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I lay on the floor in the back of Shannon’s dark gold Bentley Continental R, with Stephanie and Leah resting their shoes, as usual, on my face and body. Kelly rode up front with her feet crossed over the dashboard. 

Shannon was driving us around the parking lot of the Developmental Superstore, otherwise known to Shannon and her friends as “that big retard store.” 

Excitement swirled in my stomach as I inhaled the earthy leather from the bottom of Stepahnie’s sole. I was in heaven as I listened to the popular girls chat and joke together. My place as their bottom bitch was well deserved, and I loved every second of it. These quiet moments to reflect on my inferiority were amongst my favorites from that innocent time. 

Stephanie leaned forward to address Shannon and Kelly, placing greater weight on my nose as she did so. “Wow,” she said, “I had no idea there were so many retards in this city.”

“I know,” said Kelly, “do you think the Mayor knows about this? Maybe we should file a complaint.” 

Stephanie leaned back and giggled. “You’re so awful, Kel.” 

“Seriously,” said Shannon, “this is so gross. It’s like a retard safari park.”

Kelly pointed forward. “Oh my god,” she laughed, “look at that one. He can barely even walk. Ew. It’s like he’s a spider or something. He must be like twenty, and he’s still holding his mom’s hand!”

Shannon chuckled. “Let’s give the little freak a scare. Watch this.” 

Shannon aggressively tailgated the mom and son while the girls peered through the front windshield with evil grins on their pretty faces. The mom glanced behind her shoulder with concern, hurrying her struggling son along. Shannon held her foot down on the brake and pressed the accelerator down, revving her V8 engine suddenly and loudly. The mom leaped off to the side, dragging her startled and scared son along with her, using the parked vehicles as shields from the evil teenage girls. 

Everyone laughed hard at their panic. Kelly and Stephanie stuck out their tongues and showed them their middle fingers while Leah stared the mom down as if daring her to complain. The mom flushed, averting her eyes to avoid confrontation. 

Shannon drove around the lot once more until she found three handicapped parking spaces to park her Bentley across. 

Kelly playfully nudged Shannon’s arm. “Oh my god, Shanna. You can’t park like that.”

Shannon chuckled. “Why not? See how much more convenient it is for us?”

“But they’ll fine you if we’re caught.” 

Shannon scoffed. “As if they’d dare. And anyway, we’ll just show them our retard and say we had an emergency or something.”

Stephanie giggled. “What sort of emergency?” 

“I dunno, like she’s about to pee herself or something.” She turned back and looked down at me on the floor. “You can do that on command now, right, retard?”

“Um, s-sure, Miss,” I answered, my voice muffled slightly by Stephanie’s heel covering my lips. 

Leah stomped hard on my flabby stomach, leaving a deep, throbbing ache in my abdomen. “Oh, you’ll do it,” she warned menacingly. 

I whimpered in pain as everyone snickered. Stephanie held out her palm for Leah to give her a congratulatory low-five. 

“Seriously,” said Shannon, “I’ll match our retard up against any of these freaks.”

“Maybe we can have them face off?” said Kelly. “You know, like a dance-off, only with retards. A retard-off?” 

Everyone had a good laugh at this idea. 

“Oh my god,” said Shannon, “how funny would it be if we made them perform for us? Like, what’s even the point of them if they aren’t even gonna do any tricks for us?”

I listened in silent horror as they continued to exchange cruel jokes at the expense of some of the most vulnerable members of society. I knew, on a conscious level, that I should be appalled by the callousness of these ultra-privileged girls, mocking those with disabilities while they themselves had never experienced a single day of discomfort in their pampered lives, but my growing arousal was overriding my moral judgment. 

My pussy quivered at their arrogance and cruelty. They were void of any sense of empathy or humanity. It was as if their narcissism placed them on a higher plane of existence than the likes of me. I could never understand the twisted humor they derived from the hardships of those less fortunate than themselves. It was evidence that they were better than me in every conceivable way. 
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THE STORE WAS BRIGHT and colorful, partitioned into separate areas for shopping, arts, crafts, science, technology, play, and a community event space. The different aisles were wide enough for families to walk through unimpeded. The atmosphere was friendly and warm. I felt happier just being there. It was a reminder that genuine goodness did exist in this world. 

Not that you deserve any of it, freak. 

My moment of joy was immediately dampened by the Devil on my shoulder. A guilty knot formed in my stomach. I knew what an awful person I was for participating in Shannon’s prank. This store was full of people with genuine problems. Pretending like I suffered a mental disability, was deeply offensive on so many levels. 

“Ew,” announced Shannon, snapping me back to reality. “Who decorated this place? It’s like a kindergarten class threw up their crayons or something.”

Kelly agreed. “Oh my god. Like, why is everyone so happy? Are they so retarded they don’t even realize they’re retarded?” 

“Seriously,” said Shannon. “It’s creeping me out.”

Leah shoved me. “What about you? Does this seem fun?” 

