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Preparation

Hello lover gurl. Jenny Raven here.

Are you ready for another erotically charged and sensual journey with me?

Like all the other books of mine, this one is best experienced while dressed in your favourite outfit.

For me, this is a wine-red minidress sparkling with sequins. Divine. Of course, I am wearing my sensual sheer black lace top stockings too. They look so sexy and feel utterly exquisite. And then there are my deep red vermillion nails, with my outfit being finished off with outrageously slutty matching wine-red calf-length boots. These boots give me seven inches extra of, ahem, height. And yes, they are a nightmare to walk in. But let’s be honest, like you, I prefer to spend my time on my back while I wear them.

So while you read this, or better still, listen to the audiobook, I want you to dress up for me.

Will you do that for me, my lover gurl?

Something sexy. Pretty. Maybe a little bit dirty even. Something that makes you feel that divine femininity throughout your entire being. You are so gorgeous.

I also invite you to imagine that I am gazing upon you as you read or listen to the audiobook. And I will enjoy watching whatever else you do too, you naughty minx! So go on, be that dirty girl you want to be for me. I want you to.

So. Perhaps I would be standing by your bed, or the sofa or chair, wherever you are. Imagine you can see the lace of my stocking tops and the teasingly short hemline of my dress. You may even be tempted to reach out and touch me in your imagination. If you do, something may be waiting in my panties for you. Naughty! It’s your fantasy, after all, so don’t hold back.

If you feel inclined, allow me to share in your erotic play, by sharing with me.

Please share via email (jenny@jennyraven.com), or better, my Instagram account (https://www.instagram.com/jennyravenauthor), and send me photos of you dressed up and playing. These messages and photos are soooo sexy and hot, and I adore connecting with my readers.

And one last dedication, for Mandy and Melissa who both helped my bring this book to life in audio too. Ladies, you are gorgeous. Thank you.

OK lover gurl. If you are ready, let’s begin.
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Chapter One: Ruby Returns

The text message was short.

‘Remember me John? It’s Ruby Winter BTW.’

There was no ‘hello’ or a ‘how are you?’ Not even a ‘long time’. No emojis. Just the message.

My heart skipped a beat. Or three.

I hadn’t heard from Ruby in years.

No. I had never heard from Ruby.

My older sister, Kerry, and Ruby had a forbidden romance when they were teens.

Kerry had fully embraced the 80’s new romantics look, with explosively frizzy blonde permed hair that was outperformed only by her hot pink skirts, luminescent green tops and leg warmers. I thought she looked ridiculous. Honestly? I still do.

Ruby, on the other hand, she was a child of the post-punk era. More Siouxsie Sioux than a Duran Duran fan girl. More The Cure than Kajagoogoo. The literal opposite of my sister.

I admit it. I fancied Ruby.

She was all sinew and bone, half-shaved head with black eyeliner, ripped tights and piercings, smoking behind the bike sheds and foul-mouthed. She was regularly reprimanded for all manner of school violations, but mostly for her abuse of the school uniform dress code. Like clockwork, you could hear the headmaster shouting her down in his office before sending her home. In truth, they could not wait for her to leave the school for good.

She didn’t give a fuck about what anyone thought about her. She was so fucking cool.

Being five years older isn’t much today, but in my early teen years, it was an entire generation.

Anyway, it didn’t matter that I had a crippling secret crush on her. She was a lesbian. And I was a boy. Somehow, her being a lesbian just made her even cooler.

God forbid you ever called her gay though. No, she was ‘queer’ and proud of it. And a ‘fuck you’ if you made that mistake. So yeah, I had no chance with her. Ever.

She stuck up for me once though.

I doubt she would remember it. But I did.

Jimmie Bold, everyone called him Boldie. He was three years above me. Looking back, I can see now that he was from a rough home. But then, I didn’t care about that because he was a fucking psycho. He fancied Ruby too. But she just ignored him or swatted him away like a bug. To her, he was just an annoyance. He had been baiting her for some time, just to get her attention. I thought he was asking for a bitch-slap, and when that inevitably happened, it wouldn’t be pretty. Unfortunately, when it did happen, I got caught in the crossfire.

I was just getting into photography, taking pictures, developing my own film, and printing my shots in the darkroom. I would get through a roll of film every week at school, usually black and white because I was, you know, artistic.

I shot mostly experimental stuff, but today, my sister had asked me to take a photo of her and Ruby together. She was romantic like that. So I thought I would try and catch them when they didn’t know I was taking photos to get a more natural picture.

The playground at lunchtime was when the light would be best. Ruby was also super photogenic too, so I was really looking forward to doing it. And, of course, I fancied her.

Twenty feet away, I had Ruby framed-up in my camera, shooting on my long lens. Clearly, I had already forgotten my sister was also supposed to be in the picture too. It was all about the anarchist’s pin-up girl, Ruby Winter.

That’s when Boldie spotted me, pissing on his imaginary property by taking photos of the girl who, in his head, he had laid claim to.

Click. A good shot. Click. Another shot. Ruby looked over at me, pretending she had no idea I was pointing my camera at her. She posed. Such a tease. I could tell she enjoyed the attention the camera offered. The way she angled herself, dropping her shirt a little to reveal her shoulder, tilting her head down just a bit, touching her hair, and then the lingering and smouldering look down the lens. Click. Another shot.

Then boom!

Out of nowhere, Boldie knocked the camera from my hand, it now swinging wildly from the strap around my neck. A second later, he was right up in my face, pushing me back, teeth barred and screaming at me. ‘Stop taking your weirdo photos of her, or I will fucking kill you after school.’ He towered above me, eyes glaring, nostrils flaring. I was no physical match for him, and that’s how Boldie liked it. How all bullies like it. Only the smaller kids ever received his wrath.

‘Oi, fuck face!’ a voice cut through the jeers from the onlookers.

A moment later, Ruby was between Boldie and me, facing him off and shielding me. ‘Want a fight do you? Go on, fucking hit me then. I dare you,’ she growled. Boldie was momentarily stunned into uncharacteristic silence. Looking around, he could see he was losing face and losing it fast.

‘Fuck off you lesbian’, came his obvious and triggered response.

Tilting her head down, a slow grin maniacally spread across Ruby’s face. Boldie was fucked.

The obligatory ‘fight crowd’ was now gathering, waiting to see who would make the first move. Boldie’s confusion tilted into rage as he pumped out his chest, moving forward and into Ruby without hitting her. Ruby met his energy with an excess of crazy, leaning toward him, snarling, ‘touch him again, and you are dead. I mean it. Not like your limp dick threats. I fucking mean it.’

For the first time in a long time, Boldie had met his match. And from a girl. He sneered, performing for the crowd, proclaiming, ‘I don’t hit girls. That’s not what men do.’

Ruby shoved him hard, ‘Go on, little limp dick baby boy, you’re no man!’ Now it was Ruby’s turn to perform for the mob, ‘he has a tiny dick, everyone knows.’ Sniggers and giggles rippled through the growing horde.

Boldie’s face turned red. Ruby smirked.

Predictably, Boldie took a swing, Ruby nimbly ducking away from it.

Deftly, she grabbed his crotch hard. Boldie stopped in his tracks. Nose to nose, eyeball to eyeball, Ruby whispered a growl, ‘leave him alone, or I will, and I really mean it, I will rip off your fucking balls.’

She let him go, turning to the gathered kids, raising the hand she just grabbed his crotch with and announced like a schoolyard megaphone, ‘It is, in fact, true. Boldie does have a small dick!’

Again, sniggers rippled through the gathered mob.

Boldie neutered.

I heard the shouts of teachers approaching, yelling the usual ‘break it up’. Ruby eyed Boldie one last time, making sure her dominance was assured. Then, to seal it, she turned to me and, without warning, planted a full-lipped kiss on my mouth.

Time halted.

Then she broke away from me, and for the briefest moment, looked directly into the eyes of my twelve-year-old soul.

Fuck.

I was deep, deep, deep, in crush.

Sound returned as she pulled further back, grinning, ‘he won’t touch you again.’

She shot a deranged look back at Boldie, hard and unflinching.

The pecking order was now well re-established.

Science teacher Mr Burton fought his way to the centre of the crowd, but the confrontation was over, and we had all dispersed anonymously into the throng.

Shell-shocked, I gathered myself, my camera and satchel.

Boldie was already in the distance, shoulders hunched and defeated. I searched the schoolyard for Ruby. She too, was sauntering away, victorious and likely high on teenage adrenaline. She linked my sister, and they laughed as they relived the encounter. My gaze lingered. Ruby glanced over her shoulder, smiled and winked at me.

Officially. This was no longer a crush. OMFG, I was in love.

Months later, Ruby and my sister both moved on to sixth form, broke up, and, like so many friends of the time, just drifted into long-forgotten childhood memories. I heard she went to art college, but that was all I knew.

I never heard from her again.

That is. Until this text message. Right now. In this moment.

WTF.

How the hell could I respond?
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Chapter Two: The Genie is out of the Cork and Bottle

The dreary London rain meant most people had gone home for dinner instead of facing the prospect of a wintery soaking, and restaurants were blissfully emptier than usual. And that was fine by me. The Cork and Bottle, just off Leicester Square in London, is a tiny subterranean wine bar that serves exquisite food and expensive plonk. Typically it would be buzzing, but tonight it was deserted.

I was nervous. I hadn’t seen Ruby in decades, and I was still unclear why the sudden reconnection had occurred. After I replied to her text, her second and final message was short, instructing me to join her for drinks at seven. Arriving early, I had already downed half a glass of wine. A grown fucking man needing Dutch courage to meet a decades-old teen crush.

Ridiculous.

And entirely predictable.

I gulped another mouthful of red.

From the upper level leading to the street, I heard the door creak open and clang shut. A cool breeze from outside momentarily cleared the air. Seconds later, I glimpsed through the metal spiral staircase and saw a flash of black patent stilettos with red soles descending the steps. Louboutin, I recognised immediately. Then I caught sight of a long and tight, black pencil skirt.

A heartbeat later, Ruby stepped from the wrought iron staircase and into the basement restaurant. She immediately saw me and smiled reservedly.

The girl was now a woman. And one hell of a woman too.

Impeccably presented, she looked like she had just stepped from a high-power business meeting at an Italian fashion brand. Her jet-black hair was tightly bound and stretched into a tight bun, contrasting with her pale skin and violently red lipstick. Her eyes burned white amid the deepest of purple eye shadow. Some would have said her ‘look’ was way too much. But in my mind, I was screaming, ‘fuck yeah’. Still wiry and lithe, she effortlessly glided through the restaurant to my table. I don’t usually, but I felt compelled to stand to attention as she approached. As I did so, a demure smile broke across her face, and I could tell she was used to men behaving this way around her. She commanded it.

There was no hug. No hello. No handshake. No kiss on the cheek.

She sat.

‘Ready for your second glass?’ she quipped, ‘let’s get a bottle.’ Her hand went into the air, and instantaneously a young Italian waiter appeared.

‘A bottle of Gevrey Chambertin ‘Les Marchais 2018 please, my love’, then pointing at me, ‘and a new glass for her too.’

‘Her’? I was confused. There was no way you could confuse me as a woman. Maybe she had a rough day at work? Perhaps it was some strange office vernacular? I let it go.

But then.

Maybe she knew?

No. That was not possible. Not a soul on the planet knows.

Settling now, she smiled broadly. ‘So how are you? It’s been, what, decades? Fuck! When was the last time we saw each other?’.

The question was a relief. I could at least answer this one. ‘Oh, it must be at least twenty years now? I think you broke up with Kerry when she went to Uni? And then, well, I never heard from you or saw you again.’

Her demeanour glowed as a deep laugh roared from within. ‘Oh my god, yes, how is your sister?’ she asked, ‘I don’t think I have heard from her in as many years either?’ Momentarily, she revisited her teenage romance, the memory bringing a smile to her lips.

The waiter uncorked the overpriced red and offered Ruby the opportunity to taste it, which of course, she declined, instead gesturing, ‘get on with pouring it’.

‘So how is your sister?’ she enquired, now fascinated to hear.

‘She is good. Three kids. Marriage is on the rocks though. He’s an accountant. She’s a stay-at-home-mum now. But she is good. Well, no, not really, it’s all falling apart if I am honest.’

‘Oh, Jesus,’ gasped Ruby, ‘that sounds fucking awful. An accountant? Didn’t see that coming.’

‘Yeah…’ I mumbled, ‘it’s not good.’

‘I’m sorry, that was unkind of me,’ she replied, chastising herself.

I smiled. She wasn’t wrong though.

Ruby pivoted her energy, leaning in and sipping her wine like a connoisseur, quizzing me. ‘So, I see from your website that you are now a successful photographer. And you shoot video too? How are you enjoying that?’

‘Yeah, I used to do high-end weddings and events,’ I autopilot my response, ‘but now I do more clothing and fashion shoots, mostly for online stores. You know, like yoga pants for Amazon. The pay is better, and there’s no stress.’

Ruby hesitated, eyeing me up before launching into her pitch.

‘So, I have friends who are getting married. And I need a photographer. And I thought of you.’ Playfully she sipped her wine, allowing the statement to sink in.

Puzzled, I replied, ‘I don’t do wedding photos anymore. But, I can recommend someone if you like?’

Ruby paused again, considering if she should take her next step.

‘This is a special wedding. I need someone I can trust. To be discreet. It’s one that, well, caters for your tastes.’

What did that mean I thought? ‘Caters for my tastes’?

The pause in conversation hung in the air like a thick haze. Ruby topped up my glass, smiling as if we were both pretending we didn’t know what she was alluding to.

‘So my friends getting married are lesbians. Poly-lesbians actually. Or whatever the fuck they are calling it today. They have several lovers anyway. They also run an executive-level S&M dungeon, and they have invited all their long-term slaves and clients to join in the fun. It’s a ‘Sluts, Sissies and Slaves’ wedding. I know, it’s fucking ridiculous, but I have done one before and it’s actually huge fun. You can only come dressed as a slut, female slut that is, or a sissy or slave.’

