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Shannon made me ride in the trunk of her Bentley to hide me from her friends for a grand reveal. They were waiting at the end of the driveway to Kelly’s mansion as Shannon pulled up. They screamed in delight when she tugged me out of the trunk by my reins. 

She kept me on the shortest leash possible, firmly gripping the reins in one hand. The harness squeezed my ribs, making it hard to breathe. My oversized t-shirt did little to protect my skin from chafing. 

Shannon wore a ribbed cream turtleneck neatly tucked into a high-waisted Burberry miniskirt that accentuated her feminine silhouette. A quilted leather Chanel flap bag hung from a gold chain over her shoulder, complemented by a matching necklace and hoop earrings. She grinned, flashing the gleaming whites of her perfect teeth as she yanked harder on my reins, forcing a pained gasp from my lips.

Stephanie smirked and blew the smoke from her cigarette directly into my face. Her bold red lipstick complemented her cropped sweater and black leather mini skirt while a gold heart necklace dangled over her bosom. 

“Ew,” Kelly sneered. “Do you see how her rolls of fat are hanging over the straps? So gross.”

“I’m putting her on a diet,” Shannon declared. “That should make her slightly less disgusting to look at.”

I blushed, hanging my head in shame. They were all so beautiful and fashionable. Kelly, in her baby pink mini dress with a sweetheart bodice, perfectly tailored to her petite frame, topped with a matching Chanel blazer adorned with shimmering pearl buttons. Leah, with her cashmere sweater elegantly layered over a collared shirt and her pleated tennis skirt showing off the toned strength of her thighs.

I could never be like them, no matter how much I starved myself. 

They are just genetically superior in every way, freak.

“Hey,” said Stephanie, clapping, “what about her diaper?” 

Shannon giggled and whipped my reins as if directing a stubborn mule. “Come on, retard. Show them!” 

I blushed harder, hesitantly moving my trembling hands to my jeans in an attempt to wriggle free. 

It was not fast enough for Leah, the tallest and strongest of all Shannon’s friends. She got up behind me and yanked my jeans free from my limp grasp, pulling them down to my ankles to expose the grotesque white diaper beneath.

Kelly and Stephanie unleashed an obnoxious, perfectly synchronized "ewwwwww," collapsing against each other in fits of hysterics, as amused by their exaggerated reaction as they were the absurdity of seeing an eighteen-year-old adult woman wearing a diaper in front of them.

Leah stood back, hands on her hips, grinning at both my embarrassment and the antics of her friends.

“Oh my god,” Kelly said, once she had recovered. “What do you think Miss Keller will say when she sees this?”

Shannon giggled. “Honestly, I can't wait!”

*
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I LAY ON THE FLOOR behind the front seats of Shannon’s Bentley as she drove us to school since the trunk was now occupied by Shannon and her friends' designer backpacks. As usual, Stephanie and Leah rested their feet on my face and stomach, casually chatting from the back seats with Kelly riding up front. 

Their chatter quickly turned to white noise as I inhaled the deluxe sole of Stephanie’s slingback Dior heel over my nose. All that mattered was her shoe. I stayed perfectly still for fear that some slight movement might accidentally dislodge it from my face. 

You’re such a disgusting pervert. 

My pussy tingled in agreement. After last night, I no longer had the strength to care. 

Once Shannon had parked in her unofficially reserved spot, they loaded their backpacks onto me like I was their pack mule and then marched me ahead of them on my reins through the double doors that led into our elite red brick school, covered in sprawling ivy: The Paradise Academy for Exceptional Young Women.

The students greeted me with points, snickers, and whispers. It was not long before the snide remarks and amused expressions shifted into outright laughter, mocking and jeering. As Shannon walked me through the corridor, it seemed like every popular girl in the school was gathering to join the fun. 

The entire time, Shannon maintained the flawless decorum of an angel. Sunlight poured through the open double doors behind her, casting a golden halo above her head. A bright, white smile radiated practiced charm and innocence.

It was impossible not to love her.

She tutted good-naturedly at the students surrounding us. “You guys,” she chided, shaking her head while maintaining her smile, “that’s so mean.” Her friends trailed slightly behind her in a line, snickering to themselves, ensuring Shannon remained the center of attention. 

I waddled ungainly ahead of her. The tension in my chest made it feel like I was constantly being pulled backward. Even if I wanted to break free from her grasp, the harness made it impossible. 

It’s for your own safety, retard. 

I had to remember to keep my sanity. This was just a prank. I was not actually retarded. 

You are pulling on your reins and wearing a diaper. That seems pretty retarded to me, freak. 

Charlotte was hanging out by her locker, holding court with her minions. She wore a butter-yellow cropped blazer over a fitted silk blouse with gold cufflinks, tucked into a high-waisted, pleated mini skirt in plaid yellow, cinched with a gold chain belt. Pearl earrings and a quilted leather Versace handbag completed the look. A headband held back her perfectly straight gold-blond hair. Her minions hung on her every word, each of them gazing at her with a mix of adoration and no small amount of fear.

Her attention shifted to me as we approached, and my stomach dropped. She stepped directly in front of me, blocking my path, placing her hands on her hips and thrusting her bosom forward, stretching the silk of her blouse. I blushed, unable to meet her gaze, my eyes trailing down her long legs to the pointed toes of her polished Versace shoes.

“About time you showed up,” she said, smirking. 

My mouth was dry. I glanced behind me for support from Shannon. 

Shannon remained calm, unfazed by Charlotte's presence. Unlike the rest of the school, Charlotte could not intimidate her so easily. “Hi, Charlotte,” she said with exaggerated sweetness. “Can we help you?”

Charlotte sneered. “I sure hope you’ll be keeping that thing under better control than yesterday, Shanna.” 

Shannon innocently batted her long lashes. “Oh, of course, Charlotte, my gosh, I’d so hate for anything like that to happen again.”

Charlotte scoffed and lifted one hand from her hip, clicking her fingers.

The most timid of Charlotte's minions shuffled over, clutching a bundle of books that likely belonged to Charlotte. She was mousey, with messy hair, freckles, and oversized, round glasses. Charlotte easily stood a foot taller than her. The minion’s apologetic gait and cheap clothing clearly marked her as a scholarship nerd.

Nobody blinked as Charlotte casually rested her elbow on the girl's head, letting her hand dangle over her face. She continued speaking without once acknowledging the smaller girl. "Cut the crap, Shanna.” 

Shannon theatrically raised her brows in mock shock. “Why, whatever do you mean?”

“If this thing gets anywhere near me again, I won’t hesitate to report this to my parents. You know my Mom is on the board of directors here. Pretty sure she’ll have something to say if she discovers this institution is humoring retards now.” 

Shannon smiled sweetly. “Oh, of course, Charlotte. Your mom’s status here is undeniable. As is mine. My mom is one of this school’s biggest individual donors after all.” 

Charlotte flushed. “As is mine,” she said through gritted teeth.

“Sure, sure,” said Shannon dismissively, adding with a shrug, “just not quite as big as mine.” 

The surrounding girls released a unified “ohhhhhh” at Shannon’s takedown. 

Charlotte’s evil glare hushed them immediately. “Very funny, Shanna,” she said. “But I sure hope you haven’t forgotten about our little arrangement?”

Shannon smirked victoriously. “Of course not. In fact, Julia’s very much looking forward to it.”

Charlotte sneered. “Then she’s an even bigger retard than I thought.”

*
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“I HAVE TO SAY,” SAID Miss Keller, her gaze fixed on me, a slight smirk on her lips, “this is a marked improvement from yesterday.” The class, watching from their seats, snickered. “Well done, Shannon.”

Shannon was behind me, grappling with my reins. She beamed at the compliment. 

Miss Keller stood in my personal space, towering over me with an intimidating presence. She had rolled the sleeves of her navy blazer up to her elbows, revealing a stack of gold bangles and chain bracelets. Her hands rested confidently on the hips of her tight dark wash jeans, and a cream vest top was tucked neatly into a brown belt with a statement buckle. A cascade of necklaces dangled over her bosom and jangled as she moved. “I trust there will be no more little accidents today, Julia, hm?”

The class chuckled louder, recalling how I had peed myself yesterday. I lowered my gaze to the toe of Miss Keller's suede boot, feeling the weight of Shannon and her friends’ backpacks sagging my shoulders.

Miss Keller’s amusement was clear in her tone. She didn’t even bother to hide how much she was enjoying herself at my expense. “Something stuck in your mouth?”

My skin prickled at her joke. Only she, Shannon, and Shannon’s friends knew I had spent the majority of yesterday's class with my urine-soaked underwear lodged inside my mouth. I glanced nervously at the mocking faces of my classmates, hoping none of them would question the meaning behind Miss Keller’s quip. 

It stung to see the scholarship girls laughing at me too. Clearly, they were just glad someone was taking the heat instead of them. In fact, they were laughing even harder than some of the popular girls, clearly overcompensating. 

Shannon tugged on my reins. “Miss Keller asked you a question, Julia,” she said sweetly as if reprimanding some troublesome puppy. “Remember what we discussed? About manners?”

Just like you practiced, freak.

I slotted my tongue into my chin before answering. “No, Miss,” I said, mimicking the worst stereotype imaginable, validating every awful, prejudiced thing these ultra-privileged girls thought about the disabled. “Sorry, Miss.” 

Miss Keller couldn’t help but join the chuckles my response provoked. 

Shannon smiled, innocently batting her long lashes. “Julia,” she said firmly but sweetly, “please show Miss Keller the precautions we’ve taken on your behalf.” 

I froze, glancing up at Miss Keller’s beautiful face in the hope she might somehow put a stop to this torture, but she just grinned back at me, relishing her power over me. 

With no help forthcoming, I slowly reached for my waistband and shimmied my jeans below my thighs, showing off my diaper for the class to enjoy. 

A roar of laughter crashed over me like a tidal wave, drowning me in its force. The girls clapped, threw their heads back, and clutched their ribs, their eyes watering with unrestrained joy. Even the scholarship nerds, no doubt relieved it wasn’t them, fell about in fits. 

Miss Keller shook her head with amused disdain. Shannon tittered at the reactions around her and for a brief moment, her true colors showed, not that anyone noticed or cared.

You know what would make this even better, freak? 

My bowels immediately loosened. 

Your queen will appreciate this. 

It was as if the devil was taking direct control of me as a tiny splotch of moisture expanded over my crotch.

One of Charlotte’s minions noticed it first. She stood up pointing and declaring loudly that I was peeing myself. 

The classroom erupted. Girls shrieked with laughter. Desks rattled as students pounded on them. Others pointed with gleeful horror.

Miss Keller’s smirk deepened, her arms folding across her chest as she watched the spectacle unfold. 

I stood frozen, my face burning, my thighs clenched together in a useless attempt to stop the humiliating display. It was too late. The warmth spread, betraying me further. Charlotte’s minions howled, leaning into each other for support, their mockery echoing in my ears.

Shannon covered her mouth with delicate fingers, and her eyes sparkled with barely contained delight. “Oh my gosh, Julia. What have you gone and done now?” 

Miss Keller backed up a step, finally giving me some space to breathe. “Really, Julia, again?” 

Tears of embarrassment trickled down my flushed cheeks. 

Miss Keller batted her hand at the class. “Girls,” she declared firmly. “That’s enough.” Her control was clear as the class gradually hushed their laughter. 

Shannon remained the perfect picture of decorum. “Not to worry, Miss,” she said calmly. “These diapers are highly absorbent.” 

Miss Keller nodded. “I’m glad to hear it. It would be far too disruptive for you to change her every time this happened.” 

“Julia,” ordered Shannon, “make yourself presentable and apologize.” 

I pulled my jeans back over my moist diaper. “So sorry, Miss,” I said, with my tongue still in my chin. 

Miss Keller scoffed wryly. “Yes, that’s quite alright, Julia. Shannon, you may go ahead and take your seat now.”

Shannon pulled on my reins and tugged me behind her as she confidently strolled down the aisle to take her seat in the middle of the class between Kelly and Stephanie, settling in without a care, leaving me standing awkwardly by her side. 

Charlotte was irate. “You can’t be serious?” 

Miss Keller raised a questioning brow to Charlotte as Shannon crossed her flawless legs with deliberate ease, hitching up her Burberry mini-skirt in the process to give me a glimpse of the exquisite curve of her thigh. She picked her friends’ backpacks off my shoulders and passed them across for each of them to take. 

Charlotte kept her gaze fixed on Miss Keller, not even bothering to look at me as she jabbed a perfectly manicured nail in my direction. “She’ll stink the whole class out like that.”

Shannon rolled her eyes. “It’s seriously not that big a deal, Charlotte, it was only a little trickle. The diaper will absorb it.” 

“Actually, Shanna,” said Charlotte through her teeth. “I can smell her right now. She really stinks.” 

Shannon sighed, feigning exasperation. “Fine,” she said, reaching into her purse and pulling out a pink Chanel perfume bottle. With a flick of her wrist, she sprayed the sickly sweet scent over my crotch before tucking the bottle back in her purse. Her smile was saccharine. “Happy?”

Charlotte sneered. 

“Now, girls,” Miss Keller said with a breezy wave of her hand, “there’s no need to bicker. If I start getting a nasty whiff, I’ll simply have her stand by the window.”

The class erupted in fresh chuckles.

“Now,” she continued her tone, light but firm. “Julia has taken up enough of our attention for one morning. Take out your books, and let’s focus on something that actually matters, shall we?”

There were general grumbles as the class retrieved their books from their bags. 

“Julia,” said Miss Keller firmly, “you’re blocking the view of the girls behind you.” 

Shannon yanked my reins. “Down, Julia!” she commanded. 

Blushing, I sank down to my knees on the floor by the feet of my queen. My part in this class was over. I had given everyone a good laugh to start their day, but now it was time for me to shut up and know my place. The better girls had a class to take. 
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SHANNON’S FRIENDS EXCITEDLY congratulated her on the masterful timing of me peeing my diaper as if it had been the plan along. Shannon happily took their compliments, taking full credit. I dared not contradict her. I required no praise for humiliating myself. 

I was just glad Shannon had enjoyed my performance. Her satisfaction meant I was allowed to eat lunch with them. It did not matter that I was made to kneel by her feet on the lunchroom floor as she held the straps to my harness, it was still better than going hungry.

