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  Chapter one
Pornography Is Not About Love


Pornography is not the sacred union of two people affirming love through intimacy. It is the opposite: a spectacle of strangers using each other on the most superficial level, chasing a fleeting sexual high. There is no tenderness, no reciprocity—only transaction. It is lust stripped of humanity, staged in a theater that echoes spiritual emptiness. 
The men in pornography do not care about the women they engage with. The men who consume it care even less. This absence of empathy creates fertile ground for abuse. When sex is divorced from care, it becomes a tool of domination. And when domination is normalized, exploitation becomes inevitable.
Pornography trains its audience to see bodies—not people. It conditions men to seek pleasure through control, not connection. The human body, with its vulnerability and capacity for pain, becomes a site of degradation. Unloving sex, especially when repeated and ritualized, easily slips into abuse. And when it does, it is women and children who bear the brunt.
Yes, some men experience sexual abuse. But the scale and frequency with which women are violated—physically, psychologically, and culturally—far exceeds that. The imbalance is not accidental. It is systemic. It is ritualized. It is devastating.
Some women have to walk through hell on earth, stalked by striking sex harassers brandishing their newest weapon: the pornographic gaze. In this scorched dominion of modern sexuality, every encounter carries the potential for exploitation. The act itself—where a woman opens her body and a man enters—is not just physical. It’s symbolic. It’s ritual. And in a society steeped in pornography, it becomes a reenactment of power, not intimacy.
Men trained by pornography don’t seek connection. They seek conquest. They scan the landscape like predators in a burning wasteland, searching for prey—wounded, exploited, already broken. Then they strike. Not with tenderness, but with entitlement. Pornography has taught them that women are vessels, not people. That boundaries are obstacles. That resistance is part of the thrill.
If a woman does not explicitly consent to sexual attention—no matter how subtle, no matter how indirect—she is being invaded. Her body, her mind, her spirit are breached. This is not flirtation. It is harassment. It is psychic violence. And when it happens in public, it is a form of sexual terrorism—an everyday reenactment of hell.
The stress it causes is not imagined. It is etched into the nervous system. It is the tightening of the chest, the spike of adrenaline, the silent scream. Whether the violation is psychic, psychological, physical—or all three—it leaves scars that do not fade. It is a slow burn. A torment.
And then there’s the man with the phone. He sees a woman in public and projects his pornographic-soaked fantasies onto her. He imagines her as a performer, a prop, a thing. He doesn’t speak. He doesn’t touch. But he watches. He records. He consumes. The phone becomes a weapon. A portal. A tool of sexual harassment. She never agreed to be part of his fantasy. But in his mind, she’s already been claimed.
This is not a culture of freedom. It is a culture of ritualized degradation—a society that has built its temples on the suffering of women and called it entertainment.
Pornography is not merely a mirror—it is a furnace. And in its flames, empathy burns, leaving behind only ash and appetite.
To mentally target a woman with graphic sexual content—imagining her as the subject while she’s simply trying to cross a busy road or drive safely—is not just a violation of her dignity. It’s a reckless act that endangers her life. And it happens continually, especially to women who are perceived as attractive.
This isn’t fantasy. It’s delusion. A dangerous descent into objectification so extreme that some men mentally superimpose explicit imagery onto women they’ve never met, while those women are under stress, trying to survive the chaos of traffic or daily life.
If a woman were to confront the man responsible, she might be accused of harassment herself. The burden of proof is elusive, because with a single tap or shift in posture, the evidence disappears. But the violation remains.
This behavior isn’t just inappropriate, it’s symptomatic of a deeper cultural sickness. A mindset that reduces women to visual commodities, available for consumption at any moment, regardless of context or consent.
It’s not just morally bankrupt. It’s dangerously stupid.
He looks like he’s just checking his phone. Casual. Innocent. Maybe he’s scrolling social media, replying to a message, or watching something harmless. But that’s the disguise. That’s the lie. What he’s really doing is projecting perversion, targeting her with a calculated act of psychological intrusion.
When a man uses pornography in public—whether by flashing it through his screen, angling it toward a woman, or silently directing it at her in his mind—it’s not random. It’s deliberate. It’s invasive. It’s a performance of power, cleverly disguised as regular, non-sexual behavior.
He doesn’t care who she is. Her social status, her personality, her mental health—none of it matters. To him, she’s not a person. She’s a surface. A screen. A blank canvas for his sickness. Her boundaries are irrelevant. Her discomfort is invisible.
And the worst part? He’ll walk away unnoticed. She’ll carry the impact for days.
And if she’s already hurting—struggling with depression or emotional pain—that vulnerability becomes a doorway. Her suffering isn’t invisible to him; it’s magnetic. It makes the psychic and sexual violation easier to slip through, especially when the weapon is something as ordinary as a phone.
These men aren’t confused. They’re not seeking connection or intimacy. They’re charging up a corrupted internal battery, feeding off discomfort, fear, and silence. The woman becomes a prop in a private ritual of domination—her reaction, her stillness, even her attempt to ignore it, all part of the twisted choreography.
It’s not about sex. It’s about control. And the phone isn’t just a device—it’s a stage, a spotlight, a trigger. Public space becomes a trap. And the woman, without warning, is cast into a role she never auditioned for.
Men who target women in this way don’t just invade their physical space, they infiltrate the psyche. They feed off sexual trauma like parasites, drawn to pain they didn’t cause but are eager to exploit. If the woman was  mentally strong, emotionally grounded, with firm sexual boundaries, his tactics would falter. Her spirit would be impenetrable. Her mind would offer no entry point, no wound to probe, no fear to harvest.
Without access to her pain, he is starved. Deprived of the emotional fuel he craves, he’s left grasping at shadows. Because for men like this, it’s not about desire—it’s about feeding off the echoes of someone else’s suffering. And when those echoes don’t exist, his power collapses.
It is the already imposed–upon woman who generally enters pornography, as her sexual boundaries are often damaged—usually from childhood sexual abuse. This creates a vicious cycle of acting out, hypersexual compulsion, and further exploitation. The entire dynamic blurs the line between what is sexually appropriate and what is not. 
Pornography often presents a curated illusion—one that glamorizes abuse under the guise of consent. While some women may appear willing participants, this perceived agency is frequently a reflection of youth, vulnerability, and a lack of understanding about the insidious nature of sexual exploitation.
Behind the scenes, many are coerced into acts they never agreed to, as the industry thrives on manipulation and power imbalance. It masquerades as a system of choice and control, yet functions more like a serpent—slithering through loopholes, shedding accountability, and striking when least expected.
At its core, exchanging sex for money and distributing those images to anonymous consumers does not foster intimacy, safety, or respect. It commodifies human connection, reducing it to a transaction that often leaves emotional wreckage in its wake.
The consequences ripple outward. Women frequently emerge from these experiences deeply traumatized, while certain men—conditioned by the media they consume—begin to feed off that trauma. Porn becomes not just entertainment, but a blueprint for domination.
These images are weaponized. They become tools for psychological and emotional control, used against women both known and unknown. The behavior persists not because it’s misunderstood—but because it’s permitted. And in some circles, even celebrated.
Why does it continue? Because the system allows it. And silence, as always, is complicity.
This system wasn’t built for balance. It was forged in the furnace of control—where male dominance is the architect and female autonomy is the casualty. It’s not broken. It’s functioning exactly as designed.
Give some men the chance, and they’ll take it. History is littered with the consequences of that choice. Again and again, they descend—not because they’re lost, but because they prefer the fire.
