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The year was 1991, and Mom and I were driving to Paradise Hills to celebrate my cousin Shannon’s eighteenth birthday party.

Shannon had never liked me. In fact, she hated me. 

She was always poking fun at my weight, clothes, how I talked, walked. There was always something wrong with me that Shannon could find fault with.

Her mom (my aunt Martha) had married into generational wealth which had skyrocketed in recent years thanks to President Reagan’s financial deregulations and tax cuts. When my uncle passed away a couple of years ago, she inherited it all.

It meant that Shannon was rich (disgustingly rich). She afforded the latest fashions, drove expensive cars, took multiple vacations a year, and attended the most elite all-girls school in the state, the prestigious Paradise Institute for Exceptional Young Women.

Meanwhile, I still took the bus to my crappy public school, despite being eighteen and in my senior year.

Aunt Martha had never worked a day in her life. She met my uncle in college and married him soon after graduation. She lived a life of ease and luxury, enjoying the service of a 24-hour in-house maid, allowing her to focus solely on beautifying herself with the best cosmetics, nutrition, surgery, and exercise her vast fortune could buy.

It wasn’t fair. Mom struggled every day to afford what little we had. Dad had abandoned us when I was still a girl, and Mom worked as many odd jobs as she could find to keep us afloat.

For sure, the stress over bills and groceries had taken a toll on her looks. She was a gaunt woman with lank hair and permanent dark circles under her tired eyes.

It was hard to believe Martha was her sister. She was so classically beautiful with high cheekbones, perfect posture, and a firm, proud bosom. Unfortunately for Mom, Martha had stolen all the best genes from my grandparents for herself, leaving Mom with the leftovers Martha didn’t take for herself. 

Mom had a massive inferiority complex in regard to her sister. She always tried extra hard for us to look presentable in front of her, often spending way more than we could afford on new clothes. It was kind of sad.

Today was no different. Mom had me wear a dress with a stupid spinny skirt and a bow on the back. It made me feel like a little kid going to her first dance. I wore a cardigan to cover my arms in an effort to hide them from Shannon’s inevitable jabs about my weight.

My default aesthetic was grunge. I loved Nirvana, Pearl Jam, and Alice in Chains. I had band t-shirts, flannel shirts, and torn jeans. I felt comfortable like that. It was kind of cool, plus it hid my body. But Mom freaked when she saw me dressed like that for Shannon’s party. She was always hyper tense before meeting Martha and the last thing either of us needed was an argument.

“Mansion Martha,” as Mom called it, was a grand colonial fenced property situated on 88 acres, with a long winding driveway, a circular motor court around a stone fountain, and lush, manicured lawns. There was a four-car detached garage, a front portico supported by Corinthian columns, and a large rear patio overlooking the grounds and gazebo. It held an aura of elegance and power.

The party had been in flow for a couple of hours already and the driveway was full of expensive cars all belonging to Shannon’s rich friends.

The embarrassment on Mom’s face was obvious as she parked her run-down Buick Estate Wagon with torn seating and a broken radio between a brand new Chrysler TC Maserati and a BMW E30 M3.

“I sure hope nobody sees this is our car,” she muttered, looking around anxiously to make sure we were alone.

She was always like this. It made me feel bad for her. Yes, Martha was rich, but it wasn’t as if she’d done anything to earn it. It was all inherited from her husband. Mom worked hard to provide for me. She was a good person. She always tried her best. That counted far more in my eyes than whatever snooty school she could or couldn’t afford to send me to.

Sure, Shannon obviously had an advantage over me in terms of her education, connections, and good looks, but that wasn’t going to stop me making a success of myself.

I was going to be a novelist. I loved King and Koontz. It was my dream to be a bestseller. I specialized in horror and gothic. I hoped to have a short story published in a magazine soon.

I channeled all our hardships and struggles to aid my creative flow. One day, Mom would realize that everything she’d been through was worth it. I fantasized about her proudly declaring to Aunt Martha how I was top of the New York Times bestseller list. Finally, she would have something to brag to her about for once.

No matter Shannon’s privileges, she could never write a novel anyone cared to read. Art was created through suffering. What could Shannon possibly write about? The time her maid brought her the wrong kind of juice?

Mom took the key out of the ignition and turned to me with a serious expression. “Julia, listen to me. I know Shannon can be difficult-”

I had to smile. That was the understatement of the century.

“But please don’t make a scene tonight.”

I furrowed my brow. “What do you mean?”

She swallowed a lump. “It’s just one night. Be nice and respectful and we’ll get through this. Please don’t rock the boat.”

“Um, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve no intention of rocking anything. I don’t even want to be here.”

She placed her hand on my leg and gripped it firmly. “Promise me!”

I was taken aback. The pleading in my mom’s eyes was frightening. “Sure, I promise. I’ll be good.”

Her face lightened with relief. She smiled and gave me a kiss.

“Mom? What’s going on?”

She shook her head. “Nothing to worry about. I’m just going through some things and I think your aunt might be able to help.”

I didn’t like the sound of that. “Mom? Are we in trouble?”

“No,” she answered too quickly and brightly for my liking, “everything’s fine.”

If she was asking her sister for money, then everything was definitely not fine. She’d always hated the idea of being in debt to her. She would much rather have gone without than suffer that indignity.

The hopeful sadness in her smile broke my heart. I smiled back. “Okay, Mom. Don’t worry about me. I won’t do anything to upset Shannon.”

“Thank you,” she said, “that’s all I’m asking.”
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AN ENTIRE CARNIVAL was erected on the mansion’s grounds. There were hundreds of red and white striped tents that held all manner of fairground attractions and games such as bust-a-balloon, skee ball, and whack-a-mole. There was a large Ferris wheel, bumper cars, a carousel, and a pendulum. Magicians, fire eaters, and acrobats were performing tricks. There were plenty of vendors providing corn dogs, popcorn, cotton candy, and slushies.

Hundreds of teens wandered around, laughing, joking, and screaming together. I followed Mom in a daze through the crowds. How did Shannon even know this many people, nevermind know them well enough to invite them to her party? I figured that was just what happened when you were pretty and rich. There was no shortage of people waiting to brown-nose you.

We walked through a haze of candy and perfume to a stage that housed the DJ booth and a baby pink throne that looked like it belonged in a Madonna music video. Balloons were tied to the arms, proudly showing the number 18. Gifts were piled up, wrapped in deluxe, glossy paper, and tied with bows. There were too many to count.

Mom held Shannon’s birthday card in her hand. She had learned a long time ago that there was no point trying to buy Shannon a gift. Anything Shannon actually wanted, we could never afford. It was easier to give her money.

I can’t say it didn’t bother me, though, when she gave Shannon the same fifty dollars she gave me. It was almost as if she was placing her relationship with her niece on the same level as her daughter. But I understood rationally that it was less for Shannon’s benefit than it was for Martha. Mom couldn’t have coped with seeing the expression on Martha’s face if she had given anything less than that.

Not that Martha had any problems in writing me a check for ten dollars every birthday (when she actually remembered).

I complained once that as rich as Martha was, she only ever gave me ten dollars. My mom was appalled at how ungrateful I was being. Somehow, the irony was lost on her that as poor as she was, she managed to find fifty dollars for Shannon.

Whatever. Once I was a professional novelist, all these humiliations would be put to positive use.

Keep dreaming, freak.

I ignored the devil on my shoulder, always whispering negativity in my ear, always ready to remind me how worthless I was. I couldn’t allow it to affect me. Not today. I had to be strong or I’d never make it.

Martha soon appeared wearing a black and white mini-patchwork open blazer with black and gold buttons and shoulder pads over a black, tight-fit body suit with a low crop top, gold trim, a wide Chanel buckle belt, and a chunky gold statement necklace. The heels of her leather crush boots elevated her stature above my mom who noticeably shrank in her sister’s presence.

Martha gave us a formal smile and leaned in to kiss my mom on each of her cheeks making loud “mwah mwah” noises. Mom blushed and went to kiss her back but Martha had already moved away leaving my mom foolishly kissing air.

“So glad you could make it,” she said, then turned her attention to me. “My my, Julia. Haven’t you grown since the last time I saw you.”

I likewise blushed. Martha knew full well I wasn’t taller. I’d stopped gaining height at sixteen. I knew she was talking about my weight. Martha leaned in to give me an awkward hug and a single pat on the back. She smelled decadent. Rosewood, carnation, and sandalwood.

“Nice to see you, Aunt Martha,” I said, maintaining the formal interaction. I always felt like my existence somehow annoyed her.

She quickly turned back to Mom. “So,” she said, opening her arms to show off the carnival. “What do you think?”

Mom’s smile was the same defeated, dead one she reserved for all her interactions with Martha. “Really amazing. I think this is even more impressive than last year.”

“Of course, silly. This is Shannon’s eighteenth. She’s an adult woman now. I want her to remember this night for the rest of her life.”

“I’m sure she will. This is wonderful.”

Martha dismissed the compliment with a flick of her wrist. “We’re just getting started. We have a grand fireworks display planned that would make Gatsby himself green with envy.”

I was actually shocked Aunt Martha even knew who Gatsby was. It’s not like I’d ever seen her read a book. 

“I can’t wait,” said Mom, overly eager. 

Martha smirked.

“So, um, where is the birthday girl?”

“Oh, she’s with her friends somewhere. Julia, be a dear and go and find her will you.” She checked the time on her giant gold Rolex. “She should probably open her presents soon.”

Mom nodded at me to hurry. 

I lied to myself, pretending that I might have at least eye-rolled in rebellion if not for the promise I made in the car. But the truth was, I was always going to do what Aunt Martha wanted. I’d inherited Mom’s inferiority complex as my own.

It was a struggle to maneuver through the crowd. Those girls seemed entitled to take up as much space as they liked, walking with their friends in large groups and expecting me to step aside without even a glance of recognition. It was no big deal. I was used to it. It wasn’t as if the girls at my school treated me any better.

I spotted Shannon with some of her friends firing pellet guns at moving targets in a shooting gallery. They all cheered as Shannon pinged one off a bullseye, sparking a burst of confetti. The balding stall owner applauded her enthusiastically.

She looked as pretty as she always did. She had a petite and feminine frame and held herself with the same confident poise as her mother. Her smile was impossibly adorable and lit up any room she entered. Her skin glowed with the memory of her latest Caribbean vacation. She wore a V-neck cardigan over an open-collared white blouse that showed an elegant amount of cleavage. She had a pleated mini-skirt, knee-high socks, and black, Mary Jane pumps.

“Hey, Shannon,” I said as friendly as I could. “Great party.”

Shannon glanced back at me with disgust. Her friends all turned and quickly burst into fits of laughter. They looked just as preppy as she did.

“What is that?” said one of them.

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Urf. She’s my gross cousin.”

“Ew, why does she look like that?”

“She’s like poor or something. I don’t know. I try not to think about her.”

“I can’t believe you’re related.”

I stood awkwardly as they all took turns mocking my appearance. They were like vipers, pouncing on my weaknesses. My cheeks turned crimson. This was pretty typical of all my interactions with Shannon.

Her friends continued. “Why is she even here?”

Shannon sighed. “My mom made me invite her. I think she feels sorry for her or something. Nobody likes her. She doesn’t even have any friends.”

They all had a good laugh about this.

Shannon smirked and pointed the pellet gun at me. “Your poor ass mom had better gotten me something better than fifty worthless dollars.”

I blushed. Fifty dollars was huge to me. I also knew what a sacrifice it was for my mom to do that for her every birthday and Christmas. Not that there was any point trying to argue with her about it. “I, uh, don’t really know. Your mom is looking for you, though.”

“Humph. Probably time to open my presents. Do you want to see me open all my presents, loser?”

I shrugged. I didn’t understand why my cousin was so mean to me all the time but it had always been the same. I really didn’t like confrontation. I’d discovered from an early age that speaking up only made her bullying worse.

Shannon pulled the trigger of her gun and shot a pellet at my cheek.

I flinched and reached up to caress down the sting.

She smirked as her friends all laughed. “I asked you a question, nerd,” she said, firing again, this time barely missing my eye.

The stall holder reached to grab the gun. “Hey,” he said, “stop that! Those aren’t toys.”

Shannon snatched it away, turning to him angrily. “Don’t you dare try and touch me! My mom is paying for all this. Including you. That makes me your boss. If you dare try and stop me having fun on my birthday again, I’ll have you fired.”

The man reddened and looked down ashamed. “Sorry, Miss.”

Shannon smirked triumphantly and fired a pellet at him which ricocheted off his forehead, drawing blood.

I was embarrassed for myself and him. I was grateful he had tried to stand up for me, but I was sure he was wishing he had just kept his mouth shut after being so easily put in his place by a teenager. Aunt Martha must have been paying him a lot of money for him to put up with this abuse.

“Alright,” said Shannon, throwing down the gun. “I’m bored of this now. I’m ready for my presents.”

She led her gang to the stage and I followed a safe distance away, staring at the back of their legs, admiring how beautiful they were. My eyes were especially drawn to Shannon’s smooth and tanned thighs. I imagined her moisturizing and exfoliating them to bring out that shine. My eyes wandered down her knee-high socks to the back of her Mary Jane pumps. She looked so adorable. For a brief second, I imagined what it might be like to have her stomping on my stomach, wiping her dirty soles on my dress.

That’s right, whispered the devil on my shoulder, you belong under her feet.

There was sick churning in my stomach and a tingling excitement in my pussy. Wasn’t that some kind of weird incest? I tried to think of something else. I looked at the different stalls and smelled the fresh donuts, but my eyes quickly wandered back to Shannon’s feet. The taboo was especially alluring. 

They’re right about everything you know, you are gross. What do you think they’d say if they knew you were getting aroused right now?

“Shut up,” I whispered.

They hate you. Everybody hates you. You’re so fat and ugly. I bet you’ll go home tonight and play with yourself thinking about Shannon. What kind of sick fuck does that?

I tried not to listen but the devil continued.

The girls at school are right when they call you a skank and a dyke. Remember that time before gym when you stayed behind in the locker room to sniff inside their shoes? What would Shannon say if she knew that? You should tell her.

“No.”

Tell her!

“No!”

Shannon and her friends stopped and turned to me at my sudden outburst. Their pretty faces were contorted in disgust. I blushed and tried to smile it off as no big deal.

“Ew,” said one of her friends, “is she like retarded or something?”

“Sorry,” I said, “I thought I’d forgotten something, but I guess it’s cool. No big.”

Shannon exchanged a look with her friend and shook her head as if to ask how anybody could be that much of a freak and then continued over to the stage.

If only she knew.

I breathed relief. As embarrassing as that was, it could have been so much worse. The last thing I needed was for Shannon to discover I talked to an invisible devil on my shoulder.

A crowd had gathered by the base of the stage. I saw my mom at the front in conversation with Aunt Martha. Or, more accurately, Mom was talking and Aunt Martha was disinterestedly inspecting her manicure. She interrupted my mom when she saw Shannon moving through the crowd like Moses parting the sea.

“Are you ready, Princess?” she asked.

Mom looked hurt, but soon her dead smile quickly returned to her face.

“I guess so,” said Shannon, joining her mom and giving her a hug.

“Happy birthday, Shannon,” said Mom.

Shannon did not even look at her. “Guess what?” she said to Martha, “Julia volunteered to hand me all my presents to open. Isn’t that, like, so sweet of her?”

Shannon’s friends all snickered at me. I glanced nervously at my mom who gave me a nod and an encouraging smile. My mouth went dry. There was no way I could refuse. I’d made a promise.

“Wonderful,” exclaimed Martha. “That will be such a huge help. Thank you, Julia.”

She clicked her fingers in the direction of the DJ booth and an announcement interrupted the music to direct everyone to the stage.

Shannon sauntered up the steps and I followed, feeling sweaty under the spotlight. I hated being the center of attention. I could see girls in the crowd pointing and laughing at me, whispering to each other as if to ask who the freak following Shannon was.

The DJ led everybody in a round of applause for the birthday girl. Shannon waved to them with a big smile on her face. She sat on her baby pink throne and crossed her legs, bobbing her foot. The back-and-forth motion was almost hypnotic.

She turned to me and spoke quietly enough for only me to hear. “Start with the biggest one.”

The order sent my pussy tingling. I nodded and pushed the largest of her presents over the stage to her throne.

Shannon paid no attention to who the gift was from, tearing at the glossy paper greedily to reveal a state-of-the-art Sony LBT-905 Hi-Fi System.

I was immediately jealous. I had to make do with a crappy cassette player. How awesome would the brooding lyrics of Kurt Cobain sound on that?

Shannon was unimpressed. “Okay, next.”

I felt bad for whoever had bought her that. It wasn’t cheap. I guessed Shannon didn’t care much for music. I figured she listened to what was popular, not because she liked it, but because it was popular. Appearances mattered to her more than anything.

I handed her the next gift and the same routine played out. She ignored the label and ripped it open to reveal a brand new Super Nintendo gaming system.

She scoffed and dropped it by her side. “Ew. What am I? Twelve?”

It continued. I would pass her a gift and she would greet it with the same indifference or outright annoyance. I felt like a complete idiot rushing back and forth from the diminishing pile of presents back to her throne like I was her personal servant.

Plenty for you to masturbate to later, freak.

There was a Sony video Walkman she declared as “nerd stuff.” Various VHS tapes and CDs she couldn’t have cared less about and even some books she really couldn’t have cared less about.

It broke my heart a bit to see her toss away Stephen King’s new novel “Needful Things,” the first he’d written since his accident. I’d been looking forward to reading that one for months and Shannon had discarded it without a second glance.

I couldn’t believe how ungrateful she was, but it was even harder to believe how everyone was just enabling this behavior without any hint of reprimand.

There were some gifts she liked. There was a bottle of Cašmir (Eau de Parfum) which she excitedly declared was the perfume of the year before spraying it on her wrists and smelling it. There was some jewelry she appeared pleased by, and a diamond quilted Chanel Shoulder bag and matching purse that received her approval.

After opening more gifts than I could count, she got around to the cards. I gathered a handful and passed them to her. She ripped open the envelopes and opened the cards without reading to grab the money inside.

My eyes were wide as I saw how many hundred dollar bills she was accumulating. She was amassing a small fortune. More money than my mom made in a month. It wasn’t fair. Shannon was already rich. Why did she need any of that?

The worst was when I saw her open our card and saw a hundred-dollar bill slip out. It was double what Mom had given me for my eighteenth. I’d been so grateful for that fifty, knowing what a sacrifice it was for her to afford that. For Shannon, it was nothing. Just another hundred dollars she was entitled to just because she was Shannon.

But she’s so pretty and you’re so ugly. Who deserves that money more?

Once she’d opened the last card, the DJ led the crowd in the ‘Happy Birthday’ song as balloons and confetti dropped and fireworks erupted electric pink and violet in the sky. It was the largest display I’d seen, like something you’d expect to see in Times Square when the New Year's ball dropped. There were cheers from the excited audience.

Martha walked up on stage, applauding along with the rest of them. She moved past me as if I wasn’t even there with no word of thanks for scurrying around handing her daughter presents.

I flushed with annoyance as I saw everything Shannon had received in a pile surrounded by torn paper and empty boxes. Shannon was counting her money with a smirk on her face. How was Aunt Martha not embarrassed to give me ten dollars? She must have known how insulting it was when her own daughter got ten times that amount from us. Did she get off on treating us this way?

Don’t you?

My pussy tingled, much to my shame.

Martha hushed the crowd and then turned to her daughter, smiling. “There is one more special surprise for the birthday girl.”

Shannon’s smirk became a grin.

Martha reached into the pocket of her blazer and produced a set of car keys on a Bentley key chain. She dangled them playfully.

Shannon rose from her throne and gave her mom a huge hug. There was more enthusiastic applause from her guests.

“Really?” she asked, “it’s the one I wanted?”

Martha smiled indulgently. “Sure is, princess.” She motioned with her arms and a floodlight immediately switched on to illuminate an area of grass slightly away from the carnival where a dark gold Bentley Continental R with a SHANNON3  personalized license plate was parked.

Shannon gasped and excitedly bounded off the stage across the lawn to inspect her new vehicle.

The crowd followed in procession as if she were a holy prophet.

I was happy the attention had moved away from the stage. I looked for my mom and saw her being swept along with everyone else. She waved at me to follow.

The last thing I wanted was to coo over Shannon’s new car, but I felt like an idiot standing alone on stage so I decided to plod over and join the others.

Shannon was already sitting on the plush leather driver's seat, gripping her hands around the sculpted, dual-tone leather steering wheel.

Martha was explaining the features with a satisfied smirk on her face. “It has a Rolls-Royce V8 engine that can go from zero to sixty in less than three seconds and has a top speed of a hundred and fifty miles per hour.”

Shannon grinned and revved the monstrous engine.

My mom maneuvered through the bodies to place herself next to her sister. “Wow, Martha,” she said cheerily, “what an amazing gift, congratulations.”

I blushed, unsure what my mom was congratulating Martha for. Having inherited an obscene amount of money from her dead husband to afford to buy her eighteen-year-old daughter a dream car?

