
At home, we just wanted to freshen up and go to bed. We needed to work out the logistics for my small shower stall. One outside, the other getting wet, and vice versa. When I undressed, we discovered something neither of us had thought of before. 
The right sleeve of her dress and the left sleeve of my shirt got stuck. It got as far as our bracelets, but there was no way to take them off. There was no way I could get that sleeve over my bracelet. Yes, I could take it over the bracelet, only to get stuck on a chain leading to Sylvia’s wrist. The rest of the shirt hangs lifeless on the chain.
“Why did nobody think of this?” I said, frustrated. 
“Why did not you think of it, warden?” Sylvia teased. “Work your magic with that special lock, so the chain can pass through the sweater’s armhole. It’s the only way.”
“No. We will have to think of something else.” I said with a certainty that surprised her.
“Why not?” She sounded like a whining kid.
As a concerned mother, my response was simple: “Because I said so.”
She stood up and started walking to the kitchen. I had to follow her, of course. “What do you think you are doing?” I said, still pissed.
“To the kitchen to get a pair of scissors. We will cut the dress and your shirt.”
“It's a waste of money just to cut it up.”

She walked back. “Well, Warden, tell me what to do then.” 
I sank back into the couch. My shirt is still halfway between us, only in my white bra.
“I don’t believe my eyes!” Sylvia suddenly said.
“What?”
“Your titties. Did the girls shrink in the wash? They were…” She showed Dolly Parton size with her hands. 
“Ten years ago or so, I had them done. It caused me so much pain, the doctors actually suggested an operation. Johan understood, though he wasn’t exactly pleased. I have never had back pain since then. This new size suits me fine. 
I took my bra off. “It’s really well done. A plastic surgeon took care of it. I did not want to throw all my old clothes away, so I don’t think many people noticed.”
“You’re on a strict fashion diet — zero spending, full style.” Sylvia said with a smile on her face. 
“Not everyone is as rich as you are, Sylvia. As a small business owner, Johan couldn't afford disability insurance. After the doctors declared Johan unfit for work, we had to live on welfare. Fortunately, we still had my income from school that kept us going. But that meant that we had to turn every cent over.” Sylvia’s casual attitude about it bugged me somehow. I knew she did not mean to be mean, but it felt like it anyway.
“I have nothing left; all of Koen’s possessions have been divided between his sons.” Sylvia said.
“Come on, wake up. Please. Do you think Koen would leave you penniless? Koen made sure Jutta and you were financially safe. Sandor knows the numbers of Swiss banks, with 150.000 euro for each of you.”
“He did?” Sylvia said in a small voice.
“Of course he did. He didn’t want Peter and Natasha to know about it, so he took care of this when Jutta sold the hotel. There is no way they will ever find out, as only Sandor knows about this. Even Jutta herself doesn’t know.”
“Oh,” Sylvia said. 
“Yes, Miss Histoire d’O, tell me how we are going to solve this issue getting my shirt off, not to mention how we're going to get dressed tomorrow. 
“I suggest we cut the dress and your shirt as neatly as we can and try to come up with something tomorrow. I am exhausted, Mistress Zuzanna.”
“Don’t you start with that Mistress stuff again, Syl. Okay, let’s go.”
“All the sharp objects and scissors are in the kitchen drawer, Zuz, as you well know. And you are the only one with the key.” A much-needed drastic security measure. We walked to the kitchen. It was only when I saw the darkness behind the kitchen window I realised I was walking in here with bare breasts. I dragged her back to the living room by the chain and, in a mild panic, unravelled my shirt around the chain.
“I am half-naked, Syl. Anyone can see us in the kitchen.” I hissed. She shrugged, not impressed. 
“They look really nice, Zuz. You might be able to surprise a passerby with a pleasant experience.” 
“Perhaps you show yours to that nice guy who is peeking out the kitchen window?” I retorted. Stupid thing to say. She had already pulled her dress off. She was wearing only black panties underneath that. Now, her dress was hanging on a thin wire. 
“Come on, we will be here forever, and I have had enough excitement for one day.” Sylvia said, not bothering to dress. I got the key from my secret place (in one terrine I never used, a wedding present from my in-laws) that was not so secret now Sylvia was standing here one metre away from me. It didn’t matter anymore. This girl was keeping a close eye on her in the years to come. Sylvia cut my shirt and her dress. The stairs were not wide enough for us to walk next to each other, so Sylvia went first and I was right behind her. 
We had never been body-shy. As teenagers we had made love. We were so much older now, but somehow it all came back. Without further ado, I showered first. Sylvia had a towel for me, and I towelled dry when Syl was in the shower. Try someday to dry yourself with one hand. Some parts get fairly dry; other parts stay wet like a dolphin in a rainstorm. Finally, I waited for Syl to come out of the shower, and we towelled each other dry. 
Brushing my teeth was no problem for me, but appeared a challenge for the right-handed Sylvia. The chain between us made strange dances as she was brushing fanatically her teeth. 
“Let’s go to bed.” Out of habit, I grabbed my warm flannel nightgown. Sylvia grabbed it out of my hands. 
“Not today, mistress. There is no way you can get that on with that thing on your wrist. You will have to sleep next to me in the nude today.”
She was right. “Let’s practice sleeping positions, mistress. Do you sleep on your back?”
“Rarely,” I said. 
“Well, I would be on the right side of the bed, and you on the left. That way, neither of us has a chain under your body. Spooning is only possible on our right side. If I hold my hand a bit to the side, you can put your left hand on me. Closer, mistress, you were the one that wanted this. Now I want to feel your new tits against me.”
I wrapped my arm around her. It has been a long time since I had spooned someone. It felt good. 

