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    It started as just a little side hustle. It was not like I needed the money, since my parents, who passed away a couple years before, left me, the sole beneficiary, quite the bundle. I was not the only child but I was the only one that seemingly was worthy of my parents. 
 
      
 
    My siblings, a brother and a sister who were older than me, kind of left on bad terms with our parents. My brother did the unthinkable, robbed a bank and killed someone in the process. He and the three others in the “team” didn’t get too far. And while he was not the one who pulled the trigger, he was part of the crime and, well, he got to suffer life in prison. And while the folks didn’t want anything to do with him, I at least tried to put a few bucks every now and then into his account. 
 
      
 
    As for my sister, well, she ran into the bad crowd at school and got hooked on drugs and alcohol. Now, mind you, she didn’t become a zombie on them but she did end up becoming a call girl somewhere out in the big city and for years we could not find her. But when mom and dad passed after getting hit in their so-called safe car, we did finally find her. She was still addicted and, as such, was also cut out of the will. I didn’t know about both being cut from the will until the attorney called and had the two of us, plus my brother on a video call, informed all of us that I was the sole beneficiary. As you can imagine, this did not go over well with the others, but they had their lives and I had, well, mine. It was not a great life, but it was a life. 
 
      
 
    You see, I am a photographer. Okay, like I said, it’s a side hustle. What I do, these days, to make ends meet, is work at a store as a cashier/stock clerk. It isn’t glamorous or anything like that but I can pay the few bills I have, squirrel a little away for something fun, not that I do anything fun, and live comfortably. 
 
      
 
    So, once all the crap from the lawyers was finished, there was some money available for me to do something with. So, I decided to take some courses at the local community college. There was something about photography that just got me interested. Of course, making MONEY at it wasn’t the thing, I just wanted to take good pictures, learn to develop film, all that jazz. Yes, photographers still use film. But I also know about digital too and use that. Photoshop and other software can do wonders, as I learned too, but sometimes the film and such captures something more real than digital. But I also learned that I could use both and have fun with it. Not everything NEEDS photoshop, but then there are times when it does wonders, once you learn how to actually USE it. And there are classes that taught me how to use it. 
 
      
 
    Then, of course, I had to go out there and try to get people to HIRE me for portraits. So, I went and put little ads here and there. It took me a little while but after some time, I would get a gig here and one there, and it helped that I had the ability to either travel for them, which was kind of neat, as well as having something of a studio in the house. Most of the time it was either a school photo for seniors in high school, occasionally a head shot for some corporate boss or other silly things like that.  
 
    But then my world kind of changed some when I got this one gentleman that wanted his picture taken for some corporate board. What did I care, since it was a gig and fairly straight forward. A couple of head shots and maybe 20 minutes tops. And I booked him at the end of the day, when I also had a few other light weight gigs going. I had a boudoir shot, using my parent’s bed and different sheets, since I really didn’t want to part with the bed but also wasn’t going to sleep in it. But with some satin or silk sheets and such, it worked pretty well. 
 
      
 
    When Oscar arrived, he was dressed casually, had a garment bag slung over his shoulder and he seemed friendly. We sat for a couple minutes as I did the necessary paperwork for the pictures. I needed to know where I was going to send them or what have you. When he said he wanted to pick them up, I had no problem with that. It was what came next that got me, though. 
 
      
 
    “So, could I also trouble you for some other shots, not just the obligatory corporate head shot?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I must charge a little extra, depending on how much more you want to do. But yeah, I can fit you in. You are the last one for the day.” 
 
      
 
    “GREAT!” I could tell he was happy but I also sensed that he was a little nervous. I wasn’t quite sure WHY he seemed that way, though, but it certainly showed. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Oscar, I guess that we should get the first shots out of the way, right? Then we can move onto the next ones.” 
 
      
 
    Oscar got up and went over to the little bathroom off to the side and ten minutes later was out in a very nice English Wool suit with his white shirt and regimental tie. He walked over, sat on the stool and after a couple of minutes, we got the pictures done and he smiled, a little shyly though. 
 
      
 
    “I have to change my clothes, if you don’t mind?” 
 
      
 
    “No problem. Take your time, Oscar.” 
 
      
 
    I watched as he left the room to change and I walked over to the lights and started to move them around. I also checked my lenses and such, since I didn’t know what he was going to want. But when I heard the sound of heels tapping on the floor, I had to stop. 
 
      
 
    When I turned, if that was Oscar, I would eat my camera! 
 
      
 
    Walking towards me was certainly NOT Oscar. She was about his size but it certainly COULDN’T be him. She was walking towards me in a definite power suit, with the short skirt and the legs it revealed were encased in nylon stockings, as I could just make out the garter tab when she moved a leg forward. And her heels were tall, at least five inches and there was no platform. 
 
      
 
    Her blouse was crisp and looked made of silk. And the jacket covering it did nothing to change the shape of her upper body, with its prominent breasts and I could just make out the lace of the bra through her blouse. 
 
      
 
    And where Oscar had short black hair, this person, this WOMAN had long, raven black hair, flowing past her shoulders. And her complexion was clear and almost porcelain. And as she walked up to me, she had a very enchanting smile on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I see that you are a little surprised, aren’t you Ron.” 
 
      
 
    All I could do was nod, because when she spoke, it wasn’t a man’s voice but a sultry feminine voice that came out. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, I am still the Oscar you know. But this is me as Opal now. And I want some shots, just like the last ones you did. Then, I will ask you to indulge me for one last set, a little more, shall we say, risqué?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and then gulped, and finally found my voice. “Sure, uhm, Opal?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ron. But I have to ask. Do you think I am hot?” 
 
      
 
    As she said it, I could not take my eyes off her red painted lips and her beautiful blue eyes. And when she reached out her hand to touch my face, lifting my chin as I guess it dropped to the floor, her touch shocked me. “I guess you do, Ron. But I want these pictures first, okay?” 
 
      
 
    I took another deep breath. Her voice was intoxicating and her touch did something to me. I then nodded, moved my lights to get her in a better light, walked around and god the shots. But this time, instead of her just sitting there, she stood at first and I got full body shots. And I didn’t realize that she was moving with me as I did the shots. 
 
      
 
    When she did finally sit down, it did reveal that she had indeed been wearing stockings, with black seams that stayed nice and straight. And she, at first, crossed her legs, looking very elegant and important. But then she did that ever-infamous move, uncrossing her legs and left them parted. I was far enough back that I could make out her panties, which were black, but even then, it seemed that this was not a man, but it had to be… 
 
      
 
    “Okay Ron, can I take a minute before we take the rest of my pictures?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Opal…” I watched as she walked back into the bathroom and I was swearing that there was no damned way that was Oscar. And not even five minutes later, out came Opal, but this time it was REALLY throwing me off… 
 
      
 
    Walking towards me was, from the waist up, a woman. The bra she was wearing showed her breasts and even her nipples, which I could now see were pierced and had small little rings through both nipples. And the bra, all its black satin fabric seemed to be doing was place them on a shelf for display. 
 
      
 
    Her stomach was toned and her waist was indeed narrow and went to her hips. This was where the garter belt was. But it was what I saw next that had me utterly shocked. 
 
      
 
    Her panties were small and, apparently, crotchless. But instead of a woman’s pussy there, or even a man’s cock, what I saw was… A steel tube! I could make out nothing BUT the steel tube, that was bent back between the legs. And those legs were still long and encased in stockings. And the heels she… or he… had on were definitely what anyone would call “fuck me” pumps… 
 
      
 
    And she walked right up to me and grabbed my hand. Then she placed it on the metal tube and as she did, she leaned in and kissed me full and hard on the lips, and even stuck her tongue into my mouth. And all I could see were her eyes and smell were her intoxicating perfume. And I responded to this, feeling myself get hard in my jeans. And I could tell that she knew it happened as she wrapped her other hand around my cock inside my jeans. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, I can tell you like me… But I want some good photos of ME! I want you to take them… And then I want to give you something to remember Opal by…” and with that, she removed her hands from me and posed, just like a model. I took my cue from that and started to take some pictures. 
 
