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About the Book

ONE YEAR IN THE LIFE OF A FEMALE SUBMISSIVE

“The desk clerk was busy so he only gave me a brief, accusatory glance as I sauntered to the elevator, looking like a call girl. Young things in tart-red lipstick and knee high boots don’t just wander into Times Square hotels at one on a Tuesday morning unless they’ve been “ordered.” In a way, I guess I had been.”

When Lauren visits a strip club in New York City’s Times Square, her attraction to David – a French-Canadian master – is both instant and intense. Within hours she has taken her first step on a stranger than fiction S&M odyssey set against the back drop of Manhattan after midnight. This true account of one year in the sexually adventurous life of a willing sex slave explores the psychological and physical extremes of BDSM through which Lauren learns to navigate the fine line separating reality and fantasy, love and lies. Her acts of total submission and her participation in group-sex are recounted in vivid, uncompromising detail. Written by a genuine enthusiast for enthusiasts, this is a true account of one woman’s extraordinary sexuality.

“David was more than willing to act as my chauffeur on this S&M journey. I’d given him the keys to my life, and in so doing, relinquished responsibilty.”
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UNDER MY MASTER’S WINGS

‘Give me your hand.’ I turned up my right palm behind my back and David squirted lube onto my fingers. ‘Put your finger in your ass.’ Slowly I obeyed orders as David thrust to his own rhythm. ‘Put my dick inside,’ he finally whispered in my ear, tugging my finger from the hole. I reached around for his slick erection and David helped me help him inside. ‘Push down,’ he groaned.

It was like a wild animal had been released. A jackhammer actually would have been more bearable. The only thing that stopped me from crying mercy were the sweet and tender kisses David was showering all over my back and neck. Unfortunately, my tight asshole didn’t care what the hell was going on with any of my other body parts. ‘Mercy!’ I shouted when finally I could take no more. David flipped me over, single-handedly securing my legs above my head. Then he forced his fat cock back inside – my ass. ‘Ow! It hurts!’ I whimpered through clenched teeth.

David held still to meet my eyes with a look that lied this is hurting me more than it is you.

‘You need to be punished,’ he quietly explained.


February 2000

Last night I had a dream I was in a relationship with Italian porn legend Rocco Siffredi. Must be the result of all the cocksucking and anal sex I’ve been engaging in lately – the triple X equivalent of spicy food before bed, I guess.

David was back in NYC. I arrived home from work on February 1st to find a heavily French-accented message on my answering machine.

‘Hello, Lauren. It’s David from Montreal. I’m in town for the week. I’m staying at the Comfort Inn in Room 204 so you can call me if you like. Or I’ll call you tonight. It’s noon on Tuesday. Bye.’

I raced around my apartment screaming like a banshee. My next-door neighbour must have thought I’d hit the lottery – and, in the world of gay male fantasy, I suppose I had.

It all began just two months ago.


The Training

(December 1999)

My friend Jimmy and I had made Wednesday plans to go to the Gaiety Theater on 46th Street – the only place left to see live male strippers in Giuliani’s Disneyfied Deuce. If I wasn’t going dancing, watching naked men do it for me seemed the next best thing.

Of course I had an ulterior motive. My sister had gone the week before with her gay pal Matt and she had been the toast of the club – getting approached by not one but three hot male strippers. Much to my delight, she informed me that most of the strippers were straight, strictly ‘gay for pay’, buff and totally aggressive in their approach. These guys were walking up to her, handing her phone numbers and saying things like, ‘Did you see my show? I was the one with the big dick!’ and ‘Call me. I have to have you!’ In other words, they were completely my type. And best of all – they’d fuck girls for free!

At least biologically female ones – and I definitely fit that description. With my long brown hair and petite frame I could pass as a Parker Posey-type party girl into casual sex. These guys wouldn’t stick around long enough to discover the truth: that I was really an undercover agent in the mainstream world, a gay boy born into female form. (I’d always hated the term ‘Gender Identity Disorder’, as if being transgendered, two-spirited, was a sickness, something to be cured with hormone pills and operations. The Native American communities never pushed their two-spirited members to have sex changes, to conform. Why was my being mismatched something that needed to be fixed?)

