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Introduction

I am a dominant man. I like kinky sex, and in particular I like what is generally referred to as D/s (dominance and submission), or bdsm (bondage, discipline, sadism, masochism). It took me many years before I came to realize the true nature of my sexuality; once I did I began to explore it with enthusiasm, but it has not always been easy. Despite some moves towards liberalization, such practices are still outside the mainstream of society. People who like spanking or being spanked are still regarded by many as freaks, even dangerous perverts. It has always seemed to me that this was a misunderstanding. Increasingly, as I came to greater awareness, I felt a need to explain myself and to explore the nature of my kink, and so I turned to blogging.

This book is a selection of entries from two blogs that I wrote. The first was called Confessions of an English Gentleman. I discontinued it because things got a little complicated in my personal life. Later, I found I missed writing my blog, so I started another, called Sexual Dynamics: Memoirs of a Discerning Dom. Recently I stopped writing that one too, feeling that for the moment I had taken things as far as I could go. But readers continued to be encouraging, and several eventually persuaded me that the material was worth recycling, so here it is. I’ve tidied up a few things, edited and abridged, but substantially the words here are those I put into the blogs. I hope I have been able to preserve the immediacy and informality of the blogging format.

Both blogs were about the experience of being a Dom within the structure of a D/s relationship. They tried to pin down the nature of sexual dominance and submission, and what it feels like for both Dom and submissive. They discussed problems which arose, and expressed my thoughts about all the fun things which kinky folk like myself love to get up to. 

It’s a hybrid genre, the anonymous sex blog. They come in all shapes and sizes. Some are instructional; they give advice on which implements to use for spanking, they road-test new vibrators, they check out the providers of goods and services, they even give advice to those with problems. I’ve done a little of that myself, trying to assist readers who asked my opinion on a problem they have. The most common question I got is: “how can I persuade my husband/partner to spank me?” Or, another way of phrasing it, “how can I tell if my husband/partner is a Dom or not?” 

Blogs about D/s form a lively and significant proportion of sex blogs. Some are confessional; the author wants you to participate in his sexual life, wants you to follow the progress of his relationships with sexual partners. Some are highly graphic. You see exactly how she gets spanked, or how he likes to torment her nipples (I tend to read only the ones by submissive heterosexual women, and to a lesser extent by dominant heterosexual men, but of course the full spectrum of sexuality is represented across the blogosphere). Sometimes there are pictures, even videos, of the poor girl on her knees, being spanked, or splashed with semen, or having her nipples clamped. It’s not hard to tell when it’s genuine and when it’s porn actors.

My blogs aren’t like that. I’ve never put up any pictures. From time to time I have given more or less graphic accounts of things I’ve done with girls. Or things I intend to do with girls. I’ve had complaints that I don’t always make it clear which are which. When is it for real? I understand why people might want to know that. But I hope they understand why I’m reluctant to say. These are definitely not confessional blogs. You can’t chart the course of my various relationships by following the regular entries; you wouldn’t always know at any moment whether I am in a relationship with a submissive girl or not. I don’t give a list of 100 things you might like to know about me, as some bloggers do; you won’t ever learn if I prefer cats or dogs, or what my favorite food is. Of course I realize there is a sense in which it is very much about me. Le style, c’est l’homme, as the saying goes, and perhaps I exaggerate the extent to which I keep myself out of these blogs. From time to time people I know flit in and out, but there’s no consistent, coherent narrative. There’s no real structure; it’s just me rambling on about what comes into my head, blogging about what I think, what interests me about the whole D/s experience.

In the blogs there was no order to the entries; I posted as and when thoughts came into my head. In this book I have reassembled the entries into what I hope is a more coherent structure, pulling together entries written at different times but on the same subject. The first section is about the nature of submission generally. This is followed by a section on dominance. After that comes a series of entries on general topics which people in a D/s relationship will probably have thought about. There is a section on the training of submissive girls, and then comes the longest section, my thoughts on a wide variety of practices which D/s folk enjoy, such as spanking, hair-pulling, facials, nipple play, etc, etc. Finally, there are a few random entries on topics I didn’t want to leave out but couldn’t fit in anywhere else.

I hope that nothing in this book is prescriptive. I don’t like to tell people how to conduct their relationships. Instead, I try to recount my own experience as honestly as I can. If people find it instructive to compare my experience with their own, I’m happy about that, but my philosophy concerning D/s is, live and let live. Or, whatever floats your boat. Of course, I subscribe to the mantra which all kinky folk should embrace: keep it Safe, Sane and Consensual. Beyond that, I’ve only one piece of advice. D/s relationships are only human relationships, with added kink. Treating people with kindness and consideration and respect is no less important when they are tied up and at your mercy…


Chapter One

The Nature of Submission

A Paradox

There’s a paradox at the heart of D/s. The submissive wants to surrender all control, she wants to renounce her own desires and impulses and serve only her Dom. She wants to please him, above all other things. Never beat me for my sake, Master, she says. Beat me because you want to; beat me because you can, but never because you think I should like it. 

I like to hear a girl say this. For my part, I want to control her totally, I want to use her for my pleasure, I want to test the limits of her obedience and push her beyond them. And so we fit perfectly together, like the two halves of a neatly carpentered joint. Opposite poles attract. I am the key; she is the lock to be opened.

And yet…if she wants what I want, then she does still have wants after all. And in pleasing myself I give her what she most desires. How then am I controlling her? Is she not controlling me, giving me the illusion that I am the one taking, when all along I am giving her exactly what she needs? Would she not be more truly submissive if I offered her only the kind of pain from which she could derive no pleasure, if I gave her nothing, but instead despised her, ignored her, abandoned her? If then she still wanted only to obey me, would that not be true submission?

Whereas, she knows full well she will receive from me only that which delights her: the stinging slap of my hand on her cheek, the bite of the cane as it cracks against her bare bottom. My fingers pinching her nipples or digging deep into her cunt, my voice in her ear, stripping away her pretences at modesty, calling her slut and whore, my hand twisting her hair cruelly, forcing her to her knees to take my cock deep in her throat till she almost chokes. All these things, all this cruelty, she craves. 

And though I want to hurt her, though I want to push her further and further till she can bear no more, yet nothing delights me more than to feel how wet she is between her legs, to see the desire in her eyes, to feel her body shudder in the grip of orgasm. I want to shake her desire to its foundations, but I do not want to extinguish it. Maybe I’m not a true Dom at all. I suspect she hopes I’m not, if that’s what it takes to be one, taking away from her even the pleasure she gets in pleasing me.

