
Sandor was with me downstairs. Ilse and Jutta were with Sylvia now. Keeping watch over her by night. Sandor looked tired. His shoulders, always squared and steady, now sag like wilted leaves. The furrow between his brows, so accustomed to holding a mask of calm, deepens, but not with focus—only weariness. Dark circles bruise beneath his eyes. His jaw, perpetually clenched to maintain composure, finally slackens, and his mouth quivers—not a smile, not a frown, but the trembling uncertainty of someone who has forgotten how to express what he feels.
Tears pool, not in a dramatic rush, but slow and heavy, tracing lines down his cheeks as though each drop carries the weight of a buried worry. His legs weaken, and he leans against the nearest surface, then slides down with his back against the wall until he is sitting, knees drawn up, head bowed. Tired of pretending. I sat beside him and pulled his head to my chest, like I did when he has six years old and their family cat had died on them. 
“I am so scared…” he whispered. “It’s all my fault. If I had said to Dad that I would have kept Mom as well, this might never have happened. If I had not been so busy with myself and had kept my promise to give her a nice birthday gift, something thoughtful…” 
“If you would stop this unpleasant guilt trip of yours, I can explain to you that some things happen that are nobody’s fault. It’s not your fault; it’s not Peter or Natasha’s fault; it’s not your dad’s fault for dying, and it’s not your mother’s fault for grieving for him. So if you want to skip the self-pity and do something constructive, perhaps you can help me make coffee so we can devise a battle plan of how we can distract your mother’s attention into something else.”
A few moments later, a slightly better-looking Sandor was sitting on my couch next to me behind a warm cup of coffee. “Unless I can go to my doctor to ask for an injection that will pour Dominatrix-blood in my veins, we have to think of something else that will completely occupy your mom’s mind. And forget about another man, because it’s way too soon for that.”
“What are you thinking of?” He asked.
“I don’t trust her to be alone any longer. She needs to be under my surveillance day and night. I never want to be in a situation where I might be too late. I won’t risk Sylvia doing something foolish while I’m absent. That’s just not going to happen.” 
“That basically means you don’t want to let her out of your sight,” Sandor said.
“Yes, as long as I cannot trust her to do not stupid things, I want to know where she is and what she is doing.”
“To do that, you basically have to be physically tied to her, so you will always be close to her and she can do nothing to take her own life again.” Sandor said slowly.
“Out with it.” I said. “You obviously are thinking of something.”
“You won’t like it. It’s rather kinky.”
“Kink is my middle name. Spill it out.”
Sandor couldn’t keep a straight face and grinned. “In Belgium, there is an artisan who makes all kinds of metal kink items. Perhaps he can make a bracelet with a chain between the two of you. You could hook that chain to your own bracelet so she will be forced to be wherever you are, or you can hook her to something solid where you can keep an eye on her.”
“It will never work. She will take the chain off when I’m not paying attention, or in my sleep,” I objected.
“Unless”, Sandor’s eyes got big and full of life again, “unless you are the only person who can take it off. Something only you can take off, but will always be tied to her. That might work!” 

Sandor was already busy getting his phone from his jacket. He took his time to text. Guys text way slower than women. The response came 15 seconds later. 
He looked up from the screen with a big smile on his face. “I have the number of the bloke in Belgium, the one that made the chastity belt for Girl.” He pushed the numbers into a new contact. 
He kissed my forehead. “I will call him tomorrow. Thank you, Auntie Zuz. Thank you for saving my mother’s life.”
“It’s a Ricardo Masterpiece.” 
We were in Belgium. In La Louvière to be precise. It’s a Sunday, and La Louvière is as quiet as a library hosting a mime convention. We called ‘Master Ricardo’ and asked him if we could see him as soon as possible. On Friday and Saturday nights, we had taken turns to watch over Sylvia. The medication seemed to have worn off a bit, and her eyes looked a little clearer. Sandor and Ilse, Jutta, Sylvia and I were crowding the little shop. 
“I made this on commission. These bracelets are 100% titanium. I had to buy new tools to make it. The man who had ordered the bracelet paid one million dollars for it up front. It took me almost a year to make it. When it was finished, the argument with his husband was resolved, and he did not want it anymore. I think he will not miss his million; he has more of them. This jewellery is so exotic that I’ve never had anyone interested in it. I will not sell it to you. You could not afford it.” The bulky guy stopped for effect. “I will lend it to you if you want. When you have no use for it any longer, you will return it to Ricardo.”
“Only a master artisan is capable of such a grand gesture,” Sandor said smoothly. “Can we see it?”
