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Introduction

Hello gurls, Jenny Raven here.

If you have read my books before, you will know that I encourage you to dress for the occasion. It will make the read so much more erotic for you, and my desire is that my words will take you to the edge… and over.

So gurls.

This one is about uniforms.

And what girl doesn’t love a uniform? What is your favourite? Nurse? Air hostess? Schoolgirl?

Whatever gives you that tingle in your panties, please put down this book and get changed into that feminine, pretty and gorgeous uniform for me.

I will be waiting.

Welcome back. I hope that every inch of you is a delicious girl now. Every inch. Goodness I could lick you.

So… Stockings, heels, red nails, panties, and of course, a miniskirt? Mine is tartan as I write this. Short. And pleated.

I am such a slut.

Do send me a photo of yourself, I love to see what my readers wear, you naughty little minx.

OK. Enjoy this genesis story of sorts, for Sometimes Sasha, and all her very intimate friends.

And remember, this is book one. I am writing book two now. Ohhh it’s just tooooooo hot!


Kisses in heels.

Jenny Raven
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Chapter One: 1996 And The Back Seat Of The Bus

Ruby gawped as she devoured every word in the letter.

‘They accepted you?’ she gasped in shock.

And it took a fuck-ton to shock Ruby.

The Spice Girls had just exploded onto the teen-scene and they were dominating the charts with ‘Wannabe’. Every girl on the bus was deep, and I mean deep, into animated debate as to which was their favourite Spice Girl. And the big question? Who did they ‘Really Wannabe’ themselves? That demonically catchy tune wafted down the aisle, pumping out from a boombox at the heart of the gaggle of girlies arguing the toss. Sporty Spice seemed to be coming out tops of who most of them would ‘wannabe’.

I of course would have chosen to be Posh Spice, Victoria. She was so stylish, gorgeous and let’s admit it, a little bit dirty too.

Though truth be known, deep in my soul, I would have been the imaginary sixth member of the all-girl group, the one who never existed except for in my fantasies.

I would be Slutty Spice.

The bus pulled away from the college where Ruby and I sat together in art class. We had been instant best friends on our very first day, a year ago now, and our bus ride home was cherished time.

Ruby was all sinew and bone, half shaved head, pierced everything, usually wearing jet-black ripped tights, frayed lace skirts, with baggy and faded ‘Cure’ t-shirts that she collected at concerts in Manchester.

Her vibe? A rebel. So, fuck you. Fuck everyone. I am me. Deal with it.

She was sooooo cool.

Both of us were rebels really. But in very different ways.

Back in those days I looked slightly insignificant. By design.

It’s true, most people didn’t even notice me. That was intentional. I wanted to disappear into the wallpaper most days.

Inside me a constant debate had raged, much like those girls arguing over their favourite Spice Girl. And over the last year, largely because Ruby had encouraged me, that inner and hidden voice, well, she was starting to win the toss.

That would be Slutty Spice, the vixen who inhabited my masked soul. If I unleashed her, well she would strut the pavement in six-inch heels as if every step were one taken on a catwalk. Sadly, I was certain that this was not part of my immediate future. But good things come to those who wait Ruby always said. And I was soon to learn that great things come to those who face their fears and take a rather ill advised leap of faith.

As you, dear reader, will have already guessed, the challenge I faced was that the gorgeous girl inside me was somewhat held back by the slightly awkward, geeky boy whose body she inhabited.

Ruby knew this about me. She didn’t give a fuck.

To her, this made me a kindred soul. A rebel too.

That made me cool. To her at least.

The actual ‘cool kids’ at the college thought we were both freaks.

And they would have crucified me if they knew my actual ‘truth’.

So I remained the weird kid who hung out with that freaky bitch who was into crappy ‘old’ music.

It worked too. They did leave us alone. In part because the alpha boys were terrified of being seen with me as they would be accused of being ‘a gay’.

And those same alpha boys were even more freaked out by Ruby. She may not have been able to knock your lights out, but she would never back down in any confrontation, bringing her own brand of crazy to any altercation.

The upshot? She won every single confrontation with a psycho glare, snarl, gnashing teeth and an attitude that was always on the unstoppable offence.

No, best to leave us alone.

So they did.

The music common room was our space at the college, a gloriously private home for the freaks and geeks, the actors, musicians, artists, even budding journalists. Looking back, I can see this was it’s own safe space for gay boys, lesbians and everyone in-between. All were welcome, so long as judgement was left outside.

As progressive as we considered ourselves to be though, no-one was fully out of the closet. We all knew who was ‘what’. We just didn’t say anything. We were just OK with it.

Ruby was never a permanent resident of the music common room. More a queer nomad who would visit, but always returned to her loner MO. And honestly, she was way too angry and confrontational for most of the music common room crowd.

‘So tell me what you want, what you really, really want’, that jangling tune hung in the air prophetically as the bus crawled into traffic.

Still gawping at the letter, Ruby grunted, ‘and you start a week on Monday? I mean what the actual fuck Sasha?’

The letter was my acceptance to a prestigious college.

An establishment with some of the highest grades in the country. That turned out the most sought-after graduates. Where 90% of their students went on to Oxford or Cambridge.

The only problem was.

It was an all-girl college.

So yeah, there’s that.

And it was a college with a uniform.

So there’s that too.

At the time that I applied to St. Catherines Catholic School For Young Ladies, a finishing school that prides itself of producing well balanced girls, I thought there was zero chance I would get in. It was more like a stupid late-night dare to myself to see what would happen, than a real destination for my education. And the girl inside me got a buzz from doing it too.

When it came to that check box that asked me to confirm my gender, I ticked female. I mean, surely it would not be that easy? My name, Sasha, was unisex I suppose. But yeah, apparently it was that easy.

Now that it was a possibility, Slutty Spice inside me, the one who adored stockings, high heels, makeup, long red nails and miniskirts… Well yeah bitches, she was in control of the conversation.

And Safer Sasha, the boy, was now in deep shit.

You know that image of an angel on one shoulder and a devil on the other? Well I had Safe Sasha and Spicey Sasha instead.

Safe Sasha, sitting on one metaphorical shoulder, convincingly argued that it would be easy to just cancel the whole thing, call them and explain ‘it was just a silly mistake’.

On the other shoulder, Spicey Sasha, didn’t even argue. She crossed her legs, swaying her six inch shiny red platform heels, smirked and filed her nails.

Game-fucking-over.

In a time when being gay, trans, queer, whatever word you wanted to use for us pervs, freaks and weirdos – all of us on a queer spectrum – my secret being revealed would have meant literal social excommunication and family shame.

Or worse.

So I remained in in my bolted, locked, chained shut, steel reinforced closet.

Except with Ruby.

She had an amazing gaydar and she spotted my deviance almost immediately. Prying, teasing out and genuinely empathising with me. It took only an hour on our first day for me to spill my whole heart out to her.

And she smiled.

And hugged me.

It was amazing.

I cried.

She cried.

We bonded.

‘I’ve already bought the school tie, the jumper too, and the miniskirt’ I blurted out to Ruby, ‘it was all mail order.’

‘Of course you fucking have!’ she returned, still processing the letter, the news, and what it meant.

‘But I’ve not bought any other clothes’ I added sheepishly, ‘and I don’t know what to do?’

‘Are you sure you are going through with this?’ asked Ruby, holding up the letter and serious as a car crash.

I hesitated.

Then I nodded.

‘I want to try.’

Ruby looked down at her feet for the longest second. Calculating. Plotting. Then her attention returned to me with a wicked and conspiratorial grin.

‘Your Mum on nights this week?’

I nodded again.

‘Good. I have a plan. You and me? We are going shopping.’
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Chapter Two: Two Tickets To Manchester

On the fast train, it was just over 20 minutes to Manchester Picadilly station. Then a short walk on a balmy summers evening, to the Arndale centre, a shopping Mecca where we could find anything and everything, and still remain anonymous.

The exquisite anticipation of going shopping for girl clothes was overwhelming.

This was an experience I had dreamed of for years.

And shopping for girl clothes WITH a girl.

And not just any girl.

But with Ruby.

I might just die on the spot.

God I loved Ruby. Was I in love with her? Truth? I didn’t really know.

Christ on a cracker! This was all too intense.