      
 
    After a couple minutes, I came around to the situation but realized I didn’t really care all that much. But I wanted to do something a little more. 
 
      
 
    “Opal, do you maybe think that you could put something over that tube to allow me to take some pictures that will complete the feminine illusion there?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, you want me to cover my chastity, Ron? Sure, I can do that…” Opal walked over, grabbed a different pair of panties and swapped them out. Suddenly, I could not see the chastity she had on, but rather a flat front. In fact, it looked like she had something of a camel toe now. 
 
      
 
    But then she asked to take some more shots, on the bed. So, we went over to that room, and she spent the next fifteen minutes having me take photos of her there. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, can you come over here, please?” 
 
      
 
    I walked over and before I could say a word, she reached over, unzipped my jeans and pulled out my now throbbing cock. She smiled at me, saying “I’m glad its nice and hard for me, Ron! Because I REALLY want to suck it!” 
 
      
 
    With that, I looked down as she took my entire shaft down her throat and I could not believe that this guy… Girl… Whatever she was, was not only sucking my cock and drive me absolutely crazy with her technique but I was taking PICTURES of it, even while I was moaning and enjoying it! I even moaned that I was about to explode inside her mouth but that just made her…. Him… HER intensify her efforts and I lost it deep in her throat as she sucked every ounce of cum out of me! 
 
      
 
    “Oohh, you tasted so good, Ron! And you even took pictures! That’s going to be so hot! Because I want those shots too. Sooo, when will they be ready?” 
 
      
 
    It took a minute for me to get my composure back. “It will take me maybe a couple of days. The head shots should be ready tomorrow. The rest of it, depending on what you want, will take me maybe a couple of days. So, lets shoot for Wednesday of next week?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure, Ron. Let me get cleaned up.” She rolled out of the bed and walked back to the bathroom. And as she did, I could see her ass moving like a woman’s ass and those legs to die for. I then got myself all tucked back inside my jeans, seeing the red lipstick covering it. 
 
      
 
    Not even 5 minutes later, instead of Opal coming out of the bathroom, out came OSCAR, in his casual clothes that he came in wearing. I looked and could not see a single trace of Opal. And Oscar even had stubble! There was no way in hell that this happened, I thought! 
 
      
 
    “Ron, please call me when the pictures are done. And can I bring someone with me to look at the photos?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. It was definitely Oscar’s voice. “Sure, no problem.” I took Oscar’s card and walked him to the door. 
 
      
 
    “By the way, Ron, I REALLY enjoyed that” Oscar whispered in my ear as he walked out the door. 
 
      
 
    That night, as I developed the film and also went over the high resolution shots from the digital camera, I could not see a damned thing, other than the shots that had that chastity in it, that would say it was a man there. And even the shots with the chastity still had me confused. 
 
      
 
    But the next day, I went to work, barely even giving a thought to what had happened. And the next day after that, while I was working my other job, I didn’t think about it until she walked into the store… At least I was pretty sure it was her… Though this time, well, her attire was a little less conservative. In fact, it was almost sluttish! 
 
      
 
    This time she was wearing a black corset dress. And the corset was definitely snug and laced. In fact, I even noticed that there was a small lock at the bottom of the corset, peeking through the fabric of the skirt. And that skirt part barely covered past her ass before you saw the stockings. And again, she was wearing stiletto heels. 
 
      
 
    Her make up was not conservative to say the least. And she seemed to be basking in the attention she was drawing. But what I also noticed was what was around her neck, not from the front but in the back. It was a very form fitting collar and, in the back, it had some sort of very small keyhole in the back.  
 
      
 
    Opal was shopping, I could see. And I did not think that she would come into my lane at the register but she did. And she knew it was me and she could see I knew it was her. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, sweetie, could you ring this up for me please?” as I was doing just that. And then, in a lower whisper, “Do you like my outfit?” I nodded as I continued ringing her up. “And my little slave collar?” 
 
      
 
    THAT got me to stop. I looked at her. Shook my head and then finished ringing her up. “Oh, and whenever you are ready, the pictures are done” I told her. 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow good, Ron?” I nodded. She handed me the money for her groceries and left out the door, with just about every man watching her go out the door. Even some of the girls watched her. When the manager walked up to me, she was shaking her head. 
 
      
 
    “Where did that one come from, Ron?” I looked at her, wondering why she was asking me such a silly question, as if I knew her. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, she was here yesterday LOOKING for you! When I told her that you weren’t working yesterday, she left without her groceries. So, you MUST know her, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Well boss, all I know is that she, while not wearing quite THAT kind of outfit, came over to have some photo’s done. In fact, she wore executive like clothes, though her skirt was rather short. But that’s about the only difference.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, she was dressed that way yesterday. This was something else though. And let me tell you. All those swinging dicks… Oops, those young guys over there,” pointing to the guys stocking shelves and such and were all watching Opal leave, “ALL of them are worse this time than yesterday. Hell, even two of the girls were ogling her.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, sorry about that boss. I figure that I won’t have to worry about her after tomorrow since she will be coming to look at the shots for her and taking them with her. No worries, boss.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah right… But… Damn, she WAS smokin’ hot though, wasn’t she?” I looked at this woman I had known for years. She looked and smiled. “Hey, I can appreciate a woman who is not only smoking hot but has no fears about flaunting it either. Doesn’t mean I want to sleep with her. And, my wife would kill me anyways.” 
 
      
 
    At that, we both laughed. I continued with my day and everyone walked up to ask me about the woman. All I would tell them was that I had taken her picture but that was about all I would tell them. I still had a hard time believing that the woman was Oscar. Not that it would matter, or at least so I thought at the time. 
 
    

  

 
   
    TWO 
 
      
 
    The next morning, I woke up and started to set up for the viewing of the photos. A couple of high-resolution monitors as well as the best three shots for the corporate headshots. For both Oscar AND Opal. I don’t know why I thought to do that but I did. And I even made a couple of 8x10 shots of her standing up. 
 
      
 
    With the digital prints, I made sure that I had it set up for proofs so that, if Oscar or Opal or whomever showed up, they could pick out the ones they wanted. Because I did remember HIM saying that there would be someone with him. I wasn’t quite sure what that would mean but I figured I should be ready for whatever came up. 
 
      
 
    Just before 10, I heard the doorbell ring and I walked to the door. Oscar was there, dressed casually, but with him was not one but two other people. One was a younger man, maybe in his late teens or early 20’s. He seemed a little off, though that might be because he was acting nervous and fidgety. But it was the woman that was standing there that stole the show. 
 
      
 
    Where Oscar and the other guy were, essentially, wearing casual clothes, this woman was the exact opposite of casual. She was wearing a jacket that was covering what had to be a leather corset, and it did nothing but accentuate her figure. And the leather skirt did not do anything but draw your attention down to her legs, encased in nylons and her very high stiletto heels. But it was the thing that she had in her hand that kind of told me that there was a bit of a story here. For in her hand was a leash, and it was attached to the young man’s pants. Somewhere INSIDE his pants, for it snaked down behind his belt and waistband of his shorts. 
 
      
 
    I took a step back and gestured them in. Oscar smiled and I could see some mischief in those eyes of his. The younger man wouldn’t meet my eyes but the woman, her brown eyes penetrated me to the core and she smiled at me. That caused my heart to skip a beat and I could see that she knew it. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, this is Jewel, a good friend of mine. She was the one who suggested that I get those pictures done. And if the pictures that you took… Well, I will let her talk to you about that.” 
 
