




amidst a testosterone frenzy. A community 
of warrior women, the term Amazon is said 
to come from a mazos (without breast).

These legendary women were purportedly 
so fierce that they would cut off their 
left breasts to avoid obstruction as 
they pulled back on their bows. These 
fierce ‘warrioresses’ had no men in their 
community and would have intercourse 
with men from neighbouring villages to 
bear their children. Should these children 
be male they were either sent away or 
crippled to become servants. In essence, 
these independent women were the bad 
press of the ancient world with their man-
hating ways. The ancient way of tackling 
the might of these Amazons was, again, 
in the form of a mythology. These myths 
saw men testing their strength against 
the Amazons and defeating them either 
through battle or seduction. Achilles slew 
Penthesilea, an Amazon queen, at the 
battle of Troy, Hercules laboured to get the 
girdle of another Amazonian queen while 
Theseus, when he wasn’t walking around 
labyrinths, married an Amazonian queen!

These women were separate from men 
and chaste, they were an anomaly, but for 
the ancient Greeks they were also alien. 
The Amazonians were not a Greek tribe 
but an Anatolian foreign fancy, an exotic 
novelty to fill their histories along with 
centaurs and titans. The Amazonians were 
an ancient exception to accepted female 
subservience, but it was okay because they 
were foreign, strange and barbaric and 
would never be able to stand up and be 
triumphant against real Greek men.

How about outside this mythological glass 
ceiling?

What about the Spartans? Surely this strong 
tribe must have meant stronger women. 
Well of course it did, but this strength lay 
in different areas for women  
in the ancient world. For the Spartan 
women and wives in the ancient world, 
their most important function was their 
maternal role. In Sparta, the mother’s 
role in the creation of young Spartans 
was equally as important as the father’s. 
This austere state forbade inscriptions on 

tombs except for men who had died in 
battle and women who died in childbirth; 
each sacrifice was seen as mutually vital 
to the strength and survival of Sparta. 
The women of Sparta, like the men, had 
a prescribed physical fitness regime and 
household chores were left to women 
of inferior classes. While the Spartan 
practiced infanticide of the newborn 
Spartan males they felt were too weak, it 
is interesting to note that female children 
were spared this culling. It’s good to  
know that the Spartan women were 
appreciated for the strength of their child-
bearing hips... 

Things didn’t fare much better in religion 
either. Take the Roman virgin priestesses of
Vesta, for example. Vesta was the goddess
of the hearth and the hearth was the
responsibility of the daughter of the
household. These ‘Vestal virgins’ tended 
the hearth of Vesta in the Temple of Vesta. 
These priestesses can be seen as the most 
emancipated women of ancient Rome,  
they were the only women not delegated 
to the upper tiers of the Colosseum and 
theatre seating where other women were 
seated to protect their ‘delicate mental 
state’ from gladiatorial displays and 
hedonistic influences. However, this 
emancipation came at a price: there were 
six Vestal virgin priestesses, they were 
chosen in childhood and would be  
bound to chastity for over thirty years. 
Should a Vestal break this imposed 
celibacy the penalty was to be buried alive. 
But don’t worry, for your daughter to be a 
Vestal brought the family great honour...
 

These women were cloistered and forcefully 
bound to chastity on punishment of death 
from a young age  but were also respected 
and revered like Athena and Artemis. These 
priestesses were firmly trapped by their 
social bonds, unable to follow the natural 
course of their own sexuality.

Leaving the most anticipated to last: 
Sappho.

Sappho was a Greek poetess of the 7th 
century BC. Sappho and her school for 
women on the Greek island of Lesbos have 
given us one of homosexual women’s terms 
of self-identification. In fact, for a very long 
time, Lesbians were known as Sapphists - a 
term used by British medical authorities in 
the 19th - 20th centuries.

The more modern term “Lesbian” 
developed  from the 5th century BC 
onwards meaning “to act like one from 
Lesbos” in terms of female oral sex, though 
not necessarily homosexual cunnilingus.
I assume you’re familiar with the modern 
definition of  lesbian.