Pornography becomes their altar. They defend it like doctrine, claiming it’s harmless. But it’s not fantasy—it’s ritualized exploitation. A theater of flesh where consent is blurred, and pain is repackaged as pleasure. It’s not erotic. It’s corrosive.
And the damage spreads. These men don’t just consume pornography—they internalize it. They carry its images in their minds, projecting distorted fantasies onto women who never asked to be part of the narrative. Strangers become screens. Real bodies become props.
That’s not attraction. That’s possession.
To be looked at like a scene from graphic content—without consent—is a psychic violation. It’s the kind of gaze that strips skin from soul. It’s not flirtation. It’s a quiet kind of torment.
And it keeps happening. Not because it’s misunderstood—but because the gates are wide open, and no one’s guarding them.
The sheer volume of abuse against women in pornography isn’t just disturbing—it’s diagnostic. It reveals the mindset of the man who weaponizes sexual imagery from his phone like a digital torch, casting its glow onto women who never asked to be lit that way.
These men aren’t just passive consumers. They’re making demands—silent, psychological, and invasive. They want public space to be hypersexualized. Every woman walking by becomes a potential participant. No consent. No context. Just presumed availability.
If that isn’t sexual exploitation—especially toward women grinding through low-wage jobs, already worn thin by the world—what is?
Unwanted sexual attention isn’t a compliment. It’s harassment. It’s a psychic ambush.
When a man sees a woman in public and immediately filters her through a pornographic lens—reducing her to a sexual object—he’s not just being inappropriate. He’s committing a quiet act of dehumanization. She becomes a body, not a person. A fantasy, not a reality.
And the demand is constant. On a psychological level, women are expected to be sexually available—anywhere, anytime, to anyone. No boundaries. No resistance. Just submission.
This is the doctrine pornography preaches: that women exist to be accessed, consumed, and discarded. And some men walk around like disciples of that belief—morally hollow, spiritually vacant, eyes scanning for the next vulnerable offering.
They don’t impose themselves on women who are harder—not because they’re defiant, but because they’re impenetrable. Not flame, but stone. Not resistance, but absence. These women don’t flinch, don’t soften, don’t respond. They’ve grown the same calluses as the men who leer at them. And domination doesn’t thrive in that terrain. It needs vulnerability. It feeds on softness, silence, and collapse.
And that speaks volumes.
In response to the widespread normalization of degrading pornography, some women have developed hardened personas as a form of psychological self-protection. Their mental resilience acts as a barrier against the pornographic gaze—a gaze that seeks not connection, but domination. When confronted with such resistance, the gaze fails to penetrate, and its intent is effectively neutralized.
Men who seek psychological control often scan for vulnerable targets. They search for those already exploited or emotionally worn down. This reveals the true predatory nature of pornography, which conditions some men to view vulnerability not as a call for compassion, but as an opportunity for conquest. When they act on these impulses, their behavior is overtly aggressive and calculated. It is not subtle or ambiguous—it is a deliberate attempt to assert control, often directed at women who appear less psychologically defended. The energy behind these actions is unmistakably dark, and its purpose is to destabilize, intimidate, and violate.
That this behavior occurs in public spaces, without consent, is not just inappropriate—it reflects a culture where sexual aggression is tolerated, even expected. Certain women are forced to navigate constant threats to their safety and dignity.
The fact that some men derive pleasure from instilling fear—through the looming possibility of sexual violation—is deeply disturbing. It speaks to a society that has become desensitized, even entertained, by cruelty. A culture saturated in pornography has not only lost its moral compass—it has begun to celebrate its own descent into emotional and ethical decay.
There was a time when I believed pornography was harmless—an innocuous form of adult entertainment confined to private spaces. That belief has been shattered by lived experience. After enduring repeated episodes of harassment by men consuming explicit content on their cell phones in public, I now understand pornography not as benign, but as a destructive instrument of abuse. It is not merely a media genre—it is a cultural force that reshapes perception, behavior, and public space.
The behavioral patterns surrounding pornography have already been downloaded into the psyches of countless women. This internalization is not voluntary; it is imposed. Women are forced to navigate a world where pornographic conditioning has become ambient, embedded in the gaze, the gestures, and the expectations of men who have absorbed its imagery. The result is a form of psychic colonization—where women must anticipate and defend against sexual objectification as a default condition of existence.
Some women, as a consequence, become sexual victims not in theory but in practice—targeted by men whose understanding of sex has been warped by violent, dehumanizing imagery. These men do not seek intimacy or connection; they seek access, dominance, and submission. Their behavior is not anomalous—it is patterned, ritualized, and socially tolerated.
Rather than confronting this epidemic, society has accelerated its spread. Pornography has not been contained; it has been unleashed into the public sphere. Its presence is no longer limited to private screens—it now animates public behavior, shaping how men interact with women in everyday settings. And much of this content is explicitly violent, reinforcing narratives of coercion, degradation, and control.
From a critical perspective, what we are witnessing is the normalization of psychological sex trafficking in public. Women are treated as commodities, their bodies and presence appropriated without consent. The public sphere, once imagined as a space of civic engagement, has become a stage for reenacting pornographic scripts—where women are cast as objects and men as entitled consumers.
This is not freedom. It is a descent into a cultural hell—one where empathy is extinguished, and exploitation is ritualized. Pornography, in this context, is not just a symptom. It is an architect of torment.
For some women, life on Earth no longer feels human. It feels alien. As if they’ve been dropped onto a planet where the rules are written in a language they never agreed to, where their bodies are scanned, studied, and interpreted through a lens they did not create.
They walk among others, but they are not seen. Not truly. They are observed—like specimens. Measured for desirability. Assessed for compliance. Their presence triggers a response in men conditioned by pornography: a flicker of recognition, not of personhood, but of possibility.
Some women feel like they’ve been abducted—not by spacecraft, but by a culture that has reprogrammed intimacy into consumption. They are trapped in a system that feels extraterrestrial in its coldness, its efficiency, its disregard for emotional gravity. Threats, harassment, assault—these are not anomalies. They are part of the operating system.
For those caught in trafficking and sexual slavery, the alienation is complete. Their lives are stripped of autonomy, their bodies treated as resources to be mined. The abuse is constant, the escape routes sealed. They live in a reality that feels engineered for suffering.
Even women who have never been physically touched by this world still feel its reach. Every room they enter feels like a surveillance chamber. Every glance from a stranger feels like a scan. Phones glow like control panels—streaming images that warp perception and project fantasy onto flesh.
This isn’t science fiction. It’s a quiet dystopia. A world where empathy has been replaced by algorithms, and desire has been distorted into domination.
And in this alien landscape, some women begin to lose hope. The psychological toll becomes unbearable. The isolation, the fear, the constant negotiation of safety—it wears them down. Some contemplate escape in its final form. Not because they are weak, but because the gravity here is too cruel.
This is not how it was meant to be. But it is what it has become.
There is a grotesque satisfaction in this quiet invasion. It doesn’t scream—it festers. It doesn’t conquer—it corrupts. Pornography is no longer just a habit—it is Beelzebub’s gospel. A doctrine of degradation. A ritual of rot. And its altar is everywhere: glowing screens, silent minds, public spaces that reek of unseen decay.
Men who consume it become disciples of the swarm. They don’t need horns or hooves—they need hunger. They sense vulnerability the way flies sense something to feed on—drawn to it, circling it, waiting for the moment to land. The more fragile a woman appears, the easier she is to psychologically dominate. That’s the law of the hive. Not spoken, but felt. Not taught, but absorbed through repetition and silence.