      
 
    I turned to look at her and there was this look, somewhere deep in her green eyes, that told me that this woman was not your “average” woman but a woman that was used to getting her own way. 
 
      
 
    “Well Ron, I actually told Oscar to come to you because a couple of my friends, one of them a very nice young lady, told me that you did a good job with her family photos, as well as her boudoir shots.” I thought back and recalled three different ones I had done and only one was off a family group shot and instantly, I remembered her. 
 
      
 
    “I see you know who I am talking about. Her husband REALLY enjoyed his present. And so, why don’t we look at how Oscar came out?” 
 
      
 
    “Sure. I can say that I could not believe how well the shoot went and some of the shots are pretty good, but I will let Oscar be the judge.” I gestured towards the small room where I did the proofing for customers and as they all sat down, even the young man who didn’t say anything but was a little less fidgety than before. 
 
    Okay, so we can begin with the corporate headshot and the like” I began, as I started scrolling through the initial shots, and when I got to Opal, Jewel looked at the shots critically, Oscar smiled but the other man seemed irritated at the shots. 
 
      
 
    “Opal did a very good job, as if she was meant to be a model…” I started to say when Jewel raised a finger. 
 
      
 
    “So, Opal got some of the same shots?” She asked, just as I put up the first shot of her in her French Maid uniform. “Oh, she did what she was supposed to.” She looked over to Oscar, “Good boy, Oscar!” 
 
      
 
    As we moved through those shots and before I knew it, we now had her in just her lingerie and I could see something very pleased from Jewel and Oscar but certainly NOT the other gentleman. But when Jewel caught his expression, I noticed a little something that caused this person to wince some as he changed his expression. Jewel then looked back at the shots as she could see the chastity in the shots. 
 
      
 
    “Did…” the next shot showed Opal wearing full panties, covering the chastity and the walk towards me and the shots for the end of the session, with her on her knees sucking me like a pro. 
 
      
 
    “Oscar, what did I tell you about that? Ron here might not have been too appreciative of what you did, though from the look on your face in these shots, he was. But you didn’t ask ME if you could do that, did you?” 
 
      
 
    “No Ma’am. I’m sorry but, well, it HAS been a while since I have been with someone that, well, kind of triggered that in me. And Mistress did say that this would be my last hurrah…” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Oscar, I did. One more week I think then you will be free.” Then she looked at me with those green eyes and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “It seems that you did, as I expected, a wonderful job on those photos. And Opal did a wonderful job on you,” She chuckled. “But I have something that I would like to discuss with you. But first, do you have a little free time to take some additional photos, Ron?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her. “Sure, I don’t have any clients scheduled for today. Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Well, it seems that Eric here is a little jealous of Oscar having photos done of him and all he has been whining about is why HE got some photos taken when he wasn’t allowed to. Up until today, in fact, he had been brooding and moping around. And now he is a little fidgety. Normally I would discipline him for his behavior but then he gets WORSE, if you can imagine.” 
 
      
 
    She caught him looking and instead of brooding or moping, I could see in his eyes a PLEADING, as if HOPING that he could get a photo shoot. And she nodded, causing him to smile as she turned to look at me. 
 
      
 
    “I should tell you that I want some photos of him as you did for Oscar. But I also promise that I will NOT let him be the slut Oscar was!” with a look towards Oscar, smiling as Oscar smiled as well. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Jewel, let me know what you would like and I will gladly work it out,” I told her. Jewel smiled at me again. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, so what I want is for her to change his clothes into his little costume. Be warned, Ron, he will look just as Oscar did, kind of, when he comes out. But the shots I want today are just simple shots to get him to calm down.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Jewel looked at him, handed him the leash and nodded. He instantly got up, walked out the door and out to the car. Moments later cam back with a bag. 
 
      
 
    “The changing room is over, here, let me show you.” I led him into the studio and then pointed to the room. 
 
      
 
    Jewel came up to me. “Emerald is a bit bratty. Normally it isn’t a problem but it seems to have grown in recent days. She knows that Oscar is leaving and she wants to take his place. But I keep telling her that she hasn’t earned it.” When she looked at me again, I was astonished at what she was saying. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry Ron, maybe you don’t know what I am, or do you?” 
 
      
 
    Now, while I may be just a sort of vanilla kind of guy, there were things that I KIND of understood. 
 
      
 
    “Let me guess. You are a Dominatrix, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I go by Mistress Jewel. Opal is one of my soon to be dismissed slaves because, well, his wife wants him full time as HER slave. Emerald is my bratty little submissive but may never get to that point in her training. She tries, but…” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “You have others though, right?” 
 
      
 
    Jewel smiled at me. “Well, I have a particular pretty girl, Jade, but she hasn’t made up her mind yet. I have other submissives, and they certainly enjoy serving me. My stable is fairly large, but many only see me rarely. That is fine with me. But I am ALWAYS looking for good slaves to serve me. Opal leaving, I knew, would be happening, as I was training his wife to become her Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Just then, out came this statuesque blonde bombshell. The hair was braided but was long, going past her shoulders. Her facial features were sharp and the rest of her was barely covered in a stunning red satin, low cut, satin French Maid uniform. The black trim just made it look shorter, and with the clack petticoat, it certainly had her looking like, well… 
 
      
 
    And when I looked, the black stockings on her legs had red seams and they lead to her stiletto heels, black with red spikes. And the red straps across the top of the foot. But it was her WALK! 
 
      
 
    She walked like she not only had been walking in heels all her life but she walked with a purpose. And she walked right up to Jewel and IMEDIATELY knelt and placed her face right at Jewel’s feet. This then exposed her red ruffled panties. But I noticed that the leash was not dangling there. 
 
      
 
    “Well Emerald, what kind of pictures should I get of you? We could do the TYPICAL maid shots with the duster or the broom, which I think we could do… But I think you also need to be disciplined and I want Ron here to take pictures of that.” She then looked at me. “Would you be okay with that? My disciplining Emerald here in your studio? I will make sure she doesn’t make TOO much noise!” I could see an evil grin on her face and when I peeked at Eric… Emerald, I could see that there was a little bit of nervousness. I nodded at her and she smiled. 
 
      
 
    Over the course of the next hour, we took all the silly and almost required shots of her being a maid. While I did not have the opportunity to do something like this with many of my clients, with Emerald, she seemed to WANT to be the maid. But Oscar/Opal did too so… But what got to me was the fact that while Opal had sexuality just OOZING out of her, Emerald just oozed… I wasn’t sure. While she looked absolutely hot, there was again, as Jewel had said, the BRATTINESS coming through even more so with the way she acted. 
 
      
 
    After we did those shots, jewel held up her hand. “Oscar, please fetch my bag from the car.” Oscar left and returned moments later with a substantial leather bag. “Emerald, position!” 
 
      
 
    Emerald immediately went and knelt before Jewel. This time she did not bow low but stayed up. Jewel then removed a gag harness from the bag. It had a bunch of straps and Emerald opened her mouth as Jewel first placed the gag into her mouth. The gag was a HUGE penis shaped gag and there were several straps. First one buckled was the one going around the back of the head. Then one went over the top of her head and connected to the back. Finally, under the chin so there was no way anything but a muffled cry was coming out… 
 
      
 
    Then a wide collar, matching the straps of the harness was placed around her neck, forcing her head upwards. “Stand up!” 
 
      
 
    Emerald stood up and turned around. She knew what was happening as she put her arms behind her back. I watched as first a pair of leather cuffs were locked on her wrists, locking them together tightly. Then a leather glove was slipped up the arms and as the straps were wove around the arms and shoulders, effectively locking them tightly behind her back. Then I watched as the straps were tightened even further, and I could hear a muffled moan coming out of her mouth! 
 