Sappho is famous for being a lover of girls 
and wrote many pieces with homoerotic 
sentiments or undertones. Sappho’s work 
can be seen as occurring in a female-
centered context in contrast with the 
hierarchical male domain. The society in 
which Sappho lived was highly segregated 
in terms of sex and Sappho’s writings 
represent the lack of passivity that existed 
within female sexuality in the ancient 
world. It just took a woman of the time to 
write about it. Unfortunately such sources 
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‘He’s equal with the Gods, that man’

He’s equal with the Gods, that man
Who sits across from you,
Face to face, close enough, to sip
Your voice’s sweetness,

And what excites my mind,
Your laughter, glittering. So,
When I see you, for a moment,
My voice goes,

My tongue freezes. Fire,
Delicate fire, in the flesh.
Blind, stunned, the sound
Of thunder, in my ears.
Shivering with sweat, cold
Tremors over the skin,
I turn the colour of dead grass,
And I’m an inch from dying.

- Sappho

are highly limited. It is only through her 
writing that women and the lesbians of 
yore gain access to authoritative self-
representation. Sappho was esteemed in 
her time and her legacy has lived on to our 
generation. Her veneration of the female 
form is forever embodied and emboldened 
in its context by our perpetration of self-
identification in her honour.

However, Sappho was not exempt from 
social norms and later texts inform us that 
she was married to a Cercylus of Andros 
and had a daughter. Marriage acted as a 
way to form socio-political connections 
- almost like a business arrangement - 
between men. A well-born young girl had 
little contact with males both before and 
after marriage. A bride simply accepted 
the husband which her father selected for 
her, even though this spouse was often 
a stranger.  After marriage, women were 
largely excluded from the worldly pursuits 
which occupied most of their husbands’ 
time. A woman’s sexual needs were often  
neglected as women were de-sexed in the 
social psyche.

Sappho’s  celebration of female sensual  
desire among girls and women reflects a 
cultural environment in which women’s 
social identity was sexualized. However, 
as a woman, she lends a sexuality to the 
women themselves and, through this, 
an usurpation of the social norms of the 
time. Sappho represents women as the 
men represented women, to be desired but 
also as desiring. Sappho takes the sexual 
initiative and embodies the inherent sexual 
identity and sensuality of the female sex, 

both then and now. Various works from the 
fourth century onward represent Sappho as 
a mythic heroine who commits suicide for 
her love of a male ferryman Phaon. Whether 
Sappho was bisexual, a woman obeying 
social norms, or a victim of later redactions 
is unclear. Any of these possibilities is likely

So it seems that to be a woman and enjoy 
sex one would have to be an aberration, or 
eventually discover one’s love of the phallus 
only to die a horrible death. It seems we’ve 
come a long way since then... ( The kids are 
alright?)

I do not want to consign the women of the 
classical world to passivity - how they were 
presented and seen does not necessarily 
reflect how they were. I do not believe that 
our ancient sisters were passive players in a 
patriarchy that  blanketed them as asexual 
child-bearing vessels. However, the absence 
of female voices and view-points in the 
ghosts of the past lead to a highly masculine-
centric understanding of the ancient world. 
We can look back and read between the lines 
but we cannot see more than the largely male 
authorship portrayed. The myth-makers 
and the soothsayers of the time decried the 
emancipation of sexually inhibited women. 
A fully realised female made the ancients 
anxious; nothing was as terrifying as the fear 
of a mature female sexuality... except maybe 
the continuation of such misogyny through 
the ages to modern times.
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I love you. The most powerful 
declaration on this planet. 
Or is it? In 2010 are ‘those 
three words’ that Cheryl 
Cole is so fond of still viewed 
with the same respect and 
sacrosanct as they once 
were? Or is our generation 
becoming immune to it? In 
2010, is ‘I love you’ the new 
‘I like you?’
  Nowadays, it appears 
that the average lesbian 
couple will utter those three 
words within the space of a 
month of getting together. 
Refraining from following 
lesbian couples around 
in order to establish and 
witness the moment they 
uttered them, I opted for a 
general survey whenever 
the opportunity presented 
itself. Some of this research 
was extracted from my 
friends, who have all, bar 
one, recently entered into 
relationships. In the midst 
of sipping some cocktails 
(who am I kidding? It was 
pints, hello, recession) in The 
Front Lounge, each of these 
unsuspecting friends of mine 
revealed that they had all 
spoken ‘those three words’ 
to their girlfriends within the 
space of four weeks. Sensing 
my shock, they began to 
question the details of my 
own past relationships, each 