This is the truth that crawls beneath the surface: Pornography doesn’t stay on a screen. It spreads like rot. It multiplies like flies. It teaches men to leer, to mock, to consume without conscience. It turns sidewalks into sanctuaries of surveillance. Offices into dens of quiet domination. It transforms ordinary moments into rituals of desecration.
It turns women’s sexuality into a target of scorn—scorn from men whose minds are drunk on the power of systematic and ritual abuse.
This isn’t just cultural decay—it’s Beelzebub’s reign. And until it’s named, until the flies are scattered, until the throne is shattered, It will keep feeding.
Not every man who projects porn-fueled aggression in public does so with overt malice or a theatrical sneer. Some wear the mask of confusion—appearing conflicted, even apologetic, as they fixate on a woman. They offer the illusion of accident, of involuntary impulse. But under scrutiny, that illusion collapses. Because many know exactly what they’re doing.
There is a chilling intentionality in their gaze—a ritualistic familiarity, as if they’ve rehearsed the scene countless times in digital shadows. They are not improvising. They are reenacting. Their minds, colonized by violent pornography, have become hosts to something else. Something alien. Something infernal.
Others move like preprogrammed machines—conditioned by endless exposure to domination fantasies, their reflexes no longer human. They scan, they size up, they stalk. It’s not an active choice anymore. It’s automatic. They are no longer men. They are vessels. Possessed by Beelzebub’s doctrine, animated by the cold logic of a predator species.
Whether their behavior is calculated or disturbingly mechanical, the result is the same: violation. And in many cases, they are fully aware of the psychic damage they’re unleashing. Even when cloaked in denial or hollow apologies, they know. They feel the thrill. They feed on it.
Others operate in a haze of oblivion, drifting through public spaces like hypersexualized drones—modern-day sex robots on the prowl. Their arousal is not at all romantic. It is invasive. It is grotesque. It is terrifying. What they experience is not desire—it is infestation. A twisted ecstasy born of possession.
This is not just cultural fatigue—it’s war on memory. This is a quiet apocalypse. A fusion of alien programming and demonic hunger. And every woman who walks through it is forced to navigate a world haunted by eyes that no longer see her as human.
This isn’t about desire or attraction. It’s a theater of control—a projection of power, cultivated in isolation and unleashed in public. Like Lucifer whispering from the shadows, or an alien intelligence observing from afar, the influence is insidious, calculated, and cold.
Not all women are affected in the same way, but many feel the reverberations: the unease, the hyper-vigilance, the quiet calculations required just to move through the world without becoming a target.
Not all men who consume pornography will go on to harass women in public—but the fact remains: some can, and some will.
You cannot normalize something rooted in alienation, degradation, and sexual exploitation, and then expect all men to behave civilly, like gentlemen, in public. The signal has already been sent. The transmission received. And the consequences ripple outward, like a psychic echo from a distant, malevolent star.
The Theatre of Hollow Freedom
Welcome to the theatre. The curtains rise, the lights dim, and the actors step forward—not to entertain, but to deceive. This is not art. This is ritual. A dark theatre where the illusion of freedom is sold in high definition, and the audience applauds its own descent.
Violent pornography is the stage. The woman is cast as the willing participant, the men as the dominant leads. But behind the choreography lies a script soaked in coercion, silence, and spiritual erosion. The freedom portrayed is not real—it is manufactured, rehearsed, and weaponized. It is freedom as spectacle. Freedom as bait.
Some men enter this theatre not as spectators, but as disciples. They absorb its message: that pleasure is power, that empathy is weakness, that women exist to be taken. Slowly, they become performers themselves—driven not by desire, but by a hunger that is no longer human. Their eyes lose warmth. Their touch forgets tenderness. They are possessed—not by myth, but by metaphor. A demonic spirit of domination. A grey alien gaze that sees without feeling.
The woman may begin with what appears to be consent. But as the scene unfolds, her body tells a different story. Her eyes plead. Her spirit begins to fracture. She wants it to stop—but the performance continues. The cameras roll. The audience watches. And somewhere between the scripted moans and the unbearable silence, the illusion collapses.
What was once framed as desire becomes something else—something forced. The degree may vary, but the violation is real. It becomes ritualized violence. It becomes the truth no one wants to name.
This is not just a failure of ethics. It is a masterpiece of manipulation. A theatre of shadows where suffering is dressed as desire, and freedom is nothing more than a mask. The demonic spirit feeds on this illusion. The alien gaze thrives in its sterility. Together, they orchestrate a performance where humanity is the price of admission.
And the audience? They clap. They scroll. They consume. Unaware that the stage they worship is built on bones.
Flesh in the Gears
She walks in, not with power—but with fracture. The room is sterile, the lights clinical, the cameras already humming like hungry insects. And though she may smile, though she may say yes, the truth is written in the silence between her words. A healthy mind does not volunteer its body to strangers for mass consumption. Something has already broken. Something sacred has already been traded.
And the machine is waiting.
The pornographic industry is not a playground—it is a factory. A cold, humming apparatus designed to extract, process, and discard. The men who run it are not young, and they are never on camera. They are the engineers of illusion. They do not touch the product—they design it. They do not suffer the decay—they profit from it.
They wait for the vulnerable. The naive. The fractured. They wait for the girl who believes that exposure is empowerment, that surrender is strength. She steps into the machine believing she is in control. But she is not the operator—she is the fuel.
The illusion is seductive. It tells her she is powerful, desired, untouchable. But illusions are built to crack. And when they do, they do so quietly. She may appear radiant on the surface—like a piece of fruit polished for display. But beneath the skin, bruises bloom. The decay begins. Not all at once, but slowly. Spiritually. Irreversibly.
This is the machinery of exploitation: gears greased with silence, pistons powered by pain. And the men who consume its output? They claim not to see the suffering. But they do. They see it all too well. They just choose to look away.
Because the illusion is easier than the truth. The illusion is cleaner than the rot. The illusion lets them sleep.
But the machine never sleeps. It grinds on. And she—once whole—is now just another cog, another image, another casualty of the theatre of hollow freedom.
The Descent
They say the underworld begins with a choice. But for many, it begins with a need.
The descent is not sudden. It’s gradual—like stepping into a warm bath that slowly reveals itself to be a ritual cleansing before sacrifice. The comfort is deceptive. The heat is seductive. And by the time the truth surfaces, the soul is already marked.
The gates are not guarded by demons, but by contracts, cameras, and cash. The farm lies just beyond, nestled in the shadows of neon lights and pixelated pleasure. It is not a place of crops, but of bodies. Not a place of growth, but of harvest.
Here, women are not born—they are processed. The machinery hums, sleek and efficient. It does not scream. It does not hesitate. It edits, packages, and distributes. Flesh becomes product. Pain becomes performance. The viewer sees only the final cut, never the raw footage.
The farm feeds the machine. The machine feeds the masses.
Some women walk in willingly, believing they will steer the system. They wear confidence like armor. But even armor rusts. Even queens can be slaughtered in the coliseum of consumption. Others are dragged in—trafficked, coerced, broken before the first frame is shot. Their screams are muffled by the soundtrack of desire.
The machinery does not care. It does not ask for consent. It does not pause for trauma. It runs on demand.
And the audience? They are the gods of this underworld. They do not descend. They do not suffer. They consume. They click. They forget.
But beneath the surface, the soil is soaked with sorrow. The farm is haunted. The machinery is cursed. And the underworld is real.
The Smile Harvest
In the outer sectors of society’s machinery, a peculiar ritual persists—one that masquerades as commerce but functions more like extraction. It is called “sex work,” though the term itself is a veil. Beneath it lies a system of consumption, where bodies are mined and emotions are weaponized.