      
 
    “Ron is there someplace where we can do this. Here might not quite be the place. Someplace sturdy, maybe?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a minute. I shook my head for a second then stopped. “I MAY have someplace. It’s kind of barren so… It’s the garage. I don’t really use it except for one car, but I have that outside. I had actually been cleaning it out.” 
 
      
 
    I led Jewel, who was leading Emerald by a leash, and I wondered if that was the same one from earlier, and Oscar followed along, and brought the three of them to the garage. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t much but it was clean and as Jewel looked, she smiled. “Ron, this will be perfect!” Then she looked at Oscar. “Did you bring YOUR uniform, Opal?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes…” 
 
      
 
    “Yes WHAT, Opal?” with menace in her voice. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. It is in the truck of my car, laying flat.” 
 
      
 
    “Go and get dressed, Opal!” Oscar walked through the door on the side of the garage, after I pointed towards it. “Ron, I want to have Opal in the shot because she is going to make sure I have the implements that I want to use to discipline Emerald here. I may even have to give her a little slap on HER ass for forgetting her place.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. I was becoming intrigued by this dynamic between these three people and trying to figure it all out. At first, it was just too weird for me but then, as I watched it, it just seemed, well, to them at least, normal? But what was starting to confuse me was MY reaction to all of this… 
 
      
 
    Oscar returned to the garage and without any hesitation, stripped off his clothes. When he was naked, I could see the metal tub between his legs. Jewel caught my look. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Oscar wears his chastity. In fact, he is always going to wear it, even after he leaves my service. His wife is the only one with the key now, not that he will ever get out of that device. I know that she has talked about either piercing his cock or just putting super glue in the little lock hole there.” All I could do was nod. 
 
      
 
    I turned and watched as Oscar started his transformation into Opal. First, he put the garter-belt on and started rolling on the stockings. As he slid them up, I watched as his manly legs CHANGED into shapely FEMININE legs. And once he had those in place, he pulled out his ruffled panties and pulled them up, causing his ass to change a little. It was when he picked up the corset and wrapped it around his waist and I watched his waist SHRINK. But it was the full and supple breasts that appeared on HER chest that did me in. Because I could actually watch them as they appeared. I had not noticed before if as Oscar they were pierced with rings in them, but they were there now! 
 
      
 
    Lastly, I watched as Opals hair grew out and her facial features became very feminine. And that she was putting on a pink collar around her neck, not as severe as the one Emerald was wearing, but it was indeed thick. And as the transformation was complete, she put on her own French maid uniform, this one in Black with red trim. In fact, everything seemed to be the exact mirror opposite of what Emerald had on, right down to the shoes. And once that was done, I could FEEL her sexual energy flowing out of her again, just like last time. 
 
      
 
    “Opal, you are NOT here to tease Ron!” Jewel sternly announced. That brought her attention to her Mistress, and even brought my attention to what was happening. 
 
      
 
    Next thing out of the bag was a metal pipe. On the ends were eye bolts and, in the middle, there looked like a pin of some sort. Once Jewel removed the pin, well, the bar expanded to about three feet in length. Emerald looked a little concerned as she could feel but not SEE the cuffs being placed on her ankles, but she was fidgeting now. And as her ankles were spread wide apart, there was a look, not of brattyness but a little bit of concern. 
 
      
 
    When the length of rope was pulled out, I didn’t even have to guess what was happening as she then threw it up over a rafter and brought it down. On one end I could see a hook and I watched as it was connected to the glove on her arms. Then gently but steadily, Jewel pulled on the other end of the rope, pulling the arms slowly up behind her back, causing Emerald to bend over at the hips, as she apparently could NOT bend at the waist. Then I realized that she too may be wearing a corset and shook my head. 
 
      
 
    What jewel did next surprised me, as she took the end of the rope and then threaded it through a rind in the harness on Emerald and it caused her head to pull up and look straight ahead instead of down. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, could you please start taking pictures, especially I want pictures of how she is bound.” 
 
      
 
    I spent the next couple of minutes taking many shots, even doing close ups of Emerald’s face, her arms and the way they were bound and her spread legs. Then I stepped back and watched as Jewel then walked up, lifted the skirt of the uniform, pushed the petticoat out of the way and exposed Emerald’s ruffled panties. Those were then pulled down and it revealed that Emerald’s chastity was not metal but was pink plastic. 
 
      
 
    I watched as Jewel then took out her first little tool, what looked like a riding crop. I noticed her looking at me and I got ready to take the pictures. And as I started to take pictures, I thought it would just be a light swat but when I saw the strike hit Emerald, I could hear her and see her wince in pain as the first of what turned out to be many lashes delivered to her ass. And I got shots of each and every one of them. And I could see the redness on her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead, touch it and feel the heat rising off her ass, Ron.” Jewel said to me and, like an obedient puppy, I walked over, took a shot of her red ass and touched it, gently, which had Emerald moan a little. Her ass was giving off heat and I could feel my hand, which was cold, had maybe given her a chill. 
 
      
 
    Then Jewel reached out her hand and I watched as Opal gave her a short, braided whip. I moved out of the way and watched as Jewel expertly lashed out with the whip, striking Emerald not only on her ass but also the occasional lash hitting her thigh and even, I was surprised to see, Emerald’s exposed ball sac, which caused a high pitched squeal to come from the gagged mouth. And as I walked around to her face, I could see the tears falling from her face, as well as the drooling. And as I shot those pictures, I felt something weird inside me. I dismissed it and walked back around. 
 
      
 
    When the whipping was done, I watched as Opal was cinching straps around Jewel’s waist and then I saw the large strap-on dildo that was sticking out. I watched as Opal then rolled onto the dildo a condom and then handed Jewel some lubricant. 
 
      
 
    “So Emerald, you want to be a little brat to me, especially in public? Well, I have decided that I am going to fuck that brattiness out of you once and for all. And I am going to have it photographed for posterity, you little brat!” I could see Emerald start to shake her head. 
 
      
 
    “What did I tell you about acting up in public? I could have just disciplined you back at the house, but I decided that maybe you needed to experience the HUMILIATION of my disciplining you in public, or at least in front of someone else OTHER than the other subbies at the house. 
 
      
 
    “So, my little brat, I am going to fuck you. I would have asked Ron to fuck you, but then you might enjoy that. I know that you have been begging to have some GUY fuck you, but I am not going to give you THAT fantasy!” 
 
      
 
    With that, Jewel stood up and squirted some lube onto her gloved fingers and started to work Emerald’s asshole and in a couple of minutes had stretched her out and started to slowly thrust her long, fat dildo into her waiting ass. It took a few minutes, but she finally got it into her ass all the way, and I had photographed every moment of it. 
 
      
 
    Jewel started increasing the speed of the thrusts until Emerald was moaning, but the moans were not of pain but from… PLEASURE??? And I could tell that there had to be SOME pleasure inside her because I watched as, while I was taking pictures, semen started to leak through the opening in her pink plastic chastity. And Jewel saw it happening. Opal was there catching the semen into a glass, and there was a LOT of it. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Jewel pulled out of Emerald’s ass and it took quite some time for her ass to shrink back to “normal” size. And as Opal undid the straps, Jewel took the glass in her hand and walked around to Emerald’s face and bent forward. 
 
      
 
    “So, my little brat, I KNEW you would enjoy that and so, maybe, you can stop being the little brat you have been and act like the little sissy that you ARE! And then maybe your girlfriend will make you into HER little bitch. But first, you know what you must do, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I could make out Emerald nod, slightly. Then I watched as Jewel pushed a straw into a hole in the gag and then put the end of the straw into the glass with his semen! And I witnessed him SUCKING the semen, through a straw and swallowing it. 
 