My heart raced at what felt like 500bpm.

Total terror and excitement coursed through my veins simultaneously, hijacking all my senses.

I was shaking too.

This was a feeling that I had become accustomed to. Whenever I gave myself full permission for ‘her’ to come out and get dressed for some alone playtime, I would get these shakes. I guess my system was being overdosed with dopamine and adrenaline. Who knows. What I did know is that these shakes usually only lasted five minutes or so.

To be frank, my existing girlie wardrobe was severely limited.

Firstly, it needed to remain hidden. I mean completely hidden. It could never be discovered by my family, and most of all, my mum.

Fuck me, the thought of it being discovered by my mum made me want to hurl into a bucket.

Second. I had never shopped for girl clothes. This was pre internet times and shopping meant interacting with real people. I did once buy some black lace-top stockings and ‘hid’ them among a ton of groceries. It worked. The checkout girl didn’t bat an eyelid and she scanned them through between a baguette and a bag of oranges.

That night, wearing ten denier nylons for the first time, I was sent into never ending nirvana. The feel and appearance of the black lace-top stockings spinning me into actual feminine and erotic rapture.

I had never plucked up the courage to ask Ruby to buy clothes for me. Though I had wanted to ask her every single day.

My wardrobe consisted of clothes I had acquired by pinching from washing lines, cousins drawers and friends cupboards. If caught, I would have likely been accused of being a panty pincher who sniffed girls knickers. That fucking awful label would, sadly, have been easier to bear than being labelled a ‘trannie’. Common parlance for the day for a crossdresser or anyone on the trans spectrum.

So yeah, I was shaking. My wardrobe was about to expand extensively. Thank fuck I had a partner in crime in Ruby.

I took a deep breath, attempting to calm down.

Ruby glanced up from her notebook noticing my shakes.

‘You OK?’

‘Uh huh. It’s just. I am a bit excited. It will pass in a few minutes. It happens when. When. When ‘she’ comes out in me.’

Ruby smiled gently, reached out and touched my arm.

That simple connection immediately helped. The shakes began to subside.

‘So, I have made a list. First, we go in easy. Accessorize. For nails, jewelry, makeup, lashes. Then your top. You said you had the skirt and jumper?’

I nodded, glancing around to ensure we were not being listened to.

‘And you will need underwear too.’ Ruby grinned, knowing full well that the concept of shopping for lingerie would short-circuit my entire nervous system.

‘You got your money?’

‘Uh huh.’

I had been saving for some time now and I had exactly £83, enough I for what I needed. Well, it’s all I had so it had to stretch.

Ruby reached down and pulled my leg up onto her lap.

‘Shoes are going to be the biggest problem’ she questioned herself, searching for an answer in her mind. ‘Girls shoes generally go up to size 8 and you look bigger than that. We will need to do some Nancy Drew sleuthing for this. There has to be a shop somewhere?’

Ruby dropped my foot to the train carriage floor, adding ‘You know what they say about big feet? It means a big…’

‘Tickets!’

The conductor interrupted Ruby, took our tickets and dutifully punched them as the train slowed, pulling into the station.

My heart raced again.

It was all getting very real.
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Chapter Three: Shiny shiny

Accessorize was crammed with young girls. And there was that Spice Girls song blaring out again, almost like it was on a loop and following me. The whole place was a pretty, shiny, pink, glittering sensory overload. My inner ‘she’ was in giddy fantasyland. My outer ‘he’ was, to say the least, uncomfortable and so vulnerable, all ‘he’ could think was RUN.

Ruby on the other hand, was having a blast. Taking me by the hand and dragging me like a puppy who does not want walkies, she led me to our first twirly stand.

Stick on nails.

All colours.

All lengths.

Stick on with tabs.

Stick on with glue.

God I wanted to wear the red ones so much. It would be a milestone fantasy fulfilled.

Already ‘he’ was fading fast and ‘she’ was taking over.

‘You can’t get acrylics, your mum would see. Same for the glue stick on ones too. So it’s sticky tabs every day for you girl.’

Glancing round to ensure I was not being watched, I allowed ‘her’ to look.

No.

I allowed ‘her’ to take over.

For just this moment I told myself.

‘Just loosen your grip slowly’, the she-in-me whispered in my head.

Oh my. Those scarlet nails. So shiny. So pretty. Sooooo gurlie.

Overcome, my inhibitions evaporated. Form deep inside, ‘she’ took hold of me and my confidence soared.

Noticing the shift in my energy, Ruby beamed, ‘Hello Princess’, then turned her attention back to the twirly stand. ‘Now red, obviously, it will go with the school colours. Bright red, dark red too. Let’s get two of each.’ Ruby pulled packet after packet from the stand, ‘And some cheeky pink ones for special occasions?’

I nodded gleefully.

Dumping several packs into the basket that I was entirely unaware I was even holding, she spun the stand. ‘And I am getting some black ones for me. You are not having all the fun!’

I examined the packs closely. The silver and gold embossed wording on the silky smooth pink packaging. The nails inside their clear plastic casing, were simply perfection. Could I drop everything now and immediately apply them to my fingers?

Of course not, besides there’s no time, Ruby was already leading me over to another stand, this time for rings and earrings.

‘So Princess, are you a gold or silver gurl?’, Ruby quizzed.

Without ever having considered this profoundly important question in my life, I knew the answer immediately.

‘Silver’

‘Is the right answer,’ quipped Ruby, immediately searching for and finding a small card packed with ten random chintzy rings. They were cheap and sparkly. Slutty even. And so fucking me. Oh my god it was like Ruby had access to parts of my feminine soul that had been hidden from the world forever.

I felt swept off my feet with deep emotion.

Without warning, the floodgates opened.

Silently and unnoticed, I fought the tears, but one escaped, running down my cheek.

I had learned the hard way, and masculine way, to keep all of my emotions hidden. Denied. Locked up.

This tear was not fear though. This tear was for a new and unexpected kind of joy. Something I had never experienced.

Release.

Acceptance.

Connection.

Ruby glanced up. I had imagined she might comfort me, saying ‘Are you OK?’, giving me a hug.

No.

She smiled, reached in her pocket and handed me a tissue.

‘You are exactly where you are supposed to be Princess.’

She winked. The tension released and I laughed. Blowing my nose only added to the attention we were now getting. And for the first time ever, I was seeing the world more like Ruby.

Fuck them.

I am going to just be me. And if that’s a problem, that would be their problem and not mine.

Eyeshadow, eyeliner and false lashes followed, and naturally, three colours of lippy.

‘Your skin is gorgeous, we don’t need foundation, let’s keep your makeup basic until you get the full hang of it?’, Ruby guided me.

Dumping the several packs of gorgeous nails, rings, studs, large hoop earrings, makeup and lashes onto the checkout counter, Ruby turned to me adding, ‘we will need to get your ears pierced too. Not today but before you start.’

At the checkout desk, the teen assistant serving shoppers eavesdropped this comment, and she looked like she just swallowed a wasp after hearing it. Caked in makeup, adorned with gold jewellery, her hair almost solid with hairspray, she looked like she was a career checkout girl. Her disdain was only deepened at the sight of Ruby who was a goth poster girl, all ripped tights and fraying skirts.

Used to the judgement of the ‘pretty girls’, Ruby leaned on the counter and deeeeeep into the checkout girls space.

Dead pan, the girl rang everything through the till.

‘Twenty two pounds and sixty five pence please,’ she demanded, facing off with the bitch energy Ruby was confidently pulsating in her direction.

I fumbled in my pocket and pulled out a couple of crumpled £20 notes, handing them to the defiant checkout girl.

Then, totally on brand, Ruby delighted in dropping a bomb.

‘These are all for him. Do you think he will look sexy in those red nails?’

Silence.

Glancing over her shoulder at me, then back at the frozen checkout girl, Ruby corrected herself with a supremely confident smirk.

‘Sorry, not ‘him’. ‘Her.’

Oh.

Fuck.

In slow motion, the checkout girl retrieved my change from the till and extended her arm out to offer it up.

Ruby didn’t take the bait.

But I did.

Grabbing the cash, I thanked her, and snatched my bag of girl goodies.

As I turned to leave, the girl muttered under her breath, ‘pufter.’