***

In Persian Fire, his brilliant history of the wars between the ancient Greeks and Persians, Tom Holland has much to say about Sparta, a Greek city-state that has become a byword for rigorous self-discipline and austerity, a kind of collective role model perhaps for D/s folk everywhere. Holland fastens on the contradictions of Spartan life: “Hence the unsettling paradoxes that governed Spartan society: humiliation was pride; restriction opportunity; discipline freedom; subordination the truest mastery.” A motto for us, perhaps.

Paradox, as I’ve said, lies at the heart of the D/s experience, and I think that is nowhere more evident than in the female submissive’s response to being looked at. Many submissives (I won’t say all; I haven’t met them all) are strongly exhibitionist. They have an urge to display themselves to the male gaze. They want to be looked at, they want someone to take an interest, and especially they want to be looked at with desire. They want the man to want to see them, particularly those parts of their bodies that are strongly marked as erogenous sites: the breasts, the ass, the cunt. They want him to want to look there, and they want to show him.

Here’s the first paradox: their knowledge that he wants to see gives them power. A woman becomes aware early in life that the revelation of her body can be controlled in such a way that the man may be manipulated. Obviously it’s not only submissive women who know this. But for the submissive there is this special aspect to it, that whereas notionally she is the one surrendering power, she does in fact exercise a modicum of control in the process. Not that, if she is properly submissive, she has the right to refuse, say, to remove a garment. But when she consents to remove it, she will feel that what is revealed does exercise a palpable power over him who sees it. He is not indifferent. She will derive pleasure from that, which is separate from and in addition to the pleasure she derives from being obedient. And just because she is a submissive, that doesn’t mean she has not got ways, subtle ways, of turning that power to her advantage.

The second paradox relates to her shame. In the submissive woman there is a force which at times may be almost, though never quite, as powerful as the urge to submit and to display herself. Every woman fears being labeled a tramp or slut, even if many of them know just how well the description is justified. But, as was pointed out to me by a very perceptive submissive, shame itself can be arousing to the woman. The more shame she feels, the more arousal she will get from breaking the taboo. In itself there’s no shame in being naked, but then no arousal either. If the woman stares at herself in the mirror, or disrobes in front of other women in the changing room, whatever sexual feelings she has are unlikely to be as strong as if she is being looked at naked by a man. (Obviously I’m only talking about heterosexual women here.) But when a man says, lift your skirt up to your waist, the blush that spreads across her face is an index not only of shame but of the forbidden pleasure which she is being “forced” to experience.

One more paradox: she wants to be objectified. She wants to be nothing but tits, or a cunt, for him. She wants to be treated not as a whole human being but as a sexual object. Submissive women are able to come to terms with such urges, which apparently fly in the face of all the gains of feminism in the past hundred years. They accept that this is what they need, to be used for pleasure, reduced to the status of a toy, a pet, a hole. And at the same time they want, just as strongly as their vanilla sisters, to be valued as a human being, to be cherished and loved, kissed and made love to. They want to know they are special. How can one woman have such contradictory impulses? I guess in the same way that a Dom has them. He also wants to use her as if her feelings are of no account, as if she exists only for his pleasure, a thing to be played with. And yet he also craves seeing that look of profound emotional fulfillment which crosses her face when he says “good girl”. One person can be many things at once. In order that the submissive is not distressed by her objectification she needs to know that she is not only an object, not always an object. Yet while she is being treated like an object she needs the ability to set aside her desire for affection and reassurance, confident that she can find them again when she needs to.

One of the mantras of the D/s lifestyle is Safe, Sane and Consensual. But there’s a paradox here. The Dom is both free to do with her as he pleases, and yet reliant on her consent. She voluntarily agrees to give up her freedom of choice. How can these seeming contradictions be true? My feeling is that we should see a D/s relationship as a condition of constant negotiation, a shifting balance of power in which each side is alert to the dynamics of the situation. There’s no doubt that when the submissive is aroused, both physically and mentally, the Dom does have genuine power over her. He can make her do things she would not ordinarily do, endure things she thought unbearable, want things she never imagined. This power is real, it’s not something she pretends to give him. In the throes of passion it may even seem as if his power is limitless. She may wish him to force her into what seems like a total capitulation, where she is past all resistance. But reality will ultimately intrude, the ebb and sway of power will eventually shift again, back to the point where she can freely negotiate the limits she will allow.

Some people might say, if this is the case, then surely D/s is just a game. My reply would be that it is indeed a game, with strict rules. If you don’t play by the rules there’s no point in playing. And it’s a very serious game, as all games worth playing are. Or perhaps we can say it’s like the state of mind you adopt when you read a novel. You know the story isn’t true, but while you read you allow yourself to believe that it is, otherwise the story can’t hold you under its spell. Critics call this ‘the willing suspension of disbelief’. I think D/s may be similar. She knows that she could stop him if she had to, but her submission is real enough in the heat of the moment. She wants to feel that he can make her want to do what she doesn’t want to do, make her take more pain or humiliation than she thinks she can bear. For her, there’s a wonderful freedom in renouncing control, in being taken out of herself. And for him, a heady sense of power in assuming total mastery.

Who Is Really In Control?

The following quotation is drawn from The Kindly Ones by Jonathan Littell: “…suddenly understanding with a terrifying clarity that men control nothing, dominate nothing, that they are just children and even toys, put there for the pleasure of women, an insatiable pleasure all the more sovereign that the men think they are in charge, think they dominate women, whereas in reality women absorb them, wreck their domination and dissolve their control, to take far more from them than they give. Men believe in all honesty that women are vulnerable, and that they must either take advantage of this vulnerability, or protect it, whereas women laugh, with tolerance and love or else with scorn, at the childish, infinite vulnerability of men, at their fragility, this brittleness so close to a permanent loss of control, this perpetually threatening collapse, this vacuity embodied in such strong flesh. That is why, without a doubt, women so rarely kill. They suffer much more, but they will always have the last word.”

It’s a brilliant novel but not for the faint-hearted, an account by a fictional SS officer of the horrors of the Russian front and the camps during World War II, and as such has little to do with D/s, one might think; but it’s a striking passage, all the same. It set me thinking about whether such thoughts might apply, mutatis mutandis, to D/s. 

The conventional view is that in a D/s relationship the submissive renounces control. It is the Dom who prevails, whose word is law. In theory; however, it’s clear that it’s a great deal more complicated than that. The transfer of power from Dom to sub is freely given. It is a consensual relationship. We are not talking about force as it exists in the outside world, where the strong exploit the weak, whether it is the rich exploiting the poor, or a larger country oppressing a smaller, or indeed men abusing women or children. We speak in D/s of a voluntary exchange of power, freely granted and gratefully received. Thus D/s is the exact opposite of the so-called law of the jungle, the domination by the strong of the weak. 

