
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-panicmode. 
“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.”
A Dutch birthday is a cosy event, and to make sure nobody is left out, we all sit in a circle. As Jutta’s family was living abroad, Sylvia and I were the only guests. Ilse was very surprised that we congratulated her on her mother’s birthday. Welcome to Holland, girl. The entire atmosphere was tense. Jutta and her daughter were clearly nervous. Sandor was wandering to the kitchen and back, and Sylvia did not seem to feel at home. The interior of her living room had transformed completely. Modern, Minimalistic. Ugly.
I walked to Sandor in the kitchen. And that means: we walked to Sandor in the kitchen. To his surprise, I hugged him tight and did not let go after what was considered a polite embrace. I pressed my body even harder against his. 
“Sandor”, I murmured, “We all miss him. Even I miss him. And he fucked up all our lives with his last wishes. It’s not a walk in the park to have your mother-in-law moving into your house, your life. I have no experience with this bizarre lifestyle of yours. But I have been around you guys long enough that nothing surprises me anymore. I can feel I am disrupting things just by my presence. I realise I have scolded you for acting out your way of life in my presence. My apologies; I know I shouldn’t have done that. It’s time I stopped being an outsider. Please act tonight as if I weren’t here and be yourselves.”
He turned to me with a spark in his eyes. “Do you really mean that?”
“How many times have you heard me say something I didn’t mean?” I smirked. 
“Oh, this is going to be so much fun tonight.” I doubted that. But I was the outsider, the weird one here. Not them. It would be selfish of me to be a spoilsport at this party. We walked back to the living room. The avid tweeters were all engrossed in their phones, posting their memes. 
“Please give all these phones to me. Yes, yours as well, Mother. I promise you will get them all back at the end of the evening. We are going to do something old-fashioned today; we are going to talk. Isn’t that nice?” 
“That would indeed be an improvement, Sandor,” I said. “Sylvia, why don’t you give a quick recap of what happened since we left London?”
“We started getting the things we need in England into a container that will be shipped overseas.” Sylvia started. I interrupted.

“No, begin a bit before that. What was the discussion we had on the train about your hair?”
“Well, Mistress Zuzanna told me I had no choice but to let my hair grow.” 
Again, I interrupted, looking Jutta straight in her eyes. “I know this is against your wishes. But she is not yours any longer. She is mine, and I will do with her as I see fit. I don’t like that bald head of hers, so I ordered to stop shaving her head. Can I assume that you’re fine with this?” I asked, perhaps a bit too challenging? 
Jutta lowered her eyes. “Yes. Mistress Zuzanna. I have no say over Girl any longer. If you want her hair to grow, that is your prerogative.”
“Thank you, Jutta. I know this is a hard time for all of us to adjust. But we have to establish new rules of conduct. First, I am not Mistress Zuzanna, but just Zuzanna or Zuz. Sylvia stubbornly keeps calling me Mistress even though I have asked her not to a thousand times. I am afraid I will have to get used to it, but that does not apply to you. Just call me by my name, please. I would appreciate it if you would call Sylvia by her name as well, instead of Girl. Perhaps in the future she shall have another nickname, but for now I would prefer if you just call her name. Sylvia, why don’t you continue?”
“It was a tough decision to make to go to the UK. Not only did Mistress and Mr Watson not get along at first, but also we committed ourselves to two years away from the Netherlands. Away from you, away from everything that is familiar. Away from Koen. Not being able to go to the cemetery… Zuzanna has supported me very well in this. It may be an even bigger gamble for her than for me, but she has given me the confidence that we have made the right decision.”
“We will miss you, gi… I mean Sylvia,” Ilse said.
“For what’s worth, I think you have made the right decision. The boy needs a second chance,” Sandor said.
I didn’t know him well enough to know if self-interest was a dominant factor in his remarks. With his mother far away, he could give all his attention, support, and love to Ilse and Jutta. His mother would be occupied and tied away from doing serious harm to herself. 
“Do you mind if we take the birthday girl out for a stroll? It’s such a lovely evening.”
“Take the umbrella at the door,” Sandor said drily and nodded his permission to Jutta. “Put on something warm, he added.
Sylvia put her right arm, the chained one, in mine and her left in Jutta’s arm. 
Neither of the women on my left said a word. I was not sure what the reason was; 
Both women could chat like two espresso machines at full steam—loud, fast, and somehow making everyone around them nervous and caffeinated. But not today. My umbrella was annoying only because of the sound of the raindrops.
The soft rain stopped. The downpour began. “Oh, what a glorious day we’re having—nothing like a steady downpour to really lift the spirits. I just love how the rain soaks through every layer before you even reach the corner. Honestly, who needs sunshine when you’ve got this much damp enthusiasm in the air?” I said in my most cheerful tone. 