Many women in this system wear smiles not as expressions of joy, but as survival mechanisms. These smiles are stretched across trauma-worn faces like synthetic masks—camouflage and currency in a predator economy. The smile is not pleasure. It is adaptation.
Some women do not smile at all. Their pain is too dense, too visible. And disturbingly, this visibility becomes a lure. Certain men seek out these visibly suffering women, drawn to the spectacle of trauma. It is not the act that excites them, but the evidence of damage. They feed on the psychic residue of pain, as if the suffering itself is the aphrodisiac.
The system operates like a roulette wheel—occasionally allowing a select few to ascend, to leverage their sexuality into temporary power. But this ascent is illusory. The wheel is rigged. The vast majority remain trapped in orbit, their bodies mined for pleasure while their minds deteriorate.
The pornography industry is predominantly controlled by men—not as commodities, but as sellers, managers, producers, and agents. They shape the narratives, distribute the content, and profit from the machinery without being consumed by it. The male performers, however, are not part of this power structure. They are used by it. While they may not be commodified to the same extent as women, many end up psychologically damaged, addicted, and discarded—burned out from being cast as hypersexual machines, expected to perform endlessly without falter.
Yet the women face even greater peril. Their bodies are the primary currency of the industry, and the risks they endure—physical, emotional, and existential—are exponentially higher. To lure women into this dangerous terrain, the system offers them more money than their male counterparts. Not because they are valued more, but because the bait must match the danger. The payment is a grim acknowledgment of the violence embedded in their roles.
Generally, women suffer in the pornographic industry in the long run because they are the ones extraction is performed on, over and over. They are positioned as the resource—used, displayed, and consumed. Their bodies become the product, their boundaries worn down by repeated commodification. The damage accumulates: physical risks, emotional trauma, and long-term psychological consequences that often outlast their time in the industry.
Meanwhile, the men who control the industry—the producers, agents, and distributors—thrive. They are not extracted from; they do the extracting. They shape the system, profit from its mechanics, and remain shielded from the harm it inflicts. Even male performers, though often exploited and underpaid, are not subjected to the same depth of commodification. Their suffering is real, but the harm women face is more invasive, more enduring, and more deeply tied to their identity.
This imbalance is not accidental—it’s structural. The system rewards the extractor and consumes the resource. And until that dynamic is exposed and dismantled, the suffering will continue.
This dynamic transcends culture and era. It reappears in systems built on appetite and hierarchy—where some consume, and others are consumed. Within the pornographic industry, this structure takes on a particularly grotesque form. The rituals of exploitation are masked as entertainment. Coercion is reframed as choice. Victims are cast as willing participants.
Consider the woman who initially consents to a scene involving multiple men. Midway through, overwhelmed and distressed, she wants to stop—but remains silent, bound by a contract she signed in youth and naivety. In that moment, she is no longer a consenting adult, but a sexual victim. Yet the scene is completed, edited, and released—consumed as pleasure by an audience unaware or indifferent to her suffering.
Not all pornography follows this pattern. But many do. And even so-called “consensual” content is often weaponized—used to harass, target, and publicly shame women who never consented to such treatment beyond the screen.
The woman smiles. That smile is the final lie. And the harvest continues.
Flesh Protocols in the Infernal System
In the lower strata of the sexual economy, the equation is brutally simple: too many demands, too little compensation, and the burden falls entirely on the woman. Over time, the weight of this imbalance becomes suffocating. She is not merely exhausted—she is crushed. Crushed by sex. Crushed by men. Crushed by the system that feeds on her.
These men, by this stage, are no longer participants. They are agents of destruction. Their desire is not relational—it is extractive. Their pleasure is not shared—it is harvested.
The process is dehumanizing in its design. The woman is reduced to consumable flesh, stripped of name, personality, and history. She becomes meat—ritualized, sexualized, and slaughtered. Her trauma is not incidental; it is engineered. Like animals tortured before death to “enhance flavor,” her suffering is believed to intensify the predator’s lust. The more she breaks, the more they feast.
This is not sexuality. It is sexual evil.
To derive pleasure from another’s visible suffering is to cross into a realm beyond ignorance. It is either oblivious predation or conscious malice—or, more disturbingly, a fusion of both. The predator may not know. Or he may know and enjoy. Either way, the result is the same: the woman is consumed.
Repeated objectification—especially for meager compensation—erodes the sense of being alive. The woman begins to feel like a tool, a vessel, a thing. Not a person. Not a soul. Just a function.
And yet, this hell is masked. It is sold as empowerment. Pornography, influencer culture, sexual visibility—all promise power. But who holds that power? Who profits? The system still feeds. The woman still bleeds.
The narrative that the most beautiful women ascend—that their visibility and wealth prove the system is fair—is a dangerous lie. A tiny percentage may profit massively, but beauty does not guarantee safety. In fact, it often attracts exploitation. Many of the most beautiful women are not celebrated—they are brutalized, discarded, or murdered.
One of the most iconic models of a softcore porn magazine—praised for her beauty, adored by millions—was not protected by her fame. Behind the glossy covers and seductive spreads lay a life marked by control, manipulation, and ultimately, violence. Her story ended not in triumph, but in tragedy. She became not a symbol of empowerment, but of how the system consumes and destroys.
And she is not alone. There are countless other stories—women drawn into the pornographic industry by promises of money, fame, or freedom—who ended up dead, brutalized, or living in constant danger. Their beauty became a currency, and then a curse. 
The system misdirects desire. It does not seek connection—it seeks control. The woman is not seen as a human being, but as a pornographic interface: a surface onto which fantasies are projected, consumed, and erased. What she receives in return—money, safety, dignity—is inconsistent and painfully insufficient. The dynamic is rooted in alienation, degradation, and misuse. It is the antithesis of intimacy. It is the architecture of hell.
When a woman finds pleasure in presenting herself as a communal sex object, it reflects a brutal complexity. Her empowerment may coexist with exploitation. Her agency may reinforce the very system that harms others. The spectacle may liberate her—but imprison many.
To be treated as an object is to be rendered inanimate. It is to be stripped of depth, of contradiction, of humanity. It is to be reduced to surface and function. And when society normalizes this reduction—when visibility becomes value, and desirability becomes worth—it enacts a quiet violence. One that scars without blood. One that kills without death.
The pressure to perform, to appeal, to be endlessly available—it is not sustainable. For some, it becomes a mask. For others, a coffin. The cost of being seen is the disappearance of the self.
And let us be clear: there is something inherently degrading about exposing one’s genitals to a ravenous public. This is not intimacy. It is not romance. It is exposure without connection, performance without trust. It does not build respect—it erodes it. It does not foster love—it feeds the machine.
To feel less than human is not a metaphor. It is a lived reality. And the machinery of sexual consumption—when left unchecked—inflicts profound, lasting harm. Especially on those with no shield, no sanctuary, no escape.
This is not just exploitation. It is ritualized dehumanization. It is hell, built by human hands.
You cannot turn someone into a sexual vessel—used over and over again, often by men who are highly unsuitable for the woman—without inflicting profound harm on her, especially when she has little or no resources to protect or support herself. 
Hive of Flesh
There is a parallel—unmistakable and grotesque—between the treatment of certain animals and the treatment of certain women. In industrial farming, the cow is confined, immobilized, and attached to milking machines. Her body becomes a conduit. Her suffering is irrelevant. She is no longer a being, but a mechanism. A vessel. A thing.
This is not metaphor. It is blueprint.