But if consent is freely given, how can it be that the Dom is in control? Is not the one who is actually dominant the one who grants or withholds consent? If I say to my submissive, “I am going to beat you” and she replies, “As you wish”, is that evidence that I hold the power? One could argue that because she has already given me the license to beat her, has voluntarily renounced her right to say no, then there has been a genuine transfer of power and that I am truly in charge. But I wonder if in practice it ever works like that. Even if she doesn’t have a safe word, she knows that she could always say no, if she said it with enough conviction. In a sane relationship, she can’t actually sign away her right to choose to submit. Each time she bows the knee, the contract between her and the Dom is renewed. Implicitly, it is perpetually in negotiation.

And yet…the appeal of this relationship for the submissive is that she has indeed ceded power. That’s where the excitement is, for her. He has the right to order her to do things, even things she doesn’t want to do. She has renounced her right to say no. If it is not so, then isn’t it just a rather pointless game that anyone can play? She has to feel that his power over her is real, not just a convention. The thrill that she gets from being ordered to kneel, from being whipped or used for pleasure, is dependent on the knowledge that any resistance she might have had has already been overcome. She cannot do other than what she is told.

What Makes a Woman Submissive?

A couple of years ago I saw a Mexican film entitled Leap Year. It’s about a woman who gets involved in a sado-masochistic relationship. Unlike most such films, which claim to be frank and explicit but pussyfoot around, this one genuinely does show you some of the things kinky folk get up to. It starts with him spanking her a little while he fucks her, then he chokes her with his hand round her neck. She likes this a lot. Then he engineers a ‘punishment’ scenario, puts her naked up against the wall and spanks her ass really hard with his belt before taking her from behind (I think we are meant to assume, from the noises she makes, that he is buggering her). On another occasion he smacks her hard across the face, tells her to lie naked on the floor and masturbate, and then he pees on her. Yes, you do actually get to see this. The next thing is he’s got her tied down on a table and he burns her right breast with his cigarette. She asks him to burn the other one (I didn’t like this much). Finally, there’s a lot of knife play, him running the sharp point over her naked body while she tells him she wants him to kill her. She makes him promise to come back the next day and stab her to death. She waits for him, but he doesn’t show up. (Would you?!)

The action is presented in a straightforward, non-sensational manner and it feels real (I don’t mean the actors were actually doing these things. I’ve no idea if they were or not); unlike pseudo-D/s films like 9½ Weeks, the sex is convincing, and it’s not blurry soft-focus.

The big problem is this. The woman has marked February 29th on her wall calendar (hence the title). We never learn exactly what the significance of this date is, but some clues lead us to surmise that she may have been abused by her father. It’s not clear whether her desire for death is a form of erotomania, or a desire for suicide in consequence of the trauma of abuse, or perhaps both. What I really disliked is that once again, as so often, we get a clichéd explanation of why the woman is a masochist. It’s all because of something bad in her childhood. In other words, a desire to explore the pleasures of sexual pain is a symptom of a dysfunctional personality. The woman is psychologically damaged; hence she wants to be abused by her lover.

I’ve known a few submissive women intimately, and as far as I am aware not one had an abusive childhood or a history of sexual damage which would ‘explain’ their evident liking for being spanked. They weren’t submissive because they needed to punish themselves or because they had low self-esteem. They just liked to perform kinky, submissive acts. Why, oh why, can’t people who tell this kind of story accept that there are thousands of people out there who are perfectly normal, well-balanced and sane and are leading successful lives, and who also get very excited by engaging with sexual power and pain and pleasure? They aren’t sick. They just like it. 

But if we reject these kinds of explanations as to why some girls are submissive, how do we explain it? In a sense it’s another version of the old nature/nurture debate. Is a submissive born or is she made? It might well be that it’s already determined at birth, or rather at conception, and for all I know, even as I write scientists are beavering away trying to isolate the submissive gene. Then in some future dystopia, all god-fearing vanilla parents will be able to choose to have the gene subtracted from their offspring’s genetic portfolio, thus helping to rid the world of kink. Or maybe (but don’t count on it) a benevolent state will insist on equal numbers of submissives and dominants being born (which seems far from the case at the moment).

I do happen to believe that, even if it’s not genetically determined, submissiveness, like its opposite, is something you are born with. I don’t think it can be induced later. And for that reason I think many of the plaintive cries we hear from subs, pleading with their (to me, amazingly reluctant) men to give them the spankings they are so desperately in need of, are doomed to be unanswered. You can’t make a man into a Dom if he hasn’t got it in him.

However, that doesn’t mean that nurturing has no part to play. I now believe that I am almost wholly D/s, to the point where I am starting to lose interest in vanilla sex altogether. But I didn’t always feel this way. In my youth, back in the olden days when porn was all underground and virtually unattainable in the UK, and when the internet was only a science-fiction fantasy, I had no inkling of what the possibilities were. In my twenties I read the great classic of D/s, Story of O, and was profoundly affected by it, but I had no idea what I could do about that. The likelihood of my ever meeting a woman who actually wanted me to beat her bottom as much as I wanted to do it seemed impossibly remote.

It was only when I gradually came to realize that otherwise quite normal people went in for this activity that I began to believe something might actually happen in real life. What I’m saying is that dominant, as well as submissive tendencies need the right environment in which to flourish. They need encouragement and nourishment before they can come to flower. But if the seed isn’t in the ground to start with, no amount of watering will make it grow.

I think that certain experiences in early life may serve to reinforce inherent tendencies towards submissiveness. I talk elsewhere about age-play, and women’s relationships to their fathers are a fascinating topic. I think it possible that an inclination towards enjoyment of age-play may be strengthened by the early dynamics of father-daughter relations. But I hesitate to say how exactly.

I also think that despite the advances made in the last few years, society is still structured so as to make it more difficult for girls than boys to achieve self-esteem. I think some submissives suffer from low self-esteem and their submission helps them deal with this. They feel valued through being humiliated; they make a virtue out of necessity. If that works for them, that’s fine, though my personal preference is for a submissive who has a good opinion of herself, one which I try to reinforce. 

It’s not an either/or question. Even if one is born submissive, your early upbringing is going to have an effect on how you develop those inbuilt tendencies. And how, and even where, you live and who you meet will have a major bearing too.

