
In two days it was Jutta’s 45th birthday. I called Sandor from the train from London.
“Are you celebrating Jutta's birthday?” I asked Sandor.
“Euh… Birthday?”
“She will be 45 on Thursday.”
“OMG.” 
I grinned. “It’s a good thing I called you, I think.”
“Shit, what should I give her?” Utter panic on the other side of the phone. 
“Ask your mother.”
“Good thinking. Can you pass the phone to my mother, please?”
“She has her own phone, Sandor. We share a bed but not our phones”, I smiled and hung up. 
“Mom?”
“Good afternoon, son. We are on board of the Eurostar train set 9004 is written above the door, and you are on speakerphone.”
“Shit.” 
“Not a good start. Try again.”
“Can you please turn off the speaker? I need to talk to you privately.”
“Sorry, can’t do.”
A few laughs from people on the train, listening in.
“I have only one day to buy her a present, Mom. You know her well; what does she like?”
“Something thoughtful.” Sylvia said drily.
“Yeah, that helps. Thanks.”
Sylvia muted the speaker and lowered her voice so I was the only one who could hear what she said, and only because she leaned on my shoulder. 
“Mark her, Sandor. Mark her as yours. Take her to a good tattoo place. Put your mark on your own girl first, and then at the exact same place, mark her mother. It will give her reassurance that she is yours now forever.”
“It’s so permanent  — a tattoo.” 
“In that case, I guess the question should be: Do you want to keep her, or sell her off to another master?”
“Of course I want to keep her. She’s Ilse’s mother.”
“If Ilse were gone tomorrow, would you still keep her mother? That silence is too long, Sandor. If I were you, I would think about it fast and hard. Only if your heart is behind this mark her as yours. Don’t give her false hope if you are not sure. And if you do not mark her, buy her one of those crappy ankle bracelets. She likes these.”
We were silent for a while. Other people were not. A train these days is a giant buzz of too much personal information. It’s incredible what people will share about their personal lives in a public space. Sylvia’s head, half asleep, rolled over to my shoulder, leaning on it with a contented sigh. 
I caressed her bald head. “Sylvia?”
“Hmm?”
“I want you to stop shaving your head and let your hair grow to a normal length.”
She was awake instantly. “What? No!” Now we had disturbed all those people on their phones. 
“Oh yes, you will.” I whispered. “I don’t like that bald head of yours. Never did.”
“But, mistress, you can’t. I promised Master Koen I would keep it bald until the day I die. Not only promised Master Koen, but it was the explicit wish of Mistress Jutta as well.” Sylvia was in near-panic-mode. 
“Master Koen is no longer with us, and Mistress Jutta is now the property of Sandor, and about the be marked by your son as his slave. On your recommendation, I might add. And as you love so much calling me Mistress, I believe it is my right to give you orders. Am I right?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“So what do you say if I want you to grow your hair back?”
“I will do it, Mistress.”
“What is the common phrase again?”
“Good Girl, Mistress.”
“Good Girl, Sylvia.”