      
 
    “Opal. Please help Emerald down and get changed back to her boy self. You too, as well. I want to have a discussion with Ron here.” Opal nodded and when she looked at me, I gestured towards the studio again and I followed her through the garage and into the room. 
 
    

  

 
   
    THREE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So, can we see the pictures of Emerald?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and then took the card out of the camera, since this one I did all the shots in digital, loaded the card into the computer and brought them up. Once it was loaded, I started to slowly advance the pictures so that Jewel could look at every one of them. Occasionally, I could see a smile. And when she would see one she REALLY liked, she would stop me. “I would like a copy of that, please, Ron?” 
 
      
 
    This happened several times, but more often when we got to her discipline time. And as we went through each of those pictures, I could feel something inside me that confused the living crap out of me. Why was I getting TURNED ON from this? But I kept it to myself, though I did have a little bout of fidgeting myself. I just hoped Jewel didn’t notice it. 
 
      
 
    In the end, there were almost 50 shots that she wanted copies of. I also decided to give her a copy of all the photos on a sim card and as I gave it to her, she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, I have a couple of things that I would like to ask you. Some are simple things; a couple may be kind of bothersome. Do you mind?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her and smiled. “No, go ahead. All I can do is say no, right?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Did you have any problems photographing Opal when she came out AS Opal? Did you feel weird or anything?” 
 
    “No, actually, Jewel. I was just kind of surprised when SHE came out but, no, I don’t think it bothered me so much as it kind of confused me a little. Why do you ask?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Ron, I have several of my clients who would LOVE to have glamour shots done of them while dressed as a woman. BUT, some of them would be like Opal and Emerald. Others of them would, well, not be as feminine looking as the WANT to be. Would THOSE pose a problem for you?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. “No, not really. Maybe with a little make up, and some photoshop, maybe I can make them happy with the final results.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, make-up would not be an issue, as I would probably do their make-up. Some of them would put Tammy Fay Baker to shame for how heavy they put it on. And I would be the one bringing them to you, if those were the case. Maybe the others LIKE Opal and Emerald, they I may just make the appointment but they would come alone. Is that okay with you?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No, I have no problem with that whatsoever. All I would need is a heads up so I don’t book anything with overlapping appointments unless they are your people.” 
 
      
 
    “Excellent, Ron. That will certainly make many of my ‘girls’ happy!” Jewel smiled. “Opal got to you though, didn’t she?” This did make me a little uncomfortable but I nodded. “She does put out a very special kind of energy, I will admit to that,” I said. This caused Jewel to laugh and it was a very pretty laugh. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, you have no idea. The first time she was transformed, one of my male submissives was there. He didn’t know what to make of it as this tall woman in stiletto heels and s French Maid uniform came up to him, while he was bound to the chair and proceeded to suck his cock. All I told her to do was make him happy because he earned a reward.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded as I knew what that meant and smiled. “So, I guess he was rewarded, in spades?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes. He has the hots for Opal. But he learned that Opal is leaving and he got a little upset, because he was wanting to be rewarded again and even asked if he could take HER to dinner or something. I don’t pimp out the girls so I told him he would have to ask Opal out on a date and SHE would have to get approval from Opal’s wife. You can guess how that worked out?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Jewel. “I’m afraid to ask!” 
 
      
 
    Jewel snickered. “Opal got a date, but the wife got the cock.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Poor Opal!” 
 
      
 
    “Well, Oscar learned that this is the punishment for cheating on her. Not with me but with another girl from his office. That is part of the reason he seems to turn into a slut or a bimbo when he is dressed. The only question will be whether his wife makes Opal become permanent, or just her chastity. But I digress…” 
 
      
 
    Jewel looked at me and it felt like she was sizing me up a little. It was not the most comfortable thing, to be sure. 
 
      
 
    “Ron, I want you to come over to my home, maybe tomorrow, if you have time. I would like to have you do a photo essay of my house and my dungeon spaces. I want to get GOOD photos as well as get my social media, from Twitter to Tumblr and all the others that allow the kind of content that I am going to want published. Along with just the photos of the space, I may want photos of some of my people, though they will be masked or hooded to keep their identity concealed. Can you do that for me?” 
 
      
 
    I pulled out my phone to look at my calendar. I knew that I didn’t have anything scheduled for work, not any appointments. I just wanted to take a beat to get my heart under control. What was it about her that was getting to me? All I knew for certain was that I wanted to do this, because I was not only interested but I was intrigued. 
 
      
 
    “Sure, looks like I am free. What time and how long do you want me there for?” 
 
      
 
    “Be there at 8am. As for how long, well, lets play that by ear, alright?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded just as Eric and Oscar came back in the room. I could tell that Eric was STILL feeling the sting of everything, and he looked very tired. But as he walked into the room, he went to Jewel and bowed his head a little and muttered something that I couldn’t quite hear. She reached out her hand and patted his back gently and then, surprising me, he walked up to me. 
 
      
 
    “I want to apologize for the way I acted, sir. But I also want to thank you for taking the pictures of me. Mistress says that they are wonderful and I hope that I see you again.” He then put out his hand and I took it, shook his hand, and I was surprised that he had a firm handshake. Then he went back to Jewel and helped her carry the bag with the tools in it. Oscar had the other bags, with Emerald’s and Opals uniforms in them and the two of them walked out of the room. Jewel did not leave the room with her charges but remained for a minute. 
 
      
 
    Jewel walked up to Ron and instead of shaking his hand, she handed Ron a small box. Then, she leaned into Ton, speaking in almost a whisper. 
 
      
 
    “I watched you. It is up to you what you do with the contents of the package. But either way, I would like to see you at my home at 8am. The address is inside.” She then KISSED Ron on the cheek, smiled and left the studio. Ron watched her as she walked to her car, getting into the back seat, then get driven off in a nice, new black Mercedes. 
 
      
 
    Ron was kind of shocked. And when he touched his cheek, he could feel the wetness of Jewel’s lips there. He looked at the small package but was afraid to open it. There was something about the package that told him that if he took that first step, there might not be any chance to turn around. 
 
      
 
    He went into his kitchen and got himself something to eat. When he looked at the clock, he realized that not only had he skipped lunch but that it was almost 7pm. They had been there with him for 9 hours! So, he fixed himself some soup and a couple of ham sandwiches and took that and a Coke Zero out of the fridge and sat at the little table in the kitchen. Ringing in his head was the phrase, “once you do it, you can never go back!” But he looked at the package again and realized that no matter what, he needed to open it if for no other reason than to get the address. So, he opened it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    FOUR 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ron knew that his curiosity was going to get the better of him so, after finishing his quick meal, he picked up the package again and looked at it. It wasn’t heavy, BUT there seemed to be several things in there, just from the sound of it. It was sealed tight, but he couldn’t figure out quite the WHY for it being sealed as it was. 
 
      
 
    He walked to the drawer and took out a small knife. He went down the sides and then gently across the top and put the knife down. As he opened the flaps, he thought he caught the scent of perfume. In fact, he thought it was Jewel’s perfume. And when he looked inside, he was surprised at what he saw! 
 
      
 
    The first thing he saw were a pair of stiletto heels, black patent leather with red patent straps and a six-inch heel. When he looked, they looked small so he put them aside. Next, he saw a small package with black nylon stockings with a red seam and foot. 
 
      
 
    Next, he saw the black garter-belt, with 6 straps dangling from the waist. The black silky panties were soft and sensuous to the touch and he felt something of a tingle as he touched them. And he saw that there were TWO pairs of panties in there. One was crotchless, the other regular… There was also a very lacy bra laying in the box and he removed that as well. 
 
