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    “Robin, you embody everything that is wrong with modern American Christianity. Everything about your life disgusts me."

Robin Hanson peered across the desk at her uncle, the fabulously wealthy Mark Higgins. Now that her mother had passed away, he was Robin's only living relative. As a child she had adored her slim, dashing uncle, but the two had been on the outs for more than a decade. She was seated next to her husband of two years, Simon, who seemed reticent to get involved with a family dispute. He sat quietly yet attentively as the two other occupants of the room squared off.

"Uncle Mark," replied an annoyed Robin, “I don't see how insulting me or my beliefs will shorten the distance between us. Mom has been gone for a year now. One of her last wishes was for the two of us to restore our relationship, but, apparently you just want to rain down insults upon me,"

The older man, stroked his face with his left palm. "I'm sorry Robin, I can't help it. My sister took you out of my life with a sudden finality. I thought she had lost her mind when she “found God.”. It truly pains me to realize that she turned you into a miniature version of herself. You have no idea how much all that pains me."

"What's wrong with believing in God, Uncle? I don't smoke, I don't get drunk, I don’t sleep around, I have a productive life and a loving husband. I would have none of those things without Jesus in my life." 

"There is NOTHING wrong with believing in God, Robin. If you were an Episcopalian or a Lutheran, even a Calvinist I would say "more power to you." BUT that crazy church you belong to! Rolling in the aisles, speaking in tongues and all that other nonsense! PERHAPS I could tolerate even that, but your version of Christianity is an active enemy of this country that I love. I peruse your church's website. They are beyond conservative, they are reactionaries! I'm not immune to the teaching of Jesus. love your neighbor, the sermon on the mount, a willingness to die for what you believe in. The church you attend, Robin is NOT that kind of fellowship. It is full of the very worst kinds of blue noses and busybodies, more concerned with how other folks should live, than they are with practicing true love and humility."

"I hardly think that is fair, uncle."

"No? I suppose I dreamed those sermons I read on your church's website about "evils" like same sex marriage, pornography, and voting for anyone who is not a litmus tested Republican. Your pastor rails against movies, television, drinking, normal human sexuality, and everything else. Nowhere does your pastor talk about building a community of love, submission and grace."

After a pause, the gray-haired man began speaking again, this time with tears in his eyes.

"Your mother and your church have taken YOU away from me, Robin. I miss the wonderful times we had when you were younger. The hours I spent reading to you. Our excursions to the park, the library, or simply riding horses at my estate. Once your mother had her religious conversion, she decided that I was a bad influence. You have no idea how deeply her actions hurt me."

Robin placed her palm on the back of her uncle's left hand and said quietly.

"I missed you as well, uncle but mother seemed to know best. Even you must admit that much of your wealth comes from unsavory sources."

"I'm an investor and speculator, Robin. I make no apologies as to how I have built my empire. Under other circumstances, I would joyfully will you the majority of my estate. But you would simply hand that money over to your church. I view that as little better than flushing it down the sewer. If your church were to end up with my money, nearly ALL of it would go to line the pockets of its corrupt ministerial staff. Only a tiny trickle of it would go to deserving folks. Instead of doing good, it would be used for political purposes like campaigning against same a woman’s right to choose and every stripe of politics that I disagree with both on moral and financial grounds. Simply put, Robin dear, you are a very bad risk. Oh, I like Simon well enough, he clearly has not drunk the cool-aide to the same degree you have, but you are my heir, not hm."

"If you are planning to cut me off without a cent, uncle. It is hardly a threat, Mother and I survived very well without your money. Simon is not a bad provider." Robin's eyes flashed with impatience as she stared at her uncle. 

"It is not about the money, Robin!" the older man stated vociferously, "I want to help you out because, despite everything, I still love you. I want what we once had. Yes, I have thirty million dollars, but you are my only heir. I want to retire and simply enjoy traveling I want to keep the bulk of my estate in the family. I want to leave my money to someone who has humility, wisdom and patience. You have none of those things."

"As a Christian, uncle, I am not immune to oppression, that has given me..."

"Bullshit, Robin!' You do not live in a country where Christians are a persecuted minority. You look at things, like gay couples adopting children as in the words of your pastor "an assault on the very life blood of this nation!" You have ZERO experience with persecution, Robin! You cannot compare yourself to those living under oppressive regimes. Your church is the furthest thing possible from the first century church. You could not handle the kind of hardship the believers in the early church endured every day." 

Robin shot her uncle a condescending look, "Well of course, uncle, this IS America after all. What do you expect me to do? Emigrate to North Korea?"

Uncle Mark absorbed his niece's words and an inspiration hit him. "No need for that, Robin dear. I DO believe that you need to walk in the path of privation for an extended period to acquire the sensibilities that you currently lack."

Mark gazed at the woman on the opposite side of the desk. The resemblance to his own, late lamented sister was striking. Both shared the halo of strawberry blonde hair, the porcelain skin, lithe figure and ample bust. Robin elicited so many wonderful memories, of when he and his sister, Jeanie were growing up together. More than anything he did not want to lose Robin a second time as he had irrevocably lost his sister. His niece needed a comeuppance, she needed to look at life from the bottom up. He glanced at her husband, Simon. As nice as he was, he too could benefit from a readjustment of his priorities. Inspired as he had rarely been before, Mark knew exactly what his only living relative and her spouse needed to reconstitute their psyches. The old salesmen in Mark rose to the fore.

"I have a modest proposal for both of you. One I am sure you will listen to. You may claim that you do not need my wealth, which MAY be true, even so how would you like twenty millions of my thirty million to use in any way you see fit.?'

Simon and Robin exchanged glances and then faced the older businessman.

"Well of course we are interested, Mr. Higgins. " said, Simon, uttering almost his first words since entering Mark's paneled, well-apportioned office.

"Would you be willing to humble yourselves and be reduced to abject slavery to obtain the bulk of my estate."

"What do you mean, uncle?" asked a puzzled Robin.

"Your Messiah was willing to die a horrific death to prove that he was right. Would you and Simon be willing to endure the hardships of the lives of first century believers?" 

Robin pursed her lips and replied, "Of course, uncle, Simon and I would follow our redeemer anywhere if it meant that we were serving Him."

"I have an idea, Robin dear. A "not so simple" test to demonstrate the sincerity of your faith. If you pass this admittedly, difficult test, I will reward you with my largess. What you do with the twenty million will be entirely up to the two of you. I will conclude that you are sincere people of firm conviction. In that case I will not raise a single objection as to what you do with the money. Think about all the good you could do with that kind of money? Hospitals, orphans, education, churches, the choice would be yours and yours alone. I believe however that the scenario I have in mind for the two of you will alter your outlooks considerably. You will see yourselves, me and your beliefs in a new light HOWEVER, if you fail this test, and call an end to it early, which, I am certain you will, I will distribute those twenty million to EVERY organization and cause that you and your church despise. Atheists, the Church of Satan, pornographic movies, abortion providers, male escorts, Nevada brothels, things of that sort. Whichever way things turn out, I do hope that the three of us can have a new beginning relationship wise."

Robin and Simon turned and whispered to each other for a short while before Robin turned to face her uncle's suddenly stone sober countenance.

"Naturally we are interested, uncle; but slavery is a thing of the past, at least in this country."

"Really, Robin, you have never heard of the BDSM community? Perhaps I should not admit this, but I have connections to the Bondage Dominance and Sadomasochism folks. It would not take me long to find a Master for you and a Goddess for Simon. They would be people who would have control over you and EVERY aspect of your lives. It is a very intense and humiliating experience. Have no fear, I will provide you each with an escape valve if things become too intense for either of you. I'm thinking a year of slavery for both of you. If either of you quit early, I will compensate you for your time and begin liquidating my estate. If you survive the year, I turn the money over to you two, easy as pie." 

Robin's face became a snarl as she bellowed, "You are a dirty old man, uncle!"

"Unquestionably, Robin dear. Your reaction is exactly what I anticipated, neither of you are willing to step out of your comfortable, unchallenged lives to grow and develop. Not even the tremendous goodness you could do with my wealth is enough to knock you off your high horse. You Robin are as authentic a follower of Christ as a three-dollar bill is genuine U.S. currency. Neither of you could endure a hard thing. What's the worst hardship either of you have ever faced? Hunger pangs from a late dinner? Being caught in a downpour while out on a picnic? Mother not buying you the exact toy that you wanted? Your church's so called "mission" trips to third world countries are just glorified camping trips. No, you are as fake and as insincere as the bellowing, hypocritical pastor of the church you attend." after a beat, uncle Mark resumed with, "apparently, we are done here, Robin dear. I am sorry that we could not make a rapprochement."

Mark stood and straightened the lapels of his business suit.

"I'm sure the two of you can find your own way out."

Simon made a move to stand but Robin halted him, "Just a minute uncle, neither Simon nor myself is a marshmallow. We are made of sterner stuff."

"Mark eyed his niece with boredom, "I'm sure you believe that, Robin dear but we all know that neither of you is able to go beyond your comfort zone. Perhaps I will put aside a small endowment for the education of any children that you and Simon may one day produce, other than that ..."

"Uncle Mark, dear Uncle Mark, I would walk through Hell in a gasoline suit if it furthered the cause of my redeemer, but what you are suggesting..." 

"Is a reasonable facsimile. As you said, slavery is illegal in this country. What alternative would you suggest? First century Christians had to maintain their faith even in the face of slavery, but those folks were made of far more substantial material than either you or your husband or anyone in your church."

"Uncle," stated Robin softly, "if some man were to make me his slave he would expect sexual favors. I take my marriage vows very seriously."

"So did some anonymous first century Christian woman in Rome who had to fulfill her duties to her owner and master as well as her husband. Isn't your faith about forgiveness? As I understand it there is almost no sin that is unforgivable, especially if one was to endure it to expand the "Kingdom of Heaven," Twenty million could fund a tremendous number of missionaries. But, of course, that will never happen."

Robin faced her uncle, her mind obviously quite active behind her bright green eyes. "We would get the money without strings?"

"The government will get a cut of course, but aside from that ..."

"We'll do it!"

"Robin, I think we should talk this over." stated Simon slowly.

"What's to discuss, Honey? Imagine all the good we can do with that money, the number of souls that we can harvest. We can wash uncle's fallen money in the blood of the lamb and give it to so many good causes."

"I have a job, for one thing," said Simon, "but more importantly, I am your husband, I'm not inclined to hand you over to some other man for a year."

"Do you think that I am crazy about the idea of some strange woman, taking "ownership" of you? Second, there are PLENTY of jobs in your field, losing a year won't make much difference."

"I can't believe you are considering this, Robin, Sweetheart. It’s immoral and illegal!"

"While both of those are true, Simon, NONE of it is unforgivable. Are Uncle Mark's words true? Are you afraid of a little hardship and adversity?"

"Of course not Robin ... but ..."

"I would not worry about it too much, Simon," interjected Mark. "I have no doubt that Robin will call it off after the first few hours. The brave and inquisitive little girl that I once knew has been gone for a very long time."

Robin's expression became intense as she shouted, "I WILL prove you wrong, Uncle!".

"Sure. And I'm Amelia Earhart," deadpanned Uncle Mark "But I will humor you two. Why don't you and Simon take some time to think on it and talk it over? It will take a bit of time to set this thing up. Come back to my office at 3:00 P.M. Three weeks from today. I'll have all the forms drawn up to make things as legal as possible. I look forward to your return to my office. I hope that your visit does not turn out to be a huge waste of time for all of us, but it probably will be."

For much of the next three weeks, Simon sought to talk his beautiful wife out of complying with her uncle's plan. The more he tried to dissuade Robin, the more determined she became.

"Don't you see, Simon, Honey, that it is NOT about us anymore. This is NOT me being stubborn or intransigent It is something much bigger than either of us. If we back down, it will be like EVERY Christian backed down. My Uncle will conclude that we are wimpy dilettantes. HOWEVER, if we survive his test, we demonstrate to him, in a way that we could never have otherwise, that our faith is for real. He will HAVE to respect us and admire our beliefs."

"But, Robin, remember what we read at those websites. Some strange man will expect you to serve him and satisfy his every urge."

"Uncle's test is designed to humiliate and embarrass, I'm sure parts of it will be positively awful but it cannot possibly be worse than being nailed naked to a cross in front of thousands of people. As for us on the other hand, our lives will never even be threatened. Our morals and our bodies will be compromised, but our souls will be unscathed. Uncle Mark is correct in one sense, if we pass his test, it will strengthen our faith. No man can take from me the love and intimacy I have given to you. An no woman can take you away from me." 

"I hope that you are right, Sweetness." replied Simon warily.

Simon had hoped that the pastor of their church could talk some sense into Robin. Simon was on the same page spiritually as his wife but had left his own fellowship and joined Robin's after their marriage. In many ways he still felt like a stranger amongst its people. Those feeling emerged in spades the evening they had gone to seek ministerial advice. In the office of the lead minister of the church, Simon saw Uncle Mark's words in a new light. What he hoped to hear never materialized. The pastor did not react as Simon had expected. At first the dark haired, chunky, middle aged man seemed appalled at the indecent proposal, put forward by Robin's uncle, but once he became aware of the money at stake, Simon noticed a disconcerting gleam enter the man's large brown eyes. For the rest of the counseling session, the pastor downplayed the negative aspects of Uncle Mark's proposal. Instead he encouraged Robin and Simon to be the best slaves that they could be.

"Jesus died to make men free. Neither of you will have to die, yet through your actions, this church will be able to free untold numbers of people." he told them in an authoritative voice. 

Robin left the session more committed to winning her uncle's money than she had been "I'm like Sir Percival or Sir Galahad," stated Robin proudly. "Like them, I am on a quest to do a very hard thing while remaining pure and unsullied despite sensual distractions and the plotting of the enemy!" 

By the time to return to Uncle Mark's office arrived. Robin had mostly brought Simon around to her way of thinking. He was not completely convinced that he was doing a thing that was either right or meaningful, but he could never dissuade Robin from anything she set her mind on. Robin was able to get him to promise that he would serve to the best of his ability and that under no circumstances would he throw in the towel. He and Robin made love as often as they could over the three weeks, almost always in standard missionary, the only position that Robin felt was entirely "moral." Both knew that they would miss each other very much. Simon at last brought himself in line with his wife's wishes, even so, resigning from a job that he loved made him feel like a heel.

On the appointed day, Robin wore an attractive, yet simple, gray dress to Uncle Mark's office. She insisted that Simon don his best suit. Several lawyerly appearing people and a secretary were seated on either side of Uncle Mark. An experienced poker player, Uncle mark betrayed no emotion as he appraised his nice and her husband. That the young couple were battling bat sized butterflies was obvious on both of their attractive faces. 

After ascertaining that Robin and Simon were entering the agreement of their own volition and that neither was under the influence of alcohol or drugs, the proceedings began. One of the lawyers explained what would occur. "For the next year, those appointed as guardians will have power of attorney and complete custody. This agreement also explains the nature of compensation for your guardians and their various legal limits."

Both Simon and Robin were given small devices on a lanyard to wear around their necks.

"These are you "panic buttons"" stated Uncle Mark "depressing the button for three sustained minuets will send a signal back to my office. It will call off the experiment and someone will be sent to retrieve you. If either one of you makes use of your panic button, the experiment ends for BOTH of you and neither of you receives a dime. I figure Robin's will go off long before night sets in" 

At one point, Simon emptied his pockets, turned over the car keys and watched as all his ID as well as Robin's purse and both of their phones were secured in Uncle Mark's wall safe. Many hours later, after a considerable amount of paperwork had crossed the desk many times, the lead lawyer announced, "And with that signature, these contracts are now in force. Send in the first guardian."

"Before that happens," said Uncle Mark, "I want to say a few words. Robin, Simon, to be honest I am surprised that you have made it even this far. I want nothing better than for both of you to prove an old man wrong. I am convinced that if you succeed in my "little" test, that the three of us will view each other and the world in an entirely different light. I am requesting this hard thing of the both of you, not because I am a pervert getting vicarious thrills but because I want to soften and reform your hearts. I want the niece I adored returned to me. Your faith MAY be real, if that is the case then I shall be the one humbled and shamed by this experiment. I feel however that both of you have used your faith to build a wall of pride and sanctimony about yourselves. Like Paul you need the scales removed from your eyes and your souls. For the next year you will have only your intelligence, personality, good humor, and yes, faith to rely upon. You will either sink or swim. Nothing can debase the truly devout or sully the truly pure. Prove to this weary old man that such people still exist in this world."  
 
      
 
    Robin eyed her uncle with tears of emotion in her eyes, "That was beautiful, Uncle Mark. While I am sure that there will be awful days ahead for both me and Simon, we will both prove to you that there ARE such people in the world. I am also sure that this year will change all of us, do not be disappointed, uncle if Simon and I return to this office in a year's time even more on fire for our savior than we are already."

"That will not disappoint me, Robin." replied her uncle, " I also ask that you and Simon not be too disappointed if you come back to this office, profoundly changed in ways that you currently cannot anticipate." 

With that Robin, Simon, and Uncle Mark exchanged nods and the businessman indicated that the proceedings were to commence.

Uncle Mark's secretary stepped into the hall and returned with a very tall, very beautiful and obviously quite fit brown-haired woman. Robin began to have pangs of doubt as she witnessed the woman confidently stride into the room. A look that Robin did not like crossed Simon's face as the Amazonian woman gazed at him. Without saying a word, gesturing only with her hands and utilizing her forceful personality, she directed Simon to stand up and led him from the room. That he had forgotten to kiss her goodbye, only struck Robin after the door had closed behind her husband. For the first time, Robin began to suspect that her assignment would be far more difficult than she imagined.

After an interval, Robin's guardian was ushered into the room. Whatever Robin had expected, this man was not it. Far from the bald, hulking bruiser that Robin feared, this man was taller than Simon and owned far more bulk, the bulk was clearly not fat. He carried himself with a regal, almost military mien. His thick blond hair owned a natural wave and his eyes were the bluest Robin had ever encountered.

"You must be Robin. I have already been appraised of the situation. Rise and follow me."

Robin felt a titanic lump in her throat as she took the man's proffered hand. She was quite aware of the weakness in her knees as she stood up. Once outside of Uncle Mark's office, Robin realized that there was no trace of Simon and the woman who had claimed him. Her guardian began speaking once more and Robin noticed the full, rich timbre of his voice for the first time.

"I know that ALL of this is very new to you. As we progress I will explain some and only some of the rules to you. I have been led to understand that you are a very intelligent woman, therefore I expect you to learn on your own or with minimal instruction. Our first destination will be my home where you will be processed. Once we reach my car, I will blindfold you so that you have no idea of the destination. I will go gently with you at first IF you are suitably obedient and submissive." 

"What is your name?" asked Robin.

"I am simply called 'Master' or 'Sir' and you best never forget it."

When Robin took the man's hand a second time, a great sense of authority and power seemed to emanate from him. Robin had a thousand questions, but silence seemed prudent. He led her to a very expensive automobile in the parking lot as twilight began to fall. The sound of her seatbelt clicking sounded like a note of finality. With surprising gentility, the "Master" fastened a silk blindfold securely over Robin's eyes. The motor of the car sounded just as powerful as its chassis had appeared. Robin's heart began to tumble to someplace between her stomach and bowels as the car pulled out of its parking spot.

Robin scarcely noticed the length of the drive. Her mind was too full of worry and questions. She and Simon had done as much homework as they could. At first Robin had been disgusted by what she read on the websites Simon found but after the initial shock and embarrassment, Robin became an avid reader. In her mind a "total power exchange" with her enslaver would not be dramatically different from her total submission to the Lord. Obviously, her "Master" would never replace Jesus or Simon in her heart, but Robin understood that he expected a great deal. Her skin became clammy when she realized that very soon after the car reached its destination, Robin would be stark naked in front of this strange man. Simon had been the only man who had ever been granted that privilege. Now that she had a face in place of the shambling nightmare of imagination, the task seemed a bit less intimidating. "What does a slave own?" she asked herself for the thousandth time. "Not her clothes, Not her articles, not even her own skin and hair. What she DID own was her soul." and Robin felt sure that Jesus would protect her, sacred soul against any mere mortals. 

Lost in thought, Robin, at first, did not notice, that the car had ceased moving and the engine had fallen silent. Robin felt her enslaver fondle her left leg through her skirt before he began to speak. His voice seemed preternaturally loud even though he was using a calm, even voice. 

"Robin. I am going to lead you to my playroom now. When we get there, I am going to ask you to remove all your clothing, yes, even your underwear. Eventually I will dress you in finery but at present you will have no need of any covering. My house is comfortable and climate controlled. Are my instructions clear?"

Robin swallowed hard and replied, far less forcefully than she had intended, "Yes, Sir."

Robin heard her heels first on concrete and then on carpet, and then on tile. She deduced that she had been led from the garage to the house proper. Icy fingers crept up Robin's spine with every subsequent step. At last the frightening trek ended and Robin heard a door bolt behind her. With a dramatic flair her Master removed Robin's blindfold.

For several moments, Robin could see nothing as her eyes adjusted to the light. When she was able to focus again she found herself in a stark white room. There were chains and fetters fastened to one wall. Another wall was lined with intimidating looking, shiny pointy things. The light was quite intense.

The Master had observed Robin's apprehension as she drank in her surroundings. In a calming voice he stated, as he gestured at the wall of implements. "If you are obedient you will never learn the purpose of any of these tools. With any luck you will never be asked to report to this room for discipline. For the next year you are my slave, so long as you remember your place and ALWAYS put my needs first, second, and last in your mind, we will get along famously. I care not who you were, I care not who you are, my focus is solely upon making you the best submissive slave you are capable of being."

Robin tried to slow her panicked breathing. Never had she met a man with as much self-confidence and directness as the man sharing the room with her. This man was far surer of himself than Simon and seemed far manlier. Neither did he seem like a lecherous pervert. It seemed wrong somehow for a man to be this comfortable in his own skin. For a brief moment Robin wished that her "guardian" was the shambling nightmare of her worst fears, THAT man she was prepared for. This man was something else again. Instinctively, Robin knew that this man was far more dangerous, in many ways, than the brutish thug she expected. Robin's hand went to the panic button about her neck. She was about to depress the button, but the mocking face of her uncle filled her mind. Would she give up so easily? After a painful moment of indecision, Robin withdrew her hand and tried, to the best of her ability, meeting the cool, collected gaze of her "Master."

The man continued, "Observe this table. In the shoe box you will place your footwear. In the large box you shall place your dress. In the smaller box you will place your intimates. In the black lacquer box, you shall place your jewelry and any other remaining articles. You may keep your panic button for now. However, I am sure that, on a day not too far off, you will willingly surrender that as well." after a pause while the man stared fixedly, almost hypnotically, into Robin's luminous green eyes, he ended with a simple, "Begin now." 

For an agonizing moment, Robin froze like a deer in the spotlight of nocturnal poachers. The direct nature of the request was disarming. He spoke to her, thought Robin, "As though he were instructing a waitress as to how to lay out the silverware." Robin's fingers encircled the panic button once more before she forced herself to obey. Removing first the left shoe and then the right, she placed them in the clear shoe box and closed its lid.

Robin knew better than to expect privacy, still the presence of a man who was not her husband as she stripped was almost overwhelming. Robin bit her lower lip and worked the pantyhose off from around her enticing butt and narrow waist and down her long fine legs. They went into the smaller box. Robin gazed up at her Master. His face was an implacable mask. Robin knew full well that this first unveiling was designed to humiliate. "I am NOT a marshmallow!" stated Robin forcefully to herself as she reached behind her back and unfastened the catch to her dress.

The store-bought dress gaped at the back as Robin tugged it off her slim frame. With as much dignity as she could muster, she folded the garment and placed in the larger box. Her master watched enthralled as Robin's intoxicating form appeared under the intense lighting. The body on display clad in just panties and brassier was in excellent shape. Robin's pale skin was unmarred by tattoos or obvious scars. The woman was finely muscled with a most enchanting, taut tummy and darling navel. Her legs were works of art. The Master could tell that Robin's breasts would not sag once she removed her bra. The modestly cut white panties were thin enough, that he could discern the outline of her pubic hair. It was obvious that this woman had never so much as trimmed her bush. 

Unsure of how to proceed next, Robin gazed at the floor. After a moment of praying for strength, she unfastened her brassier and loosed her fabulous tits. The Master's eyes drank in the exposed flesh hungrily, these were perhaps the finest breasts he had even encountered. Robin placed the garment in the intimates’ box. Believing that her heart would stop beating at any moment, Robin swallowed a lump in her throat the size of a grapefruit and sought the top of her panties with trembling, sweaty fingers. Exposing her sacred grounds took all of Robin's resolve.

The Master watched mesmerized as the thick thatch of strawberry blonde fur was exposed millimeter by millimeter. His young charge had no idea how much more enticing such a slow reveal was over a simple humble and rapid strip. The Master thought it a shame that such a beautiful woman was so embarrassed in exposing her considerable assets. He recalled the words of the dossier, drawn up by Uncle Mark's private investigator. "Apparently she truly IS this inexperienced and naive." he thought to himself. The Master thanked the powers that be that such a fresh and beautiful gift had been granted him. Then the Master mused, "I wonder if the god that sent her to me is the same god as the one she spent every Sunday worshiping? Logically, that would appear so!" The Master suppressed an amused laugh at that thought and concentrated on maintaining his poker face. 

Robin clutched the panties that she had finally removed for quite an interval of time. It was casting aside the last of her identity as a free woman. Finally, the last article of apparel was in the box with the rest of her intimates. With powerful dread Robin realized that all she had left was her panic button and her jewelry. Her watch, crucifix and four earrings made their way with agonizing slowness into the lacquered box. Robin was down to just her wedding and engagement rings. She shot a questing look at her Master. 