Oh.

Fuckety fuck!

I didn’t care. I just wanted out. Fast.

Ruby froze, then slowly spun on her heels.

‘What did you say?’ she scowled with surprising restraint.

The checkout girl replied, ‘I said…’

Then she paused.

And now we were in a Mexican fucking standoff.

Ruby still as a statue. The girl chewing gum. Of course she was.

Oozing toxic attitude, she replied again, ‘I said…’ and with a dead eyed smile ‘thank you for shopping with us’.

Hurriedly, I approached Ruby from behind and whispered, ‘Please. Not here. Not now.’

A young girl approached the till, blissfully unaware of the altercation, and the checkout girl, began ringing up her bracelets.

Seething, Ruby headed out, with me following in tow.

‘Fucking bitch. She can’t say that. She can’t fucking say that to you!’ Ruby snarled.

Oddly, the comments had kind of bounced off me. But not Ruby.

Her energy pivoted from rage to upset.

This was her pattern. Anger, then her own demons rising within.

Memories of her own torment from the past reached up to grip her.

She wobbled.

Wobbled hard.

Now it was my time to ask.

‘You OK?’

She didn’t respond.

‘What gives her the right?’ Ruby murmured, holding her shit together.

I had seen Ruby’s soft underbelly before. We’d had many chats late at night. In my bedroom. On the phone. On the bus even.

At home, her emotional self had been repeatedly shot-gunned with undeserved and abusive buckshot. The peppering was never enough to bring her to her knees, or leave a visible psychological scar, but it had been persistent and consistent enough for her to have needed to build a fortress around herself. Few were ever invited into Fortress Ruby. I had only visited a few times, and it was always a brief visit, before being ejected, lest the open gateway allowed the demons in.

A moment later and her vulnerability vapourised.

The portcullis raised and the moat refilled with piranha around Fortress Ruby.

Without even looking back, Ruby proclaimed, ‘fuck her’, as she marched away, heading for of all fucking places, Marks and Spencer.

That day, I can’t explain why, but I fell in love with Ruby a little bit more.


4




Chapter Four: Marks and Suspenders

OK.

M&S was a totally different vibe.

While a bastion of Britishness, Marks and Sparks is also home to a rather delightful lingerie department. Not that we started there.

No.

First on Rubys impromptu shopping list for me was a white cotton top, a tight-fitting shirt.

Easy. M&S stocks plenty of business-wear.

Can I try it on?

Fuck no.

So it’s guessing time.

Almost immediately without anyone in the store batting an eyelid, we found the rail with the white cotton tops in question. But sizes?

18? 20? 22?

Ruby eyed the changing room, a grumpy middle-aged woman in M&S uniform was hovering around the entrance.

‘We are not getting around that old bat’, Ruby whipered, stating the bleeding obvious. ‘Even I can’t work that miracle. We can get one of each size, bring back the ones that don’t fit and get you more of the ones that do. Sound good?’

It sure as shit did, the fear having now returned.

The last thing I wanted was to get caught half naked in the womens changing room. Though of course, I would sell my soul for the opportunity to try everything on in those hallowed spaces, accompanied by Ruby of course.

With three white tops of different sizes in hand, we sauntered over to look at socks and… my heart beat immediately faster… stockings.

Of all things on planet earth, black lace top stockings would always stop me dead in my tracks.

Stockings, combined with a miniskirt, heels, makeup and jewellery was a hedonistic pleasure I had never experienced except in my solitary fantasies and my deepest awakened dreams. But I sensed that this fantasy was soon to become real.

Without missing a beat, Ruby had already grabbed me three pairs of long over the knee white socks as well as three packets of black, ten denier lace top stockings.

Into the basket they went.

A basket that I was carrying again, and AGAIN with no knowledge of how it got into my hands!

WTF!

‘Top floor now,’ Ruby breathed, ‘the lingerie department.’

Nothing could prepare me for the experience of wandering slowly through the aisles of the lingerie department, even in the somewhat conservative lingerie department of M&S.

So much lace and satin.

The colours too.

Nude. Whites. Even whiter whites. Red. Scarlet. And my favourite, black.

An aroma I could not place hung in the air, unique and specific to this holiest of feminine spaces.

Drifting between the stands, where hanger after hanger displayed my deepest girlie fantasies, I dared to let myself reach out and run my fingers over the fabrics. Intoxicating doesn’t even come close. My world was vibrating.

Snapping me from my sensual trance, Ruby presented a pack of three lacy nylon panties. Black, white and red. Certainly not the most expensive, but oh so pretty.

‘Got to remember budget,’ Ruby quipped, all grown up like.

She passed them to me, and I explored them with my fingers, finding they were surprisingly stretchy. Lacy too, with delicate trims.

So divine.

Most men never have the transcendent experience of wearing lacy, stretchy panties, and those who have, know the feeling is sooooo delicious.

I needed white cotton knickers too. This was an educational establishment that I was joining after all. Not having wide hips, finding my size wasn’t too hard. And as expected, Ruby was already on it.

But a bra?

That was a whole other challenge.

I had no idea how big my chest was, so finding the right size would, like the white cotton tops, mean buying several sizes, trying them on at home, then bringing back the ones that don’t fit for exchange.

Cup sizes? I would need something to fit my as yet non-existent fake boobies, so the smaller cup size the better. And I wanted to draw as little attention as possible at the college. I guessed I was a 38, 40, or even 42. And in those sizes, I could only find B cups and bigger. No A’s.

Gliding slowly around the stand with all the lacy bras, I breathlessly selected my first.

40B.

Gorgeously transparent, intricate and oh so fucking effeminate. Every atom in my body wanted to try it on, even though I had no breasts to fill those B cups. Ruby reached out and touched the fabric too. She glanced up at me, smiling, knowing just how deep this moment ran.

‘Can I help you?’

The soft voice drifted in from behind us.

Wait, what?

We both spun around like school kids caught with our hands in the candy jar, fully expecting to be tossed out on our ears.

Time stopped as my brain struggled to process this moment.

The woman before us, the M&S assistant, was not the old bat we saw earlier.

This woman was a vision.

In retrospect, of course she was. It makes good sales sense to have the women selling lingerie to other women, their husbands, boyfriends, lovers even, to look like a million bucks.

And she did.

‘If you like, we can measure you and get the perfect fit for you?’

Her accent was strong, Eastern European, Romanian perhaps. Her tone, velvety and inviting.

Tall, slender and perfectly symmetrical, the woman was arresting.

Even Ruby was silenced.

And that was an official world first.

Her long jet-black hair was pulled back, tied in a tight ponytail, giving her that elegant ‘put together’ look I found so beguiling. Her makeup was immaculate, not too much eyeliner or eyeshadow, just enough to turn heads. Her tight white blouse fit her like a glove, and while her charcoal knee length pencil skirt was modest, it had the surprising effect of drawing our gaze down to her legs, wearing black nylons, and calf length black high heel leather boots.

‘Would you like me to measure?’ she asked again, that accent now caressing me like a satin slip. Cool. Velutinous. Enchanting.

‘It’s for him’ Ruby blurted, pointing right at me.

WTF!

My cover was blown.

The woman looked at me, smiled gently, then looked down modestly.

Time caught up to Ruby and she realised the hand grenade she just tossed in.

‘I mean it’s for, er, it’s for…’

This was all going to hell fast, fast and faster.

Looking up warmly the woman replied softly, ‘I understand. And if you don’t mind’, directly at Ruby now, ‘it’s Ruby Winters isn’t it?’

Ruby was silenced again, Twice in as many minutes.

‘It’s Isobel, from middle school?’

Digging into her mental past, the lightbulb of recognition in Ruby switched on. Immediately followed by again, profoundly uncharacteristic surprise and awe.

‘Isobel? But you…’ Ruby circled her face repeatedly, ‘you are so…’

Leaning back to take her in completely, Ruby then gestured up and down Isobels whole body, ‘and you are so…’

Isobel sniggered, the vivacious saleswoman suddenly a teenager like us.

‘You know each other?’ I asked.

‘Yes, Isobel was in my class, what six years ago? You had just come over from… Was it Croatia?’

