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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.
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As with most significant events in our lives they usually find themselves preceded by an event or circumstance utterly normal in its bearing. Thus it is unlikely to engage our suspicions in regard of the hand of fate about to rest itself upon our shoulders and change forever the very fabric of the day-to-day existence with which we are familiar. An existence we have helped, albeit partly, to fashion, along with the happenstance of fortune, and come to expect for ourselves.

My name is Paul Dussatoir, and so it was with me.

On the morning of May 6th I received the following telegram: 

Fine day tomorrow. In accordance with my predictions. Belgian frontier. Baggage and servants left at noon at the social session. Beginning of maneuvers at three. So I will wait for you at the works from five o'clock on.

Jovis.

And so it was that, with this mundane and completely unthreatening missive, and on the next day, the events that would ensure my descent into physical and mental servitude would begin.

It is, I now know, to be a servitude to the female who has mastered me that will never end so long as blood flows through my veins as well as those belonging to the she-demon who so delights in all my torments – and especially those of the sexual kind to which I must, and with great shame, touch upon shortly.

For you, whoever you may be, who stumble across these words - for I have neither the will nor, more crucially, the permission to make them freely available - be assured that the fact I am allowed to air my thoughts at all is no more than yet another example of her cruelty towards the creature flailing around in her toils so abjectly. The female whose yoke I labour under eminently capable of taking delight in the hatred of one human being for another – mine for her - as he is compelled obey her; and finding much amusement in the reading of his thoughts on the subject.

Difficult to believe? Then I suggest you read on. If only to assure yourself that the author of this exercise in shame and humiliation is not of a kind prone to outbursts of fantastical hyperbole.

What is conveyed to you here is no more than the simple truth of your author’s existence as he now knows it. 

An existence that has become a hell in full view and one I find myself prevented from ending and finding the deliverance I so desperately seek.

Though you may be sure I have attempted to do just that on many an occasion.

Attempts I will, and despite the certainty of failure, make again in the future remaining to me.

Telle est ma vie.....
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The following day, acting upon my friend’s note, it was at five o'clock sharp that I entered the gas-works of La Villette.

It was to be the day that the horrors attendant upon losing one’s free will to that of another – and a woman at that! – began; though it began slowly, if incredibly enough, with little to hint at the domestic and sexual abominations to follow.

The location of my servitude’s origins completely in keeping with the horror about to befall me.

The gas-works itself may well have been mistaken for the colossal ruins of an old town inhabited by Cyclops, so dark and foreboding were its forms and surroundings. Immense black avenues separated heavy gasometers that stood behind another like monstrous columns, unequally high and, undoubtedly, in the past the supports of some tremendous and fearful iron edifice. A wholly suitable place, in fact, for the wretched adventure on which your unknowing author was about to embark.

The balloon I had come to see was lying in the courtyard and had the appearance of a cake made of yellow cloth, flattened on the ground under a rope; a process that is called placing a balloon in a sweep-net, and, in fact, it appeared truly like an enormous fish. 

Two or three hundred people were looking at it, sitting or standing, and some were examining the basket, a nice little square basket for a human cargo, bearing on its side in gold letters on a mahogany plate the words that are now, with the simple replacement and addition of one lower case vowel with another, etched onto my beleaguered soul: 

“Le Horla.” 

Suddenly the people began to stand back, for the gas was beginning to enter into the balloon through a long tube of yellow cloth which lay on the soil, swelling and undulating like an enormous worm. 
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