
At home, Ilse got us some towels. Sandor stripped Jutta of her wet clothes and towelled her long hair dry. Ilse threw me another towel, and her eyes told me to do the same for Sylvia. So I did. Jutta was completely nude now, and Sandor took his time to dry her thoroughly. I mimicked him silently. Ilse came back with two white fluffy bathrobes.
“That’s very kind of you, but Sylvia cannot wear it. She cannot get into that right sleeve.” I said.
Ilse grinned and opened the sleeve of the bathrobe. Gently, she helped Syl to put it on and then clicked the open right sleeve tight, from the armpit, until her wrist.
“Magnets, sowed in, so you can hardly see them.” She explained. 
Sylvia gasped. “Why didn’t we think of that?”
“Slave Jutta has made it for you. It’s her gift to you.
“It is so much better, and more natural-looking than Velcro.” I said, full of admiration. 
“Have you seen that Sandor has marked me as his?” Asked Jutta to Sylvia, still in the nude. She turned around, and we looked at the round mark on her butt. In a circle of - who knows - of 3 centimetres was written ‘TREASURE OF SANDOR’ and beneath it a circle that vaguely looked like a lifebuoy. On that lifebuoy was prominent, with the number 1 visible.
Sandor only had to look at Ilse, and she turned around and lifted her dress. The tattoo was identical, but Ilse was showing the number 2 in the middle of the circle.
“It’s Henna, so it will disappear, but if we like it, Master has promised us to have it properly done in ink.” Ilse said, still bending over so we could have a good look at her ass and her pussy as well. 
“What’s behind the numbers?” I asked Sandor. Naive as ever.
“Ilse?” Sandor instructed her to answer.
“Sandor wanted to make clear to slave Jutta that he considers her his first slut, and me, his wife, as his second. It’s also a statement of the hierarchy within our household, and implies that my voice will be heard after the Master has listened to his number one.” Ilse said.
I would never understand these people. “And how do you feel about that? If that had happened to me when I was just married, my husband would be out of my house living with his mother-in-law!” 
“I understand, Zuzanna, I do. But our marriage is unique in unconventional ways. I’m not like normal people. I love him for making my mother feel at home in his house, in his marriage. He is my lord. I do whatever he tells me to do, am I have never been so happy doing that.” Ilse went to Sandor and kissed his feet. Not one long kiss, but tiny pecs on both of his feet. Sandor caressed her hair. 
“Shall we return to the living room again? This is, after all, a birthday party.” Sandor suggested. 
Time flew after that. Living there, and our holiday visit plans, were topics of our conversation, which flowed smoothly now. We exchanged sewing tips. 
“Ilse and I have a little gift for your new home as well. Think of it as a reminder of home.” Sandor said and gave me a box the size of a flat plate. I opened it and saw a Delft blue plate to hang on the wall. In white letters on a blue background was written in elegant letters:
‘If it ain’t Dutch, it ain’t much.’