***

After I wrote the above passage, a discerning reader questioned my reluctance to trace back the origins of submissiveness to early family history. Her view was that I was looking at the wrong parent. It’s not abuse by the father that turns women towards a D/s relationship; it’s difficulties with the mother. She cited half a dozen or so instances of submissive women she was acquainted with whose mothers continued to cause them problems, even into adulthood. In these cases, it mostly happened that the role of the father was peripheral. A somewhat fraught relationship with their mother is common enough among vanilla girls too, surely. Nevertheless, it would be surprising, given what we know about human psychology, if there were no connection at all between early development and the particular nature of a person’s sexuality. Submissiveness (and dominance too, for that matter) is something that goes to the heart of many of us, and is unlikely to be insulated from the powerful social determinations upon our characters that result from family life. 

In such a situation, with an overbearing mother, the child may feel that the father fails adequately to fulfill his role. He doesn’t stand up for the child when the mother is unkind, he doesn’t protect her. And so it may be that in adult life the woman searches for a man who will fulfill that role. A good Dom is not only a figure of authority who provides necessary guidance and discipline, and even punishment if it is deserved; a good Dom also nurtures his submissive, comforts and protects her, encourages her, praises her, all things which a good father would also do. She trusts him; he is the one person who will not let her down. She craves his approval, dreads his displeasure, and strives constantly not to disappoint him. Of course, a Dom is not actually the father, because he also does what no good father would do; he fucks her. He understands the precise nature of the sexual pleasure she craves and he satisfies her need. She needs someone who supplies some of the qualities of a father, but she needs sexual fulfillment too. This, presumably, is her ideal combination; the Dom is both nurturing, and fulfilling. 

A question that then arises is this: is the submissive woman always in some sense a little girl? Does she always look up to the Dom, in the way the child looks up to the father? Can such a relationship ever be among equals? It’s common enough that a Dom refers to her as a “girl”, even as a “little girl”. It’s a minority of submissive women who seek to make this explicit, who actively seek to play out the role of little girl, acting it up to the hilt and calling their Dom “Daddy”. But is there not an element of this in all D/s relationships? My experience of being a “Daddy” is limited and recent. But looking back I can perceive traces of this dynamic in previous relationships. This may well have been strengthened by the fact that invariably I have been older than the submissive women I was involved with, and sometimes much older. And the degree to which there was an element of the little girl in their behavior varied quite a lot; no two relationships are ever the same. But looking back I can feel that they were often in some sense, to some extent, my little one. “Good girl” was often the highest praise I could give.

But if we pursue this line of enquiry, how can it apply to those women who can switch, who can move from being submissive to a Dom, to taking the upper hand? Here I can do no more than speculate. No parent is ever quite what the child wants him or her to be. That’s part of growing up, the recognition that people are imperfect, that our parents are flawed human beings, just like ourselves. But perhaps in the case of the woman who has suffered some aggression from her mother, and felt that the father did not take her side, there may be some long-harbored, even subconscious, feelings of resentment towards him, which then are expressed in a desire to hurt the man, the Dom, to whom she has submitted. He will suffer, if only in symbolic form, her revenge.

While we are on the subject, there’s another side of this. What makes a man a Dom? The Killer Inside Me is a movie about a psychopathic cop who gets his kicks from the sadistic abuse of women. The film is directed by Michael Winterbottom, a British director I have admired for some time, and based on a novel by Jim Thompson, who wrote several successful noir thrillers in the 1950s. Casey Affleck plays the cop, who half-kills one girl with his bare hands and succeeds in beating another to death. As with Leap Year, there is a suggestion that an explanation for the central character’s sexuality is to be found in a childhood experience. The cop’s father used to beat his mother for pleasure, and one time his mother invited the cop, when a child, to spank her bottom (an experience liable to turn anyone a bit peculiar in later life, one might think). The two principal beatings of the film are carried out because the cop wishes to frame someone else for the crimes. They are savage, almost unwatchable. Much of the commentary on the film concerned the issue of whether the depiction of such violence against women could ever be justified. However, I think there’s another issue. Does the film try to make a psychological connection between murderous violence against women, and a taste for spanking? The cop is not only a killer; he enjoys beating his girlfriends’ bottoms, and they enjoy having him do it. It’s made very clear that this is consensual. The issue is whether his enjoyment of it is seen as pathological, and whether there is some natural progression from spanking for pleasure to beating a girl to death. It’s a movie, not a clinical case history; it doesn’t try to argue anything, it just shows things happening and you have to work out for yourself what the connection between them is, if anything. But even though it’s a very well-made piece of work, it did get my back up a bit. Once again, it feels like D/s folk are being demonized.

Perhaps I’m paranoid, although misunderstood minorities (and I think as D/s practitioners we can include ourselves in such a category) are very apt to sense they’re being got at, because so often they are. I don’t think the film provides any clear answers about what makes men interested in sexual domination. It certainly isn’t saying all men who like to spank girls are potential killers; at least, I think not. But all the same, as a man who does like to spank girls, it left me feeling a bit defensive.

It also left me wondering, not for the first time, why men do like to spank. When discussing Leap Year, my readers had some insightful things to say about the relation some submissive women have to their mothers. Now, I’m trying to think about these matters from my own position. Unfortunately, looking into my own experience doesn’t help me much. I can’t find anything in my childhood that explains how I am sexually. Perhaps a Freudian would say I’m repressing things; but if I am you’ll never know, and nor will I, because they are repressed, and I’m not about to let someone go digging around inside my head on the off-chance there’s a killer in there. You’ll have to take my word for it that my upbringing was normal. (Though if you are a strict Freudian you believe that what passes for normality is pretty weird in itself. I mean, the Oedipus complex isn’t something that makes you feel exactly comfortable about your mummy and daddy, is it?)

I once had a long lunch with a charming woman who has her own, highly successful, sex-blog. Our conversation was pretty wide-ranging, but at one point we did get on to what makes us kinky. She told me about a man she knew who was abused by his father, sexually and physically. His mother, who might have protected him, didn’t raise a finger in his defense, being herself in thrall to his father. The result was that when he grew to manhood he started to take his revenge on women, not through murdering them, but through seeking out women who would allow him to subject them to extreme pain. In this way he could ‘punish’ his mother for her failure to safeguard him.

I think that’s quite a compelling case-history; you can see the logic. But it doesn’t remotely come close to my own situation, nor do I suspect to that of many Doms. I guess if I had to think really hard and come up with some sort of account of my own psycho-sexual make-up, it would be something like this. The English middle classes are notorious for their suppression of emotion and of sex. At least they were when I was growing up, in a world rather different from today. In our house sex was never ever mentioned. And nobody raised their voice. Emotion was undoubtedly present, but it was battened down. Don’t express yourself. Stay buttoned up. Letting your feelings show was something for vulgar people, or other nationalities. I absorbed this way of behavior and it came to control my sex life, such as it was in those early days. Be polite to girls, even diffident. Good manners are the ultimate virtue. And nice girls don’t really like sex, so don’t expect much.

