
I quietly pulled away from the audience, who had now risen to their feet to get a good look. In a complete panic, I ran to the house, put on only my long coat, and grabbed my handbag. The keys to Sandor's car lay on the kitchen table. I couldn't think; I could only act. Getting into Sandor's car wasn't theft; it was my getaway car. And getaway cars need to be removed from the crime scene as quickly as possible. I couldn't go home. The only home I had was in Scotland. I remember nothing about the drive to Rotterdam. I have no idea where I left Sandor's car. All I knew was that I needed to get on the Eurostar to London as quickly as possible. For the first time in my life, I was lucky, and after just ten minutes, the train pulled into Rotterdam Central Station. Thank God I had tickets with an open date for the return trip because we didn't know exactly when we'd be leaving. 
It wasn't until I was on the half-empty train into Belgium that the tears came. Of course, he'd chosen Sylvia. Given the choice, men always chose Sylvia. I'd fooled myself for a while that Ciaran would choose me, but when he faced like-minded people, he obviously didn't choose the ugly duckling. How could I have fooled myself? How they would all laugh tonight as they celebrated their club's brilliant success. How stupid could I have been to think he actually cared about me? Men are quick to use the word "love" when it meant getting free sex. I had given him my all, but it wasn’t enough. I would have given my life for him. If I could have saved him by sacrificing my own, I would have done so. Without a second thought. But it wasn’t enough. It never is.
It’s always Sylvia, and the bad part is, I can’t even blame HER. She is who she is, and it was natural that men were attracted to her. In my mind, I kept seeing the horrifying images of Ciaran's mother voluntarily humiliating herself on that scene. I could clearly see the barbed wire digging deep into her flesh. Sylvia, please come up here on stage with me? Sylvia, please come up here on stage with me? 
 This time, I had to make the transfer from London to Edinburgh alone. Get used to it, ugly girl. From now on, you'll have to do everything yourself. During the long journey north, I closed my eyes. They ached from crying. Everything hurt. How on earth am I supposed to go on? That question repeated itself with every mile I travelled. Where was I going? To a house that had absorbed all my money, but which I did not own and never would. If that disgusting display by that woman, with Donald J. wrapped up like a sissy, had made anything clear, it was that I had nothing more to expect from him. My house gone. My dream house here gone. Ciaran gone. Sylvia gone. Alone in the world. Abandoned by everyone. I'd so often mentally blamed Ciaran for losing so much gambling. And what had I done? I'd bet much higher than he did, and I'd lost. I'd lost everything, including myself. Finally, sleep took hold of me, and I woke up just before we arrived. 
The car sat in the Edinburgh parking lot, the same spot where we had left it. On the drive home, it became increasingly clear to me I might have made a hasty decision. I could have made a deal with Ciaran that he would stay with me until he won the bet with his father, so I could at least have stayed in my little house. I was lucky not to be arrested for the theft of Sandor's car. As I panicked, I made a mess of it all. I drove home, but what was I still doing in that empty house? Ciaran was still comfortably at Sandor's, making plans for the future. I couldn't stay there. But I also did not know where to go. The only thing I could think of was packing all my things to ship them back to the Netherlands. Once back in my home country, I would apply for welfare and see if I could stand on my own two feet again.
Until today, the sight of my little house in the woods had always filled me with happiness. What had once been home was now nothing more than an unfinished memory. The first thing I saw when I walked in was Ciaran sitting on the couch. He looked awful. He hadn't shaved for days and apparently slept in his new suit.
"How did you get here? That's impossible. I took the first train here?" was all I could manage.
“Sandor arranged for me to get a lift from a military plane that was heading this way.” He said. He sounded different now. His voice was deeper, more mature. 
“Oh,” I said intelligently. 
“Strip and bend over that chair.” He sighed.
“Now, wait a minute…”
“Strip,” he shouted at the top of his lungs.
All I was wearing was the overcoat and the sheer dress I'd bought so long ago for the opening. Both were quickly removed. I hurried into the required position.
“Ugly girl, remind me of the three punishments that I made up for you.”
“A mild spanking for minor offences, a fierce spanking for regular things I did wrong, and a third for really serious things until your arm gets tired.”