smiling smugly as it became 
clear that the timeline in 
mine had been quite similar. 
Reluctantly, I admitted that 
with one ex-girlfriend we 
had spoken ‘those three 
words’ after a mere two 
weeks. ‘I didn’t mean it 
though’, I said pointedly to 
my friends. Well, I didn’t... 
until months later.
  Granted, it was wrong 
and cowardly of me to 
say it back to my girlfriend 
when I didn’t mean it. Yet 
realistically, how many of 
us are actually honest about 
our feelings when ‘those 
three words’ are declared to 
us? Let’s be honest, there is 
a massive expectation when 
someone tells you that they 
love you to reply with the 
standard ‘I love you too’, 
unless of course you opt for 
the playful ruffle of the hair 
and a polite ‘thank you’ – 
the quickest way to end a 
relationship I can imagine.
  According to the French 
Psychoanalyst Jacques 
Lacan, Love is a purely 
imaginary phenomenon, in 
that ‘to love is, essentially, 
to wish to be loved’. (Lacan: 
(1953-54) Sem. II, p. 253) In 
other words, it is more to do 
with our own desire to hear 
and feel that we are loved, 
rather than our feelings for 

the other person. So is our 
insatiable need to be loved 
the reason why the whole 
‘I love you’ moment, which 
should be something special 
and meaningful, is now being 
reduced to a meaningless 
phrase, uttered over a bucket 
of popcorn on the third 
date? Or bluntly beamed 
through the medium of text 
messaging?
  Speaking of 
which, the role 
technology plays 
in our premature 
declarations of 
love can’t be 
denied. In the 
virtual world 
we have the 
courage to say 
things we would 
more than likely 
never say to 
someone’s face. 
Our generation 
has the 
opportunity to send a 
spontaneous message via 
a mobile or Facebook in a 
matter of seconds. Aren’t 
we all just acting on a 
whim of feeling? After all, 
upon further investigation, I 
established that many of the 
couples who had confessed 
to saying ‘I love you’ within 
the space of four weeks had 
in fact declared their feelings 

through text, Facebook or 
drunkenly over the phone. 
When asked if they would 
have been inclined to say 
‘I love you’ in person, some 
shrugged while others 
admitted that they would have 
given it some further thought.
  Some people will claim 
to have experienced ‘love 
at first sight’ when justifying 
their love mania after what 

is essentially twenty-eight 
days. First sight and an 
infectious insanity 28 Days 
Later, doesn’t bode well, does 
it? Perhaps what they are 
saying is true. Maybe, for 
some couples, love is instant. 
Yet Facebook contradicts this 
theory. Many have witnessed 
those people who declare 
their love for one another on 
our Facebook homepages 