She ordered the cafeteria staff to mush cauliflower into a paste. The lady did so with a fixed smile on her face, scooping it into a small bowl and adding it to Shannon’s tray. None of the staff questioned why Shannon was parading me around on a leash. I wondered if Principal Adler had briefed them as she had the teachers. Not that it mattered. Being directly under Shannon’s control was already becoming second nature, and it had only been half a day. 

“Check this out,” declared Kelly, producing a baby bib with an overly cutesy yellow duck on the front. “It was my baby sister’s. And you know, I figured since she’s outgrown it...” 

My stomach sank. 

Too immature for a three-year-old, but plenty good enough for you, freak. 

Shannon bounced in her seat, giggling, pulling on my straps to contract my harness against my ribs. “I love it, Kel. This is so awesome!”

Kelly beamed. 

Stephanie grinned and joined in the fun by chanting “Put...it...on,” as she banged her fists on the table, bringing the attention of the entire lunchroom onto us. 

Shannon smirked down at me. “What do you say, Julia?” 

I answered with my tongue pressed into my chin. “Thank you, Kelly.” It was expected for me to stay like that at school, even though Shannon’s friends were all in on the joke. 

“You’re so welcome, retard,” said Kelly, dangling the silly bib in front of my face. 

Shannon playfully slapped her friend's arm in mock reprimand for the insult, aware that the attention of the cafeteria was on us. The prank could only succeed long term if Shannon maintained the appearance of kindness and charity. “Be nice,” she said, innocently batting her long lashes. I could practically see the halo hovering over her head. 

Kelly smirked and tied the bib behind my neck. 

“So cute,” said Shannon, gathering a spoonful of cauliflower mush. I blushed, inwardly beaming at the unexpected compliment from my queen. “Now open wide.”

I stretched my jaw as far as it would go. My stomach grumbled in excitement.

Shannon directed the spoon like an airplane, mocking the engine with an obnoxious “Neeeeeeowwwwww,” before shoving it into my mouth. Her friends chuckled along with her playful antics. The metal of the spoon caught on my teeth as I eagerly slurped it up. As watery and tasteless as it was, at least it was food. Far more than I was expecting. 

Far more than you deserve. 

She repeated this theater a couple more times before growing bored, instead poking the spoon at my face, expecting me to chase it with my mouth. She jabbed me in the eye, and as I instinctively cringed away, the cauliflower slop dropped on the floor. 

She sighed at me, exasperated, and placed the spoon back on her tray. 

Stephanie was quick to capitalize. “That’s so rude, Julia. Don’t you realize that people have to clean up after us?”

Kelly giggled. “Since when do you care about the janitors, Steph?” 

Stephanie smirked. “Since now,” she said, clicking her fingers and pointing down at the spill. 

Shannon eyed her mischievously. 

Give them what they want, freak. 

I slowly lowered myself to the floor, sticking out my tongue and licking up the cauliflower that had spilled by Shannon’s feet, staring at the perfect shine in her shoes. 

“Well, well,” said Charlotte. I glanced up from the floor to see her striding toward our table, followed closely by her sycophantic minions. 

Shannon’s friends groaned in unison. 

Charlotte sneered at them as she purposefully stood with her shoes barely an inch from my face. She folded her arms and addressed Shannon, ignoring me completely. “This thing is disgusting,” she said. “It’s putting us off our lunch. It shouldn’t even be allowed in the lunchroom.” 

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Pretty sure you’re the only one complaining, Charlotte.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “Actually, everyone agrees. They just aren’t brave enough to confront you about it.” 

Shannon shrugged. “And that’s my problem because?” 

“We took a vote,” she glanced behind her shoulder, flicking her golden hair as she did so. “Didn’t we?” Her minions were quick to nod and murmur their agreement. She turned back to Shannon and smirked triumphantly. “See? Retards aren’t allowed in here anymore.” 

“Oh, that’s very official,” said Stephanie Charlotte cast her a death glare. 

“Seriously, Charlotte,” said Kelly, “take a chill pill. All this stress can’t be good for your skin.” 

Charlotte curled her lip. “Stress is just another word for ambition actually. And my skin happens to be poreless. I just had a facial. Maybe you ought to look into that sometime. Unless you’re too poor?”

Kelly reddened. “What did you just say to me?” 

Charlotte smirked. “I’ve seen that shack you live in. What do you have, like eight bedrooms at best?” 

Kelly clenched her fists and was about to stand up and get into Charlotte’s face until Shannon grabbed her arm and shook her head to calm her best friend down. 

Having seen Kelly’s house for myself from the outside, it was anything but a shack. Granted it was smaller than Shannon’s house, but it was still a gated mansion in Paradise Hills. There was no such thing as a small house in that suburb. 

“Okay, look,” said Shannon, “Julia can’t eat by herself. She needs me to feed her.” 

Charlotte shrugged. “Then do it outside. It isn’t fair for us to have to look at her. Or smell her. You have no idea how bad she stinks. Probably because you’re around her all the time. Well, I happen to have much higher standards. And with the amount my parents donate to this school, the least I deserve is to eat my lunch in peace.” 

Shannon turned to her friends. “Do you smell her?” They all shook their heads. She turned back to Charlotte. “Maybe it’s you?”

Charlotte flushed. “What does that mean?”

Stephanie spoke up. “Shanna just means it might all be in your head. Right, Shanna?” Shannon smiled with fake sweetness. Stephanie continued. “There’s this condition called Phantosmia that tricks the brain into registering smells that don’t actually exist. You know my dad’s a psychologist, right? Want me to make an appointment to get this looked at?” 

Charlotte spoke through her teeth. “Everyone smells her. She fucking reeks. It’s making us sick. Right?” She turned back to her minions who quickly agreed with her assessment. 

“Weird,” added Kelly, “maybe some sort of group hallucination?” 

“This retard peed herself in class!” yelled Charlotte, losing her composure, spitting and pointing down at me. “If you don’t do something about that smell then I’ll complain to the Principal and get her expelled.” 

Kelly and Stephanie snickered with each other. 

Shannon sighed. “Really Charlotte?” 

Charlotte sneered at her. 

Shannon clicked her tongue. “Fine,” she reached inside her purse and handed Charlotte her bottle of Chanel. “It’s the best I can do.” 

Charlotte smirked, snatching it from her rival. She admired the expensive brand for a moment, before squirting it directly into my face. 

The stinging in my eyes was immediate. My vision blurred and a vicious tingling spread over my eyelids. My eyes watered uncontrollably. It was as if my eyeballs were swelling. 

Charlotte chuckled as she continued to spray until Shannon grabbed it back from her. 

“Stop it,” she whined, “you’re wasting it.” 

Charlotte scoffed and folded her arms. “Whatever. I guess it’ll do for now. I’ll see if we can't get rid of that stench permanently when I get her after school.” 

Shannon tossed her perfume back in her quilted purse and snapped the gold buckle shut. “Good. Are you done now?” 

Charlotte smirked. “Guess so.” She pointed her finger back in my face as water trickled down my cheeks. “I’ll be seeing you later, retard.”

Kelly shook her head as she watched Charlotte and her minions stride confidently back to their table, laughing to themselves. “She’s such a bitch.” 

“Whatever,” said Shannon. “We’ll let her have her way for now. Just in case she’s serious about telling her mom.” 

“Think she really would?” asked Kelly. 

Shannon shrugged. “Who knows. She’s not really a snitch, but she is vindictive and stubborn. Probably not, but I’m having way too much fun with this to risk it.”

As scared as I was for what Charlotte would do to me after school, blinking manically to recover my eyes from blindness, I felt more grateful than ever that I had Shannon in my life to protect me.
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Charlotte’s elaborate mansion was painted the shade of French Vanilla and was situated surprisingly close to us, on the same street in Paradise Hills. There were towering columns, grand terraces, and marble steps that led to a double door, framed by oversized urns filled with pastel pink roses. The entire estate was almost as large as Aunt Martha’s. 

Almost. 

Shannon parked her Bentley at the end of a line of luxury and classic cars. Personalized license plates read “CHARLOTTE” and “NANCY” in bold lettering followed by various numbers. 

For once, Shannon allowed me to ride in the back like I was a normal person. She had even unfastened my safety reins. The whole reason she was lending me to Charlotte was to keep my retardedness secret from Charlotte’s mom. The last thing we needed was for her mom to see me crawling on the ground like some kind of freak. 

Shannon turned toward me from the driver’s seat, shifting her snug cream turtleneck as she did so, straining the soft knit over her full bosom and drawing the fabric tight against her curves. “Okay, we’re here,” she said. “Hopefully, Charlotte’s mom isn’t around. But if she sees you, keep your mouth shut. I’ll do the talking.”

I smiled and nodded. It was nice to be involved. It was almost like we were in it together. 

She pointed her manicured fingernail directly at my face, making me flinch back in the seat. “Remember, you’re a retard to Charlotte but not to her mom. Think you can handle that, peasant?” 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered feebly. 

I was so many things to so many people, a retard at school, a maid at home, a peasant in private, that I was beginning to forget who I actually was. 

Don’t worry, freak. I’ll never let you forget who you are. 

She eyed me suspiciously. “You’d better. Charlotte will be really mad with you if she thinks we’ve tricked her.”

I paled. 

She smirked at my fear. “If that happens, I might just have to give you to her permanently.” 

My stomach writhed, and a cold sweat broke out along my spine at the prospect. The longer Shannon kept that thought lingering, the more real it became. 

Shannon eventually laughed and bopped me playfully across my cheek. “I’m just teasing. I wouldn’t give that bitch the satisfaction.” 

I smiled nervously. 

“But seriously,” she added sternly. “Don’t fuck this up.” 

I nodded and swallowed a large lump. 

She glanced through the windshield at Charlotte’s manor, scrunching her nose in distaste. “Ugh. Gaudy, isn’t it?”

I wasn’t sure if the question was rhetorical. The mansion was an ostentatious display of wealth and power. It was not ugly, just overwhelming. Not that I dared say that to Shannon. I simply blinked at her, demonstrating my ignorance of such things. I had to wonder, though, did Charlotte say the same thing about Aunt Martha’s estate? 

Mom and I had lived in a crappy one-bedroom apartment. My room was behind a divider in the living room. It was not my place to have an opinion on the choices better girls made. The rivalries of the rich and powerful were not for the likes of me. 

Shannon opened her door and stepped out onto the driveway. I quickly followed. Behind us, a giant fountain sprayed crystal clear jets of glittering water into the air, spraying me slightly in cooling moisture. 

“She’s supposed to be meeting us outside,” said Shannon irritably. She sighed and grabbed me by the arm, linking hers to mine. The gesture caught me off guard. I had gotten so used to being dragged around on a leash that this show of equality took my breath away. “Stay close to me,” she warned. 

The warmth of safety bloomed in my chest. I blushed and smiled shyly at her. For just that one moment, it almost felt like she cared about me. 

“You know what to do,” she continued, “be a retard, but not so much.”

“Right,” I said happily, an excitement bubbling in my stomach. It was like we were co-conspirators. She was close enough for me to absorb her sugary perfume. She was the sweetest angel there ever was. “Thank you,” I added for no real reason. 

She scoffed and led me around the side of the manor. Sprawling emerald lawns of manicured grass stretched around us. 

Around the corner, we saw Charlotte playing croquet. She was wearing a snug white vest top tucked neatly into high-rise white and yellow shorts that highlighted her feminine figure and her long, smooth legs. Her long, straight blond hair fell over her back and was tied neatly with a yellow headband. A pearl necklace and matching ear studs added sophistication to her sporty ensemble. 

She bent at the waist with deliberate grace, concentrating as she gently swung her mallet. With a soft knock, she rolled the ball cleanly through the wicket. 

There was polite applause from her maids stationed nearby. They were all dressed in the same kind of French maid outfits Susanne and I wore at home, complete with bonnets, frilly aprons, and thick tights. With the sun beaming down, they must have been sweltering inside those heavy, uncomfortable uniforms. Not that any discomfort was betrayed by their fixed smiles. 

It was clear that Charlotte’s family had a preference for hiring women of color. Most of the maids appeared to be either Black or Latina. The stark contrast between the staff’s complexions and Charlotte’s alabaster skin further emphasized the disparity between them. 

Two of them held parasols protecting their mistresses from the sun. Another stood perfectly still, clutching a silver tray lined with crystal jugs and tall glasses brimming with chilled refreshments.

Charlotte slowly straightened and basked in their praise as one of the maids happily flipped the scorecard on the scoreboard to show she had taken the lead over her opponent. 

Shannon sighed. “Figures. It’s her mom. Nancy.” 

Nancy was slightly smaller than her elegant daughter but far curvier. Her pink V-neck blouse draped over her generous chest, the soft fabric falling neatly into a high-waisted black-and-white pencil skirt. A bold belt buckle drew the eye to her narrow waist, accentuating the dramatic curve of her hourglass figure. A string of pearls rested just above the swell of her astonishing bosom. It was lush, full, and impossible not to admire. I couldn’t help but stare in awe at how bountiful it was. There was no sign of slouch, no hint of strain. She stood proud and erect, commanding respect with every inch of her perfect posture.

She wiggled her fingers in a wave. “Shannon! Dear!” she called out. 

Shannon turned to me. “You know what to do, right?” 

I nodded. “Keep quiet and be retarded, only not so much.” 

Shannon smirked back at Charlotte. “Look at her. She thinks she’s so hot. We’ll show her.” 

I giggled. I was part of it. I was genuinely part of it. I was so happy I could have cried. 

Shannon gripped me tighter, and together we strolled over the lawn toward them. 

Charlotte tilted her head, trying to look down on us with an air of superiority, one hand perched confidently on her hip.

Shannon gave her the sickliest of sweet smiles as we approached. 

Nancy passed her mallet to one of the maids without even deigning to look in her direction. The maid curtsied in gratitude. “Shannon,” she announced, opening her arms and giving Shannon a formal embrace. “It’s been so long. So wonderful to see you.” 

Shannon hugged back with forced friendliness. “Yes, Mrs. Sinclair. Great to see you again too.”

Nancy pulled back and dismissed the pleasantry with a swipe of her hand. “Oh, you. There’s no need for formalities. You know better than that. You must call me Nancy.”

Shannon batted her lashes innocently and gave her most angelic of angelic smiles. “Of course, Nancy.”

Nancy smiled before her eyes shifted to me. Her lip slowly curled in disgust. “And you...brought a friend?” 

Charlotte chuckled. “Mom, this is Julia. Shannon’s cousin?”

“Ohhhh, so you’re Julia? That makes so much more sense.”

