
“Imagine this. You're the lucky one who gets to call Zuzanna your submissive for five years. You come home from work, tired. Zuz greets you in the way you've chosen. In clothes that excite you, or completely naked. She's kneeling opposite the front door, patiently waiting for you, or greeting you with your favourite drink and patiently listening to your day's experiences. Fun times with your buddies. Annoying times with clients. Frustrating times with management who have no clue how to get the job done. Zuz has prepared a meal for you. There’s always something you’ll like. She prepared several menus for you at the beginning of the week, and you chose what you'll eat today. Zuz might join you at the table, or perhaps she's already eaten. Or the portion on your plate is for two, and you feed her spoonful by spoonful. She will spend the evening sitting on the floor at your feet so you can touch her any time you feel the need to. Or you might want to see a porn movie and order Zuz to blow you as you look at the porn flick. Perhaps you want to try different rope techniques on her body to improve yourself with bondage techniques. Some nights it’s necessary to correct her mistakes and you will have to punish her, even if you don’t want to. It’s your duty as her Master to punish her for mistakes. What would be the point of obeying the rules for everything in you, when the person who is supposed to enforce them doesn't see you making a mistake, or worse, has forgotten the entire rule he himself set?”
Christmas and New Year celebrations were a distant memory, and Valentine's Day was just around the corner. Sylvia had taken it upon herself to teach Ciaran the basics of a BDSM relationship. She spent almost the entire day teaching me what behaviour was expected of me. I wasn't a natural submissive, and I had to be taught everything. I have to admit; I didn't do it reluctantly. It was intriguing, even after a lifetime with Sylvia and witnessing her frequent submissiveness, to observe the way men and women behave in that way. Sylvia said I was getting better. I have never tried so hard in my life to please a man. I tried to open up to all things I would have considered bizarre a few months ago. 
We were sitting at the dinner table, and Sylvia made sure that all the pictures she painted in Ciaran’s mind had properly sunk in. 
“Every relationship, perhaps especially a D/s relationship, It's built on mutual respect, trust, and reciprocity. Outwardly, it may seem as if the dominant is the single-handed dictator of the household. People can endure living under a dictatorship for a while, but they will always rebel at some point. This also applies to the submissive. If you constantly ignore her wishes, leaving her only with humiliation and pain and nothing in return, she will stand up to you, and one bad day—or for her, a good day—will leave you. Consequently, you must consult each other as equal partners, Ciaran. Remember, being called Master does not grant you the authority to make all decisions unilaterally. You can’t fulfil her desires in this relationship if you’re unaware of what they are. True agreement is achievable only when both parties agree.”
“Ciaran, can you tell me what your learning moments are today?”
Sylvia could push Ciaran’s buttons, saying things he’d never stand for from me, yet he always handled it without anger or outbursts. Today he'd left us standing naked outside in the rain for fifteen minutes while he'd taken his time showering. When he let us back in, we were both frozen to the bone. It wasn't the rain, but the wind that had made it so cold outside.
"So, nice shower?" was his only comment. Both Sylvia and I had been busy with towels to keep each other dry and warm. I was still chattering while we were cooking dinner. At the dinner table, Sylvia was giving her lecture. 
“I shouldn't have let you shower outside?” He guessed.
“No, You are the master, and if you want to leave us outside in the cold, you are well within your rights. Think, Ciaran. What could you have done better?”
“Maybe I should have provided better aftercare?” He already sounded less confident, as Syl had already ruled out the option he’d considered. And he knew she would keep asking.
“While there was room for improvement in that area, it’s not one of the two critical errors you’ve made.”
He sighed. “Please tell me.” With that boyish smile of his, he added, “and I promise I won’t do it ever again.”
“You know what can happen once we are outside, without supervision. We, and especially Zuz, have learned this the hard way. Never leave your sub tied and walk away from her. Thousands of unexpected things could happen to her, and you wouldn’t even notice, or notice too late. Golden rule, Ciaran. Don’t leave your slave girl unattended. The second thing you should aways do before starting a scene, any scene, is give her a chance to use her safeword. Now you literally threw us out of the house after you came home, not checking if the breast bondage which you applied to Zuz this morning and literally turned her tits purple, had caused no damage. Perhaps she would have willingly consented to all of this, but you need to verify that before you take action. 
“She is my slave. I can’t check with everything I do if she agrees with me or not. That’s not how it is supposed to work.” He objected. 
“You are responsible for her, Ciaran. You own her. It’s your job to make sure she is safe. Safety is important. A dead slave is of no use to you. And consent is important. Always remember that while the master's demands and wishes may be paramount, they are never self-centred. There must be an element of mutual satisfaction. That requires communication. This means you need to discuss boundaries that you both respect. Your boundaries as well as hers. Meeting your wishes is the source of her pleasure. But make sure it remains enjoyable for both of you.”
