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				AUTHOR TO READER
			
			
				Still My Secret Garden
			
			

		

		
			

		

		
			Over thirty-five years ago, I called it My Secret Garden because collecting fantasies was like listening to women whispering in my ear. I was hearing their deepest erotic secrets—in many cases, desires they had not even told themselves until then. Still today, many women and men finish by saying, "Thank you for letting me tell you."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠI know precisely what  they  mean.  There  is  something about  putting sex into writing, almost as if we are taking it to the next level of reality, getting closer and closer to the flame. At the same time, it is emboldening, as in: "This is who I am—who I really am! And look… the sky hasn't fallen, I haven't been ostracized from the family, and I feel more complete, whole, part of the human race."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠYes, I do believe that for many of us, accepting our erotic reveries opens a new consciousness in our lives. We don't have to act on the fantasies to feel this way. Some, fully realized, would become nightmares.  Nor  share  them  with  our  partners.  Often,  kept  from  them, they  can  be  even  more  emboldening.  It  is  thrilling  just  to  own  the creativity  of  our  sexual  imagination.  Just  as  learning  to  drive  opens new paths—emotionally as well as physically—so do our private sexual thoughts,  at  any  age,  take  us  on  ever-new  trips,  as  doors  open  and horizons broaden.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠWe  like to  think  that  we  are  formed  by what  we  choose  to  take in,  while  from  the  day  we  were  born,  we  have  been  absorbing  the opinions of the people on whom we are dependent. Our caretakers' opinions (often unspoken) of our body are woven into our self-image. Later, changes that we choose to make will be in opposition to theirs.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠOur tiny hand goes between our legs because it feels good and, yes, because it is our body. So, there we are, not even able to use adverbs, and the giants of the nursery are laying down lifelong prejudices. They say, "No, no, darling…" and remove our hand from that sweet crevice. We won't remember it or a dozen other repeated sounds and actions that over time hammer home their opinions of our genitals.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠSo often our devoted caretakers would deny any role in turning us away from our sexual parts, so automatic and unthinking were their intentions. If accused in court of crippling someone's sexual self-esteem, they would look askance.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠBy the time we choose a sexual mate, have a certificate of marriage, or become economically independent, we will also have a private stash of erotic fantasies, stored since adolescence, helping us get past the negative opinions of other people regarding
			
				our
			
			sexual parts. Now, when our mind and body want to boost us up, up, and away into orgasm, we call upon these fantasies to do their magic.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠOur response to the thrill of sexual feeling in adolescence is electric. It is so sweet, so winning, yes, so natural, that it is hard to ally it with the negative experience long ago in the nursery. This is something new and beautiful, what we feel in one another's arms at adolescence. That so many young girls get pregnant when they have been raised never to let a lad anywhere near that forbidden fertile ground until the appropriate moment speaks of the beauty of erotic rapture—something the girl might  understand  and deal  with had  she  been taught to respect  "that place."  But  raised on  distaste  and abhorrence  of  her  genitals,  the  girl eagerly hands herself over to the boy/man and crowns him a Prince for loving that "unspeakable" core of herself.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠBefore the sexual revolution of the twentieth century, most women denied their erotic fantasies. Young adults today find that hard to believe. Where did these forbidden, unacceptable fantasies go after they were enjoyed, these  rich erotic thoughts that accompanied our sex? Can the mind actually entertain a sexual fantasy during intercourse or masturbation and then erase it post-orgasm?
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠI  thought  I'd heard everything with regard to my favorite subject until  I  received  this  missive  in  2002  from  a  twenty-three-year-old English woman:
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠ"Dear Nancy, I always thought it was only  famous,  rich,  successful—as  in  some  way  privileged  women—who  had  sexual  fantasies. Finding out that so many ORDINARY WOMEN [her caps] enjoy sex so much is a  fantastic thing to know. It makes me feel so much better to realize that anyone can have a great sex life."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠSuch a funny, sweet thought makes me want to put my arm around the dear girl and welcome her into the club.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠBut, of course, masturbation only came onto the scene, front and center, in the last thirty years. Certainly, some women masturbated but not in the epidemic proportions we do today. (Hah! Fun to imagine an "epidemic" of women masturbating; the headlines in the newspapers: "All traffic comes to a halt as women across the world masturbate for world peace!")
			

		

		
			One thing I've learned absolutely is that forbidden sex gets us higher faster.  We may  love  our  mate,  but  love  and  sex  are  separate, different, and there is no denying the thrill of stolen sex, in fantasy and in reality. The more forbidden, the more intense the orgasm. And if the man  inside  us  isn't  off-limits,  well,  then,  within  the  secret  room  of our imagination, we envision someone who is. Not only is the man off-limits but  so is the locale where we do the dirty deed—the  bus, a train, behind the cereal section in the supermarket, under the table in the restaurant, or perhaps with the handsome stranger beside us in an airplane. We wait until the movie begins, the lights lower, and the  blanket, hopefully still provided by the flight attendant, can shield him as he slips between our legs and applies his hands, his mouth, his considerable talent to bring us to orgasm.
		

		
			ﾠﾠWe can't afford to actually have sex with the man next door with whom our husband plays golf, but when we want to climb to orgasm, we imagine him  breathing heavily  in our ear  during the  dance, and we two disappear when no one is looking. In seconds, we're secluded or—more dangerous and exciting—we take a terrible chance of getting caught and pull  him down  upon  us in the  guest  room.  Quick, quick! His  penis  is  inside  us,  it no  longer  matters  if we're found,  so close are we to orgasm.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠCould Adam and Eve  resist the apple?  Do we really believe it was all about an apple? There is no way to make the safe sex of marriage as exciting as the forbidden. We salt and pepper sex with our legal mate, imagining forbidden men in forbidden places.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠIs  it  any  wonder  pain,  force,  verbal  abuse  are  often  attached  to our real sex, maybe something slight like the bite on the nipple, the added thrust of the penis, abusive words: "You are a bad little bitch, and Daddy's going to punish you," our lover says playfully. "Harder! Deeper!" we cry out when his penis is inside us, so deep we get the pleasure and the pain confused.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠWhy do we seek a certain form of intimacy or avoid it? Whatever "fits" may have its roots in a time before we can remember.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠMoney, too, is part of the sexual drama because it symbolizes undeniable power. Men and women have always been afraid of each other. Why do you think at some point most men have paid for sex? It was a high price, but the alternative would have meant never getting away from the first woman who controlled his life totally. Oh, yes, he loved her, but you know as well as I that the stories of guys who never get away from their mothers are either comic or tragic.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠ"Powder  me,  powder  me!"  a  former  lover  cried  out  when  I  was crouched between his legs, his cock in my mouth.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠWhere  did  that  come from?  I  asked  myself  and  answered:  Hadn't I  interviewed  him  in  our  early  days  together?  His  early  memory  of days with his mom had to do with her weeping when she bathed him because his father was away in the war. And he, only a very little boy, would say to her, "But I'm here, Mommy!" To which she would reply, sadly, "You are not enough."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠShe got him coming and going, so to speak. By the time he ended up in my bed, he was a mass of contradictions, wanting to be babied and on top. But he is not alone in his sexual split. Most men solve the Madonna/whore dilemma by making their wives the safe haven (calling the wife "mother") and looking for forbidden sex with "bad" women.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠA comfortably married woman tells me: "Before marriage, we were more adventurous. (Mild bondage, lots of head, etc.) After marriage, my husband would pull me up when I'd go down on him—like, now that I was his wife, it was somehow 'dirty.'"
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠThe above may be more true of traditional men and women—meaning  pre-feminism—than  of  couples  today  where  both  work  outside the home. Nothing has changed women more from the stereotypical housewife who took care of home and nurtured children than women's entry into the workplace. There is nothing like a weekly salary, the independence that comes with paying the rent and buying groceries, even if the money barely covers costs, to dispel the self-image of "little girl." Put another way, depending on someone else for the roof over your head and food on the table puts a big dent in creative sex. At least, this is what I've come to believe. It's not necessarily conscious, thought-out reasoning; it just goes with the territory: "I pay my own way. I want sex my own way." If orgasm is the state of letting go, I can let go because I'm in charge of me.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠFor over thirty years, I've been writing about eros, love, jealousy, beauty,  envy,  all  subjects  that  invariably  lead  back  to  childhood. Nothing is more immutable than what happened in those years when we had no power at all. What we did have was total absorption. We couldn't control what to take in or leave out. Unable to feed or clothe ourselves, totally dependent on others, they left their prints all over us.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠThe 1970s, that very special era in which My Secret Garden was written,  possess  continued  relevance.  They  were  profoundly  influential years, not just regarding sex but all forms of behavior. The top of the list is an army of women who moved out of the home and into every sphere and endeavor that men had owned up to then.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠThe revolutionary shift in the fundamental truths of what men and women were, how they saw themselves, and what work defined them gave me permission to write about something that had clearly been on my mind and was part of my own sexuality. I loved original work and always had sexual fantasies. As I've noted before, when I approached several eminent therapists and psychoanalysts and asked their opinion of my research, I was repeatedly told: "Women do not have sexual fantasies. Men do."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠI  was  confused  but  not  discouraged.  I  had  collected  a  variety  of women's erotic daydreams. We were a new world of sisters, a secret society, about to go public. And if a woman didn't initially know what a sexual fantasy was, I'd simply tell her my own and the curtains would part. "Oh, is that a sexual fantasy!? Sure, I've had those." She'd had them for years, used them to reach orgasm, and then, being a "good girl," swallowed the forbidden thought.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠSo, here we are, dear friends, a new century, a new age of equality— and what is the overwhelming theme of fantasy in this book, for both men  and  women?
			
				Domination.
			
