
Jutta's screams might have you thinking her backside would be a bloodbath, but that wasn't the case. And looking around, I was the only one worried. Her perhaps best friend, her son-in-law, and her daughter watched the scene with little emotion. Almost indifferently. After Jutta neatly confirmed the fifth blow, she turned around and apologised profusely to Ciaran, thanking him for her correction and pressing a kiss to the hand where he still held the stick.
Ciaran threw the stick away and turned to me. Never have I seen a fire like that in his eyes. 
“YOU, come with me.” He growled. I had no other choice than to follow him. And Sylvia had no other choice than to follow me. Once inside, he pushed Sylvia onto the bed and me onto the floor before him. He dropped his pants. His dick looked angry red. 
“Suck it.” 
I did. Sylvia had taught me to deep throat, but I still gagged when he shoved his cock deep in me, without preliminaries. He grabbed my hair with both hands and started to facefuck me. This was the reversal of power, giving a blowjob gives you the control and the power to suck your man to bliss at the pace and depth you want to. A facefuck is a brutal reverse op that power. You need to swallow when he decides to; you can only breathe when your man allows you to. 
“Look at me. Don’t you dare keep your eyes off me,” he roared. I did. And I saw a fire in those eyes that made me realise at that instant, he had changed forever. He contracted the virus that had already consumed everyone here, a virus more dangerous than Covid. The virus, passed on from both his parents at birth, had lain dormant within him for a while. Sandor had given the final push. I realised that if I wanted to keep this man, I would have to step outside my comfort zone. There are moments in life when you realise you're on the verge of a major change. I could step back, as I had done all my life when there had been substantial risks ahead of me. Did I have the courage to step forward? Into the unknown? His eyes looked into my soul. Slowly, I placed my hands on my back, slightly hindered by the chain until Sylvia gave me enough space. The ultimate submissive gesture, comparable to a dog lying on its back in surrender. Do with me what you will. If you won't let me breathe, then don't. If you want to be so rough that I throw up, then that's fine with me; you have my permission. I will not intervene and pull away from you; I will not protest.
In his eyes, I saw triumph. He celebrated my surrender with even more force and hit my cheek with his flat hand. Then — as a tribute to Sylvia's lessons that had taught him to express himself during intercourse — he shouted hard, so loud that it was impossible for the others not to hear him “Take it bitch, Swallow all my cum you whore, fuck, fuck I’m coming!” And he did. Come. A river of cum had filled my mouth, so much I couldn’t hold it all. He pulled out and painted my face with another big load of sticky white stuff. 
He had not yet completed what he intended to do with me. He was still hard. In two steps, he moved behind me and pressed down on my back until my head touched the floor. With one hand, he pushed my stomach up so that my buttocks were level with his crotch. He took me. No foreplay. Trusting my pussy was wet enough to enter me from behind with full force. I was mildly surprised by my wetness. As he rammed into me, he kept yelling dirty words, like cries of victory. In sync with his thrusts, his hands slapped my bottom repeatedly. Hard enough to feel the burn, soft enough not to distract from his dick thrusting into me. Finally he lost control and another load of his sperm entered and violated my womb. Sylvia held a still-panting Ciaran close and stroked his hair. "You conquered her, Ciaran. You did what no one has ever managed. The fortress you breached is now irrevocably destroyed. Surrender was her only option. You claimed her as your own. From this day forward, both Zuzanna and I will call you Master Ciaran, as a sign of respect."
“I need to wash my face. Are you ready, Syl?” I asked. The stuff on my face itched. 
“You need to ask permission to go to the bathroom, Zuz.”
Oh, God. What had I got myself into? “Master Ciaran, I would like to go to the bathroom, please, to freshen up.”
I saw the temptation to refuse in Ciaran's eyes, a pure power thing. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Sylvia give him an almost imperceptible nod. “You have my permission.” It sounded like the King of Siam gave permission to enter his kingdom. Luckily, the living room was empty when we crossed to the bathroom.
“How are you feeling?” Sylvia asked as she cleaned my thoroughly. 
“Confused,” I admitted.
“You were very brave tonight. Again. I know you don't see it yourself, but you truly are one of the most powerful women I know. And if you want to keep Ciaran, try to go with the flow. Try to find joy in utter service, without losing your self-worth.”
Ciaran, who entered the bathroom naked without knocking and stood behind me in the tub, soaping me up and whispering sweet nothings in my ear, interrupted us. If you'd told me a year ago that I'd be standing here naked with a sixteen-year-old boy behind me, I would have thought you were crazy. Here stood the girl who had yearned for adventure her whole life but had always been too afraid to seek it out. Completely unexpectedly, adventure had found her here in Scotland. I could be afraid of what lay ahead, or I could surrender to it and try to enjoy it while it lasted. What was that quote again? It's better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all? I think so. I would go for it, heart and soul be damned.
“Ladies and Gentle man, I give you: the conqueror of hearts, Master Ciaran.” Sylvia introduced Ciaran, who finally got out of bed and entered the living room, as if the ringmaster had announced a brand new attraction at the circus. 
The name conqueror stuck during their stay. Aside from calling him Master Ciaran, not much changed over the next few days. Ciaran didn't get up to any strange antics and spent a lot of time with Sandor, who seemed to act as a bit of a mentor. The discussions between Sylvia and Jutta were shorter, but still frequent. Even a blind person like me could see that there was something special between these two women. Ciaran also often found Ilse in his company. The age difference between Ilse and Ciaran was the smallest, and it showed in everything. They both shared the same sense of humour and had topics of conversation that were so recent that we couldn't share them.
