
		
			Advance Praise for 
Yes, Mistress

			“Yes, Mistress pulls back the curtain on male submissiveness with an insider’s view of what female dominatrices and male submissives are thinking, feeling, and seeking when they engage in one of the most prevalent yet misunderstood forms of erotic play. Boldly guiding us into the heart of those places and moments where fantasies become real, Alicia Zadig reveals that the male desire for submission (and the female desire for dominance) are neither anomalous nor unconventional—they are natural expressions of some of the most fundamental urges of our sexual brain.” 

			—   Ogi Ogas, neuroscientist and co-author of A Billion Wicked Thoughts: What The World’s Largest Experiment Reveals About Human Desire 

			“If Alicia Zadig is half as good a Domme as she is an author, then she surely leaves her submissives begging for more. Written with erudition, authenticity, and exuberance, Yes, Mistress takes you to the erotic edge and lets you peer into an underground that is fascinating, revelatory, and challenging of the gender assumptions and power dynamics that proliferate in the light of day. And it’s really sexy too!” 

			—   Ian Kerner, sex therapist and New York Times bestselling author of She Comes First

			“Just because our conversations about what we like in the bedroom are finally opening up, it doesn’t mean we always understand what our partner really wants—or why. Yes, Mistress is an engaging, extraordinary guide to the mind and motivation of the male submissive while also demystifying the role of the female dominant. Alicia Zadig’s clear and comprehensive writing, brimming with real-life anecdotes and relatable commentary from BDSM practitioners on both sides of the whip, is illuminating for anyone trying to understand the nature of D/s relationships and immensely affirming for those who have such desires and are ready to start exploring.” 

			—   Olivia Troy, BDSM consultant for television and film, co-writer/producer of Bonding (Netflix)

			“Alicia Zadig explores male submissives, from novelty-seeking sexual adventurers to men seeking profound experiences in suffering and servitude. She does so with the sensitivity of an anthropologist and the confidence of a dominatrix. Ms. Zadig knows these men and their cravings intimately, and her book, Yes, Mistress, offers tantalizing insights into what compels these men to subvert gender scripts.”

			—   Jane Boon Ph.D., author of Edge Play

			“Using her extensive professional knowledge along with intimate and revealing interviews, Alicia Zadig brings to light a side of male desire that’s rarely seen in the public eye. With empathy, curiosity, and understanding, Zadig offers a deep dive into male submission that will be of interest to anyone who cares about human sexuality.” 

			—   Rachel Kramer Bussel, editor, The Big Book of Orgasms

			“Never before has there been such a comprehensive, thoughtful, and loving look into male submission, filled with engaging personal insights as well as copious research. Whether you’re interested in submission or domination, this book will hold your hand as it wakes up your desires.” 

			—   Evie Vane, author of Better Bondage for Every Body and The Little Guide to Getting Tied Up
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Introduction

			Behind the Dungeon Door

			Sebastian starts his day as usual. He’s always been an early riser, getting up at 6:00 a.m. to head to the gym for a workout. Then he goes home to shower and change for the office. With an eighty-hour workweek, stamina and focus are key, and his early-morning exercise routine sets him up for productivity. But this isn’t an ordinary day. A shiver of anticipation runs up Sebastian’s spine. He pulls out a suit from his closet. He wants to wear something that will carry him into his evening without getting so dressed up it piques his colleagues’ interest. It will be easier if he can slip out without having to field any questions from them about his six o’clock “meeting.”

			Sebastian hails a cab. He scrolls through emails on his cell phone during the fifteen-minute commute from his West Village apartment to his office in Midtown Manhattan. The calm quiet of the morning shatters as he strides through the glass doors, like he owns the place, into the buzzing hive of the firm.

			Sebastian is a natural leader with an Ivy League education. His natural British charm, coupled with his strong and assertive personality, have enabled him to climb the ladder faster than most. He has always enjoyed working in finance. Rising through the ranks to lead a small team has shifted his workload from crunching numbers to managing people.

			His morning passes quickly, with a constant stream of “I can’t do this” and “Can you help me with this?” Before he knows it, his lunch meeting at a restaurant near the office is ending. His heart leaps as he realizes his evening rendezvous is drawing closer. On his way back to work, he slips into a lingerie store. Sebastian purchases something special for the occasion, as he’s been instructed. He ditches the conspicuous pink-and-silver shopping bag in a trash can on the street, slipping the sexy red lace number into his pocket. Back at the office, another flurry of meetings packs his afternoon.