“I have altered the jewel to the measurements you have sent me. A woman’s wrist is smaller than a man’s.” He reached under his counter and got a large jewellery box out. He took the lid off as if he were going to present his crown jewels to us. On a red velvet cloth were two bracelets and a small chain. I don’t know what I had expected. Maybe a little more glamorous, like silver or gold-plated? This guy paid a million dollars for it. Perhaps the grandmaster of kink jewellery noticed my disappointed look, because he looked me in the eye and said, “Titanium is the strongest metal on earth. It’s light, corrosion-proof, nonmagnetic and biocompatible. Chirurgeons use this stuff for body implants.”
He grabbed the metal chain. “The chain between these bracelets is exactly 1,5 meters. Five feet if you wish. It’s a Dyneema chain. 15 times stronger than steel. It doesn’t rust; it floats on water and is extremely resistant to abrasion and UV. As you can see, it’s very flexible. This chain weighs less than a smartphone and is strong enough to tow a truck or lift several tons.”
He checked if we were suitably impressed. I was. Jacob Marley had been in my dreams these last few nights. 
“You may have heard of closed-forever bracelets. They weld them with a little spark. Done by an experienced jeweller, it is completely safe. Welding titanium is possible but extremely risky. You don’t want to do that so close to the skin. So, I made mine with a hidden screw closure. Once it is closed, it can only be cut with special tools in case of a medical emergency. I secured it extra with a special key that is kept safe in my vault to open it again without destroying it. 
He showed us a bracelet. It’s a solid, circular bangle with a consistent, cylindrical form throughout. The inner edge is gently rounded for comfort, while the outer surface is slightly flattened, giving it a sleek, streamlined silhouette. The overall shape is rigid and geometric, yet not harsh — it maintains subtle organic curves to follow the wrist naturally. It looked cool, matte, grey tone that leans slightly toward a steel-blue under soft lighting in his shop. Ricardo placed one shackle at the end of the chain within the bracelet and held the other end up for us all to see. “The real magic of this small lock at the end is that only the Mistress can open it. If you put your finger on this button, the lock will open. Just like your phone. But that is not foolproof, is it? She could trick you when you are asleep or unaware to place your finger on the button without you even noticing it. So, Ricardo has made a second layer of security. The secret will only be revealed to the Mistress. So if you would like to follow me, please?”
I followed him to his workshop. He held the lock in his hand. “I have made this as easy to handle as I could for my client. He had a lot of money, but he wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed. The lock closes like any other padlock. Pushing this will close the lock, making it impossible to open. Now, I suggest we store both of your thumbs in the system software, so if you have a minor wound on your thumb, you can always open the lock with your other thumb. To open the lock, it’s not enough just to press it. You are the only person who will know the exact pressure and taps that are needed to unlock it. I suggest you take a song in mind that has a very clear rhythm to it. Like A Virgin from Madonna, for example.” 
“Like a vir gin; Tie tie tie tam,” 
“Touched for the very first time; tam tie tie tie tie tam. The software recognises the rhythm of the song as you tap the button. The only thing you will have to do is find a song that you willn’t forget.”
That idea appealed to me. I tried several songs: Waterloo from Abba, but after Water Loo I couldn’t remember the exact words, and it became a bit of a blur pushing the button. I tried ‘Koffie, koffie, lekker bakkie koffie’ (Coffee, coffee, nice cup of coffee) from Rita Corita. Not a success either. Find something simpler, Zuzanna, I said to myself. Wait. The opening bars of Beethoven’s 5th. Ta Ta Ta Taaaaammm, Ta Ta Ta Taaaaammm. Three fast, and hold the last bar for three seconds. Simple, easy to tap, and easy to remember. How many seconds? How many bars were there before the tap that I should push longer? Three. Easy Piesy. 
So Ricardo fired up his computer, typed a bit, I had to hold both of my thumbs on the button, like it was a phone, you know, on, off, on, off until it had a complete image of my thumb and we repeated the tapping three times as well. After that was all well and done, we tried several times to lock the sophisticated padlock. And each time, it sprang nicely open. “Like you type in your pin code in a busy store, it’s good to shield your typing hand with the other so she cannot see what you are doing.” This man was full of good advice. I hugged him. “You might have saved Sylvia’s life with this.”
“This is a worthwhile goal for such a great work. I’d rather see it used than gathering dust in my workshop. So, you are sure you want to go through with this?”
“Of course.”
We rejoined the others. Except for Sylvia, they all had questions in their eyes. None verbal though. 
“Your left hand to her right hand or vice versa?” Ricardo asked. Silly me. Never thought of that. I was right-handed, so the bracelet should go on my left hand. And her right. She was right-handed as well. A broad grin spread across my face; I couldn’t help but think, “Tough luck, girl,” to myself. Develop your left-hand skills. The process of securing the bracelets took Ricardo about five minutes each. He secured the bracelet’s clasp with a special mini tool, creating the illusion of a one-piece design. Sylvia’s bracelet connected to the 1,5 metre chain. My bracelet just had one single shackle attached to it.  
