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Foreword

I have too many pairs of shoes.

What gurl doesn’t?

But let’s be clear.

Nothing on planet earth makes a gurl feel sexier, look hotter and

helps get herself all ruffled, hot and bothered than her favourite pair of heels.

The higher, the better.

So long as there’s not much walking to be done.

And there’s usually not.

The shinier, the better. Red or black, of course. Patent.

Sometimes, shocking pink too. Then it’s white lace top stockings and an explosive white dress with layer upon layer of crinoline, so much I can get lost in it. So adorable.

Strappier heels are always a bonus of course.

As are knee-high boots. Six inches.

And ALWAYS accompanied by black ten denier lace top stockings and

a cute miniskirt or body-hugging black sequin dress.

The way the heels, stockings and short skirt make me feel is just lush. Like you, I feel so feminine and girly. I know how much you like to feel this way too, or you would not be listening to this erotic audio journey with me, Jenny Raven (download the audio free at JennyRaven.com).

So do me a favour.

Instead, do yourself a favour. Pause now and get dressed up for me so that we can enjoy this deliciously naughty experience together, dressed for pleasure.

Heels. The highest ones you have, please.

Stockings. Lace top. Black. And stroke your legs slowly for me too. Mmmm.

A dress. Cute. And short. Very short.

Fingernails… Scarlet ideally.

When you are ready, we can enjoy our time together, ideally with headphones on.

And when lying back, I want you to slowly explore your feminine body.

Not too fast.

I want to tease this out for as long as possible.

I know, I am a naughty girl.

Now go, get dressed. Be the woman I know you are. Dirty, pretty, sexy… slutty.

OK, pause now. Go on. Get dressed for me.

OK, welcome back, gorgeous.

You should know, I only write my stories when dressed in heels, stockings and a delightfully short miniskirt. It makes me feel so…. Me.

So as I create and write, like as you listen, I am all woman and dressed for it.

When I write, I fantasise about you dressed up too, lying on a bed, maybe eyes closed and very slowly exploring your feminine body as you listen to my story. It’s sooooo erotic, sensual and divine to imagine standing there by your bed watching you. Close your eyes and imagine me in my heels, stockings and black sequin mini-dress, just watching you.

Now we are ready.

And so I present to you my very first book, based on my own experiences in the naughties, with Isobel, Sasha and of course, Ruby.

This was my Initiation with the Princess, The Queen and the Bitch.
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Chapter 1

My name is Hannah. Like a palindrome.

Dirty, by Christina Aguilera, pounded out of the club speakers.

It’s 2002. Having recently escaped my small home town, west of London, and a suffocating relationship with an equally small-minded girl, it was time for something radical.

Ever since the accident, the ‘event’ the experts named it, or whatever you want to call it, my life has changed forever.

So, with a new phone number, a one-way bus ticket out of nowhere and an overpriced promise of a room in a shared house in Acton in London (which later I was to discover was really a large cupboard), my new life and adventure had begun.

I tingled with possibility and adventure. I wanted this soo much, so bad, to be bad, to be so very bad.

Before leaving Nowhereville, I had already lined up my first London job as a barista at the Seattle Coffee Company. Knowing nothing about making ‘fancy city’ coffee, I had, shall we say, exaggerated my experience in my application. Being used to learning on my feet, I soon picked up the skills needed to deliver the best frothy cappuccino in Acton.

And it was one of my now famous frothy cappuccinos over which I first saw her.

Every day She would come into the shop and order coffee. I don’t think that she noticed me the first few times that I served her, but finally last week, I made eye contact, smiled, and lingered long enough to let her know I was available.

That lingering look had led directly to this moment. To an invite to share tonight with her. As well as share it with her mysterious friends.

So Christina Aguilera on the giant video screen, thumping into my body, pulsating in my ears…

It’s the School Disco, a club in London, and the floor is awash with short pleated skirts, tight white shirts bursting with underwired bras, pigtails and that happy look on so many faces that happens after taking little white pills.

This is where I met them.

The three people who were to become the trio who would invite me, no thrust me, into my new life. They would deflower me, both emotionally and in reality, and in the most deliciously physical way too.

Standing on the edge of the dance floor, a glass of cheap wine in hand, being hit on, time and again by boys who reminded me of my old vanilla life, I looked into the crowd. Searching for THE woman, the one I had fantasised about since we first met. Someone I hoped so desperately was just like Christina Aguilera… dirty.

Scanning the dance floor for her, I locked eyes. Not with her, but with another woman.

I flushed as the stare was so intense.

I would later find out her name was Ruby. Her black hair was long and wild and shaved on one side. The whites of her eyes glowed in the dark, rimmed by jet-black eyeliner and heavy eye shadow. Her white shirt was not tight but baggy, revealing her body to be lithe, taut and flat-chested. Sure, like every girl here, she wore a red tartan pleated miniskirt, but it hung off her frame rebelliously.

Ruby was definitely never in the ‘in-crowd’. To her, they would be bitches. To them, she would be the school slut.

Her long legs, wearing black lace top hold-up stockings, ended in what seemed to be the biggest and shiniest patent black Doc Martens I had ever seen. I liked her. I wanted to be close to her.

As she danced to the pulsating rhythm, she didn’t break that electric eye contact with me.

I was out of my depth, and she could sense that.

I liked being out of my depth. And she could sense that too.

While I looked the embodiment of a schoolgirl, out of her comfort zone and in a grown-up nightclub for the first time, inside, I was raging hard for the sexual adventures of a young woman in her prime. One who had never tasted the forbidden… to tease, lick, suck, to slide my tongue around, inside and up and down… To devour. And to be devoured. Oh my, I was flushing hard between my legs.