Martha ignored her. “Step out of the car, princess. There’s a professional photographer here to take some pictures.”

Shannon stepped out and posed next to her new car as the photographer snapped pictures. She was joined first by her mother and then her friends. They had a great time sprawling over the bodywork like they were auditioning for an MTV video. Shannon even flaunted her wad of fat cash for the camera, pouting her lips and fanning herself as her friends all laughed along with her bratty antics. The hundred-dollar bill my mom had sacrificed so much for was nothing but a prop to her.

Mom, meanwhile, slunk away into the background, writhing her hands nervously with that awful dead smile on her face.

*
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THE PARTY EXTENDED beyond the carnival and into the mansion where Shannon and her besties were treated to a triple bill of her favorite movies via a projector and surround sound speakers to create a cinematic experience.

They all sat on comfy beanbags, munching on buttery popcorn and slurping their slushies as they laughed along to ‘Breakfast Club,’ ‘Pretty in Pink,’ and ‘St Elmo’s Fire,’ even voicing the lines of the actors.

I stood awkwardly at the back. Not only did I hate those dumb comedies but I always felt deeply uncomfortable inside Martha’s mansion.

The custom hardwood floors, coffered ceilings, extensive millwork, and Egyptian-inspired murals, rugs, and statuettes made me uneasy, like my presence was making the place look untidy.

It didn’t help that Mom was so on edge. She moused around the place as if afraid she might accidentally damage something. Granted, she could never afford to replace anything she broke, but I didn’t understand why she was suddenly so worried about being a clutz.

I’d hoped we’d leave as soon as the carnival was over. Shannon clearly didn’t want us there. Occasionally, she would glance around to see if I was still there and pull a face when she saw me. I glanced away, pretending not to notice.

I saw Mom deep in conversation with Aunt Martha. She was using hushed tones so as to not interrupt the movie, clasping her hands together as if begging. Even her eyes appeared glassy as if she was ready to break down in tears.

Martha seemed annoyed. Her hands were on her hips, and she towered over my mom in her high heels. The power imbalance between the sisters could not have been more obvious.

I felt terrible seeing Mom like that. I could only assume she was asking for money. I hadn’t realized things had gotten so bad. Mom had always made a point to avoid asking her sister for anything. She would rather have struggled and gone without than degrade herself in that way. She’d always prided herself on never having taken a handout from anybody (as if being underpaid and undervalued was a mark of honor).

I couldn’t stand it. I had to get away. I was starting to feel nauseous. The way my mom described Martha growing up as the pretty one, the popular one, my grandparents' favorite. It wasn’t fair.

The sooner I went to college and started my writing career the better. I had to work hard to help Mom escape this cycle of inferiority with her sister.

Yeah right. As if you could ever amount to anything, freak.

I departed the living room with no destination in mind, just knowing I had to get away.

Across the walls were various framed photographs of Martha and Shannon showcasing their vacations to cultural and exotic locations. There was Shannon at Disneyworld hugging Micky Mouse, Martha in her bikini lounging by the pool, Shannon holding up the Leaning Tower of Pisa, the two of them wearing berets outside the Eiffel Tower, and many more. The farthest I’d ever traveled was Myrtle Beach.

Their favorite destination was clearly Egypt. There were multiple pictures of them next to the Pyramids, the Sphynx, Luxor’s temples, and Abu Simbel. There were even fully painted murals depicting them both as Egyptian queens complete with golden headdresses, black eyeliner, and jewels. Their regal expressions looked down on me as if judging me unworthy.

You are unworthy.

I hurried away, more unsettled than ever. I headed up a spiral staircase searching for a bathroom where I could splash my face in cold water and hide for a while.

I opened the first door I came to, not realizing it led straight into Shannon’s bedroom. After all, it wasn’t as if Shannon had ever invited me before. I knew it was wrong, but I was too curious to leave. I wanted to see how my rich cousin lived.

A fluffy rug lay on the cream-carpeted floor. The walls were wallpapered in pastel pink and magnolia stripes. There was a four-poster, king-sized bed with a pink and white patchwork quilt, and large, plush pillows.

She had her own living area with pink couches facing a large television and an entire bookcase filled with VHS tapes. She already owned a high-tech stereo system with hundreds of CDs and Vinyl which made the new stereo I was so jealous of completely superfluous.

Her vanity table had every type of cosmetic product I could imagine. An Apple Powerbook 100 was on her desk. She even had a landline phone by her bed.

Everything was immaculate as if cut from a glossy homelife magazine. It must have been the work of their maid, Susanne I think she was called. I knew Shannon had never vacuumed in her life. There was even a pleasant scent of musk and sugared petals.

Her closet door was wide open and I couldn’t resist taking a peek. It was larger than my entire bedroom. She had so many clothes, she could have worn a different outfit every day of the year and still left things untouched.

It was her extensive collection of shoes that really drew my eye. They were laid out on a low shelf as if on display at a high-end boutique. There were all sorts of boots, sneakers, sandals, and pumps.

A pair of white leather statement block heels drew my eye. They looked incredible and I could only imagine how sexy Shannon’s legs would look in them.

Nobody is here.  I know you want to.

I bit my lip and my pussy tingled. I wiped my sweaty hands down my dress and picked one up as if it were the holy grail.

Go on. This is your only chance to do this. Don’t you want to know how she smells? Just a quick one. No one will know.

I gulped and my heart beat fast as I slowly guided the insole to my nose. I closed my eyes and inhaled deeply. It smelled of expensive leather and the slightest tang of socks. It was amazing.

There. Doesn’t that feel better?

I directed my hand up the skirt of my dress to rub my finger around my clit. The wrongness of what I was doing was only adding to my excitement. My body shivered at the thrill.

See? She’s better than you in every way, isn’t she? You want to worship her, don’t you?

I nodded into the insole.

Then open your eyes, freak.

“What the fuck?” said Shannon.

I yelped and immediately dropped the shoe in my panic to see Shannon standing in the doorway of the closet with her arms folded over her chest and a hateful look on her face, tapping her foot.

“Sh-Shannon,” I said breathlessly. My heart dropped as I realized my hand was still up my skirt. I retracted it quickly and stared at my cousin in horror. “This...this isn’t what it looks like.”

Shannon’s expression reminded me of how she’d appeared in that Egyptian mural: cold, calculating, and imperial.

“It isn’t?” she said, “cus’ it sure looks like you were masturbating to the smell of my shoe.”

I blushed. “N-no, it wasn’t like that.”

“Then show me.”

“Wh-what?”

“Lift up your skirt and show me your panties.”

I shook my head, tears forming in my eyes.

“You’ll do it, loser, or I’ll tell everyone what I caught you doing. My mom, my friends, your mom. Everyone.”

I was a horrible liar at the best of times. There was no way I could compete against Shannon’s force of personality. I saw the hurt on my mom’s face to know her daughter got off on smelling the shoes of her sister’s daughter. It would not exactly help her inferiority complex. Not to mention how angry Aunt Martha would be. There was no way she would help us after something like that.

I’d promised Mom to be on my best behavior. How could I have done this to her? Would she ever forgive me? How long would it take for the rumors to spread from Shannon and her friends to the girls at my own school? I’d be a laughing stock. If I became a famous novelist, the tales of my fetish would resurface. I’d never escape it.

Kind of a turn-on, isn’t it, freak?

My bottom lip trembled as I lifted up my skirt to show her my boyshorts. Sure enough, a wet splotch on my crotch had darkened the cotton.

Shannon smirked. “You’re so fucking gross.”

I nodded. At least she was smiling. It gave me hope I could still escape this.

Shannon walked up to me, lifted her foot, and tapped the toe of her Mary Jane pump against my crotch.  “So,” she said, “what is it about my shoes that turns you on?”

I continued holding my skirt high since she hadn’t told me to drop it. It gave her a clear aim. “I-I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. And be honest. I’ll know if you’re lying.”

I gulped. “I...really don’t know...I guess because I could never afford shoes like that and well...you’re so much richer and...prettier than me. I, uh, feel submissive about it?”

Shannon suddenly kicked me as hard as she could in my pussy. The explosion of pain took my breath away. I collapsed onto my knees and clutched where she’d struck.

Shannon watched me writhe beneath her in amusement. “Jesus. I mean, obviously, I knew you were a weirdo, but this is something else. I didn’t realize you were one of those freaks that gets off on being dominated.”

I sniffled. “I’m sorry, Shannon. Please don’t tell anyone.”

“Let’s see how sorry you are.” She clicked her fingers and pointed down at the toe of the shoe she’d kicked me with.

I cautiously leaned down to place my palms on the floor and crawled on all fours to her feet. I really was sorry. Sorry, I was such a disgusting freak. Sorry, I’d been caught.

Shannon placed her hands on her hips and stared down at me like I was less than an insect.

Her Mary Jane pumps gleamed with polish. Their t-strap silhouettes looked painfully cute over her socks. I leaned in close and planted dry kisses over the expensive leather.

“You know,” said Shannon, “it’s pretty funny. I knew you were up to no good when you snuck out of the movie. I just figured you were looking for something to steal, you know since you’re so poor.”

I continued to kiss, ashamed and more aroused than ever. The wet splotch on my boyshorts was definitely expanding.

Look at you. You’re so pathetic. You’re kissing the shoes of your own cousin. What’s wrong with you? Don’t you hate yourself?

Shannon continued, oblivious to the devil on my shoulder. “I already knew I was better than you, but this is kind of crazy, isn’t it? It’s like I’m a queen and you’re my slave.”

Say yes.

“Yes (kiss)”

“Your Majesty,” corrected Shannon.

My heart dropped. 

Say it! You want to escape from this, don’t you? 

I sniffled. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.”

Shannon clapped her hands and laughed.

Doesn’t that feel amazing?

I blinked tears down my cheeks and continued to kiss her shoes. As much as I hated it, my pussy couldn’t lie.

“Hmmm,” mused Shannon. “And what should I call you? Slave? No, that doesn’t seem right. Let’s see, you’re poor, ugly, dirty, and gross. I know! You can be my peasant. Yes, I’m a queen and you’re just a filthy peasant. Isn’t that, like, so perfect?”

“Yes (kiss) thank you (kiss) Your Majesty.”

Shannon laughed again. “Wow. This’ll be so much fun. As your queen, my word is greater to you than that of God. You’re going to do exactly what I say from now on. If you don’t, I’ll tell everyone you’re a whore for my shoes. Don’t even think for a second I’m bluffing. Think I care about you or your poor ass mom? I’ll make sure this gross fetish follows you wherever you go. School, college, work. I’ll find where you are and make sure everyone knows. You’ll be a laughing stock for the rest of your life. I’ll fucking destroy you.”

“Yes (kiss) Your Majesty.”

“Then turn around.”

I did as she said without hesitation. I knew that with each new degeneracy, my recovery would be harder and harder. Did I really want Shannon to blackmail me like this? I knew it would only get worse the longer I allowed it to happen.

We both know you do. You can’t hide from me, freak.

“Pull down your underwear.”

I obeyed, wriggling them down below my thighs.

“Show me that fat ass.”

I sniffled and hitched up my skirt to show my new queen my bare bottom. I felt the excitement flow through my blood, chilling me into a quiver.

Shannon giggled and squatted behind me, lifting both her arms, and swatting her palms down hard on my vulnerable buttocks.

She was stronger than she looked. She repeatedly slapped me, turning my ass cheeks red, and making them jiggle. I yelped after each one, blubbering like a naughty child.

“This is just the beginning,” she declared, “you’re mine now.”

Thank her.

“Th...thank you...Your Majesty.”

Once she’d spanked my ass raw, she finally let up, rising back to her feet and placing her hands back on her hips in the same posture of power I’d seen Aunt Martha employ in her interactions with my mom.

“Go fix yourself up. You look even grosser than normal.”

Prostrated on all fours with my soaked underwear around my thighs, my bare ass, red and throbbing, with tears trickling from my puffy eyes, I must have looked worse than an embarrassment.

“You can meet me back in the living room. I’ve got an idea so follow my lead.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Shannon grinned and presented her pump for me to place one final respectful kiss on her toe.

“Okay, peasant,” she declared imperiously, “get going.”

I crawled around her and out of the closet on all fours with my boyshorts still around my thighs. Shannon sure had a good laugh at that.

It was a nightmare, but the devil was right. I’d never been so aroused in my life.

I scurried quickly out of Shannon’s bedroom and across the landing, opening doors until I’d found the bathroom.

I remained on the floor and finished what I’d started, desperately rubbing over my clit, thinking of every degradation I’d suffered. It was incredible. My eyes rolled back and I gasped, breathlessly, squirting onto the bathroom floor.

This is the best sex you’ll ever have, freak.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Yes, it is.”

Don’t leave a mess. Show some respect. Lick it up.

I was in a post-orgasm haze as I leaned down to lap my juices from the tiles. I felt so dirty and pathetic, but at the same time, it felt right, like this was where I belonged, on my hands and knees licking my cum from the bathroom floor of my rich aunt and cousin.

Once it was clean, I stood and splashed my face with water. I pulled my underwear back up and felt the cold wetness on my crotch. I was beginning to feel human and less like a pig. Guilt and fear were quickly replacing my arousal.

Too late for that. You’ve really fucked up this time.

Shannon was as vindictive as she was spoiled. She would absolutely follow through on her threats. My place in college and my career as a writer would be in jeopardy. Who would ever take me seriously?

I felt then that I had no choice but to obey her. My hope was she’d get bored of me once we were in college. I just had to survive until then.

I made my way downstairs with cautious optimism. Things weren’t as bad as they seemed. Shannon had to adhere to society’s rules. She couldn’t exactly parade me around in public. If I just avoided situations where we were alone, there was only so far she could push me.

When I entered the living room, I saw the movie paused on a close-up of Molly Ringwald.

Everyone stared at me. My stomach knotted as I feared for a moment they somehow knew, but when they all turned away I realized they were simply waiting for Shannon.

My mom approached. “Where have you been?” she whispered anxiously.

“I just used the restroom. No big deal.”

My mom studied me and I blushed. There was no way she could suspect anything, but the embarrassment of what Shannon had made me do combined with the throbbing on my ass cheeks made me glance nervously down at my feet.

Luckily, Shannon arrived before my mom could ask me any more questions.

“Hiiii, auntie,” she said with sickening faux sweetness, bounding up to us and giving my mom a light peck on her cheek. “Thank you soooo much for my birthday money.”

The gratitude and relief on my mom’s face was heartbreaking.

“Oh, you’re so welcome, dear. Just let me know what you buy with it.”

I cringed. My mom was so happy she was completely missing that Shannon was mocking her. I caught Aunt Martha snickering behind them.

Shannon batted her long eyelashes. “You know, I was thinking, it would be soooo much fun if Julia came with me and my friends shopping tomorrow. Maybe she can help me choose what to spend it on?”

Mom glanced at me and then back to Shannon. She was as dumbfounded as me. Shannon had never once asked me to do anything with her, ever.

Martha waltzed over, with a glass of wine in her hand.  “What a wonderful idea, princess. You can show Julia all your favorite stores.”

Shannon reached behind my back and pinched my skin, jabbing in her nails.

I gulped and smiled. “S-sure. That...sounds like fun. Th-thank you.”

“You’re sooo welcome,” she cooed, twisting the skin on my back until I yelped.

My mom stared at me, but I quickly disarmed her suspicion with a nervous chuckle.

“Splendid,” proclaimed Martha, “in fact, since our daughters will be spending the day together, we ought to do something too.

My mom’s eyes widened and she smiled hopefully. “R-really Martha?”

“How does lunch sound? I know a fabulous little French bistro over on Main Street.”

“That...sounds amazing.”

“Perhaps we can discuss your little...problem?”

Mom’s eyes welled with grateful tears. “Really? Thank you, Martha. Thank you so much.”

Martha shrugged. “I haven’t agreed to anything yet, mind you. We’ll discuss it. But I may have a proposal we can both be satisfied with.”

“You won’t regret this, Martha.”

My mom either didn’t notice or chose not to notice the smirk on my aunt’s lips as she took a self-satisfied sip of her wine.

I knew then we were deep in trouble. But if I’d known then how bad things were going to get, would I have made different decisions? Would I have just confessed then and there to what I’d done and accepted the consequences? As humiliating as it would have been, my life may yet have been salvaged.

Ha! We both know you’d have done it all exactly the same. Don’t pretend with me, freak.

It’s true. I can’t hide myself from the devil on my shoulder. As miserable as my life has been since then, I wouldn’t change a damned thing.
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Mom was giddy on the ride back home, as happy as I’d seen her in months.

“Things’ll be different now, Julia,” she said. “We’re actually really lucky. Not many people have rich relatives who can help them out like this.”

I listened to her in glum silence as the rain pattered over the windscreen and the wipers squeaked over the glass. Aunt Martha had never actually agreed to help, only that they’d ‘discuss it.’ That smirk on her face sent a shiver down my spine. Whatever her ‘proposal’ was, it would surely not be as simple as just giving us the money.

Mom continued, oblivious to my discomfort. “This is just what we needed. I’m so proud of you. I know it wasn’t easy for you to deal with Shannon.”

The devil on my shoulder snickered into my ear. She doesn’t know the half of it, does she, freak?

I blushed, picturing myself on my hands and knees, kissing Shannon’s Mary Jane pumps, declaring her as my queen. It was like an out-of-body experience, like it was happening to someone else. 

Except it didn’t, freak. It happened to you.

Mom continued, happily. “I don’t think Shannon’s ever invited you anywhere before. This is huge. Maybe this’ll be the start of a real friendship? If she’s finally taken a liking to you, this will open up so many possibilities for you. She’s really popular. She might even invite you to parties. Wouldn’t that be cool?”

I cringed. “Mom, Shannon doesn’t want me as a friend.”

“Nonsense, she’s taking you shopping! I’ll have to find some money for you. You can’t not buy anything. That would look bad. I think I can find you twenty dollars. Just don’t let on that’s all you have. Oh gosh, this is so exciting.”

I’d not seen her this animated for a long time. It was like her hope was renewed. I felt awful. If she knew the only reason Shannon had asked me to go with her was to prank and humiliate me, it would crush her.

Mom patted my knee and smiled. “Be extra nice to her. If she sees you as a friend then she’ll definitely put in a good word to her mother. Shannon won’t want to see you evicted.”

I blinked at her. “Evicted? What the hell, mom?”

“Shhhh, it won’t come to that. Martha will help us. For all our issues, she’s still my sister. We’re family.”

It was a sore topic between them that Martha didn’t want anything to do with Grandma when she got sick. The burden of care rested solely on Mom. I tried to help as best I could, but I was just a kid. There was only so much I could do. Martha wanted to throw Grandma into a home and forget about her. Mom fought for Grandma to stay in her own house, even taking a hiatus from work to be her full-time carer.

Martha refused to help after that. It was like she was punishing Mom for not agreeing with her. It was how we’d ended up in this financial mess to begin with.

I didn’t know how Mom could stand to be around Martha after all that went down. I guessed she felt like she didn’t have a choice but to swallow her pride. But did she really have to fawn over Martha, stroking her ego at every opportunity?

All of this was just extra fuel to my desire to escape. I would publish a novel. Not just any novel. The great American novel. It would make us rich and we’d never have to degrade ourselves for scraps from Martha anymore.

That’ll never happen. Nobody wants to read anything written by a freak with a fetish for her own cousin's feet.

My pussy squirmed with the fear and excitement of what Shannon had in store for me next.

*
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THE NEXT DAY, MOM’S Buick sputtered back along Martha’s winding driveway, coughing exhaust and stalling.

“Oh god,” said Mom, huddled over her steering wheel, red with embarrassment. “Please not now. Please God, not now.”

Mom insisted we wear dresses again. I don’t know why, but she seemed to think our clothes had played a role in Martha asking her to lunch and Shannon inviting me shopping.

It was ridiculous. Martha and Shannon were two of the most superficial people you could meet. We could never afford the type of clothes they would’ve approved of. They would look down on us no matter what we wore, so in my view, we may as well have been comfortable.

Not that I said as much to Mom. She was way too stressed, anxiously emptying her wardrobe in the hopes of finding something, anything, Martha might approve of. I didn’t even complain about the hideous floral print sundress she stuck me in. It was the antithesis of my grunge style. Honestly, it was the antithesis of style generally. But I wore it without complaint. The last thing I wanted was to make this more difficult than it already was for Mom.

Mercifully, we made it without breaking down, although the ruckus had alerted Martha and Shannon to our arrival. They were waiting outside the main entrance to the mansion under the shade of the classical front portico.

We parked a respectful distance from Shannon’s brand new metallic Bentley and Martha’s luxury black Mercedes-S class as if they might be offended if our 1983 Buick Estate Wagon shared their space.

We exited the car and Martha and Shannon descended the front steps of their mansion to meet us.

Martha looked as stylish and powerful as always in a pinstripe blazer and cloak jacket over a black turtleneck. She wore suit pants with a large gold Cartier square buckle belt, sockless high heels, a wide-brim black hat, aviators, silk gloves, and pearls. A Cartier purse was slung over her shoulder via a gold chain.

