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Foreword

Few things in this life are as divinely feminine as sheer, black hold-up stockings.

A woman wearing stockings will always turn heads. And it’s especially intoxicating if she has impeccable taste and a special kind of daring when it comes to the shoes and skirt she chooses to wear to complete her outfit. But if you are here and reading this, then you will already know that.

All that pales into insignificance though, when compared to how I feel when actually wearing black stockings. I hope you share those feeling too. Actually, I know you do, even if it’s your own dirty secret. Don’t worry. I will keep it between us.

It’s not just about how stockings look on me.

Sensational, of course.

Or how they make me feel.

Like a vixen, naturally.

Or even the hedonistic sensitivity to touch, of fingers and fingernails lightly running up my inner thigh.

Ooooh.

For me, it’s the sensual and deeply erotic sensation of a black nylon slip as it coolly glides oh so slowly over my legs. Legs wearing those ten denier nylons. That sensation. That feeling. Oh my.

If I could, I would wear lace top hold-up stockings all day and all night. Every day. Every night.

While that may be impractical, I do, however, ALWAYS insist on wearing them when writing my memoirs for you.

Always with a cute skirt of course. And my favourite boots. Usually black patent with at least six-inch heels. I have around eight pairs. I wish I could show you around my closet. You would faint. Maybe one day I will take some photos and show you.

I find that if I can get 2,000 words out of me while dressed this way, then the writing is always that bit more intense, more breathless and just damn slutty.

It’s how I like to write for you.

And how I know you like it too.

And so I have a gift for you.

A special book, ‘Ruby’s Rose’… A flower for the plucking…

It’s another episode from my own personal misadventures in the naughties, with Sometimes Sasha, my gorgeous tranny gurlfriend, delicious Isobel from Romania, and of course the queen bitch herself, Ruby.

Please do dress appropriately for this reading. I insist.

Take your time to select your sexiest minidress, black hold-up stockings and shoes, and recline on your bed with me. Stop reading now. Go on. Get dressed up for me.

OK, I hope you feel sensationally sexy. I do.

If you want to really immerse yourself in this story, enjoy the audiobook of this story. You can download it from my website, entirely free, at www.JennyRaven.com. And listen with headphones on so I can really connect with you. Use your hands to explore yourself slowly as you read or listen. And look down at your beautiful and gorgeous legs in those stockings as you slowly, oh so slowly… well, you know. Dirty girl!

OK… If you are ready for me, join me on a sensual journey back to a special night in 2004…

This is Ruby’s Rose, a flower for the plucking.
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Chapter 1

The bed was super king-size. I had never seen a bed so big. One we could all get into, and there was still space.

Funny that it was called King size though, as it was brimming with Queens, dykes, sluts and of course, me. Little girl lost and over her head.

Loungy trance music wafted across the room.

Slumped on one side of the bed was Sometimes Sasha, our gorgeous tranny, preoccupied with adjusting her stockings for maximum visual eroticism. On the far side was Isobel, our lithe and gorgeous Amazonian, lost in texting while tying her hair up into a tight ponytail.

And in the middle? Me. I thought that we were going out tonight, but now I saw that the party was in the bedroom.

Sasha was her total sex bomb self. Short cropped hair, heavy eye makeup and lippy. Long red nails and a burgundy sequin minidress. Reclined, she brought her long and gorgeous legs up, wearing black ten-denier stockings and filthy wine-red knee-high boots. She was fucking exquisite, and she knew it. Averting her eyes, she relished the magnetic draw I felt to gaze at her, and I would steal delicious glances.

Isobel giggled. This was a routine she knew all too well.

Fresh from work, she was still dressed in her executive assistant suit, hair tied up and perfectly pulled tightly back into a long ponytail. Her eyes glittered with the deep shades of red and purple of her eye shadow, accentuated by the longest lashes I had ever seen her wearing. Hoop earrings, a tight white figure-hugging blouse and a black and white chequered miniskirt that was WAY too short. Frankly, it should have got her fired as it only drew the eye to her legs that went on forever. She pulled her legs up beneath herself, the lace tops of her black stockings peeping from under the pleats of her skirt. She smiled at me knowingly as she passed me a large glass of red wine.

What the fuck was going on?

‘Drink. Relax’. Oh god, that Romanian accent of hers was such a turn-on.

Chink, she toasted, giggled, and took two big gulps.

I did the same.

My heart was now pounding, and I was already on the verge of hyperventilating.