Somewhat stunned, I just managed to get out what I was thinking. ‘But you look, I mean you look like ten years older than us?’ Suddenly realising what a total foot-in-mouth moment that was, I back tracked, ‘I mean like Ruby said, you look so…’

Isobel grinned, her smile deepening her mesmeric grip on us both.

‘It’s OK, it’s just the makeup, these heels. Most of my customers who need help are middle aged men, so they want someone more mature. They are usually looking for a birthday present. For their wife. For their mistress,’ then squarely at me, ‘or today, for themselves it seems.’

Breathless, I was like a rabbit in headlights.

‘Don’t worry, you are not the first and you certainly won’t be the last.’

Isobel considered me carefully, glanced at her watch, then at the three white lacy bras in the basket I was still holding unconsciously.

Expertly, Isobel sized me up. ‘I think you will be a tight 38, or comfortable 40.’

Isobel glanced around the store, which was now emptying as it was approaching closing time.

‘Come with me.’

Breezing into the entrance of the changing rooms, she peeked inside.

Empty.

Good.

Giving us the nod, she ushered us in quickly, placing a sign at the door which read ‘Changing Rooms Closed’.

With one final scan to be sure we were alone, she led us into the furthest booth, a large beige and pink space with an entire mirrored wall. With effortless grace, Isobel swished the curtain behind us closed, turned to me, tape measure in hand, smiled and asked, ‘shall we see then? Can you take off your top for me?’

Ruby dropped into a chair, crossed her legs and leaned back, exclaiming ‘this is so cool! Isobel, I can’t believe it!’

Isobel smiled as she prepared her tape measure.

Ruby relaxed, adding ‘don’t mind me, I will just watch.’

Apprehensively, I pulled off my jacket, then my t-shirt. Isobel stepped closer, extending her arms around me, pulling the tape measure close. So close I could feel her body heat, her breath on my chest, her electrifying energy.

She took her time too, her ethereally feminine scent penetrating my senses. Glancing up, now just inches from me, she indicated for me to look down. I had not noticed her long red nails, immaculately manicured. Her fingers now holding the tape measure tightly, it reading 39 ½ inches.

Releasing the tape measure and winding it in, she paused, remaining right in my space as she softly spoke in that enchanting eastern European accent, ‘so for now, you will be a 40B’.

Stepping back, she reached over to the table where all my proposed purchases were stacked in the basket. Checking the labels on the bras, she found the 40b, unclipped it from its hanger, opening it up and offering it to me.

‘Can you put your arms through for me? Let’s see if this is a snug fit.’

I passed my arms through, the lace and nylon gliding over my skin, giving me goosebumps. A moment later and Isobel had expertly hiked the straps over my shoulders and was behind me fastening it.

‘All done. Now let’s see you.’

Isobel took a few steps toward Ruby so they could both admire me.

I felt their joint gaze burning into me.

It terrified me.

But excited me more.

No, wait up.

There was no terror now.

No fear.

Just exultation.

Was this really happening? Was I dressing up for these two sirens?

I felt a wave of familiar feminine energy wash over me. This wave was usually felt alone, when dressed in self-imposed solitary confinement at home. But now I was out in the world and under the tutelage of Isobel, one of the most classically beautiful women I had ever met, AND also the encouragement of my rebel soul sister and lesbian bestie, Ruby.

I turned to the mirror. What I saw startled me. These two woman smiling as they observed me finally opening up and flowering for the first time.

The energy was irresistible for all three of us.

I shifted the weight of my body, hitting what I knew to be a more feminine pose, raising my arms up, confidently running my fingers through my hair. I was allowing ‘her’ out in front of an audience for the first time.

And it felt fucking amazing.

‘There she is!’ proclaimed Ruby, as they glimpsed the she-in-me. Isobel grinned, laughed loudly and began clapping, joining in the adventure of the all-girl ‘reveal’.

‘Ding Dong! The store will be closing in five minutes’

The PA broke the spell.

But it didn’t matter, the threshold had been crossed.

I felt free.

I felt sexy as hell.

I felt seen.

And most of all, I felt accepted.

Wanted even.

At the checkout, Isobel rang up my wonderful new wardrobe.

The panties, the stockings, the long socks, the tops, the bras.

Looking around one last time, she momentarily disappeared, then re-appeared.

Naughty girl that she was, without batting an eye lid, she slipped an extra black bra and panties set in for me, and without me paying for it, making it somehow extra sexy. And then the cherry on the top. She added a black lace suspender belt.

‘Those are just for you. From me. Enjoy.’

OMFG!

Isobel turned to Ruby, ‘There’s a club here in Manchester. Would you like to join me on Friday? It’s called the Candy Bar and it’s girls only.’

Isobel turned her gaze to me, ‘both of you of course?’

The moment hung in the air.

‘Yes!’

The reply was confident, direct and almost immediate.

What was surprising, is that it came from me and not Ruby.

‘Good’ replied Isobel, scrawling down her number and handing it to Ruby.

I stepped away expecting to leave, Ruby and Isobel now just out of earshot and still talking!

‘I will have some A cup bras in stock in a couple of days, so come back,’ Isobel added. ‘Oh, and Ruby, do you have still have a Polaroid camera?’

‘Yes?’ Ruby replied softly, as she took the note from Isobel.

Whispering now, Isobel added, ‘Good. Take some photos of her for me. When she is fully dressed. Will you do that for me? Of course only if she is OK with it? I would love to see how she looks when she is’, searching for the word she finds it, ‘transformed?’

‘She won’t just be OK’, Ruby grinned, ‘she will fucking love it!’

The both turned to me, beaming.

Uh oh!
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Chapter Five: Let’s Play Dress Up

Before the train had even stopped, I jumped onto the platform, giddy as a schoolgirl-to-be. On the way to my home, we swung by Ruby’s place as she wanted to collect some stuff, but refused to tell me what it was.

Should I be afraid?

Yeah, probably.

But also, fuck that!

Ten minutes later and we were alone in my bedroom. And we would be left alone all evening. My mum was on nights.

Bliss.

Perfection.

Heart racing.

Reaching deep into the recesses of my wardrobe, where I knew my mum would never venture, my fingers searched for the package. Pulling it out, I held it for a moment, enchanted by the promise of the pleasures within.

Come rain or shine, every morning for the past two weeks I had to make sure I was on the doorstep, waiting for the postman. It was essential that THIS precious delivery was not intercepted by my mum as I knew that it would have a return label on it, one that would give my secret away. And it did. ‘Mortimers School Girl Uniforms Ltd’.

Handling the package was like fingering an erotic hand grenade.

And Ruby knew it too.

We regularly hung out in my bedroom, listened to music, sometimes played computer games, and often shared our deepest secrets. Ruby would smoke too, dragging hard and blowing her smoke out of the window. My mum also smoked so she never smelled it. Ruby would get a thump if she smoked at home, so my bedroom was her preferred hangout almost every night.

I had never dressed up for Ruby, though I had wanted to do so with every vibrating atom of my secret girlie alter ego.

I could never build up the courage to proposition her. And she never asked. So my inner ‘she’ remained in my psychological closet, gently clawing with her long red nails at the imaginary door.

A loft conversion, my room was big, with a large double bed at one end and a couple of old beaten-up black leather armchairs at the other. Ruby lounged on the cracked leather seat, lit her cigarette as expected, pulled hard on it and smiled, nodding at the pandoras package in my sweaty grip.

‘You had better open it then.’

Hands shaking, I ripped the brown paper packaging apart and two red pleated miniskirts spilled out onto my bed.

Ohhhh.

Ohhhh my.

So, so pretty.

And just a little bit slutty too.

Digging deeper I retrieved the two red sweaters with the college logo embossed on the breast, and a stripy red tie too.

‘How did you pay for them?’ Ruby probed, leaning forward, picking up the pleated miniskirt to examine it closely.

‘Postal Order.’

Ruby nodded.

Smart.

Meanwhile, I was about to go into full fucking cardiac arrest!

Overwhelmed by the sensually feminine skirts I had just seen for the first time, and the pile of clothes, makeup, jewellery and stockings also piled on my bed from our shopping excursion, my mind became hazy.

Am I about to faint?

Thundering me back to reality, Ruby piped up, ‘Oi! Go on then, try it on, I want to see you in your new uniform.’