Ruby leaned in closer, glancing over her shoulder to ensure we were not being eavesdropped on. ‘The people coming include politicians, movie stars, big cheese company owners. You know the type. They are the ‘slaves’ and ‘sissies’. The rest of us will be all our fabulous friends in the business, you know, the drag queens, camgirls, porn stars, and escorts. We are the sluts. You will love them. There’s going to be a lot out on display. Heels, stockings, short skirts, likely a cock or three. So this is not your usual wedding. On balance, it’s also a bit like a kinky sexy convention for the super rich.’

Looking me directly in the eye now, she continued, ‘And look, it’s likely to get a bit messy too. Andre is coming. He’s a dealer, the one we all use as his gear is world-class, and he is extraordinarily discrete. I don’t do it these days, except for the odd line or two on special occasions. And while Andre is discrete, the crowd may get wrecked, and I cannot have photographs leaking to the press. All my girlfriend photographers are booked. And I need someone I know that I can trust. I need you.’

She paused, beaming at me as she dropped the bomb. ‘I need someone who will dress as a dirty, pretty, sexy, slutty girl for the night, and still take great pictures!’

I just about managed to breathe out.

‘You still do it, I assume?’ she probed, all matter of fact, ‘you know, dressing up?’

‘I, I, er’ I stammered.

Ruby continued, digging deep into her memories. ‘Back then, the first I knew was when your sister told me about how you would dress up in her clothes. Her little black dresses were your favourite, she said. She always knew you were a tranny. She found your stash of lingerie and stockings and those filthy red stilettos. She showed them to me once. I bet you never knew, but I tried your slutty heels on one night when you were out. Too big for me though. It was all very cool and sexy, you little minx!’

The world began to spin. And not from the expensive plonk.

I had always assumed that not a soul knew my secret. No-one.

NO-ONE KNOWS!

HOLY SHIT.

At around four years old, I became aware that I had the desire to wear girls’ clothes. Walking to school on my first day with my mum and the girl who lived down the street, I was envious of her sparkly dress, black patent shoes and long hair in pigtails. I just wanted to dress like her. I must have told someone, as this became an ongoing family joke from my older cousins. The relentless and often cruel teasing grew into outright bullying as the years passed. In tandem, my desire for dressing up deepened, and my solitary pleasures became my hidden and private identity.

I longed for a woman to share it with. But I knew that was impossible. And then there was the profound shame and guilt that came with it. Yeah, that multiplied over the years too. And that was awful.

Even to this day, I was sure that no one knew that in secret, I was a wild, out-of-control, leg-shaving, Amazon.com browsing (you can get anything, in any size, on the internet now, and that is glorious), lingerie wearing, stay-at-home transvestite. And I fucking love it.

It was a secret that had remained locked in a box, wrapped in chains, inside a chest, padlocked shut, inside a vault, buried in concrete, at the bottom of a bottomless ocean.

Except now it wasn’t.

And, news to me, it hadn’t been for years.

My sister knew. Ruby knew. And she is right in front of me talking about it.

In the paralysis of confusion, I realise that Ruby hasn’t run screaming.

She hasn’t made me feel like shit.

In fact, she is smiling as she talks.

Wait. What the fuck is happening?

This is too much.

I take a deep breath.

Sensing she should gently push through, Ruby responds, ‘We saw you once. Your sister just walked away, of course. But I stayed and watched through the crack in the door. Spied on you, I suppose. You looked so feminine.’ Then, leaning over, she slid deep into my space and took my arm, ‘you were hot, dressed in those stockings, that black dress, and those red high heels, lying on your bed, legs open and playing…’

The intensity was too much.

My body tensed.

Denial. I must deny it all, I screamed in my head.

The blood drained from my face.

Ruby paused, reading the terror in my expression.

‘Oh. I am sorry. I thought…’ she backtracked.

‘That wasn’t me. You’re remembering it wrong,’ I blurted.

The silence enveloped us. Ruby let go of my arm and retreated.

‘Of course. You are right,’ she managed awkwardly, clearing her throat. ‘I have made a terrible mistake. Yes, I am, of course, mistaken. I am so sorry.’

Making direct eye contact with me and with controlled, experienced sincerity, she said, ‘I apologise. I, of all people, should have known better. Please forgive me for this terrible overstepping of trust and boundaries.’

She gathered her things and signalled for the bill, ‘It was good to catch up with you. We must do it again.’

I was now spiralling down a deep and dark rabbit hole in my head, reeling at the thought of Ruby and my sister seeing me dressed up and, well, you know.

They would have laughed and made fun of me. I was sure.

Unexpectedly, Ruby reached out, took my hand and brought my focus back to her.

She softened, smiled, and spoke gently. ‘No matter what you think happened. For me, it was a turn-on to watch you. You were sexy. And it was cool. Fucking cool. Never let anyone tell you otherwise.’

A beautiful and totally queer moment was shared.

Ruby snapped back into her bulletproof armour and rose from the table.

‘Wait’, I whispered, ‘wait, let me, let me think.’

Ruby halted.

Aware of this moment’s weight, gracefully, she lowered herself back into her seat.

‘Hey’, Ruby eventually whispered, again with heartfelt softness. ‘I don’t know if you figured this out, but we started buying cute dresses and skirts for you from charity shops, which would fit you much better than your sisters. We left them where we knew you would look, for you to find. At the front of your sisters’ wardrobe, at the tops of her drawers. I told her that your mum would never question these clothes, so long as she assumed they belonged to your sister, even if they were too big for her. So your secret stayed safe with us. We never told a soul. I think she was kind of proud of you too.’

Ruby reflected for a moment, grinned wickedly, and shifted her energy up. ‘On the other hand, me? And thanks for asking by-the-way. Well. I just thought it was kinky as fuck. I liked that version of you.’

Something deep inside me shifted.

It was time to step over a threshold and dip my toe into a brave new world. One that I had been terrified to explore. I had no idea what this all meant. But the truth was, I had not felt so fucking alive in decades.

‘I will do it. I will take the photos. And you can trust me for 100% discretion.’

I stared at her, ‘But, I don’t think I can do the job in heels?’

Ruby guffawed.

‘I mean, I have never been out of my flat, dressed. I have never done the makeup or wigs thing either. I mean, I, I…’

‘Well, it’s about fucking time you do. Release the slut within I say!’ Ruby declared, ‘and look, no pressure, just wear fucking flats and a frock for this one. No one will be looking at you, they are all too self-obsessed. You just need to be on board with the program.’

I felt a weight lifted from my shoulders, one I had been unaware I had been carrying all my life. I could sense Ruby knew this too, and she allowed the moment to sit. Silently she watched me like one of those time-lapse videos of a rose budding, then flourishing into a scarlet explosion of beautiful petals.

My mind cleared. Blind courage rose inside me. ‘OK. OK yes. I am in.’

Ruby leaned forward. ‘OK. Let’s finish this overpriced vino and get into the wedding photo plans. Deal?’

‘Deal’, I smiled back.

***

Almost breaking the lock on my door, I was in such a hurry to get into my flat, I headed right for my office. My dusty quarry was nestled in the far corner on the top shelf. I teased down the blue folder, the words ‘B+W negs 1980s scrawled across the front in black marker.

I retrieved the specific strip of 35mm negative film, slid it into my scanner and set it going. On the screen, the image appeared.

THAT photo of Ruby.

She was youthful, unbreakable yet broken, and demure. The detail was exquisite. The image arresting.

I spent some time cleaning it up, cropping, balancing the tone, and finally saving it to my phone. When the time was right, I would show Ruby this moment that I captured in time from all those years ago.

Pulling a large red suitcase from under my bed, I opened it. Inside, carefully folded, and organised, were my girl clothes. Mostly black dresses, corsets, lace top stockings, red stick-on nails, sexy skirts and several pairs of very naughty high heels. I dug deep to the bottom of the case, back in time almost, and recovered a pair of old, scuffed, red stilettos.

Those heels.

The ones Ruby tried on so many years ago.

For a moment, I marveled at the evening’s revelations. And of the link between then and now that these shoes manifest in my erotic soul.

Tonight, in celebration of my accidental coming out to my teenage crush, I would wear these stilettos with a pair of black 10 denier sheer stockings and my absolute favourite and deliciously feminine sequined minidress.

I planned to take my time.
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Chapter Three: Foreplay Weddings and Fast Exit

The day arrived. And it was all getting real. Very real.

And I was now confident that I had made a mistake.

The dread in the pit of my stomach was debilitating. I should send a text now and say to Ruby, ‘Sorry, I need to pull out,’ and spin some ridiculous yarn about a burst pipe in my flat, a car accident or a sudden trip to A and E. Anything to get me off the hook.

I wrote the text. And it was convincing. Then I deleted it.

The Uber arrived.

***

The small walled Estate in West London seemed rather grand in photos I found on Google, even for a kinky wedding reception. Whatever that meant.

On the drive, my nerves jangled as I had clearly drunk too much coffee, having not slept well. I clutched a small case resting on my lap. It contained my modest girl clothes. There was no way I would get into a Uber, in broad daylight, wearing a dress. Instead, I would change at the venue and then back into boy civvies before leaving.

My broken sleep had been entirely caused by my fear of entering this new erotic world. And while I was excited about it, I still had an overwhelming sense that I should bail out.

Yet, here I was. In an Uber. Headed to my ‘kinky wedding’ date with destiny.

The whole proposition that Ruby laid out in the Cork and Bottle seemed to offer entry to both my wildest fantasy and also my greatest fears. I had spent my life hidden, knowing only mockery from when my truth was exposed as a younger person. As an adult, I had become accustomed to the security of the shadows and had remained cloaked in privacy.

I calmed my nerves, reminding myself that I had a wingwoman.

And not just any woman.

My childhood crush, Ruby.

Who also knew my secret.

And she didn’t laugh or sneer at me for it.

That’s right. Fuck it. If Ruby accepts me, then all her friends will too. I should be brave. I should face my fears. I should be ‘fucking fabulous’, as Ruby would say.

What would I see when I got there, I mused? Was this a whole new world of eroticism and sensuality I could join? Or, as my little voice gripped me again, would it be safer to remain an outsider? Hidden, returning to my familiar closet when I leave later tonight?

We arrived.

The Uber headed down the long leafy driveway, revealing a grandiose Edwardian stately home, one that could easily serve as a location for Downton Abbey. The car rolled to a halt, my stomach somersaulting. I climbed out, collecting my kit and gripping my precious case of girl clothes.

A deep bass thud emanated from the building, sounding more like a nightclub filled with revellers high on ecstasy and dancing to rave music than a stately home where everyone was gathering for after-dinner speeches.

Whatever moxie I had, wavered abruptly. Dread filled the pit of my stomach.

What lay on the other side of that door?

Maybe this was all a huge mistake after all?

Maybe my secret WAS best left hidden?

Yes, on balance, I think that’s right.

I could delete the messages from Ruby and block her? Pretend this never happened.

Yes. This was all just a stupid mistake. Because if I was found out, people would laugh. The shame would be unbearable.

I felt nauseous.

I knew deep inside, this was MY point of no return.

Hide or be seen.

In or fucking out.

It was fight or flight in metaphorical six-inch heels. And not in a sexy way.

The Uber driver began a three-point turn to leave as I heard the music roar louder. The grand front doors had opened, nineties trance music erupting from within, alongside Ruby, who was now heading right for me, a phone glued to her ear and deep in a tense conversation.

No. This was not sexy, sensual or erotic energy.

This was anxiety, fear and terror.

My palms were sweaty, my breathing shortened, and my heart thudded.

This was a stupid mistake. I must leave. Now.

I watched as the Uber began to pull away.

Time to run.

My muscles tensed as I readied to leg it…

Then I felt the touch.

I looked around, and Ruby was by my side. She had finished her call and had taken my arm, drawing my attention back to her.

Her smile was broad, her gaze fixed directly on mine.

‘You OK?’ she asked.

‘No. Not really.’ I responded, looking up at the grand double doors, fascinated and alarmed at what lay beyond this threshold.

‘Hey, hey’, she pulled my anxious attention back to her.

‘You’ll do great’, she reassured me, ‘don’t worry about that lot inside. They are all too self-obsessed to notice your or me!’

She glanced down at the small case tightly gripped in my hand. ‘Your change of clothes?’

‘Uh huh,’ I just managed.

‘Hey’, Ruby jerked me from my terrified trance once more. ‘It’s up to you. You can leave now if you want?’ Then, with a wicked smile, ‘but I know what is on the other side of those doors. And I know that the girl inside you, she wants to go in. To look. To touch. To be touched. To be herself again. She wants to come out and play. Am I wrong?’

No, she wasn’t.

At all.

But I was still scared shitless.

‘Come on, let’s go in and get you changed?’ Ruby declared and led me toward the doors.

As we approached, I saw flashing lights and hints of people in darkness through the glass doors. Then an elderly and distinguished gentleman appeared at the glass, clearly a priest because of this dog collar.

OK, so this is not too bad, I thought. Maybe kinky weddings weren’t that kinky after all.

Ruby pulled the door open and invited him to exit before we entered.

Plucking a packet of cigarettes from his jacket pocket, he nodded to Ruby, who returned the greeting with a familiar, ‘Your grace’.

He replied knowingly, ‘Ruby’.

Then, while lighting his cigarette, he passed us in the doorway, and his tail gently brushed my leg.

His tail.

Wait what?

From dog collar to hips, he was dressed in a dark suit. But he also wore black stockings, a scarlet satin thong and suspender belt, finished off with four-inch black patent heels.

His arse was fully exposed, with an ace of spades tattooed on each cheek and a long bushy tail sprouting from the butt plug he so nonchalantly wore.

Well.

Fuck.

Me.

OK then.

We entered, and the door swung shut.

I was inside.

Hypnotic and rhythmic beats, accompanied by flashing lights and smoke, assaulted my senses as I entered the darkened and wide hallway. As my eyes adjusted to the gloom, I began to make out figures who moved and pulsated to the throb of the trance music.

