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            About Sherlock, The Case of the Invisible Lover

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Who haunts her bed?

      

      

      A voice calls out to me from the shadows of my apartment. It is both seductive and dangerous, and it urges me to do things that go against everything I believe in.

      Though I am afraid, a part of me is also intrigued. I begin to obey the voice's commands, and in doing so, I feel alive once again.

      But the voice is more than a mere auditory hallucination. It takes on a physical form, an invisible being that enters my body until I am no longer in control.

      I am at its mercy, and I realize that I need help. 

      I give the last of my savings to Sherlock Holmes, hoping that he can rid me of this ravishing ghost once and for all.

      Warning: Contains solo F, M/f, and being taken by a ghost. Detailed CWs are viewable on the author's website.
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        “Boom of Female Prisoners Spurs New Inmate-Run Clothing Factory at Chislehurst”

        —headline from The Daily Telegraph

      

      

      I couldn’t believe it.

      I tucked a lock of my long, auburn hair behind my ear and snapped the newspaper to straighten it.

      “This is absurd,” I said to Sherlock who sat across from me in his preferred leather armchair, smoking his pipe in the living room of our apartment at 221B Baker Street. “Women don’t seem to be any better off now than they did before Queen Victoria’s edict on equal work and pay for all men and women.”

      Sherlock didn’t respond. His brow furrowed and his chocolate-eyed gaze remained on the floor, still lost in whatever problem he had been chewing on for the past thirty minutes. I was sitting across from him in the other brown armchair. The matching loveseat was occupied by Deerstalker, Sherlock’s kitten, who was enjoying the early afternoon sun while curled in a ball. The remnants of our tea, empty teacups and a spent teapot on a tray, lay on the sitting room table. Deep in thought, Sherlock’s high cheekbones and strong jaw seemed to frame his focused gaze. I wore nothing more than my sleeveless chemise and drawers, and that still didn’t catch his attention.

      “Sherlock!”

      He shook his head. “Pardon me, Watson. My mind was elsewhere.” He stood and stepped behind my chair to massage my shoulders. I sighed and went limp under his touch. “How are women not better off?”

      “The newspaper mentions how men in power are finding loopholes in the system to keep women unemployed.” I managed to speak under his expert ministrations.

      “I suppose we shouldn’t be surprised, Watson.” Lord, how his fingers felt so good, squeezing away my tension. “When you impose a behavior on a society that does not agree with it, it will take some time before society obeys. The first step is to get society to see the good of the change.”

      He reached down over my chemise and applied tender embraces to my breasts. I pressed my hands over his, pushing myself against his touch.

      “Mmm.” The sound spilled out of me. “I just wish people would accept the queen’s command.”

      “People need time to change.” He slipped his fingers underneath my chemise and played with my nipples. A flood of delightful tingles spread across my torso. I breathed out delight. He lifted my breasts out over the neckline and spent some time granting me special attention with his nimble hands. I moaned. The tingles drifted downward. I slipped my hand between my thighs and cupped myself.

      “We have a client.” He pulled his hands away.

      “What?” Darn. My breasts wanted more.

      There was a knock. Sherlock stepped to the door.

      “How did you know someone was coming?” I asked.

      “I heard a carriage pause outside, and the driver announced our address to the passenger as though he had arrived at his destination.”

      My head spun a bit from Sherlock’s deduction. Such sounds from the street happened all the time. I doubted if anyone listened carefully to those sounds to predict a visitor. Anyone except for Sherlock.

      I stood to greet the visitor.

      Sherlock opened the door. A handsome young man with a grizzled beard and a loose, tan suit stood in the doorway. He held his derby at his waist in a loose grip. Why was his suit loose? A hand-me-down perhaps? No, it looked too new.

      “Thank heavens you’re here, Mr. Holmes…” His voice tapered off and his nostrils flared.

      I followed the young man’s gaze to my chest. I looked down. Oops.

      My face burned with embarrassment.

      “Pardon me.” I turned away and tucked my pups into my chemise.

      “Please,” Sherlock said, “have a seat.”

      “Thank you.” He sat in the armchair I had occupied earlier, Sherlock returned to his own seat, and I stood behind Sherlock’s chair.

      “I apologize for my state of dress,” I said and scanned him from head to toe, appreciating his appreciation.

      “It’s quite alright.” The young man’s hazel eyes twinkled. “I wouldn’t mind seeing you without any dress.”

      I didn’t respond and tried to contain my smile. It was exactly what I wanted to hear.

      “She is indeed quite a sight to behold in the nude,” Sherlock said.

      This was crazy. If the visitor were any other man, I’d be insulted. How come improper behavior from a man — be it a leer, a salacious comment, or a grope — was welcome in some cases and unwelcome in others depending on who the man was? I should have been offended by the visitor’s brazen remark. Why didn’t he ask first if Sherlock and I were married? That would have been the proper thing to do. He could have been flirting with Sherlock’s wife for all he knew.

      True, I had made a deal with Sherlock to keep the relationship strictly for roommate and sexual purposes. We could see other men and women, but the visitor didn’t know we had such an arrangement.

      And for the visitor to say he wouldn’t mind seeing me without any clothes objectified me as if I were no more than a painting or sculpture to own and admire. But coming from him, such a handsome man? My heart pitter-pattered a little faster.

      Besides, I’d done a little mental undressing of the visitor and enjoyed objectifying him just as much. What would it be like to see those piercing gray eyes stare at me from between my legs as he worked hard and long to pleasure me? What would it be like to hold handfuls of his butt cheeks as I squeezed them and guided him inside me?

      The visitor continued his gaze upon my face, shoulders, and breasts as I observed his proud bearing and broad shoulders. Moisture formed between my legs.

      Then I chuckled.

      “Seeing me without any dress? Ridiculous,” I said to the young man. “I’m a doctor. If either of us are going to remove their clothes, it will be you so I can examine you.”

      “A doctor?” He laughed. “You don’t truly believe that Queen Quack made the right decision in putting women in the same jobs as men, do you? Who would possibly trust you with a scalpel?”

      What in heaven’s name?

      I gripped the back of Sherlock’s chair, digging my fingernails into its padding. “Are you insinuating that I can’t—”

      “Watson.” Sherlock reached over his shoulder to pat my hand and calm me. “Allow me to deal with him.”

      I leaned close to Sherlock’s ear. “You had better. Because if you don’t, I’ll show him what skills I have with a scalpel.”

      Sherlock cleared his throat and addressed the visitor. “I take it you are in need of my services.”

      “Yes. You see, I have a bag of diamonds that have been stolen.”

      “A bag of diamonds?”

      “Yes.” He smiled.

      “Explain what happened.”

      “Well, I was in my mansion one night, and the servants had finished putting everything away and turned off all the lights. That night, I thought I heard a sound. I went downstairs and saw a shadow of a man in the living room. I shouted after him and chased him out the house.”

      “You’re sure it was a man?”

      “Yes.”

      “How so?”

      “His shadow had the silhouette of a man’s

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/magnifying-glass-icon.jpg





OEBPS/images/colchester-good.jpg
="
‘?\‘A~l4l a

T\






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/baker-street.jpg
o3
e

T
B 2w TEEEY vEa






OEBPS/images/sherlock_in_the_case_of_the_invisible_lover_1b-tryeb.jpg
«"‘( A SPICY ROMANTIC SHORT STORY%\

L2 nDihs





OEBPS/images/baranypublishinglogobigbrown.jpg