Indecisive about my gender in the womb, I’d chosen both sexes – which put me in the unusual position of inhabiting a biologically female body, yet having not a clue as to what it felt like to be female. Lately I’d become tired of fighting this disjunction, certainly not willing to take up arms of hormone pills and operations, so I’d come to accept my experience as necessary, a requisite path. I was off to scale a mountain of men through sex, trying on different bodies like items of clothing, in order to claim my own manhood at the peak. I made sure to only fuck guys I wanted to be.

It was ‘Immaculate Conception’ day according to my calendar. I was wearing my lucky red dress, all high hem and low neckline, that got me laid the last two times I wore it, as I stood on the corner of 46th and Broadway waiting for Jimmy. We paid our twelve bucks each and walked into the small dingy theatre with the tacky silver-tassled stage that looked like it had been decorated by some sad pre-Stonewall queen. We found two seats near the back of the all-male, all-old-fart crowd and awaited dancer number one.

Jimmy and I were quite impressed with the first stripper – a buff, blond all-American boy who probably would have made more tips if he’d come out in a sailor’s suit – until we saw the second guy, a muscle-bound Latino with an enormous to-die-for dick. But then we scratched him too off our list when dancer number three appeared. Number three made the first two look like complete amateurs.

This guy was dark, buff, totally hot, and knew that he knew how to work it. He was chomping away on a piece of gum like he was daring the audience to tell him to spit it out, making sexy eye contact one minute and then shooting a smooth smile the next. He was having so much fun stroking his thick nine inches during the second number you wanted to try it, too. Or at least I did. Yup, Jimmy and I agreed we were not leaving the theatre until we met Mr Gum Chewer.

We sat through a couple more cookie cutter Schwarzenegger wannabes with identically sculpted bodies and porn-sized cocks until number six appeared. I grabbed Jimmy’s arm as he made his entrance in cop uniform and appropriate corporal attitude. By the time he stripped off his belt and started wielding it as a faux-weapon, Jimmy and I had determined that he too was definitely on our list of strippers to strike up a conversation with.

After the last dancer had flashed his dick and the intermission porno had been projected onto the back screen, Jimmy and I adjourned to the lounge area where you could – uh – mingle with the dancers and set up ‘private sessions’. Jimmy and I were waiting like pathetic groupies for the gum chewer and policeman to come from backstage. When neither showed and we were stuck in a room full of young blond all-American boys who no one seemed to want, I told Jimmy I had to go to the bathroom and he had to come with me to block the door. I got up from my seat in the lounge and was making my way over to the men’s room when I spotted the gum chewer. Quickly I glanced back through the red velvet curtains that separated the bathroom area from the lounge and caught his eye.

‘What have we here?’ the gum chewer inquired, parting the curtains like Dracula’s cape. He looked me up and down like he was appraising a fine jewel or shopping for a slab of meat.

‘Hi.’ I smiled at him. ‘How are you?’

‘Much better now. Where are you going?’

I laughed. ‘To the bathroom – although it’s pretty disgusting in there.’

‘You can use my bathroom.’

‘Really? Where’s that?’

‘Three blocks away.’ He pronounced ‘three’ like ‘tree’ so I knew that English wasn’t his first language. Still, I couldn’t place the sexy foreign accent.

‘Where? Your hotel room?’

‘I have an apartment that my friend loans me when I’m in town. He uses my condo when he’s working in Quebec.’

‘Really?’ I noticed Jimmy listening to our conversation, intently wondering if he too was going to get a piece of the action. Good friend that I am, I decided to help move things along. ‘Jimmy, look! It’s the gum chewer.’ Then I turned back to the gorgeous stripper. ‘Are you inviting us back to your apartment to use your bathroom?’

‘Uh, no. I was just kidding,’ he replied nervously as he eyed Jimmy. Then he quickly excused himself, saying he had to get ready for his second show.

‘Oh, shit. I fucked up!’ I told Jimmy as we found ourselves sans stripper. ‘Looks like we’ll have to go back and wait for the policeman.’

I used the bathroom and then Jimmy and I returned to the lounge. Dancers strutted back and forth but there was no sign of the cop. Suddenly, though, I turned to see that our gum chewer had returned. Ah – a second chance! Immediately I smiled at him and he joined us.