Dead ahead, I made out the silhouette of a couple who stood atop a slowly rotating platform. The base was encrusted with tiny reflectors, acting like a mirror ball and shooting rays of light in every direction. As I approached, I saw they were two women, gyrating effortlessly, crotch kissing crotch, their eyes seeking contact with any passer-by. Their movement was elegant, performative, and sensual, more like a living erotic statue than downtown table-dancers. Their figures athletic and toned. Clearly, they were professional performers. They appeared to me as an opiate-infused dream of feminine sensuality. They were dressed in lingerie, stockings and platform heels, with deep and heavy makeup, their hair scraped back and woven into long ponytails. At once, I wanted to be them or be with them.

Mesmerised, I stepped closer, Ruby hanging back and enjoying my wide-eyed venture into the erotic and unexplored.

One of the women locked eyes with me. I was startled and immediately overwhelmed by her diaphanous energy. I looked away. The intensity and intimacy of her gaze was too much for me. As the platform rotated, I felt her touch the side of my face, and she raised my chin, bringing my eye contact to hers. She drew me in with her gaze and the welcoming smile of a siren.

As the platform inexorably continued its slow revolution, she drew closer, never once breaking that eye contact. I felt her finger enter my mouth, and she smiled, her face just inches from mine. Her mouth parted, her tongue running over her teeth and upper lip as she withdrew her finger from my mouth. Reaching up, she ran her fingers gently through my hair, pulling me nearer as she did, her face now so close I could feel her breath.

The spell lasted an intoxicating moment before she rotated away and returned to her slow gyration with her partner, throwing me an encouraging short glance and a smile over her shoulder as we parted.

Down the rabbit-hole I tumbled. Not with Alice, but with Ruby, who was now grinning like the Cheshire cat at the wonder, shock and awe splashed across my face.

She stepped to my side, excited to have opened this Pandora’s box with me, which led me down a wicked path of promised deviance.

Only now did I truly notice what Ruby was wearing.

Her dress was vermillion red, rubber, and tight fitting with an A-line cut. The sleeves were short, her arms exposed, and her fingers tipped with recently manicured nails that matched her dress impeccably. Once again, she wore black stockings, this time with matching red platform stiletto heel boots with black laces. Her hair was scraped back tightly, and her makeup dark and provocative, the whites of her eyes blazing through the blackest of eye shadow. She emanated a gutsy, sexy, snarling, rebellious scream back-in-time to her post-punk roots.

Fuck me, she was sooooo ballsy.

Yet in this room, she no longer stood out.

My eyes had now adjusted to the darkness as Ruby turned to me and like a burlesque ringmistress, extended her arm with a grand greeting to this decadent new world.

‘Welcome to the carnival of smut!’ Ruby exclaimed theatrically.

I could now see other people chatting, drinking, kissing, stroking, licking, and squeezing. And all dressed like X-rated extras from The Matrix. So much leather, latex, PVC, leashes, collars, heels, nylons, lace, masks, makeup…

Kinky. Yeah, Ruby was right. Fucking Kinky.

And I loved it.

I felt like I had entered the Mad Hatters tea party, if the Mad Hatter was a crossdresser with supermodel assistants, into S&M, who also held his filthy shindigs in the basement of the Torture Garden nightclub in the nineties.

Ruby yelled in my ear, ‘Now let’s get you changed before we both get thrown out! Remember, slaves, sissies or us, the sluts!’

She took my arm and led me away.

***

It was not lost on me that I was getting changed in a closet.

A small room really. But still a closet.

Ruby had told me to use it as a safe place for my kit and to get changed as fast as I could. She would return soon. It was dark, and while I felt safe, the rowdy cheers and pounding music on the other side of the door, scared the hell out of me.

As explosively erotic as this event promised it could be for me, I had chosen modesty out of fear. A simple black lycra dress that came below my knees and black patent flats. Adding a little glam was some high street costume jewellery, a cheap necklace of large fake pearls. I had wanted to meet the minimum requirement for entry while diminishing my own exposure.

My first outing would be better managed from the shadows.

I heard the door open and spun around as Ruby entered. She took one glance at me. Instant dismay was writ large across her face as she looked me up and down. She bit her lip for a moment as she considered.

‘Sluts, Sissies or slaves remember? If this is your slutty look, Christ on a cracker, fuck knows what your Sunday best would be like.’

I began to make excuses, but Ruby cut me off, ‘Get your camera kit. I know what we can do.’

Moments later and I was sat in a swively high chair with Ruby and professional makeover artist, Valentina Black, inspecting my features with rather serious expressions.

Valentina clearly meant business. Wearing a ripped T-shirt, jeans and sneakers, she could have looked out of place. Were it not for her flawless makeup, hair, piercings and tattoos. She was one hundred and one percent goth, with long curls of black hair, deep eye shadow, extended lashes, pencil-thin eyebrows and black lippy. Everything was pierced. Ears, lips, nose. And tattooed too, except for her face and neck. Cheap steely jewellery adorned every finger, both wrists and her neck.

She was a living work of deviant art.

In any other circumstance, I would die just to spend time near her. Now, I would be the focus of HER undivided attention.

Again, my heart raced, acutely feeling out of my depth and vulnerable.

I glanced around to see two ‘slaves’ and one rather fabulous ‘slut’ who were also getting their makeovers. This was all part of the crazy carnival. Arrive, get changed in your room, and then get a professional makeover with Valentina and her team of girls before entering the event as your glamourous alter ego. Or perhaps crawl in, on all fours, wearing head-to-toe PVC, waiting for a command from your mistress.

Valentina ran her fingers through my short hair, turning to Ruby, speaking with a broad Italian accent, ‘we can go all James Charles on her? I mean, that’s the best choice given the time I have?’

‘Yeah’, replied Ruby, ‘but fast. And let’s really go for it, less supermodel, more porn star?’

I shuffled in my seat, ‘I am not sure that this is the right thing for me, I mean, I’ve never really done the makeup thing, and…’

Valentina cut me off, ‘Trust me. Wait until you see what I do with those high cheekbones of yours, and that square jaw.’

Ruby chuckled as Valentina turned to her, ‘I need thirty minutes?’

‘You got it,’ she replied, before speeding out, checking her phone as she did, and leaving me at the mercy of Valentina.

I needn’t have worried.

Valentina was wonderful, putting me at ease at every step.

She boosted my feminine confidence with each brush stroke, always offering words of kindness, encouragement, and a step-by-step explanation of how she was transforming me. She gently and quickly thinned my eyebrows with Indian threading, styled my hair, and then moved to the makeup. Foundation first, then sculpting. Next, eyeshadow, eyeliner, false lashes and lippy.

And all the time, I was within inches of Valentina. I could not take my eyes off her. The simple act of her doing my makeup allowed me to study her features intimately. To feel her warmth. To breathe in her scent. To feel her skin on my skin. She knew that I was drinking in this moment of course. It felt like my feminine curiosity was finally being gently welcomed back home.

***

Thirty minutes later and Valentina was done.

She adjusted the final large hoop clip-on earring that she had decided to loan me, and then completed my look by removing my middle-aged pearl necklace and replacing it with her own, a huge silver crucifix on a chain. It made a bold statement for sure.

‘Ruby will get this back to me, but you will look incredible in it tonight,’ she said as she adjusted the crucifix, then handed me a mirror.

Looking at my reflection, I was astonished.

Was the girl that I was looking at really me?

A wave of adrenaline flushed through me as I saw someone I could have only ever fantasised about before.

My hair was elegantly styled, pixie like, more cute than sexy, not at all boyish, and certainly not what I expected.

My lips were a deep red, plump and engorged. How did she do that? But it was my eyes that I was unprepared for. Deep shades of purple, vermillion and charcoal eyeshadow, with absurdly long but fuck-yeah and sexy-as-hell false lashes. The look was complimented and completed by the blackest mascara I had ever seen. My eyes looked huge, sparkled, and, forgive the cliché, really popped.

My eyebrows had been expertly pencilled, and the minimal threading had shaped them just enough to give me that intense and feminine gaze that smouldered.

I fucking looked like a movie star. Adult movie star that is. Just as Ruby had asked. Sooooo Hot!

‘Oh my,’ I whispered, unable to take my eyes off the beautiful vixen staring back at me in the mirror. I tilted my head both left and right, exploring this new and beguiling me.

‘Look at you! You gorgeous slut’, the familiar voice of Ruby rang out as she charged back into the room.

I could not help but beam at her.

‘Have you seen, I mean, have you seen… me?’ I blurted, looking back and forth between Ruby and the mirror.

‘I mean my eyes, my hair, but no, my eyes, have you seen my eyes!?’

Ruby spun me around in the chair, her hands on the arms on either side, completely dominating me. She leaned in to take a forensic look. Not only did I allow this, I adored it confidently, maintaining eye contact, parting my lips slightly and offering a demure tease.

‘I’d fuck you’, she snarled.

The girls chuckled. ‘Valentina is a magician, right?’ Ruby added, ‘And yes girl, you look fucking fabulous. But we need to take some photos, and they are getting out of control in the hall. Let’s go!’

Remembering why I was here, I nodded and stood, brimming with confidence, ‘Yes, yes, of course, let’s go.’

Collecting my camera, I looked at Valentina, who was now packing her makeup away. I don’t know why, but I just pounced on her and hugged her, whispering in her ear, ‘thank you, I would have never had the courage. I mean, as a boy, I would have never had the confidence to do this.’

I pulled away, grabbed my camera and paused at the full-length mirror in the doorway for one last admiring peek. As fabulous as I looked, I now ached for my red heels and black stockings. How could I have been so afraid as to not bring them?

Fuck this. I hiked up my black dress, high above my knees, exposing lots of thigh. And I do have great legs. I struck a pose, legs apart, head tilted down, puckered lips, and click, shot a selfie to remember this moment.

Right.

Photos.

Job to get done.

I glanced at Ruby, who had been watching me with Valentina all this time and enjoying the show. They suddenly acted like they hadn’t been observers of my ‘flowering’, and instead, they had been discussing, you know, ‘important stuff’. But I knew that they had been watching, and I relished their attention.

Ruby piped up, pointing out of the room toward the darkness, lights and pounding trance music, ‘You head on into the hall, it’s all the way down, I will see you there in five!’

I hesitated, but she waved me along, ‘Go, five minutes!’

Looking back, I now know that this was Ruby giving me space to embrace my being ‘out’ and among a kinky community for the first time.

I needed to take these first steps alone.

I spun on my heel and entered the carnival of smut.

***

The corridor of kink stretched before me.

Shadowy but also glittering.

Seductive, yet petrifying.

Flashing lights and smoke beckoned mysteriously.

Trance music elevated my heartbeat.

So many shadowy figures with long legs, short skirts, high-heels and the whites of eyes flashing as they glanced at me in the dark, sizing me up.

Was I a ‘slave’, ‘sissy’ or a ‘slut’?

Clearly, I was a ‘slut’.

And I was afforded the accompanying high-ranking privileges.

Mingling among the ‘sluts’, there were also aforementioned ‘slaves’ and ‘sissies’.

And among the ‘slaves’ and ‘sissies’, there were also plushies, adult schoolgirls, trannies both young and hip, as well as older and retro queer, whatever that means. There were larger-than-life drag queens, adult babies, and a handful of alpha males whose energy exuded an Adonis in a tux vibe.

As I wandered toward the grand hall for the photo shoot, I took my time to fully devour this erotic feast that stimulated every sense. Visual, scent, taste, touch and hearing. There was an implicit promise that all these senses would be stroked, squeezed, licked, teased and pounded in one way or another.

The pathway ahead was lavished with separate areas for adult fun.

Behind me, I had just spent half an hour in the Makeover Lounge. The start of my journey.

Now I could venture deeper and taste the forbidden, if I dared.

As I entered the sensual gauntlet, I was greeted by two gorgeous women in matching corsets, stockings, heels, makeup, hair and strap-ons.

Strap-ons.

Obviously.

I mean why not.

The taller of the two reached out, offering me a small pink PVC goody-bag, apparently a gift for every guest, irrespective of status.

Coyly, I accepted it and, fascinated to see what was inside, slowed my pace to explore on the go.

Oh.

Right.

First up in the goody-bag of sexual delights was a large purple vibrator, and an expensive one at that. A yellow post-it-note stuck to it read, ‘fully charged for immediate pleasure’.

I see.

They have product sponsors.

Digging deeper, I found a tube of lube and some condoms, again with a post-it-note reading ‘play safe lovers’.

Responsible, I thought.

Then I found a cellophane-wrapped red penis-shaped lollipop with the words ‘Suck Me’ written across it.

Cherry flavour too.

Tacky.

I pulled out a handful of business cards with photos and numbers, all from escorts, webcam girls and the like. They were the professional ‘sluts’ attending this wedding-cum-kinky-mixer.

To be expected.

And entrepreneurial I mused.

Next was a small metal device. Ah, I recognised it as a chastity cage. As I examined it, I was approached by a mistress. Her dress sense was all black and shiny, strapped-up, high-heeled and pulled-back tight. Yet her face and smile were curiously warm and welcoming.

‘That’s our basic model, in our premium range. Do you enjoy chastity, my love?’ she enquired.

Glancing down, she could see the outline of my erect cock in my black lycra dress. She ran a finger along it, smiling, ‘ah, I see. Chastity cages are not your pleasure are they lover?’

I froze. Such a heavenly woman, reaching out and touching my cock, while I was dressed as a girl. My heart nearly popped out of my chest.

I faltered, but she returned my gawkishness with a warm and gentle smile. She pointed to the business cards in my hand and offered, ‘you have my number if you want expert guidance and a professional mistress to manage your chastity. Enjoy your special time with us.’

And with that, she slinked by me.

I noticed I had not breathed for thirty seconds, so took a deep lung full of air. Slightly shaking now, I returned to the familiar safety of my goody-bag. I could metaphorically hide inside it, or at least that’s what my subconscious thought.

So what else was contained within?

Two packs of pink tissues and yet another post-it. ‘Clean up after yourself please!’

Pragmatic.

Also. Verging on TMI.

Next were a handful of tokens, the kind you get when you go to a fun fair, giving you access to rides.

Looking closer, I could see that they did indeed give me access to ‘rides’, only adult ones.

The first was a golden and sparkly token that read, ‘One Pass For The Handjob Photo Booth’.