The day before they left, Sandor suggested we go shopping for groceries. They showed their intention to compensate us for the expense of hosting them the previous week. They ignored our polite objections, so we all ended up at the Tesco in Perth, Scotland. Ilse put her arm in Ciaran's, grabbed a basket and walked with him along the supermarket aisles.
“Do you have a fly swatter at home?” 
“Can’t say that we have. Do we need one?”
She playfully swatted his arm. “It can’t do much harm, but if you use it on the inner thighs of her pussy, it can be very effective.” She laughed and dropped the thing in the basket. 
“Hairbrush?” She asked him, looking at a rack of different brushes. 
“We have those at home,” I said, because we were following them. There's no point in buying things you already have.
“I’m sorry, but I was talking to your Master, slave girl.” She put me in my place. “Do they have this one with the wooden back?”
Ciaran was a man. A young man. He wouldn't know the answer even if they killed him. He looked at me. I looked back as innocently as possible. If you're so eager to play the all-knowing master, boy, make sure you pay attention. 
“Do we have one like that at home?” he finally asked after an awkward silence.
“No, Master Ciaran, we have several, but they are all plastic. It’s cheaper and lighter.” I answered.
That they are heavy is a good thing because the impact is greater when he hits.” She smiled like an angel and dropped the brush in the basket. 
“Ah, there they are! I was looking for them. Do you know these lumps?” she asked Ciaran.
“No, I don't think so.”
“It's ginger. It might take a while to find the right size. What you're looking for is that if you peel one of those lumps, you can then insert the peeled end into her asshole. It will cause a slight burning sensation in her ass, which is definitely unpleasant but harmless.” The ginger joined the basket, just like several ladles, tie wraps, a rolling pin, candles and toothbrushes.
“Why do we need toothbrushes, Ilse?” Ciaran asked.
She slapped his arm. “A girl has something between her nether lips that you need to brush regularly, silly.”
Ciaran was scarlet for a moment. 
“You might consider, Master Ciaran, that every time she buys groceries, she needs to buy some household item you can use when you are playing with her. I can say from personal experience it adds a whole extra dimension if you have to buy something yourself, only to be punished with that later on.” 
Ilse looked at Sandor, who shook his head.
"Today we'll pay, of course," Ilse said quickly.
To be completely honest, I was glad they would leave soon. Maybe it was all for them business as usual, but for me, it wasn't at all. I know I went into this completely voluntarily, but that doesn't mean I didn't struggle with it at times. Maybe, just maybe, I was also a little jealous of Ilse. I saw Ciaran looking at her a lot. I understand that, of course; she's an exquisite girl. They shared many interests, and her submissive nature was a bonus.
“Ilse, would you get your headphones from your backpack, please?” Sandor asked his wife. Without hesitation she stood up and handed him one of those wireless things. He placed it on his mother's head and asked Ilse to play a Spotify playlist. 
“Auntie Zuzanna, could I talk to you for a moment alone, in your room perhaps?”
“Yes, Master Sandor.” I said.
He smiled, not unkindly. “Just Sandor, please.” I let out a sigh of relief, one I hadn't known existed.
“I'd like to apologise to you. I'm afraid I went too far with Ciaran. He was very curious about our lifestyle, and I tried to explain to him what it's like and that we're trying to get back to life at the old club. I told him I met his father there. In a way, that's good because he had a lot of questions, including about his father, to which he never got answers. It's important for you to know that he's now fully aware of his home situation and where his mother is. That gives him peace of mind.”
His mother's head on the bed shook along to the music we didn't hear.
“I didn’t intend for him to take the leading role in your dynamic. I feel very guilty that I may have ruined your vanilla relationship forever with my thoughtless actions. If I could take that back, I would, believe me.”
I raised my hand to stop him. Sylvia looked at me curiously.
“Stop, Master Sandor. You don't have to apologise for someone else's actions. Ciaran needs to learn to take responsibility for his own behaviour. That's one reason we're here. Ciaran was bound to adopt his father's behaviour at some point, anyway. It's probably ingrained in his DNA. Your arrival has sped that up, but it's unlikely it would have never surfaced in the two years we've been here. Would I have preferred our relationship to remain ‘normal’? Absolutely. You all know I've always had reservations about your lifestyle. But I didn't come here to please Donald J., or you, or Ciaran. I came here to take Sylvia's mind off the negative spiral she was in back in the Netherlands. I'm glad she has headphones on now, because I won't admit this in front of her, but I also came here to liven things up a bit in my life. Master Sandor, I needed a bit of excitement. And while this isn't what I envisioned, I'm going to make the best of it. If it makes Ciaran a better person, so be it. But foremost, my motivation for becoming Ciaran's ‘slave’ is purely selfish.”
We were both silent, each preoccupied with our own thoughts.
“Aunt Zuzanna. When you took care of my mother the way you did, it made us family. If there's ever anything I can do for you, I want you to know I'm just a phone call away. If needed, I'll drop everything I'm doing to come help you. I want you not only to know that but also to feel that I truly mean this. If Ciaran goes off the rails and does things that aren't right, please call me, and I'll come here to correct him, no matter what. The moment you no longer feel safe with him, I would be very sorry if you didn't let me know.”
“You are a good man, Master Sandor. But I have always known that.”