"You may keep, your panic button and NOTHING else. These articles will be returned to you when this year of service terminates. You are not my wife, you are my slave, your ring ringer belongs to me not to some other man, I decide if it is permitted any adornment. Now, stop wasting my time."

Robin began to weep as she twisted off her rings. This small act, so laden with symbolism hit her like a clout between the eyes. She saw her jewelry glittering in the ebon box, symbols of a life she was willingly walking away from. Robin tried to force her mind from focusing on anything except the happy faces that awaited her in the future. She saw herself helping unwed mothers and third world orphans. Even now she could see their smiles and hear their joyous laughter. "Keep your eyes upon the finish line." she told herself, not entirely convincingly. Robin shut the lid of the box and set it upon the table with the rest of her worldly possessions. For better or for worse, she was fully vulnerable to the Master's piercing gaze, and under his full legal authority.

"Very good, Robin. By the way I am granting you the rare privilege of retaining your name. Almost invariably a slave loses their name along with their clothes." After a beat for Robin to absorb his words he beckoned her to one corner of the stark white room. "Be a good girl and step up on this scale. I am going to ascertain your weight, height, and measurements, then you pose for some pretty pictures and then it will be time for your bath and your final processing."

"Pictures?"

"Of course silly, all slaves are registered. Just like your driver's license, a photograph is essential to identification."

Robin wanted to object but knew that it would be pointless. She bit her tongue and strode over to the scale. Her Master's manner reminded Robin of a doctor. The man was all business and extremely patient and gentle with Robin as he gathered the information he wanted. He did not even place his hands upon her body to obtain her measurements, he used some sort of laser device which transmitted sans wires to a laptop computer The Master put Robin at such a sense of ease that the appearance of his camera did not significantly alter her mood. The Master took about a dozen pictures from every angle and from various distances. Robin did her best to follow the instructions, but she simply could not muster a smile as ordered. Like the other data, the pictures made their way into the laptop. Robin was chagrined but she knew full well that humiliation was to be expected. "I hope he destroys those pictures when my year is over." thought Robin to herself. Suddenly Robin wondered how long she had been with the Master. Not a single clock could she spy in the sterile white room. Robin felt a tiredness, no doubt it was from the stress of the day, but Robin also suspected that the hour was very late. 

The Master took a long look at his newest charge. Slaves this beautiful were as rare as hen's teeth. He spied the tangle of strawberry down at the juncture of Robin's legs. It seemed almost a shame to have to remove it, but experience had taught him that giving slaves too much liberty or allowing them to retain too much of their identities as free people was counterproductive, doing neither the Master nor the slave any favors. He allowed Robin to collect herself before led her out of the playroom and across the hall to his lavishly appointed bathroom.

"I realize that you are probably hungry. We will dine after we finish the last bit of processing. I assume that you like you baths hot, not quite scalding?" He reached for the spigots of the huge tub.

"Maybe not THAT hot," replied Robin. Her eyes were fixed upon her guardian as he unbuttoned and removed his expensive tailored shirt. Robin had never seen so many muscles in one place. Robin had seen fit men before. At the beach, her eye sometimes lingered on well-built men a bit longer than was proper for a woman as recently married as herself. Not that Simon was unattractive, far from it. But her husband Simon was tall and spindly, he was in good shape, but when he took his shirt off at the beach, only Robin seemed to notice or care. The man known as the Master however seemed to have stepped right out of certain erotic dreams that a young happily married Christian wife simply should not be having. She tried to focus on anything else in the room, the steam rising from the taps, the play of the water against the walls of the tub, but she kept focusing on the Master's impressive abdominal muscles.

A little voice inside her head was yelling quite loudly that NOW was the time to press the panic button, but for some reason, Robin acted as though she did not hear her own internal plaintive warning,

Robin's attempts to hide her ogling, did not go unnoticed by the Master. Ever since he had met her in Mark Higgin's office, he had sought an inroad into her psyche. Even a nearly invisible crack in her facade would allow him to gently force his way in to then blow out the doors and windows. Every woman had her weakness, and the Master was an expert at finding and exploiting them all. Robin came from a more sheltered world than most, but she had the same failings and lusts all of humanity possessed. The way she tried to hide her interest in his physique, told the Master many things. He now knew, for example, that despite her apparently happy marriage, her husband lacked certain qualities that Robin desired. She was a woman awed by physical strength. No doubt, the Master realized, there were nights when her husband had made love to her when she secretly desired that he was some Hollywood strongman, these thoughts may have come within seconds of orgasm, making her feel guilty and slutty. She was, no doubt, recalling such times right now. The Master gazed at Robin as he placed his shirt upon a counter. Her eyes darted from his and she visibly flushed. The Master seemed to know Robin's mind better than she did. Right now, he realized, Robin's mind was creating rationalizations for her wants. "She will see slavery to me as an excuse to indulge in one of her prime desires, but her mind will find any justification such as being an obedient Christian with no other option. And she will believe her own lies, at least for a while."

The Master smiled warmly at Robin and said, "Why don't you test the water? As of now I am responsible for bathing you. Sometimes we will bathe together. Sometimes you will bathe me but ALWAYS I will bathe you."

"Understood." replied Robin glumly as she tested the water with her big toe. The water was just how she liked it, so she plunged in, reveling in the heat of the water on her clamy skin. 

The Master pushed a button on the wall and light classical music began playing, the lighting also shifted, becoming subtly more romantic. He produced a bath pillow for Robin to rest her head on and plunged the washcloth into the water. 

The Master felt Robin's muscles tense one he made skin to skin contact. A little tremor coursed through her body before she relaxed. The Master realized that Robin's tremor was more than simple fear or nerves, he could not help smiling. Gently he lathered the beautiful young woman, savoring the feel of her supple flesh.

"He's not an ogre, he's a gentleman." thought an amazed Robin as she sat in the tub. "Why would a gentleman seek to dominate and control? Does he have mother issues? Does he secretly fear women?"

As soon as Robin had conceived those thoughts she dismissed them. "This is a man who is very difficult to figure out. Perhaps he will be open to the message of the Gospel?"

At that moment, Robin's mind froze. The Master was gently washing her privates! Robin knew that she should force her thighs together to force out the Master's hand and its unwanted attentions, but, for some reason, she subtly widened the part between her legs. Robin felt first one and then a second and third finger enter her. The words of protest formed in her mind but never made their way to her mouth. Instead she found her attention focused upon the huge bicep and other arm muscles of her enslaver as his fingers continued their invasion. "What is wrong with me?" She thought abstractly "Is he some devil?" Robin's eyes met The Master's, his smile was incandescent.  
 
      
 
    "You're no devil" yelled Robin, "You're something WORSE!" as she forcefully closed her thighs, driving out the invading appendage.

The Master chuckled heartily and replied, "Guilty as charged. What is the matter, Robin? Afraid of enjoying yourself?"

"Can I get out of the tub now "Master"?". Robin pronounced the word master with exceeding venom and sarcasm, neither of which had the slightest impact upon the handsome, smiling, blond man.

"Your bath is not over yet. I have to wash your hair and other things." 

Robin made a sound like a small animal caught in a trap but made no other protest. She was angry. Dejectedly she realized that she was angrier at herself than the man bathing her. She was angry with herself precisely because she HAD been enjoying the attentions of this very strong and very handsome man. "I am a dutiful Christian wife. I MUST abhor the touch of any other man." she told herself repeatedly like a mantra as the Master saw to the washing of her back, breasts, and hair. After several minutes of repeating her mantra, Robin was disgusted that the Master's touch still felt very, very good. "This is meant to humiliate me, debase me, shame me, WHY is it not doing that?" she asked God in silence. Not one thing had gone as she had expected this day. 

At last the Master pulled the plug on the drain. He had Robin stand and temporarily wrapped her in a thick cotton towel. 

"You should take the opportunity to relieve yourself now. Then I will dry your hair and we will head to my bedroom for the final bit of processing, then we can sit down to dinner and talk like civilized people. I had a gourmet meal delivered earlier, it won't take more than a few minutes to warm up. Of course, starting tomorrow, you will be responsible for preparing my meals, cleaning my house, dressing me and catering to my whims. Those necessities of your new life will be either rewarding and fulfilling for you or the epitome of drudgery. Whichever it turns out to be will be the result or YOUR mental outlook and YOUR'S ALONE!" 

That the Master did not give Robin privacy to conduct her bodily functions, should not have come as a surprise, yet it did. Not even Simon was present when she "tinkled" or "pooped." Even though Robin really had to go, it took her body an inordinate amount of time to al last rid itself of urine. Robin felt her most profound humiliation of the day when the Master insisted on wiping her when she was finished.

"Privacy is the domain of the free woman, which you are not. Have no fear, this WILL get easier as time passes. One of the first things you must understand is that your time is NOT your own. Every second, every minute, every hour of the day belongs to me. It is my responsibility to keep your mind and body occupied. There will be moments of quiet refection but those will be a rare luxury. Do you understand?"

Robin nodded her head and replied "Yes, Sir."

She sat in silence as the Master dried her hair and fashioned it into two absolutely adorable braids. Wordlessly the Master steered Robin through a door in the bathroom and into his bedroom. The decor impressed Robin. The furniture was 1950's modern, all chrome and stylish lines. A vintage Radio from the same era sat atop a period table. Beautiful oak bookcases lined the walls. All he books seemed to be hardbacks with one section set aside for what appeared to be very old or rare books. "First editions." thought Robin. The rug was thick white shag, the far wall contained a lovely fireplace and a large, comfortable seeming, easy chair under a period lamp. Then Robin spied the bed.

It was huge, big enough for several people, and round. The bedding was silk and the covers fine linen. The bed looked amazingly comfortable. Robin needed no threats of punishment to obey the Master when he invited her to lie down upon it. Once supine, she noted the mirrored ceiling in this part of the room. She stared for a long time at her own visage. The bed was every bit as comfortable as it looked. The Master let Robin drink everything in for a long while before he spoke.

"Now comes a grounds-keeping issue, Robin. I don't know how thoroughly you have studied and prepared for your role, but there are two outward symbols of obedience. Slaves may not retain any hair below their necks, two, all slaves are collared. Even in Biblical times, slaves wore outward symbols of their service. In a few moments I am going to remove your pubic hair, lovely as it is, and then you will take my collar. Your collar bears the number under which you are registered and designates me as your owner. These things WILL happen to you. You can either accept them or you can fight me. If you fight me, you will lose. If you fight me, you will be punished. Depending upon your intransigence that punishment can vary from a relatively benign swatting of the buttocks to several days of prolonged, intense pain. And in the end, you will be hairless and collared anyway. Now, which course will you set for yourself Robin, rebellion or cooperation?" 

Robin looked intently at her reflection. She knew that this was the point, beyond which, there was no turning back. Her right hand stroked her sacred grounds. Simon had asked if he could shave her once. Robin had gotten very angry and asked Simon where he had gotten such an idea. That was the night her husband confessed that he sometimes surfed pornographic sites on the internet. After his tearful confession, Simon had repented and never asked Robin for anything the least bit kinky. Now a stranger was going to shave her, and Robin had a pang of regret as she realized, "Yes, it is a woman's glory, but it is also such a small thing. It would have grown back. It could have remained a secret between Simon and me. What was the harm really? Was it worth shaming my husband over?" As for the collar, the Master had spoken the truth, in biblical times slaves wore piercings and other outward symbols of their status, Was she any better than those slaves of ancient days? "Embrace the humiliation with your eyes upon the prize that awaits you." Robin thought as she envisioned homeless people with new shoes and third world children getting life-saving medical treatment with Uncle Mark's money.

Robin turned from her reflection, met the serious countenance of the Master and replied softly, "I won't fight you, Master."

A few moments later, Robin peered intently into the reflective ceiling as she watched the Master denude her loins. He had stepped into the bathroom and returned with a small basin of warm water. With a gentility that was surprising in such a large man, he lightly moistened, Robin's feminine fur shroud with a washcloth. From the dresser he removed a portable trimmer equipped with a collection bag. Very slowly and very deliberately, working from the top down, the Master worked his way through the thick tangle of Strawberry Blonde thatch. Robin stared fascinated as her secret place was exposed. The trimmer left a clear-cut forest in its wake. It reminded Robin of the crew cuts a male friend of hers used to sport each summer. The mellow buzzing of the trimmer ceased, and The Master set it aside. He hefted a can of shaving cream and delicately applied a carpet of white foam to Robin's Mons.

As he picked up the razor and dunked the head of the implement into the basin of warm water he caught Robin's gaze and said, "Relax, I am an old hand at this, I have never so much as nicked a customer." 

Robin was aware of a warmness which could not be explained by the vibrating action of the trimmer or the gentle stroke of the razor or the hands of the huge handsome man at work removing the stubble. Robin had felt that same warmness, when... Suddenly she flushed with embarrassment. The idea that she was excited by this perversion! It was preposterous! Still the sensation remained and even intensified when the Master’s fingers gently parted the lips of her sex as his nimble and sensitive fingers strove to remove every last follicle of hair. And then Robin was gazing up at her naked sex. It was a view she had not had in a very long time. It was like seeing a forgotten landscape after many years away from home. The Master wiped away the last speck of shaving cream and Robin's most intimate place glistened under the soft lighting of the bed room. 

Robin was about to rub her hands over the newly exposed territory, but the Master clasped them in his own. Without any preamble at all, he shifted his body so that his mouth was just inches above Robin's pussy. The sensation of his talented tongue upon her most intimate place was a revelation. Oral sex had always been her favorite thing, though truth be told, Robin far preferred receiving to giving. Simon had been diligent and usually succeeded in getting her off but the Master! After an interval of bliss that Robin had not believed possible, she felt the familiar stirring of her loins. The Master seemed to know every atom of her sensual anatomy. Despite herself, Robin began breathing heavily and then screaming, demanding that the Master give her "MORE!" The subsequent orgasm was the without question the very best of her young life. She seemed to fade away as the Master set up, his smile a mile wide. 

Almost as soon as her ecstasy had passed, Robin had profound regrets. That she had allowed a stranger, a man whose name she did not even know, to give her pleasure and for her to enjoy it so must mean that she in a horrid sinful person, a wanton, a tramp! But. try as she might, Robin could not convince herself that what had just transpired was foul and sinful. She knew that she SHOULD feel as if it were and was supremely puzzled as to why her emotions did not match her morals. 

"That's more like it!" enthused the Master. "You will take to the collar well."

He rose from the bed and retrieved something from a drawer. Robin's eyes widened at the ring of leather and chrome. It was not unattractive, but to Robin's eyes it seemed quite thick and heavy. 

"Let's try this on for size. You will have to take off your panic button for a moment while I fit this about your neck. It is quite light I assure you."

Robin removed her panic button. "Will I EVER use this?" she thought to herself. And then she thought of Simon. "I hope that that woman is not like the Master." Robin realized that she probably was. Thinking the woman who had spirited Simon away was far more attractive than herself, Robin thought glumly "What if after a year he wants to stay with her? If she is as talented as the Master, why would Simon even want me back?" Robin had just decided that what she needed was a good therapeutic cry when she heard and felt the lock to the collar click closed.

It was not especially heavy, but as Robin tugged on it and experimented moving around in it, she realized that the collar would take some time to get used to. She slid her panic button lanyard back over her head. It did not interfere with the collar at all. Her mind a mass of confounding confusion of emotions and thoughts, Robin sat for a long time contemplating her image and the collar about her neck. She wondered where life with the Master would lead her Already she was seeing her uncle's challenge in a new light. After a long moment Robin gazed up at the master as asked, in all humility and honesty. 

"Who will I be when this year is over, Sir?"

The Master placed his hand atop of Robin's, showed compassion and concern on his handsome face and replied with equal sincerity.

"I don't know, Robin, but it sure will be awfully fun discovering her along the way, won't it?" 

For the first time in the master's presence, Robin smiled and nearly laughed.

"I suppose that is the best answer I can expect." she stated.

With that the master rose from Robin's side, extended his hand, and said, "Come, help me set out dinner. We have MANY things to talk about." 
 
      
 
    Dinner turned out to be one of the more enlightening encounters of Robin's young life. The clock in the kitchen informed the young wife of the lateness of the hour but Robin seemed to get her second wind as she helped the Master warm up and lay out the meal. The Master owned very fine china and it appeared lovely on the white table cloth. Robin was grateful for the napkin across her lap but still felt self-conscious with her breasts exposed. She realized that she would have to get used to nudity. That might be a hard thing she realized. It had taken in her nearly a year to be comfortably nude in front of her own husband, Simon. She tried to push aside her embarrassment as she and the Master ate.

Robin soon discovered that the Master was a brilliant raconteur, with funny, amusing and insightful phrases peppering their conversation. He was deep and penetrating without being pompous or condescending, like a gifted college professor. Robin soon came to the conclusions that whatever else his faults, the man who called himself the Master certainly had a winning and forceful personality. 

Eventually, Robin was able to steer the conversation onto the topic of religion. She felt it her duty to share the Great Commission with this man so that he could learn about his need for salvation. The Master was full of surprises.

"I was a seminary student for a few years." he stated.

"Really!" responded Robin incredulously.

"Yes I had to study it for a while to conclude that theology is a science without a subject. Besides being a seminary student is no great accomplishment. Al Gore was one, as was Governor Jerry Brown of California. For that matter so was Joseph Stalin. Three rather different trajectories and three very different personalities springing from the same root. However, I do not consider my studies a waste of time. I learned a great deal about logic, argument, and the human condition."

"But how can you just turn your back on God?" asked Robin softly.

"Because, Robin the concept of "God" is a myth doubly so for the version of “truth” you have walled off your mind with."

"That's not true. My Messiah is real, I don't follow a religion I have a relationship with Jesus."

"I am sure that you believe that. But consider; here you are naked and collared in a strange man's house, a man who is going to ask you to sacrifice your virtue at the conclusion of this meal; are those places that Jesus ordinarily places young nubile women?" 

Robin bit her lower lip and replied slowly "Well, no. but I am being tested. I have to keep focused on all the good I shall be able to do with Uncle Mark's money. Sometimes we have to do unpleasant things for the greater good."

The Master smiled and replied with "I assure you, my dear Robin, sex with me is hardly "unpleasant". Still you must concede that your current predicament is a bit startling from a conservative Christian standpoint. Unless, of course you view it as part of "His" plan. Those are really your only options Robin, either your God does not exist. and capricious fate has brought you to my door or your Jesus, the author and creator of the universe, desires you under my charge. In either case your best course of action is to obey me to the very best of your abilities."

Robin did not like the flow of the conversation and countered with, "There is a third option, you are evil and working as an agent of Satan!"

The Master broke out in a loud guffaw, "Really Robin? My house is hardly Gethsemane and you are not being asked to sacrifice your soul for the redemption of all mankind. In the unlikely truth that Satan exists, don't you think he has better things to do than to tempt beautiful young housewives?" The Master delighted as he watched predictable emotions cross Robin's face before he continued. 

"Consider Robin, either your God has delivered you to me so that you can be enlightened and instructed or else HE has abandoned you to the machinations of an evil man to be abused and despoiled. In either case, it is best for you to believe the first scenario. Under the first I may ask many things of you that you may not at first want to yield, however, in the end, my requests and instruction will be benefits to both your physical and spiritual life. Under scenario number one, no matter how bad things become there is still hope for you and your immortal soul. Under scenario number two, the God whom you claim to love and who you claim loves you might have just turned you over to a modern Torquemada. Under scenario two there is no such thing as hope."

Robin's eyes widened, and she uttered "You are a silver-tongued devil!"

"Unquestionably, Robin. But even so, no matter how you slice it, you have to view me as an extension of God's will, otherwise your year with me will be a literal hell in every sense."

Tears came to Robin's eyes as she replied, "This is all VERY confusing!"

"Undoubtedly, Robin, but your heart is in the right place. I have no doubt that you have quite virtuous motives and truly want to do good with your uncle's legacy. I don't believe that you have bitten off more than you can chew, but you WILL need to alter your perception of yourself. For the next year, you have to empty yourself of "Robin" toss out her pride, her vanity, her morals, and identity and take on those of Robin the servant and slave. Instead of paying lip service to the phrase "dying to self" you will truly have to do it. It IS a difficult thing. It is NOT an impossible thing." 

The Master waited a moment for his words to sink in before he said, "Help me with these dishes, Robin. It is well past both our bedtimes." 

Robin rinsed the dishes and the Master loaded them in the washer and placed in the proper amount of liquid soap. The fact that the Master was so kind and solicitous of her as they performed this task, sent the young wife into another sea of confusion. It was obvious that this man, no matter his other faults, was not a crass, lecherous, pig, but was capable of astounding grace and gentility. For Robin, who was used to filtering the world through a prism that consisted solely of "good" or "evil," nothing was coming into focus. Even after mentally retracing the steps, Robin could not fully explain how she had ended up in her current predicament, "How is it that I am in a strange man's house stark naked, collared and with a shaved vulva?" she asked herself, as though the last few hours had occurred to a stranger.

Robin gazed at the Master in the surprisingly flattering light of his kitchen. He truly was a handsome man. More Handsome than her own husband, Simon, if she was honest with herself. "This man can read me better than my pastor, perhaps even better than Simon. How is that possible for someone so out of touch with the Lord?" she asked herself. "Was he a Torquemada or a saint in secular guise?" Robin realized that she had no answer to those questions and would only learn them with time. Robin's reverie of wonder was broken when the Master turned to face her, smiled broadly and announced,

"It is time for bed Robin. You can either share my oh so comfortable bed and, eventually, get some sleep or you can spurn my bed and endure and endless sleepless night in a barren cage."

"Will you expect sex, Sir?" asked Robin warily.

"Of course, Robin. It is my duty as your Master to make use of you." he replied in a serious tone of voice.

"Can't I just lie next you and sleep?" asked Robin pensively. 

"No, Robin, the sooner you embrace your new life the better. It's like plunging into a sauna, better to go in all at once than to try and enter inch by inch." he stated.

"I have no other option?"

"None whatsoever."

Robin's eyes could not help taking a tour of her captor's muscular torso. Robin now realized that it was no accident that he had continued to remain sans shirt while they dined. Robin felt like the worst wife in the world when she realized that she was ogling the bulge in the Master's tight slacks. Unbidden she imagined him unclothed, pictured his gifted tongue taking another tour of her intimate place. Suddenly she thought of Simon, her husband and felt a steel resolve enter her spine. 

"I WILL NOT share your bed, Sir. I don't care what you do to me, I will not betray my husband."

The Master's smile did not waver as he continued with, "I suppose I should expect some rebellion. Since that is your choice Robin, so shall it be. I am a patient man and I am willing to wait you out a few days, that means that you will see the harsher, more demanding version of me. You won't like him. I don't like him, but he is effective in breaking and training recalcitrant women such as yourself. Robin, I think you will be quite happy when the genie your refusal has now loosed, is placed back in the bottle. Follow me."

The Master led Robin to a bathroom and supervised the brushing and flossing of her teeth. Robin had expected her enslaver to give her some privacy to attend to her bodily functions, but such privacy was never issued. Instead the Master led her to a different room in the house. The room was floored in stark white ceramic tiles. The walls were blank and sterile. Hanging in the middle of the room, attached to bars in the ceiling was a human sized cage! Robin's eyes grew wide and fearful at the sight.

"Until you desire the warmth and comfort of my bed as well as the protection of my affections, you shall spend your nights in this cage." He gathered up a bed pan from a cabinet in the room and announced "Here is your toilet. If even a single drop of your waste ends up on my floor, you shall be severely punished. In the morning I'll expect you to suck my cock before we exercise, shower and then settle down for breakfast. Know now that refusing to provide me with fellatio is NOT an option. Recall those shiny pointy things in my playroom. Do you REALLY want to experience them first hand?"

The fierce and cold look that crossed the Master's face as he spoke the final paragraphs, chilled Robin to the bone. She felt a huge lump form in her throat as the full impact of the Master's words hit home.

"Sir, surely there is some other way."

"Yes there is, you can share my bed and my affections."

"But I love Simon."

"I won't ask you to stop loving him."

"But .. but." Robin sputtered.

"Get in the cage!" 

Robin felt the tears streaming down her cheeks as she stepped into the steel cage. As the door closed behind her she realized that there was barely enough room for her squat or sit. However, if she did attempt to sit down, there was no place for the bed pan. Robin heard the hasp close and the padlock click shut.

"Have mercy on me, Master!" she cried.

"I have given you plenty of time to accept my alternative. Live with the consequences YOU created!"

With that the Master turned and made his way out of the room. As he exited he touched the light switch, plunging the room into pitch darkness, seemingly oblivious to Robin's cries of anguish. 

Robin, at first, had a very long and very hard night. Nightmares which had not assailed her mind since childhood became prominent every time she shut her eyes. The phantasmagorias prevented her from getting any more than cursory sleep. With difficulty she was able to deposit the bedpan on the floor of her cage. Leaning against the bars she could take some of the weight off her feet for extended periods of time. Robin knew that crying was useless. After the first few hours she got a hold of her emotions. She reflected upon the course of actions that had led her here. 

Part of Robin's conscious tried to tell her to steel herself, to spend an entire year in this cage and never submit to the devilish Master. "I can be like a Roman martyr" she told herself. But then, she had to urinate, and she reached for the bed pan out of fear of the Master's threats. And then as she hung there in the dark part of her consciousness asked, "How bad can it be? The Master is handsome, has demonstrated that he can be kind, sensitive and funny. What do you gain by denying him? Is Simon remaining celibate for YOUR sake?"