And then there was my secret. Oh god, maybe I should have stayed put in my invisible life back in Nowhereville? Where it was safe. Where my secret would remain just that. A secret.

Fuck me, I knew this was the night it would all change for me. For better or worse.

Ruby’s sultry stare snapped me from my scowling trance, and I smiled, suddenly self-conscious and embarrassed. I averted my gaze. I had only ever dreamed that I could dress like this, AND be out in the real world with people.

It was electrifying.

One deep breath later and I was drawn back to Ruby.

I now saw that she was not alone. She was one-third of a three-way, an all-dancing and gyrating threesome.

On the other side was… THE WOMAN! Isobel, the one who had invited me just days ago.

Her explosive smile and warm face seemed to never be a moment away from fits of laughter. She grinned, aware that I had already fallen under the dominant trance of Ruby.

Isobel’s long dark hair was tied in braids and two long pigtails. She looked like she could innocently suck a lollipop and cause minor car accidents in doing so.

She moved her hair from her sweaty brow, her long fingers ending in scarlet red nails that counterpointed her elegant and playful manner. Tall, she also wore black lace-top stockings, but with more feminine black patent and shiny knee-length six-inch platform heels. Combined with her pleated tartan miniskirt, her legs seemed to go on forever.

At five foot six, while lean and taunt, my tiny body seemed diminutive compared to the Amazonian physique of Isobel.

Later I would find that she loved Pilates. My self-taught passion for Yoga, learned from a stack of DVDs from Woolworths, would prove to be a place where we could meet mentally AND physically. As well as playfully spar over which technique was better. I was, of course, always right.

Between these two girls was Sasha.

I don’t want to say too much about him here, as he proved to be the biggest surprise, and I will keep that for later. I would also discover that while he was tight with these two cherry bombs, he was also a visitor. Sometimes regular. Sometimes not. And so we called him Sometimes-Sasha, not only because of his visitation habits, but because SOMETIMES he was an entirely different Sasha. And that ‘other’ Sasha was divine, dirty and a downright diva.

The three were now turned sideways, huddled tight, moving as one as they gyrated with the music.

In the dark of the club, fitfully illuminated by flashes and amidst the smoke and lasers, I could see Ruby had worked her hand down into Sasha’s pants.

My heart rate soared.

And I could see that Sasha had worked his hand down the front of Isobel’s panties.

The spinning nightclub lights, like a strobe, teased momentary glimpses of white cotton briefs, black lace stocking tops and fingers in forbidden places.

Ruby switched around and slid her hand into Isobel’s panties too, while kissing her exposed neck. All this time, she never broke eye contact with me.

Isobel, now pulsating with pleasure, seemed lost. Intoxicatingly, I wondered how many fingers were inside her? I watched in envy as her hands caressed her breasts, then up and into her hair. Her long red fingernails, the same ones that had momentarily connected with my fingers in the coffee shop three days ago, traced across her sweaty face. She opened her eyes and shot a magnetic glance over at me. Her lips parted in a hedonistic smile, drunk on her own wave-after-wave of pleasure. Her body tightened and her eyes closed again as Ruby worked her that bit harder, re-establishing herself as alpha. She was in total control of the threesome. She was also in total control of me. She knew it. I knew it. She liked it. I fucking loved it.

She nodded an invitation to me to join them.

I hesitated.

With her now free hand, Ruby extended her finger, her black nails contrasting with Isobel’s scarlet ones, and motioned for me to join them.

It felt like her fingers had already penetrated me, and she was drawing me closer.

Again, I hesitated. Ruby was having none of it.

I knew there was no escape.

I stepped closer, seeing her more clearly now. Her ears were adorned with more earnings than I could count. And there was a certainty in her eyes that I was now hers.

She motioned for me to come closer. She was still dancing to the pounding beat as I complied and approached. Stepping forward, she wrapped her arm around my waist roughly, then, with sublime confidence, pulled me close. Intimate. Sweatily and still moving to the rhythm of the music, she breathed the words into my ear, ‘do you want to join us and play?’

My chest heaved.

I nodded submissively.

She smiled, took me by my hand, and the small group opened up, swallowing me whole.

I was now inside the private party that was once a threesome. And now with me, a foursome. And I was pulsating along with them.

Bodies rubbed against me, hot breath filled the air, hands, so many fucking hands, touched and explored me. I was quickly lost in an overwhelming wave of erotic energy.

Ruby pulled me back from the brink, then up close to her and commanded me, ‘finger her and wank him off…’

I paused, Sasha and Isobel knowingly watching and waiting for my next move.

The beat of the music crescendoed and I was overcome… I slid my hands into places I had only ever dreamed of in my bed back home in Nowhereville, while wanking myself into orgasmic pleasure for the seventh time on a rainy Saturday.

Ruby leaned in, licking my ear, then hoarsely uttered, ‘Good girl’.

She bit my ear hard, it burned, and I liked it. She then blithely slid one hand up my top and around my breast. Her other hand was already on my lips as she slid two fingers into my mouth so that I could taste Isobel.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

The music, eyes, fingers, breath, lips, tongues, and bodies, all deliciously coiled into an all-consuming singularity of hedonism.

This was the start of my sexual misadventures with Ruby and the gorgeous Isobel, who I had met just days earlier in the coffee shop. And, of course, Sometimes-Sasha too.

Later that night, I would discover everything about Sometimes-Sasha. It would be revealed that he was not just a guy who was lucky enough to land two stunning occasional fuck buddies in Ruby and Isobel. No. Sasha, when he wanted to be, was every inch a gorgeous woman.

