
“You don't recognise me anymore,” I giggled. “I'm mostly trying to enjoy every day Ciaran and I have together. I'm not at the point where I'd want to compete to see who's the best submissive amongst this group, but I've finally shaken off the shame. You were right that all this dominant behaviour is deeply ingrained in his psyche. Just look at those male monkeys on that rock, beating their chests.” I pointed to the other corner of the room where Ciaran was loudly boasting about how he had caught an enormous fish in the stream behind our house, to the great hilarity of the others.
Sylvia looked at me intently. I felt more naked than I had just been upstairs with Ilse. She had always been good at reading me. “Ugly girl came from you. Your whole life I've been telling you that you're not ugly and that there's no one more beautiful inside and out than you, but somehow it never seems to sink in.”
“It’s a nom de guerre,” I admitted. 
“No, it’s more than that,” Ilse said, our psychology student. “It's a form of self-mockery that shows you're above those words, that they no longer affect you. The collar is a badge of honour. Instead of making you weaker, you show that you're above them. The collar does what a collar should do for a true submissive: it elevates you to something only you can reach, and everyone else can only guess at.”
I smiled at her. My only response was a soft kiss on her lips. Jutta looked at me wide-eyed. “You're absolutely radiant. If someone had told me Ugly would sit here at a birthday party beaming because of the collar around her neck... It's unbelievable. You truly belong to an undiscovered human species.”
All those exaggerated words did me good. Maybe I was actually beaming. If I just could just beam my rays to Ciaran, I'd be even happier. More people I didn't know came to visit. I ate pastries and drank coffee with the girls. At some point, I ended up in the chair next to Natas. She looked at my collar.
“I see you finally joined the sect as well,” she said. This is the Natasha I knew. Before I could give a suitably sharp reply, she continued, “Good for you. Alone is merely solitude. I’m glad you found someone. It’s that handsome curly boy, isn’t it?”
I couldn’t help blushing. “Yes, his name is Ciaran. He’s from Scotland.”
“If he’s a Highlander, that makes you a Sassenach, doesn’t it?” she said with a mischievous look.
“Yes, I live in a Netflix series.” I admitted. “How is Alex? I heard he’s been ill.”
A safe choice to change the subject. Like many parents who have endured a traumatic experience with their children, the entire story came out. The ignorance of a child unable to adequately express what's wrong, the uncertainty of the tests that will follow. The fear and ultimately the confirmation that something is seriously wrong with your child. The helplessness of the parent unable to do anything for their child. The technocracy of a hospital, primarily focused on the treatment, not the patient. The only way to cope with the intensity of those feelings was to talk about them incessantly. It didn't matter that I was probably the twentieth person or more she'd told this story to. With each new time, a tiny bit of her fear disappeared.
Cheese and wine replaced coffee and pastries. New people came in, some left. Suddenly, I saw an old acquaintance of Sylvia’s and mine. Kitty had been the secretary of the principal of the school where Sylvia and I had taught. What on earth was she doing here? She went around politely, greeting and wishing everyone a happy birthday. I won't say I didn't feel a twinge of anxiety when I saw Kitty. I think we'd worked together for over twenty years. Admittedly from a distance, but we'd always clicked somehow. Seeing me like this, after all this time... A living ad for saggy tits, and a collar that would confirm what she'd always thought to herself. 
Finally, she reached me. "Zuzanna, it's been a long time! Happy birthday to Sandor. We definitely need to catch up later; it feels like ages since we last spoke." 
Still the dapper secretary. A blue suit that flattered her. Kitty was someone who got a weekly haircut when I knew her from school. That didn't seem to have changed. Not a single hair out of place.
"UGLY," Ciaran shouted from across the room. "Come here." I looked down at the ground for a few seconds. I needed to recalibrate. This was almost verbatim what I'd told him to do. But now that all eyes were on me, reality hit me like a bombshell dropped on my house in wartime. If I wanted to show my Master the respect he deserved, I had to muster up all my pride and be damn quick about it, before everyone would see me as an insecure schoolgirl.
I straightened my back, walked calmly to him and said, loud enough to be heard, “You called for me, Master?” The pride I saw in his eyes was reward enough for me.
“Yes, Ugly Girl. Peter and I were talking about a camper. He's planning to buy one, and I'm interested too. What do you think? Would it be something for us?”
I don't know if he used this as an excuse to shout "ugly" across the room, or if he genuinely wanted to know my thoughts. It didn't really matter to me. Both his ownership over me and the fact that I could have a say in his future aspirations warmed my heart.
“My desire matches yours, Master; if you want it, so do I.” I added with a smile, “Maybe you should get your driver's license first.” 