			Not  dominating  but
			
				being  dominated
			
			. Relinquishing power in a world that offers so much.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠWomen's worlds used to be limited by Do's and Don'ts. Even we intelligent, danger-loving girls had fantasies but didn't own them. We secretly longed for a guy from the wrong side of the tracks. We enjoyed  him  but  often  didn't  tell  the  other  girls.  His  "forbiddenness" made our secret thoughts even that much more thrilling.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠThis book is the first in which I'm including both men's and women's fantasies. In a world where we are able to duplicate one another's jobs, clothes, almost everything in the dance of life, I thought it might be interesting to see where we run parallel in erotic dreams. Do women  now  imagine  themselves  seducing  their  favorite  sex  objects and do men dream of being taken, often against their will?
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠHas the Internet leveled the playing field? Can the virtuous woman easily change her identity and take to bed a different stranger every night or anonymously chat online, satisfying both their fantasies?
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠWe lie, pretend, often unaware. Riddled with fear, jealousy, insecurity,  who  has  not  projected  confidence?  To  some  degree,  we  are the serial killer personifying the pillar of the community. How much more has the Internet opened the door to our fantasy selves—a cyber world  of  infinite  possibilities?  Reese,  a  sixty-five-year-old  gay  man, admits that "through the miracle of the Internet, I am now a super-hot eighteen-year-old blonde cheerleader."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠIt  is  hard  to  believe  there  ever  was  a  time  when  we  weren't  fully aware  of  our  erotic  reveries.  But  sexual  freedom  is  never  fully  won. When
			
				My  Secret  Garden
			
			was published in 1973,
			
				Ms.
			
			magazine wrote that  "Friday  is  no  feminist,"  and
			
				Cosmopolitan's
			
			favorite  male  psychoanalyst  echoed—emphasizing again—"Men have sexual fantasies; women do not." Although this was the past, it's wise to remember that sexual repression never sleeps. Never take sexual freedom for granted.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠEventually, the pendulum may swing back. It always has. How short a time it's been that women came to own their erotic fantasies. Thirty, forty years, a drop in the bucket.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠDon't presume that these dark days are behind us; so powerful is the image of  the  out-of-control orgasmic woman that it turns off many people, scares both women and men. We may put a woman in  the White House but not a woman who comes across as powerfully sexual.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠﾠI believe that sexual fantasy is a natural, healthy part of us, an evolved dimension used to aid our pleasure and excitement. Often, it's a necessity for sustaining long-term sexual relations. I remember long ago someone saying dismissively: "I don't need fantasy. My sex life is just fine without it." But fantasies don't have to make up for something  that is "missing." They can add extra helium to a balloon that wants to soar. For some of us, the imagery comes unbidden. We close our eyes and let "sex" and "fantasy" join in concert to remove us from the real life that holds us to Earth. Now, here, alone with our lover, the sight, smell, and touch of his body begins to work on us.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠThe forbidden pleasures, the stolen watermelons in our youth, and the kisses in the parked cars of adolescence—in fantasy, we spread our legs for the stranger who has just blown into town or we imagine the last man who undressed us with his eyes, not our husband, our "legal" mate, no, we may love him, but for orgasm, we need the bad guy, the dark, illicit situation, because that's how we were raised, conditioned, taught to think of the sex we stole.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠOver the years, the voices of the men and women in this book have been filed away in my subconscious. Even when printed on the pages of my books, your voices whisper in my ear. I like to keep it that way, our bond, like the tight allegiances of childhood where we told our best friend "everything."
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠI  am  ready  to  dive  back  into  your  "confessions"—perhaps  not  the correct word. But I do get the feeling that while you may begin with a "public" story of your life, I am aware of that special moment when you close the door of whatever room you are in and begin to confide in me what you have never revealed before.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠYou  have  been  my  teachers,  my  familiars,  letting  me  into  your erotic thoughts, private tales many of you say "you've never told anyone before." The first women who came into my secret garden over thirty years ago were breaking the law, saying out loud the thoughts and feelings never before admitted. I often had a sense of looking over their shoulders as they wrote, emboldened to name their thoughts by other women's voices.
			

		

		
			ﾠﾠSlowly, the chorus of your voices has grown bolder. That so many of  the themes  of  fantasies in this  particular book deal with domination—being  dominated—has  certain  logic.  The  dance  between  men and women in the modern world has changed. I am speaking of the erotic dance where men once led absolutely. As I've said, women are formidable. We always were. In the past, we simply denied it.
			

		

	
  
DOMINATION






DOMINATION


Nothing has made me more a traveler in the state of forbidden eros, a lover  of  danger, than  the  mystery of  my  father, whom  I  never  knew, never saw, not even a photo of him, and of whom not a word was ever spoken.  Silence  and  secrecy  surrounded  him  to  the  degree  that  "forbidden" became who he was and, by extension, other men too. When people asked in a friendly fashion, "Where is your father, darling?" I'd answer politely, "My daddy's dead." 


He wasn't. I found this out at the age of twenty, directly after his death in the mental institute where he had been committed not long after my birth. Given the secrets in my home, I'd become an incurable sleuth, opening every door, especially those marked "Do Not Enter." I'd find a way into neighbors' houses up and down the street, often by way of a cellar door, a screen door left ajar. I was five or six, and ours was a small town populated by kind and gentle people. In such a place, everyone had time for a little girl on a quest, and I never thought twice about following a friendly elderly couple home for a Coca-Cola and a piece of cake nor did they scold me for opening doors and drawers.


I looked everywhere for him, for a trace, a photo, some clue, though I  was never aware of my goal. Had someone asked, "What are you looking  for?"  I'd  have  answered,  "Oh,  nothing,  just  looking."  It helped that my town belonged to another era. In retrospect, it seems covered with a sheer layer of magic dust. When I was unable to find even a trace of him, I turned my curiosity to the waterfront. We were on the southern coast, and freighters came and sailed away daily, just a block from our house. I've always seen it as a place lost in time.


My  absent father had an influence over me unlike that of anyone else. My pleasure of writing about men, women, sex, forbidden topics,  came  from  him,  from  my  search  and  eventual  need  to  find  in other men what I knew he would have given me. My erotic fantasies of men, my interest in sex as far back as I can remember, all this was heightened by my father, the mystery.


Because the cocktail hour was a staple of life, come six o'clock, our house was a merry place. I would crawl into the lap of a naval officer, inhale the scent of him, light his cigarette, charm him with my song, do a little dance, and pay no attention to my mother's repeated "Leave the gentleman alone, dear." But the gentleman never seemed to mind. How utterly  fascinating  men  were!  So  relaxed,  so  easy  in  their  skin.  What was  their  secret,  these  people  in  trousers,  around  whom  my  mother and all the other women acted differently, all the while pretending they weren't. Something was in the air when men were around, and both men and women looked at one another as though they had a secret. And who better to pick up on this unnamed dance between the grown-ups at the cocktail hour than an overly curious, precocious child?


For me to admit that it made a difference, not having a daddy, that I was sad or that I ever wondered about him was unthinkable. Though no one ever said the word, I knew my role was to protect my mother and not ask. Where did I put my dreams of him when I was little, this constant protector, strong, handsome, kind-hearted with a permanent shoulder for me to rest my head on? The fantasy of being chased by him as he became the "hungry monster" to my gleeful screams of terror, catching me, tickling me, throwing me in the air? When I grew older and a boy held me in his arms, the missing man in my life clicked in. How I loved being held by a boy, his scent, his wanting me, the whole dream state of what I called "love," though it was surely in great part eros.


There are more of us today, fatherless children growing up without a male presence, an atmosphere where we might take in the exciting difference between the sexes. Today, births to unmarried women constitute 36%, reaching a record high, not to mention the near 50% of marriages that end in divorce. Children are sponges, growing, changing, absorbing everything, so much more than adults want to realize. My  search  for  this  mysterious  man  led  a  search  for  myself.  Had  he been present, I undoubtedly would have settled down, married, raised a family, with no consideration to writing about sex. 


In the '60s and '70s, the publishing world had thrown open its door to women and was signing us up like recruits. Editors were eager for books on women's lives, interior and exterior. We were like an undiscovered continent. The world finally wanted to know: "What do women  want  sexually?  How  does  eros  feel  to  a  woman  inside  and out?" 


To this day, I am thrilled to have been a part of those halcyon years when we women came out, came alive, discovered the clitoris and our sexual fantasies—to own them. Our sexual independence—knowing that we control and are responsible for our sexual destiny—feeds into all other freedoms.


Knowing that we no longer had to wait for a man to telephone—for him to give us an orgasm—that we could do this for ourselves, and bring him to orgasm, too, was a source of energy to be used in every endeavor of our lives. Owning my sexuality has changed how I walk, talk, and certainly how I write.


The fact remains that in real life and in fantasy, domination remains one of the few forbidden acts that still sexually excites. It is not pain that is wanted—that is reserved for the chapter on S&M—but a powerlessness, a chance to relieve ourselves of all responsibility for the delicious, forbidden sex we crave. We who reach for this kind of imagery in order to let go of the iron self-control that stands in the way of orgasm are wanting a cocktail that "knocks me out beyond my control!"




FANTASIES OF BONDAGE

 "Those Ropes Are Too Tight! Thank You!"




Today, many of us reach for erotic scenes that refuse to take "No!" We crave a source of power and restraint—to keep us "grounded" even as we soar. Listen to the voices in this book and hear how early these feelings begin, often from men and women who have never been abused, neglected, or abandoned. Where do the  fantasies start? When we are pinned down in our crib, strapped into our high chair, our stroller, the bed where our diapers are changed, our cries for freedom are heard by a loving mother who gazes down on us, gently singing, comforting, but refusing to set us free from our restraints. Or we see an angry mother, frustrated, tormented by our pleas for help, binding us in an attempt to hold her world together. Then, there are the abusive caretakers—people who  should  never  have  or  be  responsible  for  children.  They  hit  our hands to keep us from struggling for freedom, ignoring, reprimanding our cries as we, in our most helpless state, have to believe she/he loves us, that this is for our own good. 


The seeds of our domination fantasies go back to the time when we were  helpless,  trapped,  waiting,  longing  for  a  loving  guardian.  The seeds grow, blossom in whatever direction the earth and nutrients allow. The high school bully forcing us to kiss the ground, the older brother or sister twisting our arms behind our backs, the good-hearted loving father becoming the "hungry monster" to our gleeful screams. Sometimes, we defy those oppressive years to now dominate, to be the all-powerful  mother; other  times,  we  long  to  go back  into  mother's arms, constrained, gazed at, taken care of. 