“Tell me the spanking you think you deserve, ugly girl.” Ugly girl had lost its comforting sound; the words sounded harsh and cold now. 
“Beat me until you get tired, and then some more, Master. Don’t mind my screams. Spank me until you think I’ve been disciplined enough.” I wailed.
“I will, ugly one. Oh, you can be sure I will. Tell me your safeword.”
“Sylvia, Sir.” Her name hurt before the first blow landed.
He took the belt from his pants and folded it in half. “Count them and ask for another.” He said, and in the first blow I could feel his frustration. Pain I like I haven’t felt before, blossomed. I acknowledged the first five hard, unyielding blows and asked for the next one. 
After the first five came in quick succession, he suddenly said: “Tell me why you left.”
“I was jealous, Master. You preferred Sylvia. I understand, Master. Sylvia is so much prettier than I am. Ahhh. Six, Master, please can I have another one?”
“Not only ugly as hell, but even more stupid than that.” He sounded angrier than ever. “Don’t you understand, stupid bitch, I did that for YOU? I had no idea what that nutcase had in store for me. The only thing I could think of is that I didn’t want to hurt you, so I chose Sylvia instead.”

“SLAP, SLAP, SLAP” The blows followed one another in rapid succession.
“Seven, eight, nine,” I screamed now. Please, Master, please my have another?” My butt was now in a sea of pain. It would take me weeks to sit properly again. 
“The last one, ugly. I will not spare you. I’m going to hit you with all the anger I’m feeling now. Prepare.”
“No mercy, Sir. Hit me as hard as you can.” I have no idea where that came from. I was sure that if I had said my safeword, he would have stopped.
The last blow was far worse than all the blows before. The wide leather of the belt left a mark that surpassed before it. I cried in agony; I couldn’t help it. Jumping up and down didn’t help; neither did my tears. He let me cry it out patiently without trying to comfort me.
“In that corner, with your hands folded on your neck. I want you to stand there so you can think about what you have done.” 
Sent to the naughty corner like a little child. I think it took me ten minutes to calm the sobs and cries down. I felt empty. My thoughts had ground to a halt. A severe headache took its place. I heard him go to the kitchen. I felt so terribly miserable. As soon as he was done with me, I could leave. I deserved the excruciating pain in my backside, but now I was sick from the exhaustion, the pain, the emotions. I wanted to throw up, but I managed to hold it back just in time.
“Sit down on the floor. On your knees. Now.” His orders sounded like cannon fire. “How long has it been since you ate?” he asked, his voice still as hard as glass.
“Long time,” was all I could say. 
He came back with a buttered rusk, topped with cheese. “Eat.”
I ate slowly and obediently in small bites. Fortunately, everything stayed down. My buttocks rested on my heels. That hurt like hell. No mercy, indeed. 
“Ugly Girl, I was terribly worried about you when you vanished. We all were, I think. I'm going to call Sandor first thing in the morning as soon as I get through. I've also been thinking about us. You and me. I want to make you a proposal. And I want you not to answer right away, but to think it over carefully before deciding.”
He took a deep breath and continued, “I will give you a choice. You can walk out of here and never come back. In that case, I will quit working at the garage and join the army. That way, you can still get all the money that was promised to you. Donald J. Will honour his commitment to you.”
“But you hated the army!” I couldn't help saying.
“The truth is, I'll probably join the army anyway. Sandor told me how much the military needs technicians who can maintain and repair not only vehicles but also tanks and such. But that’s not what I wanted to say, so be quiet.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“The second option is harsh. I will cease calling you by your name. In public and in private, you will be my ugly girl for all time. You will stay with me until the day you die. I will never release you, and you will be my slave even if you are ninety years old. You will no longer have the safety of a password. You will do everything what I want, when I want, and how I want. Even if I marry, you will belong to me. Not to my future wife, but as my property. To do with you whatever I feel like. All your possessions, your clothes, your passport, your money, will be mine. I will be responsible for everything you might want or need. This is your choice, ugly girl. Either you walk away from me, or you will be entirely mine, mind, body and soul.”