Sandor roared with laughter. "Good for you, Ugly Girl, show us what you're made of. It's good to see you back on Dutch soil. We all missed you, Sylvia, especially."
“Thank you, Sir. It’s good to be back. An extensive living room makeover, by the way.” 
Sandor grinned. “Ilse's work. Happy wife, happy life, as they say.”
“By the looks of the room, he must be thrilled, Sir.” I turned to my Master.
“Master, if you could be excused for a moment, could you perhaps help me out?”
“What do you need help with, ugly girl?”
I should have expected that question. I didn’t, and that’s why I was blushing fiercely now, as I found myself momentarily at a loss for an appropriate response. Five male pairs of eyes looked at me. I felt my nipples harden, making treacherous small dents into my top. Was I so thirsty for male attention that this was enough to make me excited? 
“I was wondering if you have time to change my butt plug for a bigger one, Sir.” In a book, I'd said this with a determined voice, but this wasn't a book. My voice trembled like a shopping cart with one rebellious wheel. 
Laughter all around. “Good girl,” my master said as he caressed my cheek. “Let’s see if we can solve your problem.”
Luckily we went upstairs to our room to change the plug and not downstairs where everyone could see. 
“Which number should I prepare for you, Master?” I asked, holding numbers 2 and 3.
“Let's go for three.” He hesitated. “What would you do if I asked you to clean number 1 from your ass to your mouth, ugly?”
“I'd use my safe word, Master.”
He nodded. Not angry or anything. Retrieving information, nothing more. “In that case, clean it thoroughly with soap and water.” Three is wide and uncomfortable. It really takes strength to get that one in. Luckily, Master took his time. Even once he was inside, number 3 didn't feel comfortable. Master dropped my skirt and took me in his strong arms. I felt him; he was hard. He hugged me as if he wanted to crush me. 
“You’re so brave, ugly. You make it so easy to be your Master. When you lay down all the groundwork, my only job is simply to respond.
Instead of answering him, I broke away from his embrace and sank to the ground. I lowered his zipper gently and brought his half-hard dick out. I guided his hands into my hair and took him into my mouth. With my hands behind my back, I said to him, around his dick. “Pleath fuckth my faceth, Sir.”
He needed no translation and began far too carefully, far too gently, too tenderly. Too easily I could get my head back enough to say, “Fuck me hard, Master. I need to feel you. I need to remember that your gratification is the only thing that counts. Make me so hoarse I can barely talk, Sir.”
It was the only incentive he needed to ram his dick deep into my mouth until saliva flowed freely out of my mouth. The extra lubricant was needed when his thrusts went from 10 to a hundred within five seconds. His cry of relief surely reached the farmhouse at the end of the lane.
Gasping for breath, I thanked him. So much passion, so much longing. It was all so new to me. It was like watching myself in a Netflix reality show. I'd been looking at his face the moment he came. It wasn't beautiful anymore, but twisted with longing, with eyes that spouted fire. They wanted to burn me with their lust, and instead of turning to ashes, I rose again as a new Zuzanna. For the first time in my life, for the very first time, I fully understood what the tattoo on Sylvia's back meant. That giant of a phoenix I'd found so hideous until ten minutes ago. I don't think I should bring it up with my master, but it made my desire to bear his mark infinitely stronger. I kissed him as if my life depended on his oxygen, his saliva. Later I realised he must have tasted his own sperm in that kiss. Can you imagine how good my master is that he said nothing about that, and kissed me back with passion?
After we freshened up and I touched up my makeup, we had to go back downstairs.
"Make me proud, ugly girl. Straighten your back and squeeze your butt," Ciaran said. Everyone downstairs pretended nothing had happened, and I got caught up in a discussion between Jutta and Kitty about typical Dutch customs that were so different from Germany or Sweden. I could add my Scottish experiences to that. Jutta had to leave to attend to her household responsibilities.
Kitty looked at me and said, “You look different.”
“That's because I'm not the same anymore.”
“I heard,” she said drily. “One thing is certain: birthday celebrations in this house are never boring. That’s why I still attend every year.”
“I’m glad that you liked the entertainment this year. It’s each time a new challenge to think of something new.” We laughed. 
Then we caught up. She had divorced her husband four years ago. He had traded her in for a younger woman. Of course, I was deeply hurt that he was going behind my back with someone else. When that affair ended after less than a year, he wanted to get back together. But I wouldn't hear of it. Gone is gone. Dissolved. Done. But I have to admit, there are days — usually after I've been to a birthday party — when I wonder if I had given him more passionate sex, he would still be with me.
It resonated with me. The story of missed opportunities. Zuzanna's story. For anyone who doesn't understand why I adore my Master, this is where that willpower and perseverance comes from. I need to be furiously possessed, and the pain that comes with it will be merely collateral damage.

