
Today started completely differently from yesterday. Ugly’s behaviour at breakfast was much more subdued than dinner yesterday, not drawing attention to herself, not saying "Mama" every three words—peace is the epitome of tranquillity. The biggest difference came when we left the hotel, on our way to the McManus, an art museum and gallery that was on our itinerary for today. It was easily walkable, so we strolled through Dundee's many beautiful streets. The child's voice from yesterday was gone, and the adult voice was back in full force.
“If you ever decide to get married, Cheape,” she said, “Find an interesting husband. Find someone that likes to do things on his own sometimes, so you will have the time and freedom to do things with your own friends. But more importantly, find someone who will surprise you often. When I married Johan, my husband for many years, I knew he was a good, reliable man. A family man, a man that would never sleep around, even if he was offered the chance. He loved me, my Johan. He didn’t say it often, but I know he did. Johan loved kids, you know? We got no. He always assumed I couldn’t have them, but it may have very well been the other way around. We never had that checked. There was no need for us to blame one or the other. Our lives followed a set pattern. He worked construction and was incredibly handy with his hands. Anything he looked at, he could make. He worked long days, often from early morning until late at night. Afterwards he was so tired that he'd fall asleep on the couch after dinner. The warm living room after a day of working outside, a full stomach, and he was gone. At five o'clock the alarm went off again, and he was gone. On the weekend he went with his mates to see a football game. We fucked on Wednesdays and Saturdays. He tried to make it good for me as well, but he knew the way around a woman’s body, like a London taxi driver in Dundee. He would try his best, but get lost within the maze of Dundee roads. I’m not saying we had a terrible life, just a predictable one. Our marriage was good, and I was very fond of him. Still am.”
“But life was boring and easy to foretell. Until I met Ciaran, I thought all men were like my Johan. I had never met a man before who pulled me out into the pouring rain to watch how the birds shelter against the rain in the forest. And afterwards drying my wet skin off inch by inch. I was not used to a man holding me so tightly in his arms that I could barely breathe, just because he missed me, even if he'd only been gone for a few hours. Even after we have been together for years now. And I was new to a man who wanted — no, needed — to know all my erotic fantasies in the smallest detail. I think it took us a year to find the courage to tell each other our hidden fantasies and put them into practice. Some of them weren't feasible. We wrote those down in a special notebook. His fantasy, my reaction, his reaction to that, until we both felt satisfied.”
I turned to her. Before I realised what I was saying, I blurted out, “You know how in Shrek they say people are like onions? I always thought that was silly. But walking with you feels like peeling back another layer every minute.”
She smiled back. I know that sounded naïve, but I didn’t care. That’s new for me as well. She resumed, “Through Jutta, the friend and mistress of my best friend, we both finally found something we could completely lose ourselves in. Jutta was into this role-playing game that she had played so often with her husband. Despite the name Daddy Dom/little girl or DD/lg for short, there is nothing in it that is about underage involvement of minors or incest for that matter. It’s a way of power exchange through regression. The daddy — or mommy — has all the power, and the child basically has none. It has to obey the parent, or it will risk punishment. In whatever form or shape.”
“I don't think I would have understood you yesterday, but I think I get it a little now. What I don't understand is what you get out of it, what's in it for you?” I asked.
“It's not that I'd want to be a little girl 24/7. The game I play with Ciaran has a clear beginning, but also a very clear ending. For example, we never have sex when I'm in the little role; it would feel weird. I would never want to deprive him of sex for a long time. Besides, I need his body as much as he needs mine. But when I am a little, my universe changes into peace. I know that the adult is taking care of me and I don't have to worry about anything. I can just be who I am. All the worries and things an adult worries about—money, status, house, groceries, car repairs, laundry—are gone. Yesterday when you took over, I was just an ugly girl eating with my Mama. And you were perfect. I was in awe of how well you did. Thank you for that.”
“And what does your husband get out of it?”
“Power. That I am giving him freely with no form of coercion all that power over me to do whatever he wants is something dominants crave for. Ciaran is a man who needs to be in control. It’s in his DNA. He loves to be the kind but strict father. And he is good at it. But outside our DD/lg play, he’s just my Master.”
“You say ‘just your master’ so casually, but it seriously freaks me out.”
“I know what you mean. Been there, it used to frighten me as well. I can still recall scolding Ciaran’s father for his treatment of slaves. It’s beyond your comprehension. This is completely baffling and goes against everything you've ever understood about healthy relationships. Perhaps it helps you to think of it as role-playing, with a clear beginning and an end. In a sense, you're also playing that role-playing game with Ann. She tells you what to do, and even if you don't feel like it at all, you have to do it anyway.”
I immediately thought of cleaning windows every Monday. “But I get paid for it. I do it because she pays my wages. I need that money to live. That’s completely different.”