She grinned, loving every second of the euphoric tension that hung like burnt opium in the air. She kicked back in her seat, ready for her deliciously demented fashion show.

‘Go on, into the bathroom Princess. Get changed for me.’

Was this real? Could this really be happening? I had dreamed all my life of dressing up fully. And dressing up with Ruby was my ultimate fantasy.

Of course it was.

I never dared admit it to myself.

But it was.

And now SHE was asking for it.

DO. NOT. BOTTLE IT!

The shakes returned.

‘Are you sure you want me to?’ I just about managed.

A moment later and a miniskirt hit me squarely in the face.

A nanosecond later, more followed, with a loud ‘catch’ from Ruby.

Instinctively I snatched the small white bag in mid-flight.

What’s in the bag?

This wasn’t from our shopping trip?

It’s what Ruby must have grabbed from her home. Opening I immediately knew what it was. Something I had not considered but in hindsight, was bitch-slappingly obvious.

Ruby really was the coolest girl in the entire universe.

It was a brand new pink razor, still in its box, and shaving foam.

‘You need to deal with your legs, lover girl!’ snorted Ruby.

Yes. It was true. I was hairy.
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Chapter Six The Lick Of The Razor

Dropping my trousers in the bathroom, then pulling off my navy blue and utterly sensible-boy boxer shorts, I reviewed the state of my legs. Not exactly a forest, but enough to matter.

Sitting on the side of the bath, my legs in the tub, I squirted foam into my hand.

There is something sensual about shaving foam.

Slippery. Tactile.

I explored it with my fingers, enjoying the sensations of ‘fingering’ it.

Massaging it onto my calf, and then oh so indulgently and slowly, so as to enjoy the eroticism of the moment of course, I took the pink razor and pulled it gently across my lubricated skin. Washing it under the tap, I could already see a strip of shockingly smooth skin on my leg.

Breathe. Remember to breathe.

Gone was my hairy boy leg and hello to my girlie silky-smooth leg.

How would my shaved and silky-smooth skin feel against my nylons? How would they look?

Fuck slow and erotic.

Time to shave both of my legs, and shave fast.

Even hurrying, the shave took way longer than expected, but my legs were now super smooth. I mean silky. I had no idea that they would feel and look this delicious after the lick of the razor.

But they did.

And then there was the other weirdness that I had not addressed.

I still had hairy balls and dick.

Fuck it and fuck it hard.

I shaved my balls, cock and crotch.

Carefully. Very carefully of course.

The ritual was so fucking filthy.

The ‘she’ in me was rising and I needed to get changed.

Right fucking now.

Breathlessly I peeled open the plastic wrapped black lace-top ten-denier stockings, carefully removing them as I didn’t want to ladder them now. I had become adept and pulling on stockings over the last year, and within moments, the cool nylon had been pulled up and over my silky skin.

Christ on a bike!

The feel.

The touch.

The look.

Ruby had cunningly selected XL for tall women, so I was able to pull the delicate lace tops all the way to my now shaved balls.

I fumbled for the black lace nylon panties, the cheap and pretty ones with lots of stretch. Thank god they had stretch too, I was so excited they were almost at bursting point.

Next the black, lacey and see through bra that Isobel had sneaked into the bag. Slipping it on, then fighting with the clasp, I hurriedly stuffed the cups with crumpled loo roll. Pulling on my white and shapely shirt, in the mirror I could see my feminine figure evolving in real time.

Curved instead of angular.

Soft instead of hard.

Tailored for visual feminine impact, instead of cut for masculine practicality.

Loosely I did up my tie. Not too tight. Not too loose. Just enough to signal that I was a bit of a naughty gurl, for those who would seek out such subliminal messages.

Finally, the moment I had been waiting for.

The red pleated miniskirt.

Stepping into it, then pulling it up along my legs oh so slowly, I felt like electricity was fizzling through me. As the black lining of the skirt ran up my legs, now wearing ten denier stockings, I was unprepared for the tactile kiss of nylon on nylon.

The sensation was utterly dominating.

Cool.

Electrifying.

Caressing.

Delicious.

Wiggling, I hiked the skirt above my hips, clipped the fastener, then pulled up the zipper, tightening the fit around my waist and accentuating my hips, giving me more of that feminine hourglass figure. Rotating the skirt, I felt heady as the material of the lining glided over my lace panties.

How do girls cope when they can enjoy this delightfully naughty experience every day I mused.

I dared to look in the mirror.

I was finally.

FINALLY.

A girl.

And god was I cuuuuute!

The skirt was short, and I adored how it made me feel so feminine and alluring.

My legs in black nylon stockings looked so smooth and silky as they disappeared underneath the hem of the tartan pleated miniskirt. When I spun round quickly or crossed my legs, the black of the lace tops could be tantalisingly glimpsed.

So exquisitely norty.

If I bent over, I flashed my pale white thighs above the lace tops too, delivering a thrilling and thoroughly indecent view. If you were lucky, you would glimpse those black lace panties that were stretched to bursting point also.

I felt like a fucking slutty tease.

I was in heaven.

Instinctively I hit a pose, my legs crossed, demure vibes, my head-tilted down, exuding flirty feminine and bad-girl energy.

No make-up, no wig and no red nails. No shoes even.

Not yet at least.

I felt a delirious calm.

Like this was who I was destined to be.

Now.

What the fuck would Ruby make of me? She had NEVER seen me like this.

Hell. I had never seen me like this either.

I hesitated. What if she smirked? What if she was horrified? All the fear and shame came flooding back in.
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Chapter Seven: First Steps

‘OI! Come on then! I want to see you!’ came the enthusiastic shout from Ruby outside.

And just like that, my new destiny was sealed.

In that moment, and with a playful request from the person I trusted most in the world, I would choose courage.

I would choose trust.

I would choose me.

Gingerly, I pushed at the door, hesitant to step out into what I felt would surely be guffaws and ridicule. Courage and trust I said over and over in my head, courage and trust.

The door creaked. Ruby called out, ‘No wait… WAIT!’

WAIT?

WTF for?!

I heard the needle drop.

She had cued music.

Of course she had.

‘Now Princess, NOW! Let’s see you!’

Tainted Love by Soft Cell thumped out from my hi-fi as, even-fucking-still, I reluctantly shuffled from the bathroom.

Whoops from Ruby accompanied by the beat of the androgenous number one hit song, flooded me with dopamine and adrenaline as I entered my new reality.

Sasha, the girl inside me, was thrust into the spotlight and she was going to take full advantage.

Slutty Sasha now switched it up for me, from shuffling out of the bathroom, to swaggering into the bedroom.

God, I felt sexy as hell.

Ruby riotously cheered, clapped, punched the air and swung her hips to the music as I sauntered across the bedroom, playing to her gaze. I always knew I had good legs, but shaved and in black nylons, and with that red pleated miniskirt, I breathlessly admitted to myself that they looked fucking fantastic.

My blouse on the other hand, was tight, and my fake boobies were imbalanced and lumpy.

So not so fucking fantastic from the waist up!

Ruby snickered, ‘we are going to need to sort out your tits, girl! But you look fucking great!’

She dialled the music down so that she could take a better look and drink me in.

I adored her gaze.

Seeing me.

SEEING ME!

And smiling.

‘Your eyebrows will need plucking. And glasses will help. Wig and makeup and your stick-on nails too. But yeah, you will pass. Fuck me!’

Something was different with Ruby too.

That was it. While I had been in the bathroom, she had done her make-up. Deep smoky eyeshadow and eyeliner. That was her limit. No blusher or lippy. Never. But her eyes glowed now.

‘You did your makeup?’ I questioned.

Her short visit home and bag of goodies collected had obviously contained her makeup as well as the razor and foam.

And.

Yes.

A fucking Polaroid camera.

Some would consider taking photos in this moment an overstep. Not Ruby. She knew it’s what I wanted. ‘Isobel in the shop wants to see how you look, so I said I would take a photo. Hit a pose for me, lover!’

I hesitated.

‘You can see the pictures and you can rip up any you don’t like.’

Still I hesitated.

‘Don’t worry, I’ll keep you face out’, Ruby assured playfully, ‘go on, show me some thigh!’

Courage and trust.