Right.

Handjob Photo Booth.

Got it.

What the hell is that?

I guess I will find out!

Fuck me.

The next was a double-sided token, one side white, the other black. On the white side, it read ‘Giver’, and on the black, it read ‘Taker’. This one gave me access to the Glory Hole experience.

I could choose to be a ‘giver’ or ‘taker’.

Again.

Fuck me.

Next was a small black device, rather heavy.

Ah yes, I see.

Hilarious.

A butt-plug. Looking closely, I could see a rubberised on / off button.

‘Need help with that baby?’

Startled, I looked up to see a rack of white teeth glowing in the black-light gloom. They belonged to a bright and cheerful young woman who looked slightly out of place. She was, of course, stunning, but also just wearing jeans and a black T-shirt, on which was emblazoned ‘Butt-Plug Tech’.

She took the device from me, flipped it over and pressed the button.

‘So tonight, I will be your butt-plug tech, and this is our new model 3000,’

Demonstrating it like the new iPhone at the Apple store, she enthused, ‘let me show you how it works. Just power it up here and pop it in’. She returned it to me. Her toothy grin had shifted from phone saleswoman to a wicked young minx exhibiting every shade of imaginable naughtiness. And I now clocked that she bore a legion of piercings and was covered in tats too.

Ah, she was a ‘stealth-slut’.

In disguise.

Clever.

Pulling out her phone, she pressed a few buttons on an App and looked me squarely in the eye. ‘Watch this! Wi-fi baby, wi-fi!’

She hit the button on the App. Startled, I felt the butt-plug tremor into vigorous life in my hand.

I looked up as nearly half the people in the corridor had immediately reacted simultaneously, tensing, wobbling, bending over or leaning on the wall.

She pressed my finger on a slider on the App, moving up from low to high intensity.

Moans and gasps filled the room.

Some dropped to the floor, overwhelmed by the sensations. Slaves received a berating from their mistresses for their quite reasonable reaction to their asshole suddenly feeling the kiss of a pneumatic butt-plug.

She hit the off button, and the tension in the room released just as abruptly.

She cackled, waving the phone at me, ‘I have the power!’

I laughed along with her.

Nervously.

That’s fucking bonkers I screamed in my head.

‘So, do you want me to help you slip it in baby?’ she cheerfully offered, ‘you have the lube in your bag, and I have the rubber gloves and the know-how?’

She smiled and winked.

How can I let her down?

She seems so keen.

And really nice too.

But no.

Fuck no.

I declined awkwardly.

‘Well, I will be here all night if you change your mind,’ she remarked, moving on to the next customer behind me. I started to see why Ruby described this as a kinky trade convention for the super-rich as much as a wedding.

Moving onward, Bo-Peep approached, dressed all in pink and black PVC and flaunting herself and her flock like she was on a catwalk. She nodded courteously as we passed, acknowledging my ‘slut’ status. In tow were a couple of plushy sheep, their cocks hanging out, their nipples exposed, all ringed and chained. She was also accompanied by another Bo-Peep. He was dressed in a babydoll pink satin dress with layer upon layer of ruffles, white lace frilled bobby-socks and black patent shoes. All three were harnessed with short leashes. They clearly worshipped the ground their mistress strutted across in her seven-inch stiletto heels.

In a darkened corner, I saw a woman in lingerie, wearing a black lace mask. She was on her knees, giving a slow blowjob to a gorgeous drag queen who was reclined and enjoying being watched by passers-by. As I drifted past, the woman on her knees made eye contact, the whites of her eyes glowing seductively in the shadows. She waved invitingly, wanting me to join her.

I declined, but could not take my eyes off the erotic performance. As I passed further, I could just make out that as she sucked her lovers cock, she was also wanking her own girl-cock, her panties pulled to one side and hand up her own pleated skirt.

Oh god.

Oh fuck.

I so wanted her to do the same to me.

But I could never approach her.

Not even here.

And yet, it was all so open and brazen.

And more astonishing, no-one else seemed to pay any attention to them sucking and fucking in the corner.

I took my gaze to the end of the corridor. And remembered my goody-bag.

I reached into and retrieved my final token. Scarlet red, it simply read, ’Dungeon Access: 30 minutes of punishment.’

My asshole puckered.

Kinky as I knew I was, pain and sensuality were not good bedfellows for me.

Whoops and laughter poured out from the doorway of the room I was passing, a large booth contained within. A small crowd had gathered, watching a gigantic plasma screen that displayed a live video feed, presumably from inside the booth. Two women, all lips, big eyes and fabulous hair, were sitting on either side of a ‘sissy’ in a pink dress. The women both appeared to me as professional porn stars with their over-the-top performance for the camera and crowd. The woman on the left was vigorously wanking off the slave while the other was giving a filthy commentary for the spectators.

Holy.

Fucking.

Shit.

As I turned to leave, I saw the room opposite was home to the Glory Hole experience. The door was closed. After my brief experience with the Blowjob Photo Booth, I decided I was definitely not ready for the Glory Hole Experience.

The glow from a flickering pink neon sign caught my attention. It had a large arrow pointing down a stone stairwell to a basement level, the sign reading ‘Dungeon’.

I approached and loitered at the doorway, fascinated at what lay deep in the belly of the building, but the stairwell curved away, obscuring my view. I felt a nudge from behind and spun around to see an immaculately presented woman just inches from me. Her long golden curls, eye shadow and general demeanour, evoked the archetypal 1950’s American housewife. She wore a scarlet polka dot dress and a matching bow in her hair. In her late forties, she held herself in the most assured of ways.

She examined me closely, reached up with one hand and leaned in, kissing me passionately. Her immediate feminine sensuality overpowered me as our tongues intertwined. Our eyes remained blissfully shut as I could not have handled this sudden intimacy. I felt her other hand move down to find my cock, now not just hard but also very wet at the tip. She teased it gently as she pulled away from me slowly.

Smiling, she wickedly tugged hard on the leash in her hand.

All this time, her slave was stood to our side, clad head-to-toe in black PVC, save for his cock, which was flopping around, out on display. The tortuous connection to his mistress’s leash was tightly bound around his balls and through a cock ring that had been clearly pierced years earlier.

She floated toward the dungeon entrance, tugging on her slave harder this time. I heard him wince and gasp for breath.

In a strong Eastern European accent, she uttered, ‘He can watch me kiss you. But he can’t join in. Ever. Come down and play with me? You are adorable,’

My mind raced.

What the fuck do I say?

But she knew already.

I was not into this specific kink, I was WAY out of my depth, and that was OK.

She smiled acceptingly and turned to descend into the ‘pink neon’ dungeon with one more brutal tug on her slave’s leash. A heartbeat later, and the pair had disappeared down into who-knows-what.

Ding-dong!

A loud bell rang twice, followed by the curt voice of a woman announcing, ‘This is your headmistress. Now you filthy lot, you have had some fun, but it’s time for the group photo in the Grand Hall. So put those cocks away, and please make your way into the Grand Hall now, or I will keep you all for detention!’

A cheer rose in the whole venue as everyone began to move toward the end of the hallway.

As if by magic, Ruby appeared, reading a message on her phone with some frustration. She hit send, then looked up at me and asked simply, ‘Enjoyed yourself?’

I grinned, ‘this is crazy!’

‘Yes. Yes, it IS crazy. Now, let’s get these photos done,’ she added, taking my arm and leading me to the Great Hall.

***

Setting up for the photos was easy, if a little distracting.

Many wore face masks for anonymity, mainly the black lace ones we often see in porn. Slaves hid their identity under full-head masks, with sissies hiding behind Venetian-style masquerade hand-held masks on sticks. The actresses, porn-stars, camgirls, escorts and other professionals smiled for the camera without fear of their identity being revealed. This may have been a gathering for the super-rich, but in this room, it was clear who held the real power.

While I was taking the pictures and battling with the rowdy mob, Ruby was texting wildly. I had expected her support, but I was used to wedding photos and unruly groups, and while this was kinkier than anything I had ever done, it was easy to get everyone to follow my lead.

I could tell you everything about these photos and who was in them.

About the famous film-star in a maid’s uniform. Or the senior politician in rubber, serving drinks. Or the adult schoolgirls giving each other a handjob up their tartan miniskirts while standing in the back row of the group photo (and I didn’t even notice until I reviewed the pictures).

But I promised Ruby it would stay secret. And I am good for my word.

What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.

It was wild. And yeah, as promised, kinky as fuck.
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Chapter Four: Indecent Proposal

I was back in the closet.

As much as I ached to go home in my dress, I wasn’t there yet.

And I still needed to remove my makeup before booking the Uber for the drive home.

I took a moment to reflect.

God! I loved this new adventurous and sexually fully expressed me.

I pulled up my trousers as the door swung open, and Ruby strode in, sucking on a small red penis-shaped lollipop.

Unusually, she said nothing.

Then she motioned to speak, but her inner voice got the better of her again.

Finally, she leaned in, deadly serious, unconsciously waving the half-sucked willy lollipop in front of me. ‘You are still broad-minded? Right? I mean, I know you are, or you would not be here. But still. You are not easily shocked?’ Ruby noticed she was waving her cherry-flavoured cock in my face. Horrified, she tossed it into a bin.

‘So. Are you?’ she asked.

‘Am I?’ I responded.

‘Still broad-minded?’ she clarified.

‘Yes. Yes, I am. Wait, what are you asking?’

Ruby checked her phone again, the message clearly irritating her further.

‘Listen, I may have another job for you, but I need to know you won’t freak out. I can pay you your rate of course, but it has to happen tonight. Normally, I would never make this kind of offer, but I trust you. I can trust you, can’t I?’

I nodded.

Pointing at my DSLR camera on the table, Ruby asked, ‘can that thing shoot video as well as photos?’

Again, I nodded.

‘OK. So look. I have this gig tonight, and my filmmaker is, well, fucking fired is what she is. She fucking flakes out at every other shoot. I need someone new. Reliable. Talented. The question is, is that you?’

I didn’t move an inch.

This was already the best day of my life. And now it was turning into the most thrilling night I could imagine.

Ruby took a deep breath and moved even closer, speaking in a whisper.

‘I make porn. Kinky porn. I need to deliver a video by 10am tomorrow.’

‘Kinky,’ I breathed nervously, ‘kinky how?’

Ruby raised an eyebrow.

Smiling, she knew she had me.

‘Good, that’s settled then’, she declared. Pointing at my laptop, she asked, ‘how long do you need to finish copying the wedding photos over?’

‘Oh, they are ready now.’

Ruby motioned, ‘give them to me and I will hand them over now. I will explain everything in the car on the way’.

Moments later, the memory stick had been delivered, and Ruby and I descended the steps from the front entrance to the car park. The sun had set, and the cool summer evening was about to get very hot.
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Chapter Five: Gunning For It

Ruby raced around the backstreets of West London in her red vintage MGB-GT sports car like she was on a top-secret mission to save the world. The speed and road-hugging ride caused my adrenaline to spike, my heart pounding and my mind racing as I imagined the thrill of what may lay ahead for me.

I glanced down at Ruby’s legs, her sheer black stockings, and the lace tops just peeking out from the hemline of her red rubber dress, which had now ridden up as if to tease me. She slammed into third gear, then fourth, accelerating hard, her clutch work expert, even in heels.

‘So, you have heard of Only Fanatics?’ she asked.

This being 2017, no, I had not heard of it. Not yet, at least.

‘Only Fanatics?’ I responded, ‘no, should I have?’.

Ruby pouted slightly, ‘I guess not. God, I hope I haven’t misjudged this.’

Breaking hard to accelerate around a corner, she continued, ‘It’s like an online private members club with video and photos. We make private and kinky videos, take photos and chat with people. People who want our slutty shit. And they pay for it too. Pay well. Really fucking well. It’s really got me out of trouble and allowed me to quit my day job.’

She glanced over at me, making sure I wasn’t bailing out.

‘You are not going to lose your nerve on this, are you?’ Ruby probed firmly.

I shook my head no, unable to speak. Secretly, I was about to explode with excitement.

‘Good,’ she retorted, ‘so the video we make tonight, I need to post it by 10am tomorrow. So you will need to edit fast. And it’s got to be good. We do a longer video like this once every month, and it’s a big event for our online community of fans.’

I nodded, mentally considering all the technological hurdles I would need to overcome to complete the video on time. Nothing seemed difficult. There was just the ‘what the fuck are we ACTUALLY doing?’ question screaming in my head.

‘We’re here’, Ruby announced as we skidded to a halt.

***

The elevator doors opened into a corridor on the 17th floor of an upmarket apartment complex. I wondered how Ruby could afford this. I didn’t recall her family background, but our school was not Eaton by a country mile. I also sensed that she was a self-made woman, defined on her own terms. It was just the way that she held her body, how she walked and how she made eye contact. She owned it. All of it.

Entering her apartment, I peered into the gloom. It was dimly lit, spacious, with huge windows down one side, overlooking the city of London. The walls on the other side were adorned by colossal modern art paintings of people in sexual union. Mostly women. But I saw some tell-tale engorged cocks in there too. Just not a lot of masculinity. The work evoked a sense of ultra-femininity for me, even the cocks. Ruby tossed her jacket on the sofa and glanced up at the paintings.

‘You like them?’ she baited me, ‘I posed for the artist for all of them. They are all originals. And priceless to me.’

She slinked away into the depths of the apartment and called back, ‘get your cameras sorted while I get ready and call the talent’.

I knew enough that ‘talent’ was industry speak for the actors.

What have I got myself into?

The bedroom door slammed shut.

Silence.

Aside from the thunderous pounding of my heartbeat.

Calm. I needed to stay calm. I noticed my hands were trembling, and I took a moment to slow down my breath. Whatever was about to happen, my job was to film it, do a brilliant job, and do it on time. I was just an observer. Nothing more. I could do this. Easily.

I began to unpack the cameras, format memory cards, check batteries and mount lights on stands.
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Chapter Six: 17 minutes later

I heard muffled shouting from Ruby’s room. She was on the phone. And she was pissed. Is it all off? My heart sank. The call was short, followed by an eternity of stillness. Please let this not be over I repeated over and over in my head.