Pornography functions as the psychic equivalent of this system: the milking of women. Not through tubes and steel, but through gaze and expectation. The woman is forced to offer sex on a psychological level to anyone who enters her orbit. In a society conditioned by pornographic saturation, she cannot opt out. Her psychic space is invaded by minds trained to extract, not connect.
She is not seen. She is scanned.
The consumption is visual, psychological, and relentless. Strangers do not seek her thoughts, her dreams, or her humanity—they seek access to her body. Her most intimate spaces become the focal point of ritualized violation. The spectacle is not one of connection, but of extraction. The viewer becomes the consumer. The woman becomes the host—an unwilling participant in a system that commodifies her existence.
There is a fine line between pornography and trafficking. In truth, it is not a line—it is a membrane. Thin. Permeable. Alive. Both systems feed on exploitation. Both systems require the reduction of the woman to meat.
Some women live well. Others are devoured. The same is true of animals. The same is true of insects in a hive—some serve, some are sacrificed. The queen is not always the one who rules. Sometimes, she is the one most thoroughly consumed.
Certain men take pleasure in the distress they inflict. It is not incidental—it is the point. They behave like predators drawn to vulnerability, like parasitic wasps that inject their larvae into soft-bodied hosts. The gentler the woman, the more satisfying the invasion. The imbalance is not a flaw—it is the design.
This is not misunderstanding. It is cruelty. Engineered. Repeated. Normalized.
The emotional wreckage left behind is invisible to most. The anguish is dismissed. The harm is unseen. The hive continues to feed.
Women are presented as sex—nothing more. Glamour becomes camouflage. Visibility becomes bait. Each year, thousands flock to Hollywood chasing the illusion. Few ascend. Most fall. And when they fall, the feeders are waiting.
These men are patient. Like trapdoor spiders. Like carrion beetles. They know the system. They know the cycle. They know the moment of collapse—and they wait for it.
The woman, once aspiring, now adapts. She seeks survival. The roles she dreamed of—meaningful, dignified—do not arrive. Instead, she is offered exposure. Not connection. Not respect. Just exposure.
And the system profits.
Even when a woman claims agency—reveling in spectacle, embracing chaos—the question remains: she may feel empowered, but is it a power stolen from others? Her ascent is not liberation, but submission to a satanic game—a system of predation she did not dismantle, but twisted into dominance. She claims sexual dominion, not as an act of emancipation, but as a survival strategy within a hellish economy of desire.
Some women flip the script. They embrace the demonic archetype, weaponizing the very forces that once threatened to annihilate them. They rise from the pit not as victims, but as sovereigns of spectacle. Her crown is littered with the bones of fallen sex victims—those who were consumed by the same system she learned to manipulate. She is the queen of degradation: a member of the small, elite percentage with a large bank balance and a public persona forged through total self-display. Unlike most, she emerges with high self-esteem, not in spite of her degradation, but because she transfigured it into currency.
Yet her sovereignty is forged in psychic blood. For every woman who ascends, countless others are consumed. Her power is parasitic, contingent on the continued suffering of those beneath her. This is not empowerment—it is transmutation within a satanic architecture of control. The system misdirects longing. It does not seek connection—it seeks consumption. 
For most women in pornography, the fantasy of being a princess quickly collapses into the reality of becoming prey. They are not crowned in celebration—they are marked for consumption. The system does not elevate them; it devours them.
To be treated as a thing is to lose one’s humanity. To be treated as meat is to be stripped of soul. To be treated as a host is to be hollowed out from within. This is not merely exploitation—it is a form of entomological horror. The industry operates like a hive built from flesh, a colony sustained by suffering, a species feeding on its own.
The Collapse of the Glamour Myth
In contemporary sexual economies, the commodification of women is often disguised as opportunity. Men who purchase sex or consume pornography frequently encounter women who, more often than not, failed to secure stable footing in legitimate acting or entertainment careers. These men, largely indifferent to the woman’s trajectory, rarely inquire into her backstory. Her loss becomes their gain. Her vulnerability becomes their access.
The woman, once a subject with agency, is reduced to an object—presented as an open body, available for consumption by any viewer, regardless of intent or character. Criminals, predators, and casual consumers alike are granted equal access. Thus begins her descent: a life in which beauty, once perceived as an asset, becomes a liability. Society, without explicit declaration, enlists her into a form of modern exploitation—one that is normalized, aestheticized, and largely ignored.
Over time, the very trait that once offered her possibility—her appearance—becomes the source of her suffering. She is not abused in spite of her beauty, but because of it. In a cruel twist of irony, she might have been safer had she not been considered attractive at all. This inversion of protection reveals one of the darkest fates a woman can face: to be punished for the very thing that once promised her power.
What renders this suffering even more unbearable is its invisibility. Because some women appear to “win” through sexual objectification—strippers who marry wealthy men, influencers who monetize desirability—a cultural narrative emerges that frames suffering as failure. If a woman is harmed by the system, she is seen as having played the game and lost. Her trauma is interpreted not as injustice, but as incompetence.
This narrative obscures the reality of structural imbalance. The so-called game is not fair—it is rigged. It is a system in which sex can either confer immense power or strip it away entirely. And when a woman falls on the losing side—when she is harassed, assaulted, or discarded—she is often blamed. Not only by her abusers, but by the culture at large. The message is brutal: others succeeded, so your suffering must be your fault.
This cultural logic makes it extraordinarily difficult for women harmed by sexual objectification to seek help. The system has already judged them. Their pain is not seen as evidence of violence, but as the consequence of poor strategy. The fallout is theirs to bear.
A Hollywood Sacrifice: The Fantasy That Ate Her Alive
The following is about one of the biggest sex objects of the modern age—the woman who kicked the whole thing off. She reigned in the 1950s and early ’60s, with platinum hair and a little-girl voice that masked something far darker. What was sold as playful and innocent was, in truth, sick and twisted: a fantasy built on pain, a smile stretched over suffering.
She was the most luminous figure of her time—a presence that could silence a room, a face that became myth. She embodied desire, vulnerability, and a kind of aching innocence that made the world lean in closer. But behind the glow was a soul unraveling.
Despite global adoration, she suffered from profound depression and anxiety. Her life was a carousel of exploitation, abandonment, and emotional isolation. Passed between powerful men in the Hollywood machine, she was treated less as a person than as a product—an icon to be consumed, not understood. The very system that exalted her also devoured her.
Her death at 36, ruled a probable suicide, was not just the end of a life—it was the implosion of a fantasy. The woman who had come to symbolize sex itself was, in the end, undone by the very forces she had been made to represent. Her story is a warning: that to be the ultimate object of desire is not to hold power, but to be stripped of it. That to be adored by millions can still mean dying alone.
She was magic. But magic, when caged and commodified, turns to madness. And the myth she left behind still flickers—beautiful, broken, and burning.
A Story from Today
This morning, after finishing a job caring for animals, I drove through a lower-middle-class neighborhood on my way to another appointment. As I approached the apartment complex, I saw about ten workmen gathered outside. It was early—too early for the kind of hostility I felt radiating from them. One of them looked at me with a sheepish, unsettling expression. I could sense it: he was mentally aligning me with the pornographic content on his phone, as if my body existed to mirror the images he consumed. As if that gave him some unspoken right.
The man in charge said something about me, but I couldn’t make it out. It wasn’t in a language I understood. The others laughed with a kind of cruel malice. I felt it in my gut—some sexual slur, something degrading. Probably about my body. This is what happens—again and again. A lone woman becomes a target. Pornography becomes a weapon. And the group dynamic turns into a ritual of humiliation.