It took me years to realize that women were as much volcanoes of seething sexual passion as I was, and even longer to see that, just as I desired to bring women under my control sexually, there were women who wanted exactly that, to be controlled. I think that my eventual self-liberation, when I felt free to express what I wanted, and indeed take it when offered, was in some sense a process of freeing myself from those early days of repression, and of good manners. Perhaps you can’t imagine what a liberation it is to be able to say to a girl, come here, bend over, and lift up your skirt. Without having to add please, without wondering if I am being too forward, without manners coming into it at all (though in my defense I’d like to think my manners are impeccable when required). I occasionally wonder whether all men would be Doms if they dared. But I’m probably wrong about that.

Seven Types of Submissive

When I started out in D/s, I thought there was only one way of being a submissive, and correspondingly only one way to be a Dom. A lot of reading, mostly on the internet, and some intense discussions with some very perceptive girls made me realize there were lots of different ways to be a sub. And I came to see that they weren’t mutually exclusive. A submissive could have several facets to her submissiveness, overlapping with each other perhaps, depending on her partner, her mood, the stage of her development. I also realized that no form of submissiveness was “better”, more true to the essence of submission, than any other.

I can identify at least seven types. I list them in random order. There is no league table of merit.

1. The pain-slut. She needs to have her ass well beaten and often. She needs to feel the sting of the leather strap, the bite of the cane, or the intense, piercing pain of steel clamps on her nipples. She needs to be hurt, right up to her limits and maybe a little way beyond. Pain is her recreational drug of choice and her endorphins transmute pain into pleasure. Of course, there’s a psychological dimension (she needs to feel the power of her Dom, forcing her to suffer), but she also requires strong physical sensations.

2. The degradation-junkie. She wants, no, she needs to be humiliated. She wants to be called names (“cunt”, “slut”, “bitch”). She wants these names written on her body. She wants to be forced to eat off the floor, to crawl, to be used, abused, and shamed in public. She knows deep down she is a slut; she needs to be forced to admit it.

3. The saint. For her, submission has a spiritual dimension. She wants, through training and discipline, to achieve a higher form of consciousness, in which her self, her own needs and desires, are negated, subsumed into the wishes of her Master. There are sites for such women, where they may receive lists of exercises to perform, books to read, rituals to follow in their quest for perfection.

4. Daddy’s girl. Whether her Dom is actually older than her or not (and often he is), she wants to be his little girl, cared for, pampered and played with (sometimes as a child, but often in ways that only big girls ought to be played with). She wants to feel safe and a bit spoiled, like a pet maybe or like his little doll, and in return she’ll make him the happiest Daddy alive.

5. The slave. She has given herself lock, stock and barrel. She can be beaten, bitten or branded, anything goes. She no longer owns either her body or her mind. She may be forced to sleep on the floor or in a cage. She may be given to other men for their use. She may even be told what to believe about religion, or how to vote. Secretly, perhaps, she prides herself on being the only true kind of submissive.

6. The Domestic Discipline queen. Serene in her subordination, she acknowledges her husband as head of the house, and perhaps even believes women are inferior to men. It is his right to correct her, and in return she services his every need, getting as much pleasure from ironing his shirts as from the nightly performance of fellatio.

7. The bottom. She likes to be bratty and provoke a spanking, but only if she’s in the mood, and she may even fancy switching from time to time. Kink is just the icing on the cake, not a vocation.

Are there types I haven’t listed? Probably. I chose seven because of the number’s historical and aesthetic connotations: Empson’s seven types of ambiguity, the seven pillars of wisdom, the seven dwarfs, Seven Sisters tube station in London, Donne’s “seven sleepers’ den”, the seven seas, the seven deadly sins, and all those movies: Bergman’s The Seventh Seal, Kurosawa’s Seven Samurai, and its remake, The Magnificent Seven, Fincher’s Se7en, Boetticher’s Seven Men from Now, and just recently Seven Psychopaths. Seven has a sort of mystical dimension; but applied to submissives it’s an arbitrary number. 

What Do Submissives Need?

Do submissive girls need more care and attention than vanilla ones? Of course it’s relative. I dare say most vanilla girls lap up all the care and attention they can get. But submissive girls are taking more of a chance. They put so much of themselves out there; everything, in fact. This makes them highly vulnerable. They never seem to be sure whether what they are offering is in fact too much or,  whether it’s enough.

So what they need is plenty of reassurance. They need also to be told that the dark fantasies they have and which they are persuaded to admit to aren’t distasteful or stupid or childish. Submissive girls are a little nervous of letting too much of the inner slut come out to play. Perhaps they will meet with disapproval. But of course, any Dom worth his salt loves this inner slut. The sluttier she is the better. He just needs to make sure she knows that.

It’s also the case that submissive girls need to have their submission constantly tried and tested. You can’t just put her away in a cupboard and assume when you take her out again she’s ready to go. Submission thrives on submitting; the more a girl does it the better it feels. And the better at it she becomes. Like anything else, sexual submission improves with practice. You get to know yourself, and you get to know him and have a feel for what he wants, how best to please him. So if you want to get the best out of your girl, keep doing it.

Slut

I love a slut. I don’t know if every woman has an inner slut, but I love the ones who do. It’s an interesting word, with a lot of connotations. Probably everyone has a slightly different idea of what they mean by it. For me it’s not a derogatory word in the least. On the contrary, it’s a term of approval. A slut is a woman who has the courage of her desires, who is not ashamed to show what she likes, who is not shy of her lover seeing her enjoy her sexuality. But it’s more than that. A slut is a woman who is prepared to kick over the traces, who is not confined by conventional notions of how a woman should behave. Despite the so-called sexual revolution, there are still rigid social limits placed on what women ought and ought not to do sexually. A slut is a woman who doesn’t care about these limits, imposed by censorious busybodies, mostly men, of course.

Sluts have always been with us, thank goodness. My mother, an eminently respectable woman, indeed rather too much so, used to have a very fixed idea of how you could recognize a slut or, as she put it, a woman who “is no better than she ought to be” (a curious phrase that doesn’t make much sense when you analyze it, though I knew exactly what she meant). In those days a slut was a woman who wore red nail varnish. Yet, curiously, it was fine to wear red lipstick, which my mother wore every day of her life. Sluts also wore high-heels with trousers (or “slacks” as my mother called them). They smoked in public and they drank gin. No doubt she also had notions of what things they might do in the bedroom, but she was much too reserved to tell me what they were. I’m so glad I eventually found out what a slut will do in the bedroom. (If she’s a real slut, there’s not much she won’t do.)