The thought of Simon and that beautiful dark-haired woman, made Robin briefly angry. "My husband is just like every other man. He will make up some excuse to, to… " she thought before allowing the matter to drop. A moment later she continued to herself with "Robin, can you really be a martyr? Are you being threatened with death? Is the Master forcing you to recant your faith? You cry when you skin your knee. How could you possibly bear a year of nights like this? No girl, Uncle Mark is right about some things."

The realization that her suddenly less sanctimonious seeming uncle had a better sense of her psyche than Robin herself did brought the young housewife up short. She recalled the days of her childhood, when they had been as close as an uncle and nice could be and she mourned the years the two of them had lost through the interference of her mother. Robin recalled her own wedding, Simon had suggested that Robin ask her uncle Mark to give her away, but Robin's mother would not hear of it. For completely different reasons Robin wept a second time. When these fresh tears passed, Robin felt like a different woman. 

"The year will not be easy." she told herself, "But I have been looking at things the wrong way. My uncle really DOES love me. God loves me. This year is a time of change and growth. It may be that I curse the lesson but bless the knowledge, but this year can only defeat me if I let it! As for Simon, if he falls out of love with me this year because of that woman, then our love was never as firm as I believed it to be. Better to find out now than after we've created children together! I can't worry about Simon, I can only worry about me. And that is just what I will do!" 

For the first time that night, she fell into a brief, yet deep and untroubled sleep.

The Master was beyond amazed when he entered his playroom the next morning. He had expected a bedraggled, weeping mess, he encountered Robin asleep, her head resting upon her chest, looking absolutely angelic. "Perhaps I have misjudged this woman." he said softly before he woke Robin. The Master had planned to loudly clang the bars of her cage with a metal object, but suddenly that idea seemed perverse. Gently her reached between the bars and shook Robin's soft white shoulder. 

Robin's large blue eyes flew open in surprise. It seemed to take her a few moments to place herself. At last her face broke out in a grin. 

"Good morning, Sir!"

Robin's easy air disarmed the Master. Rarely did things unfurl so differently than they did in his mind. Robin's cheerfulness was a most welcome but very unexpected turn of events. Hastily, the Master began to mentally switch gears.

"How did you find your evening, Robin."

"It was revelatory, Sir. Can I get out of here now?"

The Master eyed Robin warily, "You realize that once I allow you to exit the cage, I expect you to preform fellatio on me?"

"I am well aware of that, Sir. I won't give you any trouble."

A bit stunned, the Master retrieved the key to the padlock in the hasp of the cage and opened the enclosure. He noted the full bed pan and a bit of urine on the floor. That should have brought punishment on the young wife, but for some reason the Master allowed it to slide. He helped Robin alight on the ceramic tile floor. A glimmer he could not identify seemed to radiate from her luminous blue eyes. The Master had expected it to take extended experience in the cage to make Robin this compliant. "If I didn't know better, " he told himself, "I could swear that she had a visitation from a higher power. The mind is a powerful thing." Finally, he spoke.

"That is good, Robin. Let's dump this pan and then we can start our day off right."

Robin fell in next to the Master. She noted that he was clad only in expensive silk pajama bottoms. He really was handsome she though. Instinctively careful to not spill a drop, Robin toted the bed pan to the bathroom and emptied the contents in the commode. Robin asked for and received permission to wash her hands. She caught sight of herself in the mirror. Despite the night in the cage, her ponytails were relatively non-mussed. She noted her panic button. The night before she had been so distraught that she had not even reached for it. Now in the light of a new day, she realized that she would probably never need it. Somehow, she knew that her first night in the cage would be the worst that she would endure. 
 
      
 
     "If last night did not cause me to use this thing, nothing will."

She knew full well what would be expected of her now. She noted the sizable bulge straining at the button of the pajamas fly. It did not look like anything she could not handle. "Keeping him happy is the road of least resistance." she thought. Simon always praised Robin on the rare times she had consented to give her husband a bit of the oral gift. A sudden feeling of guilt crossed Robin's mind. She knew she had not given Simon as much fellatio as he had desired. Robin recalled that she had used it mostly to extract favors from Simon. After HE took out the trash and raked the leaves and washed the windows after HE had given her several hours of massage, after HE had sufficiently praised Robin and apologized for asking her to sully herself by giving him oral favors. Yet, Robin had been very demanding of Simon. She made him give her all of pussy licking she demanded. Robin had never noticed the discrepancy in how she and her husband had shared their love until now. Simon had been satisfied with so little, while she had never starved for him. Suddenly ashamed of herself, Robin wished at that moment for a time machine, so she could spend an endless string of weekends sucking Simon's cock. "That woman, that "Goddess" won't be stealing Simon from me." she thought bitterly, "I handed him to her on a silver platter.," Forcing the depressing thoughts away, Robin offered her right hand to the Master and he led her to the his richly appointed bedroom. 

Robin went to her knees as the Master stood next to the bed. Her fingers trembled a bit as she grasped the waistband of the pajamas and tugged them down. The Master's huge uncircumcised cock filled the space in front of her. Above the shaft, just above his pubic hair the word "Master" was tattooed in Gothic script. Robin could not help but notice that his legs were powerfully muscled as he stepped out of the garment. Robin gazed up, into his full blue eyes. It was as though he was staring into her soul. Tentatively at first and then with more enthusiasm she set to work on the Master's manhood.

As far as the Master was concerned this was the worst blow job he had ever experienced. While clearly not a complete novice, his new slave seemed to have no idea as to how to establish and maintain a rhythm, and her teeth! Still the gesture was appreciated, very softly yet firmly he instructed Robin on how to improve her technique. Still, it took forever for her to get him to the point of climax. He fought the impulse to hold her chin so that she could not pull away when he came. About half of his ejaculate ended up on the floor, the rest Robin gamely choked down.

"Very, good, slave Robin." stated the Master with a sincerity he did not feel. "Let's have a cup of coffee and then we can work out for an hour or so. After that its shower time and we find out what kind of cook you are." 

A lull hung over the kitchen at the two sat next to each other and sipped their coffee. For the first time in a very long time the Master was at a loss for words. The young woman seemed suddenly more confident and independent, there was a resolve that the Master had never noticed before. For the first time, the Master thought that, perhaps, he would learn a thing or two from Robin. 

Seeking an angle of attack, the Master stated slowly. "I noted that some of your urine on my floor. After you clean that up, you will have to be punished for being careless." 
 
      
 
    Robin's response surprised the Master. "I suppose I was a bit careless. In my defense however, I was not in my right mind early in the night. I'll try not to make a mistake again. I hope that your punishment is not too painful. But remember, to err is human, to forgive divine."

Robin's conversion continued to startle the Master, but he quickly gained his footing. "I think a spanking consisting of ten firm swats should be sufficient. Your punishments will be consistent with your disobedience."

"That seems fair, Sir." replied Robin. "I know that for the next year, you are my master, my teacher and disciplinarian. I will try to obey. I will ask that you be patient with me and progress slowly. All of this is very new to me. Though you will no doubt, scoff, I now know that God has placed me in your charge for a purpose. I must be here to learn more about myself, my marriage, and about my redeemer." 

A bit surprised by his new slave's candor, the Master was silent for a moment before he replied, "The cleaning up can wait. Let's work out for the next hour and half. After that, a shower and breakfast."

In the Master's well-apportioned gym, he issued Robin a skimpy translucent sports bra and tiny panties and set her to work on a spinning apparatus. As it happened, Robin had always believed in working out. Her church taught that a good wife always took care to make sure that the temple of her body was kept in tip top shape. She recalled the words of her pastor, encouraging everyone in the church to try and stay in shape. "We can't very well preach on moderation if we are a collection of obese, out of shape slobs." he had said. Robin's pastor also intimidated that the sexier the wife, the less likely that the husband was to stray. Robin knew that she was attractive. As a Christian woman, she realized that she should not take as much delight as she did when she caught some strange man eying her form appreciatively. She knew that such pride was a sin, but she could not help reveling in it. 

After ninety minutes, Robin's body glistened with perspiration. The young wife had spent her exercise time singing praise songs to herself. Knowing that her time would not be hers for the next year Robin realized that she would have to take whatever time she could to worship God. As their shared exercise time wound down, Robin felt much more comfortable with her situation. He thoughts were surprisingly untroubled. "I am a slave now, he owns me for the next year. If he wants sex, it is my duty to submit. But no matter what he does to me, he cannot possibly separate me from my Lord, nor can he prevent me from praising him at times like this." 

Robin was humming the song, "What a Difference a Day Makes" as the Master stripped the scanty garments from her frame and placed them in a hamper. Wordlessly, Robin took the Master's hand and allowed him to lead her to his master bathroom. In the large shower stall equipped with dual heads, Robin relaxed as the master lathered her body head to toe. She was especially amazed at the gentleness of his touch as he carefully shaved her privates a second time, and then her entire body. As she watched the shaving cream circle the drain, Robin thought, "It is like I've been reborn, my old life sheared away in preparation of a new adventure." Without any prompting at all, Robin offered her enslaver, her lips.

For the very first time, Robin was able to fully relax in the big man's arms. He felt very good around her. Imagining that she was giving Simon the kind of kisses her husband had always craved, Robin enjoyed making out with the Master. Robin had always kept much of the sensual aspect of her personality under tight reign, but there seemed little point in that now. "It is as the Master said, I can enjoy myself or I can be miserable. I may not know much but I DO know that God wants me happy." Thought Robin contemplatively.

Later, after she had dressed him in very fine clothes, the Master dried Robin's body and hair. That her transformation should come so soon, utterly floored him. He had expected, at the outside, at least two weeks of severe discipline to bring her around. "Maybe there IS something to this inner peace crap." thought the Master abjectly. He wanted to lead her to the bedroom and take her right now, but he understood that patience was the prudent course. Robin was one of the most beautiful women he had ever met. Not only was she physically stunning, her personality, even with all its religious baggage, was effervescent. She was as close to a complete package as the Master had encountered in a long time. "Too bad I only have her for a year." he though, realizing, for the first time, that he did not see his charge as a chore.

Robin and the Master exchanged few words before he led her to the kitchen and handed her a frilly apron.

"I hope that you can cook as beautifully as you look." sincerely stated the Master.

For the first time since well before dawn, Robin had a moment of panic. Truth be told, she did very little cooking. Simon had put himself through college as a cook in a diner. He could make just about anything, so as soon as their honeymoon had ended, Robin had exiled Simon to the kitchen. Robin's mother had always had a cook, so Robin had rarely ventured into the kitchen. As a surprise to Simon she had learned how to make a few things, but mostly she had bragged to her church friends how blessed she was to have such a gifted chef for a husband. Not for the first time since entering the Master's house did Robin realize that in so many ways she had been a pathetic wife. She had taken, Simon's love and devotion and manipulated him into being her servant. Looking back at their marriage, Robin realized that Simon had done all the heavy lifting, while she had skated away from any onerous tasks. How much Simon must have loved her! 

Robin had no sooner finished that thought then she recalled the beautiful dark-haired woman who had led her husband out of her uncle's office. "I'll bet that she does not take Simon for granted. In no time at all, after getting all the affection I should have given him, Simon will fall in love with her! And it will serve me right!" The unpleasant thoughts of losing Simon, clashed like so many cymbals in Robin's mind. "Lord," she prayed, "When all of this is over, PLEASE give me another chance to prove to Simon that I am worthy of his affections." Robin wiped the tear from her eye and focused once more upon the Master.

"I'm in the mood for pancakes."

Robin's mood brightened considerably. Pancakes were one of the few things she could make competently. Robin recalled the extent of her culinary abilities, French toast, pancakes, grilled cheese, mac and cheese, salads, and, if she was really ambitious, a stew in the crock pot. That she would have to confide in the Master about her lack of domestic skills, was apparent but, Robin decided to broach the subject later. Even waiting until lunch was preferable to informing him at present.

The Master gave Robin a tour of the kitchen explaining where the supplies were and informing her that she was required to clean up afterwards.

"I try to keep to a cleaning schedules, Robin. Rugs twice a week, kitchen, bathrooms and playroom daily. You are my slave, so you will be taking over all those tasks. I'll try not to be a tyrant until you get the hang of things, but I warn you right now that I am quite anal about order. Doubly so about my laundry. I instruct twice, warn once, and discipline as needed after each warning until the lesson adheres. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Sir!" 

"Well than pay better attention."

"I am sorry, Sir. I was thinking about Simon. I now realize that I was not the wife I could have been."

"Simon will take care of himself. Like you he, no doubt has much to learn. You WILL see him again. Until then, keep your focus upon me." 

A short while later, Robin set a stack of succulent pancakes before the Master. Her own stack was much smaller, as the Master had required, and she could not begin eating until permission was granted. The master had Robin remove her apron before she sat next to him. 

"These pancakes are quite good, Robin." he said.

"Thank you, Sir." replied Robin 

There was a span of silence in the room. The Master noted that his slave was still in her contemplative mood.

"You seem unusually quiet this morning, a penny for your thoughts?"

"I am sorry, Sir. Since last night I have realized a great many things about myself, about my marriage, and about my God. While I know there will be many things that I will detest over the next year, I know that ultimately everything will be for my benefit. I just hope that when this is over, that I have not lost Simon. There are so many things I want to say to him. I have a lot to answer for to my husband, but one of those things WON'T be sharing your bed. I betrayed him in a myriad of ways long before I came to wear your collar. I also know, even though I may suffer corporal punishment, you are NOT an ogre. Oh, you are unsaved, and I WILL endeavor to pray for your redemption, but God can use anything to teach His children. I know that there is much you have yet to teach me. I'm just sorry that I did not see it earlier. If I lose Simon after this, the fault will be mine, not God's, not my Uncle Mark, not that ... that woman's, not yours, but mine!" 

"You must love him very much, Robin"

"Even more than I knew before. More importantly, I realized how unconditionally HE loved me."

The Master placed his hand upon Robin's forearm. "Slave, the hardest thing about serving me is realizing how much you NEED to serve me. It is a total power exchange where my will becomes your will, yet together we are something more. Not just slave and Master but also friends, lovers, and comrades. I assure you that after this year, you will be so transformed that Simon, no matter how much you may have sinned against him, will fall in love with you all over again."

Robin's eyes filled with tears as she uttered, "Oh, Master... that is beautiful." 

And then the young wife slid into the Master's lap and began to weep copious tears upon his strong firm shoulder. The Master held her tightly and allowed her to cry herself her out. When her tears had dissipated, The Master kissed her deeply, in a way he had not previously. Robin's tremulous sobs had been replaced with warm yielding flesh. She was a different Robin now, and the Master realized that HE was different as well.

The Master gestured towards the bedroom and said very softly. "How about we leave these dishes for later?"

Robin nodded her assent and the Master rose to his feet, cradling the beautiful young wife of another man in his arms. The walk to his bedroom was not long, but it was astonishing. Once upon the huge mattress, Robin gave herself fully to the Master, holding back none of herself. In a way, she was not sharing the bed with her enslaver, she was opening herself for her husband, Simon. For once in her life she was determined to let herself fully go. "Simon deserves so much more; before I never tried to give it to him, well when the time comes, this is what I shall do." Robin told herself as she began kissing her way down the Master's torso. At his crotch, she once again opened to receive his manhood. The Master's words from that morning returned to her mind. "When I see Simon again, this is the blow job he is going to get." she told herself. The Master's sighs of pleasure delighted Robin.

Shortly, however, Simon was absent from the mind of Robin. The Master's skilled tongue lips upon her breasts, ribs, navel and tummy, convinced her that the Master was the best lover she had ever met. And then the handsome man who "owned" her preformed his oral magic upon her shaven pussy. Robin felt the inner heat beginning in her clitoris and emanating outward in waves throughout her body. As never before, she climaxed, the orgasm leaving momentarily breathless. 

Robin had scarcely recovered from that wonderful sensation when she felt the Master enter her. The Master had more girth than Simon, but her husband's length was comparable. The Master however, had a much better idea of how to use his tool than Simon did, even after several years of marriage. Robin was not conscious of the constant refrain of "Oh God." issuing from her lips. Her eyes were closed with bliss. She felt the Master's body stiffen, a short time later Robin felt him soften as the Master's lips emerged from the darkness to meld with her own. For what felt like the longest time, Robin laid in the Master's arm and felt his warmth seep out of his body into hers.

When at last she opened her eyes, the Master was smiling broadly at her. "That was marvelous, slave Robin. Just wait until I teach you everything I know about intercourse and intimacy. You will be the sexiest woman alive, not that you are not already supremely sexy and unquestionably beautiful."

"Thank you, Master. And thank you for not being an ogre."

The Master chuckled and said, "You may want to take those words back after the lessons in anal, restraints, toys, and pegging."

Robin looked at the master quizzically before saying, "As long as it makes me a better wife, I will gladly endure it." 

"Simon will never know what hit him, I fear however, that I shall miss your presence in my bed and in my house enormously."

Robin gaped at the Master for a moment before she replied, "I have a life and, I hope, a husband to return to, but I can already tell that I will miss moments like this."

With that the two embraced. The dishes waited a very long time before they were washed. 
 
      
 
    II 
 
      
 
    The Master held a brief ceremony to mark the end of Robin's third month in captivity. Robin was surprised the time had passed so quickly. She and the Master had settled into a routine. Each morning she awoke in the Master's bed, often in his arms, and then set about her required task of performing fellatio upon the man whose collar she wore. Now she swallowed each and every time. She never enjoyed the tang of her Master's seed. But she had learned the folly of resisting him. Next, together they exercised. After a shared shower, during which the Master meticulously shaved every inch of her body from clavicle to hallux, Robin made breakfast. The Master had taken Robin's revelation that she could cook almost nothing with surprising magnanimity. He praised Robin for being honest, determined her limitations, and then sat Robin down before cook books and YouTube videos to learn some culinary skills. Both Master and slave were proud of her subsequent progress. Now she could cook virtually anything the Master desired. Some of the more difficult dishes still gave her problems but rarely now was there anything she could not handle. At times Robin felt tremendous guilt that she had not even attempted to learn cooking skills previously. It would have made her a better wife for Simon. Even though their reunion was nine months away, Robin sweetly anticipated revealing her new-found skill to her husband. "The things I've learned." she thought out loud, suddenly blushing when she realized those words could be applied to so much more than cooking! 

The Master's patience with her on the cooking issue made Robin see him in a better light. That he was accepting of who she was and limited his expectations to what she could provide was a most welcome revelation. Oh, he did get angry, but never did he strike out in anger and almost never did he raise his voice. "If he were only a Christian, she thought," he would make some woman a wonderful husband." Then Robin chuckled. The Master was NOT the marrying kind, no matter his outlook. After breakfast, Robin set to work maintaining the order of the house while the Master retreated to his small office where he worked at his profession, managing various hedge funds and investment portfolios.

The first month had been the most difficult for the young housewife. Adjusting to the status of almost constantly naked property, did have profound spiritual aspects, she discovered. Like many spiritual quests, it often proved difficult. Sharing her bed with the Master was the easiest part. Behaving as ordered between the sheets however, was another story. The Master had introduced her to anal sex, large diameter dildos and butt plugs. Robin had also pegged the master and been pegged by him in turn. Learning and accepting these sexual practices, many of which, her church taught as aberrant, had been a difficult task. Even so, the Master seemed to have an innate understanding of Robin's sexuality and her ability to obey. Despite balking at first to her captor's demands, when Robin allowed herself to relax and accept the Master's desires, it was invariably a pleasant experience. While she had spent time over the Master's knee and in his cage; the Master had been able to impress upon her psyche that obedience was not only the path of least resistance, it was also expected by her God.

"You were entrusted to me, Robin to be trained and to be humbled. Believe it or not, I am doing these things for YOUR benefit. Christ told his followers who happened to be slaves to obey their masters and be diligent in their tasks. Sexual service was a major component of slavery in the Roman era, that is a simple fact. You can spend this year being punished or you can spend it in pleasure. I'm not into pain, Robin. If you relax under my authority, you will find that what I ask of you is very enjoyable. Either your god loves you and wants you happy or he wants you miserable and requires me to become an ogre. You KNOW I'm not a violent man, Robin, why would he want me to become something I am not?" 

Robin still recalled her response, "Master, I know that you at heart, a decent, gentle person. Every time you have disciplined me you have carefully explained why it was necessary. What you ask goes against many of the things I was taught, but more importantly, I'm worried about what Simon will think when we are reunited. Will he think me a slut, a wanton woman, a whore?"

"Robin, Simon is not living in a vacuum, you know. His Goddess is putting him through many of the same things you are experiencing. She has no doubt kept him naked for long periods of time. Just like you, his sexuality is not currently his own. BOTH of you will be changed by this year; better not to focus on the past but contemplate what new gifts you can give your husband when you see him again."

Robin had thought for a moment and replied. "Yes, Master. I suppose that is the best way to view things. I worry about Simon a lot. I pray for him constantly. Master? Do you think that that woman... that Goddess Simon is with is more beautiful than me?" 

The Master laughed and said, "Is that what this is all about? Fear of losing your husband?" after a pause he continued, "I know Simon's Goddess quite well. She is quite demanding yet eminently fair. She is just as serious about her charge over Simon as I am over you. Yes, she is a very beautiful woman, but NOT lovelier than you, Robin. One thing I can assure you, Simon's Goddess never lacks for the attention of men, I promise you the last thing she wants to do is steal your husband." 

"But she's so beautiful, and so experienced. I'm afraid that she will turn Simon's head."

"Robin, you will be quite experienced yourself once this year is over. Don't you want to try out what you learned on Simon? Don't you think he is as curious about you?" 

Robin answered slowly, "Yes ... I suppose so, Master."

"How would you like to see Simon? There is a convention for Masters, Dommes, and slaves being held on an estate near here in a few months. I was going to bypass this year, but I could call Simon's Goddess and we could set up a strictly regimented meeting. I don't imagine that the two of you would be permitted to kiss or even embrace, but you could converse for a half hour or so, NOT in private. You will each be able to see how the other is getting along. That might allay your fears."

"Or confirm them." replied Robin bitterly.

"Don't you want to know for sure?"

"Yes Master!"

"Well then," replied the Master in a serious tone. "much more is going to be required of you. If I bring you into the presence of other Masters there may be times when they have authority over you. You would have to obey them as you obey me in ALL things. It is expected at conventions such as this that Masters’ exchange slaves."

"You mean…"

"Yes, Robin, otherwise you don't see Simon and until next year and your fears nag at you like Chinese water torture every day you spend with me. The choice is yours. I am perfectly content keeping you to myself for the entire year, but if you want to see Simon, you are going to have to die to yourself a little more. That’s just how things are."

"Do I have to make a decision right now, Master?"

"No, Robin there is some time yet. I will need your answer by the end of October. The convention is over the Thanksgiving Day weekend and no Tickets will be sold past November third." 

Before Robin could contemplate her answer for long the Master announced, "You know, I have not taken you out in public yet. I've kept you naked long enough. How would you like dinner at the finest restaurant in town tonight?"

"Oh, I would LOVE that, Master!" After a moment she stated," I don't think the clothes I first wore when I came here are appropriate for such a fancy place."

"Robin, you don't have any clothes. I know that I told you that they would be returned to you at the end of the year, but their cut and style no longer suit you. I am positive that the first thing you would do with them is exactly what I have done, after taking note of your sizes, I dropped them off at Goodwill. I locked up your jewelry, that is perfectly safe. Those you will need when you return to your old life. I took the liberty of buying you a very modest new wardrobe. That is why I never let you open any of the packages that came in mail. You were not permitted to keep anything because you must come to the realization that everything you want or need is supplied by your master. Make something light for lunch, so that we have a big appetite at dinner. I will be bathing you and dressing you at six sharp. 

Robin was uncomfortable getting baths from the Master, not because of the nudity or the intimate touching but because giving Robin a bath had been the favorite form of foreplay between herself and her husband, Simon. So often, their marital lovemaking had begun with Simon slowly, teasingly, lovingly, undressing her. It had become a ritual of intimacy between them, with candles, scented oils and romantic music. Nothing put Robin in the mood faster. 

When the Master bathed her, the lighting was low, and he put on sweet music and sang softly to Robin in a fine voice. It was all far too close to those special times spent with Simon for comfort. Despite wanting to keep the Master at arm's length, when he gave her a bath, her body almost involuntarily responded to his touch. At these times, Robin felt emotion towards her Master that she assuredly did not desire. Robin knew that compartmentalizing the Master was the best course of action. He had to be the "other", not the "familiar." He had so many fine qualities that it was frighteningly easy to let him close to her soul. Robin feared falling in love with her enslaver. "Showers are easy, baths are hard." she told herself. Fortunately, she thought, the usually quite astute Master did not perceive Robin's discomfort at these times, or worse, she countered, perhaps he did know exactly what he was doing and was merely toying with her, like a cat with a mouse. Tonight, however she could focus on dinner and a night on the town. Under those circumstances, the bath was surprisingly refreshing. 

It bothered her, a little, that the Master had disposed of her clothing. She had quite liked the dress and had taken the time to find the perfect shoes to go with it. As for the rest, it did not matter. At least the Master had given them to charity than simply disposing of them. Robin hoped that the woman who purchased her dress fromGoodwill would enjoy it as much as she had.

Robin was curious as to what sort of fashions the Master had selected. She had lived with him long enough to know that he was a man of exclusive and expensive tastes. She had now doubt that the dress would be very fine, perhaps even a Paris original. The Master carefully dried Robin and led her to the bedroom where he had lain out the dress and accessories.