I wasn’t exactly sure what she meant by that, but the condescension in her tone was still  wounding all the same. 

You’re so dumb. Obviously, she means you aren’t good enough to be Shannon’s friend, freak. 

She made no effort to greet me with an embrace as she had Shannon. “Yes, Julia,” she said sternly. “It was so awful what your mother did to herself. Terrible. Just terrible” 

I flushed at the bluntness of her words. There was not a single speck of sympathy in her voice. The way she spoke, matched with her prim and refined demeanor, was highly intimidating. She looked and sounded so superior. 

She is. 

Nancy continued, either not sensing my discomfort, or more likely, not caring. “You are so very lucky, Julia, that your aunt Martha was kind enough to take you in. Such a wonderful woman. I certainly hope you are showing her an appropriate amount of gratitude and respect.”

I felt small as she talked down to me as if my mom’s death was my fault. 

It is your fault, freak. If you were more like Shannon or Charlotte, she might have seen some hope at the end of the tunnel. 

My eyes grew glassy as I swallowed my sorrow. Charlotte smirked, peering down at me victoriously. 

Gratefully, Shannon answered on my behalf. “Julia doesn’t say much, Nancy,” she said. “She isn’t trying to be rude. She’s just had a lot of trauma to deal with lately.”

Nancy arched one of her perfectly groomed, pencil-thin brows in curiosity.

Shannon smiled sweetly, batting her long lashes. “Me and Mom are helping her as best we can. You know, re-acclimate her into society.”

Nancy studied me. Something about this was wrong and she knew it. 

My heart beat quickly in my chest. Just being in the presence of such a strong woman made my legs shake. There was no way I could survive a confrontation with her. 

I glanced nervously at Charlotte. At any moment, the vindictive blonde could tattle. Thankfully, Charlotte’s victorious smirk suggested that she was satisfied with how things were going. I remembered what Shannon said. It was unlikely Charlotte would actually tell her mother about me. That would give the game away. Charlotte was enjoying her hold over Shannon too much to give it up now. 

Shannon remained unphased. As I crumbled under Nancy’s imperious stare, my queen remained strong. She looked Nancy directly in the eye as an equal. “It’s not always easy,” she said breezily. “But Julia is slowly getting better.”

Nancy carefully nodded, seemingly satisfied. “Your mother has the patience of a saint.”

“I’ll be sure to tell her that, Nancy. She’ll be so happy.” 

Nancy extended her arm to the maid who held her mallet. The maid curtsied once more and passed it over. Nancy snatched it from her without even a glance. “Do you play, dear?” she said, strolling over to take her shot. 

I breathed easier, knowing the conversation had moved beyond me.

To more important things than your mom’s overdose, things like croquet. 

Shannon eyed Charlotte, who met her gaze with a triumphant grin. Shannon rolled her eyes and turned her attention back to Nancy, who was lining up her shot, gracefully arching her back, demonstrating flawless technique. 

“It’s been a while,” admitted Shannon. 

Nancy gently tapped the ball with her mallet, watching as it rolled smoothly through the wicket. She straightened, a satisfied smile curling on her lips, while her maids applauded her with quiet admiration.

“Nice shot,” said Shannon. 

The maid flipped the scorecard, indicating Nancy was now barely behind her daughter. 

Shannon smirked at Charlotte. “She’s catching up.” 

Charlotte glared. 

Nancy paid them no mind. “You’ll stay for dinner, won’t you, dear?” I knew the invitation did not extend to me. “Juanita here cooks the most spectacular cochinita pibil.” 

The maid called Juanita curtsied. “Gracias, señora.”

Nancy continued, her voice rich with pride. “She marinates the pork in achiote and fresh-squeezed orange juice for hours, overnight, actually. Then she wraps it in authentic banana leaves straight from the Yucatán and slow-roasts it until it’s falling apart, just melting. She serves it with handmade tortillas and the most divine habanero salsa you’ll ever taste. It’s quite the production.”

“Hmm,” mused Shannon. “Sounds to die for, Nancy.” 

It really did. My stomach grumbled at the description. The effects of the bland mush Shannon spoon-fed me at lunch were beginning to wane. 

“Oh it is,” continued Nancy. “I knew as soon as I tasted it what a hit it would be at our New York location. Our head chef added it to the menu, and it’s just the talk of the city. You know, Juanita might have been a professional. Perhaps opened her own little Mexican eatery. That is, if she possessed any kind of drive or ambition. Isn’t that right, Juanita?”

Juanita’s face dropped, and her eyes grew glassy. “Si. Gracias, s-señora,” she mumbled. 

Nancy tittered. “Oh well. Her loss is our gain I suppose.” 

Shannon nodded. “Some people just know where they belong, I guess.”

Nancy, Charlotte, and Shannon all shared a chuckle at that. The maids all looked downcast. 

“I appreciate the invite,” continued Shannon, “but I just have so much homework.” 

Meaning, of course, that I had so much homework. 

Charlotte groaned. “Urf, me too.” She looked over at the terrace behind us. Charlotte's scholarship nerd was sitting at a stone table, diligently scribbling into a notebook. Her brow was furrowed with intense concentration. The contents of Charlotte’s designer bag spilled on the table in a jumble of textbooks and loose papers. 

“Hey,” yelled Charlotte, loud enough for the girl to hear, “haven’t you finished yet?” 

Her nerd sat bolt upright and looked over nervously, bobbing her mouth like a frightened fish. 

Nancy tittered and called over. “Don’t you listen to her. Take all the time you need.” 

The girl smiled nervously and nodded. 

Charlotte scoffed. “Whatever.” She shoved her mallet at one of the maids who fumbled to grab it from her, apologizing at once for her clumsiness. 

“Are we done, dear?” asked Nancy. 

“We’ll finish later,” said Charlotte. “I have to...show Shannon something.” 

Nancy shrugged. “Okay then. Have fun girls.” 

Charlotte smirked at me. “Oh, I definitely will.” 

My skin prickled with dread.
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CHARLOTTE LED SHANNON and me around the side of her grand manor, away from the estate’s sweeping lawns. 

Shannon dragged me along by the arm. “Honestly, Charlotte,” she snapped, clearly irritated, “do you have to be such a bitch all the time?”

Charlotte’s creamy leather Chanel sandals clacked confidently over the paving stones surrounding the French vanilla exterior. Her hips swayed seductively, and her luxurious blonde hair bounced behind her back in perfect rhythm.

There was definite amusement in her voice. “Now now, Shanna. Is that any way to talk to the person doing you a favor?” 

“Favor?” said Shannon, incredulous. “I’m the one letting you borrow Julia. Which you almost blew by the way with that stunt.” 

“Oh please,” said Charlotte, flicking her wrist behind her shoulder dismissively. “Nothing was going to happen.” She stopped and turned to smirk at Shannon. “Unless I wanted it to happen.” 

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m sooooo scared.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “Then maybe I should just tell Mom all about how your retarded cousin assaulted me at school then?” 

“Assault? She sniffed your hair! It’s hardly assault.” 

“Maybe we should just let the authorities decide? My family has access to the best lawyers in the state by the way.”

Shannon scoffed. “Right. And I don’t?” 

“As if your Mom’s going to waste money defending that?” She nodded at me with contempt. 

I glanced down ashamedly at my cheap, dirty sneakers. I was nothing more than a pawn in their game of rich-girl politics. Either of them could destroy my life and future any time they liked. I was completely powerless, trapped in their world with no way out. 

And you’ve never been happier. 

My pussy tingled in excitement. 

Shannon glared at her rival. “Seriously, Charlotte. What do you even want? I’m giving you Julia.” 

My skin prickled in dread. 

Charlotte tittered. “Oh Shanna, I do so love seeing you squirm.”

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Yeah, right. In your dreams.”

Charlotte cupped her ear theatrically. “I’m sorry, what was that, Shanna? I didn’t quite catch that.”

Shannon slowly shook her head, her eyes gleaming with malice.

Charlotte burst into joyful laughter and clutched her ribs. “Oh, Shanna, you’re too much. I’m only teasing you. Can’t you take a joke? Why so serious?” 

I could not fathom how Charlotte did not wilt under the terrifying scorn of my queen. The look she gave Charlotte would have sent me crumbling into dust. 

“Are we doing this or not?” said Shannon. 

Charlotte grinned triumphantly. “Course. Follow me, please.” 

She continued walking, leading us to a narrow stairwell tucked discreetly along the side of the manor. The stone steps descended sharply, ending at a door at the base. 

There was something ominous about that door that made my stomach twist and writhe. 

“Down there?” asked Shannon, furrowing her brow with suspicion. 

Charlotte shrugged nonchalantly. “You want to keep this hidden from Mom, don’t you? There’s no reason for her to go into the basement today.” 

The casualness of her tone somehow made me even more nervous. I glanced at my queen, hoping, pleading, for a sign that she might change her mind about all this and save me from whatever awful things Charlotte would do to me. The thrill of being included, of finally mattering, was quickly dissolving, replaced by the suffocating fear of Shannon leaving me behind. 

“Fine,” said Shannon, abruptly eradicating my hopes of salvation. She practically tossed me away from her, as if ridding herself of an annoying burden. “She’s yours now.”

I stumbled forward a couple of steps toward Charlotte, who stood waiting with a victorious grin, her hands resting confidently on her hips. 

Shannon folded her arms over her chest and pouted. I could tell she was annoyed. Every piece of me ached to plead with her, but the warning in her body language was enough to dissuade me. She was in no mood for my pathetic begging. Attempting to save myself now would only make things much, much worse. 

“Hey,” commanded Charlotte, imperiously. “Retards belong on their knees.” 

I paled at the sudden aggression in Charlotte’s voice. I glanced back one more time to see if my queen might stand up for me, but when Shannon furrowed her brow, eyeing me sternly as if to ask: “What the hell are you waiting for?” I knew I was cooked.  

Defeated and trembling, I sank to my knees. Charlotte tilted her head in response, sneering down at me like I was less than a bug. I blushed and hung my head in shame, staring at Charlotte’s painted toenails peeking through the cream leather ankle strap of her Chanel sandals. 

“Okay, Charlotte,” said Shannon, “some ground rules. You have one hour, not one minute longer. Julia might be a dumb retard, but there’s a limit to how much we can reasonably claim was accidental or self-inflicted if anyone bothers to check her.”

I shivered at Shannon’s calculated tone. It was like she was making a business exchange. Each word was deliberate, measured, and emotionless. Any illusions I had that she was beginning to develop feelings for me were destroyed in an instant. This was just a transaction for her. All part of the game. 

A game you’ll never win, freak. 

Charlotte rolled her eyes at everything Shannon said. 

“No visual damage,” continued Shannon, choosing to ignore Charlotte’s dismissal. “Lay off her face. It’s too hard to disguise. Miss Keller might make her drop her pants again to show us all her diaper, so be careful around the legs. Focus on the parts of her body that will stay mostly covered. Upper arms, back, chest, stomach.” 

I shriveled beneath them. It was as if they were casting dual shadows over my shrunken form. Each of Shannon’s words coiled in my stomach, tightening like a noose. 

Charlotte sighed. “This isn’t my first time, Shanna.” 

Shannon ignored her. “And nothing that scars. The last thing we need is for the teachers to get suspicious and start asking questions.” 

Charlotte shrugged. “Why would that be my problem? She’s your retard, not mine.” 

Shannon narrowed her eyes at her rival. “I’m serious, Charlotte. We can both get into trouble if they find out.” 

I knew then for sure that Shannon’s precautions were not for my benefit, they were for her own protection. As flawless as her record and as well-respected as she was with the students and faculty, it would be hard for even her biggest cheerleaders like Mrs. Franklin to ignore Shannon’s disabled cousin turning up to school covered in scars and bruises. 

Charlotte blew a dismissive raspberry. “Seriously, Shanna,” she said. “I’ve got this.” 

Shannon looked unconvinced. “Just be careful. I’ll be back in an hour to collect her.” 

A cold fear stimulated my skin. I hadn’t realized Shannon meant to leave me alone with this psychopath. I’d thought, hoped, Shannon might at least stay to watch over me. I looked back at her pleadingly, but she didn’t so much as glance my way. At that moment, I knew I mattered less to her than an old toy she was lending to a friend.

“Where’s her leash?” asked Charlotte. 

“Her adult safety reins,” corrected Shannon.

“Whatever. Where are they?” 

“Believe it or not, Charlotte, I couldn’t exactly walk her on reins around your estate. Kinda gives the game away to your mom, doesn’t it?” 

“Urf, fine.” She took two steps forward and grabbed me by the back of my collar. “Guess I’ll take her like this then.” 

“One hour,” said Shannon, raising a finger to mark her instruction. 

Charlotte grinned at me. “That’s fine. It’s far more than I even need.”

​
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​Twenty-One
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The basement walls were covered in oversized soundproof foam panels. There were various chests scattered around the edges of the room and dust sheets covered apparatus of some kind. 

Harsh standing lights cast warped shadows dancing across the corners. A camcorder, positioned on a standing tripod, slowly blinked a red standby light. A display cabinet was close by, filled with VHS tapes labeled with white stickers and marked with black cursive script. I tried to make out the writing, but my attention jumped back to Charlotte as she slammed the door closed behind us and slid the heavy bar over the latch, locking it with a metallic snap. 

“Move it,” she ordered, shoving my backside with the sole of her foot. I stumbled forward on my hands and knees and crawled to the center of the room, where the extent of the lamps converged in a sinister ring of bright light. 

There was another door on the far wall, likewise bolted shut from the inside. I assumed it must have led up to the mansion proper. Charlotte was right. Nobody would be disturbing us down here. We were alone. 

With no way out. 

My heart frantically thudded in my chest. I glanced up at the ceiling and paled as I counted six meat hooks dangling menacingly from the ceiling. 

Charlotte refused to allow me time to process what was happening. “Strip!”

I turned to see her smirking down at me, arms crossed tightly over her chest. She stood wide-legged, radiating authority and confidence. “I know you’re not too retarded to follow basic instructions.” 

I swallowed. My eyes were shimmering with fear. 

“Then get rid of those clothes,” she commanded firmly. “I will not tell you twice.”

My hands trembled as I reached for the collar of my t-shirt, tugging it over my head and letting it fall to the floor beside me. I hesitated only a second before reaching behind my back to unclip my ugly, frayed granny bra, sliding the straps slowly away from my shoulders and arms, exposing my oversized, sagging breasts. 