I hooked the lock at the end of Sylvia’s chain in the shackle on my bracelet, and with an audible click, it shut tight. My girlfriend would never try to take her own life again. I would never be further away than a little over a metre. I promised Koen to take care of her. She was mine. I went to this shop single, and now I was tied to my best friend. With a Dyneema chain.
To recover from all the emotions, we ended up in the same restaurant where Jutta and Sylvia had been when her chastity belt was fitted. Jutta led the way. I wrapped the chain a few times around my hand to shorten it to a 50 cm distance. I looked at Sylvia. For the first time since Koen died, there was life in her eyes again. In the shop, nobody had asked if she agreed. We decided for her. She looked a bit confused, as if she had not realised what had happened yet. 
Jutta was sitting on my right, Sylvia on my right-hand side. I realised she needed to be on my left to avoid our chains tangling. Jutta took my hand. My free right and my chained left hand and pressed little kisses on them. 
“We are all in awe of you, Mistress Zuzanna. What you have done today is the most selfless act I have ever seen. I am so grateful to you for taking such kind care of my girl. I love her with all my heart, but I doubt if I could have done what you are doing today. We are forever in your debt, Mistress.”
“I am not a Mistress…” I started to object. Ilse interrupted me rudely. 
“Nonsense. The way you took charge ever since Girl came out of the hospital. This invades your privacy and annihilates your personal life. And yet, you never doubted once. You are our role model, whether or not you want it.”
Sandor nodded. “What they said.”
I turned to my left side. “I am sorry, Sylvia, for invading your personal space. Other than that, don’t expect an apology from me. Until I am convinced you can live on your own again, I will set you free again, but not a day before that. Talk to me, girlfriend.”
“I can’t believe you did that.” Sylvia said.
I giggled. “That makes two of us.” For the first time I saw a hint of a smile on her face.

“You will face so many obstacles together. We tried to warn you beforehand, but countless ones we didn’t anticipate. I want you to know that you can always count on us, day or night, all days of the year.” Sandor is so much like his father sometimes. 
“The first is that Sylvia will be the designated driver from now on.”
“Huh?” I asked
“You cannot drive if Girl is on your left side. The driver’s seat is on the left in the car, you know?” Ilse teased.
“Are you up to it?” Sandor looked his mother in the eye. There were flashes of warning signs in his pronounced eyes. 
Sylvia nodded.
“Say it,” he snapped.
“I can do it, Master.”
“Good Girl.”
Sandor had other business to attend to, Army stuff, I think, in Belgium  — so he had taken the BMW from his father. I mean his BMW now. My Corolla was behaving as if she were in her adolescent years. Through the magnificent Ardennes hills was no problem for her. I relaxed in the front seat, content with looking out of the window and enjoying the scenery. 
“Mistress…”
“Don’t you start as well, Syl. Say my name.”
“Yes, mistress Zuzanna. This is not a prank, is it?”
“No.”
“But how…”
Not much of a discussion, but at least she was talking. I was taking all the minor victories I could. “We will handle each obstacle as it comes, Syl. Just like we have always done. We have always been a good team. The best. We will get through this. Trust me.” 
“You are not afraid I might suddenly steer the car off a high bridge into a cliff?”
“No.”
“Why not? I have been thinking about it several times already.” Sylvia said.
I shrugged. “If we die, we will die together.”
For the first time I had thrown her off balance. “Ever heard of Siamese twins? If one dies, the other goes as well. That’s just the way it is. It would be an inconvenience, though. Several of the cats in our street are depending on me to give them their evening meal.”
Her first genuine laugh. “You are crazy.”
“Yep,” I said.
“Why Zuz? This might be something that gets my motor running, but I know you hate this stuff.”
“Look, all this kinky business is about trust, right? You trust your partner to respect your limits and will stop when you say stop, right?”
A long “Yeeeessss,” escaped her lips as she wondered about the purpose of my statement.
“This is necessary because I don’t trust you,” I declared bluntly. “Being tied to you in the public domain scares the hell out of me. I have no idea what to say when people confront me about it. But it’s better than the alternative. Koen gave you to me, entrusting your care to me. He trusted me to take good care of you. I trusted you to respect his last wishes, and you have betrayed my trust twice already now. So I needed more drastic measures. I assure you, I am prepared to do whatever it takes to keep you safe, no matter how extreme.”
We needed to pull over to the side of the road because she teared up. A bit dangerous to drive and weep. 
“Mistress?” She finally said. I didn’t answer. I was her friend, not her mistress.
“Mistress, I am sorry you thought you had to do this. You can put it off now, and don’t worry, I’ll behave myself.”
“Too late, Syl. Get used to it, girl.”