Not long ago, domination/submission was defined by gender. A fallacy of a male-dominated world. Our biological makeup and countless experiences, nature and nurture, mold us into some degree of both. Why are so many of us inclined to fantasies of domination and submission?  Often,  the  horrific  experience  of  rape  is  followed  by  rape fantasies, but why are so many of the fantasies submissive, only now in control, choosing the assailant and circumstances, and others aggressive,  now  raping  the  assailant?  To  both questions,  the answer is still unknown. 


We  don't  like  to  think  that  small  children  have  sexual  feelings.  It would  require more thought, a deeper involvement in our children's lives—as  the  bedrock  of  sexuality  is  being  laid—when  we  are  already overwhelmed by the duties of society and childcare. 


Wafting down from orgasm and full of gratitude, I once whispered to  my  lover,  "How  did  you  do  that?"  He  replied,  not  unkindly,  "Nancy, it's all in your head." Thus began my awareness of my own fantasies, such as the dark stranger gazing at me, taking me against my will, forcing me into ecstasy. 


I handed over to each man full credit for my rapture. Today, I am still besotted by a man who brings me to orgasmic highs, even though I know it is I who lets him in the gate and leads him up the garden path.


In the fantasies and stories of the brave men and women in this book is a message of how very early sexual feelings—and the theme of erotic reveries—begin. Wheels inside our heads now carry us out of our tight skin, to hold us momentarily in suspense until all the doors open one by one, allowing us to let go.






Karla





Karla is a sixteen-year-old virgin from a liberal family. Her father is a commercial artist and her mother a head librarian. She shares with many of us the fantasy of being taken, of being irresistible.





I am kidnapped by Justin Timberlake, who is a little obsessed with me. Justin takes me to his secluded home in Los Angeles and ties me up in the bathroom and leaves me there while he goes downstairs to record some music. When he returns, he lets me loose on the condition that I don't try to escape or hurt him. I agree. I see that the bed is his destination. It is a huge four-poster with dark blue drapes. I cry out as he ties me to the bed, spread-eagle. He pushes a dildo up my cunt and then leaves. I squirm so that the dildo starts to move inside me. Just as I am about to cum, Justin comes back into the room and takes the dildo out. I start to cry I am so frustrated. He smiles and leans down to kiss me. Then, he starts to lick my pussy, carefully circling my clit and then plunging his tongue deep inside me until I cum, screaming in ecstasy.


I have a few variations on this. One is where my parents insist I get a tutor for history. They choose a stern, forty-something male teacher who  happens to look like Viggo Mortensen. Since he's so much older, they feel there's  no  need  for them  to  stay at home  when he is tutoring  me. Since I'm already quite good at history to the extent that the tutoring is unnecessary (this actually happened in real life due to parental pressure to excel in school), my tutor decides to teach me about sex instead. I am afraid of him but also curious. He makes me sit on a chair and takes off my top and panties. Then, he ties me to the bed spread-eagle and starts reading from a book about Hitler as a man. As he reads, he puts two of his fingers up my cunt and starts to finger-fuck me.





* * *




We  hear  a  woman  say  in  her  fantasy:  "That  big,  bad  man  forced me to orgasm. He made me do it." But even in  her imagination, she doesn't  own  up  to  the  depth  of  her  sexual  appetite,  doesn't  want  the responsibility. Even in fantasy, she strains against the sexual attention she craves by at first trying to stop the man and then placing the entire burden of being "fucked" on him. 


Falling back on the fantasy of being dominated is a desire to take "the control away from me, one way or another." The woman with a crippling fear of rejection often has the fantasy of someone seducing/ overwhelming her. In reality, she may be a totally controlling person: "By making him lose control (have an orgasm) even if I don't have an orgasm, I'm in control." In the end, she gets him coming and going (all puns intended).






Scott





Scott, a single white man in his forties, comes from the heartland and says his parents were "from the old school." Sex was never mentioned in his home. He was never hit or sexually abused.  His  parents  kissed,  said  that  they  loved  each  other,  but there was an absence of any sign of lovemaking. Do his fantasies of bondage begin in the crib, the memory of longing, waiting? Is the secret exhibitionist in all of us from a time when we were gazed down upon by a stream of adoring large eyes?




I was a typical farm boy growing up. When I was twelve years old, my mother took me to the library and checked out some sex books for me. It was my only education in sex! I played with girls on the street. There were three girls I played a couple of games with on a regular basis. The first game was when the girls would let me cover their mouths with one of my hands and hold their arms behind their backs.


But one night, my parents were gone, and my friends and I were home alone.  I  don't  know  what  I  was  thinking,  but  I  stood  up  and  pulled off my T-shirt. They started getting excited. Then, I pulled down my jeans and underwear. They just stared at my penis. I waddled over to the couch and stood there, so each girl could get a good look. They asked me to turn around and show them my butt.





I was married for a while, and my ex-wife was OK in the bedroom but didn't want to add any spice to our sex life until I talked her into tying me up and gagging me. She ordered me to strip completely naked, then ordered me to sit on the chair. She tied each of my ankles to the front legs and tied my wrists with a couple of skinny leather belts. She rolled  up  a  large  red  bandana  and  placed  it  in  my  mouth  and  tied  it tightly behind  my  head.  Then,  she  proceeded  to  get  dressed  and  leave the house. She was going out with a few of her girlfriends. I was bound and gagged to that chair for six hours.





I  have  many  fantasies,  but  the  one  that  I  want  to  fulfill  is  to  be dominated by a female. I want her to have control of me. I want her to tie me up, gag me, spank me, place clothespins on my nipples, make me worship the ground she walks on.

* * *





Why do so many of us, especially men, deny the profound influence of she who carried us inside her body for nine months, only to then care for us until we were able to care for ourselves? We are formed in her emotional image, at least with regard to our ability to love our body, ourselves, and another person.


Why are women so reluctant to own up to their power and influence? Even under patriarchy, men were totally ruled by women growing  up, followed  by the  awesome  power of  the sexual  beauty  of the young  girls  of  adolescence.  By  the  time  a  boy  is  a  young  man,  he's realized without consciously deciding it that it may be better to marry a quiet girl, pretty, yes, but not a sexually adventurous one who would possibly put him in the role of the betrayed husband.


There are, of course, those men who need to dominate, to feel the reins of power in order to reach orgasm. Stripped of their sexual dominance,  in  the  shadow  of  the  giantess  women—who,  in  some  men's eyes, seem to run the world today—these men find orgasm imagining themselves so powerful as to put the woman in her place, where she belongs, beneath him. 






Ian





Ian, a middle-aged man from Australia, describes this typical man-on-top domination fantasy, the kind we're used to.





My fantasy comes into play whenever a snarling feminist berates men. In it, I belong to a secret society that kidnaps women and takes them to a specially built prison high in the mountains. The women are trained to become feminine again and enjoy sex with men. They are kept naked at all times. Their training begins by being tied with their arms above their heads while their bodies are slowly massaged with baby oil by the men. We are well aware that pleasure is the best way to condition and so  we ensure  that all inmates orgasm at each  encounter with each one of us.




* * *






Demi




In the fantasies of eighteen-year-old Demi, domination by a man empowers her to dominate at the end. Still in school in the (conservative) South, she'd like this fantasy of being asked  to  the  penthouse  apartment  of  her  dream  lover  to actually come true.





I'm  pretty vivid in how I  see  him.  He has  incredible  light  brown  eyes with the passion of a wildfire, hands of a lumberjack, and an apartment to die for, super modern, like he owns the world. I get there and follow the instructions  in  an  envelope  with  my  name  on  it.  After showering, fixing  my  hair  and  makeup,  and  wearing  only  high  heels,  I  follow a  petal-strewn  path  to  a  beautifully  set  table.  He  appears  wearing  a tux. After a candlelit dinner, he takes me into the bedroom. He walks over  to  the  night  stand  and  pulls  out  a  pair  of  handcuffs.  "These  are for  you,"  he  says.  As  he  handcuffs  me  to  the  bedposts,  I  smile  with great anticipation. The sex is so intense, our bodies sound like someone getting whipped. The bed is shaking, and the wealthy neighbors below are complaining, but we don't care. He lifts my legs over my head and goes in deeper, hitting my g-spot. We cum as one. After a few minutes, he unhandcuffs me, and I quickly grab the handcuffs from him and cuff him to the bed. The look of surprise as I take control is all over his face.





* * *





When I think of the gulf between boring sex and the kind of wildness  we  can  allow  ourselves,  it  is  baffling  why  so  many  of  us  spend so  many  years  living  with  the  former.  Do  we,  like  Cara,  a  beautiful, twenty-six-year-old Latin American woman, put up with the dull  sex  because  it  is  in keeping with the "good man/good woman"  we are  most  of the  time? Great, orgasmic sex is mind-blowing, out-ofcontrol. For a few moments, we are not ourselves. Floating back down to Earth, post-orgasm, we wonder why we sometimes reserve this extraordinary experience for a near stranger, someone met at a party?





Cara




When I  had  my  first  menstrual  period,  the  only  thing  I  remember  my mom  telling  me  was  that  it  was  really  important  that  I  clean  myself thoroughly. I know she was only concerned that I not get an infection, but I wonder, was that when I started to feel that the whole process was dirty and I wanted no part of it?


About my sexual life, I have all these ideas and fantasies but don't ever act on them because just the thought of doing so makes me embarrassed. I guess I'm also worried that I would be rejected and laughed at. My parents were divorced when I was five, and we moved far away from my dad.  He  is  not  a  very  motivated  person,  so  I  didn't  see  much  of  him when  I  was  young.  It  took  me  a  very  long  time  to  realize  that  I  felt abandoned and rejected by him. I think that's where the fear of rejection started. I was also being mentally, and possibly physically and sexually, abused by my mom's boyfriend at the time, so that didn't help. I've slept with  about  ten  men  and  have  only  had  rare,  small  orgasms.  I've  had relationships and casual sex flings, although never one-night stands, and have yet to relax my guard enough to have a screaming orgasm.





I've also picked up this idea that the man's pleasure is more important than mine. That means that I'm putting him in control while I have to stay in control. Is it any wonder that my fantasies center around a man, usually  someone  I  know,  staying  in  control  of  himself  long  enough  to make me lose it? Someone who ignores my attempts to get him off and concentrates on me?