Tilting my head, unleashing slutty Spice, I hit a pose and lifted my skirt, just enough to show the lace tops of my stockings, some thigh and a cheeky glimpse of black panties.

CLICK! The flash kapowed! And a Polaroid photo was spit out of the camera.

Ruby dropped onto the bed, shaking the Polaroid back and forth as it developed. Patting the bed, she signalled for me to sit next to her.

Slinking down onto the bed, I crossed my legs like a lady, something I never did as a boy, and I adored doing now that I was Sasha the gurl.

We waited and watched as the Polaroid slowly began to reveal itself.

Just inches from me, Ruby looked round, uncharacteristically soft and vulnerable and deeeeeeeep into my space. Tenderly she asked, ‘how are you feeling?’

Thinking for a moment, I answered.

Not in a sentence or two.

No.

My brain was so overwhelmed I could only muster single words.

‘Gorgeous. Sexy. Pretty. Girly. Filthy. Very filthy. Slutty. Seen. Seen by you.’

And then final, ‘Me. I feel like me.’

Ruby grinned broadly, reaching out and putting her hand on my knee, gently and knowingly caressing it. Her touch through the nylons was indescribable.

‘Pass me those nails, the deep red ones, those will look so gorgeous on you.’

Reaching for the pack of stick-ons, I saw the black nails that Ruby bought for herself.

‘Do you want yours too?’

‘No. Not yet.’

I passed her the scarlet nails and she nimbly opened the packet, arranging the nails from largest to smallest, and preparing the sticky pads.

‘You’ve done this before’ I quipped.

‘Yup. But never with slutty scarlet long ones like these.’

Ruby took my left hand and put it on her knee. Peeling the sticker from the sheet, she began with the thumb, applying the pad to my nail, then fixing the largest shiny red nail in place.

It looked immediately seductive on my thumb.

She got to work on my forefinger.

While I was playing dress-up and getting on my full ‘sexy girl’ vibe, I realised Ruby was quite the opposite.

Wearing old and beat up baggy blue jeans, scuffed black dockers and her trademark oversize T shirt, this one from a Morrisey concert, she embodied that pretty Tom Boy look. Her fingernails were short, painted black months back, now flaky and chewed to within a nanometer of her cuticles. Our bodies were close. So very close I could feel her heat. I turned to look at her, her short jet-black cropped hair, ears with a gazillion studs, her neck exposed.

Her head tilted as she brought her cheeky grin to my gaze.

Just inches away.

Her eyes burning white from with the pitch of her eyeliner and eye shadow.

I could not breathe.

‘Middle finger now, give it to me,’ Ruby whispered, bringing me back into the room, as she applied the third nail.

It didn’t take long for all ten fingers and thumbs to be completed, and I marvelled at my feminine fingertips.

‘Right, let’s take a look at this photo then?’ Ruby announced, breaking the spell.

Holding it we both gaped in amazement.

In the picture, my head disappeared out of shot, so you could just see my body. If you didn’t know, you would never have known I was a boy.

‘Oh my god’ Ruby breathed. ‘OK another, let’s take another photo with the nails, let’s go! And this time, I don’t know,’ grinning enthusiastically, ‘I want you to get even sluttier?’

I was officially in heaven.

This moment was quickly becoming the single greatest experience of my life. I needed no encouragement, and within a second I was back on my imaginary catwalk channelling Elle McPherson in bare stockinged feet.

Ruby raised the camera, then abruptly halted.

What? We can’t stop now?

Pointing at the reflection in the mirror and gesturing for me to twirl, she blurted out with a snigger, ‘Houston, we have a problem! This rocket is ready for take-off!’

Spinning on my heel toward my gorgeous girly reflection in the mirror I could see that, Houston, we did indeed have a problem. A big one.

I was stiff as a thousand-year-old oak.

I mean, of course I was.

My cock, having burst from the diaphanous prison of my lacy panties, was now lifting my tartan miniskirt to an almost horizontal level.

‘I don’t think you can tuck that monster away all day. And those knickers aren’t EVER going to contain it!’ Ruby proclaimed what was bleedingly obvious.

‘You are going to need to deal with it’, pointing very directly at my pleat hidden erection, ‘anddeal with it every morning before going to the college, otherwise the game will be up.’

Fuckety fuck sticks.

Tainted Love… ah ah ah ha… Tainted Love… ah ah ah ha… Mark Almonds queer tones drifted across the room.

‘There’s only one way to be sure. Really sure,’ Ruby dragged hard and seriously on her cigarette, ‘have a quick wank and let’s see how you do after that’.

I froze.

This was classic Ruby.

Shock and awe.

‘Go on gurl, what you waiting for?’

She slumped back in the chair, crossed her legs, her foot in her scrappy Doc Martins swinging in that ‘get on with it’ kinda way.

‘Get on your bed, lie back, open your legs, lift up your skirt, get your cock out, and slow wank yourself while I watch. Let’s see how long you can last? I am guessing two minutes?’

She glanced at her watch, faking mild disinterest.

‘What you waiting for Princess?’

What was I waiting for?

I wanted this.

I wanted it badly.

I dutifully followed her direction and clambered onto the bed.

I could feel her eyes following me. Again, I felt seen. Desired even. Hornier than I had ever experienced.

My heart raced as sensual feminine energy began to wash over me like an erotic tidal wave.

Now it was my time to put on a show for Ruby.

Slowly, I parted my legs and lifted my skirt to reveal my huge cock, now glistening at the tip, the black lace panties pulled to one side.

‘You shaved your balls and cock? Good girl!’

I took my shaft in hand and began the oh-so-familiar ritual of slow wanking.

Ruby was now enchanted herself and a participant in this delirious kinky waking dream. Fixated on my slow and provocative show, she crossed her legs tightly.

Silent.

Still.

Her only movement her deep breaths and occasional draw on her cigarette. She never looked away, her gaze always exploring me with smutty intent.

My entire being would tingle when I sensed her gaze reach my cock. My soul would leave my body when she brought her eyes to mine, locking her eye contact with me. I would always be the one to break away first as it was too much.

‘An all girl school. And you,’ Ruby slowly spoke, fully enjoying the effect the words would have on me.

‘All those girls in short skirts, just like you, a girl too. You will look so pretty. Imagine yourself now with your long red nails, black lacy knickers and lace top hold up stockings in that pleated tartan miniskirt. Your new school uniform.’

The tone in Ruby’s voice shifted. Demure, seductive, slowing.

‘Look down at yourself now that you are a girl.’

The vision before me was beyond my wildest fantasy.

Long smooth legs in black lace top nylons which my left hand caressed, the red nails at the end of my fingers drawing my eye. My miniskirt, now pulled up and flirtatiously spilling over my tummy, to expose my engorged cock. My right hand gripping my shaft, the red fingernails again, dominating the sensual image of my shameless trannie wank.

Ruby grinned ear to ear, loving the control she had and the show that she was now directing.

‘Then there are the heels that they will let you wear. Two inches? Three? Four? Oh my, what if they allow you five inch stilettos…? Can you wank faster for me Princess, just a bit, not too fast. I want to watch every moment. I want to see you cum.’

I had never experienced such an intense feeling of arousal, and I felt my balls tightening.

There was no stopping it.

I shot my load, reaching a good full metre into the air, splashing down between my legs, with wave after wave of cum.

The post orgasmic euphoria began to wane and sheepishly, I raised my head, scanning for Ruby.

She was ready for me, smirking.

‘You filthy slut. Did you like that?’ she snickered.

My head fell back and I laughed aloud, the tension relief and relaxation felt like welcome old friends.

‘Fuck me, yeah that was intense.’ I uttered, almost to myself, but loud enough so Ruby could hear.

Glancing at her watch, Ruby was impressed.

‘Two minutes and thirty-seven seconds.’

Chapter 8: Double Trouble

Ruby tossed a box of tissues over to me as she took a final drag from her cigarette, stumping it out in a glass ashtray.

Sprawled and relaxed on the bed and staring at the ceiling, I then cleaned myself up.

And wished that we could do this all over again.

And then again.

I adored my all-girl college uniform. And I adored getting off with Ruby too. It was the stuff of dreams for me.

‘Two minutes and thirty-seven seconds is not the problem young lady,’ Ruby announced in her clipped English school ma’am voice she so delighted in using when she was being, you know, kinky.