      
 
    Next, there was a silky chemise laying in the box and it was covering a small box. When he opened the box, he saw exactly what he expected after all of this, a chastity cage, with an open lock but no key. Then, at the very bottom of the box was a note from Jewel: 
 
      
 
    Hello Ron, 
 
         So, I wanted to say thank you for the pictures you took of Opal, and if everything went fine, helping me with Emerald. She does get bratty sometimes and I hope that we were able to get pictures done for her. But something Opal said, as well as the vibe I got from you, Ron, said I should give you this package. If I didn’t sense it, all I would have given you was the address. 
 
         I got the idea, though I could be wrong, that you were intrigued by Opal and maybe even Emerald. In fact, I think you might even have been a little curious about what I did to Emerald at your studio. Yes, I had hoped to be able to discipline her and have pictures taken of that, because, well, I wanted to and I also wanted to see how you reacted. 
 
         So, what I have placed in here are, as you can see, women’s underwear. If you put them on, you will have the same thing happen to you as happened to Oscar and Eric, and you will become one of two things. If you wear the panties with the crotch, you will experience one thing. If you put on that chastity device (you can google how to put it on), lock it in place and put on the crotchless panties and have a slightly DIFFERENT experience. 
 
         The choice is yours. I promise that the shoes will fit and, even though they are rather high, you will have no trouble walking in them. Then, well, you can do whatever feels, well, comfortable. But remember that I am indeed expecting you at 8am. If you put the chastity on, that will be discussed afterwards. If you do not have the chastity on, that too we can discuss. But, make sure you BRING these back with you, whether you actually WEAR them or not. 
 
                                                                     Mistress Jewel 
 
    

  

 
   
    Ron looked at the note again, then picked up everything and looked at it for a second, then a third time. He picked up the cage two times, but in the end put it back in the box. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell,” he screamed in his head! He could not even think straight. And he just looked at everything. He walked around the kitchen and started to pack it all back into the box. “What the hell am I thinking!” 
 
      
 
    But when he picked up the chemise and it slid against his arm, he watched in fascination as the hair on his arm disappeared and his arm and hands shrunk to feminine proportions. And it felt… EXILERATING! 
 
      
 
    Without giving it even a second thought, he carried everything into the bedroom, his parent’s bedroom with the big bed. He stripped off all his male things and then opened the stockings and garter belt. As he put it around his waist, he could feel the beginning of the transformation as his waist started to shrink. As he started to roll the stockings up his hairy legs, the hair disappeared as if it had never even been there. And he could see that his feet were daintier and his legs became VERY shapely, even for a woman. 
 
      
 
    It was when he pulled on the panties, the ones WITH the crotch that things took a turn. Because he was shocked at the sensation of not only his ass getting a tad bit bigger and his hips a little wider but the loss of his penis and the change to a full-on vagina with lips and a clitoris was the cincher. When he picked up the bra, he wrapped it around his chest and as he slid it into place and put the straps over his shoulders, the breasts started forming and actually seemed to be straining against the cups, as if the cups were too small. 
 
      
 
    Lastly, he picked up the chemise and slid it over his arms and over his head and let it fall into place over his body, and as he did this, he could see in the mirror over his mothers old dresser, not RON but a very beautiful woman, with long blonde hair, an ample bosom and long, shapely legs. And when he reached for the stiletto heels, he effortlessly placed them on his feet, buckled the straps and stood up to look at himself… HERSELF! 
 
      
 
    Ron looked in the mirror and was instantly TURNED ON by looking at herself. And she could feel that her nipples were getting hard and when he reached through the flimsy fabric of the bra and such, as he touched them, he felt a strange yet wonderful shiver run down his spine. And the more he did that, the more he started to feel strange feelings between his legs. 
 
      
 
    When he placed his hand down at his crotch, he felt that his panties were soaking wet. And then, when he put his hand INSIDE his panties, he could feel his wetness first hand, and as he gently touched the beginning of his opening, he felt a shiver deep inside as his fingers grazed his clitoris, he left his hand there and it took no more than two minutes of gentle touching for him to feel his first orgasm coming! And as it took hold of him, he screamed out and heard his feminine voice and came even harder as it rolled over his entire body! 
 
      
 
    As he laid there, spent and exhausted, he thought that this was all a damned dream. There was no damned way that this could be REAL! But, as he caught the aroma of sex in the room and looked at the giant wet spot on the bed, he knew that it had happened. So, after a few more minutes, he decided to grab everything off the bed and place it in the washing machine. And as he walked his way there, feeling the weight of his breasts and how sensitive that they really seemed to be, he made it to the laundry room and was able to get the sheets and the bedspread into the washer and get it running. But he was feeling another aching in his body and walked back to the bedroom and before he reached the bed, he knelt on the floor and was on his back fingering his new pussy again, this time working his fingers into the vagina and found the spot where, somehow, he KNEW would bring him joy. His brain took over and worked his hand to bring him to yet another exciting and wet orgasm and this time, he didn’t care that he was going to have to now clean the small area rug. He just stayed right there, on the floor and fell into a deep, relaxing sleep. 
 
      
 
    Lucky for Ron, his alarm was set for 6am. And as he started to pick himself off the floor, he instantly realized that he had spent the entire night, on the floor, still wearing the lingerie and that he needed to wash up because he SMELLED of all night sex. So, he started to strip everything off and then as he walked to the bathroom, caught a look at his naked body and felt yet another aching in his body. But he shook his head and got into the shower, turning it on nice and hot. 
 
      
 
    As he climbed into the shower and felt the water stream down his feminine chest and along the back, he started to wash himself. And when he touched his breasts took a sharp intake of breath as the nipples were still sensitive! And as he washed the rest of his body, he realized that he was still feeling the need to do something. But there was no way that this should be happening, because… 
 
      
 
    Well, he never made it to asking why because his finger found his clitoris again and with gentle motions and the occasional slipping of his finger into his wet and waiting vagina, he brought himself to yet another wet and explosive orgasm! And he seemed to be calming down from it, though he was still rather confused. 
 
      
 
    “why have I not reverted back to Ron,” he asked himself. When he heard his voice, it was still feminine and sultry. “Something is VERY wrong here!” 
 
      
 
    When he got out of the shower and dried himself off, he reached for his deodorant and instead of his Old Spice, there was a thing of Secret. And as he picked it up, he looked around the bathroom and realized that something else was WAY off. The bathroom seemed more feminine than before. But he shook his head and walked out of the bathroom and walked to the dresser. 
 
      
 
    When he opened the top drawer, instead of his usual boxer briefs, there were rolled panties all inside the drawer. When he opened another drawer, there were several garter-belts and a couple of open bottom girdles. The next drawer was filled with stockings. Then he found the bra’s in the next drawer, along with slips, camisoles and half-slips. The next drawer held just nighties, all like baby dolls and chemise nighties. 
 
      
 
    “No socks?” he thought. So, he opened the next two drawers and saw… In one drawer were sex toys, from small to larger dildo’s, including a couple of double ended ones. And the other drawer held several pieces of latex clothing. When he picked up the one, it was a pair of black latex stockings, with an open bottom girdle made of red latex. And a pair of red latex panties and a bra. All were coated with a fine layer of talcum powder but he could see that these were rather well made. 
 
      
 
    “WHAT THE HELL!” 
 
    When he walked to the closet, he opened the door, still naked, and looked inside. There was not a single pair of pants hanging in the closet. But he WAS surprised to see satin dresses, petticoats as well as beautiful dresses, skirts of various lengths and pretty blouses. Not a single stitch of men’s clothing. And then he saw the shoes… 
 
      
 
    All of them were high heels, from 4 to 6 inches in height, all seemed to be stiletto heels. From pumps to open toed pumps, strappy sandals and everything one could imagine. Everything was feminine. Then he heard the doorbell ring. 
 