‘You’re back and all ready to perform?’

‘Yup. I’ve got my gum so I’m all set,’ he replied, chomping away.

‘I’m Lauren.’ I pulled my coat off the empty seat next to me as he took my hand.

‘David.’

‘This is Jimmy.’

They shook hands and David sat down. As we chatted I learned he was from Quebec City, did construction work in Canada in the summer and spent the rest of the year working the gay male dance circuit around North America. I also found out he was a Pisces and exactly eleven months younger than I was.

‘I’m an Aries. Pisces, huh? That’s bad,’ I sighed. ‘No, I’m just kidding. I don’t know shit about astrology actually.’

‘I do,’ David stated. ‘Aries – tough people to get along with but good for sex.’

‘True,’ I agreed, flattering myself.

‘Well, I have to go backstage and get ready now. Are you staying?’

‘Yeah, for a little while. Listen – I’d really like to take you out for coffee or something while you’re in town if you’d be interested.’

‘Sure, I’ll give you my number.’ David took out a pen and small notepad, scratched down his name and number then ripped out the page. ‘Why don’t you call me tonight? Around twelve-thirty?’

‘Uh, sure,’ I said surprised at how easy this all was.

David left and Jimmy congratulated me on a job well done. Then I went to the pay phone across from the video game to call Roxanne. If I was going to be stuck in Times Square until twelve-thirty I figured I might as well swing by her place for a while. Jimmy had to get up early for work anyway so we made our exit, Jimmy heading for the subway and I for Roxanne’s.

I arrived at Roxanne’s pink-coloured pad shortly after midnight and recounted the evening’s events for her until the clock ticked half past twelve and I had to make my call.

‘Hello?’ a male voice answered.

‘Is David there?’

‘Yeah. It’s me.’

‘Hey, it’s Lauren. What are you doing?’ I asked, butterflies flapping away in my stomach.

‘Rolling a joint and waiting for your call.’

‘He’s rolling a joint,’ I told pot connoisseur Roxanne.

‘You smoke? I’ll wait for you.’

‘No, go ahead. I don’t smoke. What are your plans for tonight anyway?’

‘Nothing. Waiting for you.’

‘Oh, do you want to meet somewhere?’

‘Why don’t you just come over? I’ll give you the address.’

‘OK,’ I said as I reached for a pen. The address he gave was six blocks away. ‘I should be there in about twenty minutes.’

‘Sure.’

After hanging up I chatted a bit with Roxanne then copied down David’s address and phone number at her behest so she’d know where to find my body if he turned out to be a psycho. That’s what friends are for. Then I left Roxanne’s apartment and wandered up to 49th and 8th.

David, in sweatpants and sweatshirt, opened the door to a clean little one-bedroom. He had just finished his joint and the window was wide open.

‘I hope you’re not too cold. I’m trying to air out the smoke.’

‘No, I’m fine,’ I assured, relaxing into the off-white couch. ‘I hate the smell of pot smoke so I’d rather have the window open.’ David sat next to me.

‘You want something to drink? Coffee or something?’

‘No, I’m fine,’ I repeated contentedly.

David rose to shut the window and get himself some coffee, and then went into the bedroom, returning with a fluffy pillow. ‘I knew I forgot something. Here, put it behind your back. It makes the couch more comfortable.’

I thanked him as I took it. With a big comfy cushion and David in pseudo-pj’s, I suddenly felt like I was at a slumber party. Luckily, David joined me on the couch coffee in hand to quickly put that notion out of my head.

I took off my shimmering black knee-high boots and David began to massage my legs, making small talk as our bodies got to know one another better. I wondered why he’d been looking at Jimmy the whole time we were chatting at the theatre.

‘I wanted to be polite. He’s obviously your friend so I wanted to include him in the conversation. But I was looking at you. Actually, I was looking at your tits,’ David admitted, laughing self-consciously.

I laughed too, considering my two tits together couldn’t fill up one of Pamela Anderson’s bra cups. ‘Really?’

‘Yeah, all natural. That’s great!’

It occurred to me that while most guys are dreaming about sex with silicone-enhanced blonde bimbos, strippers probably screwed silicone-enhanced blonde bimbos all the time, desiring the opposite. I was something different. Au naturel.