The door swung open, and Ruby returned to the living room, now wearing a long bathrobe and half-dressed. She marched over at some speed, muttering under her breath and with a phone in each hand again. Who has two phones anyway? I can see her mind racing, attempting to figure out a solution to her problem. Halting in front of me, she stares off into the distance, calculating. Then she looks at me directly. Expressionless.

‘I am sorry,’ she blurts, ‘it’s all off. Sasha can’t make it. We don’t have our, well, our cock for the shoot. Fuck!’ I must have looked crestfallen, as she followed up with, ‘Don’t worry, I will still pay you.’

Something switched. Ruby shook her head as if to say to her inner voice, ‘no, that’s a really bad idea.’ And yet, I could tell, she needed to say something. To share that ‘really bad idea’.

Her gaze burned like a laser into me.

‘Look. We can call it a night. Or.’ She spoke firmly and clearly, ‘or, we can shoot with a different model’. I was frozen to the spot. What was she suggesting? ‘Can I ask? Are you circumcised?’

Without hesitation, I answered, ‘No.’

‘Good. And shoe size?’

‘Eleven.’

Ruby wavered, sizing me up one last time.

I felt the power drill of her complete attention. Even half-dressed, and not in a sexy way, yet, she was a divinely feminine force of nature, and I felt that energy crackling all around me.

Her next question hung in the air like the haze of opium.

Deliberately she probed, ‘So I know your ancient past. And I know you are still broad-minded, or you would have freaked at the wedding photos.’

She wavered. Then she asked the question I had been waiting to answer my entire life. ‘But how do you feel about crossdressing now? Are you still into it? Would you dress up with me tonight?’

***

It had been fifteen minutes since Ruby explained what she wanted to do with me. Then she had gone back to her room to finish getting ready. In those fifteen minutes, I had survived two panic attacks, hyperventilated once and spent at least five minutes attempting and failing at some soothing meditation.

The only thing that worked was the focus and routine of getting my kit ready. Slowly I calmed.

I heard the soft patter of Ruby approaching. In her black stocking feet, still wearing her white flannel bathrobe, she drew near. Her hair was still unfinished as she wrestled with a large hoop earring that refused to stay in place. Her makeup was now done, deep eye shadow, mascara, false lashes, vermillion lippy and a pale face. She was the logical evolution of the ragged Siouxsie Sioux wannabe I knew from the playground so many years ago, but now fierce, feminine, and dominant. Fucking sexy as hell.

‘OK, you have had time to think. If you want to back out, now is the time. Do you?’

I shook my head no.

‘Good. So, ground rules. But first, let’s do full introductions?’ She looked me dead in the eye and serious as a car crash.

‘Show me your cock. I want to see it,’ she uttered, stone cold.

I hesitated out of surprise. Ruby just waited, her eyes never moving from mine.

Get it together I screamed in my head.

I reached down, unzipped my fly, unbuttoned my trousers, and reached into my boxers. I was hard. Very hard. And bigger than expected I was so turned on. I pulled my cock out and stood there. Waiting. Ruby didn’t flinch. For a moment, I wondered if this was all part of some weird gameshow on the dark web.

Fixing her other earring, she looked down and stepped toward me, so close now I could feel her body heat. She inspected me casually, then reached out and expertly took my cock into her hand, gently squeezing.

‘You are very hard’, she approved, ‘and excited too, you are already wet. I need you to last though. Can you last for an hour? We don’t have a stunt cock available, remember. When was the last time you came?’

I replied with surprising confidence, ‘I can last the hour. And I came two days ago? That was my last wank.’

She smiled, approving of my forthright response.

Bringing her eyes back to mine now, ever so slightly, she began moving her grip around my cock back and forth. Then, raising an eyebrow slightly, tilting her head and intensifying her alluring gaze, she murmured in sibilant tones, ‘You know, I do like it’. She bit her lip slightly. ‘Your ladycock is gorgeous, and I am going to enjoy sucking you off. Would you like that, Princess?’

She was testing me.

I immediately knew that she needed to see if I would blow it the second she began. I calmed myself. I can do this. I can last. I must last.

Ruby intensified her sexual energy, stepping closer, bringing with her, never-before-experienced divine intimacy. Her sensual eyes and an aura of lust for me was intoxicating. She enjoyed this moment, and I held on for dear life.

Abruptly, Ruby puckered a smile, dropping out of character and adding, ‘Perfect. You will do just fine.’ Then, letting go of me, she spun around and stepped back into the room.

Fuck me, that was intense. And an hour I thought. Shit. That would be difficult. But I also knew that during my secret years of ‘alone time’ when dressed up, I had mastered the art of edging myself while in a hyper-aroused state. In the past, I had lasted for four or five hours in this way. But this was different, and an hour with Ruby was an eternity of hedonism.

Her earing now fixed, Ruby brought me back into the room and out of my thoughts, addressing me, all business-like. In some weird way, her tone made all this the more relaxing.

‘Here’s what will happen. We are doing the classic porn POV shot of your cock with the camera, you know, your eyes are like the lens.’

I nod. I know exactly what she means.

‘You will be lying on the bed, legs apart, camera above your chest. I will come in, talk to you, talk to the camera I mean, and tease you for a bit. You have good sound on the camera?’

I nod.

‘Then I will give you a handjob for a while. Next, I will spend some time kissing your cock. And finally, a blowjob.’

I stopped breathing. IN my head, the details landed like a lead brick on a bed of pink feathers.

‘OK?’ Ruby quizzed.

‘Yes’, I replied with surprising confidence.

‘There will be lots of talk,’ she continued, ‘but never answer me, it’s a video, remember. And I want you to cum at the end when I am giving you a handjob, so I will talk you off too. Not before. I will give you instructions when you…’ Ruby pauses, then corrects herself with a slight smile. ‘No, I will give you permission, then you can cum. I will keep my eye contact while you cum too. It’s kind of our signature for our videos. It’s what our audience loves and keeps paying us for. So what we do is as much about talking as it is about the erotic visuals. I will ramp up my English accent too, the Americans love it. OK. Got it?’

I nodded. In my head, all attempt at control was now lost. All I knew I needed to do was not cum too soon. Repeating in my head, I kept telling myself, ‘focus on the next moment and don’t cum until Ruby allows it’.

As if she could read my mind, she assured me, ‘Don’t worry. We have a system. Raise your hand in the air if you are getting close to coming, so I can stop and talk instead. We are a team remember.’

‘You said, ‘we’ earlier’ I asked, ‘who is ‘we’? Who is normally here doing this with you?’

Suddenly irritated at being let down this evening, Ruby rolled her eyes and fired back with fiery frustration, ‘Sasha. She’s my cock of choice for these videos, we run this all together. But her car broke down. So tonight, it’s you. And if this works, there will be more. Just filming, of course. Not this whole deal we are doing tonight. Assuming you want it.’

I nodded and smiled awkwardly. I guess that answers my question.

Ruby tilted her head, then breathed deeply and softened.

Knowingly, she opened her robe, allowing it to fall to the ground.

Acting as though I were not there, she slowly took a box of cigarettes from a nearby table, lighting one. She allowed me to drink her in, understanding that I needed this moment to prepare. She was wearing sheer black ten-denier stockings, lace top hold-ups. They were pulled high, right up to her shaved crotch, her smooth mound adorned by the tattoo of a red rose.

I was surprised she was not wearing panties, but then again, no, not surprised at all.

Her midriff was bound by a tight black satin and lace corset, cupless so that her breasts were exposed, tight lacing running up her spine. As I remembered her from all those years back, she was still wiry and flat-chested, though now each nipple was pierced and adorned with a large shiny steel stud.

Ruby drew hard on her cigarette, making confident eye contact. She lingered long enough for all of my initial curiosity to have been satiated. I wanted this memory seared into my mind and considered how to describe her. I mean, obviously gorgeous and sexy. But better words? Elegant. Bold. Assured. Daring. Feminine. No, ultra-feminine with an androgynous rebellious streak.

Fuck yeah. That’s it.

And OK, I give in, totally gorgeous and outrageously erotic. I also sensed that she was slipping into character and mood. I realised this was all part of her routine to prepare herself for her on-camera performance.

‘Of course, when I come in, when we shoot’, she instructed, ‘I will have my heels on so I will be taller. My hair will be done, and I will be wearing long gloves that I will take off during the shoot. I will be in full character too. And I will stay in her, in that character, until the end.’

I nodded.

Finally, Ruby added, ‘I won’t cum when filming. That will take place afterwards. We will see what happens. I may just return to my room and take care of myself privately. Maybe not.’ She smiled with a friendly tease. ‘If it goes well, maybe we film a DVD extra of me wanking,’ she snorted with a laugh.

Changing gears now, ‘OK lover. In a moment we will choose your clothes to wear. It’s time to be the girl of your dreams’.

Whatever showed on my face gave everything away.

Ruby laughed out loud, ‘you dirty little minx!’

She headed to her room, calling back to me as she went, ‘Now put your cock away and finish setting up your cameras. Then come see me, and we can choose your deliciously sexy outfit, you dirty little slut!’

I breathed in deeply. It seemed introductions had certainly now been made.
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Chapter Seven: The Wardrobe Of Dreams

I hadn’t shaved my legs in years, but for most of my twenties, I had enjoyed this weekly ritual and the secret silky, smooth pleasures it returned. Stockings just feel more feminine when my legs are shaved. Of course, I needed to concoct a story that I had a condition that meant I had no leg hair because someone always asked in the summer when I was in shorts. But I always managed to hide the truth. Except once, when a friend of a friend gave me THAT look. She knew. There was something in her smile. I loved that we shared that moment.

Showering them off now, post the ‘lick’ of the pink razor, they were once more, silky smooth to the touch. The sense of reconnecting with my secretive sensual, and feminine side, aroused a demure confidence in me. I was about to drop the razor into the bin when I considered my pubes. Fuck it. I was going all in. Just like Ruby.

I rubbed the shaving foam around the base of my cock and began gingerly shaving my groin. I had never done this before, and I wondered why, because fuck me, it felt naughty and forbidden. Taboo even. I fucking loved it.

Drying my hair, I wrapped myself in the bathrobe hanging on the door and slinked cautiously into the adjacent bedroom. Standing proudly before me was a magnificent wardrobe with wide open doors. Overspilling with clothes, it was tranny nirvana. Dresses, blouses, skirts, corsets. All colours imaginable, but mostly black and red. Materials ranged from soft silks, satin, chiffon, rubber, PVC and sequins. Every possible fabric a naughty girl could dream of feeling on her skin was hanging in that closet. Never mind ‘out of the closet’, I was actively getting into this one!

Then there were the shoes.

Oh.

My.

God.

Racks of all kinds. Platform heels, strappy heels, booties, knee-high boots and slingback heels.

And almost every shoe had at least four inches of heel. Most with a good six inches. Black and red dominated again, patent, leather, diamante, sequin, glitter, and some deliciously hot pink heels too.

It was all so sexy, shiny, dirty, and pretty. I had a strong urge to just play with my cock while looking at the deliriously girlie closet. But I resisted.

Ruby swept in and passed me a packet that I recognised immediately.

‘Falke, ten denier, extra-large black stockings for you lover. They will look fabulous on camera. They will feel even better with those shaved legs of yours. I approve,’ she chuckled flirtatiously. ‘Now let’s choose your shoes and dress. Do you mind if I dress you? I do enjoy it.’

My chest heaved. Ruby pretended she had no idea that this must be one of my lifetime fantasies. But I knew that she knew. And I was grateful she took the lead and enjoyed the tease.

‘OK then’, getting on with the task, Ruby pulled a tiny black garment from the closet and draped it over my body, imagining how it would look. ‘Yes, I think this tight black bodycon dress for our first outing, nice and short, so you can hike it up for me.’ She glanced up, again that knowing smile. Serious again, with her playfully posh accent, ‘And it’s also super comfy. We are filming for over an hour remember. Comfort is queen!’

She paused. ‘Not a big talker are you, Princess’ she quipped.

‘I… I…’ I just about stammered.

‘Don’t worry. If this was my first time with me, I’d be nervous too,’ Ruby responded. ‘Can I ask. Is this your first-time dressing up and playing with another person? Another girl?’

Silently I nodded.

She reached out and took my forearm, smiling. ‘How divine,’ she relished, ‘a virgin. And to have it on film to remember forever. You are a lucky girl. I will make it extra special for you.’

Adjusting her own dress now, she let me know that it would soon be time. ‘Right, do you want to get changed then?’ Then, reaching into the wardrobe and collecting a pair of black patent six-inch heel calf-length boots, she added, ‘I want you in these boots. They are so very, ‘you’. Chunky heels too, so you won’t topple over while you are doing all your camera stuff’.

She spun around, but instead of leaving as I expected, she dropped into an armchair, crossed her legs, and lit up a cigarette, drawing in hard and grinning expectantly.

‘I want to watch you get changed, Princess. And I want you to do it slowly, like the girl that I know that you are inside. I want you to perform for me. I want you to know that I am watching and enjoying it. I need to get all fired up now for the filming, it’s been a cluster-fuck of a day. Can you do that for me?’

‘I… I can,’ I mumbled. I straightened my spine and breathed in deeply, my feminine energy now surging in. More confidently, I answered again, ‘Yes. Yes, I can. And I would love you to watch.’

‘There she is!’ Ruby purred, ‘and there are some red false nails on the dresser for you too. We need to get some shots with your fingers and my fingers around your cock. That’s always fucking hot.’

I hadn’t noticed but there was already an open bottle of red wine and two glasses on the table beside her chair. Ruby was of course, already pouring it. She relaxed back for the show and sipped her cheap merlot.

Gathering the first stocking, I slipped it onto my foot and glided up my leg, all the way to the top of my thigh. I adjusted the lace top until it was ‘just so’. Transfixed, Ruby gazed as I slid on my second stocking expertly. The decades of slipping on nylons was paying off now. Ruby was right. They looked amazing on me and felt exquisitely sensual when I stroked them. I glanced in the mirror. Wow!

‘No panties for you girl! Put on the dress and boots now,’ she bayed, like a rowdy, excited bridesmaid at a hen night strip show.