The dress was a lovely, midnight black, strapless number of wonderful feeling fabric. Along with the dress, a pair of black nylons and a garter belt, A beautiful jeweled bracelet with matching earrings, expensive black stilettoes and not a trace of undergarments! 

"Master, what will I wear under the dress?"

"Your beautiful bare skin, of course, silly."

"But..." began Robin before concluding that objecting was pointless. The hem of the dress, while falling high on the thigh was not so short as to promote exposure. It was unlikely she could have unobtrusively worn a bra under the bodice of the dress in any case. Now that a night on the town was a possibility, Robin had a severe case of cabin fever. She wanted this night on the town whether avec or sans panties.

The Master carefully, styled Robin's hair after delicately dressing her. Robin took delight in her reflection on the mirror. Below her collar, she owned a new and sleeker body. The strictly regimented exercise had improved Robin's already attractive curves. Her arms and legs looked fantastic and her bustline was tighter. Robin found herself able to completely relax as the Master zipped up the back of her the form fitting dress. "If Simon saw me in this dress, he'd rip my clothes off and take me on the spot." she joked with the Master.

"That shows he has exquisite taste in women, I've half a mind to do the very same thing." with that he winked at Robin and said "The ground rules for tonight are exceptionally simple. You under no circumstances, short of fire or nuclear attack, speak to anyone except me. I will order for you and perform all the communication you may need to make with others. Violate this rule and you spend three days in the cage living on bread and water, Is that clear?"

"Yes, Sir!" Stated Robin as she came to attention and smartly saluted.

"Very funny! Keep it up and you will be over my knee before we even leave the house! There is a wrap in the closet that compliments the dress. Now let us get going." The Master extended his elbow and Robin placed her hand through it. For the moment, the world was utterly perfect.

Robin relaxed in the passenger seat of the Master's luxurious automobile. To an outsider, Robin thought, their outing must seem so ordinary. Pretty girl, handsome man, expensive car, romantic destination. No one aside from the two of them would know that this was only Robin's second excursion outdoors since taking up residence in the Master's house. The first had been a day of nude sunbathing, in the backyard, early in her captivity to acclimate Robin to her required nudity. There had been no prying eyes that time. During her first week, the Master had ordered her to sign for a registered letter, stark naked. Both the letter carrier and the Master had enjoyed her discomfort greatly. The Master had not repeated that stunt, but the threat remained. By now she had been naked for such an extended period that clothing almost felt odd. Robin considered how she was dressed. Never before had she set out for town without panties. The old Robin would not have even dared venture to her mailbox without cladding her loins. 

The drive to town proved delightful. The Master's home city was not hers. He drove her on an extended trip to see the sights before they pulled up to the restaurant just after dark. Robin could not help but notice the appreciative stares she received as she walked through the vestibule in the beautiful dress. Robin knew full well that tempting other men was mortal sin, but she had always taken delight in the appreciative appraisals of men other than her husband. It was something she could never quite resolve with her faith, but it always felt good to be looked at in that particular way. 

The Master selected a moderately lit table. Robin felt certain that the Master was showing her off. Robin nearly forgot the Master's warning and almost spoke an audible greeting to the handsome young waiter. While he was obviously trying to be subtle, Robin quickly deduced that he was attempting to glimpse down the front of her dress. Since the man was so handsome and had tried to be tactful, Robin made no effort to obstruct his view. She wondered if this would get her in trouble with the master later, but it had been months since Robin had been ogled by a stranger and she had missed the feeling. 

Even though she could only nod and smile at the waiters, Robin was free to converse with the Master. He praised her beauty, complimented her upon the progress she had made and a bit about current events. As usual, they spoke of religion, but both had been over the same ground so many times before that that topic soon ceased to be interesting. At last Robin decided to broach the subject.

"Master, if we go to this convention, after I meet Simon, what will you do with me?" 

The Master got a far-away look in his eyes before he replied. "Well Robin, I can't provide a definite answer for an event still months away, but the norm for that week is to strike a deal for a slave trade for the weekend."

"I would have to sleep with someone beside you?"

"You would have to do whatever he or she ordered you to do. None of the members who gather at the convention, are hard cases. If I shared you, I don't think anything too onerous would be asked of you."

"Can't we just go, see Simon, and return home, Master?"

"That is not how things work, Robin. A slave going to the convention is expected to be shared. If Simon is there he will be shared as well. His Goddess will most likely find a suitable match for him from the convention goers. There are slave raffles with the proceeds going to various charities."

"What sort of charities, Master?"

"We fund a trust that cares for elderly slaves, or those who have lost their owners through sudden death or disease. Mostly however we sponsor a hospital for children with pediatric cancers. The raffle raises quite a lot for that hospital, you know the one with the heart stirring commercials."

"How could you even think of sharing me, Master?" asked Robin.

"That is what Masters’ DO, Robin. You are not my wife, you are my property, like a coat or a sports car. Property that I am rather fond of, but property nonetheless. Besides Robin you Don't have to do anything like this. As I said, I am quite content to spend the year focusing completely upon training and instructing you. You DON'T have to see Simon before next June. If I were a believer, I would tell you to pray it out. In any event you have to stop worrying about Simon. I'm not convinced that your training will gain much through exposure to more cock or learning how to lick pussy."

"But if I want to see, Simon ..."

"You end up in someone else's bed for a few days." 

"But that is not fair!"

"You of all people, Robin, should know that life is by its very nature unfair. I repeat, you do NOT need to see Simon, his Goddess will see that he is taken care of."

"Yes, that is just the thing, Master. What has that woman been doing to my husband?"

"She's been keeping him fit. Making sure that his body remains hairless, He is cooking for her, cleaning her house and scooping out her cat's litter box. It is all quite routine, and from my point of view, quite boring."

"Is she bedding him?" interjected Robin.

"I can't answer that question, Robin. Simon might be the type who responds better to chastity and periodic release. I'm not in charge of his program, so I can't do more than offer conjecture as to how she is treating your husband." 

"I HAVE to know, Master. I HAVE to know what I am up against. IF she's been loving him with that body. I may never be able to rid him of her stain."

The Master guffawed loudly, "Robin, you've been a naked slave in my house being fucked in every way imaginable for the past three months. What difference does it make WHAT she has been doing to Simon?"

"You don't understand, Sir. Simon is not like me."

"Bullshit, Robin. He is exactly like you."

"All the same, Master I have to know what she is doing to him."

"You most love him very deeply, Robin."

"Aside from Jesus, he means more to me than anything in the world." 

The Master took a long hard look at his dining companion, "Very well, if you are serious, Robin, perhaps we can start on a small scale. My friend, Master David, lives not far from us. He owns a charming slave named, Claire. Perhaps I could invite him over for a weekend. You would be his for the entire time. If you get cold feet we can call the experiment off and you will just have to resolve yourself to not being reunited with Simon until next June. If you find that you are comfortable obeying Dave and afterwards want to try the convention. I will hasten your training."

"What is your friend like, Master?" asked Robin with a small hitch in her voice.

"He is tall, broad, dark. He is biracial, most women find his caramel color quite attractive. His father was some sort of inventor with an armload of patents. He will never hurt for money. I manage two of his portfolios, the rest are in other hands, like most wise men he has diverse holdings." 
 
      
 
    "No, is he a good and kind man?"

"Of course, Robin, or he would not be my friend."

"I can back out if I don't feel comfortable?"

"Certainly, Robin."

Robin rocked back in her chair, sighed and said, "Master, I have committed so many sins since I began living with you. What's one more? All of this would be so hard if my Redeemer were not in the forgiveness business. Of course, believers such as myself should not engage in behavior contrary to his edicts but I succumbed because I wanted to do so much with my Uncle's wealth. I still want to prove him wrong, but all of this has become something I never imagined. Three months ago, I never would have believed that I would even be accepting of anal sex, let alone enjoy it. Despite my sins I am growing as a person. I have the rest of my life to live a good life. I want Simon as part of that life, by my side, me atoning for having been Moby wife. This is the year of difficult lessons. I have to think that this year is one where God has his hand on me even if a can't see it right now. If I lose Simon after this year, it will break my heart. I have learned so many things about myself, there are so many ways that I have improved. I will be able to be the wife he DESERVES when the calendar comes around again. I have to know what I am up against in that woman ... that Goddess, even if it means a detour through even more alien beds. Set up a visit with your friend, Master." 

"Are, you sure, Robin?" asked the Master.

"Not entirely, but if I know Simon still wants me in his life, the next nine months will be a snap. If I get the sense that I have or will lose him, then I can prepare to meet life on my own, richer in wealth but poorer in everything that matters. It may turn into a case of curiosity killing the cat, but, whatever happens my mind will be at ease. Sometimes the peace that surpasses all understanding is not enough." 

After establishing with finality that Robin was being sincere, the Master moved the conversation into more pleasant waters. The rest of the night, Robin and her enslaver engaged in the easy yet mind expanding conversation that she found so exhilarating. As they smiled and laughed their way through dessert, Robin realized that a man as witty, urbane, and as funny as the Master must have some really, really neat friends.

It was three weeks later that the Master was preparing Robin for the weekend visit of Master David and slave Claire. Although she would not be wearing it long, the Master dressed Robin in a tight, short, vaguely toga type dress. Long red stockings, matching garter and red stilettoes, completed the outfit. "You will call me 'Master', my friend 'Master David', NEVER 'Dave'. His slave is to be addressed as 'Claire', 'slave' or 'sister'. Slave Claire will address me as 'Master Geoff'. If you EVER slip up and call me that punishment STARTS with fifty swats to your behind and two solid weeks in the cage. That is NOT an empty threat!" 

Robin made it clear that she understood. A short time later she was making sure that the final touches were applied to make the dinner she had cooked was perfect. Even though it was not yet evening, Robin realized that she was already very tired. The meal preparation and seeing that every detail of the house was perfect, had taken a great deal out of her. Even in her old life, entertaining guests had always wiped her out. Magnifying her stress was the fact that this was by far the most complex meal Robin had ever attempted, three courses, a soup, salad, and dessert. Creating it had been an all-day affair. Everything looked fabulous, but Robin was not always the best judge of her own cooking. She hoped that Master David, Claire, and her own Master found it far more than palatable.

The young slave was curious about the immanent visitors. Her Master had shown her a picture of his friend. He was almost movie star handsome, with a luminous smile, his color was indeed intriguing. Robin was most curious about her counterpart. Her Master had refused to even show her a picture of Claire. She had to content herself with a basic description. The other guest for the evening, Robin knew, was shorter than herself, thin but well built, with black flowing hair. Robin's Master had refused to disclose any information regarding their personality, likes or dislikes on the grounds that, "A slave had to be accommodating to all guests. Preconceived notions might interfere with her ability to do her job with the proper efficiency" His argument made sense but was still very disappointing.

The doorbell rang at the appointed hour. Robin positioned herself to the left of the Master knowing that Claire and Master David would be in the opposite positions on the other side of the door. Robin's heart was beating so rapidly she was sure that it was audible from the moon as the door swung open. Face turned upward the first thing Robin saw was Master David's tall, wide figure and handsome face. His smile of greeting was luminous and made Robin go all soft inside. Instantly much of the trepidation about the evening waned. After, the two Masters’ exchanged greetings, it was Robin's turn to speak.

"Welcome to my Master's house, Master David, and slave Claire. Both of hope that your visit is enjoyable and satisfying." 

With those words, began a night like none other, Robin had experienced. With a nod from her own Master, Robin fell to her knees before Master David. An impressive bulge swelling in his tailored trousers. "Allow me to welcome you on behalf of my Master." stated Robin as she began the process of liberating Master David's penis from his pants. Only when it was exposed to the warm light, did Robin recall that the of this was one of the few penises she had ever actually seen with her own eyes. The enormity of what she would be expected to do this weekend fell upon her at that moment like a collapsing wall. However, when she gazed into Master David's beautiful brown eyes and engaging smile, her fears left her. Tentatively and then with more enthusiasm, her tongue began to explore his manhood, 

Out of the corner of her eye, Robin spied, the very pretty, Claire performing the same nicety on her own Master, an unfamiliar emotion manifested itself. Could Robin really be jealous? She did Not love her Master, of that she was sure, but what exactly did she feel towards the man who would continue to "own" her for another eight months? That was a complicated question, one she did not want to think about at present. Focusing upon the here and now, Robin soon established a rhythm. Robin considered fellatio. Simon had missed out on so much. The Master had explained that a good session of oral sex was enjoyable for both the provider and the receiver. Her Master had diligently instructed Robin since their first session of oral love. Now, as she worked on a total stranger's cock, she heard the same delightful moans emanating from him as when she serviced her own Master. She could not wait to hear the same sounds coming from Simon. Simon was on her mind as Master David's cock released its load. Robin swallowed it without a second thought. 

As Robin withdrew her mouth from the large caramel organ, she noted that Claire opened her mouth to show that she had taken every bit of her own Master’s seed before she winked at him smiled and visibly swallowed. "I see that I still have a lot to learn." thought Robin. "I really should pay attention to tiny details like that."

Master David, extended his hand and assisted Robin back to an upright position. It seemed very natural to accept his embrace and receive his kiss. Both were very nice. It was time for her to greet, Claire, the protocol dictated a long, full kiss. Robin had not really kissed a girl since her Junior High days when she and her girlfriends would practice kissing. This was vastly different, but also quite nice. Lastly, a long deep kiss for her own Master before the quartet strode out of the front room and into the kitchen.

After seating everyone in the proper order, Robin set to the task of serving dinner. Only now did Robin note Clair's attire. The taut silk dress that bared one shoulder and has an asymmetrical hem line. One Claire's impossibly long legs were thigh high boots with perilous looking heels. Even with the artificial height, Robin towered over her. Robin thought Claire prettier than herself, but not by much, Claire had better legs, sparkling green eyes and a lithe figure and wonderful hair. Robin was sure she herself owned better tits and a better butt. While most admired her strawberry blonde hair, Robin was never satisfied with it. it was neither blonde enough nor red enough to satisfy her. As long as she could remember, Robin craved hair like Claire's, a solid black or brown or red, Still, Robin felt that if men had only the two of them to select, she would be chosen most often. Robin reminded herself to not get conceited and focus upon being a gracious hostess. To her considerable relief and delight, everyone praised her meal. Robin introduced each course and bussed the plates once everyone had finished. The two Masters’ excused themselves to smoke a cigar in the smoking room while Claire helped Robin load the dishwasher. 

If not for the fact that once the men returned and Robin would be formally gifted to Master David for the weekend, the dinner they had all shared was indistinguishable from countless meals shared by friends for centuries. 

Robin faced Claire and asked, "What is Master David like?"

Claire's only response was to smile wanly and state. "All Master are different but they like the same things." 

"But is he kind? Is he giving?"

"That would be telling, slave Robin, and slaves NEVER divulge intimate details about their Masters. Must I report you when your Master returns?"

"No! Please don't!"

Claire laughed and said, "Don't worry, my Master informed that this is your first time being shared. The first sharing is one you never forget, no matter how long you live. What I CAN tell you is that I have little doubt you will enjoy my Master." 

Presently the men returned looking every inch the old friends. Robin followed Clair's lead and returned to the side of her own Master. Her embraced her and kissed her deeply. He took her hand and strode to the front of the living room, before the impressive fireplace. He nodded at Master David who paced over to the bar and made four drinks. Master David distributed them and instructed Claire to sit beside him. Both Master and slave wore an expectant look upon their faces.

Robin sipped her drink for a bit of liquid fortitude and listened as her Master spoke, "It is rare to find friends in the world, even rarer is one who shares your interests and lifestyle. Over the years, Master David and I have shared just about everything but sharing our most prized possessions is a rare treat for both of us. Robin is not an ordinary slave, and I mean much more than she is a unique individual. I would not entrust to someone whom I did not love and respect like a brother. Master David, I present you with slave Robin for the weekend. Treat her with all of the respect and honor due a man's most valuable possession."

Master David rose to his feet and replied, Master Geoff, you are like my brother, with pride and respect, I accept your gift. Rest assured that she shall be well taken care of."

Robin's blood froze momentarily as her Master instructed her, "So it is agreed, Robin, go to Master David's side. Obey him as you would me, upon the completion of your unveiling, you become his property and I will have no authority whatsoever regarding you. At the appointed time Master David will redress you and return you to me. Go to his side now."

Robin swallowed the drink in a single go, set the glass upon the mantle and made her way on trembling legs to Master David's side. The ritual was echoed in similar words by Master David as Claire took up her place next to Master Geoff.

Robin felt Master David's hands upon the closure to her dress. His touch was fairly electric as she felt the dress open. Master David's large warm and sensitive hands and fingers began to remove the simple red dress. It fluttered to the floor, and as instructed, Robin stepped out of it. Suddenly the young wife realized how alluring she must appear in just the red stocking shoes and garter, Her body flushed, but not from embarrassment, as Master David removed her shoes and stockings and finally, her garter, In just her collar, Robin felt more naked than at any other point in her life, even more so than when she had stripped on the first day of her enslavement.

Without any fuss at all, Master David took Robin's hand and escorted her to the guest bedroom. Robin was amazed that her heart remained beating as the door closed behind her and her new, temporary owner. Then the tall handsome man took Robin in his arms, he kissed her deeply and said in the most convincing voice Robin had ever heard, "Put your fears aside slave Robin, everything will be fine. Everything will be all right." 

"I'd like you to undress me now, slave." stated Master David firmly. Robin a tremor of perhaps, anticipation, perhaps nerves, fluttered through Robin's tummy as she reached for the top button of her temporary Master's linen shirt. Once the fabric parted, Robin's eyes beheld a broad muscled chest with prominent pectoral muscles and tightly coiled abdominal muscles. It was instantly clear to the young housewife that Master David was more finely and densely muscled than her own Master. Unbidden, the vision of her own husband's thin physique passed before her eyes. She hoped that the muscles of the men she had been with since being separated from her husband would be the only things she would miss about being a slave. Robin's mind thought for only a second or two, "What a miserable wife I am." before her tongue set to exploring the knot of muscles on Master David's astonishing belly and all thoughts were replaced by a new emotion. 

Naked, Master David was, Robin decided, the handsomest man she had ever seen with her own eyes. His striking face with its firm jaw and, what seemed like meters of, gleaming white teeth, bore two brown passionate eyes that seemed to unerringly find Robin's own orbs and hold them fast with their intensity. His exotic color reminded Robin of a mocha cup of coffee. In the past, Robin had taken note of handsome men of color, but for reasons that she thought better of contemplating, she had only dated white men. Not that she hadn't thought about certain things a good Christian wife should not ... 

Master David's huge rod swelled to full mast once again. This time Robin did not hesitate a moment and promptly started working on the biggest penis she had ever encountered. From her position on the softly carpeted floor, she gazed upwards and her gaze was captured by Master David's soulful dark eyes. A passion that Robin would never understand set her heart to beating with a strange new rhythm. 

Robin sensed that she had worked Master David's organ to the brink of orgasm when he interrupted her. Without a word being spoken, he indicated that she was to cease her ministrations and rise. Once she had done so, his arms embraced her, his lava hot lips met her own and the kissed for many minutes, after which, he gather Robin up in his firm strong arms and carried her to the king sized bed.

No sooner were they on the bed, than Master David set to work with his tongue and lips upon Robin's most intimate place. Robin became lost to every conscious thought save focusing upon the wondrous feel of Master David's oral entreaties of her clitoris. Someone, certainly not Robin, was saying in a very small voice inside her skull, “Simon is very good at this, the Master is even better but this mouth is divine!” A stream of syllables issued from Robin's throat, perhaps the utterances were a real language on some alien world. Whatever they were they had Master David grinning from ear to ear, delighting in the responsiveness of the beautiful young slave.

Robin had not entirely come down from her high before Master David, positioned her for standard missionary sex. Robin was completely content to allow Master David to manipulate her like a marionette as he moved her to the center of the bed and parted her legs. And then he was above her, his manly broad shoulders and muscular arms taking up Robin's entire field of view. Between gasps for breath, she devoured his electric kisses. Her second orgasm did not tarry long. After a cry of "Jesus" and a long series of gasps, Robin opened her eyes smiled at Master David and uttered a throaty, "Thank you!" before the tensions of the day and the physical exertions of, perhaps the most remarkable sex she had ever experience caught up with her, and Robin fell into an immediate very deep, and very restful sleep. 
 
      
 
    III 
 
      
 
    Robin took a moment to collect herself when she woke the next morning. Sunlight filtered through the Venetian blinds, causing her to shut her eyes briefly to acclimate them. It took her a moment to realize that this was neither her Master's bed nor his room. Robin's wanton behavior of the previous evening fell upon her like a summer cloudburst. "What type of woman am I?" she thought followed by "How can my own Master and Master David read my wants and desires so well? Can God forgive my relishing the touch of men who are not my husband?" While her mind puzzled over these imponderables, she realized that to see Simon, she would have to allow her Master to share her again, perhaps more than once!

Master David still slept, his arm encircling Robin's narrow waist. The young housewife considered the naked body sharing the strange bed. Master David was only the third man she had ever slept with. She contemplated her husband, Simon, "What would he say? Would he consider me a whore?" Robin certainly did not feel like one. She remembered, suddenly, that if Simon wished to see her at the convention, he too would have to agree to be shared. With that thought, a bit of the turbulent clouds occupying her mind lifted. "He will understand what I had to do. I KNOW Simon, he is a good soul who loves me fiercely. At least he still does if that woman ... that Goddess has not poisoned his mind!" With a soft gasp of frustration Robin realized that she MUST do whatever was asked of her in order to see Simon. "I MUST know where I stand!" she thought morosely.

She gazed at the slumbering Master David. Although, Robin knew that she should be appalled with herself for enjoying this new man's touch, she just could not work up the rage. Master David had been gentle, perceptive, and kind. Any woman, Robin concluded, would feel blessed to have shared his bed. With a slightly guilty feeling, her fingers gently stroked Master David's tight abdominal muscles. She noted his morning wood and the tell-tale flutter of his eyelids and Robin knew what was expected of her. She slid her mouth and body into position to perform fellatio on the massive organ. That this ritual was now second nature to her, never entered her consciousness.

Master David's eyes opened, and spied Robin's lovely strawberry blonde head bobbing up and down as she worked on his cock. She was far from the most talented performer of oral arts amongst the slaves that he had encountered, but there was an enthusiasm and attention to detail in her work that made up for her failings in technique. His good friend, Geoff, her Master, had confided Robin's history. "A most interesting experiment." had been his response. The fact that she was so well trained and relatively at ease in her new role, gave David a new respect for his friend's abilities as a Master. Robin's efforts were, presently, about to bear fruit. Master David allowed himself to relax as his rod spent its fuel into Robin's soft and pliant mouth. To her considerable credit, Robin managed to capture nearly all of it. With a smile and a nod, Robin forced the load down. This time, she was sure, Master David tasted a bit better than her own Master.

Once Robin had performed this expected task, Master David, embraced and kissed her, "Well done, slave Robin, well done! You are a credit to your Master."

Robin was not quite sure why those particular words resonated with her so thoroughly, but they did. She replied with an enthusiastic, "Thank you, Master David." Robin felt very good in these new arms, still, she wished they were Simon's. To both her surprise and consternation, she and Master David engaged in a prolonged impromptu make out session. Not in the least understanding how things had progressed so quickly, she found herself under Master David, his huge manhood filling her. She gasped and moaned with pleasure before her mind stopped her short, "You are a whore, Robin!" she thought to herself. The realization that she could no longer claim innocence about herself hit hard. Tears filled her eyes, but she managed to prevent herself from crying out.

Master David had not seemed to notice her tears, Robin sat up and gazed at her reflection in a mirror on the wall, "Who are you, really?" she asked her mirror self. Robin knew that she did not have anything approaching an answer, she was only sure that she had left the naive church woman behind. She was transforming into something else. What that was, she hoped to puzzle out before the calendar had completed its march around. One thing she knew with even more desperation; whatever life had in store for her after this year of slavery ended, she wanted Simon at her side. "I will spend every day making him the happiest man on the planet." she thought so intently she was positive that it could be heard on Mars, followed by, "That's not too much to ask, is it, God?" 

A short time later she was taking a morning stretch when she noted something new in the room. During the time she had slept two suitcases had materialized. Robin was instructed to open the smaller one and was stunned to discover that in held clothes meant for herself! Robin's eyes grew wide and questioning. 

"As your Master, I have to provide everything for you. I COULD keep you naked twenty-four seven, but I am not that type of Master. Geoff sent me your sizes I chose what I like. Your Master will put these away in case I ever visit again." explained Master David with a wide grin.

A short while later the two of them were exercising together in her Master's gym. Robin really liked the exercise attire that her temporary Master had chosen for her. These togs covered rather more of her than her usual microscopic work out attire, but they were equally sexy. During the extended workout, Robin could not match Master David's pace at all. She was severely winded when they were done even though she was currently in the best shape of her life. As gently as he had dressed her, Master David, stripped her, all the while praising her efforts.

"You did very well, Robin. Now just relax in the shower and allow me to do everything. I'll want breakfast after we are dressed. Even though it is Early October, this weekend promises to be just like summer. If I know Master Geoff, he has kept you mostly confined to the house. I love him like a brother, but, judging by his aversion to the outdoors, I swear he's part vampire. Anyway, there is a lovely large park not far away. You and I are going hiking. While you are making breakfast, I'll pack our lunch. You'll find I'm much more active than Geoff. Oh, he stays in shape, but outdoor activities?" With that he chuckled. Robin found her shower with Master David, one of the most enjoyable of her entire life. 