I have this one fantasy where I'm tied to a bed, and my lover comes in and brushes me with light touches, fleeting, never in the same place twice. He ignores the obvious places and touches me in spots I never knew were erotic. He continues this for hours, ignoring me as I beg him to untie me so I can move, touch him, anything. I can't see what he's doing, what he's touching me with, where he'll touch next, and I'm writhing on the bed. He does this until I have no choice but to cum. Then, he starts over again until I've had so many orgasms, I'm twitching and can't move. After he's done with me, he cuddles me until I fall asleep.





* * *





I hope that Cara will find the courage to investigate her full potential in a brave new world. Instead of people laughing, I believe she'll discover that her fantasies are natural, not uncommon, and sought after. 






Glory





I'm  a  thirty-one-year-old  woman  from  Texas  and  was  raised  in  a sexually free household. I love my body and the potential it creates for me and for my partner. My body is mine to give. My sexuality is my independence; it is my strength from  which my power and lust for life comes.


My grandma once wrote that as a child I was "confident, determined, not afraid, and eager to learn what the world held." That world for me, I think, unlike other children, started with my body and moved outward. I can remember the intrigue, the fascination with my fingers, my breasts, my vagina, touching my breasts in the bath, caressing myself in bed. 





"Mom," I would ask, "Why is my vagina always covered up? Is it bad?"

"No," she would say. "Think of it as your finger—something you should look at and be comfortable with."





My  parents,  walking  from  their  bedroom  to  the  bathroom  naked, playing with each other in the shower, letting my brother and me crawl around in their beds even when they were sleeping with only their skins to the sheets, instilled within me a peace with my body.





I like to touch myself and have for as long as I can remember. However, I  have  only  been  reaching  orgasm  through  masturbation  since  I  was  a freshman  in  college.  I  don't  have  long  sexual  fantasies.  Mine  are  all rooted  in  people  I  know,  people  I  can  actually  touch,  want  to  touch, or  have  touched.  It's  interesting  that  all  of  my  fantasies  are  rooted  in reality—I don't usually want my fantasies to remain fantasies. Why do some women fantasize about the impossible and others fantasize about reality? What does this say about each "type" of woman? 





My  fantasies  start  with  an  image  of  a  person,  a  flash  of  a  familiar face, a smell of a certain man, a sound that recalls someone—and from there, my mind works. My fantasies range from my tying a man up and doing everything in my power to please him, to my taking the part of the "victim," to both of us actively working to satisfy each other. The smells of him. Eyes shut. Relaxed in bed. Licking toes, the tongue moves up the inside of my leg, the hands caress my inner thighs…I want to take those fantasies and make them a reality with that man.





* * *






FANTASIES OF WORSHIP "I Live to Grovel"

With more single moms, boys are being raised without a man in their lives  in  whom  they  might  see  themselves,  a  person  they might  choose to emulate or not, a man with influence and power within the family. Can we be surprised that more men than ever automatically reach for the dominatrix?


Families are built upon rules, as in any society. Certainly, there were parental rules regarding sex when we were young and societal rules later on, though breaking them—stopping just short of "going all the way"— carried a thrill that could make up for the guilt.


Historically, mothers enforced the rules. In the most important years of their children's lives, they laid down the "shall-nots"—some fair, some  maybe  not.  Rules  can  create  an  atmosphere  of  safety,  mental ropes  that  keep  the  child  from  "falling  off  the  edge,"  even  when  the child  complains  of  feeling  restricted.  By  controlling  their  children's lives through nurture and discipline, they were instilling not just love but fear/anxiety/trepidation should their rules be broken. These were the formative years. In the end, what mattered wasn't that all the rules were obeyed but  that they were there, something that you  counted on.  Even  if  you  disliked  them  and  disobeyed  them  occasionally,  by their  very  existence,  they  made  you  feel  safe.  They  were  the  constant boundaries against which we fought. Boundaries we now use and break in fantasies to free ourselves to orgasm.


In fantasies of domination, we either enforce these rules/boundaries  or  submit  to  them,  sometimes  pleading,  "No,  no,  please,  stop!" other times applauding, worshipping, "Thank you, thank you, Master/ Mistress." 


The powers of invention have been worn out at the office, and both men and women find that the body lets go, relaxes, and warms up when the mind travels to images of being totally out of control. Jonathan, a married man whose wife is happy with sex once or twice a week, speaks of this yearning. "My fantasy is that when I arrive at the address of my lover, I must be prepared for complete submissiveness, ready to offer my whole mind and body to her, for she will teach me what she likes, and I must obey."


"Forced" to let go of the "manly, man in charge, on top" role he inherited, he gives himself over to orgasm at the hands of a dominating woman. 






Henry

Henry, a young interior designer who lives in Chicago, met his current girlfriend online by answering an ad looking for a "sub man."





I was pretty nervous when we first met. I fantasized a long time about being with a hot dominant woman and read lots of ads, but this was the first one I answered. There was something about her authority saying, "I know what's best for you." We exchanged some pictures, and she said she was willing to meet me to see if I was worthy. We met at a bar in her area. It was kind of comforting the way she took control. I felt excited by it. She allowed me to go back with her to her house. When we got there, she said, "Do not look at me unless I give you permission. Now, close your eyes when in my presence, and in the meantime, fix me a drink." When  I  returned  with  her  drink,  she  pushed  me  to  the  ground  and pressed my face to the floor with her foot. She ordered me to undress, and while I did, she unbuttoned her dress from the bottom. She whispered, "Kneel and  kiss  my  cunt."  I  could  feel  a dewy  drop  of  precum  easing from my prick. I dropped to my knees and felt the increasing warmth of her sex and the convergence of her beautiful strong thighs as I eased my head between her legs. 


I've asked her permission to marry her. So far, she hasn't granted it. But I'm still hopeful. I would like to serve her for the rest of my life.





* * *





We've found that as one sex changes, the opposite sex adjusts, not necessarily moving in tandem. Certainly, men's erotic fantasies of being dominated by women are more prevalent today than ever. Domination and submission seem to have become a game between men and women, a continuation from the nursery to the office to the bedroom of either sex being submissive or controlling.


Men's sexual arousal, imagining themselves groveling opposite the dominatrix  (even  after  contending  with  bossy  women  in  the  workplace), was no doubt laid down in childhood, when the boy was malleable,  soft  clay.  Many  men  are  still  reluctant  to  interfere  with  their  wife's domain. On some level he is probably afraid of her, too, as he was of his mother. 


Men's fantasies of female domination come in all shapes and sizes. Oscar,  a  Canadian  man,  twenty-five  years  old,  says,  "I  have  always found women in 'power suits' attractive—even more so than in lingerie." Many men and women write to me about sexual fantasies with authority figures, teachers, bosses, etc.






Sean





Forty-year-old Sean  gives me a lighthearted account of being stripped  and "punished" by powerful women. There is no anger or resentment. There is no whisper of shame about these fantasies of submission to a woman. But then, they are confiding to a very sympathetic ear.





I only became aware of women's sexual assertiveness  in  the  workplace when  I  started  working  for  a  hospital.  In  this  environment,  women outnumber  men,  and  they  liked  to  embarrass  me  about  my  sexual performance.  Once,  a  woman  plopped  a  picture  of  a  naked  man  with a  huge  schlong  entertaining  a  fully  clothed  woman  on  top  of  my workstation. One of  the female employees was an ardent feminist who didn't like men. I think she enjoyed giving orders to men and trying to intimidate them. At one of the first  meetings  I  attended,  she  took  her shoes off and started rubbing my leg under my pants. I tried to ignore it, not only because I was married, but because I knew in the long run, it would mess with my job. 


Boy, did I jerk off to that one. I'd fantasize that I'm asked to attend a meeting at work, the only man there in the department. After listening for two  hours,  my powerhouse  female boss  says,  "We  are going  to  do something different now." She turns to me, "Have you ever heard of the concept of clothed females and nude males?"


"Yes," I say.





"Well, the females are all clothed. Why aren't you nude?"





"Well," I stammer.





"Off with the clothes."





She  says she  wants  my clothes off  because, as  her  employee,  I'm to give  an  honest  evaluation  of  her  work  and  the  work  of  all  her  female coworkers.  She  wants  the  naked  truth  of  how  I  worship  them.  If  my worship is convincing, I will be allowed to orally satisfy my superiors. I grovel at each of their feet, praising them until they reveal their vaginas. With my tongue, I'm allowed to bring them to climax. 





I  have  a  similar  fantasy  with  my  wife  where  she  has  a  women's meeting and I end up the lone naked "guest."





* * *







Warren




In  fantasies,  we  see  men  circle  women,  one  minute  dominating them, the next being dominated by them. Warren, a solder in the army and a confirmed romantic, speaks of fear of women's power in reality. He believes this may be the result of growing up with a dominating mother who was anti-sex. In fantasy, he is able to let go.





In a way, I am a little frightened as to the intensity of the major fantasy I  have  designed for  my girlfriend, as it is so different from  my lifelong idealized  views  on  life  and  love.  I  thought  I  was  mad,  the  only  man  in  the  world  who  really  loved  to  be  controlled  by  a  woman.  I  started to  fantasize  from  childhood.  From  the  very  beginning,  I  really  loved to  be controlled or  be  a  slave  of a  beautiful woman.  She  makes  me  do whatever she likes. When I was fourteen, I got a chance to see a video of a "blue" film. One man was lying on a bed. A woman sat on his face, and another sat over his penis. He was licking her cunt so fast, and the other woman was pumping very fast. This scene changed my whole life. It was the day I learned to masturbate. I ran to my room and imagined that  a  girl  I  liked  was  sitting  on  my  mouth  and  her  girlfriend  on  my penis. She ordered me to suck her cunt and chew her clit like a chocolate. Unknowingly,  my  hands  reached  over  to  my  penis,  and  I  started  to shake it very slowly. Oh, what a great experience it was! Within a few minutes,  my  juices  reached  the  top  of  the  ceiling,  about  fifty  grams  of thick, hot ice cream. From that day, I started to masturbate daily, five or six times, sometimes eight or nine times. My record, believe it or not, was twelve times within five hours. The eleventh and twelfth times I had pain, rather than pleasure, and instead of juice, there was a little water and air. I used to fuck and lick so many beautiful women in my dreams almost daily. But in real life, I never got one woman then.