Red heels, scarlet sequin minidress, black lace-topped hold-up stockings, vermillion fingernails, cascading blonde wig (though I preferred the short cropped hair she styled so sexily), the longest lashes. Oh-la-lah! And with a magnificent cock that ALWAYS tasted best when I shared it with my two new best girlfriends.

Tonight I wondered if my secret would be revealed. And if it was, there would be no way to return THAT genie into the bottle. Nor did I want it to.

This is MY initiation.

Welcome to my secret adventures. I dare you to read on.
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Chapter 2

The world was spinning.

The deep thud of dance music had already synchronised with the pounding of my heart. Breathe, I kept telling myself. Just breathe. This is what you wanted after all, isn’t it?

Perched on the edge of the toilet lid in a cubicle in the ladies, I began to slow everything down as I had learned to do after the ‘incident’. With each new chorus of music from the dance floor, I dimmed the outside world hubbub, and I could feel my heartbeat abate, my breathing becoming calmer and deeper. Control was returning.

As I relaxed, my mind began to reflect, with a little excited glee. I had never dreamt that my first sexual encounter with a woman would be, well, yes, with more than one at once! And on a dance floor. A dance floor! And with such overwhelming sensual, erotic and emotional intensity that I would need to escape to the ladies just to avoid fainting. While the idea of waking on the floor among an infinite sea of high heels and legs in black stockings would normally be appealing, tonight it was not.

Had I stumbled into heaven I mused? Or maybe hell? No, I was in a place that was the best parts of both of those imagined realities. Except this was real. Very real. Heart-stoppingly real.

The clatter of high heels, the giggles of drunk girls and the occasional snort or ‘one-line-or-two’ hedonism, all flooded back into my consciousness as I returned to my temporary and self-imposed toilet cubicle cell.

Breathe.

OMFG. Was this happening?

Could tonight get any more intense? Or weirder?

As it turns out, it could. And it would.

Back in control now, I smiled to myself. Then giggled. What a rollercoaster.

And I was loving it.

I was exactly where I wanted to be.

I adjusted my black lace top stockings until they looked perfect. I wanted to look my most divine self for the girls. Holding out my hand and admiring my red-tipped nails, I drew them close to my nose and breathed in the aroma of arousal.

Fuck booze or drugs.

This was the only thing I needed to get high tonight.

Slipping each finger past my soft and wet lips and onto my tongue, I could momentarily relive the taste of Isobel and Ruby. And the mysterious Sasha. What an aphrodisiac.

Outside the booth, I heard a short commotion as black Doc Martens appeared at the foot of the door of my safe haven.

Ruby.

She banged on the door and snarled above the noise of the crowded bathroom, ‘New girl… What are you doing in here?’

**

I love movies. Tonight, with each passing moment, it felt more and more like I wasn’t just in a movie, but I was the star – of an arthouse adult film directed by Quentin Tarantino.

Without the violence of course.

It was pretty much what would happen if he were given an unlimited budget to make the kind of beautiful porn that we all secretly watch and adore.

Back on the dancefloor, Ruby led the way through crowds of pulsating girls. It was an ocean of femininity - short pleated skirts, pigtails, high heels, stockings and a clear desire to get laid. Or go home defeated. And not a single one of these girls I suspected would accept defeat.

The pheromones had passed saturation point, and the sweaty bodies throbbed as if part of a dirty, pretty, sexy, breathless orgy that was inexorably gaining unstoppable momentum.

Some of the dancers clearly knew Ruby, as they would part like the waves of the red sea upon making eye contact with her. I followed in her wake, along with Isobel and Sometimes Sasha, who always seemed to be sauntering behind, enjoying the envious crowd eyeing us up. Isobel took my arm and wrapped a gold-coloured band around my wrist. VIP lounge access. VIP? Where are we going?

Ruby led us to a doorway flanked by red velvet curtains and two bouncers. A red rope held back the ‘wannabe girls’ who loitered for a glimpse of someone famous. Relishing the game, Ruby slid on a pair of huge sunglasses, then raised her hand to cover her face as though she were a celebrity, and passed by the gawping girls.

Was she a big deal, and I hadn’t noticed?

‘Is she famous?’ I asked Isobel.

Giggling, Isobel replied in her Romanian accent, ‘No, she just loves to pretend that she is.’

Strutting, Ruby approached the bouncers, and without hesitation, the red rope was raised, and she swaggered in like a million bucks of cocky Queen. Isobel, myself and Sasha followed, one bouncer eying me suspiciously as I was a new face. I raised my armband for him to see, half expecting to be kicked back into the crowd. But like a fairytale, I was not.

Instead, I found myself like a princess in a new and exhilarating kingdom. Dreamlike, I was being pulled down a dark corridor, the walls painted deep scarlets and purples. I was Alice tumbling down to who-knows-where. Finally, we burst through double doors and into a place I had only ever heard of in myth.

The nightclub VIP lounge.

Stopping dead in my heels, I instinctively knew this was a world that I had never experienced before. I felt the immediate seduction of control, calm intimacy, privacy and most hedonistic of all, power.

At one end was a bar, staffed by a woman covered in tattoos, hundreds of piercings, and dressed entirely in black rubber. Did I want to lick her or run from her? I have no idea.

At the other end of the room was a series of open partitions, each with a large bed covered in red velvet and mountains of cushions. Couples and small groups casually lounged. They reclined and draped themselves across the beds, as well as each other. Some were chatting and laughing. Others, without a thought for being watched, were kissing and getting it on. I flushed between my legs. I had never seen people so openly fucking.

Women in black rubber rabbit costumes, with giant rabbit ears and pink signs on their asses reading ‘Don’t Fuck With This Bunny’, served drinks from silver platters. No one touched them. No one even thought about it. That would have been rude for this group of people.

