














getting hot and bothered
spring fever fixes

fantasies and mind-f*cks
is anything too far? 
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Diligent readers will notice that I’ve been 
keeping my articles closer to the hypothetical 
bedroom recently, dedicating fewer columns to 
discussions of sexuality and more to tied-up, 
pants-down, dirty sex. But the week before last 
saw the revelation of a sex scandal so bizarre 
that I couldn’t resist using it to illustrate the kind 
of questions on sexual ethics that keep me up at 
night.

On March 30, the British tabloid News of 
the World broke a story claiming that they had 
obtained a video of Max Mosley, president of 
La Fédération Internationale de l’Automobile 
(the governing body for international motor 
sports), participating in what they described as 
a Nazi concentration-camp themed BDSM scene 
with five prostitutes for nearly five hours. In the 
video a man identified as Mosley enters a lavish 
London flat, and is addressed as a prisoner by a 
domineering prostitute in military garb who later 
beats him with a length of birch and a cane. He 
later assumes a dominant role himself, spanking 
and whipping other involved women.

Mosley has not denied his participation. He 
has, in fact, said that there was no “Nazi conno-
tation to the matter,” and will be arguing in legal 
action against News of the World that he spoke 
in German because two of the five prostitutes 
involved were from Germany. Sure, why not? 
That his father Oswald Mosley was a founder of 
the British Union of Fascists and that his parents 
were married in Berlin at the home of Joseph 
Goebbels have seemed to many reporters facts 
worthy of note.

Now that you’ve pulled your jaws off the 
table, let us talk about what’s really at stake here. 
I could not care less whether this particular guy 
engaged in this particular fetish. It’s important to 
realize, however, that he would not be the first 
person to do so, and will not be the last. Role-play 
involving deep social taboos is a tried and true 
method for turning a scene that may be physically 
demanding to one that is psychologically so. The 
desired effect is often a genuine mind-f*ck, that is, 
to arrive in a mental space that one would never 
be able to otherwise experience in a controlled 
environment. Home-invasion rape fantasy and in-
cest fantasy are two 
other moderately 
more conventional 
types of scenario.

The question 
with which I and 
other sex-inclined 
thinkers must 
wrestle is this: Does 
“too far” exist 
between consenting adults? Regardless of whether 
it happened in this case, is pretending to take part 
in the Holocaust (whether as persecutor or victim) 
for the purposes of sexual gratification simply 
too repugnant to be redeemed even in theory? To 
some, this may seem like an obvious question, but 
I am genuinely troubled by it.

I am in general of the opinion that what two 
(or in this case six) consenting adults do in the 

privacy of their multi-million dollar London flat 
is nobody else’s beeswax. Outlawing an act or 
fantasy because most people find it distasteful is, 
in my opinion, a violation of a fundamental right. 
To remain theoretically consistent, I may have to 
proclaim that Max Mosley has the right to put on 
full Nazi regalia and spank a prostitute with a 
copy of Mein Kampf. And yet I have trouble even 
typing such a thing in earnest, let alone imagine 
getting aroused by it.

In the end, this appears a bitter pill I must 
swallow. In the short term at least, fetishists of this 

type are not necessar-
ily hurting anyone. And 
if we take freedom of 
speech and association 
seriously, it is precisely 
this kind of behavior that 
needs protection under 
the first amendment, 
lest we risk throwing the 
Nazi baby out with the 

bathwater. While this situation may seem so offen-
sive that it becomes sterilized by its own absurdity, 
the rub is that Mr. Mosley also has the right to 
take it perfectly seriously, and to get off on it.

I would not want to join a BDSM scene ar-
ranged by Max Mosley. From the sound of it I 
wouldn’t want to hang out with him either. But he 
has the right to be a douche. Far away from  
me.

Haven’t gotten any in a long time? All hot and 
bothered down below? Have you reached an 
unbearable sexual plateau? Do you feel like a vol-
cano ready to blow because you really, really miss 
that post-coital glow? Are you desperately in need 
of your own private strip show, but your libido has 
absolutely nowhere to go?! Dear readers, don’t 
worry about it; I know. 