* * *





What will we take from our experiences and what will we discard? Sometimes,  seemingly  inconsequential  moments  incorporate  themselves into unforeseen aspects of our lives, manifesting sexual desires, fantasies that become a part of our makeup. For Spike, it's the beautiful teacher  responsible  for  overlooking  the  boys'  urination  during  their restroom  breaks  that  becomes  ever  present,  the  authority  figure,  the dominant  mother  whom  he  needs  to  please,  admire,  be  under  the control of.






Spike 

I  am  a  divorced  man  with  a  graduate  degree.  My  wife  didn't  like sex—a few people out there don't. She wasn't orgasmic, and as you can imagine,  problems  developed.  I've  been  told  that  I'm  a  very  sensitive lover; a couple of ladies have even said I'm their best ever. But no matter how hard I tried to help my wife enjoy sex, she never did. And I just love women and making love.


I realize many of our likes and dislikes arise from our early life and our surroundings. My mother, for  example, was large-breasted, and I really like and appreciate large-breasted women. Because of my early experiences at school, I have a subconscious desire to pee in front of a lady, now that I am old enough to understand how sexy this could be for the right person. This could take place with her standing behind or to the side of me, maybe even holding my penis, and directing the flow. Ideally, it would end with her jacking me off or us sharing some great sex.





I think this desire harks back to a routine that existed in our elementary school. Today, looking back, it seems somewhat erotic. The principal of the  school,  an  older,  never-married  lady,  had  a  rule  that  all  teachers must  accompany  us  during  our  three-times-a-day  restroom  breaks.  All the teachers were female, and, as I remember, my third-grade teacher was quite young and pretty. She had full view of our private parts, which, even if someone wanted to be modest and shield her from view, couldn't without peeing on his neighbor. Penises have a mind of their own, too. No  one  ever  got  aroused  in  her  presence;  it  was  just  like  having  your mom standing there, I guess. No one ever masturbated in front of her. Even as young as fifth or sixth grade, I remember some of the boys had pretty good-sized penises, which I didn't. Also, many young boys while peeing don't hold their penises because they just naturally stick out at a forty-five degree angle and don't point toward one's feet, as they seem to do as men age. Once in a while, her face would become pink, which was no doubt a blush.

I related this to a story a lady friend told me a few years back. One of her girlfriends had a baby boy whose penis was extremely large, extending just short of his knee. When it was time to change his diapers, all of her female friends would be sure to accompany her so they could see it. Some would even make comments such as, "I'd like to know him when he's eighteen," etc. I realized then that many ladies do enjoy looking, as our teachers probably did, too.





* * *





I wondered how/if the images of these women admiring the baby boy's penis will affect his future, his fantasies. Will he crave the admiration of his penis or gain pleasure in withholding it? 


Jesse,  a  young  man  in  his  early  thirties,  raised  by  his  full-figured mother and aunts, remembers massaging their sore feet to much appreciation. He now manifests his fantasy into a reality through online ads he posts, such as this (SSBBW = Super-Size Big Beautiful Woman):





Seeking SSBBW w/Extremely Thick FLAT Bare Feet




White male,  40,  athletic  seeks  very  heavy  and obese  women (300– 400+ lbs) who would be into having their feet completely worshipped in every way. I am extremely infatuated with very heavy women and get kind of hypnotized by very thick, fleshy, flat-soled feet along with any other "imperfections" such as bunions, rough calloused skin, yellowed unkempt toenails, hammertoes, etc. I seek mature women over 40 who are  serious  about  meeting.  If  you  for  any  reason  feel  that  this  is  too freaky  or  feel  compelled  to  write  negative  opinions  about  what  turns me on, please refrain. I am serious, honest, and for real about what I am into so please only write and respond if you are mutually interested in being treated like a foot goddess where I worship your feet intensely and adoringly. Please do NOT respond if you are looking to email for weeks/months etc. I am trying to find someone who (like me) doesn't play games and wants to really meet ASAP.

I am glad to  be a  woman, now more than ever. That the lesbian and gay worlds have grown to such acceptance has also seemed to me a part of this gender awakening. But I've always felt that women had greater potential for mental cruelty than men, perhaps a balance for having less muscle. When I was growing up, we girls knew how to twist the screws when one of us got more than her share. It was the meanest kind of pain, more wounding than a physical blow, especially when administered by one's "sister." Females are particularly good at the slow sadistic undoing of a person's sense of self, leaving the victim off-balance  as to who  they  are,  a  far worse nightmare than physical torture. In our heart of hearts, most of us know that women are the scary ones. Put a woman who's a crazed killer in a movie and strong men shiver.


I  remember  when  feminism  was  flowering  and  women's  groups were forming all over Manhattan. The group to which I belonged was called "Women's Ink," and we numbered about  thirty-five  to forty women writers. We'd meet once a month in a member's apartment. We lasted less than six months. What blew us apart was "a whispering campaign" against a particular woman who happened to be bright, assertive, and, yes, very pretty. One of the founders of Women's Ink just couldn't abide this lovely woman's success at everything.


A couple of years later, I was in Los Angeles for a feminism powwow, maybe eight or nine of us. On our second night, we went barhopping in downtown LA, a part of town with which I was totally unfamiliar. We went to a club and when I turned around, the other three women were gone. Don't get me wrong, I was an adult and able to take care of myself, but this was supposed to be "the sisterhood," and I knew that getting rid of me wasn't by chance. They didn't like what I'd been saying at meetings. "Friday likes men too much" summed it up. I found a cab. I got back to the hotel, but I was deeply hurt inside as only I could be when other women are cruel to their own gender.


The next morning, I awoke with a burning anus. I hadn't a clue what it was. Scared and somewhat shamefaced, I called a nice older woman I'd met in LA. She told me to sit in a warm bath and get some Preparation H. I'm smiling as I write this, but I wasn't smiling then. That  is  how  deeply  abandonment  by  women  affects  us  women.  It went way back in time, that desertion by my feminist sisters, to being the third wheel of my mother and sister.


I  tell the  above  stories  not  to  demonize women  but  to  include  us in  the  human  race.  We  are  no  better  or  worse than  men.  Men  may be more proficient at physical abuse, but perhaps we step up with our adeptness at mental cruelty. 


Domination, authority, throw in subjugation and control—all are strong words that interrupt our flow of thought and make us pay attention.  Consider  our  fascination  with  each  new  murder,  brutality,  or rape as we watch TV. What does domination ignite? The answer, of  course,  is  that  state  none  of  us  can  avoid:  total  dependency  and domination by the first and foremost person "entitled" to control us. Today, we live in a time when mothers are no longer seen as "sanctified." Getting women off the throne of the all-good, all-benevolent Madonna frees up reality.


Has  stripping  mothers  of  their  benevolence  allowed  us to see the source  of  women's  capacity  for  domination  and  control?  Certainly, women's  swift  adaptation  into  what  was  once  a  man's  world  says straightaway how adept women are at running things, being "on top." 


Why was there panic in the '50s leading to arrests of men who solicited the suggestive dominatrix photos of Bettie Page? What was the threat? Men have always enjoyed the fantasy or fact of a woman taking them over, forcing them into submission, gagging them, tying them up, but this was a secret we were not meant to find out. 


I predicted in My Secret Garden in the early '70s that "as women move more strongly into their recently won sexual freedom, and leave their historic role of second sex behind…they will, ironically, get into domination fantasies more and more. But the move will be in two directions. First, the new reality of being man's equal makes them unconsciously nervous about their identity as women, and so throws them back into longing  for  the  traditional…dominating  man;  but  second,  they  will want to explore and signal, even to themselves, their new liberated age by putting themselves into the dominant position of the sexual brute. Whether as brute or brutalized, in fantasy at least, the centuries of female submission are being avenged."


Now, in fantasy, women dream of the look and texture of a man's body. We are more into capturing the man, having him, owning him in ways unavailable to women in the past. Men are wary of women today and rightly so; we were always far more powerful and dominant in his eyes than in our own. Now we are here, strutting in and out of stilettos, breasts hoisted high as possible, and wallets as fat as his.


Who needs a whip?!


In an interview  recently, a man told me, "I look forward  to a female-dominated world." I responded, "It may not be much of a wait." The following Craigslist ads show that for those who want it, it's already here.





A DOM Asian woman searching her sub man – 37




A good looking, very fit, tall, single Asian woman seeking her sub Boy 

friend, love for a Long-term relationship. I am a normal person, little bit dominant side for mental controlling, spoiling. Not into pain, hardcore things, only looking for a submissive man here, not for Dominant man. pic to pic






In need of a alpha submissive 




Submissive:     A     strong     man,     intelligent,     driven,     confident     and passionate who leads all day. In his free time he seeks the comfort and freedom afforded by gifting his submission to a Dominant woman. He desires to lose control, wants to please in all ways, to become free through his submission. 






Any Dominant women out there for LTR ???? – 49




This has been a monumental task, finding a truly Dominant woman who  also  wants  a  long  term  relationship  with  a  wonderful  attractive divorced white male who is looking to adore, worship & obey her. 


This is not a sex game with me. I've had this type of relationship before and found it very fulfilling. 


I simply cannot be happy in a plain old "vanilla" relationship. 


I need a woman who enjoys being in charge, and having me be submissive  to  her  in  all  ways,  while  infusing  this  is  a  relationship which  will appear as a normal loving relationship in public  and to family and friends, yet we know who I belong to in private. I am 5´11, 200, successful in shape, very attractive and sexy. 


You should be over 32, slender or medium build, nice legs (for me to adore), disease free, open-minded, and have an idea how a Dom/sub relationship should work. 


This is very real and not a game. 

Only those truly interested should inquire. We can discuss things more deeply when we speak by phone, as voice verification is required.





FANTASIES OF THE STRANGER

 "Take Me, Whoever You Are!"