Isobel beamed as I looked around at her, my jaw open. She playfully put her finger under my chin and closed my gaping jaw, reminding me to get my shit together as we were in a sanctified church of debauchery. Taking my arm, she reassured me in her silken accent, ‘don’t worry. I look after you. Come.’

Gently she led me into one of the empty bedroom cubicles. I don’t mind admitting, we looked like a searingly hot couple. I could feel eyes following us from inside darkened cubicles, hoping that we might find our way into their private pleasures.

But we headed for our own.

Entering, we climbed onto the bed, and I took a deep breath again. Stay calm. This is what you want. What you have been aching for, for so long. Looking back out now, the logic of the room hit home. I could no longer see into any other cubicle, only to the bar area where Ruby was chatting with Sasha and two other tall and elegant women, their backs to us.

From inside the cubicle, you could enjoy a kind of open privacy.

There was a lone audience, with one couple sitting near the bar. She was adorned in gorgeous black rubber and dominatrix heels. He, in a razor-sharp suit and a curious superhero-like mask. Silently they sipped their drinks while mesmerically watching the shows from each booth. Shows I could not see, but I was certain were worth the price of attendance.

A waitress approached and Isobel placed a credit card on her silver tray, adding, ‘the usual, please’. Turning to me, she continued, ‘and extra glasses. Enough for us all.’ Gliding backwards, the waitress withdrew silently.

Isobel locked eyes with me, her feminine intensity overpowering me into immediate and complete submission.

Moving closer, she huskily whispered, ‘would you like me to kiss you?’

My hesitation was met with a seductive advance.

Isobel’s lips met mine, and I was immediately beguiled. I wanted her to touch, stroke, squeeze and lick me everywhere. I lay back slightly as she mounted me, kissing more passionately, her fingers running up into my hair, our tongues teasing each other.

I began to lose control.

Breathe, I needed to keep my composure, or it might happen.

But maybe it should happen?

Maybe my truth should be known?

Tonight.

Fuck it.

Reclining back fully, I opened my legs a little to signal that I wanted her between them. Fingers, tongue, lips… everything.

A loud clink to my side broke me from my escalating arousal as the waitress placed a bottle of champagne and empty glasses beside the bed. A moment later, Ruby slumped into the bedside chair, taking the champagne and pouring a drink for herself. Downing a fast mouthful, she looked around at Isobel and me. ‘Carry on.’ She commanded, deadpan.

Isobel howled into laughter, tossing a cushion at Ruby, who expertly avoided spilling a drop of her fizz. Crawling over me now, Isobel’s weight and warmth pressed exquisitely against me. She poured more champagne into the remaining glasses while slowly and knowingly grinding her crotch against mine. Pulling back, she passed a glass to me with a naughty smile. I didn’t hesitate and took a long hard gulp, the bubbles immediately going to my head.

‘So, new girl,’ Ruby announced, ‘the question is this. Do we take you home tonight?’ She drilled a dominating stare into me - hard. ‘Or’, and Ruby pointed to the entrance to our booth, ‘do we take her home with us?’

Curious, I looked around to see a gorgeous woman at the entrance to our cubicle. Blithely, she waved hello at us. Wearing a deep red satin basque with a black crinoline dress, black stockings and black patent heels, she looked more like a burlesque performer than a schoolgirl from the school disco. Maybe she was staff? Maybe she was a mistress? Maybe she owned this place? I admired her breasts, full and overflowing.

‘Ignore her, she is so rude,’ the mysterious woman replied, leaning in to take a glass of champagne and perching on the side of the bed. Enjoying a deeper look at me, she smiled, ‘you are adorable though, where have you been hiding?’

Nowhereville in the middle of Greater Nowhere, I thought.

But I said nothing.

‘Are you playing with us tonight, lovely?’ she asked me.

I nodded slowly and silently.

‘I approve’, she added, ‘let’s play then.’

Placing her hand on my inner thigh, she slowly and sensually began to run her hand upward along my leg, her fingers and fingernails oh so slowly tracing along the nylon of my stockings. ‘And what’s your name, cutie?’ she asked.

‘Hannah’, I just about managed to breathe out.

The woman moved her hand up my thigh even further, passing the lace tops of my stockings to find my moist panties. Expertly and without breaking eye contact, she explored me with her fingers. Enjoying the aroma of the champagne from her glass at the same time, she took a mouthful and swallowed before withdrawing her fingers and tasting them slowly.

‘Champagne and you. Delicious.’

Ruby snorted a laugh.

The woman offered me her fingers, slowly sliding them past my lips and into my mouth. Behind me, I could feel Isobel slowly bringing every part of her body closer to mine, her free hand moving across my tummy to play with my breast and nipple. I felt her hot breath on my neck as she began to play with my ear with her tongue.

I felt myself losing control again. Breathe.

Ruby abruptly announced, ‘So the answer is, YOU, new girl, you can come home with us tonight. And I need to get changed out of this ridiculous school uniform.’ Taking a long glug straight from the champagne bottle, Ruby collected her things and prepared to leave.

The woman on the edge of the bed smiled at me. ‘I guess it was not meant to be tonight? Maybe next week, cutie?’ She extended her hand as a belated handshake, which I accepted. ‘My name is Sabrina. I hope to play with you soon.’

She stood to leave as Ruby called out.

‘Hey, Sabbie!’

Sabrina stopped, slowly turning on her heel.

‘So, the new girl? Does she do it for you?’ she taunts.

There is a pause as Sabrina considers.