It’s finally springtime, and the weather isn’t the 
only thing warming up. Sluggish pulses are beat-
ing faster, clothes are com-
ing off and people are go-
ing slightly mad. Voilà: the 
outbreak of Spring Fever.

It’s a chronic condition 
that makes even the most 
frigid among us hot-blood-
ed. Feeling antsy in your 
panties? Unfortunately, this is one bug your mamma’s 
chicken soup won’t get rid of. I certainly know how 
it feels to suffer from incurable sexual frustration. As 
such, I’ve come up with a few ways to ease your pri-
mal urges until you score. Or, until you finally break 
down and hire a professional. Whichever comes first.  
Work Out. Hard.

Sex is rigorous enough that it’s been called 
“horizontal jogging.” The nickname may come 
from the fact that our brains release the same 
endorphins during orgasm and exercise. But, if 
you’re short a “running partner,” swap the hori-
zontal jogging for the vertical kind. Hit the gym 
and pump, pound or pummel the sexual frustration 

out of your system. Benefits include reduced body 
mass index, firmer thighs, and increased stamina 
(which may be useful later). 
Twist and Shout

Dancing is one of the best ways to get rid of 
pent up sexual energy while expressing yourself 
creatively. Contra, hip-hop, salsa, ballet, mande 
or belly dancing, whatever. Get on the floor and 
bust a move. Or, if you’d prefer, go to a club and 
grind with someone. It’s more like simulated sex 

than dancing anyway.
Find Someone To Hold 
On To

If you really want out 
of your misery, you can 
always get really drunk 
and jump into bed with 
the nearest human being. 

Hooking up undoubtedly fits the instant gratifica-
tion model, but there is a downside to this option. 
Even if, like AC/DC says, your new friend shook 
you all night long, you probably won’t remem-
ber any of it. Failure to recall puts you right back 
where you started. All you’ll have to show for the 
escapade is a headache and some new regrets.
Get Out Your Quill

Not that one. The one you write with. Anyone 
who’s taken FemSex knows writing erotica has 
the surprising ability to provide gratifying sexual 
release. Writing is also enjoyable because it al-
lows you to really flesh out your fantasies. If you 
need ideas, try The Erotica Readers and Writers 
Association, Oysters and Chocolate, or www.
tinynibbles.com/erotica for some free reading 
material online.
Get To The Movies

But make sure they’re the naughty kind. I 
highly recommend Shortbus by John Cameron 
Mitchell, the director of Hedwig and The Angry 
Inch, and Hard Edge by Andrew Blake. Youporn.
com has a good array of free films to choose 
from. IShotMyself, ITouchMyself, Fleshbot and 
SeanCody you’ll need to pay for, but that’s the 
capitalist system for you — lots of free-market 
enterprise, very little free porn. 
Pounce

Lastly, we come to my favorite treatment. 
While Spring Fever is excruciating, contract-
ing the illness does have its benefits. The criti-
cal mass of sexual blockage is sometimes just 
what we need to finally go for the people we’ve 
secretly lusted after for months. Everyone knows 
that confidence is sexy, so take a risk and make 
your feelings known. I strongly believe that you 
get what you give. If you aren’t putting anything 
out, then, my friend, you’re up a creek without 
a paddle. (You know the one I’m talking about.) 
The ideal time to pounce is when you feel you 
can bear it no longer. Do it like a jungle cat: 
swiftly, efficiently and with deadly aim. I’m almost 
positive you’ll be pleasantly surprised with the 
outcome of the hunt.

For those of you in the throes of Spring Fever,  
I’m not going to say get well soon. I’m confident 
that after reading the column you’ll cure your-
selves in no time. 

If you aren’t putting anything 
out, then, my friend, you’re up 

a creek without a paddle.
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wrestle is this: Does “too far” exist 
between consenting adults?


