
“Aunt Zuzanna.” Sandor started the conversation after a long silence between us. I was making soup, Slovak style, as my mother taught me, and he was sitting at the kitchen table, watching me. It makes an old gal like me a bit self-conscious. 
“Cut out the aunt routine, Sandor. It’s bad enough that Ilse is stuck with it.”
“It’s going to happen this week, Aunt. And all I can do is watch as they keep increasing the morphine and he's still in pain.”
“Have you been able to talk with him? Is he afraid of dying?” I asked.
“We talked when he still could. He told me he had talked about it with you as well. And you have told him to have a heart to heart conversation with Jutta and my mother about it. And he did. His question was whether I would be open to accepting Jutta as my slave girl, motivated by love rather than lust. Was I prepared to make a lifetime commitment to her? I was prepared for a long and difficult discussion with Ilse about it, but I was mistaken.”
“Oh, boy. Was I mistaken.” I turned around, and his face was buried in his hands. The worst might still be yet to come. I waited and concentrated on cutting the veggies for the soup.
“Ilse knew before anyone had talked to her. She is in the wrong study. She is a psychic instead of a psychologist. And she was insisting I should take her mother in.”
“And how do you feel about that?” I asked.
“It’s weird. I mean, you know our relationships are complex, right? The foundation may be love and trust, but the relationship that is built upon it is sexual. If we were to take Jutta into our home, that would either mean that I would have to stop or at least temporarily put on hold my D/s relationship with Ilse, or that I would treat them both as equal slaves. I’m not looking forward to either of those options.”
“What’s the rush? Why not give your mother-in-law some time to grieve and give her some space to move on with her life? I don’t understand why this all seems so important to all of you. If I were you, I would upgrade the precious time you have left with your dad to quality time.”
“I understand what you're saying. I hear you; I really do. But our relationships don't work that way. I wouldn't just abandon a minor child to their fate either. They need security, stability, and safety. My dad provided all these things for them, and they relied more and more on that. If that falls away, their entire structure, the entire house of cards collapses. That's why were's such a rush to do this.”
This matched the reasoning Koen had already given me. I was still far from convinced. These weren't children; these were adult women capable of dealing with their grief maturely. We didn't live in some unnamed non-Western country where women were dispersed among the family after a death. It's actually a tremendous insult to their intelligence and adaptability. And yet, Koen and Sandor responded with almost identical words and the same justification for their decision. I was a little disappointed; I had rated Sandor higher on logical reasoning. But Ilse as well had apparently agreed to the carnal division of property without a fight. Perhaps I should accept that I understood nothing of their lifestyle and also categorise this outrageousness as “that's just the way we do things.”
Sandor continued, his voice a pitch higher than usual. “We had a longer discussion about who would be my first. Like in the army, our relationship has many layers. I stood firm and demanded that she remain my first. Jutta has the upper hand over Sylvia now, but that is going to change.”
Carrots are hard to cut with a dull knife. There was not a sharp knife in the entire kitchen to be found. So I made do. “So Jutta is not the problem. Your mother is.” I said.
“It’s not only that Ilse and her mother are bound by blood; they have been best friends all their lives. They know each other inside and out. If Ilse and I start having children of our own, she needs her mother close to her.”
“Will she have to please you sexually as well?” I did not have to explain whom I meant.
He looked uncomfortable at the floor. “Yes. Sex is part of the game. No domination between a man and a woman without sex. It’s the reason Jutta will have to give up Sylvia. Because there is no way I am going to be a motherfucker.”
“And thus we throw your mother in the bin? She is redundant? Jutta, we have some use for. And your mother  — well, hell yeah  — she’s just your mom, isn’t she? She will land on her two small feet. That is what mammas always do, don’t they?”
Treating people like they are guinea pigs you can give to a friend or family member when you tire of them, annoyed me and got me angry. Perhaps the reader had noticed; Sandor certainly did. I was on a roll now. “So, one slave is useful because you can fuck her, and the other you can’t, so let someone else solve her problems. Hey, didn’t she have a best friend somewhere out there? Well, let’s find out just how ‘best’ that friendship is, right?”
Sandor kept quiet, his eyes on the floor. “I am sick and tired of the attitude you and your father have, pretending to be holier than holy. These poor girls will be sad, so how do we solve that problem? Ah, simple! We just give them away. Hey, guys, do you want a proper slave? OK, perhaps she is a bit miserable right now, but if you hit her enough with a whip, all her problems shall be over soon and the last guy that ‘owned’ her  — well, she will forget him soon enough. Just put her underneath all your other slaves, and she will be happy like never before. Well, I have got news for you SON, people get over their grief in their own way, and they don’t need someone to orchestrate how they should be feeling.”
I took a deep breath. “I was at a funeral not some years ago of a boy that was a student of mine. Heart attack on the football field. Undiagnosed heart problems. 23 years old. All eyes and attention were on his grieving girlfriend. And yes, they were very much in love, and their future together was brutally ripped apart. And all the people sympathised with the girl. Behind the girl were his parents. They lost their son, whom they had raised and nurtured for all his life. Two years later, the girl has found another boyfriend and true love. Good for her. But the parents will suffer their loss until they die.”
Sandor stood up. He really is an impressive bloke, standing there wounded and offended. “You are so wrong about this. You have condemned me morally, and yet you haven’t got a clue about the sincerity of our morals. This has absolutely nothing to do with sex, lust, or selfishness. Of course, I will not dump my mother on the streets after Dad is gone, but it will make her unhappy to her core to live with us, now her Master is not here anymore. Dad said you already have refused. You don’t have to refuse twice.” 
Typical male, he walked out of the room after that statement. 