Those 
  Three    	
    Words

Kristine Allen
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Ok ok, you are right, I am probably preach-
ing to the converted here.  I can’t imagine that 
there are all that many people reading this 
magazine that believe these particular myths.  
Still, they are pretty widespread amongst our 
heterosexual friends and as this is the sex issue I 
wanted to focus on something sex related.
  I guess I will start at the beginning.  Some 
people like strap-on sex.  I know both opposite 
and same sex couples that enjoy having one or 
both partners strap on a dildo.  Sometimes the 
people strapping one on have a penis of their 
own, so I doubt that their choice of a dildo is 
related to penis envy.  For the rest of us there 
are lots of reasons to enjoy strap-on sex that 
don’t revolve around envy of the penis.  For 
one, strap-ons are great for hands free sex 
which, lets be honest, gives you the option to do 
all sorts of naughty things with your hands. Its 
also just good, old fashioned fun!  
  You’d think that if dildos were all about 
penis envy that they would mostly be shaped 
like the ‘real’ thing.  The fact is dildos come in 
a startling array of shapes and sizes, and I don’t 
know about you, but most of the women that 
sleep with women that I know (or at least the 
ones I know well enough to discuss these things 
with) prefer dildos that aren’t very realistic.  
  So how about the people that like to be pen-
etrated with dildos, are they really fantasising 
about sex with men? This seems to be a pretty 
common misapprehension.  I have been asked 

the most inappropriate questions by all sorts of 
straight people about this because I have a history 
including both same and opposite sex relation-
ships.  I recently had a discussion about enjoying 
strap-on sex with a close friend, and he made the 
very swift assumption that I was the one being 
penetrated and suggested that if that was what 
I enjoyed that I should go back to batting for 
the other side.  I had to remind him that right 
now I am primarily attracted to women, and 
that is more about what is between the person’s 
ears than what’s in their pants.  For me there is 
something very different about sex with men and 
women, something that sometimes involves, but 
also goes beyond their physiological differences.  
The use of a strap-on doesn’t change the gender of 
the person you are having sex with.  Some women 
that never ever want to sleep with men love strap-
on sex, while others hate it.  
  So, what about those of us that do have penis 
envy? That would love to know what it feels like 
to have a penis?  By that I mean those of us that 
absently wonder what it would be like to wake 
up in a man’s body for a day and those of us that 
would like a long term transformation or to be 
able to switch back and forth between the differ-
ing physiology.  Well, that’s cool too.  The point 
of the story isn’t to say that no-one has penis 
envy;  its to say that not everyone that likes strap-
on sex is motivated by the desire to have a penis 
(one way or another).

Thank You

Myth Busting by Sophie Gamwell

MYTH: Women that wear strap-on dildos have penis envy / women that 
enjoy being penetrated with a dildo really want to have sex with a man.

Penis Envy
after days of hooking up. 
Isn’t this trend of manic ‘I 
love you’ messaging usually 
followed by a very public 
break up a few weeks 
later? Aren’t these couples 
essentially just making a 
mockery of something that 
should be a momentous 
event in relationships?
  There are people 
out there who, through 
whatever heartache or bad 
experiences, are now just 
plain cynical about love. 
Believe it or not, I am not 
one of those people. In fact, 
my star sign is Pisces, and 
we are renowned for our 
romantic tendencies and 
sensitivities. I just feel that it’s 
time we gave ‘those three 
words’ back the respect 
they deserve. We need to 
remember that there is a 
vast difference between love 
and lust, and to have a little 
patience in regard to saying 
‘those three words’ when 
we become involved with 
someone. As for me? Well I 
have vowed never to say ‘I 
love you’ again unless I truly 
feel that I mean it. And if a 
girl says it to me and I don’t 
feel I can reciprocate? Well 
then I will... RUN.

Our producer Niamh Darcy left the 
team during the production of this 
issue. Having been around since the 
dawn of BoLT, she was a founding 
member of the team and has been 
very committed to the magazine. 
Responsible for fundraising and PR, 
if you ever heard a radio interview 
about BoLT or attended one of our 
table quizes Niamh was the woman 
who worked the magic. We would like 
to express our gratitude to Niamh for 
all her hard work in the last year and 
wish her all the best going forward.
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The Kinky Life: Part 1