I got back in my car, angry. Not just at them, but at the pattern. The repetition. The way it always seems to happen when I’m alone. On the way to my next job, I passed through a middle-to upper-class area and saw a middle-aged woman walking briskly down the sidewalk. She was around my age, but the kind who looked it—unapologetically so. Her face was lit with joy, her stride full of purpose. And something about her enraged me.
It wasn’t just her appearance—it was the aura she projected. That she was a good person. That she was involved in political causes, making life better for others. But I saw through it. Her joy felt indulgent, not compassionate. Her wealth, her power-walking, her smugness—it all felt like a performance. She wasn’t good. She was clever enough to preserve herself, eating little not out of empathy for animals or the planet, but to prolong her own life. She enjoyed being unbothered, believing she was virtuous. But I doubted she was vegan, or that she truly cared about animal rights. Her feminism, if it existed, was self-serving. She didn’t care about women who were truly impoverished or exploited—she was neither.
Women like her are part of the problem. They raise sons who consume porn and degrade women, and they never question it. Because they’re not objectified, they don’t feel the sting of lustful torment. Or if they are sexual, their sexuality remains hidden—ignored by society. They tell themselves they’re good, but it’s a camouflage. A deception. A woman who only cares about herself while pretending to care about others is not good. She’s a predator of a different kind. Not glamorous, not seductive, but a vampire nonetheless—feeding off comfort, wealth, and self-righteousness.
No Medals for PTSD in the Sex Industry
Mainstream media frequently glorifies male struggle—on battlefields, in boardrooms, in political arenas. But the woman trafficked for sex receives no medals. No recognition. No cinematic tribute. Her suffering is met with silence, isolation, and denial. Her war is invisible.
Pornography is ubiquitous, its volumes staggering. Yet the consequences it produces—psychological, relational, societal—are conspicuously absent from public discourse. The harm is real, but the acknowledgment is rare.
What happens to a woman who “loses” in this arena is among the most brutal realities on earth. Her descent mirrors the isolating and scarring effects of trauma, including sexual violence. In her pursuit of stardom, she finds herself exposed, vulnerable, and alone. Often unmarried, disconnected from family, and lacking institutional support, she becomes easy prey for predatory figures—men who exploit her sexuality with impunity. 
The world’s obsession with money delivers its coldest blow to the woman whose dreams collapse. She is not met with compassion. There is no second chance. Instead, she is funneled—like livestock—into the degrading corridors of the commercial sex industry, where exploitation thrives and support is scarce. 
Her suffering is not a footnote. It is the cost of a system built on consumption, denial, and the illusion of choice. She carries PTSD like a soldier of war, but no tickets will be sold for the movie that will never be made to honor her sacrifice in the sex wars she fell to.
No medal will be pinned on the woman traumatized by sexual exploitation. No gun will be fired in respect. Her position is so degrading, so damning, that society deems it unspeakable. It’s one thing to lose an arm in battle—but to be violated and filmed? That is something the world insists must be denied, erased, and certainly never honored with ceremony or salute. 
And that is the damning truth: the sex trafficking industry walks a fine line with what society dares to call “consensual” porn. A line so thin it disappears entirely when you look too closely. Behind the lights, behind the makeup, behind the smile—there is no freedom. Only survival. And even that is not guaranteed.






  
  Chapter two
The Illusion of Superiority

A Critical Examination of Female Representation in Pornography


The contemporary pornography industry perpetuates an implicit, unwritten narrative: that women who enter this domain are elevated—deemed superior—because they lack visible signs of ordinary humanity. Cellulite, stretch marks, and soft body fat—features that are entirely normal for most women—are conspicuously absent. This absence is fetishized as proof of perfection, a kind of manufactured purity. In reality, these traits are not flaws but biological markers of health, maturity, and lived experience. Most women develop cellulite at some point in their lives; it’s a natural consequence of female physiology. Men, by contrast, rarely experience it in the same way, so the comparison is never made. The standard is uniquely punishing—demanding that women erase the very signs of their humanity to be deemed desirable.  
Although the demand is aggressively pushed—that women must be free of cellulite and other natural traits—they are then expected to perform degrading acts for public consumption. And yet, if a woman actually feels humiliated or degraded in real life, the average person reacts with shocked disbelief. How could she possibly feel shame in public spaces, they wonder, even as a multi-billion-dollar porn industry is aimed directly at her—constantly demanding she be both flawless and utterly debased?
If she expresses humiliation, she’s no longer seen as “perfect.” She’s met with incredulous attitudes, as if degradation and perfection cannot coexist—even though society insists she embody both. If she feels violated by sexual objectification, she’s met not with empathy, but with denial. All of this points to a culture in massive schizoid denial, demanding impossible behaviors from women while refusing to acknowledge the emotional consequences.
To make matters worse, the women most visible in this system often appear immune—joyous, untouched by degradation. This illusion shifts the entire shadow side of sexual exploitation onto a much smaller group of women: those who are forced to carry the emotional weight of a system that exists, is aggressively denied, and yet imposed on them relentlessly, day after day. 
The concept of “perfection” in mainstream pornography is a carefully constructed illusion, one that relies heavily on aesthetic manipulation and selective representation. While a minority of female performers may exhibit natural features such as cellulite or stretch marks, the overwhelming majority do not—at least not visibly. This absence is not incidental; it reflects an industry-wide standard that demands conformity to a narrow, sanitized ideal of female beauty. The expectation is clear: women entering the adult industry are implicitly required to suppress or conceal the most common traits of real female bodies in favor of a hyper-curated image that aligns with consumer fantasy.
Even when such features are present, they are routinely obscured through strategic lighting, camera angles, makeup, and post-production editing. This visual erasure contributes to a broader cultural narrative in which bodily imperfection is incompatible with sexual desirability. Moreover, the psychological dimension of performance cannot be overlooked. Generally speaking, a woman is unlikely to expose herself to the physical and emotional vulnerability of sexual performance—particularly in scenes involving aggression or degradation—unless she believes her body meets the industry’s standards of perfection. This belief, however, is often shaped by external validation and the illusion of control within a highly stylized environment. Contrary to popular perception, these women rarely represent the highest tier of beauty or physical stature found in society. They are not the elite few destined for high fashion modeling or trophy-wife status, but rather selected for their conformity to a narrow, marketable aesthetic—one that prioritizes surface-level flawlessness over genuine distinction. 
The paradox becomes more pronounced when one considers that many performers, beneath the layers of makeup, styling, and costume, possess physical features that range from average to above average—but rarely represent the most striking beauty in society. Their transformation into icons of sexual allure is not the result of inherent physical superiority, but of a meticulously crafted aesthetic illusion.
High heels, contouring makeup, strategic lighting, and stylized poses all contribute to a visual narrative that elevates the ordinary into the extraordinary. This manufactured glamour distorts the viewer’s perception of beauty and desirability, creating a fantasy in which curated traits are mistaken for natural allure.
Yet this illusion is fragile. In scenes involving aggressive sexual acts—particularly those that push the boundaries of physical endurance—the performer’s curated image of perfection begins to unravel. The body, regardless of its aesthetic presentation, remains vulnerable to pain and injury. When physical harm occurs, especially in intimate regions, the confidence projected through stylized appearance loses its potency. The fantasy of invincibility collapses under the weight of real human fragility, revealing the stark contradiction at the heart of the performance: the simultaneous demand for flawless beauty and silent endurance. 
This dynamic underscores a troubling reality within the adult industry and broader media culture. Female bodies are commodified not only for their appearance but for their capacity to endure discomfort while maintaining the illusion of pleasure and control. The result is a surreal and often disturbing spectacle in which the most common traits of womanhood—imperfection, vulnerability, and pain—are either erased or exploited, but never authentically acknowledged.