I felt completely at ease with David’s powerfully gentle hands caressing my legs, his fingers seeking the black stocking-clad thighs beneath my skirt. There were no pretensions. We both knew what we were there for. All awkwardness disappeared. ‘So, you’re not bisexual?’ I asked.

‘Nah,’ David replied nonchalantly. ‘I only like girls.’

‘What type of girls? I mean, besides ones with real tits.’

‘Brunettes,’ he said without missing a beat.

I shook out my long brown hair. David pulled me closer until I found myself facing him on his lap, my legs wrapped around his torso. ‘What’s that?’ I asked confused as I felt a buzzing radiating from his pocket. I thought it was a beeper.

David shot me a look of wide-eyed mock surprise. ‘Toys.’

‘You always carry a vibrator in your pocket?’

David laughed heartily. ‘I got it when I went into the bedroom to get the pillow.’

Our mouths met, an electric current running from tongue to tongue. ‘Did you see me in the audience tonight?’ I asked between kisses.

‘I saw a shadow of you, but it’s hard to see clearly with all the lights onstage.’

‘You thought I was a drag queen, huh?’

‘No, I didn’t think that. But when I saw you by the bathroom the first thing I noticed was your mouth.’

‘Really?’ I asked surprised. He had just confirmed a pattern I’d spotted only recently. The last few guys I’d been with had fixated on my mouth.

‘Yeah. I thought, “That’s one perfect, cocksucking mouth”,’ David explained. I chuckled in appreciation of his honesty so he continued. ‘I thought, “I want to try out that mouth. I want to see those lips wrapped around my dick”.’ David’s laughter mingled with my own.

Wow, a man after my own heart, I sighed to myself, relaxing right down to my bones. I’d finally found a guy who shared my no bullshit attitude towards sex. I’d never understood the point of dating – if the sexual chemistry is there why waste time watching a movie when you could get to know one another better in bed? We let our lips linger together a while longer, tasting each other, and then I excused myself to go to the bathroom. Upon my return David directed me to kneel down in front of him.

‘Open your mouth.’

‘What?’ I asked, startled.

‘Open your mouth,’ David repeated and rubbed his forefinger on my tongue.

‘What is that?’ I asked, swallowing something salty-sweet.

‘It’s me.’

‘Let me see.’

David tugged down the band of his sweatpants to display his enormous rock-hard dick. ‘Suck it.’ Enthusiastically I opened wide to caress his cock from shaft to tip in exploration while David guided my journey by yanking my hair. Finally, he brought my head up to stick his fingers between my teeth. ‘Suck my fingers.’ I obeyed until he took me by the ponytail once again, pushing my mouth back to his ever-expanding hard-on. ‘Let me see you. Let me see those lips around my dick,’ David commanded, turning my head a bit to the side.

Expertly I varied the rhythm of my tongue until he positioned my head back, asking if I wanted to swallow his cum. ‘I don’t know you well enough to swallow,’ I answered coyly, feeling my power increase as he came closer to losing control.

Snorting like a bull, David suddenly exploded onto my chin, his ejaculate dripping down onto my low neckline. He rubbed his dick across my lips, meeting my eye as he marked his territory with his cum. ‘OK. Now I’ll take a quick shower and then we’ll continue. Do you want a shower, too?’ he asked politely as I cleaned his semen from my skin in the kitchen sink.

‘No, I’m OK,’ I sighed happily, snuggling up on the couch in front of a boring vanilla porno. David’s animal-like lack of self-consciousness, his ability to be so at ease in his skin, was contagious. ‘This movie’s really bad,’ I yelled with a yawn as he sauntered into the bathroom.

‘Sorry. I just bought it today so I haven’t watched it.’ David rinsed quickly then returned to the living room, naked and hopping like a jumping bean. ‘Cold! Cold! Aren’t you freezing?’ he asked, trying to shut an already closed window.

‘I’m fine,’ I shrugged. ‘Did you take a cold shower or a hot one?’

‘Hot – so now I’m cold.’ David grabbed his sweatshirt and put it on. ‘That’s better.’

