
That evening there were only six of us: Sandor, Ciaran, Ilse, Jutta, Sylvia, and I. We spent the evening playing Risk and Monopoly. Ilse and Sandor were gaming fanatics. Yet, after a long game of Monopoly—grumbling about the strange Dutch street names instead of the normal Scottish ones—Ciaran walked away with the win. That made me proud, strangely. He, who was mine, just as I was his, had won. That made his victory mine as well. If you know what I mean. After nine o'clock at night my voice had locked, as promised.
For those interested, there is only one advantage to number three. It makes the assfuck after he pulled out the plug a hell of a lot easier.
Tomorrow is the opening of Kinky Club Kinta. It's the club Jutta used to run with her daughter, Ilse. A small, private club, only for members or those invited to join. It's where Koen met Jutta and eventually married her, after Sylvia made the mistake of letting herself be seduced by Martin and Helga. Koen brought her back, and after a long and difficult road, Sylvia finally ended up as a sub of Jutta, here on this farm. The farm, which has not been a farm for a long time, will be home to a BDSM club as of tomorrow. As in the German club, Jutta's house is part of the clubhouse. A temporary solution because of Sylvia's sudden return to the Netherlands. 
When I see how happy Sylvia looks now, it almost makes me feel guilty for having her with me for so long. Jutta has a dominant influence on her, and like I said, it’s super obvious they adore each other. Just as sincere and valid as a relationship between a man and a woman is the love that exists between two women. Even looking at them act together makes me happy. Today, Ciaran and I are invited to have a look at their house, and the new club as well. With number 1 in my ass and Ciaran’s cum leaking from my cunt, all nicely hidden by my ankle-length skirt, we walk towards them, into the yard.
Ciaran suddenly stops and turns to me. “Zuzanna, I love you. You are such a treasure. First you are Sylvia’s saviour, and now you’re mine. You should know that every time I call you ‘ugly girl,’ what I really want to say is, ‘Zuzanna, I love you’. In that moment, that wonderful, precious, emotional moment, I feel a river of sperm meandering a path over my inner thigh and I suddenly can’t stop giggling. I can tell from his shocked reaction that this wasn't what he'd expected or hoped for, and all I could do in a panic was throw my arms around his neck and my legs around him, giggling.
“Sorry,” I hiccupped, “but just now an army of hundreds of thousands of tiny seeds ran disappointedly down my leg. And now... Now it's on my skirt.” I had to laugh again. “Can you feel them? They are on your pants now as well. Maybe you'd like a few back from me? I wore a black tight top with a V-neck that showed quite a bit of cleavage. No bra, no panties  — the rule for this trip. He pulled my head back by my hair. And kissed me. Words are beautiful and moving. Actions are exciting and arousing. My pussy was leaking now, not only from his fluids. 
“My Master, I love you so much. I wish there were words to tell you how much,” I breathed to his lips. “But I can’t, so the only way I know how to show you is by trying to be the best submissive a Master could wish for.”
“Today, always stay within arm’s reach of me. It doesn't matter where, but I need to know you're only an arm's length away.”
“Understood, Master. I will stay within arm’s reach for you today.”
“Good girl. We have kept Sylvia and Jutta too long already, I think. They are getting impatient.” He was right; out of the corner of my eye, I saw them walking towards us. Still pressed against him, my breasts pressed hard against his chest, my hands safely behind his neck, and my legs high enough around his waist for him to walk, we walked towards them.
I whispered in his ear, "This is two centimetres, Master, not an arm's length." I laughed again. 
“Sir, I feel incredibly lightheaded. Perhaps it’s because of the lack of oxygen from your thick cock in my mouth.” And that was so funny again. I didn't need a drink to get drunk.
“Time to put your ugly legs to work again.” Master said stern, after Jutta and her slave girl were within hearing range. I unhooked my legs and jumped to the ground.
“Yes, Sir. Right away, Sir.” I said and stole a kiss on his neck before I let him go. 
Jutta sighed. “You two look so much in love, it’s adorable, but some of us are trying to remain emotionally stable over here.” 
“Like hell, we do,” cried Sylvia and jumped up to Jutta in the same way I had done a few moments ago and showered Jutta with butterfly kisses.
Ciaran laughed at Jutta's expression and winked at her. “It’s contagious.”
Jutta probably wasn't strong enough to hold Sylvia for so long, because she jumped to the ground.
“You came to see our house, but you came mainly to see the club from the inside, I think,” Jutta said. "Come on in."
A house is a house. When you're not living in it, a living room is just a room with furniture that clashes with your taste. When you're not making love in it, a bedroom is just a room with a bed in it. A kitchen is just a collection of pots and pans. And a bathroom is the wet corner of the house. We said the obligatory “Oh” and “Ah’s”. We dropped the occasional “beautiful” here and there. She had been right. I wanted to see the club. I wanted Ciaran to see the club before tomorrow so he would know what to expect. 