Charlotte rightly laughed at me, pointing down at them. “Oh my god!” she declared happily, “look at those udders. You’re like a cow!”

I blushed and dropped my chin. Charlotte was right to ridicule me. She was blessed with such round, perky breasts, perfectly proportioned to her tall and elegant frame. I was truly grotesque by comparison. It was now so normalized for me to bear the mockery of better girls like Charlotte that I felt bad for someone as beautiful as Charlotte to suffer my appearance. I was pleased she could at least take amusement from me. 

Yes. It’s the same reason people visited freak shows a hundred years ago. You’re only worth to humanity is to give better people a good laugh at your expense. 

It seemed like a long time ago when I might have fought back against this toxic attitude. 

So glad you know your place now, freak. 

“Moo for me, cow,” she ordered. 

My pussy tingled. “M-moo,” I murmured sadly. 

She planted her hands on her hips. “Louder!” Her eyes gleamed victoriously. 

“Moo!” I yelled without hesitation. 

She laughed, tilting her head back imperiously. I waited patiently, for her to exhaust herself. 

“Wait,” she said abruptly, “I want to get this on video.” 

I opened my mouth as if to protest but thought better of it.

“What? You don’t want to be on video?” 

I blinked at her, unsure of what to say. Of course, I didn’t. My situation was humiliating enough without video evidence. 

“Too bad!” she snapped. “Now get those jeans off and then put your hands on your head. Quickly.” 

My fingers twitched as I removed my sneakers and socks. I unfastened the button of my jeans and wriggled them down my legs, leaving me naked except for my ridiculous and embarrassing white diaper. 

Charlotte meanwhile adjusted the camcorder, angling the lens directly on me. 

“There,” she said, “perfect.” She looked over from the camcorder and narrowed her gaze sternly. “I thought I said to put your hands on your head?” 

I did as she said. She smirked, pressed record, and turned to open one of the trunks. She rummaged inside for a few seconds before producing a black marker pen and a box of paper binders. 

“Okay,” she said, striding confidently over to me, swaying her hips. “This’ll be so much fun.”

For her.

She removed the cap and inserted it inside my mouth. “Hold this,” she said as I gripped it with my teeth. “And keep mooing.” 

I released a slow rumbling, “moo” sound from my chest. She chuckled as she scrawled over my body, writing in big block letters “UDDERS” over my shoulders with arrows pointing down to my breasts. I could not see what she wrote on my forehead, but I assumed it was something along the lines of “RETARD.” She also marked my stomach as “FAT.” She giggled the whole time, finishing up by coloring around my eyes and cheeks so I more closely resembled a cow. I mooed the entire time, tears of humiliation running down my gross face. 

“There,” she said, shoving the marker into the cap between my teeth with a sharp slick. She plucked it free and slid it into her shorts pocket where it stood upright against her hip. 

She laughed loudly at her handiwork. “Look at these things,” she said, swatting her palm across the side of one breast, knocking it into the other, eliciting further laughter. She continued to whack it, rocking my breasts back and forth like a pendulum. 

The painful strikes stuttered my moos until I couldn’t cope any longer. I whimpered “Ow,” but the slaps kept coming, harder than before. She showed no sign of slowing down. “Ow, ow, Ch-Charlotte,” I pleaded, “p-please, ow, it-it hu-hurts.” 

She stopped, hovering her hand threateningly by my breasts, ready to strike at any moment. She narrowed her eyes, furrowing her brow suspiciously. Her words were careful and deliberate. “What...did...you...just say to me?” 

My breasts were throbbing. I sniffled, immediately regretting my outburst. Charlotte had grown accustomed to me only speaking with my tongue pressed into my chin in the stereotypically “retarded” manner Shannon had instructed. Nobody at school seemed to even remember that in my very first lesson with Miss Keller, I actually spoke normally. Certainly not Charlotte. 

“Pwease,” I said, pressing my tongue deep into my chin, protruding it offensively. “It weally hwurts, Chwarlotte.” 

Her frown shifted into a triumphant smirk, pleased with my obvious retardedness. “Good.” 

With that, she used one of her long, athletic legs to knee me directly under my jaw. My teeth clacked together. My head whipped back, leaving a burning in my neck. I fell back to the floor, white spots fluttering my vision. I feared for a moment she might have chipped a tooth. But I had little time to process it as Charlotte pressed one foot directly down on my windpipe, choking me. She stared down at me, smirking triumphantly, with one hand resting on her hip, as I struggled beneath her. Instinctively, I went to grab her designer sandal to relieve the pressure.

“Don’t you dare,” she said firmly. 

I whimpered and placed my trembling hands flat on the floor. My obedience only deepened Charlotte’s triumphant smirk, encouraging her to apply even more pressure on my throat. I gargled and shimmied but dared not even attempt to free myself again. All I could do was hope she did not, in fact, kill me. 

She tilted back her head to stare down her nose at me. Sadistic pleasure glimmered in her beautiful blue eyes. “Keep going. I never told you to stop.” 

See how powerful you make her feel? Isn’t that completely worth the risk of death? 

The greater my fear grew, the greater my arousal became. Between my stiff jaw and her foot pressing on my neck, cutting off my air, my continuing moos were slurred and pitiful. Charlotte released a hearty laugh that rose intimidatingly from her chest, visibly shaking her bosom. 

I tried to hold back, but the power she held over me was too much. My entire body quivered as I squirted my fear into my diaper. Luckily, she did not seem to notice. Shannon had purchased high-quality, absorbent diapers. Aside from the wetness rubbing against my crotch, along with my own shame, no evidence of my accident was visible. 

Disgusting. You deserve everything she’s about to do to you, freak. 

“Okay, cow,” she said, finally removing her foot from my throat. I gasped, gargled, and coughed for air. “Ew,” she said, between her chuckles, “your face is all purple.” The observation made her laugh once again. I must have looked horrendous. 

You really do. Even more so than usual, freak. But don’t worry, nobody will ever see this. It’s not like there’s video evidence or anything.

My eyes quickly darted to the camcorder. Charlotte would hold footage of this for as long as she liked. Would she watch it back later? Would she share it with her friends? Would she show it to Shannon? The more I thought about it, the more scared I was. My face was on this video. This was worse than the pictures Shannon had taken of me in my maid’s outfit, making those degrading poses that she still kept somewhere as “insurance.” If by some miracle, I escaped Shannon and my own depravity and tried to build a new life for myself, the threat of being exposed by this video would be there forever. Was that the point? Did Charlotte want to know she maintained power over me no matter what? 

Charlotte hovered her foot over my face, forcing me to look directly up at the exquisite sole of her creamy leather sandal. The Chanel logo was embossed under her heel. It was like a hidden symbol of her wealth and privilege. How many people had seen that logo? Did Charlotte even know it was there? Who would ever see it but a peasant like me, staring up at it in awe from the floor below her. 

“Lick,” she commanded, slowly lowering it to my face.  

I trembled in excitement, already forgetting that only moments prior I had been spluttering for air. My near-death experience no longer seemed important. Not as important as Charlotte’s Chanel sandal anyway. 

I gradually extended my tongue, trying to pretend like I wasn’t greedy for a taste. She smirked as she rubbed the sole up and down my tongue. I held myself still, taking large licks from the under-heel to the toe and back again. The leather had a pleasing, bitter tang. I could practically taste the sweet grass she had walked over while playing croquet with her mother. 

“Is that good?” she asked teasingly. 

I nodded, rubbing my nose over the jagged leather sole as I continued to lick. 

She scoffed wryly. “You know, Shanna assures me you’re too dumb to remember anything. Like you’re a goldfish or something.” 

I listened and licked. 

“I don’t want you to forget, though. It isn’t fair if you forget. I want you to always remember this.” 

I nodded, rubbing my nose against her sole. 

“Okay,” she said, abruptly removing her sandal from my face and planting the back of her wrist against her hip. “Get up.” 

I quickly propelled my body off the floor using my palms and shifted myself into a kneeling position. I thought there was a chance my obedience might make her go easier on me. 

Yeah, right. 

She chuckled and shook the box of paper binder clips ominously down at me. I swallowed hard. She slid it open and delicately pulled one of the black metal clips free. “Ordinarily,” she said, casually pushing the handles between her finger and thumb to open the clip like a jaw, “guests are not allowed down here. We like to keep this room a bit of a secret.” 

My bottom lip trembled. With a big grin, she clamped the binder on my nose. The metal dug into my skin, squashing my nostrils. Gracefully, she removed another from the box. “But I figured I’d make an exception for you.” 

Thank her, freak. 

“Thwank you,” I said pitifully. 

She clamped the next one between my lips. “No more talking,” she ordered. 

I whimpered and nodded. 

“I guess it doesn’t really matter if you know since you won’t remember anything anyway, and even if you do, you’re a retard. Who would bother listening to anything you said?” 

She pinched the next two over my eyebrows, leaving behind a nasty sting. 

“We call this the naughty room.” She removed the last two from the box and clipped them directly over both of my nipples. “You’ll see why in a moment.” She stepped back to admire her handiwork. She clapped her hands once and laughed at me. “Spread those legs, hands on head.” I did as she said. “Perfect, now wait there, just like that.” 

I continued to whimper at the sharp pain cutting into my face and breasts. Charlotte chuckled and wandered off toward one of the trunks. I followed her with my eyes and caught sight of the locked VHS cabinet. I squinted, trying to read the labels. The black writing blurred, but I thought I made out a date, 04/11/91, and a name...Juanita. 

My skin prickled with dread. I looked up and again counted the hooks dangling from the ceiling. Six. I thought back to the maids in attendance on the lawn. Six. Six hooks for six maids. 

Charlotte chirped merrily behind me, rummaging through the contents of the trunk, clattering things around. “Nope, nope, nope, ah ha! This one.” She whacked something against the wood, and I turned to see her brandishing a black leather flogger, gripping the braided handle firmly in her hand. 

I stared at her in wide-eyed horror. This was like a nightmare. The secret basement. The hooks dangling from the ceiling. The camcorder. The sound-proof paneling. The instruments of corporal punishment. It was like I was being trapped with a serial killer. 

She sauntered toward me, trailing her fingers elegantly through the vicious-looking thongs, grinning broadly, showing off the perfect whites of her teeth. 

You could fight back, you know. You don’t have to just stand there and take it, freak. 

The idea of daring to stand up released a sad trickle of urine in my diaper. The devil laughed scornfully inside my head. 

Nancy had purposefully “hired” women from disadvantaged backgrounds, likely immigrants, likely here illegally. Why? To make it easier for her to exploit and abuse them, of course. Judging from Nancy’s interaction with Juanita, the maids spoke little, if any, English. No doubt Nancy had systematically separated them from their families and heavily regulated their interactions with the outside world. Did these women even realize how illegal their treatment was? Trapped here in this grand estate, physically punished for any minor infraction, dehumanized and exploited. It was monstrous. 

If you care so much, why not alert the authorities? Do something good for once in your life. Go on, I dare you. 

I froze. Obviously, Charlotte was taking a huge risk with me. She must have really bought Shannon’s lie about my goldfish memory. Clearly, she did not consider that I could get them in trouble for this. 

Honestly, she was probably right. 

It was highly unlikely the police would ever bother to investigate an influential and powerful white woman based on the testimony of the retarded teenage daughter of a deceased drug addict. They would laugh me out of the station. And even if they bothered to take me seriously, Nancy had lawyers, powerful lawyers. There was no way Aunt Martha would support me over Nancy in this. Besides, who was to say Nancy’s maids were nonconsensual here? Who was I to kink shame? Maybe this was what they wanted, like Susanne. 

Ha! I’m not letting you get away with that, freak. Obviously, this is not the same. You have a chance to save these poor women, and you’re choosing to stay silent. Why? Because you place more value on your pussy than you do the lives of these women. 

It was true. I would never risk my position under Shannon’s feet. I deserved to be punished. I deserved the pain. I was the one true monster here. 

Charlotte raised the flogger high above her head, placing one hand arrogantly on her hip, allowing the tails to sway gently in the air behind her back. The angelic sadism shimmering in her blue eyes made her appear even more beautiful. 

She maintained her pose for a moment, savoring her power, before striking down with menacing force. The thongs swished through the air. 

I braced myself, clenching my buttocks and holding my breath as the supple leather struck me clean across my back in a biting sting. The multiple tails were like several mini-whips hitting me all at once. I squeaked at the impact. Hot welts were left behind over my skin.

I barely had time to process the sting before Charlotte struck me again with another vicious snap, breaking the skin. Blood trickled down my spine from the puncture.

As painful as it was, it felt good. It felt right. This was the pain I deserved. 

It doesn’t make you a better person, freak. 

No, but it distracted me from how bad of a person I was. A disgusting pervert for my aunt and cousin’s feet. A horrible daughter, slaving away for the benefit of the woman who drove Mom to suicide. A despicable person, pretending to be disabled using offensive stereotypes. A selfish coward, more interested in her own safety and arousal than the welfare of the poor and desperate. 

“M-more,” I murmured through the binder, clamping my lips. 

“What did you just say?” asked Charlotte sternly. 

I sniffled. “H-hurt me, m-more, p-please.” 

Charlotte chuckled. “My pleasure,” she teased as she lifted her flogger high in the air for another round of beatings.
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“OH MY GOD!” YELLED Shannon. “What did you do?” 

I was lying flat on my stomach on the hard concrete, quivering uncontrollably. The bloody wounds across my back pulsed as if gasping at the cold, stinging air. 

Charlotte smirked down at me, resting the back of her wrists on her hips, admiring her handiwork. 

Shannon groaned, exasperated, like a teenager stuck with an unwanted chore. “Couldn’t you have cleaned her up some, at least? How am I gonna explain this to my mom?” 

Charlotte shrugged. “She’s got clothes to hide it, hasn't she?” 

“Great, so her t-shirt can be stained with blood. That’s totally not super obvious at all.” 

“Not my problem, Shanna. Maybe if you’d kept that thing on a shorter leash then none of this would have happened. What’s that saying? You weep what you sow?” 

“Pretty sure it’s reap, dumbass.” 

“Really don’t care.” 

“Just bring me something to disinfect and bandage her. I know your mom keeps that stuff around here.” 

It was Charlotte’s turn to groan. “Urf, fine, whatever. If it’ll stop you bitching.” 

Shannon’s concern eased my pain. It was a worthwhile thing to suffer for her. 