I glanced over at Sometimes Sasha, who still nonchalantly and knowingly ignored me, running her long red nails up and down her inner thigh. Isobel smiled deeply, putting her arm around me and whispering, ‘Relax. Enjoy. Keep an open mind, yes? She makes us do this to her. Every few months.’

Do what?

The bedroom door swung open. Ruby had arrived.

‘You ready for this?’ she commanded.

OMFG, she knew how to make an entrance.

Ruby threw something silvery at me, and instinctively I caught it.

Handcuffs.

Two pairs. Two pairs? Cuffs? For who? For what? For me?

I looked up at Ruby and took her in.

Lithe and toned, her black satin cupless corset and black lace top stockings framed her lily-white midriff and crotch. She stood provocatively, feet apart, an extra eight inches taller now, thanks to her patent leather boots and heels. Long black gloves were pulled up almost all the way to her shoulders. She was ALL black and white, save for her vermillion lips.

Almost everything was clothed aside from where SHE wanted us to focus our gaze and desire. Shocking black eyeliner and eye shadow meant her eyes would drill into me when she permitted me a moment of eye contact. It took only a look from her to put me in my place.

And everywhere I dared glance was pierced or tattooed. And I mean EVERYTHING.

Her ears each wore at least ten earrings. Both nipples of her flat-chested breasts were pierced with steel bolts. A symmetrical tattoo of wings straddled her waistline before disappearing into the shocking black mess of her pubes in what looked like…

I don’t know?

I couldn’t quite make it out.

But there was something there, hiding beneath?

I was also sure more piercings would be awaiting my inspection and attention down there too.

I admit, I was desperate to run my fingers through her pubes, breathe in her scent… and taste her.

Squeezing my thighs tightly, I created a delicious wave of tension radiating from my hot groin. While I may be wet and ready to be fucked hard, something told me I would be the one waiting tonight.

You see, I was to submit to whatever Ruby had planned.

And I was ready to be her plaything.

Tonight I was ALL girl. Every inch of me an innocent slut.

I wanted it.

I wanted her.

I looked up sheepishly just in time to see a small bag tossed in my direction. It landed between my legs. I opened it and peered inside as Ruby strutted across the room like she was on an S and M catwalk.

‘It’s your turn to do me, new girl…’ she commanded.

Wait, what?

Like a cat, she mounted the bed, slid between Isobel and me, flipping onto her back and spreading her arms out and legs wide.

The invitation and intention was clear.

Isobel grinned as Sasha took her place on a seat across from the bed so she could watch. She crossed her legs and again, ignored us, checking her phone.

Fuck me. Why was that so hot? Sitting there, nearly six feet of pure sexuality, just ignoring us?

Looking down at the handcuffs, the penny dropped. They were not for me.

They were for Ruby.

Of course they were.

Isobel took a set of the cuffs, gave me a cheeky grin, and set to work, locking Ruby to her side of the bedframe. Dutifully I did the same. Up close, I could see her fingernails. They were short and looked like they had been painted black six weeks ago. I looked at my own manicured nails and really got it.

Ruby didn’t give a fuck what we thought of her.

Oh god, I wanted her even more now.

Looking around, I saw that Isobel was already rummaging in the bag. She removed a short rope and glided to the foot of the bed. Expertly she tied the rope around the leg of the bed and then to Ruby’s foot. Again, I followed her lead and tied Ruby’s other leg securely.

Spread eagled and bound, Ruby breathed hard. Isobel moved over to her face and gently and slowly tied a blindfold over her eyes, making sure she was so close as to tease Ruby with her body heat.

Now what?

Sasha was still crossed-legged, looking like a million dollars and ignoring me.

I looked to Isobel who nodded toward the bag. I reached down and tipped the contents out. A small white face towel, a blue razor and a can of shaving foam.

Turning to Ruby now, I was overwhelmed by my desire to immediately dive between her legs and lick her pussy.

I knew I was not allowed that pleasure yet.

I had a job to do.

My veins flooded with adrenaline and the delicious mix of erotic thrill, and my unleashed filthy-as-fuck slut took over.

Picking up the can of shaving foam, I shook it, mimicking the expert hand job Sasha might get if she gave me her attention. She raised an eyebrow. That was enough. The game was on.

Now, I turned 100% of my attention to Ruby, who used the slack in the rope to raise her knees and open her legs even wider. What a divine invitation.

Isobel watched from the side of the bed, captivated by our silent sexual power play.

I squirted a dollop of shaving cream into my hand and momentarily fingered the white foam mound. The slippery and voluminous sensations between my fingers a divine precursor of what was to come.