The Internet provides a New World enabling us to easily act out fantasies or just discover  how  common  our  fantasies are—fantasies  we  thought were reserved for us alone. Perusing the Craigslist ads, it's fascinating to see the  similarities and  differences between  the sexes.  Straight women may advertise for more romance, walking on the beach with that someone special. Lesbians tend to be more sexually adventurous, exploring something taboo. Straight men may also advertise for finding that special someone, although the underlying theme may have more sexual undertones, whereas gay men are the most sexually explicit. Ads such as the next one are not uncommon.





Italian BOTTOM needs raw pounding from TOP cock – 37 




Looking to take on a big hot pole today, get you rock hard, then feel you pound my meaty butt like a bitch in heat. Masc 37 bottom, 5´10´´, 200 Italian br/br, 7˝c thick here with an incredibly sweet and  juicy bubble butt. Pic below is my ass around a buddy's big thick tool. Please respond with a pic…not into surprises. Uninhibited and anon guys are cool.


For several years, Mitch has been posting: "Pound My Sweet Hole Raw! I'll be blindfolded, face down in bed, ass lubed, door open, come in, plant your seed, and go." Before the Internet, he only occasionally fulfilled this common dangerous fantasy of anonymity by visiting certain sex clubs. Since going online, it has been hard for him to not post this ad whenever time allows, even though he is knowingly putting his life in danger. 


It's the rare family where children are raised to admire their genitals, enjoy masturbation, and anticipate sexual intercourse as an activity as  enjoyable, acceptable, and responsible as driving the car. The fantasy of being taken by the faceless stranger allows us to enjoy guiltless sex with no emotional repercussions. 






Bree




I'm a single mother raising my daughter while going to college to become a teacher. I had a difficult childhood. My mother was not there for me, mentally or physically. I was put in foster homes or stayed with friends of my mother's. I was molested from the age of six until I was thirteen. All of my molestations were men. I resent my mother for not being there to protect me. My father has never been a part of my life. He could not handle being a father. I have such disgust for him. But at the same time, I feel so sorry for him.


Boy, was I sexually active as a teenager. I did it with anybody who would screw me. I  never used protection. All I did was tell the guy to pull out before he came. All that resulted in five pregnancies and four abortions. I don't like to masturbate at all. If a guy does it to me, I love it. But I am older now and much more careful, and I am damned lucky I'm still alive.





I fantasize a lot about men. I dream about men. I think about men all day. I am into X-rated books. I get real turned on by seeing a black guy getting it on with a white woman or two guys getting it on with a woman.





My favorite fantasy is that I am housekeeping when a man comes in the house and throws me against a wall and blindfolds me. I am so scared, but at the same time, I want this stranger to fuck me. This man is rubbing against me with his dick. I am moaning for him to put his finger into me, and he does, faster and faster. I tell him I want his dick in my cunt. He  tells me to turn around, and he lays me down on the table and tells me I better be a good girl or he won't give me a good fuck. But first he tells me to go down on him. I tell him I have never done this before. He gets mad and gets on top of me and rams his dick into my throbbing cunt, his balls flapping against my body. I cum in spasms.




* * *






Sherry




Finding sexual pleasure is a large gift, and it was even more so for me. I'm  almost  thirty-three  years  old,  married  for  seven  years  to  a  man  I adore,  and  I  have  been  with  him  for  almost  eleven  years.  My  sexual history is simple from one point of view—I've never had sex with anyone other  than  my  husband—and  complex  from  another.  After  having intercourse  with  him  for  about  nine  months,  I  developed  a  condition called vaginismus. My vagina muscle closed involuntarily when anything tried to penetrate it. I also went through phases where I didn't want my husband to touch me sexually.


I had this condition for about six years before I discovered it was a problem shared by other people and found professional help. It took three years with a really great therapist and a  very patient and understanding husband to work my way to wanting and being able to have intercourse. I thought my family history was normal, but it was  actually one  of  neglect  and intense emotional isolation. This led to problems I had never identified in trusting, communicating,  and  connecting  with  others,  including  my  husband,  and  these problems all became focused in my vagina. Finding ways to turn my body on and achieve orgasm using tools such as fantasy was crucial to my wanting intercourse again.





In my favorite fantasy, it is summer, and I am in a crowded subway station  waiting  for  a  train.  It's  hot  and  sticky,  even  with  the  air conditioning.  I'm  a  bit  sweaty.  I'm  small-breasted,  so  I  can  get  by without  a  bra,  and  it's  too  hot  for  panties.  When  the  subway  doors open, I am swept on in a gigantic flood of people. When the doors close, I find myself pressed up against a metal pole, hemmed in by a wall of humanity.  The  heat  from  all  those  bodies  against  and  around  me  is intense. As I cling to the pole for  dear life,  I become aware of  a body behind me, a masculine body, pressing into my back. There is nowhere to even shift my weight given the press of people around me. Then, I feel his penis through the back of my thin skirt, hardening and rubbing. It feels gentle, questioning, and urgent. 





I lean slightly back into him to show my interest. I lift up my shirt to feel the cold metal against my breasts. I rub my clit up and down the pole. I can feel myself groaning although it is drowned out by the noise of the train. He's got his penis lengthwise against my skirt. He knows he is driving me crazy. That's his purpose. His hands move up under my skirt to caress my hips and buttocks. My juices run helplessly with sweat pouring down my legs. He's hiked my skirt so high that my clitoris is bare against the pole now. Then, the loudspeaker announces the next stop, and the train  starts to  slow.  Finally his cock starts, teasing for a moment, just a bit, in and out, so I am sure I will die right there on the spot.  The ripples inside me get longer and more intense until they explode in a series of spasms that feel like they're moving the pole along with me to the other end of the train. As the last one dies and I cling limply to the pole, the doors of the train open, and he is gone with the rush of exiting commuters.




* * *





FANTASIES OF SPANKING

 "So, That's What a Brush Is For!"




I look at the women I know, bright, brilliant, beautiful, some of them leaders in their field, and yet, still today, most would be offended if you called them dominating.


We women used to pretend that the ability to discipline was not in us. We were the softer, gentler sex. While women raised the human race—the most formidable job on Earth—we were only "girls, ladies," dependent on men who ran the show. Those few exceptions were considered almost depraved, certainly not a real woman. There was nothing more unladylike you could say about a woman than to accuse her of being "dominating, domineering." 


Men took on the role of "the heavy." They were assigned "punishment duty," as in "Wait till your father gets home!" At the same time, children in their  hearts  knew  that  no  one  really  had  more influence over  them  than  the  woman who  bore  and  raised  them.  It  was often confusing to accept that the tired man who came home at the end of the day was The Enforcer. Nonetheless, movies and television backed up this division of roles within the family—with sweet sitcom shows like Father Knows Best and Leave It to Beaver.


Thank God, women no longer look stunned when you tell them to stop being so bossy. The jaw may drop, a plaintive protest on the tip of their tongue, but then reality strikes. The woman shrugs, owns up to that side of herself with which she's still not comfortable,  and changes the subject. 


With women out of the home now for several decades, has the lack of discipline in real life led to more discipline in fantasy? Children have grown up with a hunger for discipline, for someone in control. Many families no longer eat dinner together, each person grabbing something from the fridge, throwing it in the microwave, to suit their own schedule. By the time these children are in their twenties and thirties—such as many of the young men and women in this book—the taste for what was missing in childhood is fixed. Although fantasies of spanking are often traced back to the discipline of the commander in chief of the home, the all-powerful caretaker's hand, it is not exclusively the case. Control, and losing it, are often what sex is all about. 





Luis





I'm a twenty-nine-year-old single man. Both my parents worked and were pretty lenient. I was never hit, rarely punished, the worst I was given was a  stern  talking  to.  I  probably  would've  misbehaved  more  if  I  thought  it would've led to a good spanking instead of a boring lecture. My spanking fantasies went back to when I was very young. I used to read lots of superhero comic  books  when  I  was  a  kid,  and  I  remember  there  was  one  issue  of Superboy where Lana Lang was pictured over her father's knee about to take a spanking with a hairbrush. I found if I laid on the floor and moved my groin up and down when I looked at that picture, I used to get a very nice feeling indeed. Still today, nothing gets me as excited as thinking about a strong woman taking a paddle to my butt.






* * *







Barry




Barry, a young man from Britain, is in his longest relationship. He  was  never  physically  disciplined  by  his  parents  but  remembers very vividly being spanked over the teacher's knee along with several of his boyhood classmates in grade school. 





When I was about twenty-six, I was working up in London, and I was not  seeing  anyone.  There  used  to  be  lots  of  cards  in  phone  boxes  for "Strict  Mistresses"  or  "Naughty  Schoolgirls,"  and  one  day,  I  couldn't resist.  I  phoned  and  arranged  to  see  one  of  these  prostitutes.  She  was an  exceptionally  pretty  girl  of  the  type  I  have  always  liked.  I  felt  very  embarrassed telling her that I wanted her to cane me, but she took it all in her stride as if it were perfectly normal. She gave me the cane and then the whip on my bare bottom and then asked if I wanted anything else. I paid fifty pounds for sexual intercourse. "How do you like it?" she asked. "Could you go on top?" I answered, and she smiled very sexily.





* * *






Sally





I'm twenty-two, black, and graduated from a major East Coast liberal arts college. I work for a well-known magazine and am trying to publish a  book  of  poetry.  I'm  very  open-minded  about  people's  sexuality  and fetishes, and I expect people to feel the same about me. I took a human sexuality class and a sociology and sexual diversity class that helped me come to grips with my own sexuality and that of others. It has helped me find a peace of mind that I couldn't accomplish in therapy.


In my fantasy, I imagine myself as a lusty and insatiable woman who has to be reprimanded by her man. (Usually, he is a faceless man, but once  in  a  while,  he's  my  boyfriend.) I  have  an  hourglass  figure,  huge, buoyant, perky breasts that want to pop out of my tiny black bra. My nipples  are  big  and  rosy.  I  traipse  around  the  house  wearing  a  sheer blouse  and  a  short  flared  skirt.  Underneath,  I  am  wearing  thigh-high stockings  and  a  thong  bikini.  On  my  feet,  I  am  wearing  three-inch heels. My lover comes in and is angry because I've disobeyed him and worn these trashy clothes. He is very angry. He pushes me over the table and  pulls  down  my  panties.  He  gives  me  twenty  hard  spanks  with  a  hairbrush, and he sees my clit growing in ecstasy. He spanks me harder and harder until my ass is swollen.