Freak, she doesn’t care about you. She just doesn’t want to have to explain why your back looks like it’s been chewed up through a meat grinder. This is for her benefit, not yours. Never yours. 

Tears formed in my eyes. The devil would not even let me pretend for a few moments that someone in the world cared about me. It wasn’t fair. 

It’s very fair, freak. Why should anyone care about you? You’re poor. Ugly. A pervert. The world would be better without you in it. Nobody likes you. Nobody loves you. Your only worth is to make others feel good by hurting you.

Charlotte released a sigh and an irritated groan as she rummaged through the medicine cabinet, sending bottles and containers clattering in her search for bandages. Nancy apparently kept the basement well-stocked. The aftercare she gave her maids was likely the only reason they were still walking. Charlotte had yet to learn this lesson. 

Or maybe she really doesn’t care if she’s scarred you for life? 

Charlotte poured some cold water into a bucket from a stainless steel sink and opened the cabinet beneath to retrieve a large, cloudy plastic container filled with clear liquid. She returned to us, scowling, clearly annoyed that she was the one having to carry it all. 

“Here,” she said angrily, shoving the bucket and container at Shannon. 

Shannon snatched the container and nodded down at me. “Just pour the water over her.” 

Charlotte sighed aggressively but did as Shannon said, tipping the bucket over my back and dousing my wounds in cold water. 

I yelped at the stinging shock. 

Charlotte stumbled back from the expanding pool around her feet. “My toes!” she shrieked, scrambling away as water seeped against her Chanel sandals.

Shannon smirked at her. “Great choice of footwear, bitch.” 

The blonde glared at her rival. 

Shannon’s socks and feet were well protected by her Prada block heels. I only hoped my blood did not dirty the polished white leather. 

Shannon twisted the cap off of the cloudy container and poured the stinging liquid over my wounds. It smelled like strong vodka. I screamed like a banshee. It was ten times worse than the water. It was like she was dousing me in acid. My sin sizzled and burned. 

“Ew,” said Charlotte, “why is she making that noise?” 

Shannon chuckled as she wiggled the container to ensure she got every last drop. If it pleased my queen, my pain held meaning. 

Charlotte sighed. “So very dramatic.” 

Shannon tossed the empty container away like trash. “Give me those,” she said, reaching out to take the bandages. 

“Are you actually going to touch that?” 

Shannon scoffed. “Seriously, bitch, how have you not killed anyone yet?” 

Charlotte rolled her eyes and passed the roll to Shannon. 

“Bring me something for her face.” 

“Oh my god,” whined Charlotte. “I’m starting to think this wasn’t even worth it.” 

“I can’t exactly bring her home with “retard” written over her forehead, can I?” 

Charlotte snickered. “Don’t see why not. Aren’t retards always writing over themselves?” 

“I don’t think they literally write retard on their heads, Charlotte, no.” 

“Pfft. Whatever. I guess there’s a scouring pad or something lying around. But you owe me for this.” 

Shannon rolled her eyes and sighed to herself as Charlotte stomped back to the medicine cabinet. 

“Up,” she commanded, pulling firmly on the bandage roll. 

As much as I wanted to obey, my body would not cooperate. I hadn’t even the strength to twitch. All my body wanted was to lay there and suffer.

“Hey!” said Shannon, stomping the sole of her Parda shoe against my buttocks. “Did you not hear me?” 

I whimpered, focusing every ounce of mental energy into obedience. I gritted my teeth and growled like my body was some great weight as I pushed my fragile arms down on the concrete and righted myself into an unsteady kneeling position. 

“That’s better,” said Shannon, as if my act of breaking through my physical limitations by sheer force of will was nothing more than what she was owed. 

And it is. 

She pressed the tip of the bandage against my skin, beneath my ribs, and pulled, wrapping the bandages under my arms and across my back, around my chest and back again. 

As shaky as I was, I felt special with the attention she was showing me. The tighter she wrapped, squeezing the bandages against my brittle bones, the more it felt like she was giving me a loving embrace. 

Shannon called after Charlotte who was still clattering around and grumbling to herself. “She’d better not scar!” 

“Oh my god, Shanna,” she whined, “why are you being such a bitch about this? She’s just a retard. Who cares?” 

“I’ll be the one to deal with the consequences if you’ve broken her.” 

“Pfft. That's hardly my problem, is it?” 

Shannon shook her head, exasperated, as she finished off by tucking the bandages to hold them in place. 

“Here,” said Charlotte, returning with a rough, metal scouring pad that had clearly been used before. “Happy now?” 

“Fucking ecstatic.” She held out her hand. “Give.” 

Charlotte stuck out her tongue and slammed the scouring pad into Shannon’s open palm. 

“Bitch,” muttered Shannon. 

“You’re so welcome,” said Charlotte lightly, “you know, I think all this grunt work is quite becoming of you.” 

Shannon rolled her eyes and shifted her focus back to me. “Turn around.” 

My entire body was quivering as I turned to face her. Even the air stung as it passed through my cuts. 

Shannon cupped my chin roughly between her finger and thumb, holding my face steady as she ground the metal scouring pad over my forehead. It was a rough scratch at first, but it quickly intensified as she realized how difficult it was going to be to rid my skin of Charlotte’s doodling. 

“Permanent ink, Charlotte, really?” 

Charlotte chuckled, resting her hands on her hips as she watched her rival struggle to clean up her mess. 

Shannon’s scrubbing became even more vigorous. It was like she was dragging sandpaper over a peeling sunburn. 

“There,” she said at last, a little out of breath from the exertion. My skin was red, raw, and burning. 

“What about those rings around her eyes?” asked Charlotte teasingly. 

Shannon glared at her. 

Charlotte tittered. “She made such a convincing cow, Shanna. You should have heard her moo. Too funny.” She gasped as if suddenly remembering. “Oh my god, you can! I recorded the whole thing!” 

“First of all, she’s my retard, bitch.”

Her revelation filled me with warmth. I couldn’t help but smile. 

Shannon glanced at the camcorder. “How long has that thing been running?” 

Charlotte was practically skipping as she pranced over to it. “Oh, I turned it off before you got here, Shanna. Believe it or not, I’ve no interest in watching you play nurse. Though, I’m sure we could find you a cute little white dress next time.” 

“Yeah, there won’t be a next time, bitch.”

Charlotte shrugged as she ejected the videotape. “You should really be thanking me for this, you know, Shanna.” 

“And how exactly do you figure that?” 

“Because if Mom discovers there’s a retard at school, I can show her this tape to prove I’ve found a practical use for her. Stress relief.” 

Shannon half scoffed and half laughed. “You’re such a psychopath.” 

Charlotte laughed. 

It was frightening how casually they were joking about this. Shannon was not remotely concerned that Charlotte was keeping a videotape of my abuse to add to her collection. She did not care that Nancy had soundproofed her basement and had meat hooks dangling from the ceiling. And Charlotte didn’t care if Shannon knew about her mother’s not-so-secret torture chamber.

Your submissive ideas of right and wrong do not apply to girls like Shannon and Charlotte, freak. They exist on a higher plane of moral existence than you could ever comprehend, so don’t even try. 

“We’re even now, right?” asked Shannon. 

Charlotte grinned. “Sure, just keep that thing on a tighter leash from now on.” 

Shannon sighed through her nose and turned back to me. “You’d better stay real still. If I blind you, that's your own fault.” 

I stayed as still as I could with my body still quivering as Shannon took the metal scouring pad straight to my eyes. 
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​Twenty-Two
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I sat in the middle seat at the back of Shannon’s Bentley. My face was as red as a tomato from all the scrubbing. I looked and felt more disgusting than ever. But despite the pain that shot through my back each time I so much as brushed against the plush leather, I was quietly happy. My queen had granted me the rare privilege of riding in her car like a real human being, not in the trunk or on the floor.

“Th-Thank you, Your Majesty,” I said meekly, breaking the silence. 

Shannon looked at me through her rearview mirror with her hands gripped firmly on the steering wheel. 

I quickly slumped forward, careful to keep my head low so she could see clearly out the rear windshield so as to not inconvenience her. 

She scoffed. “Please. This isn’t for your sake, peasant. Do you have any idea how revolting you’d be if you got an infection? Even more so than usual. You’d be all sweaty and oozy, and you’d stink out the whole house. Ew.” 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered. “I-I’m sorry. I wouldn’t want to gross you out.” 

“Seriously,” she continued, ignoring my apology. “It’s bad enough I have to look at you healthy. I mean, how do you keep living when you look like that? I swear I’d rather just kill myself.”

It’s true. You’re a monster. Apologize to her for having to look at your face, freak.

Tears formed in my eyes. “I’m sorry I’m not pretty, like you, Your Majesty. You deserve better.” 

“Humph. Don’t get any ideas either. I don’t care how hurt you pretend to be. You will not slack on your chores. In fact, you should work twice as hard so Mom or the maid don’t start suspecting anything.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. I’ll work extra hard from now on. The last thing I want is to get you in trouble.” 

“Then what will you say if someone asks you?” 

I blinked at her in confusion. “A-asks me?”

“About your injury, dumbass!” 

Her sharp tone sent prickles of dread shivering over my skin. “I, uh, I’ll just say I did it to myself. Like, um, self-flagellation?” 

“Self what? Retards don’t know long words like that. Try something else.” 

I’ll, uh, just say I liked how it felt. I like the pain. It, um, made me feel better about Mom.” 

Shannon mused on that. “Hmm, go on.” 

“I was feeling guilty. Like maybe I was the reason she overdosed?” 

“Urf,” she snapped, and I immediately cringed from her, frightened. “Stop calling it an overdose. Seriously, I’m so sick of listening to you try and pretend like she didn’t kill herself. Your mom’s life was lame and pointless so she took the coward's way out and ended it.” 

I shuffled my buttocks uncomfortably on the leather. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.” 

“I want you to say it!” 

I gulped. “Her life,” I repeated meekly, “was pointless and...lame, so...she ended it.” 

“Because she was so stupid and weak.” 

My bottom lip trembled. I sniffled, trying to hold back the tears threatening to spill down my face.

Mom had spent her entire life fighting, struggling with bills, sacrificing her happiness and health to provide for me, her useless, overweight lump of a daughter. Overworked, undervalued, underpaid. It was a miracle she had lasted as long as had under those conditions. 

It would have been so easy for her to just give up and accept Aunt Martha’s offer to be her maid, but she showed greater strength and character than me when she chose to die rather than give Aunt Martha the satisfaction. 

And yet you’re doing that job for free. You’re spitting in her face. What was the point of choosing death rather than service if her daughter just does it anyway?  

Mom’s death was as pointless as it was heartbreaking. She saw no light at the end of the tunnel. No hope for a better life. No faith in me, her daughter, to fulfill my ambition and become a professional novelist. I was too dumb, too plain, too...nothing. Girls like me did not succeed. Success was reserved for the pretty, rich, and popular. Girls like Shannon and Charlotte. Not me. Never me. 

Shannon smacked her steering wheel impatiently, making me flinch. “Say it!”

“B-because,” I squealed, “she was stupid and weak, Your Majesty.” 

Shannon giggled. “That’s right. You know, I’m actually glad she’s dead. She was so annoying. Always thinking of ways we might be friends. Remember that? What a dumbass.” 

“Yes,” I answered weakly, fighting back the tears. 

“Aren’t you glad she’s dead too? Your life is so much better now, isn’t it?” 

I was abused and tortured, mentally and physically, at home and at school. I was humiliated, blackmailed, and coerced. I was a volunteer maid for my cousin and aunt, no better than a slave. Every day, I wanted to cry. 

And your life has never been better. 

And my life has never been better. 

Say it. 

“My life has never been better. I’m...glad...so very glad Mom killed herself.” 

Shannon laughed. “You’re so fucking pathetic, you know that?” 

I hung my head in shame, guilt writhed in my gut like worms. “Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered sheepishly. “Thank you.” 

“I suppose it’s believable you’d self-harm. But you’re going to need to start cutting yourself with razor blades, you know, to make it more realistic. Yes, this is actually perfect. I should have had you doing this right from the start. I’ll get one of the teachers to accidentally find you on purpose. Once they’ve decided you're a self-harmer, we can pretty much do anything we like to you, and they won’t suspect a thing. How great will that be?” 

I glanced up at her in fear. “B-but won’t they send me to counseling?” 

She laughed. “Don’t worry about that, peasant. I’ll make damn sure nobody actually tries to help you. Ever!” 

*
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SUSANNE POUNCED THE moment we stepped through the front door. “You’re late,” she said, her voice tight with anxiety. The bags under her eyes looked much darker as if she’d been waiting for us in the foyer ever since school let out, pacing and worrying over when we might return home. 

Yesterday, Susanne had baked a tray of fresh cookies so Shannon would be greeted by a warm, comforting smell when she walked through the front door. Not so today. 

“Excuse me?” said Shannon coldly, her voice low and dangerous. She rested her hands on her hips and locked eyes on Susanne as if daring her to try something. 

Susanne swallowed, realizing her mistake. She immediately curtsied. “Sorry, Miss Shannon,” she said. “But Madam Martha is waiting for you in her personal room.” 

I did not like the sound of this, especially after what happened last night. My mind raced, trying to figure out what I might have done wrong. I hadn’t told Shannon anything about what Aunt Martha said to me. There was no reason for her to be mad. But still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was somehow my fault.

It did not help that Susanne was refusing to meet my eye. It was as if she knew something terrible was about to happen but was powerless to stop it. 

Shannon’s eyes flicked to me, sharp and suspicious, then back to Susanne. She knew this was my fault, too. I did not know if my body could handle another beating. 

“Please,” said Susanne, clasping her hands together in supplication, “Madam Martha will explain everything. But you must go to her. Right now.” 

Shannon scoffed. “Can’t this wait until dinner? We do have homework, you know.” 

“No,” Susanne was almost yelling in her panic. “This can’t wait, Miss, please, you must go!”

I began to suspect Aunt Martha had discovered our games at school. Had Principal Adler called her? Or had Charlotte betrayed the deal and told Nancy about me after all? 

Shannon’s usual composure cracked. She held herself steady, calm on the surface, but I caught the faintest shadow of doubt flickering across her beautiful face. She was thinking the same thing. Who tattled? 

Susanne smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Miss Shannon, thank you so much, please follow me. You too Julia. She wants to talk to you too.” 

Shannon didn’t follow immediately. She turned to me first, her eyes narrowing with a suspicious glare that could slice skin.

“What did you do?” she hissed through clenched teeth.