I noticed his dick rising again. ‘Are you always hard?’ I asked, pointing at his growing cock.

‘Yeah, I guess so. I can come like, two, three times in a row.’

Definitely a man after my own heart, I thought, as David took a quilt from the bedroom and brought it out to the couch. ‘So do you make good money stripping?’ I pried.

‘Yeah, it’s great. I make way more dancing for guys than I ever could for women.’

‘You make that much in tips?’ I asked dubiously. The crowd that evening didn’t seem loaded in the way that the Wall Streeters who frequented the girly clubs were.

‘Tips and private sessions,’ David stated.

‘Do you have to fuck them?’

‘Nope, most guys are terrified of AIDS. All you have to do is take off your clothes, let them touch your dick a bit, let them put their mouth on your dick a little bit. That’s it.’

‘And how much do you make?’

‘Two hundred.’

‘An hour?’

‘No, usually it only takes twenty minutes. Sometimes all you have to do is take off your shirt and they come. Most guys just want to look at you.’

Staring at David’s perfectly sculpted form I could definitely understand those johns. ‘So what’s your favourite thing to do with girls?’ I asked, changing the subject. ‘Blow jobs?’

After mulling over the question David smiled mischievously. ‘I like blow jobs but probably anal sex is my favourite.’

‘I’ve never done it,’ I said, the juices between my legs beginning to flow. Anal sex had been a near obsession with me lately, losing my gay boy virginity even more important than popping my pussy’s cherry had ever been. This guy seemed to be reading my mind!

‘Really? You know the secret, don’t you?’

‘Uh, you have to have a small dick?’ I ventured.

‘No, size doesn’t matter. It’s all in the pushing. You have to push down like you’re taking a shit.’

‘Really?’ I asked intrigued. ‘Why do you like it so much? Because it’s tighter?’

‘No – because it makes me completely dominant,’ David explained. ‘I’m a top.’

Whoa! Had an ex of mine coached this guy? I was ready to propose marriage. ‘You like bondage?’ I asked hopefully.

‘Sure, I like tying up.’

‘You like being tied up or tying up?’ I clarified, just to double-check I wasn’t dreaming.

‘Tying up.’

‘Well, I love being tied up.’ Was it only four years ago that I’d discovered this desire, the need for a psychological orgasm along with the physical? At the time it seemed my whole life had been leading up to the moment when I’d be shackled to a mattress, helpless as a baby, safe in my master’s attentive arms. Arthur was a man I had naïvely mistaken for casual sex, a few-months fling, but when he took my S&M virginity by binding me to his bed he tied me forever to his soul as well. I could barely recall the first time I got fucked in the pussy by some Limelight busboy I’d recruited to save me from becoming an old maid at twenty-one – yet instantly I could still conjure up the sound of Arthur’s Polish accent, rolling syllables on his tongue like he was tasting a fine wine, setting the rules, telling me no, caring enough to try to tame me. Filling in a missing piece. Never before had I met a man so tender and demanding; over six feet tall with a silky black mane and unrelenting blue eyes. I figured if I could trust him so completely with my body I could trust him with my heart. And then he left me – twice. Once for his future fiancée then again when he died, exactly two years to the day that we’d met.

David nodded. ‘Come on,’ he said as he got up off the couch and headed towards the bedroom with the pillows and quilt. Like a dog I followed David to the small room where he threw the bedding onto the mattress and began to adjust the lamp. ‘You like it like this?’

‘A little lower,’ I answered as David turned the lights down. After we’d settled into bed I noticed the painting of the Eiffel Tower hanging above our heads. ‘Makes you feel more at home?’ I kidded.

‘This isn’t my house! I have no idea why that’s up there!’ David protested laughing as he took a condom from its wrapper then placed it on the nightstand.

‘You always have safe sex?’

‘Of course! I like to play – but not with my life.’

After years of dealing with whining condom-phobic men in my serially monogamous life (emphasis on ‘serial’ – who had time for anything more in New York?), this was refreshing. ‘That’s very good.’

Our lips met briefly before David shoved my head back between his strong thighs. His cock was gigantic by the time he brought my face up and handed me the condom. ‘Put it on.’ I obeyed David’s command, rolling down inch after throbbing inch with my hungry mouth. Then he flipped me onto my stomach, barking orders as he began to finger and then fuck me. ‘No. Put your knees closer together. Down. Lie down!’