Ruby doesn’t give her a chance to answer. ‘Show us your lady cock then. Let’s see if the new girl gets you hard.’

Isobel squeals in delight.

Sabrina playfully recoils, ‘that’s no question for a lady!’ she protests in mocking innocence.

Ruby steps forward, deftly slipping her hand up Sabina’s skirt.

Up close and personal now, Ruby’s raw and inexhaustible sexuality overpowers Sabrina. ‘I know you like that, you dirty bitch’, growls Ruby under her breath as she slowly and rhythmically begins to work whatever is in Sabina’s panties.

‘Yes… Ahh… Yes, I do, my Queen,’ breathed Sabrina, suddenly powerless.

Ruby smiles, enjoying her total control as she increases the pace of her tranny hand job.

Then without breaking eye contact with Sabina, she relates to us rather matter-of-factly, ‘She’s hard. She’s fucking huge. She’s wet too. She likes you, new girl.’ Ruby returns a faux innocent gaze to Sabrina now, taunting in a baby voice, ‘or is it me, Sabbie, you like me giving you this dirty hand job?’

Now drifting into unstoppable arousal, Sabrina just about manages to utter, ‘I do. You know I do, my Queen… Oh, please don’t…

‘Queen? I’m not the Queen, ' Ruby sneers, nodding to Sasha, ‘she’s the Queen.’ Now so close as to whisper, Ruby delights as she reminds Sabrina, ‘I’m the bitch.’

Ruby promptly stops and swaggers out of the booth, grabbing a tissue for her hand and calling back to Isobel and me with a fake posh accent, ‘Come on ladies!’

Gleefully she fired back at Sabina, ‘suck you later’, then spun on her heels and headed toward the exit, collecting Sasha as she went.

‘Tonight will be fucking hot, Ruby is on fire’, Isobel whispers into my ear as we quickly clamber from the bed to follow.

Sabrina, all dressed up with no one to blow, sits down and crosses her legs. She fans herself and lets out a long hot breath. ‘Roll on next week then’, she just about manages under her breath.

***

I know I told you I love movies. Have you seen Kill Bill? Remember that scene with Lucy Lui where she and her gang are all walking in slow motion, with crazy cool music, looking fucking awesome? That was us as we left the School Disco. I swear we walked in slow motion. The music was just for us. Ruby at the head of her gang, the rest of us following, each of us pumped up to eleven and ready to fucking unleash god only knows what kinds of unspeakable pleasures in the bedroom.

I knew at this moment, that I was with the people I needed to be with.

I wanted more.
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Chapter 3

The apartment was spacious and modern, with huge windows overlooking the river and the city.

At night it was magical.

It was nothing like my west London cupboard with a bathroom shared between six of us.

Sitting alone on an enormous sofa, I gazed at the colossal artwork adorning the walls. All originals, large and modern. I don’t know why, but it intimidated me a little. I knew nothing of modern art. Though, my god, I wish I could surround myself with such overwhelming paintings of abstract sexual union between women.

Sensually, the slow rhythm of Morcheeba drifted across the dimmed room.

I had felt woozy in the cab on our way back from the School Disco, and the fizz had gone to my head. And I was still buzzing from the adventure and the initiation into my new sexual misadventures with Ruby, Isobel and the enigmatic Sometimes-Sasha.

Gladly the wooziness had passed. And again, I was trembling. No. I was almost vibrating. Not fear. Pure adrenaline excitement.

Isobel silently emerged from the shadows of the bathroom. She was still dressed in her School Disco uniform, as was I. She headed to the kitchen and poured two large glasses of water, joining me on the sofa. ‘Drink. We both are dehydrated a little. You will need fluids,’ she whispered.

We drank our full glasses together. Slowly. Intimately.

She slid in closer, reaching down and adjusting the hem of my red tartan miniskirt.

‘Cute, where you get it?’

‘Online’, I replied.

‘Yeah, forget the high street for this kind of outfit. Have you been to Camden market yet?’ she questioned.

Sheepishly I responded, ‘No, not yet?’

She smiled knowingly, ‘I take you, you will love it. People like us, we can be ourselves there. So much to buy. So much shiny, girlie, pretty…’ Leaning in closer, she whispered under her breath, ‘…and just a teeny-weeny bit dirty. Do you want to be a dirty girl tonight? With me? With us?’

I thought my heart was about to explode out of my chest. Her unbreaking eye contact, deep eye shadow and eyeliner was so intense. Her long fingers with scarlet nails playing with my miniskirt, and now slowly moving to my thighs. It was a tsunami of erotic feminine girl-on-girl seduction. In simultaneous terror and ecstasy of what might be coming, I respond, barely audible, ‘Yes. Yes, I do. Very much.’

She was close to me now, and her intensity and beauty were overwhelming. I could also sense the scent of her own arousal. That drove me even wilder.

‘Would you like to kiss me this time?’ she breathed in that intoxicating Romanian accent.

‘Yes,’ I replied.

She smiled, her deep red lips parting ever so slowly as her entire body moved in oh so close. I could feel her warmth and weight as she gently pressed her body into mine. Breathing deeper now, she whispered, ‘then do it…’

I looked up and into her eyes.

This was it.

The moment I had dreamed of.

Fantasised about for so long.

Something I wanted so bad.

All I saw in her eyes was desire and openness. She was gorgeous, and I felt utterly unable to break eye contact. And so she did it for me, closing her eyes and leaning in slightly, inviting my lips to meet hers.

We kissed. Slowly. Delicately. Sensually. We kissed as women kiss.

She pulled back, smiling and breathing deeply.

‘Do you want to touch me?’ she breathed again.

‘Yes,’ I just about managed.

‘Then touch.’