“I... I don’t know,” I stammered, barely able to speak.

She stepped in close, invading my space, her voice a low, venomous whisper. “I’ll fucking kill you. You know that, right?”

A warm trickle of urine soaked my diaper.

She let the threat hang in the air for a moment longer, then turned and followed Susanne through the foyer. 

I steadied myself, forcing a deep breath through trembling lungs before daring to follow. Every limping step was a struggle, slow, labored, and deliberate. I fought to keep my posture straight, determined not to betray my pain. 

Thankfully, nobody noticed my awkward motions as I made my way behind Shannon into Aunt Martha’s personal room. 

Either that or they just don’t care. 

The vaulted ceiling was supported by two lines of sandstone columns engraved with intricate hieroglyphics reminiscent of an ancient Egyptian temple. The silence was broken by the gentle murmur of water from an indoor fountain. Lush greenery flourished in elegant arrangements while statues of regal cats, sphinxes, and jackal-headed warriors stood proudly on guard. 

Aunt Martha sat in her double queen armchair, legs crossed deliberately to the side. She was like an empress, reigning from her throne. 

She wore a dark emerald double-breasted blazer with broad, padded shoulders, cinched tightly at the waist by a single button, paired with matching tailored trousers. Her tanned skin peeked from beneath the deep V-neckline, where a gold ankh rested just above her perfectly rounded side bosom. I recognized the symbol instantly. It was the same as the one she bore on her headdress last night. The same one that took pride of place on an onyx plaque in her gallery. 

Her silky hair was pulled into a tight bun, the sleek parting framing her classical cheekbones with surgical precision. Completing the ensemble were sharp, pointed Manolo Blahnik black leather stilettos. Every detail of her outfit dripped with power. My pussy throbbed. 

Shannon froze. “What’s going on?” she demanded, unused to being caught off guard.

Susanne stepped swiftly to Aunt Martha’s side, folding her hands neatly at her front. She dipped her head in a reverent bow.

“Mom?” Shannon’s tone sharpened, eyes narrowing. “What is this?”

Aunt Martha nodded toward the ornate, baroque-style sofa beside her armchair. “Sit.”

Shannon’s eyes flared. She jabbed a finger in my direction without turning back. “This is all her fault,” she spat. “I was trying to help her fit in. It’s not my fault she can’t control herself. She’s disgusting, Mom. I hate her.”

Her words were daggers through my heart. I dropped my head, cheeks burning with shame.

The more you love her, the more she loathes you, freak. She would toss you aside in an instant. She will never care about you. Never. Ever. 

Any fragile hope I’d nursed of us growing closer over the past few days was gone in an instant, shattered and burnt to ash on a funeral pyre. 

Aunt Martha didn’t flinch. “I said sit,” she repeated, her voice like steel. Nobody but her would dare speak to Shannon like that. 

Shannon shot me a venomous glare before storming over to the couch. She sat rigidly, perched on the edge, arms folded, legs crossed, sulking. 

Aunt Martha leaned forward, deliberately offering a commanding view of her cleavage, and rested her hand gently on her daughter’s knee. “You’re not in trouble, princess,” she said. “Far from it.”

Shannon furrowed her brow. “Then...what’s going on?” 

Aunt Martha smiled and reclined back in her throne, her posture perfect and erect. Lightly, she grazed her elegant fingers over the golden ankh nestled neatly above her powerful bosom. “It’s time,” she said. 

Shannon continued to eye her suspiciously. “For what?” 

“Your ascension.”

I don’t know why my stomach sank at those words. It was as if they carried a mystical weight. For a brief second, Susanne glanced at me with concern, but when I tried to meet her gaze, her eyes had already fallen back to the floor. 

Aunt Martha seemingly noticed me for the first time. She lazily lifted her wrist from the armrest of her throne, curled a single finger, and beckoned me with a commanding wiggle. 

My approach was like descending into the very heart of hell itself. “Y-yes, Madam Martha?” I asked politely, bending my legs in a respectful curtsey that sent a fresh jolt of pain through my back.

Aunt Martha inquisitively raised a single-manicured brow. “Madam? Is that what we discussed last night?” 

Shannon’s eyes widened in disbelief. Her head snapped between Aunt Martha and me as if trying to make sense of it. 

Aunt Martha’s smirk deepened. 

I hesitated before daring to answer. I glanced once more at Susanne, hoping she might find some words of reassurance or support, but she remained silent, deadly so. 

Do not keep her waiting, freak. 

Blood drained from my face. This was happening. This was really happening! “G-Goddess,” I said. 

Aunt Martha looked especially pleased with herself. My pussy tingled to know my subservience had elevated her ego once again. 

Shannon glared venomously at me. “Goddess? What the fuck? You told me nobody caught you! You lied to me!” 

I kept my tone soft, meek, and deliberately non-combative. I knew how dangerous this was. Shannon was cruel even when amused. When she was angry, she was truly terrifying. “Um... I never actually said nobody caught me. You...you never asked.”

I’ve no doubt in my mind if Shannon could, she would have set me ablaze with that stare. I immediately regretted trying to stand up for myself. I was going to pay dearly for this later. 

Thankfully, Aunt Martha spoke before Shannon had a chance. “I told her to stay quiet.”

Shannon snapped back to her mom, her face burning red. Seething. 

Aunt Martha nodded toward a small, glossy onyx paper bag, its surface stamped with the golden ankh, like the emblem of an exclusive luxury boutique.

Shannon eyed the bag suspiciously before snatching it from the table with a bratty sigh. She tore into the packaging with fierce impatience, the premium tissue paper crunching loudly. “What the?” she exclaimed, pulling out a golden chain attached to a gold collar. It was the same kind Susanne had worn around her neck last night. 

My pussy jolted in sudden excitement, squirting my arousal into my diaper. 

Shannon stared at it in disbelief. “Is this a rib? Are you playing a trick on me?” 

“Not at all,” said Aunt Martha, her voice smooth and composed. “But you’re right to be cautious. I think a demonstration will ease your suspicions.” She snapped her fingers in her maid’s general direction.

Susanne curtsied and slowly unbuttoned the stuffy collar of her French maid’s uniform to reveal a gold bar around her throat. A faint smile slowly formed on Shannon’s lips as she realized what this meant. 

“All the way,” said Aunt Martha. 

Susanne blushed but did not hesitate to obey. She stripped herself free from her itchy uniform, revealing she was bra and pantiless underneath. I envied her skinny frame. Her tiny breasts required far less support than my unbearable swinging milk jugs. 

Her leash dangled down her spine. She must have always kept it hidden under her dress. 

Aunt Martha reached for the chain, giving it a firm tug. “Down!” she commanded. 

Susanne dropped without hesitation, cracking her kneecaps against the cold marble floor. 

Shannon was on the edge of her seat, practically trembling with excitement as she leered down at the woman she had always known as her family’s maid. Shannon’s pupils were heavily dilated, her arousal gleaming. 

Aunt Martha chuckled as she methodically wrapped Suanne’s leash around her wrist, forcing her maid to uncomfortably crane her neck. 

Shannon's breath quickened, her bosom rising and falling. “Mom,” she uttered breathlessly. “I mean...I knew you were both kinky. But...” 

Aunt Martha smiled and nodded. “Of course. You’ve always been perceptive. I’ve allowed you glimpses here and there. I believed it was important to set an example for you. I’m so proud of the strong, young woman you’ve become. You have truly blossomed. Your demands, entitlements, manipulations, and coercions. You’re everything I’d hoped you’d be and more.”

Shannon smiled shyly, blushing adorably. “I...I don’t know what to say. I...learned from the best I suppose.”

Aunt Martha nodded proudly. “I’ve been looking forward to this day for a long time.” She snapped her attention suddenly onto me. “On your knees.” 

Her words swept over me like a sudden frost. 

Shannon smirked at me victoriously. “You heard her, peasant. On your knees. Now.” 

My breathing faltered, but just like Susanne, the order was enough to collapse me to the floor. 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “Peasant, is it?” 

Shannon turned back to her smugly and shrugged. 

“Interesting choice. I like it. What does she call you?”

“Your Majesty,” she answered nonchalantly. 

My heart pounded. Each beat was like a thunderclap in my chest. My blood pulsed hot in my neck and wrists. Every muscle and sinew quivered as if jolted by electricity. My pussy was practically quivering. 

Aunt Martha smiled. “I suspected inviting her here would arouse your divine fire.”

“Divine fire?” asked Shannon, utterly enthralled. 

“Quite so. It was always there since birth. The blessing of Mother Isis. But I could not divulge its existence until you matured. This is a lot to process. Informing you too early may have hampered your natural development.”

“Mom, what are you talking about? This doesn’t make any sense.” 

“It will, in time. I do not wish to overwhelm you with the true extent of our sisterhood, but the universal truth of your existence must be known.” 

“This sounds serious.”

“Yes. This is the most serious thing there ever was.” 

Shannon held her breath. 

Aunt Martha began. “The truth is, we are special. And not because of our beauty, charisma, intelligence, or wealth. No. Those are just our earthly rewards. Mother Isis would never allow her daughters to live a mundane existence after all.”

“Mother Isis?”

“Yes. The Goddess Isis. The Queen of Heaven and the Cosmos.”

Shannon blinked in confusion. 

“We are her daughters. We are The Daughters of Isis.”

The name made my stomach churn. My vision blurred. I sank lower on my knees as if an unseen weight was pressing on my shoulders, cracking my spine. Could it be true? Aunt Martha’s obsession with ancient Egypt wasn’t just the eccentricity of a fabulously wealthy widow. This was not just a hobby for her. This was a religion. A cult.

She continued, oblivious to my palpitations. “As you know, in ancient Egypt, royal authority was far more than political, it was divine. This sacred power extended beyond the Pharaoh to his wives and daughters, women cloaked in unimaginable wealth and absolute command. How could they not see themselves as superior? They were superior. Isis, Queen of the Throne, had chosen them to spread her magnificence across the mortal realm. In return for their devotion, Isis promised them a seat beside her in Aaru, heavenly paradise, to luxuriate for eternity in the decadence of the gods.

“We,” she said, gesturing to herself and Shannon, “are their spiritual successors. The gods of Egypt never died. Isis still reigns as Queen of Heaven. And she has chosen us, her vessels, to spread her creed, to lay the mortal world at her feet in tribute. Our privilege is our birthright. We carry her divine fire. Whatever we desire, we claim. It is ours by sacred entitlement. We are her daughters. And one day, we too shall ascend. One day, we too shall be gods.”

Shannon said nothing, but her eyes shimmered with the promise of power. It was like she knew. Like she had always known. This was what she was born for. 

And what were you born for, freak? 

I feared the answer in my bones. It was like Aunt Martha heard the devil on my shoulder as she shifted her eyes to me. Shannon followed her gaze, pinning me under her megalomaniacal stare. 

“There are others,” Aunt Martha said, her voice chilling in its calm, “chosen by Mother Isis for very different purposes. We call them skrw-nh, translated loosely as ‘Bound for Life.’

“In Her endless wisdom, Mother Isis understood that the trivial burdens of mortal life were beneath us. They were distractions from our greater, divine purpose. And so, She bound the skrw-nh in sacred chains to serve our every need and desire. Their servitude frees us to better devote our time to worship. 

“That is why they are so weak. Why they crumble so easily beneath our feet. It is not cruelty, it is design. They are meant to serve. They ache for structure, for control. Without us, they despair. Frightened children, lost in the dark. We are two sides of the same coin. We command. They obey. The strong require the weak. The powerful, the powerless. There are no victories without defeats. No rich, without poor.”

The golden ankh over her bosom appeared to blaze like a sacred fire. I understood why it had always filled me with such dread and fascination. It was the symbol of my submission. The symbol that gave my existence purpose and meaning. 

“There can be no doubt,” said Aunt Martha, “Julia is your skrw-nh, as Susanne is mine.”

Shannon stared through me as if a shadowy tether bound her heart to mine, driving a spear of darkness straight into my chest.

Aunt Martha continued. “There’s a reason you’ve always enjoyed torturing and abusing her. It was your dormant divinity urging you to take control of the one destined to serve you.”

This was sick. Twisted. I couldn’t breathe. Aunt Martha’s words seared into my flesh like molten gold. Aunt Martha thought of herself and Shannon as the divine daughters of an ancient Egyptian goddess? Believed that Susanne and I were destined to be their slaves? It was insane. 

And yet...

It all made sense. My purpose was to serve and obey. It was my calling. The entire point of my existence. It was my weakness, submission, and obsession. It was the compulsion that led me to sniff inside Shannon’s shoe. It was the tingle in my pussy. The-

Devil on your shoulder? 

“You know,” Shannon said slowly, deliberately, a wicked gleam in her eye, “I used to wonder if there was something wrong with me. Like maybe I was a clinical psychopath or something. But no...I’m not broken. I’m chosen. I’m the daughter of a goddess. The world and everything in it is mine. I deserve it all.” 

“Yes,” said Aunt Martha, her own breathing growing heavy as if she too was aroused, “the weak need us to be cruel. They crave our command. We are not monsters for taking what’s ours. We are merciful for not taking more. Their pain is proof of our power.

“Soon, you shall be inducted into our sisterhood. A secret network of powerful and influential women. Whatever you desire will be yours. You shall live a bountiful life of indulgence and greed. The world shall bend to your will. You shall be feared and adored. And when the time comes for you to leave this physical plane, you shall journey to Aaru and take your rightful place at Mother Isis’s side. There you shall rule heaven and the cosmos for all eternity and beyond.” 

I saw Shannon then as the divine figure she was destined to become. Radiant, her skin shimmering with a golden sheen, terrifying and majestic. Her flowing robes were woven from pure gold, jeweled with the light of distant stars. Her voice echoed through the heavens, commanding legions of ethereal beings who kneeled in utter reverence and fear.

Shannon smirked down at me, eyes glinting with cruel amusement. “Where will she go?”

Aunt Martha sneered. “Her fate as your skrw-nh lies in your hands. If she pleases you, you may allow her passage to Aaru where she will continue to serve you until the final breath of time.”

“And if I find her boring?” 

“Then she will be discarded. Her soul will be crushed into oblivion where only silence and darkness remain.” 

“Perfect,” purred Shannon. 

A cold wave of terror washed over me.

Your only hope now is complete surrender. Show them. Justify and prove every cruel belief they possess. That is your role. Fulfill your destiny. 