Isobel slid her long elegant fingers into my palm, playing with the cream and enjoying the sensations too.

Slowly she kissed me, our tongues intertwining, her fingers playing with the foam in my hand. I sensed myself losing control, and Isobel expertly pulled away, teasing me and keeping me on the right side of ecstasy. And always maintaining eye contact… ‘Shall we?’ she asked and nodded toward Ruby.

Kneeling down, I raised my ass into the air.

I knew that Sasha would have a front-row view up my pleated miniskirt, of my now moist panties, stretched tightly across my vulva.

I didn’t need to look.

I knew she was already watching, her beautiful cock in hand, slowly wanking herself. I imagined the view for a moment, but kept my attention on Ruby, whose aroma was intoxicating. She breathed hard as she could feel my breath just inches from her labia and her clitoris, still hidden within her wanting lips.

Gently I worked the foam into her pubes, my fingers exploring. Isobel joined me, her fingers intertwined with mine as we explored the sensations of soapy foam, warm skin and the promise of a forbidden act awaiting.

My thumb ran up Ruby’s wet lips, up to her clit, which, as expected, was engorged and – of course - pierced. I could only feel the metal of the piercing, now warm, hard and slippery. I played with it knowing the sensation would be the beginning of my own personal ruining of Ruby tonight.

Ruby breathed deeply and raised her hips slightly while widening her legs even more.

She wanted us to have full access.

As I massaged her clit with one hand, I reached down with my other hand, moving it down across my tummy and into my panties.

I began to slowly work my own clit, knowing that Sasha would see my fingers through the damp white cotton panties.

I wanted her to see this.

My god, I was wet.

I looked over at Sasha and was not disappointed.

Her long legs were wide, each in black stockings and wine-red boots, draped over the arms of the chair. One of her hands slowly worked her gorgeous cock, her fingers expertly massaging the wet tip oh so fucking slowly. Her other hand held up a camera.

She was filming!

I flushed.

This was even hotter than I imagined.

I could perform for the camera now, and later we could all rewatch it.

And while we watched, we could slowly wank, suck, lick and fuck while the video played on the projector video screen, ten feet wide.

It was going to be a long, unforgettable night of unspeakable pleasure.

Oh god, I was so turned on.

Are you turned on? I hope you are? I hope you are touching yourself while you read. I hope you are a dirty slut like me.

Now back to it…

I reached for the razor, knowing exactly what I must do, and how I would take my time doing it. I dipped it into warm water and placed it on Ruby’s lower midriff, above her winged tattoo and pubes. Slowly, oh so slowly, I dragged the razor downward, the sound of the blade gliding across her lubricated skin crackled gently in the air. Gently I shaved away her jet-black curls. Again I dragged the razor down, revealing more of the shocking red rose tattoo I had hoped would be there.

Oh how I was going to open those petals with my tongue so very soon.

I was about to make my third pass with the razor when I felt something both unexpected and delicious. Sasha’s hands on my raised ass in the air, her fingers pulling my innocent white panties to one side, and the hot, wet and oh-so-divine sensation as she slowly, so very slowly, slid her gorgeous lady cock into me in a way that only a woman could.

Her free hand moved around my thigh, across my tummy and down to my shaved mound, her fingers finding my soaked clit. She began gently working it in circular motions. I glanced over, seeing that she had positioned her video camera so that it continued to shoot… and the image on the viewfinder screen was overwhelming.

So filthy. So erotic. And I was at the centre!

As Sasha slid her perfectly sized, not-too-small-not-too-big cock, slowly and effortlessly in and out of me, I returned to Ruby. Isobel had already taken the razor and had continued to shave, wiping the remaining foam from Ruby with a warm damp cloth. The rose tattoo was fully revealed, and it was beautiful.

So vivid as to almost appear alive.

Now entirely exposed, Isobel moved her fingers up across Ruby’s lips, parting them slightly and gently to reveal her pierced clit.

‘Lick her’, she whispered in her gorgeous Romanian accent. ‘Tease her slow. Lick her even slower.’

Dutifully, my tongue met Ruby’s warm, sweet, wet and hard clit, slowly teasing the metallic piercing. I gently explored her soft lips, breathing in the aroma of her arousal. So soft, warm, moist and also hard. Hypnotically, I ran my tongue round and around, the music providing a sensual and hedonistic slow beat to follow. Feeling her raising her hips to the tease of my tongue, I drank in the moment.