Leaning over to the nearby desk, Ruby retrieved her glasses, carefully putting them on. The glasses shifted her dominance as she stepped into a new role. While maintaining that clipped but oh so fucking hot English accent, she announced to the whole room, ‘It has come to my attention young lady, that you may have something in your knickers that is against all codes of conduct at this school for young women.’

Oh god.

‘You may call me Miss Winters while we speak.’

‘Yes. Yes Miss Winters’ I played along and needed no encouragement.

‘Good girl, you know your place. I have been given the task of inspecting what is in your knickers, do you understand what this means?’

‘Yes Miss Winters, I do.’

‘Am I going to find something unexpected?’

‘No Miss Winters. I promise.’

Climbing between my open legs, a very cheeky, and I mean very fucking cheeky grin on her face, Ruby produced a 12 inch ruler and continued to play the sexy school mistress and declared, ‘We will need to measure it! Anything under six inches is considered a boy-clit. Over six inches and you will be expelled!’ Reaching for the Polaroid camera and passing it to me, she added, ‘and I need photographic evidence too, for Miss Isobel when we see her next!’

‘Right, let me see what is in your knickers then.’

She waited, faking annoyance at my inability to move.

Oh right.

I had to do it.

Reaching down, I lifted my skirt playfully, then pulled my panties to one side. The material being no match for my arousal. Again. My cock snapped out and immediately vertical to attention.

Ruby bit her lip.

Eyes widened.

Oops, she is out of character.

She took a breath.

‘Ahem! Now, let’s see.’

With one hand, and with no warning whatsoever, she took hold of my cock.

Firmly.

With the other, she took the ruler, and well, measured my cock.

Five and a half inches.

‘Good. I see you have a girlcock after all. And a fine specimen it is too. Now. Photo. Quick quick!’

Oh yes. The polaroid.

I framed up the shot, making sure Ruby’s face was not in it.

‘Ready?’ she asked.

I nodded.

Just before I clicked the button, with her thumb, she began gently rubbing circles at the back of slippery head of my cock.

God, it was mesmeric.

CLICK! Kapow and another photo was spit out of the camera.

Ruby chuckled, saying goodbye to Miss Winters for now, Ruby by bestie returning.

Silence descended.

Save for breathing, the distant hum of traffic and the bird in the trees.

Ruby kneeled, running her hands along each of my thighs, enjoying the smooth sensation of my nylons and adding while tilting her head, ‘they feel so smooth, and look so pretty. Do you like it when I caress your legs like this?’

She raised herself up, towering above me. Without so much as a hello-de-doody, she pulled off her baggy T shirt, revealing a somewhat unremarkable scrappy white bra. She was also flat chested to the point of not even needing a bra.

But.

FUCK ME!

She was every fucking inch the most alluring girl I had ever seen.

And yet, she still also looked like a boy.

Kinda.

Ruby tilted her head again, holding the moment for me and delighting in the tease, making me the entire focus of her erotic energy.

‘Move over’ she blurted abruptly, then dropped to my side.

Instantly, she was all up-close-and-personal.

Sharing a single pillow, we faced each other.

Intimately.

Like never before.

Gorgeously intimately.

Just inches away from one another.

Whispering, Ruby said, ‘so my theory is, just one wank in the morning before school is not enough to keep you from getting a hard-on and busting out of those black lace knickers. I mean I would love to be proven wrong. But I don’t think one wank is enough. Let’s see if you can resist now?’

Turning on her side, gently placing her hand on my chest and nuzzling into my shoulder, she breathed, ‘shall we see?’

OMFG!

‘So slowly, you naughty girl. And let’s both enjoy this one.’

Repositioning her head for a better view, she added, ‘I want to see what you see. I want to see what it’s like when you play with your girlcock.’

Girlcock. That word again. I had never heard that word.

And I fucking loved it. Yeah, I had a gorgeous girlcock.

The intensity of her gaze was now focussed down my body, at my miniskirt and legs.

‘I’m ready if you are’ she whispered.

Opening my legs, I began by stroking my inner thighs. I could not get enough of the sensation of the stockings on my shaved legs, my fingers tipped with long red nails. It was a sight that both Ruby and I could enjoy. And it was simply filthy.

A gentle ‘mmmm’ of approval escaped from Ruby.

Moving up and over the lace tops of my stockings, my hand found my girlcock, gripping firmly and again, I slow wanked myself, this time with the most intimate of audiences.

God, I felt so alive.

I slow wanked for just a few moments before Ruby slumped onto her back, looking at the ceiling and slowing and deepening her breathing.

One of her hands stroked circles on her tummy, while the other began to gently tease her breast, her nipples standing to attention. Closing her eyes, the circling of her fingers on her tummy moved effortlessly south, unbuttoning her baggy jeans, her hand slipping inside. Repositioning, she drew her legs up, her dockers now on the bed, her legs widening and opening herself fully.

Her breathing slowed and deepened even more as her fingers found what they always found.

She let out a tell-tale whimper, like a gamblers tell, to let me know she had found what her fingers searched for.

I watched silently as her hand inside her jeans, slowly gyrated.

She enjoyed my watching as I enjoyed her watching me.

It seems we both adored an audience, and my gaze now only seemed to encourage her to be even more slutty.

All this time, my fingers were wrapped around my girlcock, continuing to slow wank myself. Glancing down, the image of my red nails, long fingers, my tartan miniskirt and black lace top stockings was indescribably kinky. Knowing this was a moment being shared with Ruby took it to a whole new level of delicious depravity.

Taking my focus back to Ruby, I turned my head to meet her eyes. She was no longer focused on the ceiling, but right back at me.

Confidently, she withdrew her fingers from her panties, reaching up to my face and slipping her middle finger slowly into my mouth. The aroma and taste of her arousal was something heady, salty and hedonistically divine. I had dreamed night after night of tasting pussy. And now I was. Deep in my soul, while I may have had a cock, I knew I was really a lesbian. Like Ruby.

Tasting her arousal was a sensory overload I would never forget.

Ever.

‘I only fuck girls’ Ruby whispered, in soft dulcet tones, taking her wet finger from my mouth to caress the side of my face, exploring my expressions now, in a way she had never before.

‘Are you a girl?’ she asked, deadly serious.

‘Yes’ I whispered, ‘I am a girl.’

‘Do you have any condoms?’

FUCK

FUCK FUCK FUCK!

‘No’.

It had never occurred to me that this moment would ever happen. So, no I didn’t have any fucking condoms.

Ruby smiled gently, sensing my internal panic.

‘Good’ Ruby breathed, ‘it’s better this way. Next time maybe.’

Ruby reached down and took my free hand, guiding it slowly down across her tummy, circling tantalisingly.

She drew the moment out, enjoying the tension and tease, before guiding my hand into her jeans. All this time she never broke eye contact. Gently, her fingers led me into her knickers, through her thick shock of pubes, and down to her pussy.

Warm.

Soft.

Wet.

And wanting.

Her gentle grip led my middle finger between her lips and across her stiffened clit, and then…

Exquisitely…

…Inside her.

Like a tantric teacher, her fingers instructed me in how she desired to be fingered.

Explored.

Slow, then faster.

Soft then harder.

In cycles, each time that bit faster, that bit more intense.

And that gaze. Her eyes drilling into me.

Acceptance.

Connection.

Desire.

Filthy.

Release.

Her tongue now teased her teeth, as her breathing shortened with each exhalation.

‘Do you want me to wank you off too?’ she offered in a surprisingly delicate tone.

I couldn’t speak.

But I could nod.

Ruby smiled.

I had never felt a girls fingers explore me before, and as Ruby slowly ran her hand across my tummy downward, then under my skirt and over my panties, I thought I would pass out. Her fingers joined mine on my girlcock, fingers that were still slow wanking. Looking down, I could see her fingers intertwined with mine. My shiny long scarlet nails. Her chipped black nails. Both working in harmony, up and down my shaft.

‘Show me what you like’ she whispered.

THIS!

I fucking like THIS!

No. I fucking love THIS!

She sensed the short circuit in my mind as it was impossible to answer her simple question. I was just too turned on.

Taking the initiative, she ran her thump toward the top of my glistening girlcock and began circling the tip. I was so wet, the friction was simply divine.