He tells me he is going to give me what I've been craving. He spreads whipped  cream  all over  my sore ass  until  it  is  slippery  and  shiny.  He then stuffs his dick into my puckering asshole. (I really don't like anal sex in real life.) He shoves it in and out, and we are both moaning like idiots. He pulls out and shoves it in my pussy. We are doing it doggy style. I can feel his balls hitting my clitoris, and I am absolutely insane. We both cum screaming frantically. In real life, I am pretty orgasmic at this point and  hope that my boyfriend smells my  turned-on pussy and shoves his tongue or dick into it. (In reality, it is very hard for me to have an orgasm, but I'm not sure why.)







* * *





In fantasies of domination, we abdicate responsibility. In the olden days, women weren't raised to be responsible for sex; yes, we were responsible for not having sex—until marriage—but we weren't raised to initiate sex, to even think we were sexual creatures, but instead were made to believe that until a man "turned us on," like a light switch, we  were  devoid  of  sex.  This  belief  was  possible  to  accept,  since  we weren't allowed to even masturbate, the most logical exercise in the world for teaching sexual responsibility and know-how. 


Prior  to  adolescence,  I  was  eager  to  initiate  almost  anything.  But came  Cinderella  time,  the  captain  of  the  team, the leader of the girl pack, I took smaller steps and learned to wait to be asked, to practice assiduously the "virtue" of passivity. It was hard. In those bygone days, it was maddening to wait, for those of us who were naturally inclined to telephone the boy, ask him to dance. 


Adolescents today are forging new territory. Girls raised by women who have mother-power and economic power don't take no for an answer. Today, many young girls do just this; they walk up, hold out their hand, shrug if they are rejected, and try the next guy or girl.





FANTASIES OF RAPE

 "Stop! No! Please! Stop!…Why'd You Stop?"




Young girls are formidable creatures.  Even  in  the old days, adolescent boys  had  their  work  cut  out  for  them,  given  female  drive  and  determination. Today, young women's fantasies are often  full of  vindictive anger at men for what they see online, in movies, on television as well as what they hear from their mothers, not to mention what they experience in real life. Today's young women often retaliate, imagining themselves in fantasy as the dominatrix; is it seduction or rape that excites them? Whether bondage, pain, or punishment, these women's orgasms are often laced with revenge. 


Why is the rape fantasy today still so prevalent, even for those who have never been raped nor  desire it? Does it go back to a time not long ago  when women were not  allowed to  be sexual? Even today, do many women think of the kind of "powerful/rough" sex that they want as inappropriate for them? In fantasies of rape, their desires are not in question; it is beyond their control. 


For actual victims of rape, such as  Melly, the fantasies can also be very therapeutic.







Melly






Let me comfort my boyfriend and all men by saying that monogamy is more sensual than anything that goes on in my head. I love my boyfriend and would never trade what we have for any of my mental affairs that may have a chance of becoming reality. My fantasies are usually about rape  or  lesbianism.  Both  I  have  experienced—only  the  latter  would  I enjoy again. The lesbian fantasies are always "soft and plush," whereas the rape fantasies are cruel and hard. Sometimes, I have a reverse rape fantasy in which the man who really did rape me is on his back, crying for more. I say, "How do you like it, mutha fuckah?" I feel so relieved after I cum, sometimes the happiness makes me cry. I suggest fantasy for any woman who has been raped.




* * *






Nicole





I'm  twenty-three  now,  but  when  I  was  in  high  school,  my  parents wouldn't  let  me  date.  When  I  graduated  high  school,  I  started  going to bars as soon as I could get into them. I always carried condoms with me. But I began to feel I should control my life and not just let things happen. Most men my age seem so immature and irresponsible.


I  have  become  interested  in  female  domination  porn,  which  I  don't think  is  degrading  to  women.  The  women  are  mostly  clothed  and  the men nude. Since I don't like to look at women, this is perfect. I also like the  feeling of power I get  from seeing men submissive to women. The men seem eager to please women, unlike the traditional porn most men look at. I've never tried anything I've seen on anyone I've met but have fantasized about it. I've chatted online with a few subjects but haven't had the nerve to meet. I am particularly aroused by the scenes of women raping men.





I have a rape fantasy,  where in  a funny way, I'm in control. I am in  bondage.  I  tell  them  the  rules  that  they  can  play  by.  One  is  no ejaculating on me; they must all wear condoms. While each one fucks me, the others must watch. I ask them all to tell me exactly how each feels about women, to let loose verbally with all the anger they've ever felt. I ask them to tie me to the bed. The first man gets on top of me. He says, "You're a whore, a dirty bitch." The anger in his voice is intense. I can see the expressions on the other men's faces, and they all display desire. All the others can't wait their turns. You see, I choose the next guy I want to fuck.

* * *





I believe strongly in guilt-free imagined fantasies wherein we are in total control and no one gets hurt. In women's relatively new role as men's equal, it is one thing to feel at home with power during the day at work, but when the day is done and our clothes are off, our breasts bare, nipples hard, and our vagina moist, and that pulsating sensation within  crying  for  someone's  mouth  or  the  entry  of  a  stiff  cock,  we often don't want to lead or instruct. We want to be taken! Many of these women say up front that they "hate real domination," but in fantasy, it makes them wet, makes them fly out of this tense difficult world. 


What  relieves  our  responsibility  for  sexual  satisfaction  more  than being forcibly taken by one man or woman and also  feeds into  our exhibitionistic  and  voyeuristic  sides?  Answer:  being  taken  by  many men and women. 





FANTASIES OF GROUP FORCE


"When One Man Is Too Much and a Hundred Are Too Many"







Sarah





Sarah, who is thirty-three and well-educated, has opted out of or "not followed up," her words, in many sexual situations, leaving them to remain only sexual fantasies. She admits, in real life, the man who is the basis of the following fantasy was probably given mixed signals.






I have many different fantasies—which usually include two men—and sometimes women. To me, having sex with two people at the same time feeds my psychological need for more. My parenting wasn't enough.

Part of this  fantasy actually happened when I was away from  home on a two-month job. After sitting in a dining room having breakfast and trying to look  self-assured because I'm the only woman in the room, I was  followed  discreetly  by  a  forty-year-old  man  in  a  suit  and  tie.  He ended up asking me to come to his room. I told him, "No." But later, when I left work, a car pulled up alongside me, and the same man asked if I would reconsider the offer.





This is where the fantasy starts. I say it will cost him. He then says if he's paying, he wants me to dress like a schoolgirl. So, later, I knock on his hotel door, dressed as a schoolgirl. He says I can come in as long as I don't mind his friend being there. The first man sits me on his lap, and  at this point,  the  second  man  squats  down  on  the  floor  and  peels back my shirt. They then take off my skirt. Still with my panties on, the first man slides his hand down and slips a big finger into my tight, fresh  hole.  He  begins  working it  in and out slightly. The  second man comments that all my juices are dribbling everywhere, and with that, he pulls my panties down to my ankle and started to lick at the juices and then deeper toward my cunt.







* * *







Lucas




A forest ranger in the northern Midwest, Luke is married to a teacher. They have two children and find they have less and less time to spend together and less energy for sex than they used to.

I should say that I was never able to play the macho role very well. I got into forestry not because I was some kind of lumberjack or Boy Scout type, but  because  I  became  very  interested  in  the  environmental  movement  in college and developed an interest in environmental science. 


A few years ago, my wife and I started to tell each other fantasy stories as we  made  love.  This  verbal fantasizing helped  make  sex a  lot more fun for both of us. My problem is that I want to act out more of these fantasies, and she does not. I can occasionally persuade her to dress up in sexy corsets, black stockings, boots, etc. She has been willing to tie me up a couple of times. But I usually have to ask her to do these things; she does not do them on her own initiative. However, I don't really enjoy acting out as much as I do the fantasies. We don't really play the parts well. It's better for me to fantasize about these things and for us to tell each other our fantasies.





In my fantasy, I am driving a very expensive sports car through the mountains of  California.  I  am  taking  curves  real  fast  and  loving  every minute of it. I look in my rearview mirror and notice that a motorcycle cop  is  following  me.  I  decide  to  try  to  outrun  the  cop  but  "he"  keeps following  me.  Finally,  on  a  dangerous  curve,  I  lose  control  of  the  car and spin around. The cop manages to avoid crashing into me, stops the motorcycle, and starts walking toward me.





I  look  up  and  see  the  gun  pointed at me. I hear, "Out of the car, asshole." I realize that the cop is a woman. She is a lot stronger and quicker than I am. She turns around so that she's facing me. She says, "You're  under  arrest  for  reckless  driving.  If  you  try  anything,  you'll wish you hadn't." She tells me to get on her motorcycle, behind her. She starts up quickly. She enjoys taking risks when she drives. After a fast drive up some mountain roads, we stop at a remote chalet. "Get off," she  says.  My  hands  are  handcuffed  behind  me. She  takes  out  her gun and motions me toward the house. "Inside," she says.

We walk inside a beautiful chalet. There is a cathedral ceiling, several pillars, a sunken living room, and a large stone fireplace with a roaring fire.  The  carpet  is  white.  She  quickly  unlocks  my  handcuffs  and  then handcuffs me again behind a pillar. She ties my legs together. She sits down  on  a  large,  soft  white  couch.  She  is  still  dressed  in  her  police uniform, leather jacket, boots, etc.





"What are you going to do with me?" I ask.





"Don't be a pussy," she says.





A man  walks in. He is six-foot-five and very well-built. She looks at  me,  and I  know  I am to  say nothing. The man acts as if I'm  not there. Suddenly, she springs  up and tackles him. She is stronger  than he is.  She  wrestles him  and  then  handcuffs  him to  another pillar.  She unzips  both of  our  pants  and  takes  our cocks out. She realizes we are both helpless and laughs. "Let's play a game," she says. She picks up her  nightstick  and  holds  it  down  by  her  cunt.  "I'll  suck  the  first  one whose cock gets as big as this. The other one has to watch." She starts to masturbate. We can't do anything about our own cocks, but we know what they want to do. 





