
“Are you sure you want to follow through with this all the way, Ugly Girl?” Ciaran asked me? We were on the train from Edinburgh to London. We would take the Eurostar in London. The same way we got here. Different company, different direction, different mindset. 
I giggled and opened my coat. All I was wearing was a transparent blouse, in which the pale globes of my breasts were clearly visible. “Isn’t this enough proof, Master?”
“Keep your coat open for a while, you know how I like to look at them.”
“Yes, Master.” Clearly visible above my black blouse was a red velvet collar with ‘Ugly’ embroidered on the left side of the D-ring and ‘Girl’ on the right. I also noticed people looking at me as they passed by on the train, but that didn't bother me at all. To be honest, I surprised myself. I'd thought I might sink to the train tracks in shame, but instead, perhaps I felt pride? I was proud that I was helping my Master take on the challenge that lay ahead in the Netherlands. 
“What’s it like not to be tied to Sylvia anymore, Zuz?”
“Ugly, not Zuz,” I corrected him without thinking. “On the one hand, it’s nice to go where you want to without taking others into account. Especially in the beginning, we often fell when Syl or I suddenly walked the other way. Luckily, we could both laugh about it. On the other hand, I miss her, of course. It is the ultimate form of lack of privacy that exists. I sometimes think I don't feel as much shame now; for example, wearing my collar, is because of the time Syl and I spent together.” I giggled. “Once you've smelled each other's farts, most of the shame disappears.”
He smiled. He has such a pretty smile. 
“Ugly? Do you think I can pull this off?”
“No,” I said. “I think WE can pull this off though. Besides, we will not take your driver's license test or anything. If you stay a bit in the background, the world won't fall apart or anything. I assure you, everyone will be impressed. Just be yourself, use your normal voice, forget how you think you should act. Just do what comes naturally, and everything will be fine.”
“Do you have panties on?”
“What is the rule, Master?”
“The rule is no panties for the duration of this trip.”
I giggled again. Conversations like this belonged to Sylvia, or Ilse, not me! “Why don’t you check, Master Ciaran?”
He moved forward. We're sitting across from each other. The compartment is three-quarters full, but there's no one next to or across from us. He gives it a try. He lifts my long skirt, which falls to my ankles, and feels up my thighs. Up until he feels my bald pussy. His thumb goes down until he reaches the back of my buttplug.
“Not only an ugly girl, but a naughty girl as well, huh?”
“You put it there yourself, Master.”
“What size is it, ugly?”
“Size 2, Sir.”
“How many sizes do you have with you? Two more, Sir. Size 1 and 3.”
“Remind me of the rule this trip, ugly.”
“Every time I go to the bathroom I have to take it out and bring my other plugs with me, Sir. I have to wait before the bathroom door until you put one in.”
“In what?”
“In my ass, Sir.”
“What size do I reinsert in your bottom, ugly girl?”
“Whatever size you want, Master. That is up to you.”
“Good girl.”
Train rides are wonderful. Three hundred kilometres an hour, and you can sit back, relaxed in your comfy chair. Train rides that take 15 hours are a drag. I was at the end of my rope, and I was glad Ciaran was with me. He has energy for both of us. So when we arrived at Amsterdam Central Station, he carried me to a bench, without paying attention to the bystanders, and went looking for Sandor who would pick us up from the station. The first of the bunch I saw was Sylvia. She squealed like a schoolgirl and came running toward me, narrowly avoiding a man with a Labrador. She jumped into my arms. Fatigue forgotten. We did a little happy dance.
Over her shoulder, I saw Jutta and Ilse approaching. Kisses, tears, hugs. I think we were all happy to see each other again. Are you watching, Koen? This is what your legacy has brought us. You have reason to be pleased with yourself. However difficult it may be for all of us sometimes, we made it through. Not exactly how I imagined, but we all got through it well. Ilse was very proud of the faintest sign of a bit of a belly. All was going well as far as they could tell with the baby.  
“GIRL, what is that on your collar? You have a collar? Ciaran, what’s this nonsense about an ugly girl? Zuz is not an ugly girl! And that blouse. Zuzanna, talk to me. Look at me. Talk to me. Who are you and what have you done to Zuzanna?” Once Sylvia started rambling, the speed at which she spoke became almost impossible to follow. I kept my silence. Another rule I invented for Ciaran. I could not talk without his permission. Sylvia’s emotions got the better of her, and she lashed out at Ciaran. I had already primed him, should she decide to go ahead. 
Without a hint of mimicry, unlike so many times before, he answered her calmly, his voice a familiar and authentic sound. “Ugly Girl is the new name I gave her. I don’t think it’s your place to criticise the name a Master gives to his slave girl. And she is not answering you because she is not allowed to speak without my permission.” His voice sounded firm. I was proud of him and tried to convey that with my eyes. Our body language had improved a little, but he still had trouble reading me. I'm afraid my message didn't get through this time. 
Sylvia had last seen him a few months ago. Much had changed in the past few months. He had become calmer, and thanks to my constant affirmations, he had become more confident and authentic. She still remembered the 'old' Ciaran and started lashing out at him again. Ciaran looked at Sandor, but it was Jutta who called her to order.
“Sylvia, you are totally out of line. The rules that apply between Master Ciaran and Ugly Girl are none of our business.”