In England we have a lot of words for women who don’t come up to the high moral standards expected of them. Slut is one, and it’s the only one, I think, which has been redeemed and put to more positive use. If you call a girl a scrubber or a slag or a slapper, there’s no way it can be a term of approval, still less one of affection. Whereas if I call my submissive girl my little slut, she basks in the certain knowledge of my admiration. And the word lends itself to being embroidered with all kinds of prefixes: pain-slut, come-slut, ass-slut, each one a label to be worn as a badge of honor.

I don’t think there can be a male equivalent for a slut, because society doesn’t impose similar restraints on men. They can do as they please, and if they like something a little kinky in bed, then they are just being a bit of a lad. There’s no implication that in any sense they compromise themselves, whatever they do.

A girl once told me she’d gotten a new vibrator, a small one, easily secreted in her purse. Off the cuff, I said maybe that’s one definition of a slut, a woman with more than one vibrator. And then we got talking some more about what a slut was. 

I guess there are other things that might qualify a girl for the title. If she’s ever sent naked pictures of herself to a guy, maybe? If she’s ever put lipstick on her nipples. If she ever goes out in public without knickers. If she keeps wearing those high heels, even though she’s got a blister. If she’s been fucked by more than one guy in a single day. If in her fantasies she sometimes thinks not about just one cock but about many. (But then that probably makes ninety per cent of women sluts, doesn’t it?) I could go on, but you get the general idea. Oh, and one more: if she reads my writing and wants to masturbate. I’m in favor of all these things, but especially the last one.

After I wrote about sluts, I got some interesting questions from readers. For example, must a slut have achieved a certain level of variety and numbers in her partners to be worthy of the term? I don’t know what’s meant by variety here. Does it mean, fucking both tall men and short, both old and young, both plumbers and bankers, men with big cocks as well as those with small? As for numbers, it’s relative, surely. There are societies in which a woman who has had more than one sexual partner in her life is regarded as a slut, and not in the honorable sense we are talking about here. But I think that among young women in contemporary London, if you have had only one partner by the time you are thirty, you are regarded not as a good girl but as a freak, virtually a nun. I suppose I’d say that a true slut, the best kind, doesn’t think in terms of numbers. She’s not keeping score, because she thinks it doesn’t matter how many. And she believes there’s no such thing as too many, as long as you yourself feel good about the number.

Another reader asked at what age it’s emotionally safe for a woman to regard herself as a slut. This raises an important issue. I don’t think it would be right for teenage girls to consider themselves sluts, even in a positive way. A woman needs some self-knowledge as well as sexual experience before she ought to think of herself that way, and that can’t be acquired overnight. If a woman is a slut under twenty-five, maybe that’s not so good for her. If she’s not on the way to being a slut in her thirties, I think that’s a shame. What’s holding her back?

A submissive girl sometimes fears that if her Dom knows all the dirty things that are in her mind, he won’t respect her any more. He’ll just think she is a nasty little slut. Personally, there’s nothing I love more than a nasty little slut, but it has never stopped me giving a girl all the respect she wants. But what if the reverse is true? What if the Dom is so awed by her, thinks she is so wonderful that he can’t bring himself to make her do bad things any more? What if he wants to put her on a pedestal instead of putting her on her knees? That’s just as bad for her, isn’t it?

I guess some of the things that submissive girls want can seem pretty extreme, even shocking, if you are just starting out as a Dom. But we like to be frank here, and I’m going to list a few. I think any novice Doms out there should know the worst. I don’t know if there are any girls who want all of these things, but with each one I think I’ve known at least one girl who wanted it. So, look away now if you have illusions about the purity and high-mindedness of women.

She wants to be put in a corner with her bottom bared and made to wait till he scolds her for her stubbornness, her cheekiness, her brattishness. Until he lectures her on the need for obedience. Until he punishes her for speaking out of turn or for her dirty habits (fiddling with her cunt when she’s no right to). Until he decides to whip her recalcitrance out of her.

She wants to be called names: dirty little slut, filthy whore, tramp, fucktoy, cunt...

She wants to be prostrate on the floor, writhing with unsatisfied lust, her cunt throbbing and drooling, whimpering and begging for release, pleading that he let her come. And then she wants to be denied. Or at least, half of her does.

She wants to be his darling little girl, his sweet little baby girl, his naughty little girl.

She wants to be debauched, degraded, defiled, and debased.

She wants to be exhibited to anyone he wants to show her to. She wants to be examined and inspected, prodded and probed. She wants to have her modesty outraged and her shame stripped away.

She wants to be buggered. She wants her ass to be penetrated, invaded, stretched, and violated. She wants her ass to be pounded by a big hard cock. She wants to be his little ass-slut.

She wants to be tied up so tight she can’t move, then interfered with and subjected to all manner of indecencies.

She wants to be slapped and pinched and choked and hurt till she aches all over.

She wants him to fuck with her head.

But here’s the point. There’s one other thing I know for sure they all want, not instead of the above, but as well as. They want to be cuddled and kissed and loved and respected and valued. I don’t see a paradox here. On the contrary. 

It’s what the Dom wants too, I hope. He wants a girl who wants those dirty things I’ve listed above, but who’s got self-respect, who’s independent and stands up for herself and doesn’t take shit from guys and who knows how much she’s worth. He doesn’t want a doormat, because where’s the fun in degrading a girl who really thinks she’s worthless? But he doesn’t want a goddess either, stuck on a pedestal. One of the reasons he respects her is because she’s not afraid to admit to him what she is and what she wants. In fact, he wants her to be proud of it – proud to be a self-respecting slut. 

Can You Be Too Submissive?

There are (at least) two kinds of problems that bother the submissive girl. On the one hand there is the worry that she is not submissive enough. However much she gives, she fears he still wants more, and she begins to wonder if she can ever give all that he demands. Some days she wakes up and she doesn’t feel very submissive, doesn’t know if this is really what she wants after all. Then (hopefully) the submissive feelings come rushing back and she remembers where her true satisfaction lies. Even so, there are things she’s never done before, never even thought about, but things which he’s talked about and seems intent on trying, and she doesn’t know if she can. She dreads being a failure.