“Let’s try another angle here. Now that you’ve got to know me a bit better, do you think I fit in well with your idea of a submissive woman in a safe, sane, and consensual BDSM-relationship?”
“You like pain?” I answered her question with a counter-question.
“Our DD/lg roleplay is one of the many things that belong under the BDSM-umbrella. Pain, or impact play, how we like to call it, is another. I don’t have to tell you what kind of things could impact your skin. You are young; your imagination will fill that in for you effortlessly. To answer your question, do I like pain, the answer is no. Your next question could be, ‘Does he never hurt you?’ And the honest answer is yes, it happens regularly. In our DD/lg roleplay, he spanks me with his bare hands if I have been naughty. That hurts for an hour or so, but I know I provoked it myself by my behaviour. If I had been a good girl, I would have avoided that spanking. Outside our DD/lg relationship, where he is my Master and I am his slave girl, he seldom uses instruments other than his hands to correct my behaviour. And that is because I try to do my best to behave the way he wants me to. I try to please him by cleaning the house very well, cooking whatever he likes best, and giving him sex without him having to ask for it. I aim to make his house, our house, as peaceful as can be, so when he comes home from work, tired and frustrated sometimes, he will only find love and peace at home.”
“But how can you endure that pain if you are not into it?” I tried my wrap my brain around that.
“There is pain, and there is pain. My best friend Sylvia, is a masochist. And the way a masochist gets a satisfying orgasm is through pain. Pain and humiliation. Last time I saw them Sylvia was busy sanding the point of a knitting needle with sandpaper to a very sharp point. When Jutta is satisfied the point is sharp enough, she will stick that needle right through Sylvia’s tits. Sylvia’s breasts are a little over A-cup. And after she does it takes only a few minutes of her vibrator to bring Sylvia to an earth-shattering orgasm. BDSM is a spectrum. And hard-core masochists are on the far side of the spectrum; people like Ciaran and me are on the other side. It’s impossible that Ciaran will ever do such a thing. He would do nothing that could leave a permanent mark on my body. So forget about putting cigarettes out on my nipples, or whatever comes up you might have seen in movies. As a friend used to say, ‘Life is not a movie.”
We arrived at our destination for the day. The McManus is impressive. A large, historic stone building with a Gothic architectural style stands prominently in the centre of a paved plaza, featuring a tall, pointed spire on its roof and many arched windows. The building’s facade features intricate carvings and ornate details. To the left of the building, a bronze statue of a man sits atop a stone pedestal, with an inscription on the front. The plaza is lined with brown benches and features several people walking or sitting. In the background, other buildings are visible, including a modern structure to the left and a large, ornate building to the right. 
Inside, it was a typical museum, a bit of everything. Dundee's history is depicted in pictures and objects, art on the walls. Well, I don't need to explain to you what a museum looks like. I have to admit, I'm not much of a museum person. We were there because Ugly wanted to go. We entered a long room lined with old paintings. Lots of paintings crammed together. A bit too close together, if you ask me. About twenty people scattered throughout the room walked by. Some paused for a while; others quickly passed by. 
Ugly stopped in front of a huge painting. She walked to the bench in the middle of the room and sat down to study the painting. 
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I read the tag next to the painting. Diana and Actaeon by Titian. It portrays the moment in which the hunter Actaeon comes across the goddess Diana and her nymphs as they are bathing. Diana is furious and will turn Actaeon into a stag, who is then pursued and killed by his own hounds. 
“Oh my,” I said and sat down next to Ugly. 
“Mommy?” She suddenly changed into her little persona. 
“Yes, my little one.” I replied.
“Why are all these women nekkid?”
“Naked, Ugly. They are naked because they are taking a bath. You are naked when you are taking a bath, aren’t you?” Ugly, of course, had to laugh so hard that she caught the attention of the other people in the room.
“Shhh,” I hissed. “If you can’t behave, we are leaving here.” Ugly’s voice dropped to a noticeable whisper, making sure her message was audible to all.
“Mama, can I sit with you in the bath today? I'm never allowed to take a bath with you, only with Papa.”
This was a potentially dangerous development; what I absolutely didn't want was to draw attention to the fact that my child, who was probably in her sixties, was taking a bath with a dad. That could cause all sorts of unwanted reactions. To divert attention, I quickly relented and said we'd take a bath together tonight. If I'd thought that meant we could walk right up to paintings of people wearing clothes, I'd been sorely mistaken.
“Mama, why does that woman holding the curtain have a cell phone in her other hand? Is she going to call 911?”
“She could if it had been a cell phone. But it’s a mirror, I think. Cell phones did not exist yet when he painted this.” Ugly walked to the painting to examine her ‘cell phone’ up close. 
“Shall we continue, darling?” After a final inspection of the painting, we moved on. We quickly scanned the rest. Apparently, dressed people were much less appealing than naked people.