What’s striking is the disconnect. In everyday life, most men may not care much about cellulite or stretch marks. But within the pornographic framework, these features are treated as disqualifying—as if the presence of natural texture or imperfection somehow breaks the fantasy. This creates a distorted standard, one that not only erases bodily reality but also reinforces the idea that women must be flawless to be desirable, yet degraded to be consumed.
What’s more, cellulite isn’t a flaw—it’s a biological function. Women are designed to retain fat to support pregnancy and nourish a growing child. The presence of cellulite is a sign of reproductive readiness, of nature’s design for life. Yet the demand in pornography is for women to be extremely thin, with no trace of this natural trait. In essence, the industry demands that women be sculpted for sexual display but stripped of the very signs of fertility. It’s a paradox: they are desired for pleasure, but denied the dignity of purpose.
Women in this system are kept in a state of extreme sexual objectification—one that violently denies the biological reality of sex as a reproductive act. The fact that sex can result in pregnancy is not just ignored; it is aggressively erased. The woman is transformed into a hypersexualized figure, engineered for endless performance but never for creation. She is permitted to be displayed, consumed, and used—but never to carry life. She is not seen as a life-giver, only as a vessel of gratification.
One moment from a film I saw nearly fifteen years ago still lingers. It featured five men and one woman—her body nearly flawless, with only the faintest traces of stretch marks visible under the harsh studio lights. During the scene, one of the male performers loudly pointed them out, complaining that she shouldn’t have such a mark on her skin. The stretch marks were barely visible, yet his reaction was visceral, performative, and humiliating. He continued with the performance, of course—but the message was clear: even the smallest deviation from the fantasy was enough to warrant public shaming. The imbalance of power in that moment was stark, and the woman’s vulnerability was laid bare—not by her body, but by the scrutiny it endured.
What made the moment even more disturbing was the sheer imbalance of priorities. The woman was placed in a scene involving multiple men—actions that were clearly aggressive and intended to humiliate. Yet the man’s complaint wasn’t about the intensity or the degrading nature of the performance—it was about her failure to conform to a fantasy of bodily perfection. The stretch marks, not the dehumanization, were treated as the real offense. And even after voicing his disgust, he continued to participate, reinforcing the idea that women must be flawless even as they are objectified. 
And the violence escalates. The act itself becomes mechanized, stripped of intimacy and meaning, often enacted by multiple men upon a single woman. It is no longer a union—it becomes a ritual of obsession and gratification, detached from its sacred purpose: the creation of life. In this context, the idea of welcoming a girl into such a world becomes unbearable. What future could she have when the dominant culture celebrates her destruction?
This is not merely exploitation—it is a systematic erasure of a particular group and stereotype of women, one that is routinely ignored by mainstream media. More disturbingly, this group is rarely granted the dignity of victimhood. Instead, they are portrayed as manipulative, calculating, and somehow deserving of their fate. Their position is reframed as predatory.
The obsessive focus on these women—hypersexualized, dehumanized, and endlessly consumed—is presented not as tragedy, but as threat. The reality behind the fantasy is degradation, abuse, and, in many cases, profound harm. The silence surrounding this suffering is deafening. The celebration of their image becomes a mask for their annihilation.
This framing doesn’t just uphold narrow beauty ideals—it weaponizes them. It creates a dangerous illusion: that these women are invulnerable, confident, and in control. But beneath that illusion lies a brutal truth. This perceived superiority can invite extreme forms of mistreatment, often crossing boundaries that should never be breached. The fantasy of flawlessness becomes a license for harm.
If these women in adult entertainment were truly considered “superior,” it would follow that they might pursue more socially accepted forms of objectified visibility—such as professional modeling or mainstream acting. While those industries are not immune to exploitation, they tend to offer comparatively stronger boundaries and protections. In contrast, adult entertainment often lacks such safeguards, leaving performers more vulnerable to abuse and misrepresentation.
Pornography often promotes the idea that young women entering the industry possess a form of perceived superiority over their less conventionally attractive peers—based solely on the absence of visible imperfections like cellulite or stretch marks. This aesthetic conformity is framed as a kind of entitlement, granting them access to roles and visibility that others are denied. Meanwhile, women who fall outside these rigid beauty standards are often relegated to lower-paying, mainstream jobs, not because of lack of talent or ambition, but because they fail to meet the industry’s narrow criteria for desirability. 
While mainstream narratives often elevate the pornographic aesthetic as the pinnacle of desirability, this perception rarely withstands scrutiny. In reality, the women who dominate high fashion and cinematic spaces tend to embody a more balanced, proportionate beauty—one that aligns with classical ideals and broader cultural preferences.
Yet even within these industries, there exists a spectrum: commercial modeling frequently features women with more accessible, relatable features, chosen not for unattainable perfection but for their resonance with everyday consumers. Likewise, in film—particularly in roles that demand emotional realism—casting often favors faces that reflect lived experience and human complexity.
This layered hierarchy of beauty, where different domains prize different traits, reveals how fragmented and performative our standards truly are. What we call “desirable” is often less about inherent value and more about context, consumption, and cultural scripting.
And yet, there is a darker thread that must be acknowledged: at times, a woman of striking, undeniable beauty finds herself confined within the porn industry. Her fate, paradoxically, can be the most tragic—not because of her appearance, but because of how that beauty is consumed, commodified, and ultimately erased. The reasons for this will be explored later, but it is a truth that casts a long shadow over the illusion of empowerment often projected onto the genre.
Looking again at the average woman portrayed in pornography, it becomes clear that her perceived beauty often hinges on the absence of certain natural traits—cellulite, stretch marks, and the soft contours of female fat. These features, though biologically essential for reproductive health and hormonal balance, are culturally framed as flaws. Their absence grants these women a kind of superficial “confidence,” one that enables them to perform acts of self-erasure with seeming ease.
Yet by broader aesthetic standards, many of these women are not among the most beautiful. They are elevated in this context not because of exceptional beauty, but because they lack what society has wrongly labeled as inferior. It’s a troubling inversion: the very traits that signal health and femininity are erased, and in their place, a sanitized, average form is fetishized as ideal.
The distortion deepens when a single woman—often of average or slightly above-average appearance—is placed at the center of group-oriented scenes involving multiple men. These performances, far from being a reward for her perceived perfection, reinforce a distorted hierarchy in which superficial flawlessness is mistaken for genuine desirability. In this context, authentic beauty is either ignored or pursued with unsettling intensity.
The imbalance—both numerical and symbolic—reflects a broader cultural dynamic: one where the woman’s body becomes a site of consumption rather than agency. The fact that a woman considered attractive is subjected to such extreme scenarios contradicts the notion that she is being celebrated. In reality, these situations often result in psychological trauma or physical harm. Many women enter the industry believing they can endure such scenes, only to find themselves overwhelmed, injured, and emotionally scarred.
Despite this, the footage is released. And for many, that single experience becomes the end of their involvement in adult entertainment. They walk away not because they were weak, but because the system itself is brutal. That, in itself, is self-explanatory.
Some women become trapped in a downward spiral. They are harmed in extreme scenes, yet unable to escape, often entering a dissociative state to cope with the trauma. Substance use may follow, as a way to numb the pain of what they’re enduring. This creates a vicious cycle: the more a woman is exploited, the more her self-worth erodes, making it harder to break free.