And then there is a quite opposite set of worries. What if she is too submissive? A Dom might think, how is this possible? Surely he wants her to be just as submissive as she can be. The more she can take, the better he likes it. But what she worries about is, if she simply lets him do exactly as he pleases, never offers the slightest resistance but soaks up everything that is thrown at her, won’t he get bored with her? She thinks maybe the Dom enjoys a challenge, a girl who needs to be enticed, coaxed, maneuvered or even “forced” into doing what he wants. She thinks if she makes it too easy and never fights against his dominance he may lose interest. He doesn’t want a doormat, she surmises; perhaps he’s even said as much. She embraces her submission with open arms; but would he not prefer it if she were a bit skittish, not quite tamed, not too predictable? 

I can’t tell you, from a Dom’s point of view, what is too submissive, or what is not submissive enough. You have to work these things out for yourself, through trial and error, with plenty of feedback. Every relationship is different. However, while it’s true that you cannot make a girl into a submissive if she’s not, it’s either in her or it isn’t, her submission may need a lot of drawing out. Of course, that’s where the fun is, teasing out just what you can get her to submit to, especially all those things she swore she’d never do but it turns out only needed to be put to her in the right way; perhaps in such a way that refusal no longer appears as an option. It’s amazing what you can get girls to do if you put them in the right frame of mind. So you can often find that a girl who worries that she may not be submissive enough is simply one you haven’t found the right approach for. I’m not saying even the most submissive girls don’t have their hard limits. Of course they do. But if you find you have come up against a limit, my advice is to circle round a bit and work away at something else, maybe something she hasn’t ever been asked to do, or something she turns up her nose at, but which, you sense, is not such a limit as she thinks it is. And then you might find, having got under her defenses with that particular taboo, she later proves vulnerable to the thing you originally thought you could never get her to do.

I don’t think there is really such a thing as a girl who is too submissive; there’s only a girl who hasn’t yet been asked to do the really difficult things. If either of you thinks she’s too submissive, then up the ante. Push harder against the places where she offers the most obdurate resistance, or against those places she never suspected would be the focus of an assault. If you are able to make a breach in her defenses, follow up by attacking an even more strongly fortified position, or one she thinks will never be discovered. Even the most seemingly submissive girl has a redoubt which she thinks safe from being overrun. When a girl says she’ll do anything, she may not be aware of the implications of what she’s said, perhaps because she hasn’t previously met a Dom who is prepared to make her do the unthinkable.

The Perfect Submissive?

More than once I’ve been asked, what does the Dom really expect of his submissive? One answer might be this: that he wants her to surrender utterly, totally, without reserve. His objective in training her is to lead her to that state of perfection in which all traces of resistance have been expunged, in which every last drop of stubbornness or hesitation has been purged. She wants only what he wants. Her own desires have become fused with his. She wishes only to serve, having renounced all claims to the ownership of her own desires. Without question, without allowing for the possibility that there even might be a question, she kneels, she bows the head, she submits, no matter how fast the tears are falling.

But a quite different answer might be this: that whatever the ultimate goal, in practice he relishes her resistance. Indeed he seeks it out, testing her constantly, searching for her limits and pushing against them. Perhaps in one field he may achieve a complete surrender. Say that once she had inhibitions about her ass, was shy of any approach to it, tried to shield it from his attentions. She felt shame if he should demand to inspect it, she would blush if he should insist on pushing his finger into her anus, still worse should he insist she wear a butt plug, making her conscious of being opened up to him, being forced to wear it as a badge of her submission, despite herself. But knowing how she shrinks from anal intimacy, he insists, and gradually trains her to an acceptance that her ass will be used by him as he pleases, no matter how she might protest. He knows that her reluctance is nothing but the modesty instilled in her from birth, and submissives have no right to such feelings. And then gradually, as he carefully and sensitively trains her to renounce her inhibitions, she grows to like his attentions to her ass, grows to look forward to his use of it, even if there are vestigial emotions of shame. And at last she may even develop into his little ass-slut, who craves the feelings of being owned that her butt plug gives her, who longs for his tongue there, his finger, and at last his cock, so that she who once could hardly bear for him to look at her little rosette now freely offers herself to be buggered.

And so he has successfully pushed against these limits and overcome them. But does he then rest on his laurels? Or does he press on, discovering another area where her submission is less than perfect? It’s unlikely, isn’t it, that her desires will perfectly overlap with his? He likes to spank, she likes to be spanked. But is she equally enthusiastic about every spanking implement? Or does she perhaps relish the tawse rather more than the dreaded cane? If so, he will work on this, so that even if she never comes to love the cane exactly, she will not shrink from it but accept it. And then, having achieved that, he will find something else to work on. There is always a new frontier to be crossed.

Perfect submission is a bit like heaven, at least in the traditional fantasy of choirs of angels plucking their harps and fluttering their wings. Sounds a bit boring to me. One might have her perfect subjugation as a goal. But do you ever want to get there? Because what then?

Frustrations of Submissive Women

I’ve had several D/s relationships. I’m grateful to each and every one of the women I was involved with. They taught me much, they gave me much. They are a varied group, differing widely in personality, in appearance, in experience. Beyond the obvious fact that they are all submissive, they don’t have much in common. But there’s one thing they all shared. Each and every one was married to a man who either couldn’t or wouldn’t understand their sexuality. I guess that’s why they found their way to me. If they had been sexually satisfied in their marriages they wouldn’t have needed what I offered them. (If your first and only response to the idea that women would stray outside their marriages for sexual satisfaction is moral outrage, then this is not the book for you.) 

It wasn’t that they hated their husbands. Obviously if they had then they would have left the marriage. Things were tolerable enough to remain. Some of them would say they loved their husbands, others that they at least liked them, more or less. In one case I think she stayed mainly because of her children. But the sex wasn’t working, not for any of them. All these women had made some sort of effort to talk to their husbands about their needs. They had made sometimes very explicit, sometimes rather coded attempts to describe what it was that they needed to obtain sexual satisfaction. A couple of them had persuaded their husbands to try a little recreational spanking. But it hadn’t worked. It never does if the woman thinks it’s being done just to please her. If the domination isn’t real, just play-acting at causing her pain or humiliation and not really imposing control on her, then it’s hopeless. It’s worse than trying to spank yourself. It’s my experience that if the man is not wired up to want to spank, you will never make him into a Dom. With some men, though the latent dominance is well hidden, with patience and understanding the woman may be able to bring it out. But if it’s not there in the first place you can’t put it there.