After the shower, Master David carefully dried her body and hair. With a touch, even more gentle than her own Master, he dressed her in hiking attire that Robin found the cutest thing ever. A lacy bra, rather short, but otherwise a quite wonderful feeling hiking shorts. Robin was a bit disappointed that no panties were provided, but the chamois lining of the shorts felt divine, making up for their lack; a tight tee shirt, over that a flannel shirt. On her legs, knee high white socks and then a pair of kicky hiking boots. Robin thought she looked so cute in this outfit. She wished that someone had offered to take her picture.

Robin felt adventurous, she made crepes and fruit cocktail for breakfast and was delighted when Master David dubbed it, " Superb." Claire and her own Master had apparently already risen and eaten. There were dirty plates in the dishwasher. She wondered where the two could be when she noted the door to her Master's room was closed. Emanating from it, the muffled sound of laughter. Robin was not sure how she felt about this situation, but she was not going to let it spoil her day.

Robin finished loading the dishwasher, turned it on and straightened up. Master David approached her with a kiss and then strapped a heavy pack to her back. He read the questioning look in her face and anticipated her objection. "You carry the pack, dear sweet Robin, because YOU are the slave. Never forget that." 

The early afternoon day was picture perfect. Many of the leaves had already begun to change color, but otherwise, this day might as well have been June. Robin was temporarily relieved of her burden so that she could ride comfortably and safely in the passenger seat. As her Master's house vanished from view, Robin realized that this was the first time she had been apart from him in over four months. She reflected that she had come many miles since taking up residence in his house. Miles of change, miles of hardship, and yes, miles of pleasure. She tugged at her collar. glanced at the third finger of her left hand and ached anew at the loss of her wedding ring. "Who will I be when this year ends?" she thought to herself for the ten-thousandth time. Further reverie was interrupted by the pressure of Master David's palm upon left thigh. 

"Robin, SLAVE Robin, your focus is to be upon me and me alone this weekend. I am completely within my rights to discipline you as I see fit, you know."

Robin turned and gazed into the soft brown eyes next to her. "Yes, Master David, I am sorry, it will not happen again."

"You had best seal that promise to me with a kiss." Robin was happy to oblige. 

The drive to the park was not especially long. Master David opened the sunroof on his car and the two of them savored the fresh, warm air. Once they were in the parking lot, Robin was once again saddled with the pack. As instructed, she stayed three steps behind the Master as they started out on one of the hiking trails. Robin had almost forgotten how wonderful sunshine and blue skies could be, she had been shut up in the house for such a long time.

Before too long, Robin forgot about the weight of her backpack, Master David gave her a lecture as the two strode deeper and deeper into the forest that was worthy of a professor of ecology. Robin was surprised by the variety of edibles Master David discovered along the way. He allowed her to eat only enough to take off the pangs of hunger. "I won't have you spoiling your lunch." he said with a wink. Robin knew that she would never look at the forest in the same way again. Robin also caught herself wondering how often Master David visited her own Master. "Bad girl!" she told herself when she realized that her mind had traveled that road. Even so, she did not feel especially chagrined.

Presently they were deep into the woods at a small clearing. Soft mosses carpeted the ground and a small brook could be heard babbling in the distance. Master David removed her backpack. Robin realized that it had been hours since she had felt its weight. The Master spread out a blanket and stated very matter of factually, "We will eat lunch after we make love. Take off your clothes." 

As she listened to Master David's words, Robin was nonplussed by them. This day had been so perfect there was only one way it could end, should end. Robin wanted to be made love to at this particular moment and she relentlessly sealed off any other thoughts. "I WANT Master David, and I want him now, no matter how wrong it may be." Robin arranged her cast off clothing neatly and turned to face Master David, His mocha colored skin fairly glowed in the fires of the afternoon sun. He was the handsomest, manliest gentleman Robin had ever met. His huge, erect uncut penis seemed to draw Robin like a moth to a flame. she fell to her knees before him and savored every sensation. Everything, the sky, the brook, the trees, the moss, seemed alive and sentient. It seemed to Robin that she could hear them all, singing softly to her as she performed fellatio with the most enthusiasm of her life. 

Master David was surprised at the new intensity of Robin's work. She seemed freer and more talented, somehow. This session of fellatio was miles ahead of the one from the morning and light years ahead of her first one the previous night. Master David recalled his conversations concerning her that he and Geoff had shared. The question had been whether sharing her would bring her further out of her shell or drive her inward like a turtle. That question was now academic. He could not wait to tell his good friend about Robin's progress. With a wide smile, he came, some of his seed falling to the blanket but Robin took most of it. She presented her open mouth to Master David so that he could see his semen in her mouth, then, demonstrating what she had learned from Claire, she smiled and visibly swallowed. For some reason, this time Master David tasted like ambrosia.

He fell to his knees and embraced Robin. "Excellent, slave Robin." After an avalanche of kisses, the two sat and stared intently at each other. "Master Geoff told me a great deal about you but he negated to inform me as to how sweet you are."

"That is very kind of you to say, Master David."

For the next hour or more Robin and her temporary Master had a very deep conversation covering her history, her mission, and what she hoped to accomplish.

"You are to be congratulated on exceeding your comfort zone and on seeking to do good. Your compromises were necessary. I'm not as dogmatic in my thinking as Geoff is. Not that I believe there is a benevolent force micromanaging the universe, but I DO think there is more to life than what we can see, touch, or hear. Even so, I agree with my friend's views. If there IS a God he, or she, wants us to be happy and open, not miserable and repressed." 

Robin, deep in thought, replied, "There is much wisdom in what you say. I'm still so confused about so many things. Much of what I have done and will do, is wrong according to how I was raised and taught to believe, but I have also found pleasures I never knew existed. I still pray, but now I pray for different things. At first, I prayed for purity or, at least, to be unsullied by behaving in a manner contrary to my nature. I prayed for the salvation of my Master and wisdom in how to speak to him. But now, I mainly pray for Simon, that he still loves me and will be able to see past all of the sins I have committed and will commit. One thing I have learned in agonizing detail, as a wife I was no prize. I treated Simon shabbily and never gave him the love he deserved. I think I could stand just about anything, walk through any fire IF I knew for sure that Simon would be waiting at the end of my trek. I remember something my uncle said about Simon shortly after they first met, 'I like that boy, at heart he is a giver' He didn't say it then, but now I know he was inferring that I was a "taker". That is an absolutely true statement. My uncle is far wiser than I even dared to believe at first. Now I'm not exactly sure of what I am, but having a role to play, duties to perform, an assigned place, prevents me from focusing on what an awful person I was. I don't think if I will ever be able to say that God is behind this, but for now it helps to believe it."

As quickly as the mood for conversation had arrived, it fled. On the blanket upon its soft moss floor, Master David had Robin stretch out. While she relaxed, he kissed her all over and plunged his tongue into her secret place. Robin, always eager to receive cunnilingus felt just like an icicle melting in the sun as Master David, gently at first and then more forcefully, eased every tension from her body. Robin gasped both "Master" and "Simon" in her euphoria. The mention of her husband's name did not seem to bother master David as he silently gestured for Robin to assume a new position.

In a nonce, Robin found herself on all fours, gazing at the beautiful landscape while Master David mounted her from behind. "Like a stag and a doe," thought Robin at first before decided rather, that she was a nymph and he was a satyr. Before coming to live with the Master, Robin had not utilized this position much. Simon got it on special occasions, grudgingly. Now she savored the closeness and intimacy of the position. There were so many things Robin had not allowed herself to enjoy, simply because she believed they were wrong. This doggie style position for example. During her first week of slavery, her Master had presented her with a Bible and challenged her to find an injunction against the position in its pages. It was around this time that Robin discovered that her Master had a fuller and more thorough understanding of scripture than she did herself. That an Atheist could cite chapter and verse better than she could was, at first, beyond her comprehension. Robin was shamed and humbled. From that day on her objections to new and sometimes arduous forms of intercourse became weaker and weaker. "How can he know so much about God, yet still reject him?" Robin had asked herself before turning it around and asking herself, "How can I claim to know so much about God but be so ignorant?" All these months later she was no closer to an answer. It was a still bitter lesson. Robin knew that she could not hope to resolve it, so she focused upon the present.

Master David's cock entered her and one of his firm strong arms circled her waist. Robin adjusted herself to take in all of him. The warmth of his free hand as it stroked her body and the times when his entire form brushed against and nuzzled her were a goodness to be savored. He praised her greatly whenever his lips came within whispering distance of her ear. He was so big and strong that he could have easily crushed her, but Robin trusted him. The birds were singing as were small insects. Naked save her collar, Robin had never made love out of doors before. The freedom and simplicity of it was as old as mankind. "No ceiling under which to hide from God, naked as Eve. Whatever secrets I thought I had, God surely knows them now." with something akin to amusement, Robin pushed the thought away before gasping with joy of a deep and powerful orgasm.

Wearing just her flannel shirt and Master David his boxers they set upon the lunch the latter had prepared. For Robin, the meal, finger sandwiches, two salads, coffee, yogurt, and some incredibly tasty store-bought cinnamon rolls was especially delicious. As she ate her eyes never left Master David. He was so handsome, his unique coloring both beguiling and reminding Robin of other men. In high school and college, before she had met Simon, Robin had been asked out on dates by several black and biracial men. Robin had turned them down without a second thought. Now she recalled one man in particular. He was a perfectly desirable man, good prospects, very handsome, extremely gallant, all in all a wonderful catch. Robin felt huge embarrassment at her refusal now. "Perhaps it would not have gone beyond a single date, but that man deserved more of my time than I gave him" she thought bitterly. This day had been eye-opening in ways both pleasant and disheartening. 

Robin noted how expertly Master David had been packed to lunch take up as little space as possible. There were also some power bars and bottled drinks for the return hike. In the pack were towelettes and towels and a surprisingly large set of Bluetooth speakers through which Master David played some romantic music from his iPhone. "I love the sounds of nature," he told her, "I also love music, I never know which I will prefer at any given time."

"The lunch is delicious, Master David." stated Robin with a smile. 

"Thank you, slave Robin, I enjoyed preparing it. I must say that you have been a thoroughly delightful companion today. Geoff is quite fortunate to be able to spend every day with you. I really must compliment him, only a very talented Master could take on a project like you, Robin, and have her turn out as well behaved and happy as you seem to be. I'm sure it helped enormously that your personality was so sweet to begin with."

"That is kind of you to say, Master David, but I don't think much of the woman I was. I was arrogant, selfish, and nowhere near as devout as I thought myself. As hard as it may be to believe, I am trying to seek and understand the will of God in all of this. My Master is a good teacher. He is patient, gentle and rarely gets angry. I think if I had been entrusted to a lesser man, even now I would be spending every night in the cage and every afternoon over his knee." 
 
      
 
    "In other words," replied master David with a chuckle, "He is very good at what he does."

Robin's mouth fell open and her entire body flushed with embarrassment, causing Master David to roar with laughter.

"No shame in being obedient, open and willing to tackle challenges, Robin. Those are good qualities for ANYONE in ANY walk of life." After a moment for those words to sink in, he said, "Well, I've had your mouth and your pussy. It’s time for me to take your asshole. Have no fear I will be very gentle."

Robin was surprised that she was full of anticipation at Master David taking her that way. Anal sex had been the hardest thing to resolve herself to. She had heard lots of imprecations against it from the pulpit many times. Her most severe punishments since entering slavery had been caused by her refusals to cede her rear entry. However, much to Robin's astonishment, once she finally submitted, her pleasure was profound. Her own master had gone progressed slowly and gently. It was while under his tutelage in learning anal, that Robin realized just how patient and giving was Master Geoff. 

By now she was so accustomed to this form of love that it was almost second nature. One of the first things she hoped to do when reunited with Simon was to present him her asshole. Simon had once confided that he would like to experiment that way. At the time, Robin had called him a "pervert." "There is so much I need to apologize to Simon for when I see him again." she thought Robin was also quite positive than once she returned to her old life that she and Simon were going shopping for another church. She knew that if she were in her old pulpit and the pastor railed against "the evils of sodomy" again she would burst into laughter.

Robin took up her position and had no trouble relaxing as Master David gently lubricated her asshole. Robin's had a transitory pang of regret that the second man to take her that way would not be her husband, but she pushed that dream away. She knew that once she had agreed to be shared everything was on the table. As Robin focused on the here and now she felt Master David's maleness fill her. It was every bit as nice as when her own master taken, if anything it was a bit sweeter. As Master David began pumping in a slow, yet steady rhythm, Robin had a bit of an epiphany, "Is it more enjoyable this time because I like Master David more than my own Master?" Suddenly Robin thought it a good idea that he would be leaving when the weekend terminated. "While I could NEVER fall in love Master Geoff, can I say the same about Master David?" Robin decided to force that thought as far away from her as possible and just focus on the pleasure she was receiving. It was her best session of anal ever, one she knew would be forever etched in her mind like a flash of neon. 

Once they were finished, Master David stated "Robin, help me clean up then it is time to get dressed and head back to the car, it will be dark before too much longer."

For Robin, the walk back to the car was just as enchanting as the hike to their remote location had been. Robin reflected that, since accepting the collar of slavery, this had had been the most normal day she had spent, even including the sexual encounters. Deep within herself, Robin was willing to admit that, despite her dangerous growing emotional attachment to the man, she would not object if her time with Master David were somehow to be extended. 

Robin's mood remained contemplative. She did little talking, content to remain in her mellow mood. On the way back to her Master's house, Master David pulled to a stop at a small diner. "The food is mediocre at this place but they own an excellent jukebox. I want to dance for a few hours, Claire and Geoff will find plenty to keep themselves amused. You do know how to dance, don't you?" 

Robin and Simon had often gone dancing. Their church hosted square dances and line dances, but Robin and Simon had tried their hand, with marked success, at ballroom and modern dancing. Robin had been able to indulge in somewhat revealing costumes and felt supremely feminine after a night on the floor with Simon. Some of their best sex of her marriage had come after a night on the town. Robin was finally able to admit to herself now that part of the excitement of those nights had been the appreciative stares of men who were not her husband. The old Robin had wanted to reveal even more skin but denied that attire to herself because she had considered it sinful to flaunt her body and cause other men to stumble. Certainly, however, a skimpier dress would have pleased her husband and been more convenient for dancing. Now that she had been essentially naked for months on end, she realized that if men had a problem with her body it was THEIR problem, not hers! There had been this filmy satiny dress that Simon just adored. He had told her a fantasy of taking her dancing in that dress with Robin leaving her panties at home. "The very idea of you naked under that dress makes me so horny, Honey!" And then Simon flashed his most wicked and sexy smile. They had shared a laugh, but Robin had refused to buy the dress. 

The inside of the diner was surprisingly well lit. Big band music was blaring from one corner where a small knot of dancers was gyrating on the smallish dance floor. A few moments after finding a seat and absorbing the atmosphere of the place, Master David took Robin’s hand and led her to the collection of dancers. The young wife had nearly forgotten how much she enjoyed dancing. Her mind had been focused on other things for so long that the elation an evening of dancing had vanished to distant corners of her mind. In a flash it was back. Master David, like seemingly everything else he did, turned out to be a first-rate dancer. Robin missed having Simon as a partner, but her temporary Master made a very good substitute. Since her boots made her a bit awkward, Robin danced in her socks.

After the fourth dance, a very handsome African American man asked to cut in. Master David nodded his approval and accepted a dance from of his own from the man's petite, blonde partner. This man was the equal of Master David in dance abilities and her own skills neatly balanced his. When they finished they exited the floor to a nice round of applause. She sat with the man, whose name was Darius, to catch her breath. Master David and Darius's partner took another turn on the floor. Conversation came easily.

"You are really beautiful, Robin" stated Darius.

"Thank you, Darius, you are quite handsome yourself."

"I've not seen you here before."

"That's because this is my first visit. I live quite a distance away from here. I'm staying with a friend."

Darius gestured to Master David.

"No, he's a friend of my friend."

"That collar..."

"Can we talk about something ELSE, Darius?"

Robin was rescued from potential embarrassment when Master David arrived and escorted her to their table to order. Master David wore a broad smile as he slid into the booth.

"You should have heard what the other guys here said to me in the men's room. I'm the envy of many of them. It is really a shame, Robin that you have no appreciation of just how beautiful you truly are. When I get you home..."

Robin emitted a rich, throaty laugh of anticipation.

"I see that we are on the same page, Mrs. Hanson."

Robin instantly flushed pink with embarrassment at Master David's words.

"Do not be ashamed, Robin you are still Simon's wife but now you are so much more. Little events like this help bring down that wall about your soul that you have spent years building., yet your essence remains the same. You were ALWAYS a beautiful woman but now you have an aura you previously lacked. Simon is going to be awed when he sees you again. When you enter a room, every eye will turn, and every jaw will drop. Master Geoff and I excel at our passion, polishing and refining gems until they glimmer like the sun. Our collars are the means we use to break the gem away from the rock and dross. We turn princesses into queens." 

"I never looked at it that way." replied Robin after a moment of deep contemplation.

"Not all Masters are as skilled a Geoff and myself but all strive for the same goal.".

"Is that really true Master David?"

"Absolutely."

Suddenly the prospect of being shared again seemed a far less daunting task. 
 
      
 
    IV 
 
      
 
      Robin was sincerely sad to see Master David depart, she found herself surprisingly downcast for several days after he and his slave Claire had taken their leave. Robin realized that, in their brief time together, she had developed a deep emotional connection with Master David. Robin struggled with this information. She tried to think about Simon and returning to him. 
 
      
 
      One night, however, she had dream in which Master Dave returned to her Master's house and purchased her. Robin saw herself comfortably sliding under Master David's arm when the vista suddenly changed, becoming Simon's tear-streaked, betrayed face! She woke up in a cold sweat, her breath forcing its way out of her lungs in panicked gasps. 
 
      
 
      Her Master sensed that something had frightened his slave in a profound way. He held her close, stroked her hair, and tried to calm her. Robin, knowing she could tell the man whose collar she wore anything, made a full confession of her sins, as though her Master were her minister from church. 
 
      
 
       “I'm not angry or jealous, Robin.” the blond tall man replied. “What you are experiencing is not uncommon. My friend Master David is quite charming and a lot handsomer than I am. When Claire is shared she misses her Master virtually every moment. That you would develop feelings for him is not a surprise. For an inexperienced and temporary slave such as yourself, just beginning to understand your own sexuality, sharing can be quite overwhelming; that is among the reasons that I was hesitant to share you in the first place.” 
 
      
 
      “I betrayed Simon, Master.” Robin wept. 
 
      
 
       “Hardly Robin, your fantasy life tapped into some deep emotion. If Master David WERE to turn up at my front door tomorrow and ask to purchase you, I assure you, Robin that you would protest like a banshee. Whatever its cause, you need to deal with it, Robin. The convention is not far away, and you will have to be shared again if you want to see Simon.” 
 
      
 
      “Oh, Master, I HAVE to see Simon. I HAVE to know if he still loves me I can also apologize to him for lusting after other men. This is all so hard.” stated Robin softly. 
 
      
 
      The Master continued to stroke Robin's hair and replied in a kindly voice, “First of all, Robin I assure you that Simon has certainly lusted after other women more than once. Dying to yourself is difficult whether the context be religious or secular. It's supposed to be hard. Second of all, what you experienced was not sin, but a natural reaction of a healthy sex life. Don't make a spectacle of yourself in front of Simon, no one finds a crazy woman attractive.” 
 
      
 
      “Being in love with my husband is NOT “crazy.” replied Robin in a hurt voice. 
 
      
 
      “No, Robin it is not. But overreacting to a natural desire certainly is. I assure you that Simon has struggled with the same thoughts you have. Male slaves often fall hard for their Goddesses. Simon may prove to be no exception.” 
 
      
 
      “Master, please don't frighten me like that.” 
 
      
 
       “Calm down, Robin. Just because Simon may have developed feelings for his Goddess, that does NOT mean that she reciprocates. Unless a slave is bonded for life, Masters and Goddesses always keep their distance emotionally from their slaves.” 
 
      
 
      “Do you mean that Master David didn't feel a connection to me?” 
 
      
 
       “Not at all, Robin. If there was no connection, you would not have had such a good time in his presence. Like any healthy red-blooded male, I am positive that Dave finds you quite beautiful both inside and out. But Master David is a one-woman man and that woman is Claire.” 
 
      
 
      “Then why would he share her?” asked a perplexed Robin. 
 
      
 
       “Because he is a Master and she is a slave. Master David would be lax in his duties and responsibilities if he did not share his property and Claire, as much as she loves him, would come to resent that she was not being shared. BDSM relationships are not marriages, however, they are often far deeper and longer lasting than relationships in the vanilla world. When they find the perfect woman, many Masters DO marry their slaves. The divorce rate among such couples is virtually non-existent.” 
 
      
 
       Robin contemplated her Master's words for a moment before she asked a question that had been nagging her for a long time. “What do you feel towards me, Master?” 
 
      
 
      The Master stroked Robin's chin and replied, “I knew you would ask me that question one day. Robin, you are a very beautiful woman and you have become a better than average slave, I have enjoyed our time together and our conversations and philosophical debates. I am very proud to be your owner. I DO have some affection for you, Robin but I do not and could not ever love you.” 
 
      
 
      Robin emitted a soft sob. “I suppose that is the best I could hope for. Thank you for being honest, Master.” 
 
      
 
      “Honesty is the foundation of our relationship, Robin. Why is it important to you that I love you?” 
 
      
 
       Robin's eyes met those of the Master for a moment before she spoke, “I just thought that if Simon was sick of me and I had nowhere else to go...” 
 
      
 
       “You are going to be a very rich woman, Robin. I doubt that you will have difficulty finding a place to live.” 
 
      
 
       “But without Simon … I don't want to be alone, if I can't have Simon, then maybe.” 
 
      
 
        “Simon would be crazy to reject you, Robin. And even IF he does, one of your beauty and intelligence will not lack for suitors. If you turned up on my doorstep however, I would have to send you away.” 
 
      
 
       “Really?” 
 
      
 
       “well I WOULD invite you in for dinner and then I would see if you were interested in spending the night and THEN I would send you away.” 
 
      
 
       Robin laughed and said, “You are always so wise, Master and your humor is not bad either.” 
 
      
 
      Robin offered her lips to her Master. Before too much time had passed, Robin's mind was focused upon the wonderful, sensuous feel of her owner's tongue upon her naked sex. Her Master made magical love to Robin, who was only slightly disappointed that the man working such delightful orgasms from her was not Master David. It was a good thing, she decided before tumbling back into sleep, that her Master would never love her the way Simon had and, she hoped, still did. Her final thoughts were of Simon, she envisioned the two of them strolling along the strand, holding hands. It was a wonderful dream. 
 
      
 
      The next few weeks fairly flew by for Robin. Once Robin accepted the fact that her owner would never love her, the slave found the information liberating. She did not have to worry about becoming even more deeply involved emotionally with the man who controlled her destiny for the next several months. Paradoxically, the two became even closer. Robin considered the Master one of the best friends she had ever had. Admiration for his skills as a teacher and task master filled Robin. The longer she served as a slave, the freer Robin felt. She recalled he religious teaching and realized how accurate her Master was on the issue of dying to self. “Lots of people would benefit from time served as a slave,” she thought to herself. She thought of some of her more hypocritical religious friends who talked about “having a servant's heart” but who expected everything to be done for them. Robin also wondered what new skills Simon was learning. “Would he be an even better cook? Would his back rubs be even more heavenly? Would his kisses be more passionate?” Then Robin would mentally slap herself and recall that “I SHOULD be serving him!”  Then she realized that both she and her husband would have a great deal to talk about when they were finally together once this experiment by her uncle Mark ended. There was much to say to her uncle as well. “Boy will he be surprised!” thought Robin before she applied herself with renewed vigor to her mopping duties.   
 
      
 
     The leaves continued to fall, and the air developed a delightful cool snap. Halloween arrived. Robin had not participated in trick or treating, since she was very small. Her church did not believe in celebrating “pagan” holidays. They had alternative “harvest parties” for the children and adults. Since she and Simon had no children, they were often called upon to judge the costume contests. Robin told herself, that the children were not missing out on anything by not canvassing the neighborhood houses for goodies, but the deep-down memories of her early childhood, told her otherwise. This year, she would have no say in the matter.  
 
      
 
     “It will be a typical Halloween party, the people throwing it are friends of mine from outside the BDSM community, so obviously, there will be no sharing or swapping of partners, even so, risqué is the nature of dress for the evening,” stated the Master as he hoisted a garment bag in either hand. 
 
      
 
     Robin opened the garment bag presented to her and revealed a very skimpy white angel costume complete with wings and a halo. As if reading her mind, her Master unzipped his, revealing a kinky red devil costume and stated, 
 
      
 
     “I obviously will be your opposite number. How many times lo these many months have you called me a devil, Beelzebub, or Satan himself? It is a corny choice, but an obvious one. We can go as an ordinary couple and your collar won’t even cause a single person to bat their eyes.” 
 
      
 
     “What will we do, Master?” 
 
      
 
     “What everyone does at Halloween parties, bob for apples, drink the spiked cider, mingle, wolf down candy, and have a wonderful time. This is a chance for me to show you off to the world at large.” 
 
      
 
     “In THAT outfit, there is very little of me that won’t be shown off!” replied Robin hotly. 
 
      
 
     “Any more complaints from you, Missy and you’ll go wearing the wings, collar, halo and NOTHING else!” 
 