A  woman  comes  in.  She  is  dressed  in  running  clothes  and  is  out  of breath.  She  is  the  wife  of  the  other  man.  "We're  seeing  who  has  the biggest cock," the cop says. The other woman takes off her clothes. They go over to the couch and start doing 69 on each other. This makes the two of us even hornier. Finally, they cum, both at the same time.





The cop goes over to the other man and pours a drink over his cock, then starts licking him. He cums very quickly. She then walks over to me.  She  licks  the  semen  off  her  lips  as  she  does  this.  "What  do  you want?" she says.

"I want to fuck you," I say.





"Beg."





She  pushes  me  down  on  my  knees,  turns  to  the  other  woman,  and says, "What do you think?"





"I'll fuck him," the other woman says.





She unlocks my handcuffs and motions me toward the other woman. I start to walk toward her, but she trips me, and I fall on the floor. She jumps on top of me, turns me over, and fucks me quickly.







* * *





We  see  the male population today  divided  with  regard  to the joy of women's sexual emancipation. There are men who fantasize about women becoming madly orgasmic and wildly out of control sexually, while others hold on to male domination, with women available for man's sexual pleasure. Is the latter a defense against full awareness of the  total  power  a  woman  once  held  over  him—the  power,  if  he  is not  careful, that could  easily be relinquished again? Or is it to deny the hunger some women have for sex? A cuckolded man—should she look elsewhere or succumb to the mailman—in some men's eyes is no man at all. 


I  can  understand  why  a  male-dominated society  puts  blinders  and boundaries on women's sexuality. Patriarchal men so feared the depth and energy of women's sexuality, they deprived themselves of sexually responsive wives. It was the only way they could leave home for work and  not  wonder  what  the  little  woman  was  up  to.  I  recently  came across the following online site.





Married Women Dating Community!




Have you ever dated a married woman? Well this is your chance to check out this 'Lonely Wives Dating' network, and you can do it for NO COST at all. Come on, you have to admit that you're a little curious.

Listening to  the fantasies of women  as well as their actual  sexual adventures,  I  understand  why  men  went  to  such  lengths  not  to  be cuckolded. Augusta, a middle-aged married woman, says, "My fantasies usually do center around some type of domination trip, which is odd, since I detest the thought of being dominated by anyone, male or female, in real life and have had real adjustment problems because of  this  issue."  She  goes  on  to  emphasize,  "Some  male  researchers have commented that women's sex desire is small. Absolutely not true. Sometimes, my feelings are so intense that they really get in the way of my daily routine."


Men would never have so rigidly insisted on their right to patriarchy and control—stripping women of all sexual initiative, depriving themselves of great sex at home—if they hadn't been aware of the power of women when they were growing up. Though the world is shifting on its axes and women have joined the ranks of fans of the domination fantasy, it is still primarily the fantasy playground of men.







Tucker





Tucker is a middle-aged man married for thirty-seven years to a woman he describes as "the most wonderful woman in the world." He, like Ian earlier in this chapter, has the typical man-on-top fantasy. Does letting go, losing control, submitting,  reawaken  fears  of  being  controlled  by  a  dominant mother?






In our relationship, I have always been the dominant one and Mary the passive/submissive  one.  We both  like  it  very  much  this  way. There  is no pain to our lovemaking, yet I always dominate her, and this pattern of dominance all began way back when I was in the third grade. I would pretend that I had a beautiful girl tied up naked to a tree, and I would beat  her  with  a  rope. I think this came from seeing my mother as the dominant force in our family and my father never standing up to her, but I'm not sure.

Anyway,  one  day,  I  mentioned  my  fantasies  to  my  wife,  Mary. When I am on top of her, fucking her, I fantasize:





One, she is my sex slave and being forced to submit to my pleasures.





Two, as I fuck her, there are several men standing around us urging me to fuck her harder and faster.





Three, I am only one of several men who are gang-raping her. I am the fourth or fifth to fuck her, and there are others waiting in line.





Four, I am a soldier, and the other soldiers and I have captured her, and she must do everything we tell her—anal, oral, and coital to each of us.





Mary  enjoys  acting  out  her  role  as  a  sex  slave  during  our  time  of foreplay, which can and has lasted for a couple of hours or more before we even get into oral, anal, or coital. For instance, she will go into the bedroom and put on whichever outfit I order her to wear; i.e., she will come into the living room wearing a knee-length skirt, hose, heels, garter belt, no panties, a sleeveless low-cut blouse, and no bra. She will stand in front of me and say, "Is this what you want, master?"





I will say, "Yes," and order  her  to  spread her  legs,  lift  her dress to her waist, and she will obey immediately, letting me get a vision of the prettiest and cleanest shaved pussy any woman would hope to have.







* * *





I, like many women, have always chafed under the rules of patriarchy.  Even  with  the  kindest  husband,  some  wives  feel  the  power balance  within the relationship as controlling. Until we are married, women know that our lives belong to us and are ours to invest. Growing up, we may have had strict parents, but there were ways of avoiding their control over us.

Losing interest in sex after marriage has a great deal to do with the feeling of having lost one's independence. Under patriarchy, women ran the home, raised the children, but total dependence on a husband for the bread on the table and the roof over their heads smothered that spark that ignites eros.


Many of the women who write about their domination fantasies have been abused at some point in their lives. Tessa says, "I grew up with a father who was an alcoholic. He was a senior police officer and violent in every way possible to me. Over the last eight years, a lot of my fantasies have revolved around domination and being at the mercy of an older, controlling, brutal man." 


It's fascinating having lived in both worlds, pre- and post-feminism. If I evoke the pre-feminist world so often, it's to make sense out of our fantasies as well as our real lives in a world that is changing at an unprecedented rate. To understand our sexual behavior nowadays—not just what we do but how we feel about ourselves sexually—it helps to remember three levels of change. The quickest thing to change is our attitude about sex. It can be triggered by nothing more than the relaying of a friend's experience. 


What changes more slowly is our sexual behavior. Nina, a "single, white, college-educated virgin…technically," says, "As a child and adolescent, my fantasies were mostly based on being seduced/dominated by  men.  However,  as  an  adult,  my  fantasies  have  made  a  complete change,  in  that  now  I  am  usually  the  one  dominating the  man.  Depending on my mood, my fantasies will range from playful to cruel."


Third  level,  the  slowest  to  change—if  it  changes  at  all  within  our lifetime—are our deepest, often unconscious feelings about our bodies and our sexual behavior, attitudes we learned from our parents.


We seek to be free of the burden of these feelings by turning over control.  Or  finally  controlling  them  through  domination  now  that feminism has laid the groundwork for young girls to carry leadership skills straight into adolescence.






Zoe






I consider myself to be a good-looking, assertive, heterosexual recovering alcoholic. I lost my virginity at nineteen but was masturbating by the age of ten. The first experience with masturbation that I can recall was with  a bar of soap. That was replaced by running water, which continued for many years. Erotica has always been very stimulating—I love romance novels but look for the "explicit sex" disclaimers on the cover. I am quite adept at losing myself in a book. When I meet a man who is attractive, I usually fantasize a lot about him; that he desires me, can't resist me, thinks  about  me  all  the  time.  It's  because,  even  though  I'm  told  I'm good  looking,  subconsciously  I  still  have  to  convince  myself  of  it.  I'm not strong on sexual confidence in reality, but I'm a powerhouse in my dreams. I would love to be pursued by an attractive man and tell him, "No!" all the time. It's old-fashioned but a real turn-on for me.

When it gets down to the nitty-gritty of really getting off, I think about bondage  and being  overwhelmed by  a  man.  I  imagine  myself  helpless, forced to be pleasured beyond human endurance by a watchful audience.





My  favorite  fantasy  is  being  drugged  and  awakened  to  find  strangers holding  my  legs  spread  wide  open  and  my  arms  flung  wide.  There  are several clothed men in the room with video cameras all focused on me. One gorgeous naked man approaches, reaches to spread my pussy wide so that I can be seen by all cameras, and he starts making tight circles on my clitoris with his finger. Another naked man comes over and holds my pussy lips wide apart. It all has a porno movie feel to it. I can see his cock dangling above my chest, pulsing. He starts delving his tongue into my vagina until I'm dying for release, but he pulls away before I can climax.





At this point, two beautiful women come to either side of me wearing nothing  but  open  lab  coats.  They  blindfold  me  and  start  sucking  my nipples. I can feel their silky hair brushing along my ribs and stomach. As I writhe and moan, they nibble my nipples, making soothing sounds. Every time I come close to release, they suspend their activities. All the while the two men are manipulating my vagina and clitoris. More people come,  and  they  are  sucking  my  fingers  and  toes.  I  am  sucking  a  firm breast, and still they won't let me cum. I am lost in all their bodies, and they are all making love to me.

* * *





While  many  women  now  own  their  fantasies  of  domination,  some women seem puzzled by their fantasies of being dominated because they are not like this "in real life."  But isn't that the point? Fantasies  often counter, often try to get what we don't have in reality. Men have always been into domination. It was thrust upon them. Women have begun to learn what men have always known—that while it's empowering to have authority,  it can be very tiring. To compensate for  this sexually, more men and women are getting into being "taken," being made to lie back and  accept  the  orgasm  "beyond  my  control."  It  can  be  heard  up  and down the halls of authority where we bring ourselves to erotic life with a quick fantasy of being made, forced to let go the reins of power.


And when the day is finally over, and there's no one there to cook dinner and take care of us, we have choices. To go out, go online, search  for a  new love or just  an exciting moment of satisfaction. Or we can run a warm bath, close our eyes, and pretend in fantasy that the sensation mounting between our legs and spreading to our brain, erasing  all  thoughts  of  responsibility,  is  being  aroused  by  our  dream partner, that person in fantasy who will not take no for an answer.


We are all part of the sexual maelstrom, where it no longer seems worthwhile to argue the right and wrong of any aspect of eros. Somehow, in the state of being dominated, there is a reassuring sense of a force stronger than we are in our world of chaos.
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