      
 
    So, he immediately grabbed his bathrobe, not really paying too close attention to the fact that it BARELY covered her hips and if she moved too fast, she would be exposing herself to the neighborhood. But she got to the door and looked through the door. It was JEWEL! 
 
    

  

 
   
    FIVE 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Ron opened the door and looked at Jewel. Jewel looked back at Ron and smiled. “Well, my dear Ruby, are you going to let me in or make me stand out here in the cold?” 
 
      
 
    Ron shook his head and opened the door wider and gestured for Jewel to come in. And as he watched her, he felt a strange desire and hunger in him. And jewel could feel the look coming from Ron. 
 
      
 
    When Jewel turned to look at Ron, she was surprised to see that he was naked under the robe but could feel and even smell the heat coming from his body. This was not what she was expecting. In fact, when she felt the “cosmic shift” she knew that something had gone wrong, or at least not as she thought it would. But she also sensed that Ron was even more than she had hoped for. 
 
      
 
    “Ruby, get dressed, you little slut, right now! Jewel demanded with a very commanding voice. Instantly, Ron bowed and then ran back to the bedroom. Without thinking, he went to the drawers and pulled out a garter-belt in black satin, black satin panties, black with red seamed stockings and a very lacy half cup black bra. She had these on in no time. 
 
      
 
    Walking to the closet, she pulled out the black petticoat and her red with black lace trim French Maid Uniform. Lastly, the black and red stiletto peep toe pumps and in less than three minutes, had the apron around his waist, brushed out his hair and was back in front of Jewel, curtsied and then knelt on the floor before Jewel. 
 
      
 
    “I know you have questions, my little slut. In fact, I can tell that you indeed acted like one and are now, without a doubt going to be a good little slut for me, aren’t you, Ruby?” 
 
      
 
    Without a moment’s hesitation, “Yes, Mistress Jewel!” 
 
      
 
    “Good girl!” Jewel looked at her girl. “Stand up and show me, slut, your pussy!” 
 
      
 
    Ron stood up, lifted his petticoat and the skirt of his unform and pulled down the black satin ruffled panties and stood there looking down. 
 
      
 
    “So, how many times have you masturbated, Ruby?” 
 
      
 
    “Three times, Mistress Jewel!” 
 
      
 
    “Did you SLEEP in your juices last night, slut?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress Jewel! I fell asleep on the floor in the bedroom after my second. And I masturbated again this morning in the shower, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that explains a few things. You didn’t go on the prowl for men yesterday, did you?” 
 
      
 
    “No Mistress. I don’t like men, do I, Mistress?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, you are a slut, Ruby, so what do you care, as long as you get what you want, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress. I mean NO, Mistress” 
 
      
 
    “My dear Ruby, let me tell you what has happened. Right now, the world does NOT know that Ron Wilder EVER existed. Because now, Ron Wilder does NOT exist. Everyone knows you as Ruby Wilder. Your sister and brother are the same as they used to be but they only know YOU as Ruby. Nothing about your life from before has changed EXCEPT your gender. Well, one other thing has changed, because you no longer work at the grocery store, nor are you a photographer. Well, you ARE, but you do not see regular or ‘vanilla’ people. You ONLY photograph the people and scenes I want done, either at my home or at the club that I run for those who are like us.” 
 
      
 
    Jewel looked at Ruby… And could see that Ruby was paying very close attention to her. And she still had her pussy exposed. Jewel walked closer to her. Then she put her hand right at the opening of Ruby’s pussy and started to play with it. Instantly, Ruby was moaning but still looking right at Jewel, trying hard to NOT grind her pussy into Jewel’s hand as she played with her. 
 
      
 
    “You like it when I do this, don’t you slut?” All Ruby could do was moan deeply. Jewel leaned in and pressed her lips gently against her slut’s lips and kissed her. Another moan! Jewel took her free hand, pulled Ruby closer to her and kissed her hard on the lips, slipped her tongue into her captive sluts’ mouth and played with the clitoris, bringing more and deeper moans from Ruby. When she pulled back and looked at her in the eyes, she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I know you want me to fuck you, my little slut. But I FIRST want you strip off your uniform. Just your underwear and heels!” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” Ron removed everything from his body and was down to stockings, panties which were now on the floor and the bra, which did nothing but display his large breasts. 
 
      
 
    Jewel then took Ron’s hand and led her to the bedroom. Once there, Jewel went to the closet and took out a small box. When she opened it, she pulled out several pink objects. 
 
      
 
    “Ruby, hands behind your back.” Jewel commanded gently. Without hesitation, Ron put his hands and arms behind his back as Jewel used the pink straps to bind the wrists and the elbows behind his back. Then she walked around in front of Ron and smiled. 
 
      
 
    Instantly, Ron was on his knees before Jewel. He looked up at Jewel with a smile on his face. Jewel smiled back. 
 
      
 
    “Well, my little slut, I am going to let you in on a little secret. I did not expect you to do what you did. In fact, I even thought you would have put that chastity cage on, maybe after the first orgasm, just to see how it felt. What I didn’t account for is that you might just do what you did. And the fact that you then masturbated in the shower, well, that tells me that you are going to need a different chastity, because, I fear, you naughty little slut, that you would just keep playing with yourself and NOT take care of the things that, since the house is sold and today is going to be move out day, you will be taking care of at MY home.” 
 
      
 
    Ron looked up at Jewel. A smile crept across his face. 
 
      
 
    “Let me tell you something else. I am now NOT going to be sharing you with anyone. You are going to be MY personal property. Originally, I was going to let you play with some of my other submissives, because I was just going to have you as one of them, though with benefits. But that was if you had put the chastity on. But now you are not going to need a sissy chastity.” 
 
      
 
    Jewel then started to remove her blouse. As she did, Ron was looking up at his Mistress and was fascinated by her breasts. She too was wearing a balconette bra and could see the nipples. Jewel reached down to Ruby’s nipples and pinched them. A little moan escaped Ruby’s lips. “You liked that?” as she kept pinching and twisting. A nod as Ruby enjoyed the sensations was all Jewel got. 
 
      
 
    When jewel then reached behind and unzipped her skirt, dropping the skirt onto the floor, she revealed that she too was wearing stockings held up with a garter-belt and panties. Jewel was wearing red lingerie as opposed to the black that Ruby was wearing. And as Ruby looked on, Jewel started to push her panties down and onto the floor. Once they were on the floor, as she stepped out of them, much to the pleasure of Ruby, Jewel revealed that she had, between her legs, a 10-inch cock, thick and, in Ruby’s mind, begging to be sucked. 
 
      
 
    “So Ruby, you know what to do!” Jewel cooed. 
 
      
 
    Ruby edged closer to Jewel and slowly started to kiss the long, thick cock in front of her, licking the entire length of her shaft, working her way to Jewel’s ball sack and sucked on the treasures that were there for her to enjoy. And within minutes, with Ruby’s ministrations to her cock, Jewel could feel that Ruby knew what she was doing, just as she looked up at her Mistress, Ruby wrapped her lips around the head of Jewel’s cock and slowly started to bring it deep into her throat, gagging a little but continued until that cock was balls deep in her mouth. And she held it there for a couple of seconds and then slowly and deliberately pulled back. She slowly repeated this process, moaning and acting just like the slut that she was becoming. And as she watched jewel, she KNEW that she was deeply enjoying what she was doing. 
 
      
 
    After several minutes, jewel could feel that it was getting there. But Jewel could never remember someone taking her cock this deeply into the throat and Ruby was actively enjoying it. Not to say that Jewel wasn’t enjoying it as well, because she could feel that her own orgasm was coming. And she noticed that Ruby could sense it too because she started speeding up. 
 
      
 
    “OH GOD, RUBY!” 
 