“I will,” was his only response. 
That was a tough school I got into. I’m not gonna lie, I haven’t magically turned into Sylvia, loving pain or how Ciaran talked to me. You should know better than that. But when I dive into something, I go all in. I bit my tongue so frequently to suppress my words that it became sore. I added that to the list as well. If this whole submission thing was going to fail, I didn’t want it to be my fault. I honestly got pleasure out of pleasing him. The pain or the humiliation added nothing to me. Except that it pleased him. And I tolerated it because it pleased him. The bondage I like some days, I admit that. I learned as much from Sylvia’s lessons as Ciaran did. She gave me private ‘lessons’ when Ciaran was at work. So I got better, slowly but surely.
We were kind of surprised that Ciaran did well in school. He proudly came home with excellent grades, and he also seemed a welcome addition to his work. At least, that's what his mentor's reports reflected. He came right back after work, and I made sure I rewarded his efforts. I have never made love so often in my entire life as I do now. Never had anyone yearned for me after being gone for a few hours. I, ugly girl. And I would eat it all up, even if it gave me a stomachache. 
Meanwhile, I had started renovating the house. I invested all the money left over from selling my house in the Netherlands in the extension. Sylvia had warned me I would lose everything if Ciaran pulled out. That hadn't stopped me. I planned the house extension on the bathroom side. A new bathroom, large enough for three people, and a new kitchen were to be built. A second floor would be added to the extension, with two bedrooms and a bathroom in between. Knocking out the wall between our bedroom and the kitchen would give us a normal-sized kitchen. Despite all the disruption that would last for months, it was worth it.
Life was chaotic, but we also fell into a certain routine. Ciaran was at work; we did our chores in exchange for food. Despite now receiving a large portion of Ciaran's wages for groceries, we continued to do so. They call me Miss Frugal for a reason. We consulted with the architect and the contractor, and Sylvia taught me humility. 
One evening — Ciaran was upstairs listening to music, which we could also hear downstairs — Sylvia suddenly said, "I need to talk to you." We talk all day long. Sylvia even talks in her sleep.
“I want to go home, Zuz. It’s time for me to go home. I want to ask Master Sandor if he'd give Jutta up to me. I thought it would get better, but since they've been here... I miss her so much.” It’s uncommon to witness Sylvia crying, aside from the period of her Great Depression. With her emotions now out in the open, she too lost all restraint. My heart bled, as it always does when Sylvia has to cry. The only thing I could do was put my arm around her and let her cry it out. It took a long time for her to recover. Not like Sylvia at all. 
“My longing for my Mistress is so intense. I want to see her, smell her, taste her. I want to serve her. Being so far from her is gut-wrenching.”
Had I been completely wrong? Was the depression that had caused me to chain her up not caused by Koen's death at all, but by the loss of her mistress? I froze at the thought. What had I done to her? Why had she said nothing? Before I could ask her, no I HAD to ask, she said of her own accord, “You did the right thing. I couldn't live without Koen. And I still miss him every day. But he's gone. As awful as that may be, he's no longer with us. And that's what makes being with Jutta so important now. Because Koen's sudden departure has made it clear to me that happiness can also end so suddenly. I really don't want to spend another day without her.” 
Jealousy is a strange thing. Even though I completely understood what she was saying—I'd seen her and Jutta together during their stay here and sensed what was between them—I still felt a pang of jealousy. Of course, I didn't begrudge her happiness, but that I wasn't enough to make her happy... My best friend ever. The one I loved dearly preferred someone else.
“Have you contacted her about this yet? What's her take on it? Her relationship with Sandor was quite intense.” I asked.
“No, I wanted to talk with you first.”
“You know I can’t leave here, don’t you?” She nodded. “Are you ready for it?”
“I wish you could go with me, but I know you cannot. It all depends on what Master Sandor will decide.”
“Master Sandor, is your son. Surely he will respect your wishes if you both want to be together.”
“We still need to ask him.”
“We should call him tomorrow, when we are in town and have mobile reception there.” I said.
“You need to ask your Master for permission to call Master Sandor.”
I swallowed “Fuck permission” with difficulty.
With a gentle pull, I helped Sylvia up, and we made our way to the stairs together. 
As instructed, I knelt on the second step of the steep staircase, bowed my head in submission, and called out, perhaps a little too loudly to be heard over the sound of the music, “Master, may I please ask you something?”
Behind me, Sylvia gave a small sound of approval. Her standing behind me was a stark contrast to the position I'd voluntarily assumed. I learned the phrasing, but the words didn’t hurt me anymore.
The music stopped abruptly, and Ciaran came running down the stairs at a breakneck pace.
“What is it now, cunt?” he asked in a dark voice which he used especially for these occasions.