The warmth of Isobel’s tongue joined mine, intertwining and gently teasing the metal of the ring that pierced Ruby’s clit. Kneeling beside me, her own ass in the air now, I knew the sight of Isobel would be too much for Sasha, and I felt her gently withdraw her cock from me. A moment later and Isobel paused for a deep breath, and it was clear that she was now getting slow-fucked from behind by a gorgeous tranny. I glanced over at the camera, the image oh so fucking dirty.

Dutifully, Sasha slid her free hand into my panties and found my waiting clit. Her fingers worked me expertly and hard. I knew I would cum if she maintained her pressure and pace.

We began to writhe and pulsate as a group, gyrating almost as one.

Rhythmic and slow, we all began to increase our pace with the music…

I thought I was going to lose my mind.

Isobel was breathing hard too.

Her tongue paused as she approached her own climax.

Her hot breath so close to Ruby’s lips.

I glanced over at the video camera and could not believe the image I saw.

It was like the Sistine Chapel of filth.

The best kind of porn, where you personally knew every one of the dirty sluts performing for the camera.

Ruby thrust her mound up, demanding I continue.

Continue I thought?

I was going to fucking finish her now.

I slid my finger inside her as my tongue moved faster and faster. Isobel began moaning as she approached her own delicious climax.

Sasha withdrew and slinked around the bed, her gorgeous cock in hand, wanking herself slowly before teasing it over Ruby’s lips. There’s nothing sexier than a tall, stunning woman, with smoky eyes, scarlet painted nails, a sexy dress and black lace top stockings slowly wanking her cock and dancing it over the lips of another woman. Especially one I am licking out.

Hungry for her cock, Ruby opened her mouth, and Sasha obliged, sliding the tip in. I watched as Ruby devoured her momentarily before Sasha withdrew, a wicked grin on her face.

Sasha continued to wank herself purposefully as Ruby strained upward to reach her shaft with her tongue and lips.

Ruby began to arch her back, her muscles tightening around my finger as I worked her clit relentlessly with my tongue.

Her crotch twitched hard, and I knew she was cumming.

Sasha whispered… ‘Ask me…’

Now spasming as she began to climax, Ruby managed some breathy words… ‘Your cock… please… oh god… please my I suck… oh GOD… please may I suck your cock…?’

‘Again…’ demanded Sasha.

‘I want to suck you off… Let me… let me suck your cock’ moaned Ruby, losing all control.

It was too late.

Ruby’s every muscle was drawing in tightly for what I could tell was an orgasm that had been planned, with at least one weeks abstinence.

Sasha continued to wank her divine cock, before slipping the tip onto Ruby’s lips and cumming herself, the hot liquid splashing across Ruby’s cheek and chin. Ruby growled and laughed as wave after wave of exquisite orgasm pummelled her body, the cum on her lips and face like icing on her own fuck-me cake.

I looked up to see Isobel, who was now, legs apart, reclined on the chair and watching wide-eyed while in the throes of finishing herself off.

Her eyes rolled back, her body tightened, and she came and came again.

The energy began to wane.

And all eyes turned to me.

The only one who was yet to come.
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Chapter 2

Twenty minutes later and the big screen glitched and lit up. Time to watch the video.

The camera focussed. In glorious technicolour, I watched as Ruby, tied to the bed and spread-eagled, was set upon by Isobel and me. A beautiful cock in the foreground of the shot being slowly wanked by long fingers and painted red nails… the camera operator.

This was going to be a masterpiece.

Lying on the bed next to me were Isobel and Ruby in their post-orgasmic afterglow. Sasha was already back in her seat, legs wide again, cock out and enjoying the show.

God, I don’t think I could ever get over how sexy that image is.

A gorgeous leggy woman slowly wanking her cock to porn that she just starred in with her lesbian fuck buddies.

In the gloom, stretching out across the bed with me, I saw long legs in stockings, high heels and calf-length boots intertwined with mine.

Isobel breathed into my neck… ‘Want me to lick you out while you watch?’

I felt a tingle in my crotch. Familiar yet surprising.

Uh oh…

Ruby watched, enjoying the seduction.

Isobel, oh so very slowly, reached down and slid her hand into my panties. A smile. A surprised look. A very surprised look.

It was then that I knew my secret was finally out.

To be continued…
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Conclusion

Welcome back, darling.

If you want to know what happened to Hannah and trust me, you do, then sign up to my newsletter at www.JennyRaven.com. I will keep messages private, short and always worth a full and filthy read. And please do leave reviews for my books.

You can also see some of my erotic artwork there, download and listen to my audiobooks (they are super hot with headphones on), and leave messages for me about your fantasies.

So do please, and give me details so that I can imagine!


[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.com
[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
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