Two halls over, Ugly had seen enough. "Mama, I'm hungry." Since I wasn't sad to leave the museum either, we were back outside within ten minutes.
It rained lightly, so we looked for a restaurant. It seemed that once Ugly had slipped into her little girl persona; she had trouble getting out of it. For the rest of the day, I was her Mama. It was Mama this and Mama that. Because of the persistent rain, we ended up in a store. Suddenly, Ugly opened her coat, took it off halfway, and started conspicuously sniffing her armpit.
"Mama, I stink. I need a bath." Many people looked away. A few started laughing at her. She had everyone’s attention again. We were quickly out of the store. I'd had enough of her for the day. I rushed back to the hotel through the rain. Because she was smaller than me, she practically had to trot after me. 
“Mommy, don't walk so fast. Mommy, don't walk so fast. Slow down a bit because I'm already so tired. Mommy, don't walk so fast.” I slowed down a bit and took her hand in mine.
At the hotel, I immediately directed her to the bathroom. "Get undressed, and I'll run a bath for you." I turned on the faucets and tested the temperature with my elbow to make sure it wasn't too hot. I've learned a thing or two from babysitting back in the day.
“Mama, can you help me, please?” I swear it was exactly the tone of voice, pleading, a little nagging, that the kids used when I was babysitting them. The only difference was Ugly was 60 years older than they were. I sighed and helped her to undress. No panties, no bra. That saved me two pieces of clothing. 
“Do you have to pee before you go in the bath?” I asked her. She bobbed her head furiously. 
“Go on then. I will wipe you when you’re finished,” I sighed and took her clothes with me to the room. 
“Mama!! I am done!” shouted Ugly. The bathroom didn’t smell nice at all. “That’s all we need. Can you wipe yourself from behind?” I asked with little hope. Her only response was to bend deeply forward, raising her dirty ass in the air. I grabbed the toilet paper and wiped her carefully. After all, this was babysitting, and this was exactly what I had done before. I flushed and the bath was half full. 
“In you go, little one.”
“Aren’t you coming with me, Mama?”
“No, you’re a big girl now; you can do this yourself.”
“Mama, you promised.”
“I did no such thing.”
“In the museum with all the nekkid girls. You said that you would bathe with me. You said you would. At home Daddy always bathe with me, but Daddy is not here. I wish he was; I miss him so!” To my utter astonishment, she started crying. Actual tears. I looked again, and if this was playacting, an Oscar nomination was definitely in order. She probably wouldn't win an Oscar, but at least a nomination. 
How unstable was she, and to what extent were these fake tears? If she really missed her husband that much, then we needed to talk about it. These were the most expensive thousand pounds I had ever earned.
“I will join you on one condition,” I said to the weeping woman. “You are going to tell me tomorrow all about why you suddenly panicked.”
“Yes, Mama.” It sounded sobbing.
I quickly undressed and slid into the tub behind her. Thankfully, it wasn't one of those small tubs you sometimes see in hotels, but big enough for both of us. Ugly leaned against my chest with a contented sigh. 
“I'm home again, Mom. You're the sweetest Mom in the entire world.”
“Sure, I am,” I said drily. 
“No, I mean it, Mom. Please hold me. I feel so safe when you are holding me.”
“Only from above,” I warned her.
“Of course, Mom!” she said indignantly. “Only Daddy can touch me down there.”
I couldn't help laughing at this ridiculous comment. After I started laughing, Ugly joined in almost immediately.
“Ugly cries, Ugly laughs.” I kissed her hair. “But I love you, anyway.” 
“I love you too, Mom. Very much.”
I held her just below her breasts. She leaned into me a little more, and before me lay a lump of contentment. She had a gift for bringing out my maternal instincts, because I stroked her hair with my other hand. 
“Are you going to wash my hair, Mama? Because I think it's really dirty.”
“But then I go out, otherwise I can't get to it properly.”
“No, don't get out. My hair isn't dirty at all; look!” She slid down, submerging her head and making her hair float to the surface. I pulled her up again. 
“I see you were right, not dirty at all. Tell you what, we will stay in the bath until the water is too cold, then we’ll go out, okay?”
After Ugly had had enough, she got out of the bath and I rubbed her dry with one of the large, soft hotel towels. Without her asking, I dressed her. A white, mostly sheer blouse, a red cardigan over it, and a skirt of the same colour. A long one—this woman only wore ankle-length skirts, I think. No bra, no panties, as always. After I put on a pair of black shoes with impossibly high heels, I was still naked, and my protégé was neatly dressed.
Mom's going to get dressed now, and then we'll go downstairs for an early dinner, okay? The meal was a repeat of yesterday, minus the drama. She was quiet this evening, opening her mouth in time like a good girl. No yelling to intimidate the waitstaff. 
A girl who was tired from all the walking today and wanted to get to bed as soon as possible.