Shannon had opted for a chic pastel pink tweed jacket over a white blouse and matching mini skirt. But my eyes were immediately drawn to the white leather, statement block heels she wore on her feet. The same ones she’d caught me sniffing. This was no accident.

My stomach twisted in horror and excitement. It didn’t matter how many times I’d masturbated last night, my pussy still throbbed at the memory. I blushed and squeezed my thighs together, aware of a small wet splotch growing in my underwear.

Martha strode confidently toward us with her thumbs slotted into her Cartier cinch-belt. “Having car problems?”

“No, no,” answered Mom, a little too quickly. “It’s nothing to worry about. Everything’s fine. I’ve been meaning to get it checked, it’s just, you know, I haven’t had time. But anyway, you look amazing, Martha. I love your outfit. It looks so good on you.”

Martha smirked. “That’s sweet. And you,” she began as if about to compliment my mom before stopping to take a closer look at her dress. She sighed and frowned.

Mom flushed and looked apologetically down at her sandals.

“Honestly, Susan,” said Martha. “I told you to wear something sophisticated. Is this really the best you could manage?”

“I’m sorry, Martha,” she replied, meekly. “I just...don’t have many nice clothes.”

Shannon giggled. “She looks like a Missouri housewife attending Sunday service.”

Martha had a good chuckle at her daughter’s clever observation.

Mom responded with the dead smile she saved for interactions with her sister.

Martha smirked once more and turned her judgemental gaze onto me. I folded my arms in the hopes of hiding myself.

“My my, Julia,” she said, “what a pretty dress. I’m sure you’ll be quite the talk of the fashion mall.”

Her sarcasm was poorly disguised, especially with Shannon snickering alongside her.

“Thank you, Aunt Martha,” I said, not knowing what else to do.

Martha opened her Cartier purse and removed the key fob to her Mercedes. “I suppose you’d better ride with me,” she said to Mom. “No offense, but I doubt that vehicle of yours can make it far on the freeway.”

“Yes, Martha,” said Mom, “that will probably be best. I’m sorry.”

Martha leaned down to give Shannon a kiss on her cheek. “Okay. You girls be good.”

“We will,” said Shannon with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. “Have a great lunch.”

Martha beckoned Mom with her finger and Mom followed her to her Mercedes like a summoned dog.

Shannon gave them a big wave as they drove away. She waited until Martha’s car had disappeared from our vision before turning to me with a sneer.

“Okay, peasant,” she said, pointing down at her shoe. “You can greet your queen properly now.”

A part of me had hoped Shannon had somehow forgotten about the whole thing, but a much larger part of me was glad she hadn’t.

Your queen deserves respect.

I looked around timidly in case someone was watching. When I felt confident we were alone I did as she said, crouching down on my knees before her, and edging my face to the leather toe of her expensive shoe. They were so clean and white. I felt ashamed as my lips sullied them.

Shannon smirked down at me. “So, how much have you got on you, peasant?”

“Not a lot (kiss) Your Majesty (kiss)”

“Give it to me.”

I nodded my head, rubbing my nose over the intoxicating leather. I sat back up and opened the sunflower purse around my shoulder and produced the twenty dollar bill Mom gave me as tribute.

Shannon stared her nose down at it. “What’s that?”

“It’s all I’ve got, Your Majesty.”

“Twenty dollars? Are you kidding me right now?”

I blushed. “No, Your Majesty. I’m sorry. It’s all we could afford.” I wasn’t sure why I was apologizing. It just somehow made sense.

She sighed and snatched it from my grasp. “God, you’re pathetic. What am I supposed to do with this?”

I hadn’t realized Shannon had expected money from me. I’d intended to keep the twenty dollars rather than have her make fun of me for it. I had no idea she would take it from me.

“So gross,” she said, clicking open her Chanel purse, and pulling out a stack of hundreds.

I’d never seen so much money in one place. She’d gotten all of it for her birthday just because she was already rich and popular. It wasn’t fair.

All because she’s better than you.

“I guess it can go toward gas or something,” she said, adding it to the back of her wad and then placing it all back in her purse. “It’s actually pretty funny. Your mom gave me a hundred dollars to spend and she only gave you twenty. I think that means she loves me more than you. Around five times more.”

I knew Mom had gone without food to find the money for Shannon’s birthday. It was a huge sacrifice. Even the twenty dollars hurt her weekly budget. Not that Shannon could ever understand. She had taken it all as her right.

As she should.

She chuckled at her own joke and continued. “We’ll call it your peasant tax. I think it’s only right since I have to suffer your ugly face. Plus, I’m allowing you to ride in my car, so really it’s the least you can do.”

I nodded sadly.

Thank her then, freak.

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

Shannon burst into laughter. “You’re sooo welcome, peasant.” She grinned and pointed her finger down at my nose. “Now, this is how this’ll work. You’ll obey everything me and my friends say. You don’t need to acknowledge me as your queen in public, obviously. But you will show me and my friends respect.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“If you piss me off, I’ll tell my mom about your gross fetish. There’s no way she’ll lend your dumb ass mom money after that.”

My heart sank to realize Martha must have shared with Shannon how my mom had asked for a loan. I pictured their discussion: Martha with an expensive chardonnay, tittering as Shannon wondered how anyone could have made such a mess of their life. Martha would shrug. Her sister was always destined for failure.

Just like you.

*
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SHANNON’S FRIENDS LIKEWISE all lived in the exclusive suburb of Paradise Hills.

I sat awkwardly in the middle of the backseats as Shannon drove to each of their mansions to pick them up.

The cream leather seats were plush and more comfortable than our couch at home. There was plenty of legroom and the burr walnut veneer was sporty and sophisticated. Music from the built-in CD player pumped through the stereo surround sound. Shannon apparently enjoyed Euro dance. I hated it, but it wasn’t my place to question her taste.

Kelly was first. Shannon honked her horn and her blonde bestie bounded out of her parent’s mansion wearing a two-piece tweed jacket, mini-skirt, and Burberry ankle boots with a matching beret.

She took the front passenger seat and exchanged kisses with Shannon making theatrical ‘mwah mwah’ noises which sent the two friends into giggles.

“Oh my gosh, Kelly. I love your purse!”

Kelly smiled and hugged the small Burberry bag over her shoulder. “It was a gift from Daddy’s latest business trip to Cannes.”

“It looks so hot. I love how it matches your boots.”

They spent a couple of minutes complimenting each other’s outfits, boasting over their designer labels while I just smiled along nervously.

I remembered Kelly from the party. She had laughed harder than anyone when Shannon fired the pellet gun at my face.

Eventually, Kelly’s piercing blue eyes focused on me. A smirk crept over her pretty face. “Wow,” she said to Shannon, “you weren’t kidding.”

“Um, hi,” I said, raising my hand in greeting. “I’m Julia.”

“Ew,” said Kelly, “what’s she wearing?”

Shannon turned to me and smiled. “I know. I think her mom buys all her clothes at thrift stores.”

Kelly continued. “And what’s that bag? Did she knit it herself in home ec?”

I blushed. I knew the bag was stupid, but I didn’t own anything else other than a school backpack.

Kelly turned back to Shannon. “She’s really going to hang out with us? I don’t even like her sitting in the same car as us. What if someone from school sees us with her?”

“Don’t worry about it,” said Shannon. “If anyone asks we’ll just say she’s my maid.”

Kelly’s eyes brightened. “That’s right. She can carry all our bags, can’t she?”

Shannon smirked at me. “You’ll refer to us as ‘Miss’. Miss Shannon, Miss Kelly. Got that?”

I nodded sadly. It was slightly less degrading than ‘Your Majesty.’

But not as fun for you.

My pussy tingled and I slyly squirmed my crotch around the seat.

“Yeah,” said Kelly, enjoying herself, “you’re working hard because you’re a slut who got herself pregnant. Shannon’s mom took pity on you and gave you a job because you’re such a sadsack.”

Shannon laughed. “She got raped behind some trashcans by her mom’s drug dealer.”

Kelly giggled, bouncing excitedly in her seat. “I love it. Her mom is addicted to crack and she makes her go pick it up for her. Her mom can’t go herself because she works the streets sucking cock for a dollar.”

“It’s two dollars to swallow.”

They both erupted into laughter.

I nodded along, blushing, with the same dead smile on my face I’d seen Mom use so many times with Aunt Martha. There was no point in trying to defend myself. Shannon could easily destroy me by telling Kelly how she’d caught me sniffing her shoes. As degrading as this was, the alternative was far worse.

They continued to make fun of me as Shannon drove from Kelly’s to pick up Stephanie and Leah.

Stephanie had stunning black hair that shimmered in gloss. She wore a square neck, slim fit, black and white patterned mini-dress with long sleeves, a gold button front, and apricot ankle boots.

Leah was the curviest of all Shannon’s friends. The blond wore a baby pink V-neck crop sweater that showed her bare shoulders which she’d tucked into a high-waist, black, mini-flare skirt with knee-high socks and ankle booties.

Like Shannon and Kelly, these girls carried themselves with the same entitlement and confidence their good looks and money afforded them.

As they took their seats in the back, on either side of me, I could smell the strong sandalwood and amber of their expensive perfume. Neither were happy to see me, nor suffer the indignity of sitting next to me.

“Gross,” said Stephanie, curling her lip, “don’t even try and talk to me.”

“And you’d better not touch me,” warned Leah.

I nodded sadly and shrank into myself to take up less room.

Shannon revved her V-8 engine and zoomed away, pushing the Bentley to its limits. Outside of Paradise Hills, she picked up even greater speeds, weaving in and out of traffic and smashing her horn at every opportunity as if she couldn’t believe drivers in cheaper cars would dare get in her way.

“Why’s she here again?” asked Stephanie.

Shannon giggled, eyeing me through the rearview mirror. “Because we’re going to have some fun with her.”

Kelly turned, smirking. “She’s going to be our maid and carry all our bags. Isn’t that, right, maid?”

I nodded, staring down at my lap.

Kelly cupped her ear. “What was that? I didn’t quite catch that.”

“Yes, Miss Kelly,” I said meekly.

Stephanie and Leah were shocked for a moment before bursting into laughter, quickly joined by Kelly and Shannon.

“What the fuck?” said Stephanie disdainfully, to my face, “why would you agree to this?”

I glanced up to see Shannon still smirking at me through the rearview mirror.

Your queen expects you to embarrass yourself. Don’t disappoint her.

I gave a slow shrug. “You’re all richer and prettier than me. I’d do anything to be allowed to hang out with you all.”

I regretted saying that as soon as it left my mouth.

Stephanie opened her diamond-quilted Chanel purse and pulled out a pack of Marlboro, slipping one between her glossy lips. “Can we smoke in your new car, Shanna?”

“Sure,” said Shannon, “just don’t drop any ash.”

“I won’t,” said Stephanie with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. She held out the pack for Leah and then offered them to Shannon and Kelly who refused. “I’m going to need an ashtray, though.” She leered at me. “I know, how about we make this one of the maid’s duties?”

I paled and glanced nervously back to Shannon.

Shannon giggled happily. “That’s so evil. I love it. Hey, maid, get down on the floor so my friend can use your mouth.”

They all snickered at me, eyeing me greedily.

“You...you can’t be serious?” I said. This was getting out of hand. 

“Why not?” said Shannon, “you did say you’d do anything to be allowed to hang out with us, didn’t you?”

It wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind.

Kelly turned back to me. “You have to prove you can follow instructions if you want to hang out with us. If you can’t even do this one little thing then what use are you?”

Stephanie lit her cigarette with a sleek black lighter and then passed it to Leah who lit her own. Stephanie took a long drag and then blew her smoke directly into my face.

I winced and coughed, bringing another smirk from Stephanie. I’d only tried a cigarette once before. I was in the restroom at school when I caught some of the girls smoking. They accused me of being a tattle so to prove I wasn’t, I took a drag, pretending I smoked all the time, believing it might make them think I was cool and then maybe they’d be my friends. My fantasy was destroyed when I coughed my guts up and they all had a good laugh at my expense. So much for being cool.

Oh yeah. That was pretty funny. They all mimicked coughing sounds whenever you passed them in the hallway. You’re such a loser. It’s no wonder you have no friends and everybody hates you.

“I’m waiting,” said Stephanie, taking another drag.

“Seriously, maid,” said Shannon firmly. “I’m holding you responsible if my friends drop their ash on my floor.” Her eyes narrowed at me through the rear-view mirror. “Or maybe I should just share your secret with them now?”

A shiver went through my spine. I gulped and nodded.

Shannon smirked.

“What?” said Kelly excitedly, “what secret?”

“Maid?” said Shannon, relishing my fear.

“It’s nothing,” I answered, sliding off the middle seat and squatting on the floor, although not fast enough for Stephanie who flicked her lighter and pressed the flame against my earlobe. I yelped and cringed away, looking back at her with wide, scared eyes.

“Hurry up,” she whined.

Leah got in on the fun, bopping her knuckles against the side of my head.

“Okay, okay,” I said in surrender, slithering onto the floor to avoid their abuse.

Stephanie and Leah both lifted their feet and rested them on my body, Stephanie over my breasts and Leah on my thighs.

I blushed and my pussy tingled. It felt right to be under the expensive leather of their designer shoes. I could feel myself getting wet.

You’re a better footrest than you are a person, freak.

Stephanie leered down at me. “Mouth open, maid.”

Being stationed directly under her feet had made me extra willing and submissive to follow her orders. I could see she was surprised at how quickly I obeyed. She hesitated a moment as if trying to work out what was going on, before shrugging and tapping her ash directly into my mouth. Leah leaned across to do likewise.

I swallowed. It was powdery and bitter, but not as bad as I’d thought.

“She did it,” said Kelly happily, “she really did it!”

Shannon laughed. “I love you guys so much. I have the best fucking friends.”

I stayed perfectly still under their feet as they both finished their cigarettes and their conversations moved away from me to more important things like shopping, boys, and parties.

I wondered what it was like to know you could buy anything you liked on your parents’ credit cards. These girls clearly got everything they wanted and more. I couldn’t even imagine.

It’s because they’re better than you.

I digested the entire ash from Stephanie’s cigarette until she was just holding the butt down to the label. My eyes widened as I saw the wicked intention gleaming in her eyes.

“Hey, Shanna?” said Stephanie, “what should we do with our butts?”

Shannon exchanged a mischievous glance with Kelly. The two of them soon laughed.

“You stub it out on your ashtray at home, right?” said Shannon.

Stephanie grinned as she leaned down, giving me an accidental glimpse of her cleavage down the open square collar of her mini-dress. She pointed the glowing tip of her cigarette at me like a needle and pressed it against my cheek.

I screamed as it seared into my flesh. I kicked my legs and writhed, knocking Leah’s feet off balance.

“Hey,” said Leah, stomping her block heel down on my knee, cracking the bone. “You’d better watch it.”

I started to sob.

Stephanie chuckled and took Leah’s cigarette to press down on my other cheek. I just laid still, quietly sobbing at the pain. At least the second one wasn’t as bad since I knew what to expect.

“Such rosy cheeks,” laughed Stephanie.

It suits you.

Stephanie took Leah’s butt with her own and placed them between my lips. “Here,” she said, “hold these for us, would you?”

I sniffled and held them tight. I could taste the moistness from their lips on the tips. I stared up at Stephanie’s perfectly smooth and tanned legs and felt desperate to reach under my dress and play with my clit.
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SHANNON’S MOOD SOURED when we arrived at the mall. So many ugly cars had taken the best spots. She and Kelly went on a long rant about what a scam handicapped parking was and how it actually discriminated against the fit and able.

“If those retards were dumb enough to get crippled, then it’s their own fault. Why should we have to be inconvenienced.”

I couldn’t quite believe what I was hearing. I’d never heard anyone be so shamelessly callous about people with disabilities before. I wanted to challenge their ignorance, but with Stephanie and Leah’s feet on me, holding their cigarette butts in my mouth, I was hardly in a position to debate.

When Shannon finally found a spot she was satisfied with, she and her friends vacated her Bentley and I scrambled out after them.

They were all dressed in colorful designer labels, carrying expensive purses on gold chains around their shoulders. They were slender and curvy in all the right places. Their legs were so tanned and smooth. Their skin glowed with healthy nutrition and products. Their hair was thick and glossy, shimmering in the light. They carried themselves with all the regal confidence of princesses.

Compared to them, I was chunky, dirty, and wholly unworthy to smell their perfume.

A peasant.

Shannon cupped my chin and investigated the burn marks on my cheeks. “Jesus, Steph,” she said, smirking. “Couldn’t you have put it out on her hand, or stomach, or something? This is kinda hard to miss.”

Stephanie bit on her fingernail and smiled innocently, batting her eyelashes.

“I think it’s an improvement,” said Kelly. “It distracts from her face.”

Shannon turned to her, still holding my chin. “That’s easy for you to say. Pretty sure my mom’ll notice when we get home.”

“That’s easy,” said Kelly, “don’t take her home with you and then you’re mom won’t see.”

Shannon pondered on this. “Okay, but what if my dumb ass aunt calls my mom about it?”

Stephanie shrugged. “Just say she did it to herself. She wanted the attention. She’s totally believable as a self-harm loser. I’d be shocked if she hadn’t tried to kill herself before. She’s definitely the type.”

Shannon nodded. “True. It isn’t like she has any friends or anything to look forward to in her life. This is probably as good as it’s going to get for her.”

I sniffled at the truth behind their hurtful words. Even though I hadn’t attempted anything, I’d considered slashing my wrists or overdosing on my mom’s pills plenty of times before.

You should. The world would be better without you in it, freak.

Shannon slapped my cheek, irritating the burn. The cigarette butts I’d been holding between my lips flew from my mouth onto the ground. She recupped my chin and pointed her finger at my nose. “My mom does not need to know about any of this. What’re you gonna say when your dumb ass mom asks about those scars?”

“I’ll say I did to myself, Miss Shannon,” I answered meekly, much to everyone’s amusement.

“Does it hurt?” she asked, coldly staring into my eyes.

I nodded, sniffling.

She grinned.

Kelly sauntered over. “Those are pretty nasty burns alright,” she said. “They probably need some cream or something. Here, this’ll help.” She spat onto my cheek just below my eye.

“Good idea,” said Shannon, releasing my chin and then spitting onto my other cheek. The white foam dripped down my jaw and onto my shoulder. “Rub it in,” she commanded.

I lifted my trembling hands and circled their spit onto my burns as if it were healing balm.

They all laughed as I sobbed quietly, excited and terrified at what else these beautiful, mean girls had in store for me.
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THE MALL WAS NICKNAMED “the Gucci Mall” owing to the large number of high-end stores. It was a Romanesque palace with huge ionic columns, botanical gardens, fountains, and imitation statues of Graeco-Roman Gods and Goddesses in faux marble. It even had an aquarium filled with exotic fish and sharks in the center of the ground floor.

Shannon and her friends linked arms and walked together in a line. They drew the eye wherever they went with their effervescence, expensive clothes, and stunning beauty. They walked and talked like they owned the mall and everything in it. The way people purposefully stayed out of their way, backstepping to give them an unobstructed path, they basically did own it. 

The world treats you the way you deserve to be treated. This is what happens when you’re rich and pretty.

It was humbling to walk behind them, carrying their shopping bags like their personal pack mule. I maintained a respectful distance, never once complaining when they dumped more on me without a single word of acknowledgment. My arms were soon overburdened with bags that arrogantly displayed the names of their luxury brands, showing off to everyone in the mall they were young women of wealth and taste.

I was relieved nobody was paying me much mind. It made sense. Who would ever look at me when they could be looking at them?

They fashioned plenty of clothes for each other, posing, complimenting, and offering suggestions. Each new outfit was purchased with glossy credit cards or by counting out hundred dollar bills.

They especially loved showing off what they were buying to me, boasting about the price tags as though it were a huge accomplishment they happened to be born into wealthy families.

Shannon delighted in taunting me with the hundred-dollar bill my mom had given her for her birthday. She theatrically mused on what she could buy, asking me for advice before loudly cutting me off “as if you’d know,” which sent her besties into hysterics.

It was Kelly’s idea that I place the bill in my mouth and carry it like a puppy. Shannon loved it and slotted it between my lips.

It was humiliating to follow my rich cousin and her friends with the hundred-dollar bill my mom had sacrificed so much for in my mouth. It elicited strange looks from customers and assistants, but nobody actually said anything. There were a few looks of sympathy, but plenty of amusement and scorn too, especially in the more expensive stores. I simply blushed and tried to avoid eye contact.

See? Nobody cares about you. They know this is what you deserve for being such an ugly freak.

Eventually, Shannon decided to spend my mom’s money on some lace, ruffle ankle socks. She gloated to me about how cute they would look on her feet and how they would go with so many different kinds of shoes. I gulped as my pussy tingled, imagining how adorable her feet would look wearing them.

Really puts you in your place that your queen can spend a hundred dollars on socks without thinking twice, doesn’t it, peasant? Feet like hers deserve the best.

Eventually, Stephanie whined that she was feeling tired and Shannon decided they should rest and drink slushies before heading home.