			Sebastian is always cool and collected when he’s busy. But in a quiet moment between obligations, he can’t help but feel an underlying sense of anticipation. Standing in the middle of the bullpen, under fluorescent lights and amid a cacophony of phones ringing and printers humming, he considers how surreal it is that the room he will enter in just a few short hours is so close by. 

			He goes to the men’s room and slips on the sexy panties. It seems impossible that these two worlds can reside in the same universe, much less the same neighborhood. The sensation of the lace against his skin brings home the reality of their coexistence. 

			As he walks back through the bullpen to his desk, he can’t help but feel that anyone paying attention can see a bit of red lace peeking out above his waistband. His belt and tucked-in button-down shirt make this a remote possibility. Still, the thought excites him even more—the dichotomy between his two worlds is part of the thrill. 

			Sebastian leaves the office around half past five o’clock. His assistant is busy on the phone. As he walks by, he taps her desk, and she looks up. He nods and says, “Enjoy your evening. I’m headed out.”

			It’s only when he’s on the street that his adrenaline spikes. He walks the three blocks in record time and lingers on the corner. He’s waiting for the exact agreed-upon time—he’s never to be late or early. He takes the elevator up and knocks on her door.

			This is his absolute favorite part: The door opens, and he leaves all aspects of his refined British sensibility behind, dutifully positioning himself on his hands and knees. A collar is placed around his neck, and with that the dynamic is established. He’s ordered to strip down to the lacy red panties he’s been wearing underneath his suit. He has no idea what will happen next, but one thing is certain—Sebastian is not in charge anymore. 

			----

			Andrew is a ranking military veteran who has served for thirty-two years and has been on the front line in five wars. He is divorced with two kids. When he is not providing private security, he likes to surrender to a Dominatrix, undergo hypnosis, submit to a flogging, and be placed in restrictive bondage while having his nipples teased. 

			Nicholas works in natural energy, employing several hundred people. In his free time, he enjoys being trained as a cuckold, locked into a chastity device, and subjected to small-penis humiliation. 

			Zev is in the real estate industry. He is an Orthodox Jewish man who prays three times a day, keeps kosher, and observes the Sabbath. Most evenings, he enjoys family dinners with his wife and three kids. But every two weeks, he wants to be ordered to wear women’s lingerie, worship his Mistress, and be used as a spittoon. 

			Steven manages a team of financial analysts on Wall Street. He has been married twice and has a wide circle of friends. His alternate lifestyle has gone undetected since college when he began visiting fetish clubs, attending kinky parties, and even performing onstage at fetish events. His desire is to be of service to a demanding woman who enforces her control through slave training, physical discipline, emotional torment, and gender confusion. 

			Edward is married with two kids, and his hobbies include running marathons and playing classical piano. He owns several companies and employs nearly one hundred fifty people. But when he needs to go mentally void, he craves being hypnotized, treated like a puppy, given a golden shower, and used as a footrest with my feet on his face. 

			Mike is a U.S. Army policeman. He is divorced and describes himself as “a tough son of a bitch.” He loves to obey a woman who takes charge, particularly one wearing a strap-on who commands him to his knees and orders him to suck her big black rubber phallus. 

			----

			These seven men are broadly representative of the thousands who regularly play with Dominatrices. We will be learning more about them, as well as many other men who crave domination, in later chapters. Their kink might be shocking to some, but they are far from unusual. From all ages and walks of life, and across all socioeconomic, religious, cultural, and societal spectra, these men pursue their submissive desires with women who are skilled in helping them realize their fantasies and bringing them to life. They choose to be tied up, seduced, aroused, humiliated, disciplined, teased, denied, and pushed to their limits. Many have their own little secret: They’re accomplished, respectable, and highly successful men who are wielding their power in the boardroom, office, or courts of law one moment and kneeling before their Mistress the next. 

			How do I know all these secrets? 

			I am Mistress Alicia. 

			I have been fascinated by male submission throughout my adult life. My initial curiosity became a lifelong passion. I worked as a professional Dominatrix and eventually managed my own studio. For more than a decade since, I have explored my interest non-professionally as well as professionally. My extensive experience with submissive men gives me a unique insight into the psychology and dynamics of female domination and male submission. 

