
Sandor looks nervous. The tough, always composed ex-Marine seemed to have ants in his pants today. He looked broad. And handsome. Ilse had made a good choice in hanging on to him. Sylvia and I were making coffee for him. And ourselves. Each day, we were better in sync. She tended to the coffee machine, and I was taking care of the milk frother. Black for him, coffee with warm milk and a healthy milky foam layer for the both of us. Walking with a tray with one hand tied needed a little more practice. 
“So, Sandor, what brings you here today?” I opened.
“I came to apologise.”
“That’s nice of you. What exactly do you need to apologise for?” I asked.
He smiled that boyish smile so many women found irresistible. “I haven’t got a clue. Please tell me what I did wrong, so I can offer a sincere apology.”
“It was your mother who pointed out yesterday to me it was you that was bugging me and not that puffed-up bastard who you call a friend. And I started thinking about it, and she was right as usual. I have some issues I want to talk to you about. The first thing that comes to mind is calling your mother ‘Girl.’ You refuse to call her mother or even by the name she got from her parents.”
“It was the name my father gave her after the wedding.”
“I am quite aware of that. But things have changed since your father passed away. You cut the ties between Jutta and your mother by taking her in and not your mother. And I support you of course with that choice. And you may be in control of your wife and her mother, but you are not the master of your mother. Perhaps in the past she needed to obey you, but in the future you have no longer any say over her. And therefore I insist you call her mother, or mom of Sylvia or whatever, but I don’t want to hear ‘girl’ from you ever again.” The volume of my voice went up unintentionally. “Your mother is a human being, and you should treat her as one.”
“I am sorry if I offended you, Mother. I apologise. That was not my intention.”
“Zuzanna was offended, not me,” Sylvia simply said.
“Zuzanna, I apologise.” I nodded. 
“I am not here to berate you for your choice of friends. But if those friends choose to call your wives’ names in front of a stranger to the lifestyle, I expect YOU to interfere and make them stop. If they haven’t learned manners at home, and I certainly know you have, I expect you to intervene. And I was very disappointed in you that you didn’t. 
Sander bowed his head and said nothing. Just as well, because I wasn’t finished. “Last, we had made an appointment to celebrate your mother’s birthday. In my book, family comes first. Perhaps it was convenient that those, I made air quotes, ‘friends’ of yours could help you move, but you had already promised something to me. And again, I felt disappointed in you that a promise means so little to you.”
“What can say other than I offer my sincere apology to you? You are my mother’s oldest and dearest friend. You have given up your own privacy to make sure my mother is safe. I owe you more than anyone else in this world. I am sorry I disappointed you, and I promise I will do anything I can to prove to you I can do better. The only explanation I can think of is that mother has been so long in this D/s relationship with dad and, by proxy to me as well, that I assumed everyone was on the same page in this relationship. But you are right, of course. Things have changed, and I should have known better.”
Sylvia looked at him as if he had won the Bronze medal in the Olympic Swimming competition 100 meters freestyle. 
I finished my coffee. “I accept your apology. Thank you for the opportunity to vent this. I didn't realise it bothered me so much. Now, to the point, I think you came this way to explain the proposal of that windbag from yesterday.”
“Yes, well, it’s a real delicate problem, and he can probably tell it much better than I, but I will try. Not for him per se, but for his son. His son is in trouble. Real trouble. He is 16 years old and has just been kicked out of a private school in Edinburgh. The second school he is being asked to leave at once in two years’ time. His father is an investment banker in the City of London. He is better at investing money than at investing attention in his son. That doesn’t mean he doesn’t love him in his own way, by the way. Some people have their priorities solely on business, and Donald J. is a prime example of that. His mother spoiled him rotten. He behaves like a young spoiled brat who is entitled to do anything he thinks of.”
“Just like his daddy.”
“Well, His mother moved to Germany, and Donald J. has found a new love. And to have a boy of 16 around when you are starting a new relationship, and I don’t have to explain to you, Zuzanna, what kind of relationship… Well, it’s not the best home you can give a derailed young kid.”
“He is in Daddy’s way, is he?”
“I don’t blame the guy for chasing after his dreams. The timing is completely off, throwing everything into chaos. The boy doesn’t want to study any longer, and wants to ‘make some money’. His father owns a small house in Killiecrankie. A tiny village in North Scotland, just above Pitlochry. Remote. Nothing to do there. Like here in the Netherlands, you have places that offer a job and you still go to school every week or so. He has enrolled his son at this dealership, where they maintain Mercedes Trucks. His son is eager to start there.” 
“When he is 18 years old, he is an adult under British law. So these two years are critical to how this boy will develop. His father wants to teach him to grow into adulthood. So he will have to live on his wages. No more money from Daddy or Momma. What helps is that his daddy is paying for the house and utilities. But he will have to learn to live off his wages as a trainee, and that is not much. Obviously, this boy cannot live in Killiecrankie on his own. He will need guidance and supervision. He will need help to learn to grow into a responsible young man, to use his hands to fix something, and to learn the value of money. Although Donald J. can afford a housekeeper, success is highly improbable. So, I might have suggested I knew two retired teachers who really could use a different scenery right now. North Scotland is breathtakingly beautiful. It’s away from all of us, from all of… this.” He made a wide hand gesture. 
“Why do you think this boy will even listen to us?”
“Donald J. is prepared to go far in this. He is friends with a Judge and you would get legal custody over him for the next two years.”
“You can’t get legal custody over someone just like that. It involves the consent of the minor, even in the UK. So I am not seeing that happen.” I said.
“The custody will be quite valid, I assure you.” Turns out, the Earth doesn’t rotate on its axis — it pirouettes for profit.
Sandor left. Message delivered. 
“Let’s talk about it,” I said to Sylvia.
“You have already made up your mind.” 
I protested. “No, I haven’t.”
“Yes, you have. You could never resist a challenge. Especially when kids are involved.”