I crawled on my hands and knees to my queen. She tilted her head, gazing down at me over the sharp edge of her nose, her smirk curling like a blade. 

“She knows her place,” remarked Aunt Martha, delighted. 

I whimpered and bent down to lay a respectful kiss on the toe of Shannon’s shoe. 

“Come on, princess,” said Aunt Martha, “let’s make it official.” 

Shannon’s smirk widened as she carefully slotted the gold collar around my neck and locked it around my throat. It was done. I was hers. She pulled on the chain, raising my face from her shoe. 

“You’re mine!”

“Yes, Your Majesty.” 

“Forever,” 

I repeated weakly. “F-forever.” 

“You know,” said Aunt Martha. “It’s customary in our sisterhood to offer a prayer to Mother Isis during auspicious occasions.” 

“Oh?” said Shannon. “How does that go?” 

Aunt Martha spoke flawlessly in a language I could only guess was ancient Egyptian: “Dua Mut Iset, Hemet-Neter en Petu u Nebu-Kek.” Then, with quiet reverence, she translated, “Praise be to Mother Isis, Queen of Heaven and the Cosmos.”

“Praise be,” said Shannon excitedly. 

Yes. Praise be indeed. 
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​Twenty-Three
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Susanne knelt with her head bowed, eyes fixed on Aunt Martha’s designer shoe, offering up to her goddess a multi-pronged leather flogger. 

From her throne, Aunt Martha smirked down at her slave. She magnanimously took Susanne’s tribute from her outstretched arms as if bestowing on her the greatest privilege. 

She squeezed the braided grip, creaking the leather. “The sisters,” she said to Shannon, “will be judging you based on technique. Our aim is to deliver maximum pain with minimal damage with the least amount of personal effort. It is difficult to master. It will require hours of dedicated practice with a variety of implements.” 

“I’m ready to learn,” said Shannon. 

My queen was resting one foot on the side of my head, pressing my cheek firmly into the cold marble floor. I lay flat beneath her on my stomach. With one hand, she lifted my golden leash, tightening the collar around my throat. Her other hand elegantly rested on her slightly jutted hip, her posture powerful and flawless. 

I dared not move. This was her ascension. Day one of the endless victories she was destined to enjoy. It was important for Aunt Martha to see how much control Shannon already had over me. If I messed this up, I would be sure to pay later. 

Aunt Martha smiled lovingly at her daughter. “I know you’ll be brilliant, princess. You’ve excelled at everything you’ve ever done, and this will be no different.”

Two sides of the same coin, freak. Winners can’t exist without losers. 

“And you have an extra advantage over most inductees. You have me as your mentor.” Her gaze flicked down to Susanne, kneeling obediently at her feet, then back to Shannon, lips curling into a knowing smirk. “Look at her.” 

Susanne knelt with her head bowed, eyes fixed on Aunt Martha’s shoe. Her skin had toughened like leather. The scars over her back were deep, forming an ancient treasure map.

Just think, one day, your body will look even worse than this.

Aunt Martha continued. “And have you ever known her to miss even a single day of service?” 

Shannon adorably scrunched her face as she pondered her mom’s question. “I guess not...I’ve never really thought about it. But yeah, she’s always just been there.” 

Aunt Martha nodded. “That’s because I’m the best.” 

Without warning, Aunt Martha raised the flogger over her shoulder and brought it down hard on Susanne’s back, the knotted ends swiping viciously against Susanne’s shoulder blades. Susanne did not even squeak. She barely even flinched. Her ability to withstand punishment was truly an inspiration. 

“Maximum pain,” said Aunt Martha, matter of factly, “with minimal damage and effort.”

Shannon observed, as studious and serious as I’d ever known her to be. 

“How can your Skrw-nh serve your needs if she is crippled, or sick?” 

Shannon nodded. 

“That’s why aftercare is so vital. It’s not for them, it’s for us. For our comfort and convenience. Yes, it can be annoying, but a healthy slave is a useful slave. Mother Isis hates for her daughters to be even mildly inconvenienced for even a second.” 

“Hm, do you think that’s why I always got so mad when I didn’t get my way as a kid?” 

Aunt Martha smiled proudly. “Yes, your tantrums were legendary. It was always such a thrill for me to see you yell and throw things at the maid. I just knew you would develop into the powerful young woman you are today.” 

Shannon giggled. “Oh my god, wasn’t I terrible? Kicking her in the shins, punching her stomach, yanking her hair, screaming in her face.” 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “That time you pushed her down the stairs? She was lucky she didn’t crack her head open on the marble.” 

“Oh yeah! I’d forgotten about that. Why did I do that again?” 

Aunt Martha struck Susanne hard with the flogger. The crunch of leather on bone was sickening. “Remind us, slave.” 

Susanne yelped under her breath. “It...it was because I’d b-bought the wrong flavor of p-popsicles, Goddess.” 

Shannon laughed. “Oh my gosh, yes! You brought me blue raspberry when I’d asked for cherry. Big mistake!” 

“Yes, Miss Shannon,” answered Susanne weakly, “you really taught me a valuable lesson that day. Thank you.” 

“That’s my girl,” chuckled Aunt Martha. 

Shannon beamed. 

I remembered what a horror Shannon was when we were kids. Mom was on the receiving end of many of her tantrums. Mom adopted a placid approach when dealing with her. It was easier to give her what she wanted, and of course, Shannon abused this power like a tyrant. By the sounds of it, Susanne had it worse than any of us. 

“You understand then,” continued Aunt Martha, “the importance of clean, methodical abuse.” 

“I do,” said Shannon. “But, Mom,” she hesitated a moment as if struggling to find the right words. “I...have a confession to make.” 

Aunt Martha inquisitively raised one, perfectly manicured eyebrow.

“I was kinda worried that maybe Nancy, you know, Charlotte’s mom, might have called you. Honestly, I was expecting you to chew me out. That’s why I was so defensive.” 

Aunt Martha was not remotely mad. “What did you do?”” she asked, the amusement clear in her voice. 

Shannon shrugged. “I sorta rented Julia to Charlotte for an hour.” 

“You...rented her?” 

“Promise you won’t get mad?” 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “Princess, this is your ascension. Nothing could possibly spoil this momentous occasion. We’ll fix whatever it is.” 

“So, it kinda started when me and my friends decided it would be funny to pretend Julia was my retarded cousin. We made her act like a total spaz. You know, slurring her words, sticking her tongue in her chin, drooling. I guess things got out of hand when we made Julia grab and sniff Charlotte’s hair. As a joke.” 

“Okay,” said Aunt Martha, amused, “I see where this is going.” 

“We-ll, obviously retards aren’t allowed at school, sooo to keep Charlotte from telling her mom about Julia, I said she could use her for an hour after school.” 

Aunt Martha tutted and rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “You girls and your games.” 

Shannon blushed endearingly. 

“You’d better show me what Charlotte actually did.” 

Shannon nodded and forced her foot down harder on the back of my head, flexing her leg. “Show her, peasant.” 

“Y-yes, Your Majesty,” I whimpered back. 

Shannon smirked down at me as she made no effort to adjust her position and make it easier for me to reach behind my back to lift my t-shirt. 

"I can’t quite see, princess," Aunt Martha said, lifting her chin and tilting her face with a disdainful sneer.

“You heard her,” said Shannon forcefully, “move it.” 

I wiggled my body over the floor in my hurry to obey, squirming like a worm, shifting the back of my head under Shannon’s shoe. I was proud my queen did not have to alter her stance even an inch to accommodate Aunt Martha’s request. She remained heroically atop me, celebrating her unquestioned conquest by her pose. 

“I see,” said Aunt Martha, forensically eyeing the now bloodied bandages Shannon had wrapped around my back. “You cleaned the wound first?” 

Shannon scoffed. “Of course. I’m not a fool. Like you said, she’s no use to me sick.” 

Aunt Martha smiled. “I’m glad you told me. Although, I am curious, just how long did you think you could keep this from me?” 

Shannon shrugged. “I dunno. Forever?” 

Aunt Martha laughed. “Well, there’s no need for secrets anymore. In fact, Mother Isis frowns upon it. As a Daughter of Isis, you are entitled to live your life however you like. We will never judge you. In fact, we will mobilize all our resources to ensure that not only are your dreams realized but that you will always evade the consequences of your actions. It is self-defeating to hide things from us, princess. Our sisterhood has operated with complete respect and openness for millennia. Full honesty amongst members of our order is one of the few tenets you must adhere to.” 

“I...didn’t realize. I didn’t mean to upset the natural order, Mom.” She sounded genuinely remorseful. 

Aunt Martha smiled and nodded kindly. “I know, princess. Let’s use this as a lesson. You’ll see the rewards honesty brings. I’ll fix everything. Tomorrow at school, you’ll be free to humiliate Julia any way you please without any fear of reprisal. You should never suffer a second of stress or anxiety. Those are inferior emotions. They are your skrw-nh’s privilege to absorb on your behalf.” 

I found myself wholeheartedly agreeing. The last thing I wanted was for Shannon to suffer any form of emotional strain. 

“Well,” said Shannon, “since we aren’t keeping secrets. You should probably know that I’ve been walking her around school on adult baby reins, too.” 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “My gosh, how on earth did you persuade Principal Adler to go along with this?” 

Shannon shrugged. “It’s for the retard’s own safety, obviously.” 

“What else?” 

“Oh yeah,” she looked down at me beneath her shoe, “show Mom what we make you wear.” 

I struggled to wriggle free of my jeans to reveal my diaper. 

Aunt Martha laughed. “Oh, Shannon, you didn’t!” 

Shannon smirked.

“Does she? Yuk. No. That’s disgusting.” 

Shannon giggled. “I made her pee herself in front of the whole class on her first day. This helps prevent any more accidents.” 

“You know,” said Aunt Martha fondly, “I pulled some things when I was your age, but never in my wildest fantasies did I think I could make one of my victims wear diapers. You’re so creative, princess. The sisters are going to love you so much.”

I gulped as my pussy tingled. The way Shannon had so effortlessly destroyed my life was proof that what Aunt Martha said was true. I should have been appalled. I should have been fighting back. But no. I was happy and safe being ground under Shannon’s perfect shoe. 

Where you belong. 

“Although,” said Aunt Martha, “she’s clearly in no state to be flogged tonight. She’ll need recovery time.” 

“I know,” said Shannon, clearly frustrated. “Urf.” She stomped on my head as if it was all my fault. “That sucks. I really wanted to use her too!” 

“Next time,” said Aunt Martha with a smile, “but we can still celebrate your ascension on the maid. She is more resilient than Julia, anyway. You can hit her much, much harder.” 

Shannon giggled. 

“But remember,” said Aunt Martha, gripping the braided handle tightly, “the flogger is not just an object of discipline. It’s a spiritual artifact. The pain we inflict on our Skrw-ꜥnh binds them ever closer to us. It’s important to conduct regular maintenance beatings, no matter the maid’s diligence, to help maintain her concentration and focus on you.” 

“Oh my god, yes!” said Shannon excitedly. “I do the same to Julia! I spank her every morning for just this reason. It’s like I knew!” 

Aunt Martha pouted proudly. “Divine inspiration from Mother Isis herself, princess. You are truly blessed. Praise be.” 

“Praise be!” yelled Shannon. 

“A word of caution, though,” said Aunt Martha, more seriously now. “You are not to speak of these things at school. Not a word to any of your friends.”

“Not even Kelly?” 

“Like I said, we do not keep secrets from our sisters, but we do keep secrets from others. We exist separate from them. We are our own family and society. They do not deserve to know or understand us.” 

“But my friends are really cruel and creative too. Can’t they be inducted with me?” 

“That is not our decision to make, princess.” 

“Then who?” 

Aunt Martha smiled knowingly. “You needn’t be concerned, princess. The Priestess of our chapter has been monitoring the progress your friends have been making. She will identify when the fires of their divinity are fully awakened." 

“The Priestess?” 

“Yes. The Daughters of Isis maintain several chapters all over the world. Each chapter has a dedicated Priestess who essentially acts as an agent.” She shrugged. “A talent scout if you will. She seeks those blessed by Mother Isis and gently guides them down the path of ascension. This priestess has been doing just that for you, and your friends. Amongst others.” 

“Who is she?” 

“Her identity shall be revealed in due time. But until then, you are to keep all we have discussed to yourself. It is not to leave this sanctum.”

“Ha! I thought there were no secrets between sisters.” 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “Nice try, princess. But you are not yet inducted. The Priestess will reveal herself soon.”

“Urf. Fine.” 

“Shannon,” she said, suddenly stern. “This is very important. Divulging the secrets of heaven and the cosmos to the unworthy is a serious offense that can negatively impact your chances of induction. You will not tell a soul.” 

Shannon nodded and paled slightly, realizing the seriousness of it all. “I...I won’t.” 

Aunt Martha smiled. “As for her,” she said, nodding at me, “she will not dare utter a word of this either.”

“I’ll make sure of it,” said Shannon. 

“Good. Because there’s a special place below the pyramid reserved for those skrw-nh who betray our sisterhood.” 

Shannon gasped excitedly. “Below the pyramid?” 

“It’s where we send skrw-nh when they have displeased us. And believe me,” she added darkly, “it’s not a place Julia ever wants to be.” 

I trembled and peed myself a little in fright. 
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Back when I first arrived at Aunt Martha’s mansion, Aunt Martha had deliberately assigned me the smallest of her guest rooms, insisting she 'didn’t want to overwhelm me' with too much space. At the time, I thought she was simply unaware of how cruel that jab was, but now I understood it was part of her larger plan to erode my already fragile sense of self-worth, sap my morale, and condition me into knowing I was worth less than Shannon. 

As I sat on my rigid, creaky bed, carefully editing Shannon’s homework for Mrs. Franklin, my eyes drifted to Mom’s urn and the sad photo I kept of her in a cheap frame, the only decoration in my bare room. It filled me with a stabbing guilt. 

Mom had fought her entire miserable life to resist the urge to submit to her better sister. Why? To give me a chance of an actual life. But now her struggles were for nothing. I had willingly thrown myself at her sister’s feet, and given up my personal autonomy to my prettier, richer cousin. And according to Aunt Martha, this was always my destiny, divined by Mother Isis, Queen of Heaven and the Cosmos. 

Would Mom have done it all differently had she known my slavery was inevitable? Had she bound her life to Aunt Martha despite me, she might still be here. Instead of Susanne on her knees offering a flogger to Aunt Martha, it would have been Mom. My birth robbed her of that pleasure. Without me, she would never have killed herself. 