			While dominating innumerable men in my professional and personal lives over the years, I inevitably began to wonder what was going on inside their bodies and minds. What were they seeking, and why did they seem to benefit so much from the experience? From there I began making the inquiries that led to this book, which shines a light on an aspect of sexuality that is frequently misunderstood. 

			There is a wide gap between what we think men want and what they really want. We live in a society in which men aren’t encouraged to share their true desires about their sexuality and eroticism—what they fantasize about, what turns them on, and what they crave. 

			While it’s not widely acceptable for men to reveal that they want to be dominated, a great many of them do. Having studied more than four thousand Americans’ sexual fantasies for his 2018 book Tell Me What You Want: The Science of Sexual Desire and How It Can Help You Improve Your Sex Life, researcher Justin J. Lehmiller, Ph.D., found that only seven percent of men have never had a BDSM fantasy. He wrote, “The vast majority of my participants reported fantasizing about both dominance and submission; however, more people reported submission fantasies, and they reported having them more often than those who had dominance fantasies.”1 

			So, why do we cling to the idea that men are exclusively dominant? The answer lies in outdated stereotypes of masculinity that often drive men to want to switch up gender roles. As the spectrum of human sexuality becomes increasingly broad, even in mainstream culture, it’s time for this idea to change.

			Female domination, also known as “FemDom,” is widely misunderstood. After mentioning to someone that I am a Dominatrix, these are among the most common responses I hear: “Oh, so you beat people!” and “You must meet a lot of freaks!” 

			I do many things as a Dominatrix, and of course beatings can be one of them. But to reduce domination to that single act would be overly simplistic and inaccurate. As for being “freaks,” the men I play with are by and large successful, well-educated, interesting, and physically attractive. Even though they are submissive to me during our agreed-upon scenes, they are not necessarily submissive in their day-to-day lives. The word “slave,” which is sometimes used to refer to the men in this context, isn’t intended to be degrading or humiliating. It simply reflects the power dynamic. Even the language we use to set up a time to play takes this into account: “When can I serve you?” a submissive will ask. 

			I adhere to a strict code of conduct and play only with consenting adults. I learn and respect their limits. I place a premium on their safety and well-being, providing them with “safe words” and “safe signals” that will stop play instantly at any time. I continuously monitor them. If I detect any undue stress or discomfort, I immediately discontinue the activity. I provide a safe environment so that they will enjoy the many tangible benefits of BDSM—psychological, emotional, and spiritual—that you will learn about in the pages that follow.

			So, why do these men want to submit? The short answer is that it fulfills an intense desire. Many men derive deep satisfaction and emotional benefit through ceding control to a Domme. Female domination can be a positive and sometimes transformative experience, especially when it is approached in a thoughtful way by a caring and empathetic woman. Men also seek out the experience for the joy and pleasure it provides them.

			Researchers have written of the experience as follows: 

			As play, BDSM is an avenue whereby responsible adults can act in ways that violate many of the norms of adult socialization. Safely and consensually acting out fantasies is promoted and generally encouraged. Scenes may involve role-playing and typically involve a power differential between partners, shared assumptions about the experience, and mutual consent.2

			People in society at large don’t normally talk about male submissive desires, much less consider that BDSM may hold significant benefits. These positives have been largely unexplored and unstudied by mainstream psychologists and social scientists. This book is, in part, an attempt to use my own personal experience to shine a light on this very real and important aspect of human sexuality. 

			And so, this book is not meant to be a simple sexual handbook or a BDSM Kama Sutra. Nor is it fiction, like Fifty Shades of Grey. Instead, it is about understanding men’s erotic desires in a novel way through the voices of the men themselves and the women who dominate them. We’ll take a close look at men’s psychological needs and societal roles. This will help to broaden our concepts of what it means to be a “real man” and what erotic desires and fantasies are “acceptable” for real men. In doing so we will also attempt to answer the following questions, and others: Why is there a lack of acceptance and understanding of male submission and female domination? Why do some men seek out Dommes to fulfill their desires?