      
 
    Seconds later, Ruby was swallowing what, to Ruby, was a gallon of delicious, salty cum! And she started to make sure she not only tasted it all but swallowed every last drop. But, for all her effort, a little dribbled past her lips. Jewel reached down and put it on her finger and smiled. 
 
      
 
    When Ruby was done, she looked up at her Mistress. Jewel placed the finger before her and Ruby licked it clean, then without bidding, started to clean Jewels cock. Not just to clean it but to get it hard again. And much to Ruby’s delight, it got nice and hard. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to fuck you, don’t you, you little slut? But you know before I fuck you, I must discipline you for acting like a slut. Three times you masturbated, so I guess a couple hundred lashes from my riding crop, before I fuck your little slutty ass!” 
 
      
 
    “Please, Mistress!” Ruby exclaimed, happy to hear what was to happen. 
 
      
 
    Crawl over to the bed and get into position. Ruby crawled over, then without a bit of effort, stood up, bent over the bed and, spreading her legs, got herself comfortable. Jewel walked over to her and leaned down. 
 
      
 
    I am going to put your gag in your mouth, Ruby. A nice penis gag for you to suck on!” Ruby opened her mouth wide as Jewel placed the penis end into her waiting mouth and then tightened the strap behind her head, then the strap over the head and under the chin. It was not going anywhere. 
 
      
 
    At the top of the posts, Jewel reached up and took out the two little decorative pieces and then brought over, from the closet, a 6-foot-long pole with two bolts at the end and a small eye bolt in the middle. In seconds, the bar was at the top and Jewel then lifted the arms of her captive little slut up behind her back. With the hook of a chain to those straps, her arms were now out of the way. Then another connected to the harness pulled Ruby’s head back. 
 
      
 
    Lastly, jewel took the wall mirror out of the closet. “Ruby, my dear little slut. Next time I do this to you, in the dungeon, you won’t need a little mirror like this, since I will do it to you in front of my BIG mirror. And while I will not share you, everyone that I want to see my little slut get fucked will see it in color, or, if they are especially good, maybe even in person.” Jewel placed it on the bed and Ruby could see Jewel walk back to the closet and pull out the riding crop. 
 
      
 
    Jewel walked back up to her little slut and smiled. Then as the woosh of the riding crop filled the air, the thwack of the crop striking the exposed flesh of Ruby’s ass was music to Jewel’s ears. And the muffled cry from the pain was the accompaniment to that music. And as each stroke of the riding crop hit her ass, Ruby moaned and could feel herself getting wet yet again, as she was getting more and more excited and turned on, even from the pain. 
 
      
 
    Jewel stopped after the first hundred, her own cock now rock hard and she could smell the sex oozing out of Ruby’s body. She reached over and caressed Ruby’s ass, feeling the warmth emanating from her reddened ass and smiled. Ruby could see it in the mirror. 
 
      
 
    Then she felt as jewel started to play with her ass, slowly working in one finger, then another and eventually has her stretched a little wider and placed the tip if her cock at the hole. 
 
      
 
    “Okay my little slut, time to take your virginity!” Then slowly but deliberately, Jewel started to enter Ruby’s ass, stretching her wide and causing a little yelp. As each inch went in, Jewel would stop and let Ruby get used to the feeling. It took almost 15 minutes for her to get into Ruby’s ass all the way, but once she was there, she leaned down and cooed. “You like that, don’t you, slut?” 
 
      
 
    Ruby could not nod or anything but COULD signal with her eyes, as they were glossing over from the feelings of joy and satisfaction. And when jewel started to pull out, it just got better in Ruby’s mind. Jewel took it slowly at first, then over time started to increase the pace and speed of the thrusts. In no time, Jewel could feel that she was going to have her second orgasm of the day! 
 
      
 
    “Ruby, I am going to shoot my cum in your ass, my little slut!” Just as she said it, Jewel could feel it start and Ruby started moaning deeply as she could feel it as her own orgasm started to build and juices started flowing from her vagina. 
 
      
 
    Jewel had planned for it, as the juices flowing from Ruby were falling into the small container placed right where they would flow into. And, as jewel pulled out, some of her cum started oozing out from Ruby’s ass and flowed into the container as well. 
 
      
 
    Without warning, Jewel picked up her riding crop and started back to spanking her unruly slut. That just increased Ruby’s flow for the second orgasm of the day and her forth since the transformation. And as each lash struck her ass, she just wanted to scream out, not for Jewel to stop but for MORE! And, as she watched the mirror, looking at her Mistress discipline her, she also noticed that Jewel was not done either, for her cock was getting harder yet again! 
 
      
 
    Jewel was surprised at just how much she was getting turned on by this and after the next hundred lashes, saw that Ruby was just dripping and felt the need to FEEL that on her own cock. And when she slid into Ruby, Ruby screamed with pleasure as the cock entered her, and with all her effort started to push back against Jewel as she fucked her slut. It didn’t take long for the next orgasm to be reached, by either of them. 
 
      
 
    Once they were both spent, Jewel released Ruby and the two of them lay on the bed, wrapped in each other’s arms, wrapped in the glow of ecstasy and contentment. They stayed that way for more than an hour, because neither one of them wanted to move. But eventually, Jewel knew that they needed to get their shit together. So, they jumped into the shower together. In her hand, Jewel had the container. She handed it to Ruby. 
 
      
 
    “This is us, all mixed together. I want you to take it and drink it, Ruby” 
 
      
 
    Ruby grabbed the container, seeing what it had in it and raised it to her lips and drank it all, but kept a little in her mouth. Then she grabbed Jewel’s head in her hands and kissed her deeply on the mouth, sharing the little amount of their combined juices with her Mistress. Jewel did not fight it or even get mad at her little slut. But she DID pinch the nipples of her little slut. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, cleaned up and dressed, Jewel in her original outfit and Ruby dressed in a regular outfit, they walked to the door just as there came a knock on the door. When Ruby opened the door, she found Oscar, Eric and several other men there and a large truck. 
 
      
 
    “Clothes all get boxed up and brought to the house. Everything else goes to Goodwill. Then make sure the house is all clean and ready for the new owners. They are supposed to be here on Monday!” 
 
      
 
    A chorus of “Yes, Mistress” was heard from the men. Ruby and Jewel went to the car and sitting in the car was a very petite Chinese woman, smiling at the two of them. In the front seat was a young Chinese man, also smiling. 
 
      
 
    “Well, my dear Jewel, I can see that you found something that you didn’t think you would ever find. But I knew that, eventually, you would find the “yang” to your “yin”. And I see that Ronald here, or excuse me, Ruby, didn’t NEED the necklace either?” 
 
      
 
    Jewel looked at the woman. “Did you KNOW that this would happen?” 
 
      
 
    The woman laughed. “I may be magical, dear, but I am not a fortune teller. I told you that you would, eventually, find the person you are looking for. Oddly enough, you have gotten 30 men to try the panties on, but only Ruby here went right to the ones with a crotch. All your other boys went for the crotchless and the chastity, all because each of them were not men but sissies. Ruby here, well, she is special. 
 
      
 
    Jewel looked at the Chinese woman. Then she looked at Ruby. “Yes, Ruby IS special. Thank you for her, Ming!” 
 
      
 
    “Do not thank me, Jewel. The fact that YOU chose to have your own cock between those legs before you put the necklace on YOUR neck, plus your serious desire to become a Dominatrix, you should have known you would eventually find your mate. The fact that Ruby here went as far as she did so quickly just tells me that YOU picked her. And, I believe, she chose you as well, my dear daughter!” 
 
      
 
    The Chinese woman smiled. “I think we should take Jewel and Ruby to their home. And then we can take our leave of this pretty little town and go visit another town and open up our little shop again.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
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