      
 
    Robin knew that arguing was pointless. She was also suffering from cabin fever. One of the true frustrations of her captivity was realizing just how housebound it was. Her Master had everything including groceries delivered. Just about the only faces she had seen were the postman and various Amazon and store delivery drivers and those Robin could not view closeup because she was often naked and attempting to hide from them in an adjacent room though an ajar door. They had gone out as a couple only a few times, mostly to quiet dinners and trips to the cinema. He did take her to a play once, “Shakespeare In Love” at a local Shakespeare festival and had promised that they would take in the “Nutcracker” ballet around Christmas time. 
 
      
 
     Robin rationalized that she had never met any of these people and certainly would never see them again, so what difference did her exposure make? Robin was far more comfortable being naked than she had been in her early days with the Master, but she still saw little point in being exposed without reason. Robin realized that, try as she might, she would never be able to shed the entirety of her past as a conservative housewife. Her unwanted exposures were her little purgatories, things to be endured with a few complaints as possible.  
 
      
 
     The outfit was quite expensive, the large feathered wings were surprisingly light and had servo motors that moved them in tandem.  A white thong, white stockings with garter and white calfskin boots went under the white diaphanous angel robe that with two supporting cups that were just opaque to conceal her nipples and areolas from view. While Robin enjoyed being ogled, even though it was a sin, she preferred that the men assessing her had to, at least partially, make use of their imaginations. Even when she went to the beach, she generally wore a modest one-piece. When Robin considered her reflection in the mirror she realized that even most bikinis concealed more than her outfit would. She sighed heavily and thanked God that she was and would remain anonymous at the party. 
 
      
 
     Her jaw dropped when she spied her Master in his costume. He wore red makeup on his exposed skin with two very real looking horns rising from opposite sides of his forehead. He was shirtless with dark highlights added to the red makeup to accentuate his muscular torso. He wore furred pants with rounded shoes that made his lower half look just like a satyr. Powered by its own servo motor, a long, spiked tail emerged from the rump of the furred trousers. A red trident completed the effect. 
 
      
 
    Robin gasped and stated, “My word! I have had dreams in which you looked just like that!” 
 
      
 
    Her Master laughed and replied, “Small universe. In some of MY dreams you look just like you do now!” 
 
      
 
     Then they both laughed and shared a tender kiss. The Master removed his tail and Robin’s wings until they reached their destination, but which, at the large house deep in the suburbs, were easy to return to her back and his rump. Clipping a leash to Robin’s collar, Master led slave into the party of vanilla citizens and received a huge round of applause.  
 
      
 
    Robin’s chagrin did not last long. Most of the other women were dressed just as scantily as herself.  One wore only body paint, another was dressed as a mermaid, her breasts concealed only by her long chestnut colored hair. There were sexy ghosts, brides of Frankenstein dressed as harlots, sexy leprechauns, Japanese school girls, and green Orion slave women from “Star Trek”   Their hostess stood next to their host, she was an older, plump woman, dressed in a form fitting black outfit that exposed a vast amount of her bountiful breasts with a bat insignia above the décolletage, and a black mask. From watching Mystery Science Theater 3000 with Simon, Robin instantly recognized the outfit as that worn by the buxom heroine of the truly awful, “The Mad World of Batwoman.” She congratulated herself on getting the reference she whispered her knowledge into the ear of the Master who replied, “Is it worth watching?”  
 
      
 
    “Not without Mike and the ‘bots” replied Robin. 
 
      
 
     “Who?” 
 
      
 
     “Never mind, I’ll explain later.” 
 
      
 
      Only now did Robin focus on their host. Shorter than his wife, he was dressed nattily in a three-piece suit. The watch fob and the neat mustache demonstrated that he was dressed as Gomez Addams, from the classic television show. Robin thought him quite handsome for an older guy.  
 
      
 
     At the party, Robin reflected later, she and the Master behaved just like any ordinary dating couple, they nibbled apples hanging from strings, fetched each other apple cider and spiked punch, played musical chairs with several other couples at the behest of their hosts, and mingled. In the huge fenced off back yard of the house, portable heaters kept things toasty and music played by a portable dance floor. Robin was disappointed to discover that her Master was not a skilled dancer. Again, she found herself thinking of Master David as she was lead around the dance floor. Still, his heart was in the right place, and he really extended himself in being social. Robin concluded that her Master despite being such a homebody, was not an agoraphobe or suffered from a similar phobia. He was simply a creature of habit who preferred the familiar and comfortable. He had claimed that he was curtailing his social activity this year to focus on training her, but Robin wasn’t buying it. Any slave Master Geoff ever owned would soon be driven to the point of madness by cabin fever. Perhaps that was why, despite his skills as a Master and his many personal charms that he had never found the one slave perfect for him. Abstractly, Robin wondered how many slaves her Master had run through. She made it a point to remember to never ask him.  
 
      
 
    Robin and her Master won the costume competition, although both thought that the group of three girls and one guy armed with a Bluetooth speaker that barked out orders, who went as the movie iteration of “Charlie’s Angels” should have won. The prize was 100-dollar Amazon gift certificate.     
 
      
 
    “I’ll let you spend this any way you want,” stated her Master as they drove home. 
 
      
 
    Robin used the money to buy a small gift for Simon, and even though their reunion was months away, and a Christmas present for her Master. Knowing his tastes were rather expensive and beyond the limits of the gift card, Robin opted for a graphic novel about capitalism. “If nothing else,” she thought, “he can laugh at any inaccuracies he may find.”   
 
    . 
 
       Before long, Thanksgiving arrived. “We will have a small dinner with Master David, Clare and some friends from out of town who are coming for the convention, Master Eugene, and his slave, Anne. After dinner, you will be gifted to Master Eugene for the night before we all rise early on Friday and travel to the site of the convention. I have a sexy little outfit picked out for you to wear both Thursday night and to the convention. Of course, when you have your summit meeting with Simon you will be naked save for a chastity belt. That was a requirement of Simon's Goddess as she usually keeps his manhood caged.” stated the Master in an authoritative voice. 
 
      
 
       Robin began preparing the Thanksgiving dinner very early Thursday morning. The Master had excused her from most of her other duties and even helped clean and straighten the house before the first guests arrived at three P.M. Robin was so wrapped up in her duties that she only gave passing thought to the fact that this was the first Thanksgiving in quite a while that she had not shared with Simon. The thought that she would be shared a second time this night, aroused her curiosity but Robin was grateful that it would be only one night. On Friday she would see Simon and know what her future offered. Win or lose, she could handle anything the upcoming week offered once she knew where she and Simon stood. When everything was ready, Robin's Master dressed her in electric green underthings and a matching electric green dress with a tiny skirt. Matching short boots accentuated Robin's fine legs. 
 
      
 
      Master Eugene and his slave Anne were first to arrive. Robin was surprised to discover a man nearly as old as her uncle on the other side of the door. Anne, his slave, was a tall, porcelain skinned, redhead who was at least a decade and a half younger than her Master. Robin remembered protocol. She accepted the embrace of the gray-haired yet ruggedly handsome older man, received a kiss from the beautiful slave, and then fell to her knees and liberated the respectably sized penis from his trousers. 
 
      
 
       It took Robin a bit of time to figure the proper angle of attack on this huge phallus as it curved markedly off to the right, but she soon conquered the task. Master Eugene made appreciative noises as she worked. Out of the corner of her eye, Robin noted Anne fellating her own Master. To Robin's surprise she did not feel jealousy, instead she tried to see if she could learn any pointers from the far more experienced slave. Robin aped the redhead's neck angle and was rewarded with more pleasing sounds from Master Eugene. The cum of this older gentleman was less bitter than Robin expected. She had been told that some Masters’ deliberately include food in their diets that cut the bitterness of semen, perhaps Master Eugene was one of those practitioners, Robin thought to herself as she slurped up Master Eugene's copious amount of cum. 
 
      
 
      Robin straightened up and she and her own Master gave the visiting couple a quick tour of the house, making particular note of where the bedrooms were and who would be bedding with whom. Robin really liked Master Eugene's smile as his eyes toured her lithe form and he announced, “I already know that I will have a wonderful evening, slave Robin.” He then turned to her own Master and said “Thank you for inviting us to spend the night, Geoff.  The drive to the convention would have been interminable otherwise.” 
 
      
 
      “My pleasure, Eugene. I think you will really like Master David and Claire when they arrive.” 
 
      
 
      “I'm sure I will, though I doubt that Clare will prove as beautiful as your Robin.” 
 
      
 
       “Thank you, Eugene. I like to think that my slave is a reflection of myself. A much more attractive reflection but a reflection nonetheless.” 
 
      
 
      Anne assisted Robin in mixing drinks while Eugene and her own Master, like men everywhere else in America tuned into the football game. As Robin watched the smiles upon the men present she was struck by a painful recollection. Just the last year, she had shamed Simon out of watching football with the guys on the Holiday by claiming that he loved the sport more than he loved her. Robin now realized just how thoroughly she had been a Moby wife. A whining whale seeking only her own validation and stifling independence in her man simply because his focus was on anything other than trying to capture and hold her attention. “I don't DESERVE Simon!” she thought bitterly before forcing the frown from her face. 
 
      
 
       For a moment, Robin's mind ran away with herself. She could just hear Simon's words of mockery and rejection when she asked if he wanted to resume married life with her. On the other hand, if Simon was, in fact, willing to take her back despite her marital lapses then he must truly love her far more profoundly than Robin merited. Bitterly, Robin wished that tomorrow would arrive that instant. 
 
      
 
      Anne, her fellow slave, noted Robin's discomfort. 
 
      
 
      “You seem troubled, slave Robin. Is anything wrong?” 
 
      
 
      “Nothing that won't resolve itself tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
       Seeing that the men were wrapped up in the game, Robin briefly sketched the nature of her relationship with her Master, her uncle's experiment and her own profound desire to be nothing more than Simon's wife again. Only this time she knew that she would do a much better job. 
 
      
 
      “Wow! That is quite a large burden on your shoulders, slave Robin. The duties and responsibilities of being a slave as well as the onus of not knowing if you have retained the affections of your one true love. I am glad that I am not in your shoes. I am not as good at psychology as my Master, but I think he would say something about focusing only on today, that tomorrow will take care of itself.” 
 
      
 
      “Jesus said the same thing.” replied Robin. 
 
      
 
      “Well then, there is no reason for you not to believe it. You certainly do not want to be downcast tonight with my Master. It will reflect poorly upon you, your own Master and will ruin his hospitality. You can't change tomorrow. Now buck up. Let me see a smile, and I am also stealing a kiss!”   
 
      
 
      Robin gazed upward at the taller woman. Anne closed the distance between them and gently embraced Robin. To Robin's surprise, the redheaded slave planted a strong kiss upon her lips, Frenching her with abandon and making several circuits of Robin's mouth with her tongue. 
 
      
 
       A stunned Robin gazed up at Anne who said quietly. “You cannot argue that I have placed your mind in the here and now.” 
 
      
 
      “No, I suppose I can't.” replied Robin. 
 
      
 
       Anne winked at Robin and stated boldly, “Too bad my Master and I are not staying for the entire weekend. I'd ask my Master to ask your Master to make a gift of you to me for one night. My Master can deny me nothing and girls are sometimes more fun than boys, especially the shy and brainy types, like you!” 
 
      
 
      Robin blanched and was about to get angry when Anne laughed softly and said, “Don't worry, slave Robin, I won't embarrass you that way. Besides my Master will indulge me to my heart's content at the convention. As I said, he can deny my nothing. Sometimes in BDSM relationships the one owning the collar is not really in charge at all!” Anne laughed a second time. 
 
      
 
      Robin stood thunderstruck but was rescued by a call from the living room for more snacks. 
 
      
 
      A short time later, Master David and slave Claire arrived at the front door. As host slave, Robin was quite delighted to gift David with some oral love as soon as he entered the vestibule. Since she had since first learning of the sleeping arrangements, Robin wished that she would be sharing Master David's bed again. She understood the reason her Master did not permit it. Robin had to experience all that was expected of a slave and spending more time in Master David's arms might lead to more erotic desire and lusts that was not good for her mental or spiritual outlook. Even so, she lapped up the bi-racial man's spunk with obvious enthusiasm. 
 
      
 
      Clare and Anne assisted Robin in serving the meal. The comments Robin received on her cooking made her feel very good indeed. This was the first time she had ever tried to cook so large a fowl. The previous Thanksgiving, Robin didn't raise a finger, as Simon prepared the turkey and the rest of the meal. While proud of the progress she had made, Robin was also acutely aware of her shortcomings. “That woman, that Goddess, I bet she doesn't treat Simon like dirt, even if he IS her slave.” Robin found herself bitterly thinking. 
 
      
 
      After dinner, everyone enjoyed a drink. Robin's own Master and Master David enjoyed Whiskey. Master Eugene enjoyed a straight vodka and the slaves sipped sweet mixed concoctions. Because of the early start necessary in the morning, Thursday evening ended relatively early. Anne, Claire, and Robin hustled in the cleanup and stored the leftovers in the freezer. 
 
      
 
      Robin, still keyed up about her unknowable reception from Simon, was surprised to find herself in front of the assembly in the living room. Master Eugene strode towards her. Robin accepted his embrace and kiss. As though observing a stranger, Robin watched as the green dress with its microscopic skirt tumbled to the floor. There were oohs and ahs when the Masters and slaves spied Robin's incredibly beautiful, diaphanous green underthings. And then Robin was naked. She took Master Eugene's hand. He steered her towards their assigned bedroom. Robin heard the door close and her reverie broke. 
 
      
 
      Robin turned to her temporary Master and said soft and plaintively, “Please be gentle with me Master Eugene, I have only been shared once before.” 
 
      
 
       “Put your fears to rest, slave Robin. I am an old hand at this. Why don't we start with you undressing me?” 
 
      
 
       Master Eugene's kindly expression and pleasing voice did a great deal to settle Robin's frazzled mind. Focusing on the here and now, Robin reached for the buttons of Master Eugene's shirt. Once Robin began parting the buttons, she discovered the finest torso and tummy she had ever seen on a man of Eugene's age. The man's gray hair and lined face seemed to come from an entirely different person. Robin wondered if the man was some sort of warped science experiment, a donor body joined to a head separated from its original home through some horrific accident. Yet the neck was not a line of stitches, it was the neck of a man beyond middle age. Robin ran her fingers along Eugene's ribs and chest to confirm that he was indeed real. 
 
      
 
      Robin bent to untie and remove his expensive Italian shoes. His feet were rather long, at least a size thirteen. Robin removed each shoe and sock in turn before she stood, graced Master Eugene with the kiss he indicated that he desired and then placed her hands on his finely tooled leather belt. Robin already knew that Master Eugene had the most unusual cock she had ever encountered. As she spied the tremendous bulge behind the fly, Robin was overwhelmed with a desire to see this fascinating man completely naked. 
 
      
 
       Robin teased off his tailored slacks and silk boxers. Naked Master Eugene was very pleasing indeed. His thighs and calves were as muscular as his massive arms and shoulders. His fitness regime had given him a delectable butt as well. Robin fell to her knees and began to perform fellatio once more. 
 
      
 
      Master Eugene stopped her after a short time and picked her up in his strong arms. “While I would be more than happy to allow you to finish, slave Robin. I am not as young as I once was. I have a desire to show you a good time before my age catches up to me.” 
 
      
 
       Master Eugene carried Robin to the bed and slid her between the sheets. In a nonce, he was on top of her, his gifted tongue taking a mesmerizing tour of her body. As far as Robin was concerned Master Eugene had the best cunnilingus skills she had ever encountered. He left her own Master and even the more talented Master David in his wake. Robin's mind became a blot of white hot intensity that burst like a rent balloon as the orgasm coursed through her body. “Wow!” gasped Robin at last, “Everything they say about older men is true!” 
 
      
 
      Master Eugene laughed and said. “I work hard at this, most guys of any age just phone it in. I'm not like most guys.” 
 
      
 
      “You can say that again, Master Eugene.” 
 
      
 
       The gray-haired Master smiled down at Robin and asked solicitously, “Would you like me to do that again?” 
 
      
 
      “Oh, yes, Master!” 
 
      
 
       “OK, slave Robin but after that I'm taking your asshole. If I can get it up later, I'll also claim your pussy.”   
 
      
 
       Master Eugene soon proved to Robin that his oral abilities were no fluke. If anything, now that he was more familiar with Robin's intimacy he showed even more artistry. Robin cried out “Jesus!” three times as the second orgasm struck her like a rogue wave at the beach. 
 
      
 
       Robin was so completely spent that she actually wanted nothing more than to drift off into immediate slumber. But Robin had learned much as a slave. The wife she was would have simply given Simon a good night kiss and pulled the covers about herself. The slave she now was understood that a Master was to be rewarded, whether he showed her sufficient attention or not. None of the Masters’ she had been with had been greedy in any way. It was not a duty to provide for their needs it was a pleasure. 
 
      
 
       Robin rolled over and offered her pert young ass to Master Eugene, who carefully lubricated her rear entry and his bent rod. With a slowness that Robin found both exhilarating and exasperating, the gray-haired man worked his tool fully into Robin's anus. The fullness of him inside her was revelatory to Robin. With deliberate slowness, Master Eugene began pumping away. He reminded Robin of a great steam engine slowly building up steam. His pace accelerated the closer he came to orgasm. Then with a shout of triumph, he deposited his load deep inside Robin's ass. The Master's cry was echoed by one from Robin. 
 
      
 
       Gasping for breath, Robin collapsed into a knot on the bed. Master Eugene embraced her. She turned, and the two exchanged kisses for the longest while. In the darkened bedroom Master Eugene and Robin soon were caught up in quiet conversation. They talked mostly about her own Master and what it was like to serve him. 
 
      
 
       “He is as fine a man as I know,” replied Robin, “but not the finest.” 
 
      
 
       “I hope the man you feel that way about knows how you feel.” stated Eugene 
 
      
 
        “He will soon enough.” replied Robin. 
 
      
 
        Before the conversation could travel down roads that Robin would just as soon have left unexplored, Eugene's old flesh was ready to go once more. 
 
      
 
       “Well look at that!” he marveled. 
 
      
 
         “Master Eugene, lie back and relax, this one is on me.” stated Robin enticingly. 
 
      
 
        With the man old enough to be her father on his back, Robin slowly impaled herself on his erect tool. Very quickly, Robin decided that this manner of intercourse was as delightful as any the two had shared thus far. Robin slid up and down Eugene's mast, a sailor trying to recapture the wind. It took Eugene far longer to climax on this occasion. Robin reached her peak well before the Master did, still, she kept driving towards her goal. Robin was beyond tired when she felt Master Eugene soften deep inside her. Within moments, she was sleeping blissfully in her temporary Master's arms, oblivious to his robust snoring. 
 
      
 
       The alarm woke them early on Friday morning. Despite the early hour, Robin felt rested and refreshed as she rose from the bed and made her way to the bathroom. Her own Master Geoff was already in the room. Each Master was responsible for preparing his own slave for the convention. As the two showered together, Robin's master performed the most meticulous shaving job ever. Next, he led the naked Robin to his own room. A very skimpy leather garment exited the closet. From a drawer in a dresser, her master produced an object made out of leather and composite materials. 
 
      
 
      “This, Robin is a chastity belt. I have not had you wear one before because it was not part of the training regime I devised. However, Simon's Goddess requires that you wear one. She will also lay down the ground rules under what conditions you may see Simon. Goddess Beverly is not entirely sold on the idea of you seeing Simon. She probably fears how it might intervene in Simon's training. I am in a similar quandary regarding you. However, I feel, on balance, that your seeing Simon again will ease your mind. No matter what happens later today, I'm confident I can deal with the results. “ 
 
      
 
      Robin's Master helped Robin into the chastity belt, adjusted it an asked, “Is that comfortable enough? I'll take it off once you are done seeing Simon. Now let's get you dressed and then we can say goodbye to our guests, although we may see them at the convention, we probably won't interact during it.” 
 
      
 
       Robin was less than enthusiastic in how Her master then dressed her. Never before had he exposed so much of her flesh in public. The leather-like top slid over her head like a tube top and barely concealed her areolas. The outline of her nipples could be spied readily. The tiny leather skirt exposed much of her buttocks and a good portion of her crotch. Robin was actually grateful for the idea of the chastity belt as it would conceal her privates from view. For her legs, the Master produced two custom made thigh-high, black leather boots with formidable spiked heels. They seemed to give her several more inches in stature. The Master clipped a leash to Robin's collar and led her back to the living room. 
 
      
 
      The other Masters’ and slaves had preceded them. Robin noted that Claire was clad similar to herself, but that Anne wore only a pair of rhinestone panties and pasties. Robin understood that on most occasions when a guest left the home, it was the host slave's job to provide going away blow jobs. That rule was waived because of time restrictions. Instead there were kisses all around and Robin was embraced and kissed By Masters David and Eugene and then by Anne and Claire. After wishing everyone well, the six made their way to the driveway or garage. 
 
      
 
      While seated in the passenger seat of the Master's car, Robin reflected upon the first time she rode in this same car. She scarcely recognized the woman she had been. Her fears on that occasion now seemed laughable She had been afraid of so many things, from voiding her wedding vows to being asked to perform the impossible. Nothing the Master had ever asked of her had been especially onerous, indeed the man proceeded with a gentility and sensitivity of a saint. “The Master may not be a Christian, but he reflects true humility like the Man Himself.” Thought Robin. It was clear to her now that God HAD used this man to teach her many great spiritual truths that she had once only played lip service to. She prayed that Simon would be receptive to taking her back. She was a new woman now and she desperately wanted to show that woman to Simon. “To have come so far only to lose the prize.” she stated out loud. 
 
      
 
      “Simon?” asked the Master sensing Robin’s melancholia. 
 
      
 
       “Yes.” 
 
      
 
        “You don't know if you have lost ANYTHING yet.” 
 
      
 
        “On the contrary, Master, replied Robin. “I have lost the woman I was and that is a very good thing.” 
 
      
 
        “If Simon rejects you, he is the world's greatest fool.” said the Master before seizing a lull in traffic to plant a delightful kiss on Robin's lips. 
 
      
 
       After a surprisingly long drive, The Master pulled up in front of a huge mansion surrounded by green acreage. As if reading Robin's mind, the Master explained. “This mansion was built by a famous industrialist. After his death it became a rather exclusive hotel. The land is still owned by a descendant of that industrialist. That descendant is quite active in the BDSM community. Once a year, he turns the premises over to us. He provides us a bargain rate so long as we give him free admittance to our gathering. Somehow, he thinks that saves him money. There are some rich folks I doubt that I will ever understand.” 
 
   
  
 

   
 
       Robin's Master exited the car to make room for the valet, then he helped Robin exit the car. The way the valet's eyes devoured Robin made her acutely aware of just how scanty her attire. While Robin enjoyed being eyed by strangers, she had never been displayed like this before. She tried to force the young man's leer from her mind as she trailed behind the Master through the front doors of the resort hotel. The Master produced their tickets and the two progressed to a small kiosk. Before Robin could react, a stencil was placed on her right breast and an air brush fired a stream of ink at the stencil. Seconds later the stencil was removed revealing a unique number on Robin's breast. The operator of the air brush, a thin gray-haired woman wearing a spray on tan and very little in the way of clothing, smiled and said, “So you can be returned to your proper owner when this weekend is over, Dearie.” 
 
      
 
      Robin gazed at the temporary alteration of her body. The ink was already dry and did not smudge in the least when Robin ran her fingers over it. Their next step was the information desk. 
 
      
 
       “Ah, found them.” stated the Master. “They are on the third floor. I may as well take your clothing now. When we get to their room Goddess Beverly will lay down the rules. You will address her ALWAYS as Goddess. Keep a firm hold on your emotions and obey her implicitly or she will end your meeting even before it begins.” 
 
      
 
      Robin felt very odd indeed being naked in front of so many strangers. Her Master had told her what to expect, still. Robin fought thoughts such as shame and embarrassment, which she had thought that she had shed a long time ago and focused upon her immanent meeting with Simon. After removing her clothes, the Master placed a blindfold over Robin's eyes. “You are not to know their room number, so you don't try to break the rules by sneaking away a trying to visit Simon later.” stated the Master softly. 
 
      
 
       Robin thought the darkness on the way to Simon and his Goddess's room, the bleakest of her life. 
 
      
 
     “Hopefully this is the darkness before dawn.” she thought, “and not the clouds before the storm.” 
 
      
 
       Holding the Master's shoulder as she strode behind him in the dark, helped calm Robin. The Master had her best interests at heart and always would. She knew that he was prepared for any eventuality. The Master's stride ceased and there was a knock on a door. 
 
      
 
    “Geoff.” 
 
      
 
    “Beverly.” 
 
      
 
    “This her?” 
 
      
 
    “Who else would it be?” 
 
      
 
    “Bring her in.” 
 
      
 
    The Master tugged on Robin's leash and she stepped forward. She heard a door close behind her. The blindfold was removed. Simon was not in the room. Instead Robin encountered the stern yet beautiful countenance of Goddess Beverly. She was dressed in a clingy top that accentuated her impressive bust. “Much better tits that mine,” thought Robin. The Goddess wore a short black skirt that exposed her fine legs. “Longer and sexier than mine,” thought Robin. The Goddess's outfit thoroughly demonstrated that its wearer was in fine shape. Her tummy was flat and muscular, her arms and hands long and shapely. Robin thought this woman, even with the haughty expression on her face, far more beautiful than herself. Goddess Beverly eyed Robin head to toe then an expression, as though she had just smelled something disgusting, crossed her face. Robin felt butterflies the size of Mothra in her stomach. 
 