After a minute I said loud enough to drown out the sound of the rain: “Two women sit in silence for so long, the waiter checks if they're okay. One finally whispers, ‘We ran out of things to say in 2003. We’re just on a verbal detox now.’ The other nods. ‘Words have gluten.” A chuckle from the left. “Two women sit silently on a park bench for over an hour. One finally says, ‘I hope you’re not mad at me.’ The other replied, ‘No, I thought you were mad at me.’ They go back to silently forgiving each other.” 
Sylvia poked me with her elbow. “Enough with the lame jokes already!”
I shrugged. “Who is going to make the opening bid, then?”
Sylvia stepped out from under the umbrella away from me so the chain was nearly taut and joined her slave sister, who was already completely soaked. 
“How are you?” Sylvia asked Jutta.
“It’s good. I miss Koen, of course. Fortunately, Sandor is a very demanding Master, the most demanding I have ever had. He keeps me so busy I hardly have time to think or mourn. He’s not Koen, of course. There is not a Daddy Dom-bone in him. So he treats me as he treats Ilse. Sometimes he’s even rougher with me. But that’s good. That is exactly what I need right now. Your son is an excellent reader of my wants and needs. Ilse says he’s even better than Martin at that. It’s a rare thing in a man. I am so lucky I had a Master who knew what I needed when he gave me to Sandor. And you? Are you hoping for a new Damien?”
“No. The Damien days are far behind me,” Sylvia said.
“Perhaps”, Jutta said. 
I zoned out of their conversation. I hadn’t considered the possibility of another Damien-boy. The topic of sex had not reached my grey cells yet. The name Damien suddenly activated countless shades of grey cells in my brain. In the last two editions of my dictionary, the word sex was nonexistent. I looked at the chain. Not for the first time, and probably not for the last. I cursed myself for being so naive and impulsive. I never acted on impulse. That was so NOT me. The women next to me were giggling like schoolgirls. Soaked to the soul, but with the grins of women who still remembered how to get into trouble and not care. 
At home, Ilse got us some towels. Sandor stripped Jutta of her wet clothes and towelled her long hair dry. Ilse threw me another towel, and her eyes told me to do the same for Sylvia. So I did. Jutta was completely nude now, and Sandor took his time to dry her thoroughly. I mimicked him silently. Ilse came back with two white, fluffy bathrobes.
“That’s very kind of you, but Sylvia cannot wear it. She cannot get into that right sleeve.” I said.
Ilse grinned and opened the sleeve of the bathrobe. Gently, she helped Syl to put it on and then clicked the open right sleeve tight, from the armpit, until her wrist.
“Magnets, sowed in, so you can hardly see them.” She explained. 
Sylvia gasped. “Why didn’t we think of that?”
“Slave Jutta has made it for you. It’s her gift to you.
“It is so much better, and more natural-looking than Velcro.” I said, full of admiration. 
“Have you seen that Sandor has marked me as his?” Asked Jutta to Sylvia, still in the nude. She turned around, and we looked at the round mark on her butt. In a circle of - who knows - of 3 centimetres was written ‘TREASURE OF SANDOR’ and beneath it a circle that vaguely looked like a lifebuoy. On that lifebuoy was prominent, with the number 1 visible.
Sandor only had to look at Ilse, and she turned around and lifted her dress. The tattoo was identical, but Ilse was showing the number 2 in the middle of the circle.
“It’s Henna, so it will disappear, but if we like it, Master has promised us to have it properly done in ink.” Ilse said, still bending over so we could have a good look at her ass and her pussy as well. 
“What’s behind the numbers?” I asked Sandor. Naive as ever.
“Ilse?” Sandor instructed her to answer.
“Sandor wanted to make clear to slave Jutta that he considers her his first slut, and me, his wife, as his second. It’s also a statement of the hierarchy within our household, and implies that my voice will be heard after the Master has listened to his number one.” Ilse said.
I would never understand these people. “And how do you feel about that? If that had happened to me when I was just married, my husband would be out of my house living with his mother-in-law!” 
“I understand, Zuzanna, I do. But our marriage is unique in unconventional ways. I’m not like normal people. I love him for making my mother feel at home in his house, in his marriage. He is my lord. I do whatever he tells me to do, am I have never been so happy doing that.” Ilse went to Sandor and kissed his feet. Not one long kiss, but tiny pecs on both of his feet. Sandor caressed her hair. 
“Shall we return to the living room again? This is, after all, a birthday party.” Sandor suggested. 
Time flew after that. Living there, and our holiday visit plans, were topics of our conversation, which flowed smoothly now. We exchanged sewing tips. 
“Ilse and I have a little gift for your new home as well. Think of it as a reminder of home.” Sandor said and gave me a box the size of a flat plate. I opened it and saw a Delft blue plate to hang on the wall. In white letters on a blue background was written in elegant letters:
‘If it ain’t Dutch, it ain’t much.’