Isobel lay back on the sofa, opening up her arms and then her legs just slightly, letting me know every part of her delicious, lithe body was available to me.

From across the apartment, a door opened and Sometimes-Sasha stepped into the hallway.

Holy shit!

Startling and stunning would be an understatement.

Tall and slender, she wore a black sequin minidress, black lace top stockings and eight-inch red heels. Her short-cropped brown hair was now arrestingly styled and offset by her huge earrings, smoky eyes and vermillion lips. She carried a persona that was every bit the most glamorous woman I had ever seen. She owned the room. And she knew it.

Catlike, she slinked over to the armchair across from us and saying nothing, slipped into the recliner, crossing her impossibly long legs while checking her nails. Casually she glimpsed up, ‘Carry on, I will watch… and maybe wank.’

I looked back to Isobel who, eyes closed now, was sinking deeper into the sofa and her own sexual arousal. Her hands slowly ran across her breasts as her chest heaved, then down to her thighs.

Without looking at me, she seductively whispered again, ‘touch me…’ Raising her long left leg behind me on the sofa while dropping her right leg and foot to the floor, she exposed her pale thighs at the top of her black lace top stockings. Her legs were so impossibly long and toned, the black nylon simply divine to touch, and of course, she kept her heels on. What girl doesn’t know that the best time to wear high heels is when you are lying on your back?

I moved closer and between her parted legs and gently caressed her inner thighs. The sensation of the nylon on my fingertips was delicious, and she clearly enjoyed my sensitive and slow caress too.

I knew I needed to make this moment last, to pace myself for what I hoped would be an endless pleasure for us all.

The sound of another door opening and closing, and Ruby strutted into the room like a bitch boss.

‘Starting without me ladies? Naughty naughty.’ she announced.

Donning her huge sunglasses, a black feathered fascinator in her hair and a lit cigarette hanging from her mouth, she oozed alpha female sexuality.

She was dressed in an insanely tight black rubber pencil skirt, faux black fox stole around her shoulders, a rubber bodice with matching shoulder-length opera gloves, six-inch black patent platform heels and, of course, black nylons.

Astonishingly, Ruby trumped Sasha for raw sexual prowess.

And that was something.

I figured that there were very few people on planet earth who could achieve this. And both of these vixens were just a few feet away from me now, like coiled springs of explosive erotic energy.

And unlike Sasha, who nonchalantly ignored me, Ruby made me the focus of her energy.

Impeccably presented for a fantasy night of fucking, no one would have guessed from how she looked, that she had spent four hours on the dance floor gyrating to trance music. For her, that was all foreplay.

This game, the one that we were now playing, was for her, the main course and delicious dessert combined.

Ruby perched on the edge of the recliner next to Sasha, also crossed her legs and fixed her gaze on me.

‘We’ll watch…’ she dryly announced in a diabolically clipped English accent, drawing hard on her cigarette.

‘Isobel likes us to watch. So. We will watch. Carry on.’

Watch?

Ooooh! The penny dropped.

This was Isobel’s kink.

She liked an audience.

She wanted to be watched.

That changed everything.

If there was one thing I knew all too well, it was fantasies and how to make them real. I had been living my own fantasy every waking hour since the accident a year earlier.

I glanced at Ruby one last time. Stone-faced and with smoke escaping from her open mouth, she reminded me of Marla from Fight Club. Her only movement was her left foot which slightly kicked back and forth. Every inch of her told me she was waiting. And her patience was running thin.

A gentle gasp from Isobel brought my attention back to her. She was now slowly gyrating and breathing hard, her legs even wider, her right hand inside her black lace panties as she slowly worked herself.

‘Isobel’, I whispered…

‘Yes,’ she breathed back to me as she continued to finger herself.

‘Isobel darling, do you want me to lick you?’

‘Mmmh, yes…’

‘Do you want me to slowly finger your clit, darling?’

‘Mmmh, oh yes…’

‘Are you wet enough for me?’

‘To taste you?’

‘To lick you?’

‘To finger you?’

‘But slowly’.

‘Very slowly?’

‘Yes,’ she whispered.

‘OK, I have one condition… Just one.’

I felt the sensual power of taking charge of this fantasy rush through me. I glanced over at Ruby and Sasha, who watched silently.

‘My condition is that Ruby and Sasha watch us as I slowly lick your pussy… I promise to lick you so slowly that it will take an impossibly long time for you to cum. Do you want that?’

Isobel gasps again, ‘yes’.

‘They will watch all of it. Are you sure you want that?’ I asked again.

‘Yes…’

‘I don’t think you do’, I lied convincingly.

‘I do, please… I do…I want them to watch us,’ she moaned.

‘And’ I added, now looking directly at Ruby, ‘one more condition for our audience. That Ruby slowly, ever so slowly, wanks Sasha as they watch us fuck. Would you like that?’

It was as though a slow-motion orgasmic bomb released its energy inside Isobel, who could no longer speak, only breathe and moan.

The tiniest glimmer of a smile broke on Ruby’s lips.

Sasha raised a gorgeously plucked and defined eyebrow, ‘Oh she’s good. We may need to keep this one’.

Reaching down, I took Isobel’s hand, which was now fingering herself dangerously close to fever pitch, and I gently pulled it from her black lace panties.

Bringing her wet fingers to my lips, I breathed in her scent before taking her fingers into my mouth like a lollipop. Innocently I looked over to Ruby and Sasha as I slowly savoured the taste of Isobel.

‘Tonight, only I can touch Isobel. And no one touches me. You can just watch.’

Sasha smiled broadly and cackled deliciously, ‘Oh yes, she IS a keeper’.