Perhaps it was symbolic, or simply a coincidence, that Jutta called her daughter to show us the club. Jutta had owned the club in Germany. Her daughter- and son-in-law owned this club here with the same name. Ilse unlocked the door and flicked on the lights. She pointed out a row of dimmers that could dim the bright lights to create a pleasant ambiance.
The staircase there leads to the first floor, where we were able to create 12 small rooms. Not overly large, but plenty big enough. We know our guests come from all over Europe and sometimes beyond, so we wanted them to have the option of staying the night for free. A nice touch, I think, is that they have full access to the clubroom that night.”
“12 rooms, that means 12 guests?” Ciaran asked Ilse.
“Indeed. It's not our intention to make a lot of money from the club. We both have our jobs, and that's enough. It would be nice if we could operate at cost price. The club is a place for like-minded people who can be themselves for one weekend a month or one weekend a year. They don't have to worry about being judged by the other members; as soon as that happens, we'll throw them out for life. There are many people with children who simply don't have the opportunity to be who they want to be at home. We give them the chance here to let their imaginations run wild for a weekend.”
“Wow,” was Ciaran’s intelligent comment. 
Ilse smiled. “Let me guide you through the various areas. In the centre, of course, is the raised stage with the chairs in front of it, and to the left of it is the bar. If a couple wants to demonstrate their playing, they can do so on the stage. The stage was always very popular in the old club.
 Against the left wall is the impact play island. Everything that has to do with something that will impact your body, like a whip, or a flogger, or whatever, you can play here. We have racks you can tie your sub onto; we have an X-cross that is always popular. We even have a pole you can tie your subbie to, conveniently provided with hooks that help you make sure he or she is tied efficiently and quickly.  
“So, not just couples with male dominants?” Ciaran asked, touchingly innocent.
“O, no,” Ilse responded completely seriously. "We don't accept single members; they have to come in pairs. But we don't care what those pairs look like. They could be couples like Jutta and Sylvia, but also two men, a Dominatrix with a woman or man, or anything in between. They're all welcome, as long as there's only two of them."
The rack with whips of all kinds and sizes gave me the chills. I have never seen such an extensive collection of pain bringers together. As instructed, I stayed close to Ciaran. I took his hand, brought it to my mouth, and pressed a gentle kiss to it. I hoped he got the message: you don't need those things; your hand is an effective enough tool.
Across the way was the bondage area, more racks on the walls, low tables with hooks for attaching ropes, and ditto chairs. Pulleys mounted on the ceiling wouldn't look out of place in a gymnasium. Perhaps they even came from a gymnasium. I focused partly on this extraordinary environment, but mainly on my Master. If he took an unexpected step in a different direction, I was immediately alert to follow him there. Perhaps the apprenticeship with Sylvia had been good preparation, although the distance between us was greater. He was testing me. Suddenly backing away, walking faster, then slower again. Like his shadow, I stayed with him without touching him. He had said nothing about touching, so I didn’t.
“Here we have the wet corner, for lovers of watersports. We're also planning to install a transparent bathtub here, just like we had in Germany, but those things are prohibitively expensive. We've already factored in the foundation for it. A bit more saving is all we need. In the middle is a little room for medical games. The walls are all transparent plexiglass. She tapped the wall, which certainly didn't sound glassy. It's not that big, but we could get this chair that my gynecologist also uses, cheaply. We couldn't pass it up. There aren't many couples whose kink is doctor games, but maybe that's because we've never had them in Germany. The back corner isn't in use yet. Sandor thinks we might use it to record private videos in the future, but whether there is sufficient demand for it, time will tell. Would you like to take a look upstairs?”
My Master said he would. So we walked up the stairs, not as steep as in our house, But with holes in them, so you could look down through them. I didn't like that. I carefully walked up the stairs, falling behind a bit. At that moment, Ciaran reached back and found nothing but air. He looked at me, and I knew I had failed. Such a simple task, and I had let my Master down. 
Meanwhile, Ilse showed the relatively small rooms.
Ciaran tapped on the wall. "Drywall?" he asked. “Isn't that incredibly noise-sensitive? Hmm. Considering what happens in those rooms...”
You're absolutely right, you can hear everything the neighbours are up to. But it is also a security measure. If things get out of hand, help is close at hand. That's why you see that none of the doors have locks. Anyone who insists on privacy can rent a hotel room further down the village. We expect our guests to respect each other's privacy, but at the same time, we also count on each other to help if assistance is needed.
“That’s an intriguing concept,” Ciaran remarked.
We went downstairs, and that made me even more terrified. So I held on with both hands as I slowly made my way down. I figured the damage was already done, and my Master would be more interested in me arriving downstairs in one piece than in six pieces at the bottom of the stairs. 
Once downstairs, I immediately sought Ciaran's shade again. We walked outside, and Ciaran thanked Ilse profusely for the tour.
"Ugly girl, follow me upstairs," he said when we arrived at the farmhouse. 