I heard him fiddle with a bottle of lube then quickly felt the slippery substance being rubbed inside my pussy – and then inside my ass. David started to probe my asshole; he applied more lube then fingered it again. I was totally astonished and wholly relaxed at the same time. I had given myself over completely to this experienced top. There was no turning back now.

Suddenly, David’s massive dick was inside me. ‘Push down,’ he said softly. ‘Push down.’ Following orders, I was shocked to find the sex didn’t hurt in the least. It all seemed so surreal – as David entered me I simultaneously entered the gay male world; or at least as close as I would ever physically come. Closing my eyes, I happily let my female form slip away.

‘Oh, you feel so good,’ he whispered in my ear, pinning my arms behind my back. ‘Such a good little slave. Now I’m going to come in your ass.’ David thrust faster, spanking my butt while paying utmost attention to any signs of pain. If I said ‘ouch’, he immediately slowed down, holding his breath until I could take more of his thick nine inches.

Finally, his body started to spasm and I heard the cry of a wild beast as David slid his dick from my loosened hole. I wanted to laugh, to scream, to tell the whole world that I had lost my anal virginity! I wanted to bask in the glory of sodomy but suddenly I felt myself turning over and before I knew it, David was hovering above my face, still-hungry hard-on in hand. Tossing aside the used condom, he began to jerk off.

Angry rapping from the other side of the wall startled us back to reality. David waved a friendly hello in the direction of the pissed-off neighbours before commanding me to look at him. I stared at his gorgeous muscular torso only inches away. ‘Now pull your hair back.’ Not quite comprehending, it took me a second to begin to gather the strands from my face – which wasn’t fast enough for David. ‘Pull it back! I said to pull it back!’

I rushed to scoop my hair into a ponytail, eyes fixated on his wet dick. ‘Now open your mouth. I’m going to come in your face,’ he stated tonelessly. I dropped my jaw, half in obedience and half in shock. ‘Wider! Open it wider!’

I yawned like I was in the dentist’s chair and before I could recover from my astonishment at the situation, David had shot his saved load all over my waiting lips. He smiled down at me, then left the room and returned with a wet washcloth and gently wiped his cum from my skin.

‘Wow,’ was all I could utter. ‘Wow. You are amazing.’

David chuckled. ‘I guess that’s better than – what was it one girl called me? Awesome! Totally awesome!’ David mocked. ‘I’ll never forget that.’

David went back out to the living room, calling for me to come. I looked at the clock on the nightstand, blinking twenty past two. The whole episode in the bedroom had taken only twenty minutes. Like in a dream, I felt as if I’d been there for hours. I had the urge to be alone in order to process all the information my body had physically consumed.

I joined David and began to get dressed. ‘I’ve got to work in the morning,’ I told him, which was true.

‘OK,’ he nodded understandingly.

He’d complained about how stiff his muscles were so I offered to give him a massage before I left even though I wasn’t as good with my hands as I was with my mouth. David directed me through the rubdown as he had through our bedroom sex, after which I wrote my number on a piece of paper and said I’d be his sex slave anytime. We kissed and then I walked out the door, feeling sad that he was leaving me for Atlanta and other men on Monday.

* * *

Two days after losing my ass virginity I arrived home from an easy day of typing and filing for the American Institute of Certified Public Accountants (my part-time gig as an office temp in Jersey City) to find a message from my roommate that David had phoned at noon. Immediately I returned the call, leaving my own starry-tongued message on his machine. My phone rang forty minutes later at twenty to six.

‘Hello, baby. How are you?’ inquired the French-tinged voice.

‘Good, how are you?’

‘Tired. I’ve been working twelve-, fourteen-hour days since I got here.’

‘Wow. Did you do any private sessions?’

‘Tree today.’ It was so cute how he said, ‘tree’.

‘My, my, Mr Popularity!’ I teased.

‘Whoa, whoa!’ David laughed then paused. ‘I just wanted to let you know I’m thinking about the next time I will see you.’

‘And when will that be?’ I inquired coyly.

‘Maybe
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