Slowly Sasha raised her black sequined minidress above her lace top stockings and kicked one leg over the arm of the chair, opening herself up. Ruby ignored this. Sasha pulled back her silk panties to reveal the most gorgeous cock I had ever seen. Not too big, not cut, wet at the tip and shaved. Her cock was surrounded by what would normally be the sacred preserve of femininity. Lace, nylon, sequins, minidress and, of course, heels. My god, hers was the first cock I really, and I mean really, wanted to suck.

‘Well, this is new’, Sasha playfully flirted with Ruby, a wicked grin on her face. ‘YOU wanking me while we watch the new girl and Isobel fuck’.

‘Well?’ Sasha invited Ruby, ‘I am waiting…’

Ruby paused.

The atmosphere explosive.

Ruby took a long hard drag from her cigarette, dismounted her chair and crouched in front of Sasha. Her long black opera gloves were about to get very messy. She reached out and slowly took Sasha into her gloved hand and very slowly began to move up and down her shaft.

Taking another long draw for her cigarette, she looked back at me. ‘Now you’, she commanded in that clipped accent that gave away her public school education, ‘lick her. But slowly. Very slowly. We will watch, won’t we Sasha darling. We will watch while I slow-wank this fabulous ladycock.’

Sasha was already drifting in and out of ecstasy, one minute focused on our performance, the next lost in her oh-so-kinky handjob. And a handjob from our femme fatale in rubber, and lace, with so many piercings, wearing black nylon stockings, cigarette in hand and sunglasses down her nose now, so that she could watch our show that bit better.

It was almost impossible to turn away from this diva and tranny handjob performance. It was such a divine and debouched sight. But I knew I must.

I positioned myself more comfortably between Isobel’s legs, slowly pushing them further apart to gently assert my dominance and invite her submission. I took my time, moving closer to her mound, which was shaved save for a small tuft of pubes. She was wet, and her scent was strong and intoxicating.

I waited there for as long as I dare, letting her feel my body heat and my hot, sultry breath on her lips.

The silent moment lasted for an erotic eternity.

Then my tongue slid delicately between her lips.

The warm and salty taste of arousal immediately caused me to flush between my own legs. But I needed to stay focussed on her pleasure, not my own right now. Running my tongue slowly up and down her lips, I nuzzled her, wanting her scent on my mouth and face so that she could taste herself on my lips when we kissed later.

My tongue firmly parted her lips and immediately found her engorged clit. I circled it slowly, Isobel now reaching down, her fingers running through my hair slowly.

Oh god, I was so turned on. Must focus. Can’t let go yet.

I increased the pace and strength, teasing her harder and faster with my tongue. From above, I slid my thumb between her lips, meeting my tongue on her clit as I began to work it harder and faster.

Keeping the pressure and pace up with my thumb, maintaining the rhythm, I knew Isobel would come quickly. And so abruptly, like the clit-tease I knew myself to be, I sat up, slowing the pace with my thumb and turning my attention to Ruby and Sasha.

And what a stunning sight they were.

I had been so engrossed in exploring Isobel with my tongue that I had forgotten about the erotic atomic reactor silently vibrating behind me.

Sasha was still reclined, her long black stockinged legs over each arm of the chair, giving ample access to her divine and smoothly shaved cock. Her impeccably plucked and pencilled eyebrows were furrowed in arousal, her long lashes fluttering slowly, her teeth playfully biting her lip. She was in heaven.

Unseen to Isobel and me, Ruby had removed her rubber pencil skirt and had hiked her leg over Sasha’s leg as she reclined into her own chair. Her legs were wide and inviting, and I could see a shock of black pubes covering her pussy.

Her long, toned legs looked mesmeric in her lace top black stockings. The white of her midriff was a stark contrast to the black nylon and rubber surrounding it. She was still slow-wanking Sasha, her fingers in her long black opera gloves expertly working the wet tip.

Sasha had reached over, her long scarlet fingernails now exploring the mystery of Ruby’s black pubes. Sasha smiled as I could tell she had slid her middle finger into Ruby, no doubt finding her wet and hard clit.

Ruby made no expression. She dragged hard on her cigarette and maintained eye contact with me.

Oh god, it was beyond erotic, sensual and sexually charged. I so wanted to let myself go. But not now. Not yet.

With her free hand, Ruby summoned us over. I looked to Isobel, who was now clambering up and grinning. Did she know what was going to happen?

‘New girl, Isobel, come to me…’

Isobel didn’t hesitate and, on all fours, sensually crawled across the room to Ruby and Sasha.

‘New girl!’ Ruby commanded.

‘It’s Hannah’, I defied playfully.

Ruby smiled. It was an expression I had not seen on her face, and it felt more like a trap than an invitation. She spoke, more softly now, ‘Hannah darling, would you join us? I have a question for you?’

Playing the game, I got down on all fours and crawled across the room, taking my place next to Isobel, she in front of Sasha, with me in front of Ruby.

My eyes were drawn to Sasha’s hand, her long fingers and red fingernails exploring the black shock of Ruby’s pubic mound, her middle finger disappearing deep into Ruby and moving rhythmically. I looked over to Isobel who was gazing at the cock in front of her, and Ruby’s hand expertly wanking it ever so slowly, taking time to run the fingers of the opera gloves over the wet tip.

‘So new girl. Sorry. Hannah. And Isobel darling. What will it be?’ questioned Ruby.

‘Cock or pussy for you both?’

I thought for a moment that I may faint.

But I had no time to do so as Ruby had already taken her hand, the one that had been wanking Sasha and offered it to us. She then took Sasha’s hand from her own pussy, now drenched in her pheromones and glistening wet, and also offered it to us.