A moment later and I had slipped on the lycra bodycon black minidress. I pulled it down to just below my stocking tops. Ladylike of course. But still deliciously slutty. The boots were a perfect fit, and I quickly zipped them and stood, six inches more woman than I was just minutes before. I admired myself in the mirror again. If I had one outstanding feature when dressed as a girl, it was my legs. They were toned and shapely and looked fucking fabulous in stockings and boots.

‘We don’t need your makeup re-doing or a wig. You OK with that?’ asked Ruby.

‘I am not on camera, so yeah, that’s cool,’ I replied.

Ruby leapt up, grabbed the red nails from the dresser and dropped onto the bed, opening the packet. ‘You will need some help with these, one hand is easy to do, but the second hand is a bitch. So here, let me’.

Sinking down and sitting beside her now, my hand on her black stockinged knee, she applied the awkward little stickers to my fingernails, then the long deep red plastic nails to each finger. She had done the same, and her nails and fingers already looked long, elegant and luscious.

The moment between us was soft and intimate. Perhaps a calm before the electrical sexual storm that was headed my way.

Tilting my head around, Ruby was just inches from me. She glanced sideways and smiled, her focus on applying my nails. And for a moment, I saw the girl from the playground from so many years ago. A hard exterior for sure, but in these moments, I glimpsed the caring and vulnerable Ruby. I smiled too. It felt good. It felt right. And strangely, for once in my life, I felt absolutely no guilt or shame for being the way that I am. Ruby sensed my energy and, without looking up, just whispered, ‘you do make a pretty girl. It suits you.’

A second later and Ruby rose to her feet, announcing, ‘right, down the rest of that wine, you filthy slut, and let’s make some porn!’
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Chapter Eight: Edge Of Glory

The bed was huge. Custom made. Long enough for me to lie on it and then someone else to comfortably lie between my legs and still not fall off the end.

I had set up the camera, locked it on an arm above my chest, and at about eyeline height. It was ideal for the classic POV porn shot we have all seen on the web, and once recording, I didn’t need to touch it, except to maybe zoom in for an extreme close-up.

In the background of the shot was the whole room, illuminated with a few lights in the high corners, then dotted with battery-operated candle lights to give a more intimate feel. It looked pretty good for what we needed.

My black stockinged legs with calf-length boots stretched out ahead of me on the bed, my lower body perfectly framed in the bottom half of the image. My body-hugging lycra dress was pulled down to just beyond the lace tops of my stockings, just how I loved it. And I could see the bulge from my engorged cock pressing against the soft material of my dress too. That’s another sensation that drives me wild, one most men do not understand. The softness and stretchy quality of women’s clothing is so different to that of men’s.

I knew that as soon as I hiked my legs up and pulled my dress back a bit, my cock would suddenly be freed and snap into the perfect position for the camera, with lots of room to see Ruby in all her coquettish glory.

Ruby was checking her makeup in a large gothic mirror at the far end of the room. I watched, waiting for her cue. She was taking the lead. Without looking at me, she casually asked, ‘Are you ready to do this darling?’

Clearing my throat, I replied simply, ‘yes’.

Ruby zipped up her makeup bag and stepped over to me. She looked at the whole scene and smiled. What she saw pleased her, not in a sexual sense, but in some other way I could not quite figure out. She was proud, maybe?

‘OK. Ground rules again,’ she added while raising her hand, ‘lift your hand like this if you are in danger of cuming too soon’. I mirrored her action. ‘Good’, she replied. ‘I talk a lot to the viewers, but if I am talking directly to you, I will start with the name Princess. That will be a direction for you then. Got it Princess?’

‘Got it,’ I agreed.

Ruby dropped her robe. She was fully prepared. I was not at all, but fuck me, I was damn well going through with this.

‘Ready?’ she asked.

‘Yes. Ready,’ I lied.

‘OK then. Enjoy,’ she winked, then headed out of the room, calling out without looking back, ‘I know I will!’
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Chapter Nine: Let’s make a porno

I hit the big red button. The camera beeps discreetly. I take a deep breath.

Here we go.

‘OK, I am recording’, I call out to Ruby.

The anticipation in the bedroom lingers for an eternity.

Then.

At the far end of the room, in the doorway, Ruby makes her entrance. Time slows down.

She is taller by six inches now that she is wearing her back patent platform heels. A fallen angel for sure. And she is fully in character for the camera.

She raises her arms high, elongating her lithe body, stretching her spine and drawing attention to her long black gloves, tight fitting and pulled up beyond her elbows. Her lily-white midriff and chest starkly contrast with the pitch of the black lace and satin of her stockings and corset.

A vision of heaven and hell in heels.

With feline grace, she swaggers across the room toward me, her eyes fixed on the camera lens. Taking her time, she drops her gaze down to explore my body. Her breathing deep, controlled and slow, her lips parted ever so slightly.

Arriving at the foot of the bed, she pauses and strikes an effortless, evocative feminine pose, fueled on all cylinders with high-octane carnal promise. Her legs slightly parted, deliberately drawing attention to her smooth rose tattooed mound, aching to be touched, kissed and licked.

‘Hello gorgeous. Thank you for joining us again,’ she invites in that disciplined English accent of Ruby-the-porn-star. ‘If this is your first time with us, then welcome. I have some rules for the game we will play. First and most important, you can only do what I say. Diverting from my specific instruction will mean that you are a very naughty girl!’ Ruby smiles provocatively, knowing there is no way to punish her viewers, but also that we are all willing participants in this kinky game.

‘So first, thank you for joining our Only Fanatics account. And if you are not already prepared for me in your most sexy dress, lavish stockings and six-inch high heels, pause now and get changed. Remember, I adore red nails too. And make sure the house is empty as we have a full hour to explore. Together. Just us girls. And I want you to really let go and enjoy yourself with me. Go on! And take your time lover. Enjoy the ritual.’

Ruby takes a moment, grins and leans into the camera slightly.

‘Let me recap. If you are not dressed for me yet, pause the video now and get changed into your sexiest outfit, the one that makes you feel so utterly feminine. And when you have, take a photo and send it to me. Preferably while you are lying down, like this angle on the camera now. So that I can see your gorgeous ladycock. I do like to see who I am playing with. Now go on, you naughty girl. Pause and get changed.’

Ruby looks away from the camera, pretending to wait, ever so slightly madame-like, straightening her gloves and adjusting her earrings. All a delicious and provocative act to masquerade as a patient lover.

Her phone pings and she smirks knowingly. Playfully she swipes upward and gasps in fake shock. ‘Mandy, you little slut. Lying there all dressed in shocking pink PVC for me. And I adore those baby pink platform patent heels. Divine. I see you are still caged for me. Good girl.’

Her phone pings again. ‘Oh, Melisa, you filthy madame, in your black and red maids uniform. And oh, I can see your lady cock peeking out from all those ruffles for me to see. You must come round and clean my flat darling.’

Her phone pings again, but she ignores it, now looking back at the camera screen.

It is as if Ruby could see the thousands of trannies in their bedrooms, all dressed up and participating with her, taking photos and sending them, while enjoying their playtime.

Such an audience would be arresting for some, but Ruby plays that part or ring-mistress impeccably, making a show of being surprised, moved, and aroused by her imaginary audience. ‘Oh, look at you all! Welcome back all of you. Oh my, don’t you look gorgeous. How does that dress feel against your ladycock, that super soft lycra? I can see that it feels so, so, sexy for you. I want to see it up close though. Show me gorgeous. Go on, slip up your dress and show me your ladycock now. And take your time Princess…’

Princess? That was my cue. I could see how this game would play now. Viewers would imagine that I am them, so they can fully immerse themselves in the sensual experience. This is so fucking cool. So hot. So everything I ever dreamed of.

Making direct eye contact with me now, Ruby whispers, ‘show me. I want to see everything. But slowly, Princess. Tease me’.

The erotic and sensual energy washes over me, and I allow myself to experience deep feminine arousal. I reach down with my hands, which creep into the camera shot, and I stroke my inner thighs, over the nylon of my stockings and lace of the hold-ups. It feels exquisite. I raise my legs and open them slowly, my black bodycon minidress riding up my thighs as planned, first fully revealing the deep lace tops of my stockings. Then my ladycock, as Ruby so loves to call ‘her’, makes ‘her’ grand entrance.

I am so turned on, I am huge, the tip glistening wet. Ruby breathes heavily, her eyes bigger than I have ever seen as she visually devours me. Is she performing for the camera now? Is this for real? Does it matter? I don’t care. I am in nirvana.

My hands run up the sides of my inner thighs again as I raise my pelvis slightly, extending my ladycock even further. I feel a deep and erotic confidence coursing through me as I perform this slow-motion thrust, extending my shaft for Ruby to admire and hunger for. I gaze at the image on the camera. My legs in stockings. My engorged ladycock. My hands with red nails. And then Ruby, wearing a beautiful black satin corset, long gloves, heavy makeup, impeccable eyebrows, and pierced nipples, with the promise of a slow wank and even slower blowjob. All with sensuous chat and never-ending eye contact. I never want this moment to end. Never. It’s so lush.

Taking her hungry eyeline from my cock and back to the camera lens now, Ruby teases, ‘we love getting naughty messages from you too, so please send them to us. We read them all. Promise. So now you are dressed for me and lying down, I will take my time with you. And do me a favour, lover, take that photo now, of what you can see? Of your lovely legs in stockings and heels, your ladycock waiting for me. I really do adore looking at the photos that you send to me’.

Ruby slinks down, positioning herself between my legs, hunching up on her elbows, perfectly framed for the camera shot. Lying on her tummy means her feet naturally raise up, swinging around playfully in her six-inch heels. She knows I can see them, and that the camera will catch them too, and just how sexy it looks.

She lingers for a moment, just looking into the camera lens, a very slight smile on her face. Then, reaching out, she strokes my inner thigh with her left hand, the nylon of her gloves creating an unimaginable sensation against my ten-denier stockings. ‘You have gorgeous legs. So long. So smooth. I can tell you shaved them for me, you naughty little minx. You know I love it, when you are smooth to my touch.’ Her hand stretches out and runs down my leg deliberately, causing my cock to twitch impulsively. Ruby raises an eyebrow in playful approval.

‘I want to feel you, flesh to flesh. Let me take off my gloves so I can touch you and feel your heat.’ Ruby provocatively removes each glove, watching me as she performs the ritual. With a smutty smirk, she enjoys teasing out the delayed gratification, until both gloves are removed.

She reaches up to my inner thigh, and immediately I feel the warmth of her hand. The image of her slender pale fingers, tipped in long scarlet nails, against the black of my nylons is hedonistically divine.

‘Do you like that?’ she breathes, ‘I do. Your stockings look so pretty and feminine. And they feel so smooth too. It’s so dirty though, isn’t it? We are both so dirty, aren’t we? I mean, look at your huge ladycock just here, right in front of me. Just waiting for me. I wonder. Should I touch ‘her’? Would you like that? Would you like me to do more?’ She grins. ‘Not yet lover. No touching yet. Just us girls talking first’. All the time, Ruby bores into the camera lens with her eyes, occasionally dropping an innocent glace at my cock. It is too intense. I may not cope after all.

Primly, Ruby whispers, ‘Oh, I am sorry. I can’t help myself. I must touch your ladycock.’ I feel her fingers slowly finding their way up my stockings, across the lace top threshold, and then the fingers of her right hand slipping over my tight sack. I watch through the camera as her fingers and red nails find the base of my ladycock, and she oh-so-gently begins to wrap them around my shaft. Closing her eyes now, she leans right in, gently rubbing her cheek and lips across the other side of my cock and up to the tip. As she does, she re-engages her devastatingly intense eye contact. I zoom in on the camera lens. She is so close now. So intense.

OMG, for the first time in my life, I feel wanted for who I am. For my lifelong secret. I feel desired. I feel both feminine and masculine all at once. A powerful calm sweeps over me like a cool black satin negligee being gently pulled over my entire being. Glancing from the camera lens to me, Ruby and I share an honest moment. Just me and her. No camera. No acting. She sees my overwhelm, and she likes it too, her eyes granting full permission and even more encouragement.

Her fingers begin to slide up and down my ladycock.

Suggestively, she questions, ‘Do you want me to wank you off? I know you do. Shall I go a little faster?’

The rhythm of her fingers on my ladycock increases slightly. She closes her eyes as her soft lips pass again across the tip of my cock, tasting me with her tongue as she does, ensuring that my wet tip smears slightly on her mouth that is open teasingly. An unexpected and slight whimper escapes from her. Her eyes flicker involuntarily, and she shifts the weight of her tummy slightly. Is arousal rising within her own loins? Her pierced nipples are now hard too. Either she is the best actress in the world, or she is really getting turned on. Opening her eyes, she returns to the seduction of the camera. She’s a fucking pro.

Gently, intimately, and completely authentically, Ruby whispers, ‘your ladycock is so big and hard Princess. I am going to enjoy wanking you off so very slowly. And maybe, I might just suck you off too. Would you like that? Would you like me to suck you off Princess?’

I do not answer. I understand the job, even though every atom in my body screams YES! AND RIGHT NOW! My face replies for me, though. Ruby grins widely and knowingly, growling ‘good girl’ to me as she cackles to herself.

Her fingers slow down the rhythm now as she finds the end of my ladycock. She begins to effortlessly circle the slippery tip with her thumb, the sensation almost too much to bear.

Ding!

What? Whose mobile phone is left on?

Ruby doesn’t bat an eyelid.

Ding and ling a ling…

WTF!

Ding and ling a ling…

And the spell is broken.

Frustrated, Ruby grabs her phone, letting go of my cock.

Oh no! THIS CANNOT HAPPEN!

Sensing my panic, she glances up, ‘Sorry. Just pause the camera a second.’ She answers the phone.

Ruby responds, annoyance in her voice, ‘you are where?’ A pause. The person answers.

Ruby looks at me, considering what to do.

She stands, grabs her bathrobe, throws it on, and heads out of the room, exasperated and speaking to the person on the phone, ‘OK. I am coming.’

And then she is gone.

Christ on a cracker!