      
 
      “Listen up, slave I WILL NOT repeat myself. His slave name is Matthew. If you call him ANYTHING else this interview is over. There will be NO touching, no shaking of hands, no kissing, no waving, no public displays of affection at all. Master Geoff and I will monitor this conversation. If you stray into off limits territory I will say “halt” If I have to repeat that word a second time, this conversation is over. Once the clock starts ticking you and Matthew will be permitted to converse for thirty minutes. That time WILL NOT be extended. Is that clear, worm?” 
 
      
 
       Robin nodded her head and finally uttered, “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
        The Goddess strode to a door nearby, entered the room and returned with Simon on the end of a leash. Robin could not believe her eyes, she barely recognized her husband. His rail thin physique was now far beefier he appeared at least fifty or sixty pounds heavier and all of that was muscle. His skin was hairless, and his naturally wavy dark hair had was in a very short buzz cut. Robin's eyes fell to Simon's crotch where his shaven manhood glowered at the world behind a metal cage padlocked in place. Robin noted that Simon was giving her the once over as well. After a moment of stunned silence, Robin began to speak.  
 
      
 
    “S… Matthew? What happened to you?” 
 
      
 
      “My Goddess prefers more muscular men. She helped me become a man more to her liking.” 
 
      
 
       “That must have been hard work.” 
 
      
 
        “Serving my Goddess and making her happy is NEVER hard work.” replied Simon in a self-satisfied manner. Then Simon took a long lingering look at Robin's enticing new toned body. Desire was clear in his eyes when he stated, 
 
      
 
       “Your Master seems to be keeping you in shape as well ...” 
 
      
 
        “It's still Robin. And yes, My Master has been very firm about my exercise regime. I'll gladly keep this body just as fit and trim for you.” After a brief pause she continued, “Matthew, I'm here to talk about us. My uncle's experiment will end in June and I want to know where we stand.” 
 
      
 
       Simon gazed at Robin with an iciness that disarmed her. “My Goddess has shown me what true love is. Whatever we had, it was not that.” 
 
      
 
      Robin broke down in tears and said, “I KNOW S…  Matthew, I KNOW. I have learned so much about myself. I am not the woman I was, nor would I be the wife I was ever again. My Master and my own conscience have made it abundantly clear that I was no prize. But please give me another chance, I'll be everything you ever dreamed of.” 
 
      
 
      “I dream of my Goddess now.” 
 
      
 
       “Yes, that is understandable, she is a very beautiful woman. No, I could never be her. I could never be as beautiful. I am sure I fall short of her in many ways, but I could be a wonderful wife for you. I could be the wife you always dreamed of. I could be even better than the wife you hoped I'd be as I walked down the aisle to become your bride. I know how to love you now. I know I will never take you for granted again. Please give me another chance. All I have been dreaming about for the longest time is embracing you and kissing you and loving you like there is no tomorrow!” 
 
      
 
       “I'd like to believe you.” replied Simon, “but you have made promises like that before, Robin. Even though I am her slave, my Goddess shows me the affection and appreciation I thought were only in novels and movies. She has made me see how many times I surrendered my heart to you, only to have you stomp on it and kick it away. 
 
      
 
      “Oh, Matthew, that is ALL true. But I am a new woman now. Certainly, toss away what we had, but try and make a new beginning for both of us!” 
 
      
 
        Simon was quiet for a long moment before he spoke again. 
 
      
 
        “Robin, I have spent a great deal of time over the last months mentally forgiving you. The Bible asks if the leopard can change its spots. While I sincerely doubt that you CAN change. I am willing, for the sake of our marriage, and the commitment we had, to give you a second chance. The honeymoon won't be a long one. If I do not notice change within a month we WILL part ways forever.” 
 
      
 
       “Oh! Matthew thank you! I'll give you a month you will never forget.” 
 
      
 
        That brought a smile to Simon's face. The first he had worn since entering the room. 
 
      
 
        Forgetting herself, Robin made a move to embrace Simon. 
 
      
 
        “That's it! This conversation is OVER! Leave the room please, Matthew.” stated Goddess Beverly. 
 
      
 
         Without even a second glace Simon strode out of the room and closed the door behind himself. Beverly stepped in front of Robin anger in her face. 
 
      
 
       “I told you I would tolerate no displays of affection. Matthew is mine for the present and I won’t have your touch sullying him. It has taken me many long months to undo the damage you have done to one of the sweetest, most in need of love of any soul I have ever encountered. I hope you are happy, bitch, that you are going to get your devilish claws into Matthew again! Your poison must be very deep inside him for him to want to take another bite of the apple. You listen to me, whore, and you listen well, IF you ever mistreat Matthew again, I will show up at your house and personally cut your tits off! Women like you give the rest of us a bad name. You... 
 
      
 
      “Enough, Beverly!” Interjected Master Geoff angrily. 
 
      
 
      Robin who had stood in stunned silence, absorbing the Goddess's words, then she broke down. Her Master embraced her, and Robin cried into his shoulder. 
 
      
 
      “It's true, everything she said is true. I'm such an awful person Master. I DON'T deserve Simon!”     
 
      
 
       “That is the first thing you have said so far that is true!” asserted Goddess Beverly vehemently. 
 
      
 
        From somewhere Robin found strength. Through her tears she confronted the Goddess. “I'll prove you wrong, Goddess. I'll prove to the world that I love Simon. I'll prove to the world That I am worthy to wear his ring. I'll prove to Simon that I can change.” 
 
      
 
       “You are not fit for a collar much less a wedding ring!” hissed Beverly in reply. 
 
      
 
       “I said, enough!” repeated master Geoff. “It is time for us to go, Robin. We'll have breakfast in the cafe and you can get your mind back on the convention.” he slid the blindfold back over Robin's eyes and said, “Follow me.” 
 
      
 
       Once in the hallway, Master Geoff turned a corner until the room they had just exited was effectively invisible. He removed the blindfold, redressed Robin and faced her with a sober expression. 
 
      
 
       “You have quite a fight on your hands, Robin. Didn't you see?” 
 
      
 
        “See what, Master?” 
 
      
 
         “Goddess Beverly is very much in love with your husband. She probably feels as strongly towards him as you do. For him to allow you an opening, even a small one, is a painful rejection for her.” 
 
      
 
         “Do you really think so?” 
 
      
 
          “Believe me Robin, I've been part of this community long enough to be able to read when a Dom has become mastered by their sub. She is head over heels in love with Simon. She is only going to pour it on in the coming months.” 
 
      
 
       “How can I compete with HER? She is more beautiful than me and she has been showing Simon the kind of love that, even with everything I have learned, I am not sure I can match. How can I hope to win my husband back from that woman… that Goddess?” 
 
      
 
       “I'm not sure I can give you any answer you would like to hear. What I CAN tell you is that, if you continue to be diligent in your duties and keep an open mind to new experiences and even greater joys of submission, I will have you as ready as you possibly can be to win Simon back.” 
 
      
 
      
 
        “Oh, thank you, Master.” replied Robin. “Meeting you is the best thing that ever happened to me.” 
 
      
 
         A considerable length of time then passed while Robin and her Master exchanged kisses in the hallway 
 
      
 
    At the hotel café, Robin and her Master engaged in quiet conversation. 
 
    “I hope this eases your mind a bit. Simon is leaving the door open, even if it just a crack.” 
 
     “That is all I need Master. That is ALL I need.” Returned Robin with obvious joy. 
 
     “With that burden, off your ever so shapely shoulders, let’s see if we can make the rest of the weekend as interesting. I am entering you in a raffle as a prize. Your Master for the weekend will be chosen at random. I figure this should be a supreme test of your ability to submit. It won’t be colored by either of our preferences or expectations.” 
 
    He read Robin’s concerns in her features. “As I have stated many times previously, more and more will be expected of you as you progress further and further down the road of slavery. A slave must be prepared to serve any Master under any and all conditions.” 
 
     “I’ll live up to my responsibilities, Master, replied Robin in a flat unemotional voice. “Even if the man fate chooses for me is an obese and odiferous tyrant, I will serve him with joy because I Know that Simon is waiting for me. I will concede, however, that I will be very happy when we are back in your lovely home.” 
 
    A short time later, Robin was upon the small stage in the main conference room naked aside from her stiletto boots, strutting slowly from one edge to the other while an announcer stated Robin’s vital statistics and read a brief biography of her authored by Master Geoff. To Robin’s considerable relief, her Master made no mention of how or why she had entered slavery. Instead, it focused on her domestic talents, her willingness to obey, and the effervescent nature of her personality. Robin thought the description quite flattering and her presence was clearly generating a buzz amongst the audience. Robin exited the stage where her Master Geoff greeted her with a kiss before turning her over to another woman who was garbed as and who clearly was a Goddess. She had platinum blonde hair and wore a short black leather skit, tall black spiked boots, and a leather bandeau. 
 
    “This is Goddess Linda,” Master Geoff announced, “She will see you off to your next destination. I will miss you, Robin. That said, I expect a good report when you are returned to me.”   
 
    Robin felt acute anxiety as she watched her master stride off. 
 
     “Relax, slave,” offered the Goddess, “I’m sure whoever wins you will be quite happy to have won a woman as beautiful as you for the weekend. In fact, I’m half tempted to vie for you myself,” she added with a wink. 
 
     “Uh, thank you.” replied Robin, “Do you really think I am beautiful?” 
 
     “Unquestionably, you have a luscious body and a terrific smile, and I’ll bet you are hell in the sack.”  
 
    Without preamble, the taller woman embraced Robin and planted a kiss full on her startled lips. After a long moment, she pulled away and said, “And, you taste as wonderful as you look!” 
 
     As Robin stood in amazed silence, the Goddess followed up with a coy, “Do you like girls?” 
 
    “Yes, but not in the way you are implying.”   
 
     “That’s a pity. But then again, maybe you have had little practice in the Sapphic arts?”   
 
     Robin nodded and replied, “I’ve never been with a woman and I stopped kissing girls around the time I discovered boys.” 
 
    “Then I am definitely putting in a bid for you, it’s been quite a while since I’ve popped a cherry.” 
 
     Robin flushed red and returned with, “I thought only men were bidding on me.” 
 
    “What gave you that idea? Besides at this convention, gender sometimes has little meaning, men sleep with men, women sleep with women in all the various permutations possible. Judging by the probable number and inclinations of the betting pool, you probably will end up with a guy and have boring hetero sex, but if you are really lucky, you could be won by a woman and discover how the other half lives!”  
 
     “That would be wonderful,” stated Robin ironically. 
 
    “You bet it would!” shot back Goddess Linda without a scintilla of irony. 
 
     Much to Robin’s chagrin, Goddess Linda got the attention of one of the back stage attendants, reached into a satchel about her waist, and handed him three, crisp one-hundred dollar bills, the price of  a raffle ticket and sent him off to buy a ticket on Robin before the sales window closed. 
 
    Robin closed her eyes and silently prayed, “Lord, I know I am in a den of sin and that I am doing what I must to have been able to see Simon again, but PLEASE don’t let me end up in the hands of a woman! Not that I have anything against lesbians, it is just…” 
 
    “Penny for your thoughts,” interjected Goddess Linda. 
 
    “I was just praying that somebody nice wins me.” 
 
    “’Aint anybody nicer than me, Red!” declared the platinum tressed woman before she emitted a deep and throaty laugh. 
 
    Waiting had always made Robin a bit impatient. Right now, she was on pins and needles. Goddess Linda continued to flatter her and attempted to chat her up. Robin was polite and as patient with the determined woman as she could be but the desire to find out in whose bed she was going to spend the weekend was almost overpowering. It was like when she was a kid on Christmas Eve, except the desire was completely opposite that. After what seemed an interminable wait to Robin, but which was actually not that long, the winning number was read off. From the audience came groans of frustration and then the sound of a man exclaiming “Hot dog!” followed by the sound of applause. 
 
     Goddess Linda gazed at Robin, crestfallen. “Too bad, sweetie. Maybe next year?” 
 
     Robin gave a noncommittal nod. 
 
    The Goddess attached a leash to Robin’s collar and led her out to the front of the stage where a convention official was examining the ticket of a thin, balding man, with a prominent nose and soft brown eyes. He wore tight leather pants that clearly outlined his modestly sized penis, and a tight black T-shirt. His face lit up as Robin approached. 
 
     “This is my lucky day!” he said as he extended his hand to Robin, “I’m Master Walter, but feel free to call me Walt.” 
 
    Robin shook the proffered hand and concluded that her owner for the weekend had to be one of the least imposing men on God’s green earth. She turned her eyes heavenward and uttered, “Thank you!” under her breath. 
 
     “Nice to meet you Walt, I’m Robin,” she stated as their hands parted. Briefly, they then exchanged kisses. 
 
     “Hiya Robin, Patrice is just going to adore you.” 
 
    “Patrice?” inquired Robin. 
 
     “Patrice, she’s my slave, I left her in our room preparing cocktails. I had her make three. If I’d lost, which I frankly expected, the extra one would help dull the pain. Now it becomes yours, a quaff of celebration.” 
 
    Robin closed her eyes and focus upwards again, but this time, no words came.  
 
    Immediately thereafter, Walt gently tugged on Robin’s leash and led her to his room on the fifth floor. He swung open door number 507 and announced, “How about a welcome for the conquering hero!” 
 
    A short plump dirty blonde woman wearing a bandeau and G-string appeared in the doorway, took a long look at both her Master and Robin and then uttered, “Wow, she’s gorgeous! Ya done good Walt!” 
 
    Walt had to tug just a bit more forcefully to get Robin across the threshold, but once she was inside the room, she performed as expected and gave a longish kiss to Walt’s slave. Once she was finished, introductions were made.  
 
    “Robin, this is Patrice. Patrice, this is Robin.” 
 
     “Welcome to our humble abode, Honey,” offered the plump woman, who despite her physical build, struck Robin as a very sexy woman. She carried herself with an easy air and her personality won Robin over immediately. She handed Robin a raspberry daiquiri. Robin fought the inclination to down it in one gulp. At last she found her voice. 
 
     “I hate to sound ignorant,” she ventured, “but I have not been shared too often, I’ve also only been with men. How is this supposed to work?” 
 
     “Beautiful and innocent. You hit the jackpot Walt!” 
 
    “I know that, sunshine!” came the instant response. 
 
    “Well, Sweetie, began Patrice. I’m not much into girl on girl action, but there is nothing my Master enjoys more than two women sharing his bed. You and I might neck a while to get things rolling but after that, we take turns sucking him off. We might do that together; whatever strikes Walt’s fancy. We WILL take turns fucking him, the one not being fucked will be eaten out. Walt’s really gifted in that area. We’ll switch off a bunch. We like toys. We’ll probably have dinner together in the café, at some point, if nothing else than to show you off. And that’s pretty much the entire weekend.” 
 
    “I see,” stated Robin. 
 
    “Oh, we don’t just plunge in,” interjected Walt, “We play games or cards first to get to know each other a bit first. You can’t start fireworks with a damp fuse.” 
 
    A short time later, Robin was seated at a small table play Apples to Apples with Walt and Patrice. They sat on either side of her and both were wont to squeeze her nearest thigh but as the game progressed, Robin realized that she did not mind in the least. It became abundantly clear that Walt and Patrice were very much in love. Patrice in fact, sported a respectably sized diamond on the third finger of her left hand. The longer they played, the more Robin warmed to her hosts.  
 
     “Walt might not look like much,” Robin told herself, “But he is brainy and very funny, even considering his affection to puns. Patrice is sweet and sensitive and supremely sexy. I dare say that she has more pure sex appeal than I do.” 
 
     After a few hours of games, two pizzas were delivered to the room. They were Hawaiian and mushroom, both types that Robin liked. As they ate, the trio talked. Robin revealed nothing of her life before her voluntary enslavement. Walt and Patrice were very forthcoming about their past, including, for example, that Walt had popped the question of marriage to Patrice while they were engaged in a threesome.  
 
    “Threesomes really bring back sweet romantic memories for both of us,” offered Patrice. Her expression changed and then she offered with emotion in her voice, “We love the BDSM lifestyle, but sometimes people in this community can be as shallow and superficial as those outside it. Far too many Masters reject me because I’m not a Barbie doll. Slaves, even well-trained ones look askance at Walt because he is not an Adonis. Its not fair, and it isn’t right, but it is a fact.” 
 
    Robin placed her hand on Patrice’s forearm and stated, “I am very sorry to hear that. I’m sure if they had gotten to know you like I’ve just done, their opinions would change.” 
 
    “You’re a sweet one Robin. Naive but sweet.” 
 
    Even as she was exchanging words with Patrice, Robin was mentally chiding herself for doing something of the same judgement of her hosts. She realized that she shared many of the preconceptions of society at large. Even though she knew Patrice to be a remarkably sexy woman, she still added conditions to her assessment such as “For someone of her shape,” “For a chunky girl.” She had also mentally slapped conditions on Walt, “For a guy of his physique,” and “For a sort of homely guy.” Once more Robin was brought up short by her expectations and past experiences. As Robin mulled this over, she told herself, “God has placed you here to lean something, pay attention!    
 
    Shortly thereafter, Walt announced it was time for the festivities to begin. He dismissed Robin and Patrice to use the bathroom and mentally and physically prepare themselves while he set up the room to his liking. Robin and Patrice entered the smallish bathroom and took turns on the commode. Robin quickly divested herself of the spiked boots as her endurance point for wearing them was rapidly approaching. Patrice produced an extra toothbrush and showed her where the soap was in the shower stall, “In case you have a past midnight urge to clean up.” 
 
    “Won’t Walt be bathing me?” 
 
    “If you want him to Honey, but we normally aren’t that strict. So long as you are completely obedient and willing to do all that is asked of you between the sheets, Walt and I are just content to let you hang out. We’re at the low end of the dogmatic scale. I take it your regular Master is a bit anal?” 
 
    “That’s an understatement!” 
 
    “Walt and I just want you to have fun Robin. You DO like to have fun, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” replied Robin, “Indeed I do.” 
 
     Robin’s trepidations for the weekend fell from her at that moment. It was turning out to be nothing like the weekend she imagined and feared. They heard Walt summoning them from the bedroom. Robin turned to Patrice and said with a smile, “It’s showtime!” 
 
    They exited the bathroom to find the bedroom bathed in soft lighting and the glow from aromatic scented candles. Walt was standing near the bed in a short red silk kimono. Where the garment parted, a few tufts of hair could be spied. Robin decided that Walt was sinewy rather than skinny, with muscles without any real bulk. 
 
     He motioned for Robin and Patrice to settle on the bed. Once they were arranged a centimeter or so apart, Walt stated in a firm voice, “Welcome Robin. It may not be your preference, but MY preference is for you and slave Patrice to get things started. I’ll join you both before too long. Begin now.” 
 
     Robin attempted to swallow her butterflies as she accepted Patrice’s embrace and kiss. She tried projecting herself back to middle school where she and her girlfriends practiced kissing with each other in case Bobby Nelson, the cutest boy in school asked one of them for a date. In a very little while, Robin decided that kissing Patrice was not bad at all. Patrice was no inexperienced teenager; her sensuality came out in every press of her lips. This close, Robin realized that the plump woman’s perfume was quite heady. Before much time had passed at all, Robin was thoroughly enjoying herself. 
 
     “Can I cut in, ladies?” asked Walt gently as his robe fluttered to the floor. Robin decided that Walt’s body, while on the thin side, was not bad at all. His stomach was flat, his arms had nice biceps, he had no real ass to speak of, but most women would be happy with Walt’s physique. Robin, startling herself, realized that Walt’s body was the most like Simon of any man she had slept with since her sojourn in the collar began, “Well Simon before that woman … that Goddess got him in her clutches!” she finished the thought before driving it away to focus on the here and now. 
 
     Walt interposed himself between Patrice and Robin. He kissed Patrice and Robin in turn who both embraced him. Robin decided to follow Patrice’s lead. Once Walt was prone, both women kissed their way down his torso, taking their time to reach his crotch. Once the pair reached Walt’s respectable erection, Patrice began kissing and sucking his balls, eventually taking both inside her mouth while Robin worked the shaft. At times, Robin and Patrice were working cheek to cheek and tasting each other on Walt’s manhood. They worked together until Walt gasped and came, Robin took most of the spunk in her mouth, turned to kiss Patrice and passed the load on to her with her tongue. Patrice swallowed and smiled. Walt praised both Robin and Patrice to the stars. Then the three snuggled together for a long half hour of sweet kisses and touches. 
 
     Walt excused himself for a moment to retrieve a Viagra from the nightstand. The drug seemed to have an almost immediate effect. He positioned Robin above his. “This works best, Robin with the woman on top.” He said in a straightforward manner. Patrice squatted above Walt’s head. The view of the plump woman’s shaved vulva was not a sight that Robin would have ever expected to see in her life, even with her current year factored in. As she peered closer, Robin noted a tiny gold diamond chip-encrusted ring in Patrice’s clitoris. All at once, Walt was inside her. He tweaked Robin’s nipples with his talented fingers for a moment before beginning his oral ministrations on his slave wife’s sex. 
 
     Robin felt like and observer from above as she considered the tableau. That strange redhead in the bed simply could not be herself! Even so, she could feel the heat building in her loins as she nimbly flexed up and down. She observed Walt’s efforts at cunnilingus from an angle. Patrice thrust her pussy forward as he worked, and Walt buried his face further in it. From her vantage point, Robin noted that Walt worked the little ring intensely with his teeth and lips. That it was stimulating to Patrice there could be no doubt. In short order, Patrice cried out Walt’s name and her body went limp.  
 
     Robin had been so caught up in watching the proceedings that she was nearly caught by surprise by her own orgasm. She cried out a weak “Simon” and felt her body relax.  
 
     “You did great, Honey!” exclaimed Patrice. We’ll trade places once Walt has had a little recovery time.” 
 
    The three snuggled for an interval, before Patrice exited the bed to collect sparkling wine in three fluted glasses. Walt sat with his arm around Robin’s waist and stated simply, “I see that we did not scare you off.” 
 
     “No. No, you didn’t,” replied Robin firmly. 
 
     “Your first threesome is a major milestone in any life. When you recall this moment, Robin, I hope you remember us fondly.” 
 
     “I certainly will.” 
 
     As they sipped their wine, the trio engaged in quiet conversation. 
 
     “I couldn’t help but notice your piercing, Patrice.” 
 
     “Yes, Walt bought that on our anniversary. There really is nothing like it, an almost electric charge through your clit until it hits pay dirt. You really ought to consider getting one, Robin. I’m sure your Master would adore it. But if you get one, make sure the piercer is very experienced, they have to be set exactly right, a few millimeters off and all you have is a ring in your snatch. Placed correctly however, even the ineptest guy on the planet at eating pussy can get you off. There really is nothing like it!”   
 
    Robin realized that she trusted Walt and Patrice very much. They had been so open and honest with her while she had set up barriers around her past. Thinking the moment right, Robin confided in the older couple much of her story. She left out the part about the twenty million but told them everything else. She talked a great deal about Simon. 
 
     When she had finished, Walt placed his hand on Robin’s thigh and said, “Simon is a very lucky man and your Master is clearly quite skilled. Patrice and I go to church from time to time. I don’t believe in Bible thumping, but a nice service and deep sermon can do wonders for the mind.” 
 
    “I feel the same way!” returned Walt. 
 
    “You know what else can do wonders for your mind, Robin? A good pussy licking from Walt!” 
 
    Walt gestured towards his re-engorged manhood and said with a laugh in his voice, “Slave Robin, assume the position.” 
 
    Robin echoed Walt’s laugh and sidled to the top of the bed where she aped Patrice’s pose from earlier in the evening. In short order, Walt and Patrice were avidly fucking while Walt probed Robin’s pussy. The oral sex was very nice thought Robin, but Walt was not as skilled as she would have hoped, even so, she noted his ability to focus solely on her clit and appreciated the effort. Before too much time had passed, any deficiencies in Walt’s technique were quickly forgotten and she felt her second orgasm of the night coming on, this one promised to be stronger and sweeter that her first one Then it hit like a summer shower and Robin cried out a string of meaningless syllables as she erupted all over Walt’s face. 
 
     The three basked in the afterglow for a time all bunched together. Robin had to conclude that there was an innate goodness being pressed between two warm bodies. Walt seemed to give of more body warmth than Patrice, whose skin was cooler but seemed firmer. It did not take much convincing from the older couple to talk Robin into lying down while both husband and wife nibbled on her breasts. Nothing in her young life had prepared Robin for the sensation of having both of her nipples worked simultaneously. Each set of lips and teeth applied different techniques as they eagerly worked. Then Patrice and Walt began kissing their way down Robin’s slim body, slowly, tantalizingly, along her ribs, around her navel until they reached the juncture of her legs. Patrice licked Robin a few times before letting Walt take over. Patrice then kissed her way back up Robin’s body and the captive housewife had the sensation of having her nipples sucked at the same time she was being eaten out. With her eyes closed, Robin imagined that some mystical creature from a fairytale for adults was having its way with her. Walt brought her to the cusp of climax and Patrice supplied the final push into the land of bliss.  
 
    “I never imagined a sensation like that!” gasped Robin as she came down from her high. 
 
    Walt and Patrice then began a session of deep necking, but it soon ceased because it would take a while for Walt to recover. 
 
    “The biggest lie in porn movies is the stud with the indefatigable dong.” Averred Walt 
 
    “I wouldn’t know,” replied Robin, “I’ve never watched a porno.” 
 
     “Really?” responded Patrice incredulously.  “Not even at your Master’s side on a quiet evening?” 
 