‘Lick our fingers and choose’, commanded Ruby.

A moment later and we were kissing, the aroma of Isobel’s pussy on my face, mixing with the hedonistic taste of Ruby’s pussy and Sasha’s cock. Our tongues intertwined between Ruby’s fingers in an opera glove and Sasha’s scarlet-nailed ones.

I became lost in overwhelming sensual erotic energy.

‘So which will it be?’ demanded Ruby.

Isobel broke away from the kiss as Ruby returned to slow-wanking Sasha, who in turn continued to finger Ruby, not that Ruby batted an eyelid.

‘Cock or pussy?’

Isobel looked at me, and I nearly melted.

Her eyes so innocent.

‘I want you to suck her cock with me’, she breathed, ‘will you? Please? Please, baby, suck her cock with me.’

I looked to Ruby, who raised her leg, her free hand ever so slightly parting her wet lips invitingly.

‘Cock or pussy?’

I looked back to Isobel and smiled. She knew I had decided. In a heartbeat, we were devouring the shaft and tip of Sasha’s ladycock, Ruby’s fingers still playing with the tip. This moment was heaven on earth and everything I had ever dreamed of.

I heard a low hum and glanced over to see Ruby had hiked her leg up high and was pressing a small purple vibrator hard onto her clit.

‘Divine’, she growled, ‘new girl, don’t forget to finger Isobel’.

I reached over between Isobel’s parted thighs and quickly found her pussy, her clit almost vibrating itself. She was so close already.

I could not believe it. I was sucking the most gorgeous Queen’s cock, while sharing it with a beautiful princess of my dreams. A princess who I was kissing and fingering too. And all at the behest of the bitch in charge, Ruby, who I could tell was also approaching her own climax. I fucking loved Ruby.

Ruby withdrew her hand, giving Isobel and me complete control of what I could only ever imagine was the best blow job Sasha had ever had. Our warm, soft wet mouths focussing on the end of her cock now, faster and faster. Her cock began to twitch as Isobel also began tightening around my fingers.

‘Ladies’, a breathless Ruby announced, ‘Hands-only now, and eyes on me. I want to see her come on you…’

Ruby had a video camera which she had positioned to almost be a POV shot from Sasha, who was utterly lost in pleasure.

Isobel pulled back to perform for the camera and finish off Sasha with a handjob that was fast and expertly done. We kissed as we wanked Sasha and looked into the camera with innocent, dirty, pretty eyes.

The moment was too much. Isobel began to come, as did Ruby, who momentarily lost composure. And then I felt the hot splash as Sasha came and came again on the gorgeous Isobel and me.

Wave after wave of orgasm flowed through Isobel and Ruby as Sasha relaxed back and began to laugh in delight.

Isobel slowed, but Ruby continued with the vibrator. She was multiple orgasming with intensity.

I saw my chance and pounced on her, opening up her pussy while she was out of control, working her clit hard and fast with my thumb and tongue.

The moment was almost feral as Ruby writhed in surprised rapture.

She growled like a she-wolf as the intensity of her orgasm increased.

Howling in pleasure, her entire body convulsed.

Orgasm after glorious lesbian orgasm.

And then, slowly, the sensual delirium abated.

A low deep approving laughter erupted from Ruby, ‘Oh, you are good’, she breathlessly managed, taking my chin and looking me right in the eyes, her bitchy hard exterior now suddenly soft and relaxed. Ruby and I looked around at our audience, Sasha and Isobel. Sasha was already hard again and filming the action while Isobel gently fingered herself ever so slowly, a beaming smile across her face, her hair all messy and sweaty.

I was home.

I knew I had found my new family.

‘So new girl. Hannah?’ asked Ruby, ‘do you want to be in our coterie?’

I smiled. ‘Yes. I do.’

‘Now, let’s go again,’ ordered Ruby.

The Bitch was back and I loved it.
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Chapter 4

I declined multiple offers to pleasure me, to ‘finish me off’, and left soon after. It seemed tonight was not the night my secret would be revealed after all. It had remained hidden.

I did get a copy of the video though, and once home, I watched it over and over, and slowly and deliciously wanked myself into heavenly oblivion.

I was so excited to be the newest member of a ‘coterie’ of sensual hedonism.

Alongside the Queen, the Princess and the Bitch. I wondered, what would my next adventure be? No, OUR next adventure? And how soon would it be before I revealed my deepest secret? I was sure they would embrace it, but I was nervous. What if they didn’t?

Oh fuck it, I replayed the video and wanked myself into nirvana for the eleventh time.


[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: website logo] https://www.jennyraven.me
[image: twitter logo] https://twitter.com/jennyravenheels
[image: link logo] https://www.instagram.com/j_raven_cdx


Subscribe to my newsletter:
[image: newsletter logo] https://www.jennyraven.me/thank_you.html



Also by Jenny Raven

Always sensual and erotic, my books are best read fully dressed for erotic pleasure…

Kisses in heels. JRx

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

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

https://www.amazon.co.uk/Rubys-Rose-Plucking-Jenny-Raven-ebook/dp/B097HKH3Z5

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

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!

Read for free or listen to the audiobook free on my site.

OEBPS/image_rsrcHP.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcHG.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrcHK.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHU.jpg
RUBY’S ROSE

A FLOWER FOR THE PLUCKING

JENNY RAVEN





cover.jpeg
AN EROTIC TRANSLESBIAN ODYSSEY

A

85,208 er;g n
' yh e .r"irur! gin'






OEBPS/font_rsrcHJ.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrcHE.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHT.jpg
P





OEBPS/image_rsrcHS.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrcHH.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcHN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcHR.jpg