A stand boasted 100% fresh fruit juice and the girls strolled over to the counter where a late teen boy with long hair tied back in a ponytail wearing an apron was vending.

His bored expression immediately brightened seeing the approach of the four hot chicks. His eyes dashed to each of them as if he couldn’t believe they were real. Their beauty, elegance, and perfume, were clearly a sensory overload.

I hovered awkwardly behind them, burdened with all their designer shopping bags.

They ordered mixed berry smoothies and the vendor gave them “on the house”.

They all giggled and mockingly cooed. “That’s soooo sweet.”

Nobody cared about ordering one for me, despite how thirsty and exhausted I was. It wouldn’t have even cost them any money to get me one since the vendor was paying. I could have bought one myself had Shannon not taken the only money I had.

Shannon clicked her fingers in my general direction and I plodded to the counter to collect their tray.

The vendor noticed me for the first time, looking me up and down questioningly. “She’s with you?” he asked in surprise.

They all laughed like he’d just made the most hilarious joke in the world. He smiled along with them, pleased but confused.

“I guess, technically,” said Shannon. “She’s auditioning to be our maid. She’s so poor and dumb nobody else would hire her.”

Kelly laughed. “We took pity because she’s so ugly. It made us feel bad. We’re good people you know.”

Shannon smiled. “But we aren’t a charity. She has to work hard to impress us or we’ll fire her ugly ass. It’ll be her own fault if she can’t afford her rent.”

“Yeah,” said Kelly, “she’ll probably end up on the streets sucking cock for dimes.”

They all had a good laugh at this, including the vendor.

Shannon batted her eyelashes. “So what do you think? Should we give her the job?”

He rubbed his chin. “I dunno. You really want that thing following you all day?”

That made them laugh even harder.

“Good point,” said Shannon, “she’s super embarrassing to be seen with.” She turned to me and pointed her finger at my face. “Why are you just standing there? Go set the tray on the table dumb ass.”

I nodded sadly and went to place their tray down.

They finished their conversation with the vendor before sauntering over to take their seats. They grabbed their slushies and started slurping, chatting excitedly about how the vendor was actually pretty cool and cute, even if he was just a worker.

Since Shannon hadn’t instructed me to sit, I just stood next to the table with their shopping bags around my arms, like a servant awaiting orders.

Shannon eventually eyed me. “Ew,” she said, waving the back of her hand at me, “go sit on the floor over there. You stink.”

I hoped that wasn’t true. I knew I wasn’t much to look at but I at least tried to maintain good hygiene. I must have worked up a sweat traipsing behind them all day, carrying their things.

I plodded over to the spot she designated and slowly slunk to the floor, keeping their bags next to me, glad for a chance to sit (even if it was on the floor), and eyed their legs and shoes under the table.

Their conversation turned to how hot they would all look on Monday dressed in all their new clothes. They couldn’t wait to show them off to all those scholarship nerds.

The vendor soon came over carrying a polystyrene cup. “I thought your maid might be thirsty.”

They glanced at each other confused as to why anyone would care.

I looked over hopefully and even allowed myself a slight smile. I’d almost forgotten what it felt like to be shown kindness.

He snickered and raised the cup. “Got some refreshing toilet water here.”

They all laughed at this and he grinned, happy his joke had garnered the reaction he’d hoped for.

“Yes!” said Shannon, “give it to her.”

He approached and handed me the cup, still grinning.

I looked up at him with glassy, doe-eyes. I was so tired. I just wanted to rest for a few minutes. Why was he teasing me like this?

Because he knows you’re a freak. This is what you deserve.

I reached to take it from him and looked down at the musty toilet water.

“What?” yelled Shannon, “no thank you?”

“Thank you,” I mumbled, and took a small sip. It tasted stale but at least it was something.

“Ewwwwww,” friends screamed jokingly.

The vendor gave them all a thumbs up and then returned to their table to continue their chat as I sadly finished my toilet water.

*
[image: ]


IT WAS STARTING TO get dark when they finally decided to call it a day.

I followed them back to Shannon’s car and placed all their bags in the trunk. My arms immediately felt lighter. It’d been more of a workout than I’d expected. I was relieved it was finally over.

I knew there would be more teasing and torturing on our way back to Paradise Hills, but at least I’d get a chance to sit (or lay.) Once home, I could crawl under my sheets and masturbate to thoughts of Shannon’s feet and all the humiliating things she and her friends had made me do.

Shannon and Kelly took their seats at the front and Stephanie and Leah sat in the back.

I waited for one of them to scoot over and let me in, but Leah closed the door behind her, leaving me outside. I gulped and reached for the handle but Leah pushed the lock down and gave me the middle finger, grinning.

“Come on, Miss,” I said, exhausted. “Please let me in. I just want to go home.”

Shannon lowered her window, smirking at me. “There isn’t enough room for you, maid. You’re too fat. Guess you’ll have to take the bus or something.”

Tears welled in my eyes. “Please, Miss Shannon. I’m...so tired. Didn’t I do good carrying your bags?”

Shannon scoffed. “Like it was hard?”

“Please take me back. I don’t even have money for the bus.”

She giggled. “No way. You’re all gross and sweaty. Ew.”

Kelly leaned across to smile at me. “Yeah, you stink. I don’t want to have to smell you anymore.”

I nervously rubbed down the back of my hand. “Maybe...I could just lie on the floor again?”

They all laughed and I hung my head.

“What’s wrong with you?” asked Stephanie from the back seat. “Do you like being under our feet or something?”

I blushed at the tingle in my pussy.

“Ewwwwww,” they all screamed in unison.

I wiped a tear from my cheek with the back of my hand and sniffled. “Please don’t leave me here,” I said to Shannon, hoping my cousin might show me some mercy.

Shannon was enjoying herself too much to stop now. “If you want it so badly, then you should probably beg for it.”

Her friends chanted excitedly, “beg, beg, beg.”

That’s it. Show them how much better they are than you, freak.

I sank to my knees on the asphalt and clasped my hands with tears trickling down my cheeks. “Please, Miss Shannon. Please let me ride with you. Take pity. You’re so much better than me. You’re so pretty and rich and popular. I’m such a loser that I can’t even afford the bus. Please don’t leave me. I’ll do anything you want.”

Shannon made an elaborate show of thinking, cupping her chin and furrowing her brow before a simple “no,” crushed my hopes.

Her friends laughed and applauded her decision.

I sniffled. My debasement had been for nothing.

Not nothing. I know how wet you are, freak.

It was true. My underwear was soaked. It was a force of willpower to stop myself from fingering myself right there, kneeling in the parking lot.

Shannon lifted her Chanel purse and pulled out a scrunched-up dollar bill she had shoved in there as change. “I’m not completely heartless,” she said, “open your mouth.”

I did as she said and she dangled it from the window for me to collect. I carefully pulled it from her grasp with my teeth and held it there.

The friends squealed with revulsion and delight. They couldn’t believe it. I was the biggest creep and loser in the world.

Hard to argue with that.

Shannon smirked down at me triumphantly. “I don’t know if that’s enough for the bus or not. I don’t really care. Go hang around the men’s room and I’m sure you’ll find some old fat guy desperate enough to pay you a dime to suck his sock. Maybe in an hour or two, you’ll make two dollars.”

Her friends all laughed at her awesome joke.

“Oh,” added Shannon, “and you’d better not tell your dumb ass mom about this. I don’t care what time you get home tonight. If she asks, you’ll say you stayed out late with us.”

I sniffled and nodded with the dollar bill in my mouth. “Yes, Miss Shannon.”

Your queen.
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IT STARTED TO RAIN shortly after Shannon’s Bentley had zoomed out of sight.

See? Even God hates you.

I went back to the mall, drenched and bedraggled, and was able to change the dollar into quarters to use the pay phone. I called home, hoping Mom would be back from Aunt Martha’s to pick me up, but no such luck. It just rang and rang with no answer.

I wondered if she was waiting for me back at the mansion. She would have a long wait if that was the case.

What would Shannon say when Mom asked why I wasn’t with her? Whatever it was, she would get away with it. I knew my mom would not dare question her with Aunt Martha present.

There was nothing for it but to make the long walk home. It was far too embarrassing to ask around for change for the bus.

The rain never eased up. It was as if the universe was punishing me for being so pathetic. I hugged my body for warmth, annoyed I’d forgotten to bring a jacket and got thoroughly soaked.

Cars would occasionally splash me with puddles as I maneuvered around traffic over roads completely unsuitable for pedestrians. Somehow, it made my suffering easier to bear if I imagined it was Shannon’s Bentley drenching me in water.

It was almost midnight by the time I’d made it home, sniveling and shivering. I was annoyed to see Mom’s car parked on the street. Obviously, whatever Shannon told her had been enough for her to not bother to go out looking for me. I looked at the house and saw no lights on. Not only had she abandoned me, she hadn’t even cared enough to wait up for me.

After everything I’d been through, the least I was hoping for was a hug. Apparently, I didn’t matter enough even for that.

Of course not. Why do you think you deserve love?

I was ready for an argument. I may have been too scared and aroused by Shannon and her friends to stand up for myself, but not with Mom.

At least she’d left the door off the latch. I stormed inside, yelling for her to come meet me.

It was dark and quiet. I turned on the lights and opened the door to the living room. I knew she often slept on the couch.

I froze in the doorway as I saw her. She was slumped in her armchair, head lolled, her eyes bulbous and wide. White foam had dried over her chin. An empty bottle of pills was on the side table.

There was no need to check for a pulse. I already knew she was dead.
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Mom’s death was ruled as a suicide. Even if she’d had any life insurance it wouldn’t have paid out. Our apartment was rented and the only real asset she owned was a car that barely ran and was only useful as scrap metal.

Since she died destitute, it was left to Aunt Martha to cover the expense of her funeral, and as such, she felt it was her right to make all the decisions. 

She rejected my idea of a burial saying it was an “unnecessary expense” and “far from practical,” opting instead for cremation.

As disappointed as I was, I was in no position to argue. I didn’t know what I’d do if Aunt Martha decided to pull her money. At eighteen, there was no state support for me to turn to. As far as the government was concerned, I could drop out of high school and get a job. Even our landlord only gave me a month's grace period before threatening to throw me out for unpaid rent.

Aunt Martha was the only person in the world who could help me. There was no other family but distant cousins who lived on the other side of the country. When Aunt Martha offered to take me into her home, I had no choice but to accept. It was either that or end up on the streets.

The funeral itself was a modest affair. Mom didn’t really have any friends, just a few old work colleagues. It saddened me to see the near empty church. Nobody there really cared about Mom besides me. Maybe if I’d been a better daughter this wouldn’t have happened. I knew she was in financial trouble, but I had no idea how alone she must have felt too.

I had no friends of my own to offer me comfort either. A couple of my teachers attended, but I could tell they didn’t really want to be there. They were obligated and wanted to feel like good people. They needn’t have bothered. I wished nobody had bothered. I’d have been happier if it was just me.

While I was dressed in an old half-sleeved floral black maxi dress and black flats, Martha and Shannon had treated themselves to brand new outfits to mark the occasion.

Martha wore a statement white collar blouse with her best pearls under an open black blazer, matching pants, and a Gucci belt with a statement gold buckle. Large aviators covered her eyes and a wide-brimmed black hat embellished by a silk bow was on her head. She would not have been out of place sitting in the front row of the Paris Fashion Show.

Shannon was dressed in an adorable black Darlene dress with tonal pinstripes, a pleated bodice, and flutter sleeves. She was annoyed throughout the whole service, rolling her eyes and sighing, checking the time on her silver Van Cleef watch.

I tried to ignore her and focus on the service, but it was hard when I caught her glancing at me with irritation as if it was my fault she was stuck in this boring church. My mom’s suicide was nothing but an inconvenience to her. It had completely ruined her morning.

You should probably apologize to her later.

I squirmed on the pew to rub my arousal over the wood. This was not the time or place. I was beginning to fear there really was something wrong with me. I couldn’t even attend my own mother’s funeral without getting turned on by my cousin.

Oh, there’s definitely something wrong with you, freak.

“Stop it,” I whispered, a little too loudly. I flushed as I realized the preacher had halted his service. Everybody was staring at me. “Sorry,” I said. “Please continue.”

Thankfully, it was chalked up to me finding his words difficult to hear. Although I could see Shannon staring at me with fascination, a slight smirk on her painfully pretty face.

Martha and Shannon hung around after the service just long enough for the guests to fawn over Martha’s generosity and compliment her outfit, since that was obviously far more important than offering condolences to me. It was surreal to be treated like wallpaper at my own mother’s funeral.

It is more important. That outfit cost more than your mom’s entire funeral and wake combined.

Martha gave me a formal hug and said she would fetch a car for me tomorrow morning to bring me to my new home. She would have liked to have stayed longer for the wake but offered no explanation as to why she was leaving her grief-stricken niece alone. Not that anybody cared. She was inundated with more compliments and gratitude for organizing the whole thing.

In fairness, I couldn’t exactly picture Martha or Shannon sitting in a depressing beige room under fluorescent lighting, nibbling on cocktail sausages, deli meat, and cheddar cheese on sticks.

The guests stayed just long enough after Martha and Shannon departed to tell me how lucky I was to have an aunt like Martha, willing to take care of me.

I didn’t know what else to do but smile politely and thank them for coming.

Nobody thought about how I would actually get home, and so after helping the staff tidy up, I took my mom’s ashes in the most basic urn they offered and walked to the crappy apartment I’d shared with my dead mother for eighteen years to spend my final night alone with my memories and her ashes.
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THE CAR AUNT MARTHA sent to pick me up was clearly not one of her own. It was a mid-80s, slightly rusting, Volkswagon beetle. I knew my aunt would never have dreamed of driving a car like that.

A gaunt woman with dark rings under her eyes and thinning hair wearing a formal French Maid’s outfit stepped out and smiled at me as I carried my case to her car. She rushed to help but I shook my head, assuring her I was fine. It wasn’t as if I had much to pack. Just a few clothes, my cassette player, journal, a couple of mixed tapes I’d recorded from the radio, and my mom’s picture and urn.

“Okay, Miss,” she said warmly, opening the back door for me to get in.

“Thanks,” I said, placing my case on my thighs and hugging it against my body. I immediately felt uncomfortable being called ‘Miss.’ Especially after spending the whole day at the mall calling Shannon and her friends the same.

“Would Miss prefer that in the trunk?”

I smiled politely. “No, thank you. I’d rather hold it.”

She nodded and carefully shut the door after me. I gave the apartment I’d lived in all my life one last look as she slowly drove away.

I would never see it again.

The maid often checked on me through her rear-view mirror with something akin to sympathy. Not that she said anything. I was grateful for the silence. The last thing I wanted was to make small talk with this strange woman.

It wasn’t until we’d reached Martha’s mansion and parked on the driveway that she spoke, turning to me with a pitying smile. “I’m Susanne,” she said, “your aunt Martha’s maid.”

I figured. “Nice to meet you.”

“I’m so sorry about your mom, Miss.” She reached and placed a reassuring hand on my knee. “I want you to know that I’m here for you. If you need anything at all, just ask. Okay?”

I swallowed my sadness.

She studied me. “Are you really okay with this? Staying here, I mean.”

I shuffled uncomfortably at the question. “What do you mean?”

“Isn’t there anywhere else you can go?”

I slowly shook my head.

She didn’t press the point.

I wondered at the time why she was asking me this. Now I know, I ought to have taken it as a warning.

She opened my door and offered once more to take my case which I refused. I felt awkward being served. I knew this was her job, but it seemed wrong to hand something over to someone when I was perfectly capable of doing it myself.

Susanne trailed me over the driveway, up the grand stairs, and under the classical canopy into the main foyer.

I was smacked by decadence. The floor was glossy white marble patterned in diamonds. The walls were wainscoted and the high ceiling was an oval dome. There were stone columns and antique furniture that sparkled in polish. Fresh flowers bloomed in large crystal vases and two staircases with golden balusters and black marble handrails spiraled up to the second floor.

Martha greeted me wearing a black blazer beaded with pearls across the lapels and shoulders. It was buttoned just below her bosom to reveal a black vest top, fitted snugly over her bosom.

“Julia!” She said happily, offering me one of her formal hugs that lacked any hint of affection. I was treated to a strong whiff of sandalwood and lavender from her obscenely expensive perfume. “So glad you’re here,” she said, pulling away.

“Um, thanks,” I mumbled, blushing down at her pin-heel pumps that showed the tanned arch of her bare foot. 

I was always anxious around her. I felt at any moment I might commit a social faux pas. She had a charisma about her that made you feel permanently bad about yourself. Like you weren’t good enough to be in her presence. I could only imagine how much worse Mom had it.

“Maid,” said Martha suddenly and firmly to Susanne who immediately lowered herself into a curtsey. “Why on earth didn’t you take her luggage?”

“A-apologies, Madam Martha, but-” she glanced at me for help.

Martha inhaled, inflating her bosom, and regally lifting her head to look down her nose at the maid.

I had to step in. “Susanne offered,” I said, turning Martha’s attention back to me. For a moment I could see her irritation at being interrupted before her expression slowly brightened as if remembering who I was. “I just wanted to carry it myself.”

“Oh? Susanne is it?” said Martha, eyeing her maid.

Susanne flushed and shrank into herself, clasping her hands demurely over her half-apron.

Martha smirked and turned back to me. “You mustn’t be afraid to ask her for assistance, Julia. That’s what she’s here for. Right, Maid?”

Susanne nodded eagerly. “Yes, Madam Martha. Anything you need Miss Julia, just let me know.”

I just smiled politely in the hopes of moving on as quickly as possible. The way Martha spoke down to Susanne was difficult to witness. If this was how Shannon had been raised to talk to her staff, then no wonder she felt entitled to treat me like dirt. Look at who her role model was.

You also just deserve to be treated like dirt, freak.

“Follow me, Julia,” said Martha, “I’ll show you to your room.” She turned back to Susanne. “We’ll discuss this later.”

Susanne curtsied again, her eyes glassy. “Yes, Madam Martha.”

Martha dismissed her with a wave of her hand and then beckoned me to follow her up the stairs.

Across the wall was a painted mural in the style of ancient Egyptian hieroglyphics. One scene in particular stood out. It appeared as if a queen or possibly a goddess was sitting on a throne while a line of female slaves bound to a chain were offering her tribute. The image sent a shiver down my spine.

“You, uh, really like Egypt,” I said, trying to make small talk.

“Such a fascinating country,” said Martha, stopping to admire the mural.

“You must be very knowledgeable."

Martha smiled. “Yes. Egyptology is one of my great passions. I have a particular interest in the cult of Isis. Do you know what that is?”

I shook my head.

“You know who Isis is, though?”

I shrugged uncertainly. “The Moon Goddess?”

“Yes, but so much more. She was the Queen of the Throne. The Goddess of love, healing, fertility, magic, and of course, the moon. It’s said deities derive their power from the sacrifices of their worshippers. The more worshippers, the more sacrifices, the more powerful they become. Isis, being unsatisfied with simply being second to her husband Osiris, sought to expand her influence. Owing to her beauty and allure, she became the favored deity amongst the powerful wives and daughters of the nobility. These women formed a dedicated cult known in the annals as “The Daughters of Isis.” They believed Isis had blessed them at birth with exceptional privilege. In return for her blessing, Isis expected her daughters to spread her word and offer her sacrifice and tribute. Thanks to her daughters, Isis’ influence spread abroad to Greece, Rome, and beyond. Eventually, she came to be considered Queen of the Universe. The embodiment of the cosmos with power over fate itself. Or so the story goes.”

I knew enough about Egyptian history to know that these “powerful” women maintained their status off the backs of their slaves. This “blessing” my aunt seemed so entranced with was nothing more than the luck of being born rich. They had hundreds of thousands of slaves working so they didn’t have to. I wasn’t sure what was so admirable about that.

Martha smirked at me. “Now you’ve gone and gotten me on a diatribe. Come on. Your room is just down this corridor.”

I followed her into a simple room with painted white walls and a hardwood floor. There was a single, small window that overlooked the lawn and swimming pool. There was a single bed, a desk, a chair, a wardrobe, a dresser, and a mounted wall mirror. It was perfectly adequate, if basic. A far cry from Shannon’s king-sized double, home entertainment center, couches, en-suite, and walk-in closet.

Martha leaned against the doorframe, watching me as I took in my new surroundings. “It’s important to me you feel at home here,” she said. “This is the smallest room we have. I didn’t want to overwhelm you with too large a space. Whatever you packed in that little suitcase of yours will struggle to fill even this room.”

I blushed, unsure if my aunt was purposefully taunting me or if she genuinely thought giving me the smallest room in her mansion with the cheapest furnishing was a kindness.

I didn’t feel like arguing about it. I just had to survive until I left for college. That was less than a year away. If I was polite and civil, I was sure I could get through this without incident. It wasn’t as if I had any real alternative.

“This’ll be fine,” I said. “Thank you.”

Martha shrugged a single shoulder. “I’ll leave you to get settled in then. If you need anything, feel free to call for the maid. I’ve instructed her to make your stay as comfortable as possible.”