			Most current data on sexuality is heavily skewed by selection bias and sampling problems. So, many researchers are opting to take a less traditional approach and seeking a different understanding. In A Billion Wicked Thoughts: What the World’s Largest Experiment Reveals About Human Desire, neuroscientists Ogi Ogas and Sai Gaddam’s pioneering book on human sexuality, psychologist Catherine Salmon provides this context for readers:

			So much research on sexuality relies on surveys and questionnaires that ask people to reveal secrets they aren’t comfortable sharing (least of all with a researcher who will do who-knows-what with the information). There is a real advantage in finding other methods of insight into our desires—unobtrusive methods that don’t require people to actively participate in the process of data collection.3

			Many of the men you’ll meet would never be willing to reveal their desires to a researcher or on a questionnaire. They do, however, feel safe speaking anonymously to the Dominatrix with whom they have built a relationship, and a deep mutual trust, often over a period of several years. 

			In this regard, while I am not a medical professional, a sociologist, a psychologist, or a sex therapist—at least not in the technical sense—I do have extensive knowledge of BDSM and years of firsthand experience. Men have revealed their secret interests and wild desires to me. They have confided in me about things that most are unwilling to share with anyone else. My knowledge and perspective come, in large measure, from these deeply intimate experiences. I have interviewed many submissives as well as some of the most knowledgeable and respected Dommes I’ve had the pleasure of knowing. I have collected a wealth of quotes, insights, and case studies that provide an honest, accurate, and comprehensive look at men’s desire to be dominated. 

			Yes, this book is about men’s desire to be dominated, not about Dominatrices per se. But getting to know these women is essential to understanding what we do, why these men choose to explore BDSM with a dominant woman, and—most of all—why it works. Dominatrices can open a window to men’s psyches that has been closed for too long. 

			While this book focuses on a female Dominant and male submissive dynamic, BDSM is broader than just this one aspect. It is enjoyed by many people across the spectrum of gender and orientation. With a clear understanding of the fundamental elements, anyone can enjoy a successful BDSM experience if they desire. For readers intrigued by this possibility, the Appendix at the end offers suggestions and tips for bringing kink into your life.

			Don’t be concerned if you feel perplexed by anything in this book. After playing with hundreds of men, I do not claim to fully understand all their desires. Even experts in human sexuality don’t understand every kink. After all, each fantasy is as unique and multifaceted as the person who dreams it up. What I can offer are my insights into men’s erotic desires and experiences based on the many common themes I’ve witnessed over the years.

			The men in this book live throughout the United States, and some even outside the country. Accordingly, my interactions with them have taken place in many different geographic locations. Out of respect for their privacy, I have not identified any of them by their real names unless they have asked me to. All of the men’s quotes come from our communications with one another. Some are quotes from interviews, while others are from our email exchanges, including scene requests. In these communications, the men share their interests and fantasies. I may use this as inspiration; however, this doesn’t mean that the scenes necessarily play out exactly as the men describe them to me. 

			If you encounter unfamiliar words or terminology, there is a Glossary at the end. One potentially unfamiliar practice is the use of capitals in the BDSM community. Uppercase is reserved for the dominant party while lower case is used for submissives. This is a way to emphasize the power difference. For example, Domination and submission, or D/s, uses this unique style. 

			A common term for Dominatrix in the community is Domme. A Domme can be either a professional or non-professional. Non-professionals are commonly referred to as lifestyle Dommes. Other titles for dominant women include Mistress, Goddess, or Domina. All are capitalized, and all are titles that indicate a person of authority or power. 

			Now it’s time for the fun! You are about to take a peek into a hidden world. Few people outside of the BDSM community have witnessed men’s submissive fantasies from this unique angle. This book will pull back the curtain on this fascinating dynamic. We live during an exciting moment in which people are freer to express themselves and speak more openly about their desires. It’s time to bring men’s submissive desires out of the shadows.
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1

			Becoming Mistress Alicia

			When I was nineteen and a sophomore in college, I had a boyfriend named Jarred. More of a best friend with benefits than a lover, Jarred was fun to be around. He was a junior, an English major who loved photography. I would let him photograph me in silk slips with fishnets and dark lipstick, the smoke from my cigarettes creating Gothic-looking images that he developed in black and white.

			When we weren’t doing photo shoots, we were usually hanging out in Jarred’s apartment. One night while I was there working on my computer, he surprised me by offering me a foot massage. How sweet, I thought, gladly accepting his offer. What kind of a girl would refuse?