Her identity becomes fragmented under the weight of repeated abuse. Hypersexualization takes hold, and she is consumed on camera—not just physically, but emotionally. For some viewers, this spectacle offers a disturbing sense of detachment: they observe from a distance, shielded from the predatory dynamics they passively engage with. The woman’s suffering becomes entertainment, while her humanity is quietly erased.
Compounding this dynamic is a painful truth: many of these women do not enter the industry out of ambition or confidence, but as a result of unresolved trauma, often rooted in early experiences of abuse. This history can steer them away from conventional paths and into environments that exploit their vulnerability. 
Mainstream pornography often presents itself as a form of sexual liberation, but its content reveals a far more rigid and exclusionary reality. Women who fall outside conventional beauty norms—particularly those with fuller bodies—are notably absent, exposing the industry’s narrow definition of desirability. This selective visibility isn’t accidental; it’s a reflection of a curated fantasy that prioritizes youth, thinness, and hyper-sexualization while erasing the diversity of real women’s bodies.
Rather than celebrating authentic human sexuality, pornography frequently commodifies it, reducing intimacy to a set of marketable tropes. The result is a distortion of desire—a hall of funhouse mirrors that exaggerates, reshapes, and warps perception. Within this spectacle, domination is mistaken for attraction, and objectification is passed off as intimacy. The male gaze, especially when fueled by unchecked sexual entitlement, feeds off this illusion, creating a dangerous gap between fantasy and reality.
True sexual liberation would embrace all bodies, all expressions, and all desires. Until then, the mainstream pornographic industry remains less a mirror of human sexuality and more a manufactured maze—one that excludes, distorts, and misrepresents.
The idea that women are chosen for pornography because of their beauty masks a far more disturbing reality. If beauty were truly the driving force, it would inspire reverence—not scenes where women are pushed beyond physical limits, filmed in acts that simulate dominance, pain, and submission. In many productions, these encounters are prolonged and aggressive, often resulting in physical and emotional harm—bruising, injury, and psychological fallout that is rarely acknowledged. The industry packages this as fantasy, but the toll is real. 
It’s a strange way to reward someone for being “beautiful.” What begins as a supposed celebration often devolves into punishment—for the woman, anyway. Her desirability becomes a justification for harm, not admiration. Within this framework, beauty is not honored—it’s consumed, distorted, and weaponized.
To claim that beauty justifies such treatment is not only dishonest—it’s a reflection of a culture that eroticizes harm and disguises exploitation as empowerment.
In mainstream pornography, many women may have average features that are heavily enhanced through makeup and styling to create the illusion of idealized beauty. The obsessive focus on sexual performance—especially the relentless emphasis on thrusting and close-up exposure—drowns out any genuine reflection on the human experience. What’s presented isn’t a celebration of beauty, nor a shield from harm, but a spectacle that distorts reality. The woman’s body becomes a stage, her presence reduced to function, and the viewer is invited to consume without conscience. 
The absence of visible flaws—such as stretch marks or body fat—is often mistaken for perfection, while participation in public sexual acts is misread as empowerment. In truth, the spectrum of beauty among performers ranges widely: some are average, some above average, and a small percentage may be considered exceptionally beautiful. Yet this imbalance reinforces a distorted framework—one that spills into public life in troubling ways.
Men conditioned by these portrayals may begin to associate intense beauty with automatic sexual availability. This distorted perception can lead to harmful behavior, including boundary violations or obsessive attention toward women who resemble the idealized figures seen on screen. The illusion becomes a rationale, and the fantasy begins to bleed into real-world interactions—where empathy is replaced by entitlement, and admiration becomes predation.
Pornography, in this sense, functions like a hall of funhouse mirrors—warping desire, distorting intimacy, and unleashing a cascade of consequences that society is often unwilling to confront. It doesn’t just reflect sexuality; it manufactures a version of it that can be deeply harmful when mistaken for truth.
The Consumption of Beauty and the Erasure of Autonomy
As already stated, many of the women featured in mainstream pornography are not selected for transcendent beauty by conventional standards. Instead, they are chosen for their compliance with narrow, marketable traits: extreme thinness, the absence of cellulite or stretch marks, and a curated “confidence” that permits complete naked submission on camera. This confidence is not empowering—it is performative. In these portrayals, beauty is not honored—it is devoured. The woman’s personhood dissolves beneath the choreography of domination, leaving behind a performance that rewards submission and erases autonomy.
Building on this, submission in today’s mainstream pornography is no longer implied—it is explicit, routine, and often extreme. Women are frequently depicted in scenes involving multiple forms of penetration, not for intimacy or expression, but for spectacle. These acts are filmed and distributed widely, reaching millions of anonymous viewers. What unfolds is not a celebration of beauty or empowerment, but a ritual of consumption—where the woman’s body becomes a site of domination, her autonomy erased, and her personhood reduced to performance. It is a portrayal that rewards compliance, not confidence, and leaves behind a troubling legacy of dehumanization disguised as desire. 
Ultimately, mainstream pornography manufactures a seductive illusion of power and perfection, conflating pain with dominance and submission with liberation. This narrative distorts cultural perceptions of female beauty, reducing it to a marketable aesthetic stripped of depth and humanity. It reinforces myths of sexual entitlement, where pleasure is extracted rather than shared, and autonomy is mistaken for performance. In this landscape, the female body becomes a stage—where confidence flickers briefly before being erased under the weight of aggressive control. What begins as a portrayal of agency collapses into compulsive powerlessness, leaving behind not empowerment, but silence. 
Big Time Beauties 
To recap, the portrayal of women in mainstream pornography often relies on exaggerated visual cues—heavy makeup, high heels, stylized lighting—that distort natural proportions and manufacture an illusion of ideal beauty. This artificial aesthetic allows average or slightly above-average women to be presented as “big-time beauties,” especially when imperfections are concealed.
Men conditioned by these portrayals may begin to perceive such images as the pinnacle of desirability. He imagines himself at the apex of sexual achievement—entitled to the most beautiful woman in the world, regardless of his own attractiveness, status, or circumstances. More troublingly, this entitlement can extend into everyday life, where he may feel justified in approaching or objectifying women in public spaces.
Pornography trains men to view attractive women not as autonomous individuals, but as objects to act upon—blurring boundaries and normalizing intrusive behavior. These women, already navigating immense societal pressures, become targets of a mindset shaped by fantasy, entitlement, and unchecked desire.
This dynamic is driven by a deeper deception: the industry routinely casts average women in the role of high-value sexual prizes, then subjects them to extreme, often violent domination. The spectacle creates a schizophrenic distortion—where the fantasy of dominance is projected onto real women who never consented to play that role. And when a genuinely beautiful woman does get trapped in the industry, it adds another layer of psychological chaos. Her presence blurs the line between illusion and reality, intensifying the mania and reinforcing the twisted belief that all beauty is conquerable. In this way, pornography doesn’t just misrepresent—it weaponizes desire, turning authentic beauty into prey.
The Predator Wears Makeup, the Prey Wears Truth 
The very nature of pornography is deceptive. A true judgment of a woman’s presence, stature, or identity cannot be made from a scene filmed for the arousal of strangers—many of whom view it on a cell phone, where the participants are reduced to a few inches on screen. In this compressed format, the reality of the woman is obscured. Is she 4’11“ with short legs and narrow shoulders, chosen simply for the absence of cellulite? Is she average-looking beneath layers of makeup, appearing more striking on camera than she would in real life? Are her proportions aligned with society’s narrow ideals—leg length, waist size, neck shape—crafted to meet visual expectations?
In truth, these details are difficult to discern. The viewer sees only what the camera permits—often for a fleeting moment
A Tale of Two Women
The Mask of Empowerment