I had zero intention of asking Susanne for anything. The way Martha spoke down to her was awful.

Martha continued. “Although, I’d prefer it if you refer to her as ‘Maid’ and not ‘Susanne.’ I don’t know why she told you her name. She ought to know better than that. But regardless, I think it’s important to maintain a strict separation between worker and employer. If they become too friendly, they will start to shirk their responsibilities and I can’t abide laziness. Do you understand, Julia?”

I understood that was pretty rich coming from a woman who had never worked a job in her life. Susanne must have been really desperate to work for someone with such a grotesque attitude.

“Oh,” added Martha, not giving me a chance to respond, “I like my guests to be punctual and...how can I put this delicately? Neat.” She looked me up and down judging my baggy flannel shirt and jeans as inappropriate attire. “You should probably change into something less...you know.”

I fingered my shirt, ashamed.

“Anyway, I’ll see you downstairs at seven o’clock sharp for dinner. Don’t be late.”

With that, she waltzed down the corridor with her designer pin heels clopping across her marble floor.

I sighed and set my case down on the bed. I opened it and took out my mom’s picture and urn, setting them down on the desk.

For all the wealth Martha displayed, her mansion felt soulless and eerie. The whole Egyptian thing was creepy, and the way she treated Susanne was beyond disturbing. My mom may have been poor, but at least she treated people with dignity. I missed her so much it hurt. She was the one person in the world who loved me. Without her, I was truly alone. I covered my mouth as I broke down in tears. Everything was so fucked. Why did she leave me? I needed her.

Because she didn’t care about you. Nobody cares about you.

“Ew,” said Shannon from the corridor.

I spun to her in fright. She was wearing a low-cut, knitted white cardigan which showed her toned and tanned stomach. She had a high-waist red, plaid mini-skirt and wore the white ruffle socks she had bought with the birthday money from my mom.

“Why are you crying?” she asked.

I sniffled and wiped my puffy cheeks. “Isn’t it obvious?”

She scoffed. “Not really. I’d say you’ve gotten a pretty sweet deal. You’ve moved out of that hole into our mansion. You had what, like four rooms? Did you even have your own bedroom?”

“Yes,” I said through my teeth, “I had my own bedroom.”

She arched a perfectly manicured brow. “Excuse me? Are you getting an attitude with me, peasant?”

I flushed, angry that Shannon wouldn’t let me grieve in peace, and embarrassed I had declared her as my queen. I’d hoped she might have moved on from that after everything that had happened. Surely she didn’t expect this to continue after my mom had died? That was psychotic.

“Shannon, please,” I said weakly. “I don’t want trouble. I just want to be alone right now.”

“Is that how you address your queen?” She entered my room and closed the door behind her. She pointed down to the floor by her feet. “On your knees, peasant.”

I glanced down at her socks. It pained me to admit it, but she looked adorable in them. They really were worth every cent of my mom’s money.

She stomped her foot, and I jumped, nervously looking back at her face. “Now!” she said folding her arms and pouting her pink lips.

Do as your queen demands, scum.

I slowly shook my head. It was hard to resist. My pussy tingled. The devil on my shoulder was willing me to obey. But this wasn’t like before. I was stuck living with her. If I handed her that power over me, there’d be no escape.

“If you don’t get on your knees right now I’ll tell Mom everything. She’ll know you were playing with yourself while sniffing my shoes. Wonder what she’ll say when she finds out what a vile little creep you are.”

I gulped. The thought of being exposed to Aunt Martha was terrifying, but it wasn’t as if she would throw me out on the streets. She had made such a huge show of taking me in when nobody else would. She wanted to be seen as charitable. Appearances mattered more to her than anything. I had to stay strong.

But you’re so weak.

“I won’t just tell Mom either. I’ll tell everyone at school. They’ll all know what a freak you are. The teachers as well.”

I gave a hesitant shrug. “We don’t even go to the same school.”

The smirk she gave sent a shiver down my spine. “Mom didn’t tell you? She’s paying your tuition. We’ll be classmates from now on. Isn’t that exciting?”

I paled. “Wh...why?”

“Oh, I might have said how lonely it would be for you at your school since you have no friends. I suggested it would be better for you to come to school with me from now on. You know, since I’m so popular. I could help you through this difficult time. Aren’t I so kind to you?” She batted her long lashes and smiled sweetly. “You’ll be starting next week.”

Dread prickled over my skin. I knew how brutal Shannon and her friends were. It would be nothing for them to turn the whole school against me. They would enjoy it. This was a nightmare.

“If you want to have any hope of surviving until graduation, you’ll do what I say, peasant.”

Who are you trying to fool? We all know you’re a pervert for your cousin’s feet. Just do it. It’ll feel sooooo good. I promise.

I glanced back at her socks. They were so white and pure. The socks my mom saved and sacrificed for. They were so...beautiful.

My stomach churned with excitement. My pussy was wet. The devil was right. I was weak. “Okay,” I said, slowly slumping to my knees. “You win.”

Shannon’s grin grew wider. Her eyes gleamed with the thrill of victory. An experience I knew even then, I would never feel again.

“I’m glad you’ve seen sense, peasant,” she said, wiggling her toes. “Crawl.”

I planted my hands on the hardwood and crawled on all fours to her feet. I pressed my nose against her socks and inhaled. They were spicy, but not in an unpleasant way. It was as if they’d been sprayed with fiery perfume. They were intoxicating - the smell of my own defeat.

Shannon laughed and placed her foot on the back of my head pushing my face to the floor, squashing my nose against the hardwood.

It suits you. A peasant to a queen.

“It’s funny,” said Shannon, “I thought I’d hate having you here. You’re so poor and ugly. You don’t deserve nice things. But then I got thinking, it might be kinda fun to have my own slave.”

My eyes stung with tears.

“So,” continued Shannon, “I’m your queen and you’re my peasant. You’ll obey my orders or get punished. If you entertain me, then I’ll keep your filthy secret just between us. Are you listening to me, peasant?”

My voice vibrated off the hardwood. “Yes, Your Majesty.”

She giggled and removed her foot from my head. “Good. Then assume the position.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant. I pushed up off the floor and looked up at her. She stared down at me with the same imperial expression I’d seen painted on the Egyptian mural downstairs depicting her as Cleopatra reborn.

She pointed to the bed. “Bend over.”

I sniffled and shuffled to the edge of the bed, squatting over it.

Don’t pretend like you’re upset. You’ve been asking for this, you dirty slut.

I unbuttoned my jeans and wriggled them down my thighs. The crotch on my boyshorts was damp with arousal. I pulled them down to show my bare buttocks.

Shannon slowly removed her ruffle socks to reveal her beautiful feet. Her toenails were painted the same cute baby pink as her manicure. There was a twist in my stomach. Her feet were just as perfect as I’d imagined. The feet of an angel.

“Open your mouth,” she commanded, balling up her socks.

I did as she said, and she reached over to stuff them in my mouth.

“There,” she said with a chuckle, “now you can taste what I spent your dead mom’s money on. Aren’t I good to you, peasant?”

Tears trickled down my cheeks. “Yesh,” I said, my voice muffled by her socks, “Thwank you, Your Majesty.”

I heard people who kill themselves aren’t allowed in heaven. Do you think your mom’s looking up at us from hell, right now?”

A horrible feeling of guilt swept through me. This was the last thing in the world my mom would have wanted me to do. She would be so ashamed of me. I felt the eyes from her picture drilling into me. At that moment, I prayed there was no afterlife. I couldn’t allow myself to believe Mom might have been watching.

Shannon lifted her arm and struck her palm hard against my ass cheek. There was a vicious slapping echo. She laughed as I whined and sobbed into her socks.

“This,” she said, striking my second ass cheek, “is for trying to stand up to me. The next time (slap) I tell you (slap) to do something (slap) you fucking (slap) do it! (SLAP).”

I screamed, tears streaming down my cheeks. I circled my ass, as if air might somehow soothe the stinging.

“And this,” she declared, curling her adorable hand into a fist and punching my tailbone, causing me to squeal. “Is for making me get up at eight in the morning on a fucking Saturday just to attend your mom’s boring ass funeral.”

I felt sick to my stomach. It was too awful. I was being punished for my mom dying in front of the urn that contained her ashes. Pussy juice trickled down my inner thigh.

Shannon lifted her leg and kneed me cleanly in my pussy. There was a blast of pain and I slowly slumped back to my knees, sliding down the edge of the bed. I couldn’t even breathe. Just when I thought the pain was subsiding, it came over me again in waves.

“And that’s for getting turned on by all this you sick fuck.”

You definitely deserved that one, freak.

Shannon gave me no time to recover as she grabbed my hair and forced me to follow her on my hands and knees, with her socks in my mouth, and my damp underwear and jeans around my thighs, to the corner. She shoved my face in between the crack in the wall, close enough to smell the paint.

“You’re going to stay like this until dinner.”

“Yesh...Your Majesty.” I answered between sobs.

“I’m going to go relax now. Don’t you dare move.”

Remember to thank her, freak.

Something inside of me died. I closed my eyes as I continued to sob. “Yesh, Your Majesty. Thank you.”

She laughed and smacked me across the back of my head before leaving me alone to stew with my guilt and arousal.

*
[image: ]


I SPENT THE NEXT SIX hours kneeling on the floor with my underwear around my thighs and my nose pressed into the corner, sucking on the worn socks she had bought with my dead mom’s money.

It was not exactly how I’d imagined spending my first day in my new home.

No, it’s better.

I dared not leave since Shannon randomly decided at various points to open my door and check on me. I felt a flutter of excitement and a tingle in my pussy every time I heard her. I was hoping for some praise for my obedience, but the only affirmation she gave me was a quick giggle before closing the door again.

It’s more than you deserve, freak.

I tried not to think about Mom’s picture staring at me from the desk. I was starting to regret bringing her urn with me. I should have scattered her ashes in the park so she could be at peace with nature. For all I knew, her spirit was tied to that urn. How horrified would she be to be trapped in her sister’s mansion, forced to watch her daughter spanked and abused by her niece?

More horrified to know how much you’re enjoying it.

Everything about this was wrong. But maybe that was why it excited me so much. Even as the stinging on my ass cheeks subsided, the tingling in my pussy remained.

I took a chance that Shannon would not catch me and sneakily circled my finger around my clit.

Waves of pleasure spread through me. I thought of Sannon’s adorable feet and savored the taste of her socks in my mouth. I remembered how she and her friends had spat in my face. How Stephanie and Leah had stubbed their cigarettes on my cheeks and used my body as a footrest. I thought of how beautiful and bored Shannon had looked at my mom’s funeral and the spankings she’d delivered to me.

My eyes rolled back as the devil on my shoulder whispered seductively in my ear.

She’s so pretty. So rich. So popular and fashionable. Everyone loves her. She’s perfect. A true queen.

I bit into Shannon’s socks and squealed as I came hard, squirting into the corner.

Those wonderful seconds were the best I’d felt since Mom died. They were pure ecstasy. For just a moment I forgot about my loneliness and grief. My mind escaped into a better, more liberating world as Shannon’s peasant.

But once the pleasure subsided, I was left with that familiar feeling of guilt and shame. What if Mom really was watching me?

The emotions of the day overwhelmed me and I broke down into sobs. Why couldn’t I just be normal? Why did I have to be turned on by feet and abuse? It wasn’t fair. I never asked to be this way.

You were born a freak and you’ll die a freak, alone and unloved.

“I hate you,” I said as much to myself as the devil on my shoulder.
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WHEN SHANNON FINALLY allowed me to vacate the corner, my legs and knees were numb from kneeling on the hardwood for so long.

She had changed into a long-sleeved black bodycon mini dress with a white turned-down collar. Her elegant pearl earrings glimmered under the light. As I crawled closer, my eyes slowly went down her tanned legs to her t-strap leather pumps. She was sockless as if to reinforce the point that I’d spent six hours with them in my mouth.

She giggled at me. “I can’t believe you really stayed like that this whole time. That’s the most pathetic thing I’ve ever seen. You really are my peasant, aren’t you?”

I hung my head in sorrow and shame.

“I’d leave you there all night if I could, but Mom’s expecting us for dinner. We have to sit at the same table so you’re gonna have to try real hard to pretend like you’re not a total freak. Can you manage that, peasant?”

I nodded.

She smirked. “Take those out of your mouth and come worship my shoes.”

I removed her sock ball and carefully placed it on the floor like it was a fragile glass bauble before crawling to her feet, blushing.

“I guess you can throw those away now,” she said, sliding her pump closer to me. “It’s not like I’ll wear them again.”

I pressed my palms to either side of her feet and bent my face low to lay kisses over the gold buckles. My stomach writhed to think how hard it had been for Mom to save that money only for Shannon to discard them without a second thought.

Shannon continued. “Just because you’ll be sitting at my table tonight doesn’t mean you aren’t still my peasant, though. You’re going to agree with everything I say and do. And I want to see some enthusiasm.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I said, moving my worshipful kisses to her second shoe.

“Good. Because I have no problem telling Mom what a disgusting freak you are. I’ll bet she’ll have no problem throwing you out on the streets.”

I suspected this was an empty threat, but even so, I couldn’t risk it. I couldn’t even return to my old high school without great difficulty if Martha decided to withdraw her funding for me to attend Shannon’s elite school.

“I promise I’ll be good, Your Majesty.”

“Humph. You’d better.”
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SHANNON DIDN’T WANT to get into trouble for tardiness, so she left me alone to get changed into something “less embarrassing.”

There weren’t many options from my meager collection of clothes. The best I could manage was the same black dress and sandals I’d worn for Shannon’s birthday party.

I tip-toed down the stairs and headed to the dining room, feeling like an insect, an unwanted pest that didn’t belong.

But that’s what you are. You’re a termite, a fly, a maggot.

I passed by more Egyptian-themed art and objects including expensive-looking statuettes of feline women, pyramids, and sphynx. There were papyrus, framed in gold and hidden behind glass. They seemed genuine, at least to my untrained eye, and I doubted Martha would deign to have anything in her home that wasn’t real.

But what really drew my eye was a solid onyx plaque, embossed by a golden ankh, built into the wall. I didn’t know why, but there was something about it that frightened me. I quickly moved on. Lingering in the presence of that ankh seemed like a bad idea.

The dining room was fit for royalty. The rich wooden table and sleek white chairs contrasted with the black marble floor. More murals covered the walls depicting an intricate desert kingdom complete with temples and pyramids. Large jackal-headed men in shimmering armor, brandishing shields, and spears stood in the corners of the room as if they were Martha’s personal bodyguards, poised to attack at her command. They seemed to stare at me with suspicion.

“Quite something, aren’t they?” said Martha. She looked like a classic Hollywood star in her demure, black velvet dress with long sleeves, structured shoulder pads, and a plunging neckline that showed off her tanned side boobs. It was matched with a gold box chain necklace, bracelets, and Egyptian ankh earrings. She looked incredible, even if it seemed over the top for a family dinner.

I smiled nervously. “Sure are. So...lifelike.”

“Oh, I know it’s a little out there, but when I saw them I just couldn’t resist. I had them shipped all the way from Egypt. Anubis was the Jackal-headed God. He would guide and protect souls to the afterlife.”

I gulped, imagining my mom’s ethereal soul following that silent and terrifying deity.

Martha placed her hand on her chest and gasped. “My gosh, I wasn’t thinking about your mother.”

I blushed and slid myself into my seat opposite Shannon. “It’s fine,” I mumbled.

Martha reached for her glass of dark wine. “Well, how are you settling in, Julia?”

“Um, good. Thank you.”

Shannon leaned her elbow on the table and rested her chin on her knuckle, smirking at me. The thought of what we’d done upstairs made me blush even harder. I was sweaty with embarrassment.

“Such a pretty dress,” said Martha.

Shannon scoffed. “It’s the same one she wore to my birthday party, Mom. I don’t think she owns anything else.”

“That’s not true, she wore an adorable sunflower dress that day you went shopping together.”

Shannon giggled. “You mean the one she bought from a thrift store?”

Martha’s lips twitched into a smile.

I shuffled uncomfortably in my seat. I wanted to divert their attention from my clothes as quickly as possible. “You, uh, look very beautiful, Aunt Martha.”

Martha reached and tapped the back of my hand. “So sweet. This dress is Dolce and Gabbana.”

Shannon laughed. “She doesn’t know what that is, Mom.”

Martha smiled. “It’s a luxury fashion brand. Founded just six years ago in Legnano, Italy. The Italians have always had a sharp eye for what looks good.”

Shannon scoffed at me. “Does your dress even have a label?”

I shrugged. “I don’t think so.”

“Now, now,” said Martha, swirling the wine in her glass. “My sister could never have afforded designer brands, Shannon. You know that. She did her best, I’m sure.”

She worked hard every day to keep a roof over my head, put food in the refrigerator, and keep me in clothes. No, she couldn’t waste her money on designer brands. It wasn’t fair for them to look down on her for that. Martha married money and Shannon was born into money. Neither of them had any idea of what it was like in the real world.

Struggling for scraps is for peasants, not queens.

I was relieved when Susanne entered, pushing a tri-shelved trolley. I didn’t think I could stand to hear any more comparisons between Martha and Mom.

Susanne carefully placed warm plates of filet mignons, creamy mashed potatoes, and asparagus in a red wine before us. I knew nothing about fine dining, but the filet appeared perfectly cooked.

I nodded and smiled at her as she set my plate down. “Thank you.”

She froze and glanced anxiously at Martha. There was an awkward silence that made me immediately wish I’d kept my mouth shut. It had just seemed weird to ignore her like Martha and Shannon had done.

Martha sighed and shooed her away with the back of her hand.

Susanne curtsied and quickly left the dining room, taking her empty trolley with her.

Martha took a sip of her wine and set it on the table before lifting her silver cutlery. She sliced into her steak and investigated the pinkness. She guided her cut into her mouth and chewed. The way she ate was mesmeric. Every movement was elegant and deliberate.

“You know, Julia,” she said after swallowing, “since you’ll be staying here for the foreseeable future, there are some social decorums you ought to understand. We never thank the maid. Praise should be something she earns. She must always strive to work harder to impress us. To thank her for something as basic as cooking dinner risks her believing our household could not function without her.”

“If anything,” said Shannon, “the maid ought to be thanking us. Everything she has she owes to us. Her clothes, her food, healthcare. She even lives here rent-free. She’d be nothing without us.”

Martha smiled at her daughter. “That’s true. Do try and be more careful in the future, Julia.”

I gaped, unsure of how to respond. That seemed so twisted. They actually expected Susanne to be grateful for allowing her to work for them? Did they not understand Susanne could always just find another job?

I didn’t feel very hungry after that, but I didn’t want Susanne to think that I didn’t appreciate her cooking. The steak was the most delicious thing I’d ever eaten. It was so succulent and flavorful. Was this what Martha and Shannon ate every day?

“So, Mom,” said Shannon, eyeing me mischievously. “I know you said to wait, but I was too excited. I had to tell her about her new school.”

Martha tutted. “That was supposed to be a surprise, princess. Oh well. What do you think, Julia? I know you don’t have the pedigree to attend, but I was able to pull some strings and get you in regardless. This is a great opportunity to better yourself. Graduation from such an elite educational institution will enable you to attend any course at any college you like.”

I hadn’t thought of it that way. It would definitely help my chances of attending prestigious creative writing programs. And there was only so much Shannon and her friends could do to me. It wasn’t as if I was unfamiliar with bullies.

Ha! If you only knew.

“Um, I think it’s a great opportunity, Aunt Martha. Thank you.”

Martha shrugged. “No need to thank me. You’re under my care now. I couldn’t have you attending public school. That would be highly embarrassing for me. You can pay back your tuition once you find yourself a job.”

She expected reimbursement? I felt sick to my stomach.

“Incidentally,” said Martha, “where do you intend to go after high school?”

“I’ve, uh, been thinking about Iowa?”

Shannon pulled a face. “Ew, Iowa?”

I blushed. “They have this creative writing program you see and-”

Shannon laughed. “Wait, you want to be a writer? For real? Why?”

“I’ve always liked books and-”

“That’s because you’re poor. You had to escape your sad life by reading about more interesting people. Are you even creative at all?”

I felt my eyes grow glassy with her interrogation. I knew I had to proceed cautiously. I didn’t want to trigger a reaction from her for disrespect. I didn’t want to spend another six hours kneeling in the corner.

“I...don’t know,” I said almost too quietly to be heard.

“What have you written?” asked Martha.

“Nothing much yet. Some short stories. And I’m...trying to write a novel.”

Shannon found this hilarious for some reason.

Even Martha had a slight chuckle. “A novel?” she said with fake enthusiasm. “My my. What’s it about?”

I didn’t want to talk about it. I felt foolish. I knew it was dumb. The amusement on their faces was hard to take. “It’s...just kind of a gothic romance, sort of thing.”

Martha and Shannon exchanged a look and they both burst into laughter.

I swallowed a lump in my throat and sipped on my water, blushing more furiously than ever.