The Good Mistress

o32 \\B LT Magazine

oday we start a series of articles exploring the 
world of BDSM, kink and fetishism starting 
with one of the two great iconic personages of 
the alternative sex scene: The Mistress.
Before continuing please note that the defini-
tions and terms I use in my articles are not, by 
any means, solid in their nature. The meaning 
of words such as ‘slavegirl’, ‘Mistress’ and even 
‘kinkiness’ are ephemeral at best, and the way 
I use them in these articles reflects my own 
personal experience within the lifestyle.
So now if everyone is sitting comfortably, 
we’ll begin with a simple question:  What is a 
Mistress?
  Hollywood would have us believe that all 
Mistresses are cold, dark, seductive temptresses. 
They are women who, in a huskily sexy voice, 
hand out stern commands which must be 
obeyed or else you, the poor powerless submis-
sive, will suffer an uncertain future of punish-
ment and humiliation.  
As per usual, Hollywood gets it mostly wrong.  
Some Mistresses are dark and seductive. Some 
of them even have the sort of husky voice that 
can melt a spinal column at fifty paces. But 
most of them aren’t like that. They are just 
incredibly normal women who happen to be 
domineering as hell, and joyfully embrace that 
dominant nature.  
  The key to beginning to define what a Mis-
tress is starts with the word dominant.  Mis-
tresses are all, to a greater or lesser extent, what 

the rest of the world would call ‘bossy bitches’. 
They love to be in control, more often than not, 
of everything in their lives. That doesn’t mean 
that they’re necessarily kinky. Most Mistresses 
are kinky and do, in fact, have a toy bag some-
where in their house filled with pretty leather 
things to make a submissive’s bottom hurt. But 
there are some who are content to just control 
day-to-day life in their own homes with a razor 
wire tongue and a vicious, flesh-rending wit.
  Where Hollywood gets it absolutely right is 
that if you don’t obey your Mistress, your future 
will be filled with punishments.
  So, Mistresses are dominant. While a good 
start, for an awful lot of women that’s all there is 
to it: ‘I am dominant, therefore I am a Mis-
tress’.  Aha. Right. Does that come with a secret 
decoder ring?
  Would you guess that I am not one of those 
women?
  Being dominant is, in my understanding and 
that of most of the Mistresses I have known in 
my life, simply one aspect of the mindset which 
can sometimes lead a woman onto the path of 
becoming a Mistress.
  The title of this article is “The Good Mistress” 
for a reason. I don’t intend to flood the pages 
of this magazine with horror stories, though I 
have far too many I could share. I do intend to 
paint a picture of what the BDSM lifestyle can 
be. Yes, there are bad Mistresses. Just as there 
are bad doctors, bad drivers and bad politicians, 

T

Submitted Artwork

Nikki Cranley 
(1977, based in Dublin)

I am a self-taught artist.

Following my studies in physics, 
engineering, and computer science, I 
currently work in aerospace engineer-
ing. By day I work as an engineer 
writing technical papers and software 
but by night I paint.

Art is my passion. I feel it. I need it. 
I work so that I may paint without 
demands and for the freedom to paint 
for myself. I guess the engineering 
and scientific influences of my alter-
ego can probably be seen in some of 
my work.

For more information or to see more 
of my work I maintain a web site 
where I post images of my latest 
work: http://sites.google.com/site/nik-
kicranleyart/home

by Amanda Harper
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Don’t let the winter blues get you down, we know 
you worry about when you’ll get your next fix of  
the awesome magazine that is BoLT but  we’ll 
have another issue out in  two months time.

As always, we’d love to hear from you. After 
all, the readers are the most important part of  
publishing a magazine. BoLT aims to be an 
inclusive  publication which can give a voice to all 
women within our national LGBT community (if  
they want it) – so have your voice heard! We are 
relying on your contributions in order to accurately 
represent the varied experiences of  different 
women. Share your stories, poetry, thoughts, 
articles and anything else with us! We would also 
love to hear your feedback, both good and bad, 
on this issue. Contact editor@boltmagazine.ie 
about everything relating to the content of  BoLT 
magazine.