			I was pretty focused on my psychology homework, but out of the corner of my eye, I noticed him inching his nose toward my foot while massaging it. I kept typing as a cover for observing him more closely, totally intrigued. The more Jarred rubbed, the more excited he became, although he tried to hide his growing arousal. When he noticed me watching him, I laughed in a teasing way, wordlessly acknowledging how turned on he had become.

			The next evening the same thing happened, and for several more nights after that. We both quickly grew comfortable with our new dynamic. And soon, whenever I entered his apartment, it didn’t take long for Jarred to end up on the floor with my feet on his face. Although I was young, I was already comfortable with my sexuality, and I was completely at ease with this type of play. I embraced our new sexual dynamic, and I even became a little bitchier while he was massaging my feet. Eventually, I began ignoring him completely while I sat at his desk working on my computer and using his face as my footrest. I sat and typed without saying a word to him. While I initially found Jarred’s fascination with my feet to be somewhat puzzling, I also liked being able to cause his arousal, enjoying the feelings of control and power it gave me.

			One day when Jarred was out, I was lying on his bed with my head hanging over the edge. My eyes fell on a stack of magazines tucked beneath the bed. Curiosity got the best of me and, grabbing a handful, I pulled out several issues of Leg World and Foot Worship. They were filled with images of women who were either nude or dressed in sexy lingerie with stockings, bare legs, or heels. What fascinated me, though, was that even with full nudity, the focus was on the women’s legs and feet. Until then, everything I had seen in the media about sexy women centered on beautiful breasts, a great ass, or a pretty face. Who would have thought that legs and feet could be so alluring? I knew that Jarred was turned on by what we did, and I quickly surmised that for many guys, feet were sexier than I had ever imagined—apparently enough to support a large circulation magazine. Holy shit! My mind was racing. This was bigger than I had first thought. It seemed I had discovered a secret world under Jarred’s bed—a world whose existence I had never even suspected.

			With ever-widening eyes, I dug deeper into Jarred’s stash and found issues of Dominant Mystique, Vault, and Fetish World. These magazines were a revelation, to say the very least: full of strong, sexy women standing over kneeling men who were bound with ropes or chains. The women were beautiful—flawless in leather and high heels, with whips, strap-ons, and sharp objects in their hands. They looked like superheroines out of a comic book. According to the captions below the photos, each woman also had a title: “Mistress” was the most common by far, with “Domina,” and “Goddess” placed before some of the other names. Mistress Alicia…hmm… I liked the sound of that. I suddenly knew I wanted to give this a try even though I wasn’t entirely sure what “this” was!

			As my initial surprise continued to morph into fascination, I read some of the stories and letters accompanying the photos in which men wrote about their fantasies. I was beginning to understand that this was bigger than just Jarred, and it was definitely about more than just feet. This was a world that flipped the power dynamic 180 degrees, placing women in control and men in a position of voluntary subservience. It had been there all along, hidden just beneath the surface. And now that I knew about this alternate universe, I wanted in. I loved the idea of a world with a dynamic that had women in charge and men as submissive. I thought, What the fuck is going on here? And why didn’t anyone ever tell me about this stuff?

			The sexy, powerful women in the photos impressed me. But I was also intrigued by the men. Some were on their knees, blindfolded and gagged, at the feet of the women. Or they were tied down, bound by ropes and completely vulnerable. One man was being stepped on, while another was being ridden like a pony. Some of the men even wore collars with their Mistresses holding their leash, literally like a pet. Just as I began to wonder if I should be enjoying something that looked so cruel, I turned the page and found a letter that took my breath away. The writer was thanking his Mistress for humiliating him, whipping him without mercy, and peeing on him! He added he was “grateful” for his “training.” His gratitude floored me. 

			I also couldn’t help but notice that, regardless of whether the women in the pictures were smiling and laughing or looking serious and strict, it was obvious that they were all enjoying themselves. I instinctively understood that they got to play this wild game that most women probably didn’t even know about.

			Suddenly, the front door slammed, snapping me back to reality. Jarred was home! I had tumbled so deeply into this subterranean world that I’d lost all track of time. Nervous for a moment, I felt like a child afraid of being caught doing something naughty. But then I quickly checked myself, remembering the stories I had just read. In that moment, I sensed my relationship with Jarred was about to take on a totally new dimension. I decided I would have a little fun with the situation. Game on! I thought. Stuffing all the magazines back in their place, I waited for Jarred. 

