
To recover from all the emotions, we ended up in the same restaurant where Jutta and Sylvia had been when her chastity belt was fitted. Jutta led the way. I wrapped the chain a few times around my hand to shorten it to a 50 cm distance. I looked at Sylvia. For the first time since Koen died, there was life in her eyes again. In the shop, nobody had asked if she agreed. We decided for her. She looked a bit confused, as if she had not realised what had happened yet. 
Jutta was sitting on my right, Sylvia on my right-hand side. I realised she needed to be on my left to avoid our chains tangling. Jutta took my hand. My free right and my chained left hand and pressed little kisses on them. 
“We are all in awe of you, Mistress Zuzanna. What you have done today is the most selfless act I have ever seen. I am so grateful to you for taking such kind care of my girl. I love her with all my heart, but I doubt if I could have done what you are doing today. We are forever in your debt, Mistress.”
“I am not a Mistress…” I started to object. Ilse interrupted me rudely. 
“Nonsense. The way you took charge ever since Girl came out of the hospital. This invades your privacy and annihilates your personal life. And yet, you never doubted once. You are our role model, whether or not you want it.”
Sandor nodded. “What they said.”
I turned to my left side. “I am sorry, Sylvia, for invading your personal space. Other than that, don’t expect an apology from me. Until I am convinced you can live on your own again, I will set you free again, but not a day before that. Talk to me, girlfriend.”
“I can’t believe you did that.” Sylvia said.
I giggled. “That makes two of us.” For the first time I saw a hint of a smile on her face.

“You will face together so many obstacles. We tried to warn you beforehand, but countless ones we didn’t anticipate. I want you to know that you can always count on us, day or night, all days of the year.” Sandor is so much like his father sometimes. 
“The first is that Sylvia will be the designated driver from now on.”
“Huh?” I asked
“You cannot drive if Girl is on your left side. The driver’s seat is on the left in the car, you know?” Ilse teased.
“Are you up to it?” Sandor looked his mother in the eye. There were flashes of warning signs in his pronounced eyes. 
Sylvia nodded.
“Say it,” he snapped.
“I can do it, Master.”
“Good Girl.”
Sandor had other business to attend to, Army stuff, I think, in Belgium  — so he had taken the BMW from his father. I mean his BMW now. My Corolla was behaving as if she were in her adolescent years. Through the magnificent Ardennes hills was no problem for her. I relaxed in the front seat, content with looking out of the window and enjoying the scenery. 
“Mistress…”
“Don’t you start as well, Syl. Say my name.”
“Yes, mistress Zuzanna. This is not a prank, is it?”
“No.”
“But how…”
Not much of a discussion, but at least she was talking. I was taking all the minor victories I could. “We will handle each obstacle as it comes, Syl. Just like we have always done. We have always been a good team. The best. We will get through this. Trust me.” 
“You are not afraid I might suddenly steer the car off a high bridge into a cliff?”
“No.”
“Why not? I have been thinking about it several times already.” Sylvia said.
I shrugged. “If we die, we will die together.”
For the first time I had thrown her off balance. “Ever heard of Siamese twins? If one dies, the other goes as well. That’s just the way it is. It would be an inconvenience, though. Several of the cats in our street are depending on me to give them their evening meal.”
Her first genuine laugh. “You are crazy.”
“Yep,” I said.
“Why Zuz? This might be something that gets my motor running, but I know you hate this stuff.”
“Look, all this kinky business is about trust, right? You trust your partner to respect your limits and will stop when you say stop, right?”
A long “Yeeeessss,” escaped her lips as she wondered about the purpose of my statement.
“This is necessary because I don’t trust you,” I declared bluntly. “Being tied to you in the public domain scares the hell out of me. I have no idea what to say when people confront me about it. But it’s better than the alternative. Koen gave you to me, entrusting your care to me. He trusted me to take good care of you. I trusted you to respect his last wishes, and you have betrayed my trust twice already now. So I needed more drastic measures. I assure you, I am prepared to do whatever it takes to keep you safe, no matter how extreme.”
We needed to pull over to the side of the road because she teared up. A bit dangerous to drive and weep. 
“Mistress?” She finally said. I didn’t answer. I was her friend, not her mistress.
“Mistress, I am sorry you thought you had to do this. You can put it off now, and don’t worry, I’ll behave myself.”
“Too late, Syl. Get used to it, girl.”