Remembering my fingers were in her pants too, I began to increase the speed of my fingering her.

Her breathing deepened even more. For easier access, she shifted her weight onto her side, facing me fully.

I mirrored her.

Face to face now, we both began to speed up our rhythm.

Eyes locked, Ruby was now so turned on, she was drifting in and out of the moment too.

‘I want us to come together’ she whispered, ‘I am close, are you?’

‘Yes’ I managed.

Immediately she increased the speed of her hand on my girlcock and again, I mirrored her. My fingers confidently worked her hot, moist and soft pussy, the hard nub of her clit my focus.

God I wanted to go down on her and lick her pussy. I wanted her to suck me off too, taking my girlcock into her gorgeous mouth.

I wanted it so much.

But it was too late.

I felt her pussy lips tightening as her body began to spasm, her breathing shifting into sharp gasps.

My orgasm was thundering through me too, and she was going to get her way.

We were going to cum together.

Ruby pulsated, gasped, growled, grabbed my hand and began finger fucking herself with my fingers.

Hard.

Fast.

She locked eyes with me.

Feral.

Feline.

Raptured.

Unable to continue wanking me off as her orgasm ripped through her, she let go of my girlcock, her hand reaching up and grabbing my hair hard, pulling me closer, our sweaty brows touching.

I sped up the pace of my wanking as my climax began.

Fucking hell! This was sooooo intense.

Her hand went back down to my girlcock as she growled, ‘cum on me, cum on my tummy….’

No invitation was needed as I came hard, fast and hot.

My cum splashed on her bare midriff and she growled in pleasure, her own orgasm still rippling through her.

My cock twitched for a good thirty seconds, perhaps the longest orgasm of my life.

For the entire orgasmic glow, Ruby stayed with me, eyes locked and filled with acceptance and connection.

And then it was over.

Ruby still didn’t look away.

‘I think I love you’ I breathed, unaware that my thoughts had come out of my mouth.

Ruby pulled me close, and kissed me softly.

Pulling back and after the longest moment, she replied, ‘I know. This is special. It’s not love, I don’t think. But it’s special. You will always be my gurl’.

I knew what she meant. And she was right. It wasn’t love.

It was, I would find in due course, the start of a life-long deep and sexually charged relationship that was more than love.

I wanted to be with her forever and being monogamous lovers would inevitably ruin our relationship.

So yeah, whatever this was, I was fucking ALL IN!

She kissed me again, this time quickly, as if to bring things to a close.

‘Mmmmm. So yeah. You are going to need two wanks every morning before school.’

She was not wrong.

‘Remember, I only fuck girls, so you will need to dress like this for me if we are ever to play around. And next time, we will have condoms. I didn’t have any either as I have never fucked a girl with a cock!’

I laughed.

‘Then again,’ she hesitated, ‘I have never fucked anyone with a cock.’

She sniggered.

‘Wait, the photo?’ Ruby gasped, rummaging around for what would become THE infamous photo. Finding it, we both gawped at the sheer depraved nature of the image. Bright colours and crystal clear, there was my girlcock, Ruby holding it with one hand, the ruler with the other.

‘Dirty slut’ I dared to declare.

‘This photo is mine now. I will look at it when I need it,’ she blithely muttered.

Calm returned.

And we lay there for the longest time holding hands.

Inside Fortress Ruby.

And also, I realised, inside the boudoir of Sensual Sasha.

We were, an oddball pair made in heaven.


Epilogue

Two days later, we went to Manchester to meet the gorgeous Isobel who had taken the day off work. Ruby showed her the Polaroid of me and she loved it. She also showed her the ruler photo. She smiled. Isobel also knew of a shop that catered to gurls like me, where I could buy a wig and so much more. And all before a night that she had planned for us, at a lesbian bar, with what would become our regular playtime, ‘The Friday Night GUSH.’

Isobel assured me that I would be welcomed into her queer sisterhood as one of their own.

But that story, gurlies, would be our deliciously naughty adventures for the next book.
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About the Author

Like you I love erotica. How it makes me feel when I write it. How I hope it makes you feel when you read it. We are naughty aren’t we?

You should know I write around 5,000 words a week and always dress appropriately for that delicious ritual into fantasy and memory. You see most of what I write about actually happened to me in the naughties. I just wanted to share with you my sexual misadventures, being the little slut that I am.

I work in high end corporate now, PA to a partner in a law firm. and I am required to dress in a way that turns heads. All the top level PA’s are. So even at work I can be the real me, and yes I do turn heads. Both his head, and divinely, her head too.

Right, time to slide into those new red platform heels, black stockings and hope to get through another 2,000 words before… well before it’s all too much for me and I need to… well you and I both know what we do.

Do drop me a message with your thoughts on my books and your fantasies too.

Love you loads, you are perfect as you are.

Hugs in heels.

Jenny Raven

Somewhere in West London

www.JennyRaven.com

You can connect with me on:
[image: ] https://www.jennyraven.com
[image: ] https://www.facebook.com/profile.php?id=100071493157129
[image: ] https://www.instagram.com/jennyravenauthor


Subscribe to my newsletter:
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Also by Jenny Raven

Sign up to get my free book, Ruby’s Rose: A Flower For The Plucking, plus audiobooks and other divine gifts.

You will be sent an email to confirm you are a human and after clicking, you will get access to the Members Area.

Sign up at www.JennyRaven.com
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The Initiation of Hannah Book One: The Princess, The Queen and The Bitch (Becoming Hannah: A Translesbian Odyssey 1)

It’s the naugthies and Hannah is on a mission to discover herself and open herself to hedonistic erotic adventure. Leaving behind her old dull life, she yearns to find her ‘people’. You see, Hannah has a deep and hidden sexual secret. And it’s on the dance floor at the School Disco nightclub that Hannah is swept into an erotic underworld that even her wildest fantasies could not rival. She was at the gates of sensual heaven and she knew it.

Join her for her feminine journey into translesbian fantasy as she is initiated into her ‘womanhood’. Experience this deflowering of Hannah, at the fingertips, lips and ohhh lalah… of the outrageously gorgeous Sometimes Sasha, overwhelmingly feminine Isobel from Romania and bitch-leader of the pack, mesmeric and seductive Ruby.

This is book one and the start of a sensual journey for Hannah… and for your too and other translesbian erotica lovers, with all-gurl-kinks, feminization and lesbian transformation.
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Ruby’s Rose : A Flower For The Plucking (Becoming Hannah: A Translesbian Odyssey Book 2)

Hannah has a secret in her panties. A secret she is so desperate to share with her new circle of friends. Maybe tonight, when the four of them find themselves in a king size bed, will be the night her secret is revealed. So much of her wants her secret out, but what will happen?

But before that’s even possible, Hannah must pass an initiation with Ruby, to find her rose, and pluck it.

Join Sasha, Isobel and Ruby for a tour-de-force of sensual and erotic play as each takes their place in the ritual to both deflower Hannah and part the petals of Ruby’s rose… and maybe, just maybe, they will discover the secret in Hannah’s knickers.

A sensual journey for trans lovers, with all-girl-kinks, feminization and lesbian transformation. Get in bed with us, we dare you!
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First Time: An Erotic Tale Of Feminization: Featuring first time experiences at erotic parties, cross dressing and trans experiences.

The text message arrived on John’s phone like a thunderbolt. It was from his schoolgirl crush, Ruby, and she had a proposal. And an indecent one at that.

After not seeing Ruby for 20 years, John is curious to meet. He is quickly seduced into a filming job that Ruby claims will just be ‘a bit naughty’. Slowly he gets drawn into an erotic and sensual underworld of hedonistic femininity, where his wildest, most personal and secret fantasies might just come true.

Will Ruby finally turn him into the girl of HIS dreams? Who will help her make his transformation? What will they do to him? And what will John finally choose, when he realises he is at a crossroads in his life?

Choose one route, and remain in a dreaded and dull job?

Or, choose Ruby with her gang of wild girls and gurls, and embrace a new life in heels, stockings, short skirts and video cameras, making mind bendingly kinky content for a new platform for just ‘fans’?
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She wants him to become a girl for a night.
But will HE become HER, in stockings and heels forever?
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