
“Can you believe that? This guy tells me he ‘swapped’ his wife after he got a better offer.” I fulminated. “Let’s take a cab to St Pancras station, shall we? I can’t wait to get back home.”
“Let’s find a trendy restaurant to have some lunch. I have some things to tell you.” Sylvia found a pub that was quiet enough for us to talk. Sylvia grabbed her phone and speed dialled a number.
“Sandor? Can I talk to Ilse, please? It’s important.”
“Ilse? Yes, we are in London now with Mr Watson. Have you been in contact with Helga lately?” Ilse had been talking back for a long time.
“Yes, that is what I thought. Okay, thanks.” She looked at me.
“Zuzanna, I know you have a profound dislike of this guy and all he stands for. I know this wife - swapping business sounds too bizarre to be true, and too strange to accept. I understand why this sounds crazy, right? Normal people don’t do that.”
I nodded, still fuming inside.
“Within this alternative universe, dominants and submissives live, many crazy things happen. And I happen to know this new submissive he is talking about. And within the context of our lifestyle, I completely understand why this offer is so irresistible to him. Because this submissive that has been offered to him is totally out of his league. This is a once in a lifetime opportunity for him to live the life he has always dreamed of.”
“Is she that pretty?”
“No. Yes, she is pretty, but that’s not what the attraction is all about. She is the epitome of submissiveness. She will do anything he can think of and then show him some things he hasn’t even thought of yet. This is a wet dream come true for him, and at the very time his son is kicked out of school.” 
“People are not objects. Whatever league this lady is in, he had no business trading in his wife for a younger model.” I said.
Sylvia raised her right hand and looked at her bracelet. “Ownership is just another hoax within our community. Don’t you think that if his wife didn’t want to go to Martin in Germany, she could have refused? It might have cost her a separation from her husband, but people divorce for worse reasons. Of course, this was with her consent. Martin has a wonderful reputation for teaching. He trained Ilse for a year as well. Besides, what is different about this if we compare it to our own situation? Koen gave Jutta to Sandor. As an object. I have been given to you. Again, with no say from me about the issue. And you have tied me to you without proper consent. What is the difference between you and Mr Watson?”
That completely floored me. Surely I was nothing like this disgusting creature. I was her friend. I did this because I cared. Not to harm her, but to shield her from harm. Why had I done that without her consent? Because she might not have wanted that. There is no way I would have done that if… these people lived in a world with different rules. I never thought their way of living influenced me, and yet, here I was. 
“Do you want me to take the bracelet off?” I asked a bit hoarsely.
My friend was softness Inc. There were softness and kindness in her face and in her soul. “No, I understand why you did it, and I commend you for it. It was not a selfish thing to do. But these are very passionate people, like I am. Perhaps that is the reason I can relate to that. I did not want to hurt you.”
Perhaps not, but there was something that bugged her about consent and that bracelet that had to come out someday. Today. 
“Let’s have a look at this contract he calls a bet, shall we? It seems a lawyer drafted this. I don’t think he can force his son to go join the Army if he wins, but it would give him the moral high ground. In every discussion about the boy’s future, he would refer to the fact that he kept his part of the bargain, and his son failed to do so. 
“What are the conditions of the bet?” I asked.
Perhaps you should read the code of honour first.
CODE OF HONOUR for the Two-Year Independence Bet  
1. Strength Through Integrity
"A man’s word is his bond."
- I will honour this agreement without deceit or shortcuts.  
- I accept full accountability for my choices—success or failure.  
2. Resilience, Not Silence
"Struggle is the forge of character."
- I may ask for wisdom, but not rescue.  
- I will face hardship without shame, and rise without arrogance.  
3. Boundaries Are Sacred
"Respect is earned, not owed."
- I will never exploit others’ kindness to cheat in this challenge.  
- I defend my dignity—and that of those around me.  
4. Master of My Emotions
"Courage feels fear and acts, anyway."
- I will name my frustrations, but not be ruled by them.  
- I reject the lie that suffering alone makes me strong.  
5. Leadership Through Service 
"True power lifts others up." 
- If I succeed, I will remember those who helped me.  
- If I fail, I will face the consequences with my head held high.  
6. The Right to Choose
"A man defines himself." 
- Victory earns me the freedom to carve my own path in life.  
- Defeat teaches me discipline, not humiliation.  
Sealed in Mutual Respect,
Donald J. Watson 
Ciaran Watson
For some reason, this very male code of Honour made my eyes wet. “This is very, eh… good.”
“Yes, it addresses the key elements of masculinity. And yet it’s all about learning and not setting up for failure. In the contract there is a hefty breach clause that if either breaks the code, the bet voids and the son must enlist that day,” Sylvia explained. 
“Do you think there is risk involved, two women and one young man in a crowded space?” I asked her.
“We faced as teenagers an adult. Don’t you think we can handle as adults, a teenager now?” 
“So you think we should do it?” I asked.
“Yes,” Sylvia said. 