You do not deserve to feel remorse, freak. You’re glad she’s dead. Remember? 

Tears welled in my eyes and slipped down my cheeks, dropping onto Shannon’s homework with a soft splash. I gasped and quickly wiped my face with the backs of my wrists, my self-pity wasn’t worth smudging the writing.

Why are you crying? We all know this is what you want. 

I was so confused and overwhelmed. I was only eighteen. How could I know what I wanted? 

Your pussy knows, freak. 

It tingled, right on cue. Aunt Martha was too powerful, too beautiful, too rich. Shannon was too pretty, too manipulative, too charismatic. I was engulfed in their decadence and privilege. I was too small and weak. I was suffocated by their superiority. 

My hand found its way inside my diaper and furiously rubbed over my wet pussy lips. 

You’re disgusting. 

“I’m disgusting.”

You’re a fat, poor loser who nobody likes.

“I’m a fat, poor loser who nobody likes.” 

You’re trash. Lower than dirt. 

I mewled. “I’m...trash...l-lower than dirt...” 

A retard, a freak, a peasant. 

“Yes,” I answered breathlessly. 

You exist only to serve Shannon for forever and eternity. 

“Yes! Yes! Yesssss!”

I squirted uncontrollably, rolling my eyes. My whole body quivered in ecstasy. Everything was worth it for that moment of euphoria. 

“Julia!” said Susanne. 

I gasped and opened my eyes to see her standing in the doorway, dressed once more in her French maid’s uniform as if everything downstairs had just been a fever dream. I quickly removed my hand from my diaper.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, flushing, “I-I knocked, but you must not have heard me.” 

I sat up and backed myself against the wall. 

“I’ll come back later,” she said, making a move to exit. 

“No,” I said. “No, it’s okay. I...just had to...” 

She smiled and gently closed the door after her. “I know,” she said kindly. 

I blushed. 

She staggered as she walked as if seriously hurt, not that you could tell by how calm and composed she was. I knew Shannon would not have held back with that flogger. How she could stand to be wearing that itchy maid’s uniform again after all that was beyond me. 

She perched herself on the edge of my bed. “You don’t need to explain,” she said. “It’s exhilarating, isn’t it?” 

She was talking to me like this was just any other day. Her tone was as normal as it was when instructing me on how best to fold sheets. 

As much as I feared her answer, I had to ask. “Is it true? What Aunt Martha said? Do you believe it?” 

She reached for my leg and squeezed it reassuringly. “You mustn’t fixate on these things, Julia. Forget Egypt, Isis, and destiny. Those are concepts beyond our understanding. It is better to focus on how you feel. I understand your arousal. I feel it too. Don’t you feel more alive now than ever before?” 

I gulped and nodded. As scary as it was, I could not imagine having this ripped away from me now.  

“You will soon exist in a state of permanent euphoria. You will wake up each new morning excited to experience whatever new ordeal your goddess will inflict on you. You do not need to think now. You need only obey. Our lives as skrw-nh are simple. So many people spend their lives in darkness, existing for the sake of it. Work, marriage, children. Do they want those things? Really want those things? Maybe some. But most go through the motions of life, never truly knowing what it is to be happy. We are not like that, Julia. We are better than that. We know what we want and we aren’t afraid to embrace our desires. There is serenity and freedom in our submission. Our subservience is beautiful.” 

“You really never regret this? You never think about being normal?” 

“I’ve never been normal, Julia. I wouldn’t even know how. My body wants what it wants. What use is normal if it means depriving myself of my carnal desires? Goddess Martha makes me feel things nobody else could. I would live this life of suffering a million times over, again and again. I do not feel ashamed of who I am, Julia. And neither should you.” 

“Who...am I?” 

“The Daughters of Isis will call you skrw-nh, Bound for life, but that’s just a fancy title for what you are. You’re a submissive, a masochist, a humiliation slut.”

“A slave?” 

“Yes. A slave.” 

“I...I understand, I think. My life might be harder under Shannon’s foot, but it’s so much more...thrilling. I...never want to lose this feeling. It’s like, I understand my purpose.” 

She smiled and nodded. “You already know I gave up my education and future career at NASA to be a 24-hour maid for your Aunt Martha to abuse. An outsider would say that was sick. But how can it be wrong when it’s all I’ve ever wanted? If serving my goddess makes me happy, who are they to tell me that’s bad?”

“That talk of eternity and oblivion? Doesn’t...frighten you?” 

“Of course it does, and each time I feel afraid, a jolt quivers my pussy and fills me with hope that it might all be true.” 

“I’m scared.” 

“Enjoy each moment at the end of Shannon’s leash, and what happens happens. If only my goddess can decide if I am worthy of attending to her needs in heaven, then so be it. I would be cast into oblivion without her, regardless.” 

It was so fucked to think that the only way any of us could reach heaven was to be allowed entry for the women we spent our lives serving. It was a mockery of every Christian ideal I’d ever known. In this world, blessed are the greedy, the selfish, the rich, and the cruel. 

I eyed Mom’s urn once more. Her picture pained me to my core. “What about...Mom?” 

“I can’t pretend to be an expert, Julia,” she said kindly. “For all I know, there are multiple versions of heaven, and your mom found her way there?” 

“Susanne,” I said seriously. “Please don’t patronize me.” 

“You’re right. I’m sorry. The truth is Julia, according to the Daughters of Isis, since she served no superior, there’s nobody to allow her access to Aaru. Meaning...”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I...sort of figured.” 

Look on the bright side. Yes, your mother is cast into the darkness of oblivion for all eternity, alone and forgotten, but at least she doesn’t have to see what a disgusting freak her daughter has become.

It gave me a new appreciation for Aunt Martha. Perhaps, offering Mom a role as her maid was not so cruel after all. What if Aunt Martha saw this as the only way her sister could reach heaven? 

Yes, you should thank her for what she did to her. 

And so I did, mouthing a silent prayer to Aunt Martha in gratitude for all she did for us. 

*
[image: ]


SUSANNE CLEANSED THE wounds over my back with mild soap and Neosporin and changed the bandages. 

She was incredibly complementary to the damage Charlotte caused, admiring how the teen had inflicted such precise, clean strikes. I did not say so to Susanne, but I knew Charlotte had plenty of opportunities to practice on her maids. It was one advantage Charlotte had over Shannon. She was far more versed in corporal punishment. 

Mercifully, Susanne informed me that Aunt Martha was allowing me to forgo my maid’s uniform, just this once, until I recovered. 

There was a little time before my nightly maintenance spanking, and so this was as good a time as any to visit Aunt Martha.

As expected, she was lounging on her throne. Still dressed in her emerald green power suit. She had slipped off her Manolo Blahnik stilettos and was resting her bare feet on a cushioned ottoman, ankles crossed, one foot lazily bobbing from side to side.

She elegantly held a glass of red wine by the stem, turning the page of a leather-bound book in her lap. I couldn’t make out the details from where I stood, but the hieroglyphs suggested it was Egyptian. 

My stomach knotted. “Goddess Martha?” I said meekly, wringing my hands. 

“What is it, slave?” She did not bother to glance away from her book. 

“May I...be allowed to make you more comfortable?” 

She sipped her wine, still not looking my way. “You may.”

I scurried to the bathroom to gather the oils and lotions, then rushed back, practically throwing myself at her feet, sliding a little on my knees across the polished marble in my haste.

Kneeling before her like a supplicant at an altar, I made certain she didn’t have to move an inch to accommodate me. I treated her feet as if they were the most sacred of relics, gently patting them with a damp cloth, across her soles, her toes, and the graceful arch. Once her skin was soft, I massaged in the sensual sandalwood oil, tenderly working it into every curve of her perfect foot.

I kneaded her soles with my thumbs, working from the base of her heel to the tips of her toes, focusing intently. This was the woman who had shown Mom mercy, offering her a pathway to heaven through subservience. It was not her fault Mom refused to accept her benevolence. Aunt Martha deserved nothing less than perfection. 

As I pressed into the arch of her foot, her breath softened and melted. Encouraged, I took each toe in turn, gently rolling them between my fingers, giving careful attention to every one, ensuring no part of her glorious foot went untouched.

“You’ve improved,” she said at last, eyeing me beneath her. I looked up over her feet. She was fully relaxed now, leaning back in her armchair.

“Thank you,” I said and leaned my face close, laying a respectful kiss just beneath her toes.

She chuckled. “It’s good that you’ve so readily accepted this new reality. It will be so much easier for us all if you willingly bind yourself to Shannon.” 

“Yes,” I answered. “I...won’t pretend like I understand what’s happening, but I know that I’m happier and more fulfilled now than I’ve ever been before.” 

She took a victorious sip of her wine, smirking as she did so. 

She sighed with contentment as I continued to knead the tension from her feet. “Finally,” she said, “there’s no need to pretend like I care about you. You have no idea what a relief that is. Now Shannon and I get to treat you and Susanne however we want, in whatever way we see fit.”

“Yes, G-Goddess,” I answered weakly.

“Of course,” she said, ignoring my reverence. “You will continue as you have in front of outsiders. They would not understand. But at home, when we are alone, you and Susanne will be our full-time slaves. This will be so much fun for us. I can treat you however I like.”

As if to illustrate her point, she kicked the foot I was massaging repeatedly against my nose. I blinked tears at the stinging pain as I inhaled the fragrance of her luxurious skin and oil. She chuckled at my reaction as I slightly turned my face to feebly defend myself against her pummeling. 

Finally, after taking a final generous sip to empty her glass, she relented and stretched out to set it on the stone pedestal beside her throne, the one she used as a side table.

“G-Goddess Martha?” I asked, meekly. 

“You ask permission to speak, slave,” she said. 

“M-may I?” 

She smiled, granting it to me with an elegant flick of her wrist. 

“I, um, just wanted to thank you properly for...Mom.”

She arched a single, inquisitive eyebrow. 

I continued, blushing, lowering my face as if to try and hide my shame behind her foot. “I...understand why you offered her a job as your maid now. You...wanted to give her a chance to enter Aaru. You wanted to save her from oblivion.”

She scoffed. “Is that what you think?” 

I gulped.

She shook her head disdainfully. “Very well. Yes, I did not want her soul to be separated from my control. She belonged to me. Were it not for you,” she smacked her foot into my face again, harder and less playful than before. “She’d be the one massaging my feet now.”

“I’m sorry, Goddess.” 

“Humph. She was so stupid to get herself raped like that. Urf. I told her to get an abortion. I told her what a horrible mother she’d make. I should have taken matters into my own hands, drugged her, and forced a miscarriage.” She sighed regretfully.

I sniffled as I massaged the foot that had kicked me. I never fully realized how viscerally Aunt Martha had always hated me. 

Of course, she hates you, freak. We all hate you. 

“Although,” she mused, more to herself than to me, “I didn’t realize then that Mother Isis had a plan for you. That rape was no accident. It was ordained by destiny. My princess required a skrw-nh, and Mother Isis delivered. Yes, it was mildly inconvenient to myself, but I suppose it was worth it to ensure Shannon’s ascension.” 

She stared down at me, a cruel grin curling on her beautiful face. Leaning forward slightly on her throne, she offered an intimidating glimpse down her cleavage, where the golden ankh at the end of her necklace dangled and spun hypnotically.

“Of course, it all worked out in the end, didn’t it? I may have lost my sister, but I still have you.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I answered, laying another kiss on the perfect arch of her foot, “thank you. Thank you so very much.”

*
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THANK YOU FOR READING Part four of Devil on My Shoulder.

Julia’s story reaches its ultimate conclusion in Part five, The One True Queen.

Will Julia finally break free from Shannon’s control, or is she doomed to remain her cousin’s slave forever? One thing is certain: the vicious devil on her shoulder has no intention of staying quiet.

If you’d like to read the full series (and my complete catalog), consider supporting me on Patreon at Summer Gold’s Patreon: patreon.com/SummerGold

Thank you for your support!
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        Mouse, the timid and loyal best friend to the glamorous and powerful Imogen, lives a life marked by constant adoration and submission. While Imogen enjoys exclusive parties and high-society events, Mouse remains in the background—serving, supporting, and sacrificing. Shy and awkward, Mouse is forever overshadowed by Imogen's beauty and popularity. She is trapped in a toxic cycle of dependence, gratitude, and fear, a fact that Imogen enjoys exploiting for her benefit and amusement.
 
As Imogen prepares for a date with a handsome and wealthy suitor, Mouse is forced to endure a cruel "date" of her own—a cruel joke designed to humiliate and degrade, keeping Mouse in her place.


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Summer Gold’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Summer Gold

	    

      
	    
          
	      Devil on My Shoulder

          
        
          
	          Beginnings

          
        
          
	          New Girl

          
        
          
	          Hidden Lives

          
        
          
	          Damages

          
        
          
	          The One True Queen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mouse Tales

          
        
          
	          Happy Date Night

          
        
          
	          Happy Halloween

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Piggy's Ordeal

          
        
          
	          Therapy

          
        
          
	          In Training

          
        
          
	          Gym Sub

          
        
          
	          For Mommy

          
        
          
	          Transformation

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Where She Belongs

          
        
          
	          Where She Belongs - Part 1.

          
        
          
	          Where She Belongs. Part 2.

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Office Pranks

          
        
          
	          A Better Vacation

          
        
          
	          A Family Cuckmas

          
        
          
	          Dreams Do Come True

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Summer Gold’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
    
	    
	      [image: Summer Gold]
	    

	  
	    About the Author

        
            Summer Gold is a bold erotic author who delves deep into the darkest corners of forbidden taboos and desires. 
Her work centers on lesbian BDSM, humiliation, cuckqueaning, financial domination, power imbalance, and social sadism, exploring the thrill of absolute and deliberate cruelty.
All her stories are told within the intoxicating world of the Daughters of Isis, a clandestine society of wealthy, stunningly beautiful, and sadistic women. They revel in the suffering they inflict on those beneath them, weaving intricate webs of manipulation, degradation, and control. In this universe, narcissism, greed, and merciless dominance are celebrated and richly rewarded.
If Summer's wicked imagination appeals to you, support her directly on Patreon for exclusive early access to full novels, short stories, chapters, captions, videos, and more. There are over 500,000 words in her library so far, and still growing. 
👉 https://www.patreon.com/c/SummerGold
Stay updated on new releases, teasers, and depraved thoughts by following her on X:
👉 @TheEroticSummer
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