useful tools they are to our superior sex and no more.”

It was the first time Lorraine Anderson had ever spoken of such things in front of another living soul other than her great-aunt and, initially, she felt uncomfortable.

Until, that is, a feeling of calm and great relief flooded her senses as the certainty she was in the presence of a kindred spirit made her bold:

“I certainly have no intention of being used by such base creatures,” she replied.

“Bravo!” applauded the socialite. “We are of exactly the same mind and were my unmissed husband alive today he would assure you of my sincerity.”  

“You do not miss him?”

Elizabeth Sheridan Aronson barely took a breath before replying:

“Oh, he had his uses. Namely an obedient tongue.”

Lorraine’s shock to hear such a thing from the lips of so great a lady was almost the equal of her delight as her guest continued:

“When, that is, I had... educated ...his needy little cock into accepting it had no place in my superior cunt.”

Delighted as she was, and as much as it bought into her own thoughts and desires, the younger woman could not prevent her jaw dropping.

“Do not pretend I have offended you, my darling Lorraine. I am too long in the tooth  not to know a likemind when I speak to one.”

Lorraine could not meet her eye.

“It was totally obvious for the first instant we met at that tiresome fundraiser that you were a woman who lived for the pleasure of gazing upon a lowered male head as it paid fealty to the polished toes of your boots.”

Silence greeted her observation.
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“Tell me I am wrong and I shall leave and never trouble you again,” Sheridan-Aronson offered.

“There... There is









d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
An Evi)
4

Mesmerising Female
of the
Eastern Seaboard

Sandrine
Bessancort






d2d_images/image012.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image010.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.jpg





d2d_images/image026.jpg





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image018.jpg





d2d_images/image029.jpg