			As soon as he walked through the bedroom door, I stood up, grabbed the collar of his shirt, and said, “Get on your knees.” He slowly lowered himself to the floor. 

			Jarred looked at me, startled and obviously very confused. I began ordering him around, just as I imagined the women in the magazines would. Instructing him to kneel in front of me, I sat on his bed and teased him with my bare feet, slowly crossing and uncrossing my legs, then dangling my feet—one and then the other—back and forth in front of his face. I knew his weakness now and could see him watching my feet with hungry eyes. I ordered him to smell, then kiss, then lick them. He had smelled and kissed my feet in the past, but this was completely different. The tone was set. I was firmly in charge, and he was submissive to me. In that instant a natural part of me was awakening. My inner Domme was ready to come out and play. 

			Now that I was sure he liked it, I became more aggressive. I slapped him across his face. I grabbed him by his hair. I gently kicked his cheek with my foot. He was so responsive to everything I said and did, and I was pleased to see that the bossier and bitchier I became, the more aroused he grew. To my surprise and delight, he even asked me to do it harder. Jarred, now totally aroused, asked for permission to masturbate. 

			“No,” I said. 

			I enjoyed the sense of control, of seeing him in such a highly aroused state and having the authority to permit or deny his orgasm. I enjoyed being cruel. I played with him for a while, experimenting with my newfound power over him. Eventually, when I felt like I was done with him, I casually reached under the bed and pulled out the local fetish newspaper. 

			“I need to borrow this,” I said, my voice telling him that I was still in control. 

			Leaving without so much as a backward glance, I laughed quietly to myself as I imagined the state of shock, confusion, and arousal in which I must have left him.

			Dominating Jarred felt natural, and it whetted my appetite for more. I knew that this was just the beginning for me. Our relationship lasted a few more weeks and I went on to explore this novel and exhilarating world on my own. There was a big, exciting arena out there and I wanted to be part of it—more people, more variety, more intensity. 

			I began fantasizing about all of the different things a Dominatrix could do. I saw myself dressed as a sexy superhero with men kneeling at my feet. I pored over the newspapers, perusing the local dungeons. I called the one that appeared to me to have the most professional-looking ads, The Situation Room. A woman with a sexy, seductive voice answered, “The Situation Room, good afternoon.” I asked her if they were hiring, and she put me through to the manager, Thomas. 

			He asked me about my prior experience, and I told him I’d done some foot fetish stuff with my boyfriend. “We handle a lot more than foot fetishes here,” he explained. “This is a commercial dungeon. Men come here to be submissive and be dominated by a Dominatrix. That could involve bondage, discipline, sadomasochism, and all manner of fetish and role plays.” He paused. “You sound pretty young. Are you sure you want to come in for an interview?” 

			I was just starting to think I might be in over my head here, but the bullish part of me insisted on seeing it through. “Yes,” I said firmly. “How’s next Tuesday?” I hoped my firm tone might help him to see that I was indeed capable of taking control of a situation—and a man.

			On the day of the interview, I arrived at the specified location and found a nondescript door tucked between a yoga studio and an Italian restaurant. I kept looking at the address to make sure it was the right place. Of course, the wiseacre part of me thought, What did you expect, a big sign in neon saying “The Situation Room”? 

			They buzzed me up, and I took the elevator to the second floor, where it opened into a large, upscale loft space. It was quite elegant and sexy. On one side there was a lounge and a living room, and on the other, an office. The only unusual feature was the sexy woman behind the desk. She had shoulder-length blonde hair and red lipstick. She was dressed in a purple leather corset, black leather skirt, fishnets, and stilettos. She looked like one of the women straight out of Jarred’s magazines. 

			She turned to me and said, “Hi, I’m Jessica.” More like Jessica Rabbit, I thought. “Thomas will be right with you,” she continued. “You can take a seat in the living room.” 

			I sat on one of the big fluffy couches and listened intently to Jessica’s phone calls. She would strategically wait for the third ring, then answer, “Good afternoon” in a low, seductive voice. “Where did you see our advertisement?” Pause. “I can give you some general information. We’re located in the Midtown area. The women here are professional Dominatrices. They offer all aspects of S&M, B&D, fantasy and fetish exploration, role play, and the like. There is no sex or nudity on the part of the women.” 