If  you are interested in stocking BoLT, would like 
to see it stocked somewhere or have any inquiries 
about the magazine, please email us – producer@
boltmagazine.ie

Photographers, illustrators, painters, all you 
visual people who want to contribute stand-alone 
artwork or who fancy illustrating articles in BoLT 
get in touch with artdirector@boltmagazine.ie

And don’t forget to check out our website!
www.boltmagazine.ie

The Last Page

Official Web Edition
All rights reserved © BoLT Magazine 2010
Opinions and ideas expressed are that of the individual contributor 
and not of the editor or producer. While every effort has been made 
to ensure that content is correct and accurate, BoLT, the publisher or 
the staff cannot be held responsible for any mistakes or omissions.
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though the latter are a far more obvious group of 
failures.  
  What is a good Mistress? A good Mistress is 
complicated and, if she is truly good, cursed.
She is, of course, dominant.  But that domi-
nance, rather than manifesting as little more 
than bullying, instead makes her the sort of per-
son who wants, even needs, to lead.  She is the 
one who, when looking at her slavegirl, asks the 
most important question that any Mistress can 
ask: “How can I guide her in becoming a better 
person than she already is?”
  The good Mistress is the one who upon seeing 
a talent that is unused by her slavegirl makes sure 
that talent gets exercised.  She is the Mistress 
who takes the time to very carefully compose 
a code for her slavegirl to live by. A basic set of 
rules that will help mould the girl into what she 
might become with a firm but gentle hand guid-
ing her. The good Mistress is as much a surrogate 
big sister to her slavegirl as she is a kink fuelled 
lover (though thankfully without the risk of jail 
time for a truly incestuous relationship).  
  For the better Mistresses, their lifestyle is 
more often a journey of personal growth rather 
than a way of getting some housework done by 
someone who will also be a source of hot loving 
on demand. This means that being a Mistress 
shouldn’t be so much about giving difficult tasks 
and expecting them to be done, lest punishment 
ensue.  Instead, it is usually about giving lots of 
small relatively easy commands that gently guide 
the submissive on to what the Mistress perceives 
to be a better path for them.
  I haven’t mentioned latex, leather, whips, 
chains, shibari, strap-ons or even gags.  They’re 
nothing more than props.  Quite frankly, having 
a great toy-bag doesn’t make you anything more 
than a collector of kinky sex toys.  What makes 
any Mistress good or bad is what resides inside 
her head and, especially, inside her heart.
And, unfortunately for any Mistress who even 
aspires to be good at what she does, that is where 
the cursed part comes in. This is something 

which in the last few weeks has been very 
painfully brought home to me personally. Just 
like so many other Mistresses, I had a wonder-
ful slavegirl who loved me and I loved her. 
When we met she was a broken thing, her heart 
scarred by the sort of abuses the world seems to 
take so much joy in inflicting on those who are 
in any way submissive.
  For two long years I protected her as best I 
could while we laboured together to make her 
stronger. Her life was given a greater degree 
of structure to make sure she had time to do 
everything she needed to. Her best efforts were 
always rewarded with little presents, like my 
arms wrapped tight around her and, of course, 
by being loved. The aim was always to help her 
realise she could be a better person then she 
ever thought possible. A person who could, if 
it was needed, stand alone. A person she could 
be proud to live her life as.  We succeeded, and 
no longer needed for her to be safe or happy. 
Though it has shattered my heart, I had to set 
her free.
  The curse of the Good Mistress is that so very 
often, all her effort and love ends with her no 
longer having a slavegirl.  It ends with the world 
having another strong woman in it, proud of her 
past but looking to a future she now feels able to 
mould herself.  Meanwhile the Mistress who, to 
be any good at all, can never ever be cold ,nurses 
a joyful but broken heart.
  So after all this, what is a Mistress?  She is 
dominant, yes. But she is also warm, caring. 
She takes broken birds under her wing to heal 
and while they do so, she teaches them. She is 
sometimes a lover, often a surrogate big sister, 
always a fierce guardian. And, importantly, she 
loves strongly enough to willingly let her slaves 
go when it is time for them to live free.



Like what you see and hope to see more? The money 
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