“I’m sorry, Julia,” said Martha. “It’s just...what on earth would you know about romance?”

“Nothing,” said Shannon. “Look at her. You think she’s ever even kissed a boy?”

“Stop that,” said Martha, despite her obvious amusement. “Be nice.”

Shannon rolled her eyes.

I sat in glum silence, poking my fork through my mashed potatoes. I knew I ought to defend myself and my work. As a writer, I would have to deal with criticisms. It was part of the job. I wanted to tell them that gothic romance did not mean romance in the kissy type of love story they were imagining. It was pain, horror, and heartbreak. But I knew they’d never understand. I’d seen no books in Martha’s entire mansion. I was pretty sure the only thing either of them read were fashion magazines.

“I think that’s very...nice,” said Martha in a patronizing tone, “but you ought to have a backup plan. You know...something more practical.”

I knew it was a long shot. There were hundreds of thousands of people like me who dreamed of being a professional author. Only a few of us would make it. But I had to at least try. It had been my dream since I was a child.

Martha leaned back. “You wouldn’t want to end up like your mother after all, would you?”

It felt like she’d stabbed a knife into my heart. Tears welled in my eyes. I placed my fork down on my plate and slid it away. I no longer felt like eating.

“Hm?” said Martha, “is something wrong?”

It was hard to stop myself from crying.

Shannon scoffed. “She’s fine, mom. She was telling me upstairs how grateful she is for you taking her in.”

My skin chilled with dread.

Martha smiled. “That’s quite alright, Julia. My sister left you in quite a financial mess. I’m happy to help.”

“Well,” continued Shannon, “she feels soooo grateful that she told me she wants to help out some around the house. You know, cleaning, fetching, carrying, that kind of stuff.”

Martha raised her brows and stared at me.

I stared back, afraid. I should have known Shannon would have some evil plan in store for me. This was the price I had to pay for her silence.

Shannon kicked my shin under the table. “Tell her,” she whined.

I whimpered a little and bent down to rub where she’d struck my bone. “S-sure,” I said. “Aunt Martha, you’ve been so kind, taking me into your home. I want to repay you.”

Shannon beamed. “She can dust the furniture, mop the floor, vacuum, whatever we need.”

Martha shrugged. “That’s sweet of you to offer, Julia. But we have a maid who handles all that already.”

Shannon glared at me. I knew she wanted me to try harder to convince her.

“I know,” I said. “But to be honest, I feel like I’m kind of taking advantage of you. You’re letting me live in this amazing mansion and eat filet mignon. I haven’t paid for any of it. I’d feel weird if I didn’t contribute in some way. I can’t offer anything financially, but I can at least complete chores. Please let me do this for you. Please?”

Not bad. You sound appropriately pathetic.

Martha sighed. “I suppose. If you want it that badly. But just to be clear, you don’t expect to be paid for this, do you? Because if you do-”

“No, no, no, no pay. This is just my way of  giving back to you for everything you’ve done for me.”

A little too eager there, weren’t you, freak?

My stomach churned and my pussy tingled. Maybe I was doing this for reasons more than Shannon’s blackmail.

“If that is what you want then you may help the maid with her chores.”

“Thank you!” I said with more enthusiasm than I’d intended.

Martha waved her hand over the table. “Then you can start by clearing the table. Oh, and pour me some more wine.”

“And me,” said Shannon, pushing her glass toward me with a satisfied grin.

I smiled nervously and rose from my chair. I picked up the wine bottle, topped up both of their glasses and started gathering plates.

“Hurry up,” ordered Shannon.

The sudden rise in her voice sent a shiver through my pussy. I found myself curtsying in the same manner I’d seen from Susanne. I blushed, realizing what I’d done, and glanced nervously at Martha.

Martha stared at me with interest.

“S-sorry,” I said, unsure why I was apologizing but feeling like it was somehow necessary.

I stacked the plates and cutlery as quickly as I could and rushed out of the dining room with the devil on my shoulder laughing in my ear.
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The gold bangles on Aunt Martha’s wrist jingled as she wagged her finger directly in Susanne’s face. “Listen up, Maid,” she said, resting her spare hand on the hip of her leather pants, “my niece has kindly volunteered to help with the household chores. She’s your responsibility. If she messes anything up, I’m holding you personally responsible. Is that clear?”

Susanne swallowed a visible lump. She looked so small. “Yes, Madam Martha,” she answered with a curtsey.

It felt awful to stand there and watch Aunt Martha talk down to her maid like that. She must have been breaking some kind of employment law. This was the 1990s, not the 1890s, surely you could not legally intimidate your employees like that.

Any thoughts I had of defending Susanne were squashed when Aunt Martha turned her cold gaze onto me. My first instinct was to curtsey in the same manner as Susanne, but thankfully, I stopped myself before embarrassing myself further. It was bad enough that I'd done so at dinner. I did not need to turn this into a habit.

Aunt Martha placed both hands on her hips as she addressed me. “Now, Julia,” she said. “You are certain you want this? Because I’m very particular about how I like things done. This will be hard work, so if you’re intending to make a half-hearted effort, I’d rather you just stay out the way.”

I bit my lip. Aunt Martha was opening the door, offering me a chance to escape. A large part of me wanted to tell her that I was only doing this because Shannon was blackmailing me. Surely Aunt Martha would reprimand her daughter?

You want to tell her you were sniffing inside your cousin’s shoes, freak?

I blushed at the memory. That confession seemed far more humiliating than just helping out with some chores. I mean, I didn’t consider myself above it. Far from it. That attitude was deeply offensive to people like Susanne who relied on this kind of work to make a living. I had a great deal of respect for cleaners and maids. It was a hard and thankless job. 

“I’ll work hard, Aunt Martha,” I said. “I really want to do a good job for you.”

Your pussy doesn’t lie, freak. I know how much you love this.

Martha sighed, as if annoyed I was still going along with this. “Fine. Then you make a start on the marble. Follow the maid’s instructions. I’d better not see any blemishes.”

“Thank you, Aunt Martha,” I blurted without thinking, immediately regretting it. What the hell was I thanking her for? I could almost hear the pained moans from inside Mom’s urn. It would have been bad enough for her to know her daughter was volunteering to clean her sister’s mansion, never mind thanking her for the privilege.

Martha’s red lips twisted into a slight smirk. She nodded at me, and then turned back to Susanne, narrowing her eyes in a warning glare.

Susanne curtsied again, smiling nervously. “Please relax, Madam,” she said, “I’ll take care of everything.”

“Humph. See that you do.”

*
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SUSANNE TOOK MY TRAINING seriously. It was as if I was her apprentice. And maybe I was. She seemed excited to pass on her wisdom to another person. I got the feeling she didn’t have many friends or people to talk to.

She demonstrated correct marble maintenance by wiping away crumbs and dirt from the surfaces with a soft, dry rag before dampening the marble with a sponge. She got down on her hands and knees to show me the technique of padding rather than wiping. She distributed the polishing powder evenly and buffed a section with a fresh rag to reveal a newly restored shine. She was so earnest in her explanations. She was like a master craftswoman at work.

It made me feel bad that Martha and Shannon treated her so poorly. They had no idea how lucky they were to have someone so diligent in their employ. Whatever Martha was paying her, it was not enough.

I listened attentively. I owed her that much. It wasn’t right for Shannon to mock Susanne’s occupation by forcing me to do her job too. Susanne was a human being, just trying to survive in this cruel world as best she could.

We went through the whole mansion on our hands and knees, room by room, corridor by corridor. I hadn’t realized just how in love with marble Martha was until I was forced to try and clean it all. I was completely exhausted. This was not the most relaxing way to recover from the shock of Mom’s death.

Susanne smiled at me warmly, sensing my frustration. “Don’t worry, Miss Julia,” she said. “It only requires a deep clean like this every couple of months. It normally just requires a daily dusting.”

“You really don’t need to call me, Miss,” I said, buffing hard to remove a slight scuff. “I’m just Julia.”

Susanne flushed. “I don’t think Madam Martha would like that.”

I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable so I dropped it and continued my work.

Susanne suddenly stopped me, clutching my hand. “Julia,” she said gently, “are you really okay doing this? You don’t have to.”

I swallowed. The warmness in her smile made me want to cry. It was a small thing, but it meant the world to me. Martha might have said she cared about me, but really, I was only here because she didn’t want the social embarrassment of having me on the streets. I could see that Susanne actually cared. I didn’t deserve it, but after all I’d been through, I craved any form of kindness.

Susanne opened her arms for a hug and I fell into her embrace. Within seconds I was blubbering like a baby.

Susanne held me close, rubbing down my back. “There, there,” she said soothingly, “it’s okay. Everything will be okay.”

“How...how can it be?”

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “I’m here for you, though. You’re not alone.”

I sniffled and pulled away, wiping the tears away from my puffy cheeks. I smiled weakly and nodded. “Thank you.”

“Hey,” called Shannon down the corridor. “Did Mom give you two permission to take a break?”

My skin immediately prickled with fear. I glanced across to see my queen striding toward us wearing a candy-colored blazer jacket with rolled-up sleeves over a short, white lace mini dress. Her manicure matched her jacket and her pedicure showed through the open toes of her white calfskin sandals. She looked like she was heading to a garden party to drink watermelon lemonade through a spiral straw.

I looked down to see my bargain basement cargo pants were damp at the knees from kneeling for so long on the wet floor. Sweat rings had formed under the armpits of my thrift store t-shirt. The difference between us could not have been more striking.

Of course, it is. She’s a queen and you’re just a peasant.

“I’d have thought,” continued Shannon, stopping in front of us to tap her foot on the marble we’d just polished, “there’d be way too many chores for you to waste time chatting.”

I glanced at Susanne for support, but she’d already ducked her head like a scolded child. It must have been excruciating for her to be talked down to by a teenager. I wondered why she put up with this. She was a great worker. Surely any house in Paradise Hills would have loved her as a maid. Was Aunt Martha really paying her that well?

Shannon smirked. “I’m not sure the two of you can be trusted to work together in the future. Maybe I should tell Mom.”

Susanne clasped her hands together. “No,” she squeaked. “Please, Miss. Shannon. Please don’t tell Madam Martha. Please.”

She seemed genuinely afraid. Was she going to be fined or something? Was that even legal? I was hardly an expert on employment law, but I assumed she was entitled to breaks. What kind of financial difficulty was she in to allow herself to be treated this way?

“Humph,” said Shannon, inspecting her nails. “Go bake me some cupcakes and I’ll think about it.”

“Yes, Miss. Shannon. Of course. Thank you.”

Susanne rose to her feet and briefly met my eyes before glancing away ashamedly to the floor.

“And remember the sprinkles this time,” yelled Shannon, as Susanne hurriedly shuffled down the corridor out of sight.

Shannon snickered and turned her attention to me. “You’re supposed to be working, peasant. Not shooting the breeze with the maid.”

I blushed, staring at the crisscrossing straps of her designer sandals that formed the iconic Hermès H.

“Have you been crying again, peasant?”

I sniffled and nodded.

“Well don’t, you look gross.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. I’m sorry.”

Shannon smirked. “I think this warrants a punishment. Pull down your pants.”

I whimpered and glanced nervously behind me.

“Don’t worry about the maid. She’ll be rushing around the kitchen clattering pots and pans. She knows I hate to be kept waiting.”

I turned and wriggled my cargo pants and boyshorts down my thighs to show her my bare ass cheeks.

She giggled as she squatted down to get a good shot.

I braced myself as she lifted her arm and gave me a firm swat. There was an echo of palm against flesh. I yelped and she laughed, unleashing a barrage of slaps against my buttocks, leaving them stinging and red. More tears silently trickled down my cheeks, onto the marble.

“Okay,” she said, standing up. “Turn and face me.”

I did as she said, sniffling.

“Aren’t you going to thank me, peasant?”

“Thank you, Y-your Majesty,” I said weakly.

Look at her palm, freak. It’s turned pink from beating you. A queen should never feel any discomfort, no matter how mild. Apologize now!

My pussy tingled. “Y-your Majesty? I’m sorry that h-hitting me stung your hand.”

It took Shannon a moment to comprehend what I was saying, but once she did, her face immediately brightened.

“That’s okay, peasant,” she said, presenting the hand that hurt me. “I’ll forgive you this time. Here, you can kiss it better.”

I leaned my face into her palm and nuzzled against it like a puppy searching for treats. As painful and degrading as it had been to be spanked, it had made me forget all about how lonely and depressed I was. There was a bliss to the abuse that confused and aroused me.

“So, I’ve had an idea,” said Shannon, as I continued to worship her hand. “If you pull it off, it’ll be super funny. So try not to mess it up or I’ll be really mad at you, ‘kay?”

“I won’t,” I said into her hand.

“Then listen carefully. This is what you’re gonna do...”
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THERE WERE THOUSANDS of bottles in Aunt Martha’s wine cellar. I wondered how much the collection was worth. I figured they were gathering more value the longer they remained unopened. That was typical. The rich always had spare capital to stock long-term investments ensuring they remained rich.

I pulled a bottle of vintage Château de Beaucastel Châteauneuf-du-Pape. It must have been quality wine since I couldn’t even pronounce it.

It irked me a little to see such wanton privilege. The small loan Mom asked Aunt Martha was nothing for someone of Aunt Martha’s resources. She wouldn’t even have noticed it leaving her bank account.

I had to wonder what happened at that lunch. Did Aunt Martha refuse? Is that why Mom killed herself? The thought made me queasy.

“Mom, I’m so sorry,” I said, “please don’t be mad at me for this.”

But it was no use.  I could almost hear my mom’s aggrieved spirit wailing in the darkness for what I was about to do.
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MARTHA RELAXED ON HER double queen armchair, upholstered in black leather and framed in gold foil. Her feet rested on a matching ottoman. Classical columns surrounded her with Egyptian images carved into the stone. Vibrant plant life and an indoor water feature added to the palatial grandeur of her “personal room.”

She was fresh from a bath, wearing a Versace Nero bathrobe with elaborate gold trim, tied with a sash that showcased more Egyptian motifs such as the ankh, the crossed rod and scepter, and the mystical eye. Her amazing legs were on full display, smooth and tanned. She absent-mindedly rubbed one foot against the other as she flicked through a glossy fashion magazine.

I approached, presenting the bottle of vintage wine at an angle so she could read the label like I was some server at a high-end restaurant.

“Yes, that will do fine,” she said. “Do you know how to open it?”

I stared at her blankly.

She sighed. “Insert the screw in the center of the bottle and rotate in six half turns, then lever the cork slowly.”

I followed her instructions as best I could. There was a satisfying pop and Martha lifted her crystal glass by the stem for me to fill.

After a splash of red, she held up her hand for me to stop. She placed her nose over the rim and inhaled. She gently swirled the glass before taking a small sip, sloshing it around her mouth for a few seconds before swallowing.

“Now you may pour the rest.”

I filled her glass and left the bottle on her side table.

She went back to her magazine as I wavered on the spot, unsure of how to proceed. My palms were sweaty and my stomach fluttered with nerves.

“I don’t need anything else right now,” she said without looking up. “You may leave now.”

I blushed. She was already comfortable enough with the idea of me as her volunteer maid to dismiss me. I knew how devastated Mom would have been to see me serving her sister like this. I was so ashamed. And it was only going to get worse.

I gulped and slowly sank to my knees. “Um, Aunt Martha?”

She looked up from her magazine and raised a single, quizzical brow.

I felt like such a hopeless dork. “I was wondering, if maybe, um, you’d enjoy a foot rub?”

She stared.

I panicked. Shannon would not accept failure. “It’s just...I know your feet must hurt after wearing high heels all day. I’d hate for you to be in pain. You’ve done so much for me. I just want to repay you as best I can.”

Martha took a thoughtful sip of wine before answering. “I suppose...if that’s what you want.”

I smiled, relieved. I don’t know what I would have done had she refused. Maybe begged?

“But if you’re going to do it, do it properly. Go fetch the oils. There’s nothing worse than calloused hands on dry skin.”

“Right away, Aunt Martha,” I said with a little too much enthusiasm.

I rushed to the bathroom and was shocked to find a whole selection of different oils. I wasn’t sure which one was correct so I just bundled them all into my arms and hurried back.

Martha smirked upon my return. She placed her magazine on her side table and sipped her wine as she watched me struggle with the oils. I kneeled before her feet beside the ottoman.

“Hmmm, that one,” she said pointing her toe at the lavender and rosemary.

I set the other bottles on the floor and got to work, pouring a little oil into my hands and rubbing my palms together. I’d never done this before and wasn’t sure what I was supposed to do. I tentatively placed my oily hands on her ankles and rubbed them in a circular motion.

Martha watched me, taking occasional sips of wine. “Don’t be afraid of the oil.”

I squirted some more into my hands and slowly moved from her ankles to the top of her feet.

She wiggled her toes expectantly and I pinched and massaged each one then gradually moved down to the sole and heel of her foot.

There was something about the smell, and the motion, and the subservience, that was making my stomach twist and my pussy tingle. I didn’t want to enjoy it, but I couldn’t help myself.

Martha leaned back, shuffling on her cushion to make herself even more comfortable. “Not bad,” she said. “With a little practice, you’ll be much better at this than your mom.”

I stopped rubbing and stared up at her, shocked.

“Other foot,” she ordered, crossing it over her ankle.

My momentary act of rebellion was quelled by her order and I went back to work, kneading my thumbs around the ball of her foot.

I imagined my mom like this, on her knees before her hated sister, rubbing oil into her pampered feet. The sister she had always felt inferior to. It must have been so degrading.

Not for you, though, freak. You know your place, don’t you?

I wasn’t sure I wanted to know this, but I had to ask. “My mom...massaged your feet, Aunt Martha?”

“Oh, it’s a long story,” she said with a chuckle. “You see, your mom was not exactly popular in high school. She was plain and uninteresting. I mean, her main hobbies were reading and writing, if that tells you anything.”

I flushed. Apparently, Aunt Martha had forgotten that my greatest aspiration in life was to be a professional novelist. This was the first time I’d heard that Mom enjoyed writing too. Had she also dreamed of publishing a novel? It made me sad to think she’d never mentioned it to me. Was she embarrassed by her failure? I somehow felt closer and more distant to her than ever.

Martha continued, oblivious to my sadness, as I continued rubbing her foot. “She never had a boyfriend or got invited to parties. Honestly, I’m not even sure she had any friends at all. She was a bit of a social disease I’m afraid. It made her the target of many cruel jokes and pranks.”

I gulped. It was like listening to a repeat of my own sad life. I knew my mom had struggled when she was my age. She’d often reassured me that those things didn’t matter. That she turned out fine despite her ordeals at high school. You know, before she killed herself... 

There was a horrible sinking feeling in my gut.

“I’m sorry, Julia,” said Martha, “that was insensitive of me. I know you’ve had a hard time too. I couldn’t imagine going through this without any friends to support you. It must be awful. Nobody from your school even cared enough to be with you at your mother’s funeral.”

I focused harder on her foot to save myself from crying.

“You won’t need to worry about that anymore, though. Shannon is very popular. She’ll help you find some friends. Then you can finally have a social life.”

My bottom lip trembled. “Yes, Aunt Martha,” I mumbled.

Martha sighed wistfully. “Shannon will do for you what I ought to have done for your mom. I was so immature back then. I was embarrassed she was my sister. Her dorkiness made me look bad by association. I regret I didn’t use my social pedigree to protect her better. I often began rumors about her. Silly things like bed wetting, or that she secretly liked girls. Everyone was convinced she had a crush on my best friend.”

Martha chuckled at the memory. To her, it was just teenage antics, but I knew how traumatizing it must have been for Mom to live through that. It was no wonder she had an inferiority complex with Martha. It had been reinforced since at least high school that Martha was the pretty and popular one.

And now you’re massaging her feet.

“Anyway,” continued Martha nonchalantly. “I promised I’d ease off if she did all my chores and homework. Naturally, I wanted to see how far I could push it. I had her fetching and carrying like my own personal maid. Hm, kind of like you, now that I think about it. The more things change, the more they stay the same.”

She tittered at her own joke and took another sip of wine.

My pussy tingled and I found myself putting even more effort into her massage.

“Sorry, Julia,” she said. “That was mean. I just couldn’t resist. You have to admit, though. It is kind of funny.”

I blushed. “Yes, Aunt Martha.”

“Well, I had her give me regular foot rubs after school too. She hated it. But she knew she didn’t have a choice unless she wanted me to spread another rumor about her. And look at you now, actually volunteering to do the very thing your mom was so resentful over.”

I focused on kneading my thumbs into her soles, trying not to think about how ashamed Mom would be to see me now.

Martha hummed her pleasure as I tried to build up the courage to initiate phase two of Shannon’s plan: the part I was dreading the most.

I cleared my throat. “Um, Aunt Martha. I’ve been thinking. Um, Susanne really went out of her way to show me how to polish your floors.”

“I thought I told you to call her Maid?”

“S-sorry, yes, um, well, um-”

“Oh for heaven’s sake, spit it out.”

I prickled with anxiety. “I think it might be a good idea if I...dress like a maid from now on.”