			The phone rang nonstop. I realized this must be a popular dungeon and, more important, there must be a large demand for this kind of thing. Are there really that many men who are into this? I wondered. There must be, or places like this wouldn’t stay open. But who are these guys?

			Just then, a door opened and out walked a redhead with a classic Bettie Page pinup look—a black pencil skirt with a white blouse that was unbuttoned just enough to reveal a silk bra underneath. Next to her was a handsome, well-built man, around thirty-five years old, wearing a business suit. She led him to the elevator and, as they waited, he said, “My ass is going to sting for hours.” She smiled and replied, “That was my intention.” They both laughed. The elevator door opened, and he said, “I’ll see you next week. Thank you.” 

			This strikingly handsome businessman could easily have had any woman he wanted, but he chose to come here, and he had plans to come back. I looked at my watch. On a Tuesday at noon! This is what he chooses to do on his lunch hour?

			I sat in the waiting area wondering, Who are these men? What if most women, like me, simply have no idea that men are into this, or that this is even a thing? My thought process was cut short when Thomas came out and introduced himself. He was in his early fifties, slender, with dark hair. He was dressed in dark jeans and a polo shirt. His demeanor was open and casual. I found myself wondering what his story was. He offered to take me on a tour and asked if I knew what a professional dungeon was all about. “Not fully,” I answered. 

			He explained that the clients ranged from ages eighteen to eighties. They were doctors, lawyers, politicians, Wall Street bankers, football players, cops, firemen, military men—as well as your “average Joe.” 

			“You need to understand something,” he emphasized. “Our clients are normal guys. They aren’t creeps, perverts, or weirdos. Some women walk in here wanting to beat guys up. That’s a dangerous mentality, and it’s not what we’re about. You have to like these men as people.” 

			He said being a Dominatrix often involved putting men in bondage, spanking or whipping them, tying their cock and balls, giving them golden showers, and all types of fetishes and role plays—pretty much anything you could think of. From my experience with Jarred, and the feelings of control and power it had given me, I loved the idea, but I found it a bit intimidating. As we walked through the space, I could faintly hear the sounds of sessions happening in other rooms, which intrigued me even more. 

			Continuing my tour, Thomas showed me three standard dungeon rooms and a medical room. Before my tour, I’d had no idea what a “dungeon” would actually be like. I think most people expect some foreboding torture chamber in a medieval castle. Instead, the dungeon rooms were elegant, with lovely décor. They had gray carpeting, long dark velvet curtains, a huge leather bondage table with a cage underneath, a throne, a big wooden chair with restraints, and a cross on the wall with hooks for bondage. There was some type of suspension rig mounted to the ceiling. From the walls hung whips, floggers, paddles, riding crops, gags, blindfolds, and accoutrements for restraining people. There was a glass cabinet with nipple clamps, clips, weights, forceps, and other sinister-looking contraptions with spikes, pulleys, and prongs. On the countertops there were mannequin heads, various leather hoods for sensory deprivation, and beautiful feminine wigs for cross-dressing sessions. The medical room was a little different; it looked like a doctor’s office with white walls and what appeared to be a gynecological table, complete with shiny metal stirrups. The entire dungeon was like a kinky adult playground. By the end of the tour, my only thought was, I want to learn everything about this exciting world!

			I loved the idea that men voluntarily came into this environment to submit to these dominant women. Sharing their desires seemed like a courageous thing for men to do since it wasn’t something they were “supposed to” want or request. I was impressed that they gave enough value to their desires, kinks, fetishes, and fantasies that they completed all the steps to live them out—research potential Dominatrices, call, make an appointment, and finally show up and see it through. 

			The following day I returned to sit in on some sessions. I was fascinated by how the power dynamic was immediately established. I began training right away. I wanted to learn about domination, fetishes, role play, and just generally how to be a Dominatrix. This was a door into an unknown world that was dark and mysterious. I wanted in. 

			As I progressed to directing my own sessions, they became a platform for me to explore myself and meet interesting men. Each connection was so different, and each session unique. Every day I would meet men two, three, or even four times my age, and they would trust me with their secret desires, their bodies, and their minds. From the beginning I was particularly drawn to the psychological elements of kink. As an undergraduate I had majored in psychology with the intention of becoming a sex therapist. This felt like an alternate means of working closely with people on a psychosexual level. In hindsight it filled my need and curiosity to do just that while allowing me to get close to people in a way a traditional mental health professional would never be allowed
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