One or two of the husbands reacted with ridicule. I can’t imagine anything more deflating than summoning up the courage to talk about something so intimate, a subject set within a minefield of embarrassments and misunderstandings, and then finding that your attempt to reach out and establish genuine communication is met only with an incredulous snort of laughter: “You want me to do what?!” All too often the man thinks that a woman’s desire to be dominated sexually is weird, totally incomprehensible, or else that it is sick and perverted. Or perhaps the man is simply indifferent to his partner’s sexual needs. He really doesn’t much care if she is getting what she wants.

You might wonder why these women had gotten into these marriages in the first place. They were all intelligent, none of them down-trodden. How did they end up married to men who weren’t on their wavelength sexually? I think, risking a generalization, that when they got married sex wasn’t the main thing for them. I don’t mean they didn’t like it, but maybe they thought other things were more important: emotional security, financial security, a social position, companionship, having babies. You know how it goes. Sex with their husbands was something they did in order to get the other things. It wasn’t really something they did for themselves. Perhaps it became, as it so often does, a currency, or even a weapon; something you use to get something else. Can you honestly say, ladies, that you have never withheld sex as a form of punishment, or as a strategy of passive resistance against a man who wasn’t behaving as you wanted? Or have never used it as a reward, for letting you buy that dress, for taking out the garbage or being nice to your mother?

But then, with these women, time passed and in their mid-thirties or later they started to feel differently about sex. They got more interested in it. They started wanting it more and wanting it differently. They began to realize that what they wanted was a really hard spanking (or to be tied up, or made to eat their dinner off the floor like a puppy dog, or whatever). Offering themselves up totally to a man, submitting to him, was having sex for its own sake, for their own sake, not a way of gaining power in the marriage, or compensating for the lack of it. By conceding power over their sexuality, they attained it. Their need for this was so strong that all of them were prepared to risk their marriages. 

I’ve had women in such situations say to me, I feel selfish wanting these things, why can’t I be satisfied with what I’ve got? He’s a good husband in other ways, it’s just that he can’t or won’t deliver what I need sexually. I’m wary of giving advice. I don’t necessarily know these women intimately; all I know is the little they tell me. So it’s not my part to recommend a particular line of action. Maybe it’s right for them to take the unselfish route and deny themselves sexual satisfaction. But I don’t think they’d be writing to me in the first place if they were at peace and had learned to live with an unsatisfied libido.

Greedy and Needy

One of the characters in John Updike’s novel Villages remarks that most women would rather be hit on the head than ignored. This may be a touch extreme, but I think I know what he means. Is it not the perennial cry of women the world over that men don’t talk to them, that men don’t listen to them, that they don’t notice? Only a couple of weeks back I was having lunch with an old and dear woman friend and I remarked that she had highlights in her hair and how pretty it looked. I thought I might get points for observation. “Oh, men,” she said witheringly. “I have always had highlights in my hair.” She then went into a highly abstruse discourse on the technical aspects of hair-tinting, explaining that although there had been some minor changes since the last time I saw her, I had failed to observe what was to her blindingly obvious. She was not about to let me off the hook.

If women are greedy for attention, how much more so are submissives? How they yearn even for a look from their Dom, how they crave his undivided attention. They don’t just want him to tie them up and spank their bottoms till they squeal or torment their nipples till they whimper. Of course, they want that, any time it’s available. But they want more, so much more. I think what many submissives want above all is to live within a regime of strict control. Not that everything they do is subject to their Dom’s approval; some submissives don’t want every aspect of their lives to be subordinated to his whims and wishes. But what they do want is to feel that a framework is in place. They want to know that he cares enough to give them instructions, however mundane. It might be red varnish on your toenails today. It might be wear the bracelet I gave you. It might be, at precisely 3pm say out loud, wherever you are, whatever you are doing, “I belong to Master. He owns me utterly and completely.” Maybe he has her kneel for five minutes every day. It doesn’t have to be a big deal, like three blow-jobs before breakfast. It can be anything, just so long as it means he is paying her attention. And of course, he will have to follow up. Did you kneel today? Where’s your bracelet? Instructions are worse than useless if they aren’t policed.

I don’t say these little things will be enough. Whatever you give her it will never be enough. If you want to be a good Dom you will have to learn that. Submissives, in my experience, are all high-maintenance. It’s in the maintenance that she finds her true self and the Dom finds his pleasure. If you can’t be bothered with all that, don’t try to be a Dom. But I think a little and often, rather than a heavy session of discipline once in a blue moon, is what most submissives thrive on.

Submissives are needy because they make themselves so vulnerable. They open themselves up so, and if what they want to give is ignored, they can suffer severely. The worst thing a Dom can do is withdraw from her. Punishment through silence is the worst form of cruelty, and no Dom should ever stoop to such a thing. If she has done wrong, talk to her, chide her, scold her, humiliate her if that is what she needs, and punish her when she accepts that she deserves it. But don’t ever ignore her. Don’t shut her in a cold, dark cell of silence. A submissive’s worst nightmare is to be abandoned, without explanation, without appeal, without hope.

***

I used to think, in my salad days when I was green in judgment, that the spectrum of submissiveness ran from, on the one hand, the girl who thought it was a giggle to be put over her boyfriend’s knee now and again and receive a few swats with the flat of his hand, and even perhaps, if either was feeling especially daring, on her bare bottom, her knickers about her ankles; while at the other extreme was the submissive whose deepest, darkest desire was to be locked in a cage all night, taken out only to be savagely whipped, or perhaps offered to other men as their plaything. Doubtless there are even more extreme things than that. I’m sure you all have your favorite ways of scaring yourself deliciously half to death.

But I see things differently now. For me the real distinction is not between varying degrees of appetite for pain or humiliation. What interests me is the extent to which she wants to involve her whole self in the experience. Some women just want to be bottoms. Even if they crave a really severe beating, once it’s done they revert quickly to everyday life. But increasingly the kind of submissive who most interests me is the one who longs for a total experience. It doesn’t necessarily have to last 24/7; indeed, unless you haven’t got much else going on in your life this is not very practical. But while the action continues she wants to be the very centre of her Dom’s world.

Here’s another thing I used to think. I believed that a submissive wanted nothing but to please her Dom. I believed altruism and submissiveness went hand in hand. But that’s a superficial view. In fact, it now seems to me that the more submissive a woman is, the more what she is really seeking is to have her narcissism indulged. What she wants, while it lasts, an hour, an afternoon, a weekend, is that her Dom, while pleasing himself to the full, does not take his eye off her for a moment. Don’t get me wrong; narcissism in sex is good; in fact, it’s essential. We all need to find someone who will allow us to be the centre of their obsession. Submission is not about self-abnegation; quite the opposite. It’s about self-fulfillment. You concede control; but only so that he will take full advantage. Both Dom and sub gorge on each other’s need.