“But…” Syl objected.
“We will deal with this when we get home, slave. Now shut up.”
Probably to improve the atmosphere a bit, Sandor started a conversation with Ciaran about the renovations we had done in the house in Scotland. The gentlemen had a calm conversation as if nothing had happened.
Without a hint of mimicry, unlike so many times before, he answered her calmly, his voice a familiar and authentic sound.
The two-hour car ride, which followed a whole day of train travel, completely exhausted me. My eyes were closing frequently, and every bone in my body ached. I wished I were as young as the men in the front seat, joking together. I felt as old as I was. After we finally arrived, Sandor said with one look at me, “Your rooms upstairs are ready. You've had a tiring journey. We've prepared two rooms for you; we didn't know if...”
“Thank you, but one room is more than enough for us,” Ciaran laughed. Now he peered at me with an intense gaze, then suddenly, with surprising strength, he scooped me up. I buried my face in the warm, soft skin of his neck. 
“Lead the way, please.” He laid me down on the bed with a tenderness I wasn’t used to from him. I tried to keep my eyes open, but I couldn't for very long. I heard Ilse leave the room. He fumbled with the buttons on my blouse, but eventually got it off. Thankfully, he also removed the buttplug that was painful in my ass.
“You are the best Master a girl could wish for. I’m sorry, Master, I’m so tired.”
“Shh, ugly. Go to sleep. Everything will look better tomorrow.” He whispered. 
I slept for nearly a full day, waking only after almost 24 hours had passed. I woke up in an empty bed. Had Ciaran ultimately gone to bed in the other room? The creased fabric of the pillow beside mine, bearing the mark of his head, showed he had slept there. It was two o’clock in the afternoon on Sandor’s birthday. I felt an immense, almost unbearable pressure building within my bladder. I hurried down the hall, completely exposed, towards the bathroom. Ilse had her hands full with a pile of towels.
“Good afternoon, sleepyhead. Did you sleep well?” She asked.
I mumbled something back and disappeared into the bathroom. When I got out, the hallway was thankfully empty, and as quickly as I could, I showered and put on makeup. It was a habit I'd learned from Sylvia: putting on makeup as soon as I got out of the shower in the morning. I put on a tight-fitting top with a long turquoise skirt. The contour of my breasts, no longer those of a young girl, was clearly visible beneath the top. The display of my breasts complemented the words on my collar well. 
I sent a text to Ciaran's phone: “I am ready for my plug, Master. If it pleases you, could you insert it for me?” It was a feeling of pure luxury that we could use our phones. Within a minute, he was upstairs. With my skirt draped over my hips, I stood facing the door, with my ass facing him. I had three plugs in my hands, all nicely lubed. Thankfully, he took the smallest one and inserted it with no trouble. I kissed his hand with the humility and gratitude that I felt to the depths of my soul. I kept kissing his hand and thanking him until he withdrew his hand. 
“Come on, ugly girl, they're already waiting for us downstairs. You have permission to talk to whomever you like during the birthday party. At exactly nine o'clock tonight, you will stop talking and not say another word.”
“Understood, Master. Thank you.”
“You look pretty, ugly girl.” He smiled. I pressed myself so tightly against him he could feel my whole body against his. I was well on my way to becoming a love-struck teenager.
We walked down the stairs hand in hand to the living room. Ciaran had brought a bottle of whiskey from upstairs, beautifully gift-wrapped.
“Sandor, congratulations on your 30th birthday. I brought you a bottle from the Blair Athol distillery from our hometown, Pitlochry. This has been sitting in its bottle, maturing since your tenth birthday. We believed it was the perfect present to commemorate this significant occasion.” 
Sandor’s pleasure with his gift was visible. He thanked Ciaran profusely. I wasn’t surprised that Sandor didn’t thank me, but I still found it unabatedly strange. With all the chairs arranged in a circle, I congratulated everyone on Sandor's birthday, as we're accustomed to in our country. Ciaran followed suit, somewhat hesitantly. To my utter amazement, Peter and Natascha, along with their son Alexander, were sitting in the circle with them. They politely congratulated me back, as if nothing had happened. Miracles happen. There were a few people I didn't know, and they introduced themselves as Sandor's friends. They looked at my collar and my tits, in that order, but kept their opinions to themselves. Ciaran sat down with the men. Sandor had saved a place for him over on the right. I sat down next to Sylvia.
“Really, Natas and Peter? Tell me!” I whispered. 
“A year ago, doctors diagnosed Alexander with a metabolic disease, and he was very ill. Apparently, it was a close call, or he wouldn't have made it. There's nothing like a near-death experience to gain new insights,” she said flippantly.
“Do you see your grandson regularly now?”
“Yes, they've been there a few times already, and last week I went to see them in Laren with my mistress. It was really nice.”
“I’m so glad for you.” I looked around. "It's been quite modernised here." That was an understatement. The room was unrecognisable. All the old furniture had disappeared from the living room, and a gleaming modern look greeted me. Mostly empty, lots of negative space, I believe that's what they call it these days. I'd always thought that negative space reflected the emptiness in the owner’s mind of that space.
“Ilse was determined to infuse the house with her own unique style,” Sylvia said drily. “But more importantly, how are you?”