     “My Master said something about not wanting to fill my head with false expectations. Aside from a few short clips that looked professionally done to illustrate a point in my training, he mostly showed me amateur stuff like housewives stripping for their husband’s friends, or people caught in unexpected nudity. He said it would be different if I was going to be a slave for the rest of my life, but for the best results he limited my exposure. This is only the third time I have been shared.” 
 
    “That is very interesting, Robin,” stated Walt. “I think I see where he is coming from, you have a genuineness and innocence, that is truly alluring. He wanted to preserve that. He IS right that most porn is beyond the expectations of normal people, no one is that insatiable or that tireless. It is a fantasy world. He wants to keep you grounded. I must say he has achieved remarkable success with you. I think I’m falling in love.” 
 
    “Me too!” echoed Patrice. 
 
     “Aww, that’s sweet. But I am nobody special.” 
 
     “That is where you are wrong!” said Patrice adamantly. 
 
     “I just want to make it through the next six months and reclaim my life.” 
 
     “But it won’t be the same life, Robin, remember that,” said Walt. 
 
      “Have you given any thought to what you will do when you are back with your hubby?” offered Patrice. 
 
     “You mean aside from making love to him intense enough to burn the sheets?” 
 
     “Yes, dear,” said Patrice, “That is a given. Have you thought about the nuts and bolts of everyday living? Walt works and so do I, we save our money for this convention. We live the lifestyle at home twenty-four seven and get together with friends on weekends and Holidays. Our neighbors, at least the vanilla ones, have no idea what goes on behind our closed doors. My co-workers would find it inconceivable that Walt takes me places, strips me down and hands me to a stranger. They could never envision Walt in a leather thong with a vibrator up his ass while he eats out the pussy of a woman he’s never met before. Walt, me, all of us in the BDSM community are the “visible invisible” people they have only heard about and never met who all look like porn stars and never have to meet mortgage payments or deal with colicky babies. Whatever happens between you and your hubby, neither one of you are vanilla anymore. Have you thought about how all of that will work once you are reunited?” 
 
    “Not really,” replied Robin after along moment, “I’ve been focused so much on the question of whether or not I had lost Simon to think beyond that. I thought once we got back together…” 
 
     “You can’t put the genii back in the bottle, Robin. Simon might have expectations Maybe he wants you to be the stripper for his friend’s bachelor party. Maybe he wants to take things up a notch. For a lot of folks in the BDSM community, a simple wedding ring and tasteful collar are not enough. Simon might want to tattoo or brand or pierce you or all three. Have you thought of that? Simon might have some very strong opinions of who Robin will be when she re-enters his life. And you for your part won’t see Simon the same way. He’ll not only be your husband but also your master. Are you prepared to be owned for the rest of your life?” 
 
    “I just want Simon back. I love him more than anything!” 
 
     “I don’t doubt that, Robin,” replied Patrice levelly, “but do you want to be owned for the rest of your life?” 
 
    “If Simon is my Master then the answer is YES! I know he will be changed by his year as much as I have, but I know in my heart, he would never be cruel or ask of me anything I don’t want to give.” 
 
    “Robin, if you have a Master then your will must bend to his. Simon will expect nothing less. No matter what course life takes you, Robin you are not destined to be a simple soccer mom or Brownie scout leader. I mean you MIGHT still be those things, but you will also be a slave with a Master. You will NEVER be Mr. and Mrs. Suburbia with a tract house. You will be like us, living for the weekend, making new friends, sucking strange cock and having strange lips on your nipples. If you believe any different then you’ll lose Simon and eventually end up in the arms of a Master you’ll probably love a whole lot less. That’s just the way it is girl.” 
 
    As Patrice finished this last speech, she placed her hand on Robin’s thigh and gave it a gentle squeeze. 
 
    “You’re in the homestretch now, girl. Best be focused on life after you cross the finish line.”   
 
     Robin thought contemplatively for a moment or two before Walt broke the tension and asked, 
 
     “Whose up for a late dinner in the café?” 
 
     Robin realized that she had a great deal to think about in the months ahead. She gratefully accepted Patrice’s offer of a spare robe. Since the older woman was much shorter than her, the robe ended up revealing nearly all her legs to within a few centimeters north of her crotch, Robin scarcely cared, at least she was covered. Her mind had something to tussle with. What kind of life DID she want? Would she be happy with Simon’s decisions and expectations? Could she live with them? What if Simon wanted to share her? Robin had considered none of thee thing. Her mind had been focused on the white picket fence and the simple life. Could she go back to what she had been? Certainly, Simon would not want the old Robin back. Did the new future they shared include strange beds? If Simon asked her to suck a stranger’s cock, could she do it? Would she want to do it? What if refusing meant losing Simon? Robin sighed heavily, just as she had thought that she had gotten a glimpse of her future, the picture changed. Robin thought of Moses, permitted to view the Promised Land but denied the opportunity to enter it alive. She had viewed in her mind a country in which she was now a stranger and an alien. How could she reconcile continuing to dwell in this strange Canaan and her faith? 
 
    Is that what her Master meant by his cryptic reply, “I'm not sure I can give you any answer you would like to hear.”  Was he trying to say the same things Patrice had said but did not know how? Robin had never known her Master to be at a loss for words before but, then again, how do you tell the harlot she’ll never be a choir girl again?  
 
     Robin was quiet through dinner but revived her spirits once they returned to Walt and Patrice’s room. The three were quite tired, after a prolonged session of necking and a bit of shared oral love all around the three formed a human knot in the middle of the bed and drifted off to deep sleep. 
 
     In the morning, Robin marveled at the novel sensation of bathing alone. It had been many months since she had not showered with a companion. Patrice loaned Robin her razor and Robin found the once familiar object an odd fit in her hand. She realized, after shaving herself, that it was the poorest job in months. 
 
     Robin’s second day with the older couple was even more fun than the first day. The conversation never strayed into the same deep territory but was just as enlightening. They had sex in the same way as the previous day. They also played charades and reverse Strip poker, where the first one fully dressed won. Since Patrice’s clothes would not fit Robin, she used Walt’s clothes. Robin won the game only to be informed by Walt, “The prize for dressing as a man is to be taken as a man!” It was by far Robin’s most memorable session of anal apart from Master David. 
 
     At six P.M. sharp, once more clad in just her tall boots, Robin was returned to Master Geoff. She could tell by the wide grin on his face that he had not spent his time apart from her celibate. She helped her Master pack. He dressed her as a Japanese school girl for the long exit from the hotel. Robin received every bit of attention her Master had intended by the time they made it to the front curb and the valet returned his expensive car. 
 
     As they drove home Robin asked, “Why didn’t you tell me Master that I would be permanently changed.” 
 
    “You were aware of that from the first night.” 
 
     “You know what I mean,” returned Robin, “That I can’t ever go back to just being Simon’s life, that this lifestyle will follow me.” 
 
     “You are a smart girl, Robin, I wanted you to figure it out on your own.” 
 
     “Why didn’t I until Patrice explained it?” 
 
     “Because you were too focused on Simon. One of the reasons I brought you to this convention was to get your mind elsewhere. Now that you know where you stand with Simon, you can focus on the big picture.” 
 
     “But WHY Didn’t you tell me?” cried Robin. 
 
     “If you take some time and contemplate our many months together, I HAVE been telling you this subtly almost since day one. After the first month in my collar, the change in you was inevitable, perhaps from the first night.” 
 
    Robin sobbed and said, “So I can never again be the woman I was?” 
 
    “Why would you want to be her? She was nowhere near as beautiful, wonderful or special as you are now.” 
 
    “You should not lie to me like that Master.” 
 
    “O quite the coquette act, Robin. You know very well that you would not take the old you on a silver platter. Besides, as Simon made eminently clear, he does not want the old you. My father used to say, “try putting toothpaste back in the tube.”  The old Robin is squeezed out, the new one is just getting started.” 
 
     “But I was so sure, this would not affect me so hard.” 
 
     “Robin, I’ve been trying to protect you from day one because a care about you. That was wrong of me,” said Master Geoff softly. 
 
    “I appreciate that you tried to shield me, Master. You did nothing wrong. My uncle said that I needed the scales to fall from my eyes, well at long last they have. I will bless the knowledge and curse the lesson.” 
 
     “That is a very mature way to look at things, Robin.  But don’t curse the lesson, learn from it!” 
 
    The rest of the long drive to Master Geoff’s house passed in silence.  
 
    Robin found that the structure and comfort of her Master’s house was exactly what she needed to get back on focus, She threw herself into her duties and soon her funk left her. 
 
    Christmas was quiet. Master Geoff had surprised and delighted Robin by driving her to a very sweet Christmas Eve candlelight service at a church not far from their home. It was such a delight for Robin to be in a sacred space again and the beautiful service moved her to tears. She was surprised to learn that her Master knew all the hymns and sang them in an excellent tenor. Yet again, Robin wondered how a man as open as her Master appeared to be could simply turn away from God. The question always vexed her however, so she forced it away. 
 
    The next day, he gave her a pair of diamond earrings and an emerald brooch, which he said, were hers forever. “For being the sweetest slave, it has ever been my pleasure to train.” The sex was very good for both that night.  
 
     A beautiful January blizzard put Robin in a contemplative mood. “Just like the ground is hidden awaiting the spring, so is my life with Simon awaiting the sun,” she thought. 
 
    The calendar marched around to April, where both her own and Master Geoff’s birthdays resided. Hers was first. Her presents, a day free of labor, a vibrator, and a scrap book of her year to this point which Master Geoff had been keeping in secret.  That Master Geoff understood her implicitly was demonstrated by the fact that there were two identical scrap books, one for her to take home. “Simon will adore these pictures!”  Robin squealed. 
 
    When her Master’s birthday arrived two weeks later his anal-retentive nature came to the fore. He took her three times before breakfast, supervised her almost oppressively as she cleaned and re-cleaned the house, fussed over dinner and strove to make everything perfect. He complimented her at last, praised her meal and then announced what he wanted in addition to sex. 
 
     After dressing her meticulously in the Japanese school girl outfit she had worn home from the BDSM convention, and laboring over her makeup until Robin was stunning, he escorted her to a small room that Robin had never previously entered. As far as Robin knew, it had been locked the entire time she had dwelt with the Master. Inside, the room was done up as a high-end bordello and there were cameras and sound equipment everywhere focused on the bed. 
 
    “Your present to me, Robin is to perform for a select invited audience. You will enchantingly shed your clothes, slowly, but not too slowly until you are completely naked. After displaying all your physical charms from every angle, you will use that large black vibrator I gave you for Christmas and build to a rousing climax. I have invited my many friends to view my beautiful slave. They will see how well trained you are, how sensual, how you look when you climax, and how eager to please me you are. I can’t, or rather, I won’t tell you how many pairs of eyes have access to my private web channel. The numbers should not matter, nor should they bother you. Perform as though it is only you and I in this room tonight and you should do exquisitely. For your protection, tonight you have an alias. You are “Helen O’Loy” I will be seated here, just out of camera range. My voice will be heard interviewing you and relaying requests from the private audience you will no doubt be turning on considerably. If you relax I am sure that you will have a wonderful time. You have fifteen minutes to prepare yourself, starting, now.”   
 
    Robin took in a breath and held it for a moment. Her Master had hinted at something like this. He had often said that he wished, “There was some way to share you with all my friends at once.” Robin knew that the Master would discipline her if she rebelled. She had no desire to ruin his birthday. Any unhappiness she felt, she masked. She did not like the idea of putting on a porn show for God knew who, but at least she would be wearing a cloak of anonymity. Above all, she trusted the Master, since he told her that if she relaxed she would have a good time, Robin chose to believe it. As so often while residing with the Master, the path of least resistance was her best course.  
 
     Robin smiled and replied, whatever you desire, Master, although I hope that no permanent record of today’s proceedings is kept.” 
 
     “That is the nature of a live web cam. Some of your viewers might record you but I’ll ask nicely before we start that since Helen O’Loy is an amateur, please do not share her to the web. I’m sure practically all my friends will respect this. Your registration photos from when you first took my collar are already out there somewhere, Robin but in them you are just a number and always will be. Robin’s true name and true face we save only for me.”  
 
     Robin said a silent prayer asking for strength. There was a mirror on the wall with the camera and Robin took one last look at her reflection. Having dwelt with the master for so long meant that she was, at last, no longer insecure about her looks. She saw a very beautiful and desirable woman in the mirror. She suddenly thought of herself as having entered her Master’s home as a caterpillar. Her time spent in the collar had been her chrysalis. The beautiful butterfly she always hoped to become was just about ready to chew its way out, fly away and join Simon in a new Eden. She thought of this unanticipated strip show in a new light. “The old Robin is gone. The time has come to show the world my new sleeker physique, to shed my skin and prepare to don my wings. Let’s give those guys and girls watching a show they will never forget!” 
 
    A moment later she said aloud, “Imagine that Simon is in tonight’s audience and pretend you are performing for him!” 
 
     To which Master Geoff replied, “That’s the spirit!”     
 
     Soft music began playing with a steady, clear rhythm. Master Geoff introduced Robin under her alias and stated her measurements, height, and that her hair color was natural as Robin moved a bit like she did when dancing in a ballroom. Artfully she stepped out of each shoe, smiled, pirouetted so that the short skirt twirled upwards, revealing her pert bum, and began to slowly, enticingly roll her right sock down her shapely leg.  
 
    Robin was really getting into the swing of things as her leg was completely bared. She rolled the left sock down her leg with even more verve and élan. The buttons parted on the blue blazer bearing the shield of an elite Tokyo school. Robin allowed it to drop to the floor. With a winsome smile, she slowly turned and opened each pearl button on the white blouse slowly and enchantingly, revealing her supremely toned mid-section and her opalescent brassier.   
 
     Master Geoff whistled as Robin slowly slid the blouse down her arms and off her body. She danced in just her lacy bra and panties for several moments before, while donning the best come hither look she could muster, reaching behind her back and unclasping the brassier. Robin held the bra against her body for a long moment, before turning and allowing it to fall. Her hands shielded her nipples and areolas from view before she winked at the camera and exposed her magnificent breasts when she reached for the waistband of her panties. 
 
     As slowly as she thought her Master would allow, Robin tugged off the translucent panties. Her back was turned to the cameras as the panties travelled down her long legs, exposing her heart shaped derriere to the anonymous audience. Her Master was loudly cheering and applauding as Robin turned to face the cameras once more, arms akimbo. She gyrated in the nude for several long moments before sidling onto the four-poster bed and picking up the black vibrating dildo. To Robin’s own considerable surprise, she discovered that she was quite wet as she slid the penis shaped faux organ into her very real one. It was only when she was flat on her back and gazing upwards that Robin deduced that there was at least one camera hidden behind the mirrors on the ceiling. Robin closed her eyes and alternating thought of Master David and Simon as she pleasured herself. The formerly shy housewife was so caught up in her imagining that she was completely unaware of the erotic sounds of pleasure emanating from her throat. She climaxed and screamed “Master!” before she became aware of her surroundings.  
 
     Robin rose up from the bed, caught the wide grin of her Master and returned it. Without any urging at all, she dangled her legs off the bed and began pleasuring herself a second time while in a sitting position. She came more quickly during this second session of self-love. For a moment, she was in the land of carnal bliss. When she opened her eyes once more, her Master still wore his wide smile, only now his pants and undershorts where resting atop his polished Oxfords as he ardently pleasured himself.  The Master was not long in coming himself. 
 
     There was a moment when Robin had no clue as to how to proceed. She vamped for the cameras while her Master collected himself. When he did there was a momentary hitch in his voice as he said from off camera, “Helen, let’s take some questions from the audience, Clark in Pennsylvania wants to know…”   
 
     Robin found answering questions surprisingly easy, even to the most intimate questions. Before the night had spun its course, Robin had answered questions about her likes and dislikes, her willingness to do threesomes, whether she like women, what male actors turned her on, even her first sexual experience. Robin tried treating the questions as though they were interviewer questions for a job she really wanted. In that light, no question proved too difficult or too personal.   
 
     After three hours of sex play and personal questions, her Master brought the proceedings to an end. As the red indicator lights of the cameras grew dark, Master Geoff praised Robin effusively. “You would have made an excellent actress, Robin. Already my e-mail in box is almost overflowing with praises for you. You were such a good girl that I will make no further demands upon you. You can do whatever you like, have a snack, watch a little TV, or whatever, or go straight to bed. Than you ever so much for giving me such a fantastic birthday!” 
 
     “No, Master. I should be thanking you!” and then the two kissed for a long time. Later that night they made love for the final time that day with the most intense passion they had ever felt. 
 
     Robin’s time with the Master dwindled down to a precious few. Her wedding anniversary passed unnoted by her Master but greatly affected Robin. She had been apart from Simon for so long. She reflected that a year from this day either she would still be happily married or would be a single woman once more. Her ache for Simon that day was almost physically painful. More than anything Robin wanted her sojourn to be over. 
 
     The final week arrived. And then the final day. It began as all the others had, with tortuous exercise, breakfast and sharing a shower with the Master as his razor danced over her skin. Master Geoff marched Robin back into the room where she had been forced to shed her clothes 365 days earlier and presented her with her new wardrobe. Robin cooed over the designer dress and shoes. The nylons felt fantastic on her legs and the underwear felt so good, Robin was positive that the bra and panties should be illegal. The Master placed the diamond studs he had purchased for her in her earlobes and adjusted the brooch on the navy-blue dress. He produced the box into which Robin had placed her jewelry when her term of captivity had begun. Her wedding band and engagement ring had been highly polished. 
 
    “I think it only fitting that Simon return those to your finger,” offered the Master softly as Robin picked them up. Instantly, she saw the wisdom of his words and clasped them firmly in her closed fist. 
 
    At last the Master produced the key to Robin’s collar.  “Before I take this off, Robin, there is one final thing I want.” 
 
     “What Master?” asked Robin. 
 
     “This!” and he bent and took a long, delicious kiss.  
 
      Robin’s collar clattered to the floor and then she and her former Master strode arm in arm to the garage for the return trip to her uncle’s office. 
 
                                                             Coda: Two Years Later 
 
      
 
        Robin greeted the house guests with a kiss before she fell to her knees and opened the fly of the male member of the duo. As in every case since she and Simon had made a new start, Robin had never seen the man before, she recalled the woman as the receptionist from the dentist she and Simon shared. Simon selected who she was shared with and Robin allowed him to have final say. She glanced at her wedding ring, after dinner, it would be all she retained after her husband and Master presented her to this stranger after Simon leisurely stripped her. The pretty, petite blonde would soon be naked herself and presented to Simon. Robin delighted that her husband made a point to select women who looked nothing like his old Goddess, Beverly out of consideration for her feelings. She was still a sore point with Robin who felt, despite Simon’s many assurances, that she could not measure up to Simon’s former Goddess. On the other hand, Robin studied the face and form of the man she was fellating. Simon always knew the type that would make her heart skip a few beats. That he resembled Master David was not a surprise, but he had fewer muscles and a rounder face. The man gasped and came, and Robin slurped up every drop. 
 
      
 
      Robin recalled the last two years. It had not always been easy. Both she and Simon had been altered in ways small and profound by their sojourn in slavery. Their uncle's money, well their money now, had made life easier, but had also brought new problems. They tried to live anonymously, their house was large but not overly ostentatious. It was in a respectable but not rarefied neighborhood. Simon had purchased the old firm he had worked for before his sojourn in collar and cage and still put in office hours. “A man mush work, or he has no purpose,” he claimed. It made uncle Mark adore Simon all that much more. The two had become very close over the last few years, almost like father and son. Together with her uncle the three of them decided what charities or civic works to support. Every organization was carefully vetted to make sure that any money they donated made it to the people they were trying to help and did not line the pockets of bureaucrats or middlemen. Simon and Robin had tried to return to their former church, giving it the old college try, as both expected however, the urge to move on set in almost immiately. The, now obvious to them, hypocrisy of the congregation and their pastor's expectation of a huge financial boon had turned them off. There were also the expected gossips and the rumor mongers who put on superior airs and looked at them as though they were lepers. They followed their uncle's lead and found a place in a small episcopal church. At first, they missed the emotional praise and worship but those were more than offset by how welcome they felt and how nonjudgmental was the church. After services on Sundays, Simon, who had learned to play the guitar at Goddess Beverly’s urging, would strum and the two of them would sing together and it would be like their early days of dating when they attended various home groups as a couple. Sometimes, even Uncle Mark would join them. They’d make a believer out of the old heathen yet! 
 
      
 
       Simon's only vice, aside from the carnal ones, although neither he nor Robin viewed them that way anymore, was for sports cars. Now he could indulge in his collecting unabated. Robin knew that some parts of her husband would always belong to Goddess Beverly. She was reconciled to that fact. She had, after all, been the first woman to truly demonstrate authentic love to her husband. Robin tried to be everything that Simon could desire. She tried proving it through passion in the bedroom with luminous, incandescent sex and fellatio that porn stars would envy. Every day, Simon shaved her neck to toe, and she continued to work out hard to keep her body in first-class shape. Robin adored Simon’s new muscles, even if they now attracted the eyes of other women at the beach. He continued to keep himself buff and toned for Robin. They now sported complimentary tattoos. Above and to the right of Simon’s cock the word “Master” was spelled out in Hebrew. Robin wore “slave,” also in Hebrew just above and to the left of her Vulva. Simon remained amazed at the change in his wife. The days when he pined for Goddess Beverly were a thing of the past, still, he insisted that Robin must from time to time be reminded of her place so that she would not take him for granted or forget her role ever again. Every six months or so, Robin was shared for a weekend or sometimes an entire week. Robin had no say in who her partner would be, but Simon always seemed to innately understand his wife’s desires. So far that had not presented a problem every man had pleased her and been pleased by her. 
 
      
 
       With copious free time, Robin and Simon had launched back into ballroom dancing. These days Robin tried to see just how little she could get away with on the dancefloor. While practicing at home, Robin never wore her panties. The temptation to do the same in competition and to flash the crowd at one of their events was a major turn on for both. They knew they would do it one day, they were just waiting for the right moment and the right crowd. Robin loved the outfits Simon selected for her, always with her input. In many ways, it was a marriage of equals, both delighted in serving each other. The alternated cooking and household duties and divided most else equally. They could, of course afford a maid, but never utilized one. Both had a heart for service and a maid just was not something either wanted or needed. 
 
      
 
      Simon promised her a child in another year or so, whether he would be the father was an open question. Right now, he was leaning towards fathering her SECOND child. Simon had more than enough love to rear a child that was not his. “Joseph raised a son that he did not father as did Levi. Why should I be an exception?” he had told her quite sincerely and quite convincingly.  He told Robin he was investigating the feasibility of having her knocked up anonymously, at least to Robin. “I’d like to ship you off stark naked except your wedding and engagement rings to a man I would pay to impregnate you. Ideally, you will NEVER see his face so that when our child arrives you will see only me in its features; a situation where the entire time, either he will be masked, or you will. I’d send you off, your slim, sleek self and he would return you to me once you had developed a tiny, yet very sexy, baby bump. The idea turns me on A LOT!”  
 
      
 
     Robin had to admit that Simon’s obsession had increasing appeal to herself as well. Above all, she trusted Simon and saw him as an extension of God’s will. The fires of faith still burned deeply in her, though her conception of God had changed a great deal, as had Simon’s. No, they could not always reconcile Scripture to their lifestyle and knew that they never would be able to, but they still believed in a God that was personal and who wanted them happy. They also knew that their redeemer was in the forgiving business. It was an often-lonely path, but Simon and Robin still believed that they were saved and that nothing could ever sever them from each other or from God. 
 
      
 
     About a year after their uncle’s experiment had ended, Robin and Simon had invited Master Geoff to dinner. He came alone and all the three did was talk and dine. Robin had told her husband that her former Master was the wisest philosopher she had ever met and knew Scripture inside and out. Perhaps, even though he was an atheist, he could give them some advice. Simon was doubtful but curious. 
 
      
 
     To Robin’s relief the two most important men in her life hit it off immediately. There was much laughter over dinner and some very deep philosophizing. Both Robin and Simon were deeply affected by Master Geoff’s opinion that, “While I do not think there is a big question. There is no, “why are we here?” the fact is we ARE here, and it is up to us to make the most sense of the universe that we can and to do the most good we can while we are sentient. I have come to admire that thing in Robin she calls “faith.”  In fact, I’ve thought about it even more since I removed her collar. I could scoff and mock and try to point out flaws in your philosophy, but I won’t. While I will never have what the two of you do, I can tell that both of you are striving to leave this hostile, impartial universe better than when you came into it. That is admirable no matter how you achieve it. Whatever the two of you posses it IS real. How does your book put it?  “Wherefore, my beloved, as ye have always obeyed, not as in my presence only, but now much more in my absence, work out your own salvation with fear and trembling.” You two are working it out with fear and trembling, as do I, and every philosopher who has ever breathed!” 
 
      
 
     Simon and Robin found much comfort in her former Master’s words, to which Robin added the thing that Slave Anne had told her once, “Sometimes the one owning the collar is not really in charge at all!”   
 
      
 
    And then they all laughed for a long time before parting as the best of friends. 
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
   


  
 

 I would like to thank you for your interest in this book. 
 
      
 
    If you liked this story (or even if you didn’t), I would really appreciate you leaving a review on the site where you purchased it. Reviews provide useful feedback (both positive comments and constructive criticism) enabling me to work even harder to ensure I provide the content you want to read. 
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"Blake looked right through my husband as he coolly announced, "The one you call Eve Wentworth, I challenge you for her.""
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    Jillian, beautiful suburban housewife is transported to a parallel earth where she ends up the collared slave of the scion of a wealthy family. In her new reality, Jillian discovers new erotic landscapes and personal growth she never expected. 
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