Martha stared down at me, lost for words.

I’d been agonizing over how to explain this to her ever since Shannon gave me the order. She thought it would be hilarious for me to scamper through her home dressed in a real maid’s uniform. There was no place for failure. My ass was still sore from my earlier spanking.

I scrambled, fearing Martha’s refusal. “It’s just...I’d really like to look the part. It’ll help me feel like I’m really working, and that I deserve my room, board, and education. And I don’t think it’s fair if I wear street clothes when the maid wears a uniform. We’re both doing the same work. We should look the same.”

Martha took a careful sip of wine before speaking. “Let me get this straight, you WANT to dress as a maid because you think it will help you better perform the chores you’re volunteering your time for?”

I nodded, aware of how lame it sounded.

She inhaled a deep breath, inflating and then deflating her chest by sighing hard through her nose. “I’ll never understand you, Julia. But if this is what you want, I’ll have one made for you.”

I was so relieved Shannon had gotten her way that I smiled with genuine happiness. “Thank you so much, Aunt Martha.”

She scoffed a half laugh, shaking her head scornfully. She finished her wine and placed her empty glass on the side table. “I never said stop by the way.”

I whimpered a little as I realized I’d accidentally neglected her feet during my request. I immediately went back to them, trying harder than ever.

“You know,” mused Martha after a few seconds. “It’s funny how things work out. When your mom and I went out to lunch, I offered her a job as my second maid. Did you know that?”

I didn’t think I wanted to know. Mom would have hated that. It was degrading enough for her to beg Martha for a loan, sucking up to the woman who made her life hell growing up. The woman who had gotten everything she had ever wanted and more, while Mom struggled every day just to survive.

And she failed at that too, didn’t she?

Martha continued. “I took her to this fabulous little French place in town. The head chef is a personal friend of mine. I got us the best table in the classical Jardin à la française and ordered us a bottle of the finest Louis Latour.

“My gosh, how she scanned that menu, utterly confused that no prices were listed. It was mean, but I had to laugh. If you needed to know the price, you couldn’t afford it. She looked so out of place in her little thrift store sun dress. It was exactly the kind of thing poor people wear when trying to be fancy. She was lucky she was with me or she’d have been escorted outside. The customers and staff were all snickering at her. Poor thing.

“She couldn’t even read the menu. The waitress was getting so annoyed listening to her struggle to pronounce French. I ended up just ordering for her and apologized on her behalf.

“Anyway, she eventually gave me her sob story. How she’d messed up. She needed three thousand dollars to see her through the month. How hard it was to take care of Mom. How she’d blown through all her savings. Drowning in debt. Honestly, I was slightly annoyed. I told her, if she wasn’t so financially irresponsible, this wouldn’t have happened. I wanted to put Mom in a home. Why should it be my problem that she went bankrupt taking care of her? And even if I did loan her some money, she’d just be asking me again in a couple of months. We both knew she could never have paid me back. Where would it end?

“Work the ankles...hmm, yes. Anyway, she kept apologizing. She even said she’d get down on her knees and beg me if it might help. Of course, I didn’t want her to cause a scene so I offered her a fair deal instead.

“Obviously, since I couldn’t trust her to ever repay me without my supervision, I said she could work as my second maid. I’d pay her a fair salary and she could live with me here rent-free. There’d even have been a room for you. Perfectly reasonable, right?

“My gosh, the crying, the yelling, the accusations. She said I’d ruined her life. That it wasn’t fair I had so much. That I was rubbing my wealth in her face. That I was an evil woman.

“As you can imagine, I was irate. I was only trying to help. I wasn’t about to buy lunch for someone who would speak to me like that. I stormed off leaving her with the bill. She apologized again, pleading with me to stay, but I was done with her by then.”

A cold shiver went through my spine. Aunt Martha really just abandoned my mom to pay the bill at a place so expensive they didn’t even list the prices? It would have wiped out everything she still had.

I imagined her placing all her credit and debit cards on the table in the hopes she had enough to cover the bill as the snobby young waitress watched with annoyance and disdain.

Since Martha had driven her, she would have no way to get home. She must have walked miles in the rain. Plenty of time for her to dwell on her hopelessness.

If only Shannon hadn’t abandoned me at the mall, I might have been home in time to save her.

Martha continued. “She caused such a fuss about being my maid and yet here you are, her daughter, actually volunteering for it. I suppose I filled the position after all, didn’t I?”

She chuckled at her joke and stretched, accidentally pushing her feet directly into my face. I inhaled the luxurious oil I’d been tenderly massaging into her silky skin and my pussy squirted, leaving a wet splotch in my underwear.

“Yes, Aunt Martha,” I answered, into her feet, in no hurry to pull away.
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As soon as my custom-made French maid’s uniform arrived, Shannon was excited for me to try it on. She perched on the edge of my bed, giggling happily as she watched me.

It was identical to Susanne’s, only bigger to fit my larger frame. It was a traditional black satin dress with a white turn-down collar and a long lace apron. It was matched with black woolen tights, sensible shoes, and a frilly cap. There was nothing remotely flattering about it, but at least it was a good fit. And honestly, for as ugly as it was, the material felt of higher quality than my old, thrift store party dress. It was depressing to think that something Shannon was having me wear as a joke was probably the most expensive thing I’d ever owned. 

The dress isn’t as ugly as you are inside it, freak. 

The Devil on my shoulder was right. I was pretty sure somebody like Shannon would look adorable in it, not that she would ever wear something like this in a million years.

In contrast to me, my queen was dressed comfortably in a pastel pink, sequined, sleeveless, mini-dress with spaghetti straps and an open square neckline. Her perfectly tanned skin complemented her bright, white smile. Her legs were crossed, and she bobbed her foot, teasing me with the glossy pedicure showing through the open toes of her designer flip-flops.

“Oh my god,” she said, “You look so stupid. This is too perfect.”

As embarrassing as it was to be a formal maid for my rich aunt and cousin, Susanne had been doing this for years. If she could wear this uniform with dignity, then so could I.

Shannon laughed, grabbing the Polaroid camera by her side. “Here’s what’s going to happen, peasant. You’re going to pose for me. If I get some embarrassing enough pictures, then maybe I won’t tell everyone at school you begged my mom to be our maid. Maybe.”

I blushed. It was bad enough that I had to do this at all. I couldn’t imagine having everyone at my new school know about it as well. Shannon’s friends were mean enough without this to tease me over too. The idea of allowing Shannon to hold visual evidence over me was terrifying. Without pictures, I could at least try and deny it. Maybe somebody would take my side?

Shannon furrowed her brow at my moment of hesitation.

I gulped. My tiny resistance crumpled immediately under her glare. “Yes, Your Majesty,” I said, meekly.

Shannon grinned triumphantly. “Wise decision. Now smile for the camera, Maid.”

I recoiled from the aggressive flash, and did as she commanded, feeling like the biggest loser in the world. The worst feeling of all was knowing my mom’s picture on the desk next to her urn was witnessing the entire thing.

She would be so ashamed of you right now.

Deservedly so.
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SHANNON HAD AN ENDLESS list of poses for me to adopt. She must have been planning this for a while.

She had me reaching to dust the top of Aunt Martha’s curio cabinets with a feather duster; running the vacuum over the royal red carpet, up and down the spiral staircase; scrubbing the bathroom tiles, and cleaning inside the toilet bowl; loaded me with laundry, made me smooth the silky sheets of her king-sized bed, and fluff her pillows.

By the time she was finished, she must have had more than twenty different pictures of me. The entire time I maintained the same dead smile my mom had always reserved for her interactions with Aunt Martha.

It was humbling to think that I was performing the very chores my mom had refused to do, and I wasn’t even being paid for it. I tried to tell myself I was only doing this because Shannon was blackmailing me. That if Shannon told anyone about my shoe sniffing, and foot fetish, then my life would be over. There was no way any prospective college would accept me knowing what a pervert I was for my own cousin's feet. No publisher would ever want to be associated with someone like me. My dream of being a novelist would be crushed before it began. 

But it was hard to convince myself of coercion when my pussy was so wet.

As big a failure as your mom was, she killed herself rather than wear this uniform. What does that make you?

When we were finally done, Shannon grinned, spreading her Polaroids in front of my face like a deck of cards. Each one was more embarrassing than the last. Shannon now had the power to completely destroy any small chance I might have had of making friends at school. What could I even say if one of these got passed around?

“These are so funny,” said Shannon.

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I mumbled.

“But I think we need one more. The pierre de résistance.”

I cringed at her mispronunciation of the term but dared not correct her. Instead, I meekly followed the direction of her finger to the floor like a puppy obeying its master’s command.

Shannon’s grin widened. “On your back, peasant.”

I rolled over as if performing a trick, showing her my belly.

Shannon lifted her foot and hovered the sole of her flip-flop directly over me. I stared at it excitedly as she slowly planted it on my face, squashing my nose. My pussy immediately squirted, dampening my underwear. A trickle of juice ran down my thigh. I sniffed deep and inhaled the leather.

She snapped one final picture of me lying beneath her foot, and removed the Polaroid from the camera, shaking it like a fan, giggling to herself.

“Consider this insurance,” she gloated. “Upset me, and I’ll project this picture for everyone to see.”

I whimpered and kissed the sole of her flip-flop.

Thank her for putting you in your place, freak.

“Thank you so much, your Majesty.”
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BEING DRESSED IN THE same uniform as Susanne helped reinforce my new place in the household. It was actually genius of Shannon to inflict this on me. 

There was not even the slightest hesitation from Aunt Martha at having her niece, the daughter of her dead sister, act as her second maid. She had no problems barking orders at me. No doubt the uniform, combined with the evening I spent with her feet, had shifted her perception of me from a downtrodden charity case into something she could exploit for her own benefit.

“Now then, Julia,” she said, relaxing on one of her loungers by the pool wearing a black and white, Chanel one-piece swimsuit, gold-framed aviators, and a bulky gold necklace that was an intimidating statement of her vast wealth. “I expect you to maintain this uniform. It’s made from genuine satin and lace. Those are not cheap materials to replace. I expect the white to remain pristine, and you are solely responsible for any repairs.”

I stood demurely before her, sweltering in the sun. An annoying bead of sweat dripped down my forehead. I wanted so badly to wipe it with my sleeve but couldn’t with Aunt Martha staring at me, especially after her lecture.

“It suits you by the way,” she said, either oblivious, or uncaring, as to my discomfort.

I should have despised her. Here she was, luxuriating in her atrium, by her crystal clear swimming pool, surrounded by lush vegetation and faux Egyptian obelisks, adorned in gold and designer labels, essentially mocking the daughter of her dead sister, a sister who would still be alive today if she’d just shown her a basic human kindness.

It got to me again just how tiny a thing it would have been for her to loan us that money. It was such a small amount for a woman of her vast means, means she had never had to lift a finger to attain. Her money would replenish within minutes from the passive income she accumulated through her deceased husband’s social security and investments. It was obvious she wanted Mom to work for the money, not because she was concerned about repayment, but because she wanted to control her in the same way she had when they were teens. It was nothing but a power trip for her. Our lives were just a game for her to play with.

But far from hating her, I felt more respectful than ever.

She was such a beautiful woman. Her body was sculpted so perfectly she could have been on the cover of Vogue. Her classic features could have made her a Hollywood star. How could someone like her be born from the same gene pool as Mom? It was no wonder Shannon so easily dominated me. Look at who produced our eggs. My pussy tingled at the thought. I gingerly pressed my thighs together. The last thing I needed was another accidental squirt.

She’s your aunt, freak. What’s wrong with you?

She continued, unaware of my growing arousal. “This is still what you want, isn’t it? Because if you aren’t committed to this, I’d rather you just quit now.”

My skin prickled. She was giving me another chance to escape. My stomach writhed. This had gone far beyond the fear of Shannon’s blackmail. As much as I hated to admit it, this was what I wanted. I was excited to serve her.

I could almost hear the anguished screams of my mom yelling at me to run. “I’m committed, Aunt Martha. I want to do this for you. I want to show you how grateful I am for taking me in and paying for my school. This is the least I can do to repay you.”

Her full lips cracked into a smirk. She rubbed her heel down her shin, teasing me with the moist soles of her bare feet. I wanted so badly to kneel before them and rub them clean of sweat with my nose. My pussy dripped into my underwear.

You really are disgusting.

“Good,” she said nonchalantly. “Then you should consider curtseying in future when addressing myself or Shannon. I’ve found that maintaining a strict and formal relationship dissuades lackadaisical service. It will be awkward for Shannon at first, but it will condition you both to your respective roles in the household.”

If Aunt Martha only knew that I had gone far beyond curtseying to her daughter. I had already kissed her feet and bowed before her as my queen.

She wasn’t finished yet. “And you shan’t be sharing your dinners with us anymore. It’s highly inappropriate for the help to sit with us at the dining table. You can eat your meals with the Maid from now on. Oh wait, you’re the Maid now too, aren’t you?”

She chuckled at her own observation and stretched, pushing forward her bosom and curling her toes. I trembled as my pussy squirted, despite my best efforts at controlling myself.

I hate you so fucking much.

Thankfully, Aunt Martha didn’t seem to notice. “Just teasing,” she said. “Anyway, I’m feeling a little parched. Do you know what Long Island Iced Tea is?”

I stared blankly.

She sighed and flapped the back of her hand in my general direction to shoo me away. “Go find the maid. The other maid. She’ll show you what to do.”
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SUSANNE WAS IRONING one of Aunt Martha’s leopard print tops. She smiled serenely as she methodically glided the steamy iron over the fabric to leave it crisp and wrinkle-free. It was strange to look at her now. I had a newfound respect for how easily she maintained her uniform. Even the way her cap balanced on her head was perfect. I’d only been wearing it a day and I already felt sticky.

“Oh, Miss Julia,” she said, noticing me for the first time. She placed the iron inside its holder. “Can I help you with anything?”

I blushed. Hanging on a rack behind her, sandwiched between Aunt Martha’s Dolce and Gabbana and Shannon’s Helmut Lang dresses, was my old thrift store purchase. It filled me with shame to see that cheap material in contact with such superior brands and fabrics.

“Please,” I mumbled. “Please don’t call me ‘Miss.’”

She smiled warmly. “I’m sorry, Julia. Force of habit.”

I had to look away. Tears were welling. My throat constricted. Why was she always so nice to me? I didn’t deserve it. It took all my energy to compose myself. “Aunt Martha wants a Long Island Iced Tea. Can you...help me?”

“Happy to.”

“Susanne, um, please don’t waste time washing and ironing my clothes.”

She blinked at me. “Waste time? But Julia, you’re a guest here.”

I cringed. “No. I’m not.” A single tear trickled down my cheek. “Look at me.”

Susanne smiled sympathetically and approached to give me a reassuring hug. It broke me. I nestled my face into her bony shoulder and quietly sobbed as she circled her hand over my back.

“Shhh,” she said, soothingly. “It’s okay. You don’t have to do this. Madam Martha will understand if it’s becoming too much for you.”

There was a part of me that longed to confess to her that Shannon was blackmailing me. That she’d caught me sniffing inside her shoe, and everything I’d done since was to keep that awful secret. I needed help. Things were starting to spiral out of control and I didn’t know when or how this would end.

You aren’t fooling me, freak. I know you’re loving every second of this.

I sniffled snot through my nose and pulled away from her loving embrace. I didn’t deserve her sympathy. The devil on my shoulder was right. As hard as it was, I’d never been more stimulated or aroused.

“No, don’t do that, Susanne. I...I really do want to repay Aunt Martha. You’ve all been so good to me. This is the least I can do.”

“You’re sure?”

I nodded, wiping my tears away with the back of my wrists. “Please don’t clean up after me anymore, though. I can take care of my own things.”

Susanne rubbed down my arm. “Okay then. Let’s go make Madam Martha the best Long Island Iced Tea she’s ever tasted.”
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I NOTICED SUSANNE WAS walking strangely as we made our way to the kitchen. It was as if she had a limp. “Are you okay?” I asked.

“I’m fine, Julia. It’s sweet of you to ask, though.”

“Are you sure? I don’t know if you should be walking on it. Maybe you should see a doctor?”

She visibly flushed at the suggestion. “No, no,” she said quickly, obviously trying to change the subject. “I just slept funny. That’s all. Nothing I can’t walk off.”

I didn’t push. I had no idea what her medical situation was. I guessed by her discomfort at the idea of seeing a doctor that her insurance was either terrible or nonexistent. Mom had suffered in the same way.

I made up my mind to double my efforts and take over as many of her chores as I could. She was a workhorse. She was always ironing, washing clothes, polishing, dusting, cooking, fetching, carrying. I don’t know when she ever just sat. She was awake when I got up and working when I went to bed. For the first time, I was glad Shannon had forced me to do this for reasons other than my pussy. Susanne needed and deserved some help.

She groaned as she bent down to gather supplies from the kitchen cupboards. I rushed to help but she laughed me off, once again assuring me she was fine.

“You’ll understand when you get older,” she said breezily.

I had no idea how old she actually was. She had bags under her eyes and streaks of gray in her hair, but she seemed in good shape, no doubt from all the exercise she got running errands for Aunt Martha and Shannon. Did she even get a day off?

A shiver went down my spine as I wondered if Shannon would ever give me a day off.

What makes you think you deserve one, freak?

I watched Susanne demonstrate how to make a Long Island Iced Tea. She filled a cocktail shaker with half a fluid ounce of vodka, rum, gin, tequila, ice, and orange liqueur. She covered and shook, despite her visible pain, and then poured the mixture into a hurricane glass, topped with a splash of Coca-Cola for color, and garnished with a slice of lemon and mint leaves.

“Voila,” she said, “as simple as that.”

It did not seem so simple, but I was grateful for her patience.

“You know, it’s funny. Even though they call it Long Island Iced Tea, there actually isn’t any tea in it.”

“That is funny.”

She smiled and started to clean up, humming happily to herself.

I stared at her for a moment. She was always so cheerful and kind. How did she do it? I knew from listening to how Aunt Martha and Shannon spoke to her that neither respected the work she did for them. How had she not been crushed under the weight of this house?

I glanced behind me for any signs of Shannon. If she caught us chatting instead of working, my ass would be in for another spanking. I waited until I knew for sure we were alone before speaking.

“Susanne?” I asked.

“Hmm?”

“I’m kind of curious. How long have you been working for Aunt Martha?”

She stopped wiping the countertops to look at me.

I smiled disarmingly. “It’s just...you know all about me. But I really don’t know anything about you.”

She nodded and handed me the bottles of liquor to put away. “It must be over twenty years now since I came here. Madam Martha and I attended the same college. I was studying rocket science, if you can believe that. This was back in the 60s. My dream was to work for NASA. I wanted to help build the rocket that would take us to the moon. Seems kind of silly now, doesn’t it?”

I felt dread prickle my skin. Susanne was smart enough to study rocket science, yet she’d spent the last twenty years, the best years of her life, working as Aunt Martha’s maid? There was a horrible sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. I wasn’t sure I wanted to hear this story.

Susanne continued, unaware of my rising nausea. “I know it seems unbelievable. How could someone go from rocket science to this? But truthfully, I was not such a diligent student. College was crazy. This is actually much better for me.

“Madam Martha was my roommate that first year. This was before she was invited to join the Alpha Theá sorority. I mean, here I was this shy, square girl who liked Star Trek, rooming with someone so beautiful, and popular. She was invited to all sorts of parties, and I was lucky she let me tag along. I’d lived a sheltered life until then. She showed me a whole new world of dancing, drinking, and drugs. I mean this was the 60s. The height of the hippie movement. I’m sure you can imagine.

“I would never have been invited anywhere if not for Madam. We both agreed that it was only fair I do something for her since without her influence, I’d have no social life at all. It started out small, you know, tidying up after her, collecting her laundry, but eventually, we decided to split our responsibilities in half. She would take care of our social life, keep me included in the latest gossip and events, and in return I would take care of our domestic and work life.”

“Work life?”

“Sure. Madam didn’t have much time to work on all her assignments, and she respected my intelligence. It was no bother to complete them for her. I enjoyed it.”

“And...you completed hers before your own?”

Susanne blushed a little. “Well...yes. But not in a bad way.”

I gulped. “Did she make you rub her feet too?”

She fidgeted uncomfortably with her skirt. “I...I don’t think I’m explaining myself very well. She wasn’t making me do anything. I wanted to do these things for her. I loved being included in her social life. Without her, I don’t know what I’d have spent college doing. I didn’t want to be that same square from high school. She saved me.”

I stared at her in disbelief. Did she really believe what she was saying? Aunt Martha ‘saved’ her? By making her complete all her assignments, cleaning up after her, then dragging her to every party, no doubt making her fetch and carry only to abandon her when she was no longer required. When would Susanne have had time to do her own schoolwork? It was no wonder she struggled. Who would have the time to do all that and study for something as complex as rocket science?

How did Aunt Martha have this much influence and power over people? She’d bullied my mom into becoming her slave in high school, and then immediately found a new patsy to do her bidding in Susanne.

And now she’s got you, freak.