Talk about all dressed up and nowhere to go! I sit up, adjust my rather luscious tight black minidress, and cross my legs instinctively.

I hear the apartment door open and slam shut from down the hall.

Silence.

Then strained chatter and a commotion. Someone else is here.

OMG!

Why is someone else here? Who is it? How do I explain myself? What do I do? I go into a blind panic and freeze.

A moment later and I hear high heels clattering down the hallway. They stop outside the door of the bedroom. More restrained commotion and chatter.

Maybe they won’t come in? Should I hide?

Too late.

Ruby steps back into the room. Her energy is now all off, all awkward and tense. And she’s also a fuck ton of pissed off. ‘I’m so sorry about this’, she offers with an ‘I cannot fucking believe this’ smile.

She steps aside as another woman steps in. I had never dressed with ANYONE, and now it was two women in one evening! I should have felt vulnerable. But I didn’t. I was excited. I was fully alive!

I didn’t know yet, but the sex bomb who just entered, was Sometimes Sasha.

A gorgeous transwoman with a fabulous gurlcock. She preferred the name gurlcock, to ladycock, which Ruby adored for some reason. I liked them both as names. Maybe I will try gurlcock too. It’s less formal. Formal FFS!

Tall and voluptuous, Sasha is the essence of hyper femme, almost porn-star femme. She wore the longest nails, huge hoop earrings, a long blonde wig with gorgeous, deep makeup and lashes, a short tartan miniskirt, stockings and red heels. I got the feeling she adored this version of herself and had been living it for years. I wondered what she must do for a job during the week if this was how she lived life all the time? I hoped that she did. I sensed we would become good friends.

Seeing me on the bed now, Sasha showers me with her trademark vulgar charm, ‘well hello lover’ she flirts. Confused, she immediately turns to Ruby. ‘You failed to mention to me how cute she is! Is she a virgin?’

Ruby slaps her playfully on her ass, ‘Behave! He’s not. She’s not. Wait. Oh, for fucks sake. It’s fucking complicated. And it was all fine till you showed up!’ Ruby rubs her temples, frustrated.

Sasha gives me a ‘what’s wrong with her glance’ before Ruby interjects. ‘Look, we were halfway through filming, you know, the scene we promised WE would film tonight? Till everyone flaked out on me that is. So, I was giving her a handjob, and then you showed up. And by the way, where the fuck were you?’

Ruby turns to me, ‘I am so sorry about this,’ before returning to Sasha, still irate. ‘Well, where were you?’

Sasha replies, serious now, ‘I really didn’t think I would make it. My car broke down in the city. I couldn’t leave it. It was in a controlled zone. Then the lovely recovery man arrived and he sorted me out.’ Sasha remembers what happened and grins naughtily. ‘And now, here I am, crashing your handjob party!’

Ruby attempts to calm herself.

‘But. I mean, if you have already shot half of it, why not? I mean, let’s just carry on? I can just watch and, you know, entertain myself?’

Ruby does not answer.

‘No, wait’, an idea forming in Sasha’s gutter of a mind, ‘WAIT! I can arrive in the story, in the actual film, yes? And then, you know. Could I sit in this chair, nicely in the background of the shot, and just enjoy the show? Be part of it. Get my gurlcock out and play with it while I watch?’

Sasha looks to me for agreement, ‘and if you don’t mind me saying so, that’s filthy as fuck’. She returns her thoughts to Ruby, ‘and totally on-brand for us. For our channel?’

Ruby flatly replies, ‘no, we should just call it off. I am just not feeling it now.’

The room goes silent.

This was the moment of truth for me.

‘Yes, let’s do it!’ I blurted.

All eyes on me. Surprised eyes at that.

‘I want to carry on. I want this. I REALLY want this.’ My mind raced, figuring out how to make it all work. ‘I can shoot some extra shots of the doorbell, door opening, feet walking in and stuff, I can make the edit work, so she just comes in as though it’s all planned and sits down and watches us.’

Ruby is still unconvinced, ‘I am sorry, my energy is not right.’

Sasha grins and steps over, reaching for one of Ruby’s silver nipple studs and squeezes it gently.

‘Come on, let’s get you fired up again’, Sasha whispers.

Exasperated, Ruby begins to object to the playful tease. Then Sasha lifts a little baggie of white powder into Ruby’s eyeline.

We all know what it is.

‘No’, Ruby asserts.

Sasha gives Ruby her big doe eyes.

‘I said no!’ Ruby confirms.

I blurt out, ‘I will. If you will? I mean I have before…’

They both look at me for the longest time.

I smile cheekily.

Ruby cracks. ‘OK. But NEVER on camera! Agreed?’

Everyone nods.

The game is back on.

****

Ruby perches on the edge of the high-backed deep red leather seat. Her breathing slows as she centres herself.

Sasha offers her a small silver platter with six lines of coke, cut and prepared, and a clear plastic tube.

Ruby takes the tube, considers it momentarily, decides, and snorts a line.

She breathes in heavily, the first rush hitting her. Ruby snorts the second line and immediately slumps back into her seat with a deep and pleasing moan. She parts her legs provocatively, less in a sexual gesture and more asserting her now indisputable dominance. Her lips curl into a truly indecent grimace as she waves the tray away, gesturing for Sasha to bring it to me.

I had not taken anything for years, but when I did, I had a hell of a time. That’s a whole other book. I hesitate when Sasha offers me the silver platter. Should I?

The angel on one shoulder whispering in my ear has zero chance against the devil on my other. My she-devil knows precisely what to say to me, and my gurlcock twitches and stiffens at her wicked whisperings.

A moment later and my two lines are gone too.

Sasha retrieves the silver platter, complimenting me ‘good girl’ while running her fingers through my hair with self-assurance.

I relax back. The rush hits my bloodstream and releases a sensual energy surge over me like an erotic tidal wave.

I am ultra-stimulated by the visuals in front of me, Ruby and Sasha, both fierce feminine and sensual creatures, but in opposing ways.

Ruby, the feline seductress, all in black with a piercing gaze. And Sasha, the playful expression of porn-star-siren, cheeky, slutty and with bold yet immaculate lips, lashes, and eyeshadow.

Then there’s the promise of the evening ahead.

I look down at my own legs stretching out on camera in front of me, wearing divine black lace top stockings and heels. My fingers, tipped with scarlet nails, slowly caressing my gurlcock, teasing her for my wanting and accepting audience of gorgeous women.

Ruby takes two more lines in quick succession.

She elevates into some kind of intensified sensual creature I never knew could exist. Licking her teeth with a snarl, she devours my gurlcock with her eyes.

On the nearby table, I hear Sasha snort a couple of lines too. She whoops as the rush hits her, then strides over, leaning onto Ruby’s chair, fixing her gaze onto me too. ‘Shall we play?’ she asks.

Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine two so very different vixens, in high heels and stockings, would focus all of their sensual karma on me with such delicious intensity.

‘Start filming’, Ruby commands me.

I hit the red button, and the camera beeps to life. I breathe deep, no longer nervous, just vibrating with excitement.

Ruby raises each of her legs and hangs them over the arms of the red leather chair, reaching both arms up, opening herself completely. The red rose tattoo on her mound becomes my unavoidable centre of focus. The lips of her pussy below, I imagine, are waiting and lusting for fingers, tongues and cock. If her pussy lips could speak, I mused they would be growling, ‘I want gurlcock’.

Taking in the whole image now, I marvel at Ruby’s sensual confidence. It’s utterly intoxicating. Her pale white midriff is perfectly framed by her black corset and the lace tops of her black stockings. Her legs, toned and lithe, appear impossibly long, their length accentuated by her chunky platform six-inch heels. Again, she licks her teeth with a growl of arousal as she twists one of her nipple piercings. Without looking up, she instructs, ‘Sasha darling, start me up’.

‘Of course, my Queen’, Sasha replies with playful submission.

Sasha fixes her gaze into the camera lens. Knowingly, she reaches down and provocatively works her index finger across Ruby’s rose-tattooed mound, then over her clit, and finally between the lips of her pussy. Ruby does not react. She continues to burn away at me with her erotic gaze while forcefully teasing her left pierced nipple with her hand.

I can tell Ruby is wet as Sasha begins to gently finger her clit, her free hand now dutifully teasing Ruby’s other pert and pierced nipple. Sasha teases hard, and Ruby winces in pleasure, rasping a response, ‘That hurt bitch. Do it harder…’ Sasha complies. ‘Fucking harder still’, Ruby demands.

Sasha looks over and nods the instruction I have been waiting for. Slowly I reach down to my gurlcock and begin to deflty move my fingers up and down my shaft, wanking myself while under the gaze of these two near-supernatural temptresses.

Reaching down now, Ruby’s own index finger joins with Sasha’s as they both intensify the circular motion of their fingers on her hardened clit. Her arousal grows, and Ruby indulges in a moment of self-pleasure, pushing Sasha’s finger deep inside herself with her own.

The lesbian euphoria lasts only a few moments before Ruby withdraws their fingers, masterfully delaying her own climax. She brings the two index fingers up to her mouth, gently rubbing them across the soft flesh of her lips, savouring her own scent of arousal and leaving it on herself for anyone to discover should they kiss. Ruby opens her mouth, revealing her inviting tongue, and takes both fingers in like a lollipop, enjoying her forbidden taste. ‘Finger licking good’, she announces, a filthy cackle following.

Ruby rises from her seat. Slowly, she struts over, like a gunslinger swinging her hips. She drops to her knees on the bed, between my legs. Her face now filling one side of the camera image, a picture bisected by my engorged ladycock. Sasha slides into the red leather chair, filling the empty side of the camera image.

Captivated, I watch as Sasha kicks just one leg over the arm of the seat, exposing her black lace panties, now bulging to breaking point. She slides them to one side, releasing herself. Never have I seen such a gorgeous woman with a cock, sucking sticky fingers, wanking herself slowly, all the while watching me in full knowledge that I am about to get the blowjob of the century.

‘Sasha darling? No cuming remember!’ Ruby instructs, ‘Not until our pretty, dirty, sexy guest cums first.’

‘Of course, my Queen’, Sasha responds, slowing the speed of her own hand on her cock.

‘And that goes for you at home too, watching us. I haven’t forgotten about you,’ Ruby smoulders into the camera, ‘You dirty little minx, joining in with our lesbian ladycock threesome.’

Ruby focuses her erotic energy with laser precision and directs it at the camera lens. She is so close to me I can feel her hot and sultry breath on my exposed tummy. She utters words I had only ever fantasised of before, ‘now Princess, you are all mine. Sasha will watch us as I deflower you and take your gurl virginity’. Speaking directly to me now, beyond the camera lens, Ruby adds, ‘I know this is your first time with another woman. I want you to remember this forever.’

Her fingers tighten around my shaft, her thumb now at my tip, expertly making slow circles around the back of my slippery gurlcock. I am so turned on I am ridiculously wet. Keeping her eyes locked with mine, she unfurls her tongue and glides it deliberately from the base to the very tip, snarling and sniggering as she does.

‘Now, where were we before our interruption from our surprise guest? That’s right. I was about to suck you off slowly.’

Again, Ruby nuzzles the side of her cheek up and down my shaft, then rubs her lips too, her tongue extending to accentuate the erotic image on camera. She moves to the tip and kisses it tenderly. Her lips part and Ruby takes me ever so slightly into her soft, warm mouth. Tilting her head, she runs her teeth gently across the sides of my cock, her tongue always teasing. With equal measures of feminine grace and devilish depravity, she takes the entire head of my gurlcock into her mouth and begins to almost imperceptibly bob up and down. I begin to lose control.

This is art porn. Attention to erotic detail. Relaxed and sensual. Demure and debauched.

She takes me in further, always maintaining complete eye contact with me. Always effortless. Always slow.

In a mild panic and aware of my need to pace myself, I raise my hand to alert Ruby I am getting close to cuming. She smiles playfully, withdraws my gurlcock from her mouth, and returns to a very slow handjob.

‘Sasha darling? I think it’s time for something special. I think. Yes. A spitroast?’ Ruby glances over her shoulder with a cherub-like grin. She raises her ass even higher, widening her legs and inviting Sasha.

Sasha approves and rises from her chair. ‘How can I decline that offer?’

On all fours on the bed now, Ruby lowers her head and shoulders slightly so she can raise her behind even more. She returns to slowly sucking me off as she waits for Sasha. I can see the tight laces of her corset elegantly running down her spine, then the frills of black lace at the bottom. Her peach of a pale white ass awaits wantonly. On either side, I can see her legs clearly now, her thighs trimmed with the black lace stockings, her heels occasionally wandering up into my eyeline.

From behind, she must have looked like the most inviting fuck ever. And Sasha was not going to let that opportunity go.

As she steps over, Sasha takes her cock from under her red tartan miniskirt and gently wanks it. Positioning herself between Ruby’s legs, she prepares. Ruby looks deep into my eyes as she takes my gurlcock fully into her mouth.

In one move, Sasha slides deep inside Ruby.

Ruby withdraws and gasps hard, her mouth opening and lips pursing in either rapturous pain or brutal ecstasy. Or maybe that’s the same thing. Sasha is big, and it clearly destroys Ruby in the ways she desires most. I see Ruby lose control for the first time, her arousal becoming near feral. She snatches for breath, snarls, gasps and manages a deep guttural and approving moan that stretches into a gurgling laugh. Her fingers of her left-hand dig into my thigh, her long red nails nearly drawing blood, her right hand now reaching back to aggressively grind her own clit.

Sasha pulls back, then again enters Ruby hard, this time to her full depth. Ruby tenses every muscle, her mouth now gaping, unable to breathe or make any sound save for shallow breaths. She begins working her clit faster and harder now.

She opens her eyes which drill into me, sharing her light-fantastic erotic show of feminine arousal.

Regaining control of her body and mind, Ruby’s breathing slows, her whole body rocking back and forth now from each thrust of Sasha from behind. She brings her fingers from her pussy back to her mouth to taste herself before gutturally uttering, ‘I need your cock in my mouth girl’.