I shivered as Susanne continued her story:

“It was hard to find work after flunking college. I wasn’t qualified to do anything, and I had no job experience. Plus, this was the 60s. Most women were expected to marry and be housewives, even those with college degrees. It was what Madam did after all, minus the housewife part I suppose.”

She chuckled at her joke while I stared back, horrified.

“She married Sir right after college. She met him in one of the elite fraternities. His family was old money. Generational wealth. They moved into this mansion together with a full roster of staff at her disposal.”

“A full roster? But there’s only you now. And...me.”

“Madam felt the staff were disrespectful so she had Sir fire them. She persuaded him to hire me instead. I needed a job, and Madam needed a maid, so it made sense. I already knew what she liked from our time rooming together. Sir was reluctant to entrust a mansion this big to just one person, but Madam insisted and he hated to disappoint her. I think what convinced him was realizing just how much money he would save on wages.”

I gulped. As awful as her story was, I had to hear more. “H-How much were you paid?”

“Well...the minimum. Just over a dollar an hour I think back then. Not that I cared. It was my first job. I was getting experience. Plus free room and board.”

“And...how much do you make now?”

She flushed. I knew then I had gone too far. That wasn’t something you should ever ask someone.

“Sorry, Susanne,” I mumbled. “I didn’t mean to pry.”

“That’s okay. I know how this must seem to you. But believe me when I tell you I’m happy here. I enjoy making people happy, and Madam was generous to give me that opportunity. I don’t know where I’d be today without her.”

I cringed. I wanted to grab her by the shoulders and shake some sense into her. I wanted to scream: Are you a fool? She’s been exploiting and manipulating you for years. Don’t you see what she's done to you? You could have been a NASA scientist, and instead, you’re wiping counters and preparing Long Island Iced Teas. My mom killed herself to avoid having to do the very things you’ve been doing for twenty fucking years!

Jealous enough?

I kept quiet. What use would it have been to yell at her? It wouldn’t have changed the last two decades of her life. Besides, the last thing I wanted to do was upset her. She was the only person in my life who showed me any kindness at all.

She picked up the drink she’d prepared and handed it to me with a smile. “You’d best take this to Madam. She’ll be waiting.”

“I will. I’m sorry if I-”

She shook her head. “I wouldn’t just tell this tale to anyone, Julia. I trust you. I think you might understand why I’m doing this.”

I blinked at her in confusion.

“You did volunteer to be Madam’s maid, didn’t you? So you know why I do this, right?”

I blushed and hung my mouth open dumbly.

Susanne smiled knowingly. “Best hurry. Before the ice melts.”
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IT WAS MY FIRST DAY at the Paradise Academy for Exceptional Young Women, the elite educational institute that was to be my new school.

I was too anxious to sleep and spent the whole night writhing around in bed. I knew how it was going to be. Shannon was the most popular girl in school. Her word was greater than that of God. She could say anything about me and our classmates would believe her.

Not that she had to lie about anything to destroy me. I’d sniffed inside her shoes. I’d kissed her feet. I’d given her mom foot rubs. She even had photographic evidence showing how much I loved being her maid, and how happy I was to have my nose squashed under foot. If I even hinted at rebellion, she would not hesitate to share these dirty secrets with the world. 

Something as degrading as that would follow me long after high school finished. What chance did I have of succeeding as a novelist with that in my past? What publisher would want anything to do with a foot fetish freak? Who would take anything I wrote seriously?

Shannon had so much power over me, it was scary and...intoxicating. I masturbated all night long, losing count of how often I squirted into my pajama bottoms. Just when I thought I might sleep, the image of Shannon standing on my face in a victory pose, or the oily sole of Aunt Martha’s bare foot, had me whimpering, and quivering my fingers back over my raw clit.

I hated myself.

Not as much as I hate you, freak.

I glanced at the picture of Mom sitting on my desk next to her urn. She was staring back at me with disappointment. I’d been desperate to help her escape the cycle of poverty we’d found ourselves in ever since Dad abandoned us. I believed my writing could one day give us both a better life. Now, with her gone, and me being little better than a slave, it seemed like the most ridiculous of fantasies.

Of course, it is. You could never be a writer. Nobody wants to read anything from you. It’s melodramatic trash and you know it. You’re so much better at being a maid for your rich aunt and cousin. Why even pretend you want anything more from your sad life?

“I’m sorry,” I whispered to Mom’s urn before rolling back my eyes and squirting once more at the unfairness of my life as the devil on my shoulder continued to mutter its hatred in my ear.
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I WAS UP AT 5:00 A.m. having gotten less than an hour of actual sleep.

I found Susanne, already working in the kitchen as expected. She smiled at me warmly and I smiled back, glad for the company, even if her disturbing revelations from the previous day left me feeling uneasy.

She happily showed me how to make “Miss. Shannon’s” waffles. I had no idea where she found her energy. I doubted she got more than four hours of sleep at most.

I was relieved to be back in street clothes. Looking at Susanne in her starchy maid’s uniform made me uncomfortable. It was ridiculous Aunt Martha made her dress like that, and even more ridiculous she expected me to do the same.

More ridiculous still that you asked to wear it. Your mom killed herself rather than dress up like this, but you’re doing it for free.

I blushed, telling myself it was only to pacify Shannon’s blackmail. The devil laughed. It knew better me so well. 

Susanne instructed me on the exact measurements to ensure Shannon’s waffles were extra crisp on the outside and fluffy on the inside. We also squeezed fresh orange juice into a glass and poured her coffee.

We chatted as we worked, giggling about nonsense. There was no danger of being caught by Shannon. She was in deep sleep, waiting to be woken with breakfast in bed. It made me feel devious but in a good way. I don’t know how I’d have survived those early weeks without Susanne. She was my angel.

But I had to wonder, didn’t she ever feel bitter? She’d gone from studying rocket science to preparing waffles for her college roommate’s daughter. She had no children and she’d never married. For all I knew, she’d never even had a boyfriend. Did she even speak to her family anymore? Was that why she’d so readily shared her story with me? Was she just this happy to finally have someone to talk to? I felt bad for her. She deserved better than this.

Oh, you feel bad for someone? That’s hilarious.

Susanne was kind enough to serve me my own batch of waffles. They were amazing. Not too sweet and not too rich. Perfectly balanced. The sweetness came from the syrup and fruit, not the waffles. If I’d known then that this would be the last time I’d ever eat something prepared with love, I would have savored each mouthful.

“Julia?” said Susanne as I finished my last bite. Her expression was serious all of a sudden. I blinked at her, and she smiled sympathetically. “Whatever happens today, please try and remember that high school isn’t forever. Just survive as best you can, and in a few months it will all be over.”

I swallowed and stared at her with glassy eyes. She opened her arms and gave me a big hug. I hugged back, burying my face into her shoulder. I desperately wanted to tell her that it wasn’t as simple as that. This would not be regular bullying. I could handle that. This was different. Shannon had enough over me now to control my life well beyond school. It was a terrifying thought.

My only hope was that she would eventually get bored and move on to other things after high school. But that didn’t help me now. Right now, I was her new favorite toy to fuck with, and graduation was a long way away.

Susanne rubbed down my back and offered to take Shannon her tray, but I refused. Shannon was expecting me, and I could not risk upsetting her today of all days.
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I KNOCKED GENTLY ON Shannon’s door and whispered through the white wood. “Excuse me, Your Majesty. I’m so sorry, but it’s time to get up.”

I felt foolish apologizing to her when I’d been up since five preparing her breakfast. I guessed Susanne was usually the one who performed this ritual every morning. I was glad to have avoided it thus far. Nobody liked getting up this early on a Monday (aside from Susanne apparently) and I feared Shannon’s foul mood.

I carefully opened the door and stepped inside her dim bedroom. It was an overcast morning, and her drawn curtains blocked the light.

Shannon clearly hadn’t bothered to set an alarm since the clock on her side table showed 7:01 in bright red numbers. It surely would have been beeping by now if she had.

She doesn’t need an alarm, stupid. You’re her alarm.

She was sleeping on her side with her cheek nestled comfortably on a giant fluffy pillow. She must have gotten hot during the night since she had kicked her comforter down to her knees. One shoulder strap from her baby pink vest top had loosened down her upper arm. Her hair was up to avoid snagging it during the night.

I dropped to my knees on the bouncy carpet next to her four-poster bed, still holding the breakfast tray, and watched her sleep for a few seconds. Her gentle breathing was so adorable it seemed a shame to wake her. She was like a true princess.

I wished she could have slept like that all day, but with school starting in an hour, we’d already left it as long as we could. I dreaded my first day enough without being late, not to mention how pissed Shannon would be with me.

“Um, Your Majesty,” I said quietly so as to not scare her awake. When she made no movement, I had to try again, slightly louder. “Your Majesty, please wake up. It’s time for school.”

She moaned and swiped her arm in my direction, grazing her hand against my nose. It made me feel bad that even unconsciously she wanted to strike me. All I wanted was to please her.

As much as I hated to do it, she was not going to get up unless I physically woke her. I placed the tray on her side table and very carefully poked my finger at her tanned upper back.

Slowly, she turned her head to me, with the most hateful glare I’d ever seen. I instinctively lowered myself closer to the floor.

Each of her words was deliberate and filled with venom. “What...the...fuck...did you just do?”

I swallowed and my eyes welled with tears. “I’m so sorry, Your Majesty,” I answered meekly in an attempt to disarm her hate. “I...I left you in bed as long as possible, but it’s time for school.”

She sighed grumpily and rubbed her eyes with her knuckles. She looked so fresh and clean despite just waking. She was just as beautiful without makeup as with. She was so naturally pretty with her blemish-free skin and radiant tan that she didn’t really need it.

I seized my chance to try and get in her good graces. “I’ve got breakfast. Handmade waffles. Just the way you like them.”

She sat up, sighing again. “Coffee.”

I smiled, reaching to the tray to pass her mug over, clutching the hot rim to ensure she had access to the handle.

She snatched it and my heart dropped as I felt for a second the liquid might splash on her sheets, or worse, onto her pajama bottoms. Thankfully, the universe did not want Shannon to suffer that moment of discomfort.

And nor should it.

“This had better not be too hot on my tongue, peasant,” she muttered. She was about to take a sip, but stopped to flash me another glare, “is my pillow going to prop itself?”

I whimpered and immediately fluffed her pillow so she could more comfortably rest her back.

She took a slurp of coffee. “Fuck, I hate getting up this early.”

I nodded sympathetically. The fact that I’d already been up for two hours wasn’t important to her or me.

“Um, would you like some waffles, Your Majesty?”

She sighed with annoyance and reached out her hand. I quickly gathered the plate from the tray and passed it over. She snatched it and rolled her eyes.

I stared up hopefully from the floor as she cut off a piece with her fork and scooped up some berries and syrup, taking a bite.

“Humph,” she said with her mouth full, “not bad.”

I smiled as she went for more. Coming from Shannon, this was a huge compliment. Granted, Susanne had done most of the work, but I still helped.

“So, tell me,” she said, after washing it down with juice, “did you eat any of these waffles before me?”

A shiver went down my spine. I hadn’t considered it to be a bad thing to eat breakfast. Yes, Aunt Martha had told me to share meals with Susanne from now on, but she hadn’t specifically banned me from eating their food.

She smirked at me. “Do you think a peasant deserves to eat before their queen?”

I gulped. “N..no...Your Majesty.”

“In fact, I don’t think peasants should be eating the same food as royalty at all. It’s an insult to my taste buds to have a peasant like you experience the same sensations as me.”

She delicately cut another piece of waffle, still smirking. “From now on,” she continued, “you are not allowed to eat the same meals as me. Ever. And you will make damn sure I’m finished before you dare take a bite of anything.”

“Wh..what am I allowed to eat, Your Majesty?”

She thought about it, slowly chewing her waffle to savor the sweetness I knew I would never taste again. “Obviously, whatever I give you. That goes without saying. But when you have to make your own decisions, you will eat plain food only. Like dry toast or boiled potatoes or something. No sugar. If you’re unsure you may check with me and I’ll make the decision. Oh, and you’re only allowed to drink tap water. Course, these are just guidelines. These are my rules so obviously I can change them whenever I want.”

I hung my head. Aunt Martha may have felt it was inappropriate to share meals with her now, but at least she hadn’t barred me from specific foods. The way Shannon had so casually dictated my diet as if she was just coming up with it on the fly was depressing. Susanne and I had put so much effort into ensuring those waffles were as delicious for her as possible and all it had accomplished was giving Shannon a new idea on how to better control and torture me.

She laughed and finished the last of her breakfast, then leaned close to my face and burped, allowing me to smell the syrup on her breath.

Thank your queen for your treat.

I cringed. “Th..thank you, Your Majesty.”

She giggled. “You’re so fat and ugly this will probably be good for you.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered sadly.

She shoved her empty plate at me and I placed it on the tray next to her half-finished coffee and juice.

She stretched and yawned, pushing forward her bosom, before throwing off her covers and sliding out of bed.

“Okay peasant,” she said, “assume the position.”

I blinked up from my spot kneeling on the floor beneath her, unsure what I’d done to warrant a punishment.

She looked down at me sternly and I realized she wasn’t messing around. I whimpered a little as I scurried like a nervous dog trying to find the floor. I pressed my cheek down on the carpet, and raised my ass in the air, pulling down my jeans and underwear.

“Not that I need a reason to beat you, peasant,” she said. “But since you’re wondering, it is never okay to touch me. Ever.”

I braced myself, clawing my fingers over the carpet. She raised both hands and swatted her palms firmly against my ass cheeks. There was a slapping echo. I yelped at the stinging pain.

“Secondly,” she said, spanking me twice more, “you ate the same food as your queen. And finally,” she squatted behind me, curled her fist into a ball, and punched my tailbone with her knuckles.

I yowled and bundled over as dull waves of pain flowed through me. I groaned into the carpet.

“I fucking hate being up this early,” she said, standing up and placing her hands on her hips.

I trembled, sobbing.

“From now on,” she declared, “you will assume this position every morning after serving my breakfast. You’ll stay like that until I’ve finished, and then I’ll give you a beating. Not that I owe you an explanation, but it’ll help relieve my annoyance at having to get up.”

She lifted her foot and placed her sweaty, bare sole on the side of my cheek as I blubbed beneath her.

“And remember,” she said grinning, “if you dare try to tattle on me to any of our teachers, I’ll fucking destroy you. Don’t think for a second I’m bluffing. You’re not allowed any freedom from me, ever.”

“Y...yes, Your..M...Majesty,” I said, struggling for breath.

She tilted her head back and laughed as imperiously as a queen. “This is going to be so much fun. I can’t wait!”

*
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SHANNON’S MAKEUP ROUTINE was vigorous, and the speed at which she applied so many different kinds of products was impressive. I just watched, brushing her beautifully thick brown hair, as she performed her masterclass.

“You’re so beautiful,” I muttered, not realizing I was saying my thoughts aloud.

Shannon stopped for a moment to study me through the reflection in her vanity mirror. I blushed, quickly looking down to focus on her hair.

She smirked. “And you’re so ugly.”

She’d already chosen her outfit the night before, a knitted, cream, V-neck cardigan with genuine white fur collar trim over a high waist pleated burberry skirt with white sneaker silhouette shoes and frilly ankle socks. Her sophisticated look was finished by the addition of a delicate heart-shaped pink sapphire necklace on a rose gold chain that dangled seductively just above her subtle cleavage.

I carried her impractical, but fashionable, Gucci backpack along with my own. My ass still stung from my spanking and my tailbone was throbbing.

I hope you suffer all day like that. A reminder of your place. You should always know and fear her power.

Susanne was waiting for us in the marble foyer to wish us well. She curtsied when she saw Shannon striding confidently to the front door with me scurrying behind her.

“I hope you have a great day, Miss Shannon,” she said, opening the door for her.

Shannon scoffed, completely ignoring her.

Susanne smiled bravely at me despite the snub. “You too,” she whispered, low enough that Shannon couldn’t hear.

I nodded and mouthed a silent “thank you.” I needed that boost.

I followed Shannon down the front stairs to the Bentley Aunt Martha had gifted her for her eighteenth birthday.

“Urf,” she exhaled, checking the time on the pastel pink dial of her rose gold Rolex. “I’d better not be late, peasant.”

I hoped not to. I wasn’t sure I could handle another beating so soon after my last. And my arrival would garner enough attention as it was without being late as well. But what could I have done? Shannon would have punished me even worse had I tried to wake her up before 7:00.

She used her key fob to unlock the car doors and turned to me so suddenly that I flinched, expecting her to strike me. Instead, she pointed a manicured fingernail in my face, the same way I’d seen Martha point down at Susanne. And just like Susanne, I immediately curtsied. My quick servility brought a smirk to her face.

“You’d better hope there’s no traffic, peasant.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I said, accepting responsibility for something beyond my control.

She folded her arms and sighed. “Okay. Enough of that. I don’t want the teachers to get suspicious. You may address me as ‘Shannon’ while at school. ‘Miss’ in front of my friends. But that doesn’t mean you’re free. You’re still my peasant, and I expect to be obeyed.”

It filled me with hope that even Shannon couldn’t completely disregard societal norms. If there was a chance that exposing me as a foot fetish freak might make her look bad by association, I might yet be safe. Although, Shannon had been careful not to show anything on those pictures that might identify her as the perpetrator. Who was to say if that foot on my face belonged to her? She would have plausible deniability.

I could always just say it was her, but then it would be my word against hers, and who could possibly believe me after seeing those pictures? Especially once Shannon told them about me sniffing inside her shoe. The more I thought about it, the more fucked I realized I was.

She raised her eyebrows expectantly and I rushed to open the front driver-side door for her to climb inside. She maneuvered her buttocks on her plush leather seats to get more comfortable before leaning down to pull a lever that opened the trunk.

“You’re too embarrassing to be seen with,” she said. “The trunk is plenty good enough for you.”

I stared at it sadly.

“Unless you’d rather walk?”

“No,” I said quickly, “thank you for letting me ride with you, Your Majesty.”

She grinned, her pretty eyes sparkling with mischief.

I plodded over and saw it was lined in cream fabric like the inside of an expensive luggage case. I figured there were worse places she could shove me. 

I clambered inside with my own and Shannon’s backpack and the trunk automatically closed behind me like a coffin lid. I had an immediate panic attack at the sensation of being buried alive. I reached for the inside handle, to reassure myself I wasn’t trapped, but found nothing. There was no way for me to free myself. Shannon was the only one who could let me out.

My breath stuttered into whimpers. A cold sweat covered my body. I pawed at the trunk lid, and as Shannon started the engine, I was already crying.
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SHANNON DROVE FAST, weaving in and out of traffic. Her recklessness frightened me as I was knocked around, banging my elbows and knees. I clutched Shannon’s Gucci bag against me like a teddy bear, closing my eyes and muttering a prayer. If there was an accident, I would surely die.

You’d better not. How will your queen explain you being in her trunk, freak?

I had to think of other things. My mind went to how angelic Shannon had looked while sleeping, and how adorable she was in her frilly socks and designer shoes. I thought back to me kneeling in the corner with the socks she’d bought with my mom’s money lodged into my mouth. I thought of kissing her perfect toes and having her foot placed on my face. I envisioned her and Aunt Martha as the Egyptian queens they had appeared in their murals, and imagined them staring down at me in judgement from Heaven. 

I gasped, squirting into my underwear without even touching myself. As humiliating as it was to ride in Shannon’s trunk with moist underwear, I was at least able to relax with a post-cum euphoria for the rest of the journey, trusting my queen was a good enough driver not to crash and kill me.

I only knew we’d arrived when the car stopped and the trunk opened. A slow slash of sunlight crept over me. I emerged like a zombie from the grave onto the asphalt by my queen’s feet. I could hear the unmistakable, mean chatter of teenage girls in the distance.

I was nervous someone might have seen me until I realized Shannon had parked against a brick wall to hide me from view.

Shannon slammed the trunk shut and I jumped at the sudden sound.

“Okay,” she said, “nobody’s around.” She clicked her fingers and pointed to the gleaming toe of her white sneaker shoe. I leaned down and laid respectful kisses over it. My soaking underwear was uncomfortable against my crotch.

She rested the back of her wrists on the hips of her Burberry skirt. “Listen up, peasant. I’d better not catch you trying to make friends. You’re not allowed to speak to anyone unless spoken to. You’re not to give anyone a chance to feel sorry for you. As far as the teachers are concerned, you’re just my weirdo cousin who we’ve taken pity on. You’re our charity case. You should go out of your way to show how grateful you are to me. And you’ll obey everything I tell you to do. I want to have fun. But remember, the teachers love me here, so you’d better not do anything to jeopardize my reputation. You got that?”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I said between kisses, confused as to what she expected, but hoping if I just followed her orders, I’d be okay. It was somewhat reassuring to know Shannon was as trepidatious around the teachers as she was with Aunt Martha. It meant she could not just bully me as she pleased when they were around. She would have to find more subtle and devious ways to torture me in their presence.

“Alright,” she said, checking the time on her Rolex, “let’s get going. My friends are waiting for us.”
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