And then she takes me with no mercy. Fingers, lips, tongues all working my gurlcock. Ruby and Sasha both working me with their eyes. The rhythm of fucking working my senses. Ruby increases her pace, as does Sasha, as I feel my balls begin to tighten.

Ruby clings onto control of her own obscene, carnal energy, and an energy that wants to both devour and be devoured. The delirious moments being captured on film are like nothing I have ever seen before.

I fight hard not to cum, but Ruby is working my gurlcock so hard and fast with her soft lips, her wet tongue, her long fingers, and sometimes even her teeth. Her rhythm syncs with Sasha’s thrusts. I look up, and Ruby makes eye contact with me. It’s as if we bond in unleashed and obscene energy, the universe exploding all around us.

Ruby releases me from her mouth, the long fingers of her left hand wrapping tightly around my shaft, continuing to wank me off at the same intense rhythm established by Sasha. Instinctively, I raise my legs slightly, opening them wider, displaying my black stockings and calf-length high-heel boots, which form a deliciously feminine and filthy frame on camera. The picture captivates me with its overwhelming erotic imagery, all conducted by this queen of corruption, my schoolgirl crush, Ruby.

Arching her back slightly so she can raise her behind even more, Ruby moans, again allowing herself to wallow in her own pleasure, enjoying the spitroast for a moment more. Ruby is captured in a sexual trance, each thrust from Sasha riding hard on her clit sending ripples of pleasure though her. She gasps for breath, her mouth open, her tongue licking her teeth again.

Ruby glances back at Sasha and growls just one word, ‘cock!’

Sasha withdraws from Ruby, the motion causing another ripple of bliss in Ruby’s taught frame. Before she is done, Sasha teases Ruby’s clit hard with her cock, slipping vigorously between her pussy lips, now so wet that the sensation must be delirious. Ruby cackles. She and Sasha know each other all too well.

Sasha steps to the side of the bed and, with one heel still on the floor, kneels onto the white silk sheets, her cock sliding into the camera frame and within reach of Ruby’s lips. With her right hand, Ruby takes Sasha and begins wanking her off, looking up and smirking at her lifelong fuck buddy. She opens her mouth and takes the tip of Sasha in, savouring the flavour, aroma and sensation of her cock inside her. I can’t help but reach down with both hands and stroke the inner thighs of my legs, my fingers exploring the nylon of my stockings, elevating my own gurlcock, wanting in on all the girl-on-gurl fun.

I marvel at the image on the camera.

My gorgeous tranny legs have never looked more feminine and pretty.

My hands, with red nails caressing them.

Ruby, her left hand expertly wanking me off.

Her other hand holds Sasha’s cock as she sucks her off.

And even now, she still manages to maintain that intense gaze into camera that just ruins me.

I am losing my ability to hold on.

It’s just too erotic, sensual and shrouded in an almost transcendent level of femininity.

I lift my hand, alerting Ruby that I am close. She immediately lets Sasha go, commanding her, ‘Sit and watch us. I am going to suck her off and wank her off now ‘till she cums for me. Isn’t that right Princess?’

Sasha drops into the chair, still perfectly in camera shot, reclines, opens her legs wide and continues to slowly wank herself off to this spectacularly depraved gurl show.

Returning to my cock, Ruby takes me in deep, using her tongue, lips, eyes and fingers, all in pursuit of a mind-bending orgasm. A moment passes as I approach an almost mystical level of arousal as Ruby then lets me know with her deep, sensual, feminine and above all, accepting eyes, it’s time to let go.

She wants me to cum.

And so, I let go.

She withdraws my gurlcock from her mouth and wanks me fast for a moment, her sultry commands sealing the deal. ‘I want you to cum for me now. Look into my eyes. Listen to my voice.’ The world begins to tunnel vision. All I can see, feel, and hear is Ruby. She stops wanking me and releases her hand from my gurlcock. It just stands there, erect and twitching slightly.

It’s just me, her, those eyes, and her voice now.

‘You are such a gorgeous girl. But you need to prove this to me and cum. Cum for me now.’ Her mouth opens slightly, her eyebrow raises, and a smile curls onto her wicked lips, ‘cum for me. Just my voice and my eyes will make you cum’.

Her tongue teases the side of her mouth as she waits, expectingly and knowingly.

My gurlcock stiffens as the most powerful orgasm of my life grips my entire being for an ecstatic eternity.

Enraptured, I cum, shooting fast and high, just catching and ricocheting off the edge of Ruby’s chin as if she were shot by a love gun.

She gasps, thrilled, exalting at the ferocity of my ejaculation and squeals in delight, ‘Good girl, such a good girl.’

The fountain of cum abates, and Ruby twinkles, withdrawing into a relaxed and demure energy.

‘Didn’t she do well?’ she announces to Sasha without even looking back. Approvingly, she runs her finger slowly down my still-twitching gurlcock, a proud smile on her face. I take my first breath. Emotion still coursing wildly through me.

I almost weep.

Sasha and Ruby allow me this space to come down.

We are still filming. I notice that Sasha has also stopped wanking and rises from her chair.

She quickly slips in between my legs now, next to Ruby. Dabbing a finger into the cum on my tummy, Sasha tastes it with a naughty chuckle. They look at each other, then kiss passionately, holding hands and reaffirming some long-held trust and bond. I realise now they are also performing the closing part of the video.

They look back at the camera lens together, smiling and laughing. Ruby chirps up, ‘Till next time lovers. Thank you for watching.’ They wave and, in unison announce, ‘wank you later, lovers!’ before laughing.

A fitting end.

I turn the camera off.

And lie back.

My head spinning.

My entire being feels calm and confident in a way I had never experienced before.

Then I remember where I am.

I look up. Sasha and Ruby are still between my legs, waiting for my recovery, grinning like cats who just got the cream. Sasha reaches up and swings the camera out of the way so we can all see each other clearly.

‘So, hello, lover. We haven’t really met. I’m Sasha,’ she grins.

Ruby elbows her in the ribs, reprimanding her, ‘Oi, play nice. He’s had a hell of an unexpected night. I am sure he loved it, but let’s, you know, take it easy for a second.’

Sasha turns to Ruby, ‘so where did you find HER?’, then right back at me, ‘where did she find you, girl?’

I reply, suddenly coy again, ‘well, I took the photos at the wedding tonight, but we, we er, kind of went to school together, and she went out with my sister, and…’

Remembering the scan of the photo of Ruby I uploaded to my phone I blurted, ‘oh wait, I have something.’ Reaching down the side of the bed to my trousers, I fish out my phone and scan through the pictures. I find the black and white scan of the photo of Ruby when she was not-so-sweet-sixteen, all pierced and post-punk-goth. But still beautiful. Stunning really.

I show the photo to Ruby and Sasha on my phone.

‘OMG Look at you there’, screams Sasha.

Ruby is uncharacteristically silent. Smiling in surprised memory.

‘You were so hot!’ Sasha exclaims, then asks me, ‘you took this?’

‘Yeah, I was pretty handy with a camera back then’, I reply.

‘I can see. God. I bet you wanked off to this photo fifteen times a day,’ jibed Sasha.

Ruby guffawed.

‘Well, did you?’ Ruby coyly pressed.

I clammed up.

Ruby smiled. It was enough for me, to know that I was safe and accepted and would never be judged here.

‘Yeah, yeah, I did. I had a massive crush on you,’ I ventured.

Ruby grinned even wider, ‘That’s cool. I am glad you got yourself off back then.’

She reflects, ‘and I am glad we reconnected too. You were pretty cool in those days, dressing up in your sister’s knickers. Can I share something?’

I nod.

‘I admit,’ Ruby offers, ‘I fingered myself more than once while thinking about you dressed as a girl. In your sisters’ lingerie that I bought for her.’

Now it’s Sasha’s turn to guffaw and chime in, ‘we all started by raiding our sister’s closet!’

Ruby remains in the moment with me. ‘But now. Now you are a fucking cat-walking-bitch with a gorgeous ladycock, strutting your stuff in heels for us all to see. And we love it! I can tell you, Sasha would not have lasted as long as you did.’

Looking at the photo on my phone of the 16-year-old Ruby, I reflect. ‘Do you remember the day I took this photo of you? There was that kid who was bullying everyone. He was so much bigger than me then, and he was about to beat the shit out of me. And you stood up to him for me. I’ll never forget what you did.’

Ruby smiled. ‘I don’t remember that, sorry. I was an angry little shit then. I have blocked most of it out.’

The moment shifts the energy.

Fuck that, thinks Sasha, we are not done with tonight! ‘Wait!’ Sasha interjects, ‘I don’t even know your name?’

Ruby answered for me, ‘It’s John. He’s John’.

‘She! For fucks sake!’ Sasha retorts, ‘of all fucking people! SHE!’

‘No, it’s fine’, I cut in. ‘She, he, I don’t care. They are both me.’

I look at them both, ‘I have been searching a long time for this crossroads. The truth is, here and now, I am revealing my secret-self. This is the real me. I am the dirty, pretty, sexy, slutty, girlie that I have hidden from the world.’ I look hard at Ruby. ‘Thank you.’ I can see my gratitude lands with her.

‘Oh no, now she’s in love with you, Ruby!’ sniggers Sasha.

‘No, no, I am not’, I reply confidently.

‘I was a bit in love as a kid, I guess. But no. I am not in love with you. But I AM fucking head over heels in love with this. Cameras. Filming. Dressing up. Making filthy smutty videos. All of it. Both of you. Fuck me.’

I take a breath. ‘So, no, it’s not John with you. It’s me. It’s Jenny. I am Jenny Raven.’

‘Nice to meet you, Jenny Raven,’ replies Sasha.

‘Hi, Jenny, ' smiles Ruby, like she is welcoming home an old friend.

‘Now, girl’, Sasha turns to Ruby, ‘I need to ask. I didn’t feel you cum when my cock was deep in that fucking fabulous pussy of yours. Did you cum?’

Ruby replies matter-of-fact, ‘No, as it happens, I don’t believe that I did cum. Did you?’ she asks deadpan.

‘As a matter-of-fact lover, no, I did not cum either’, Sasha replies. ‘I feel we should correct this right now.’

The penny drops. Ruby says what we are all thinking. ‘Well, that does throw up an unexpected opportunity that I think we should take full advantage of.’

They both look at me. Wicked smiles on their faces.

Coyly, Ruby smiles and asks, ‘So Jenny Raven. Do you want to shoot another porno now with Sasha and me? We should really shoot the video we had planned all along, right? I mean, we have everything we need, you have the camera kit, and the lights are already switched on? Maybe we just need a change of costume for us?’

I smile. They know I have no choice.

So, I accepted.

So long as I could film while wearing my dress, stockings, and chunky heels.

I had to work fast as the girls, including me, well, we were all fired up on erotic energy, adrenaline and more of that naughty white powder.

And it was a mind-blowing experience too.

After filming them, we ended the evening with Sasha and Ruby giving me a long blowjob together.

We shot that too. Naturally.

OMFG.

After they saw the edited video and photos I took, I was then invited to partner in their online porn business with Only Fanatics. And little did I know what lay ahead. The money was crazy, and it meant that I could quit my job, get a better apartment and live life fully as Jenny Raven.

It was a night that led to so many more adventures with me, Jenny Raven, with Sasha and Ruby.

And soon after, I would also meet Hannah and Isobel, two more vixens in their girl-gang.

But those stories are for another time.


10

Conclusion

God. Looking back now, what a fucking night. It was the best night of my life. The night I finally let go and became the whole me.

I look forward to sharing more tales if you want to hear them.

If you do, drop me an email with your review of this story and your thoughts. And let me know if you want the sequel. I am itching to write it. And please do consider leaving a review on Amazon. It really does make a massive difference to me personally.

If you want to hear more adventures of Ruby, Sasha and the whole girl gang and their wild erotic trans adventures, search Amazon for Jenny Raven, and you will find my other books. You can also get free books and sensual erotic audio journeys for girls like us by going to my website and signing up to my list.

Just go to https://jennyraven.com/free-book/

OK lover. Time to write some more dirty, pretty, sexy, slutty, gurlie stories.

Till next time.

Kisses in heels. Jenny Raven.

xxx

PS - I just wrote a very naughty epilogue chapter, one year later where John has fully become Jenny and she is with Ruby at the International Adult Film Awards. You can read it and get the audiobook free, again by just joining my email list here… https://jennyraven.com/free-book/


[image: photo of the author]

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://twitter.com/jennyravenheels
[image: ] https://www.instagram.com/jennyravenauthor


Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: ] https://jennyraven.com/free-book



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

[image: The Initiation of Hannah Book One: The Princess, The Queen and The Bitch (Becoming Hannah: A Translesbian Odyssey 1)]




The Initiation of Hannah Book One: The Princess, The Queen and The Bitch (Becoming Hannah: A Translesbian Odyssey 1)

https://mybook.to/Hannah1

It’s the naughies 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)

https://mybook.to/rubys-rose

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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Finishing School For Girls: Book One: A sensual, subversive coming-of-age story that will fill any shy gurls hearts, and panties

https://mybook.to/FinishingSchool

When secretive Sasha ticks the wrong gender box as a prank, on an application to a prestigious all-girls school, he doesn’t expect to be accepted. He definitely doesn’t expect it to feel… right, especially when you know, he is a boy. But with a little help, a tartan miniskirt, black lace panties, and a rebellious alter ego, Sasha’s about to become the girl he’s always dreamed of - bold, beautiful, and just a little bit norty.

But who is the helper? Ruby. Wild, wicked, and unfiltered. A pierced punk goddess who’s equal parts best friend, makeover queen, and seductive chaos. She sees Sasha. She teases Sasha. She wants to help make HER the schoolgirl of her dreams. And Ruby has no intention of playing by the rules. Together, they explore desire, identity, and how far a girl is willing to go to be her full and true self - and maybe even find a deeper connection in doing so.

Provocative, filthy, and fiercely feminine, Finishing School For Girls: Book One is a decadent descent into teenage lust, queer longing, and the electric freedom of finally saying yes to who you really are.

It’s all red nails, black stockings and one very dangerous uniform. Welcome to the girlhood you dreamed of having. With themes of feminisation, school uniforms and trans-lesbians.
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