It actually did, in a way. I was glad a place like this existed where those with special needs could socialize and enjoy themselves without fear of judgemental eyes. Eyes like...Shannon and her friends.

Leah punched my arm. I flinched at the sudden shock and rubbed gently down the sharp, stinging pain. “Um, I don’t know, Miss. I guess so.”

Stephanie scoffed at my weak response. “Simple things amuse simple minds, I suppose.”

Kelly turned her nose up in disgust. “Why is it so noisy in here? Don’t these retards know how to shut up? Their parents should muzzle them or something.” 

Her outrageous comment brought laughter from her friends. I blushed and stared down at my feet from embarrassment, hoping none of the parents could hear us. 

“Oh my god,” laughed Shannon, pointing at one young woman with Down syndrome focusing on a jigsaw with one of the clerks patiently assisting her efforts. “Look at that one.”

“Ewwww,” announced Kelly, “why does she look like that?”

Shannon chuckled. “Oh my god, are these freaks even human? They look so weird.”

Stephanie laughed. “It’s pretty funny watching them try and pretend to be normal people, isn’t it? Kind of like a zoo.”

Kelly mocked a shudder. “Can’t they just all stay home? They’re making me super uncomfortable. Can we just get this over with?”

Shannon shrugged and looked around the store for someone to help. She smirked as she spotted a young, clean-shaven young man with a sunshine badge pinned onto his striped shirt. Dungarees held up his khaki pants. She beckoned him over with a wave, and he visibly gulped. His uncertain walk and nervous smile signaled him as someone to be easily manipulated. Kelly and Stephanie snickered as Shannon smiled sweetly at his approach, batting her impossibly adorable lashes. 

“Hi there,” he said, with a little too much enthusiasm, “can I help y’all with anything today?” 

I knew at once this nice boy had no chance in hell of resisting Shannon’s spell. 

Judging from Shannon’s sly smile and the subtle tilt of her glossy lips, she knew exactly what effect she was having on him. She leaned slightly forward, delicately enhancing the view of her cleavage through the V-neck of her preppy cardigan.

His mouth quivered as he tried to focus his attention away from her breasts and back to her face. He cleared his throat before speaking, his tone full of faux manliness. “Scott, um, my name’s Scott.” 

Shannon smiled and placed one hand on her shapely hip. “Actually, I think you can help us, Scott,” she said, gesturing to me with her thumb. “This is my cousin, Julia. And the poor thing has such a severe learning disability. Like, oh my god.”

I blushed as he looked at me for the first time. It was hardly a secret which of the five of us she was referring to. I made for an obvious contrast with the four beautiful young women in designer clothes and sweet-smelling perfumes. The too-tight short shorts Shannon had stuck me in displayed my chunky thighs and camel toe, but at least my baggy t-shirt hid some of my gross body. 

“Oh,” he said, blushing with embarrassment on my behalf, “I, uh, see that.”

Kelly and Stephanie snickered at his reaction. He glanced at them, confused. Shannon tilted her head and brought his attention back to her. 

“Ignore them,” said Shannon, flapping her hand at them, “they’re silly.”

He smiled at her hopefully. “No problemo, well, what is it ya’ll need exactly?”

“Oh, Scott,” said Shannon dramatically. “Julia is having such a hard time at school, and I’m so worried about her safety. Julia, tell the nice man what you did in your pants today.”

I hesitated, feeling prickles of dread over my skin. But with Leah looming behind me, I dared not stay silent for long. I returned my tongue to my chin. “Peed ma pants.”

There was even louder snickering from Kelly and Stephanie. Scott blinked at them, but Shannon directed his attention immediately back to her. “Isn’t that terrible?” she said with genuine concern. 

Her tone almost made me believe she actually cared for me. It was kind of nice to believe the lie.

“S-sure,” he said with uncertainty. “I’m sorry that happened. But at least she has someone like you to take care of her.” 

Shannon blinked at him innocently. “You really think so?” 

He smiled and nodded happily. “I can tell what a sweet and kind person you are. It’d be so easy to just ignore her needs. She’s lucky to have you.”

Shannon placed her hand on her chest as if touched by his words. “That means so much to me. I just get so worried about her. What if she runs out in front of a car? I’d just never forgive myself. Can you help me? I heard there were specialized reins?”

The clerk nodded. “Sure are. We call them walking harnesses. Ideal for young adults like your cousin who suffer from ASD, ADHD, Down syndrome, epilepsy, and many other developmental disabilities. May I ask what exactly your cousin’s condition is?”

“Oh,” said Shannon somewhat dismissively, “a little bit of everything, I think.”

He blinked in confusion. “Um, well, parents often buy them when planning vacations that require a lot of walking. You know, Disneyland and the like.”

Shannon gasped happily. “That’s so perfect. Can you show me?”

I could see that for a brief moment, he considered this might all be a prank, but any minor reservations he held were removed when Shannon rubbed down his arm and pouted her glossy lips. There was a slight twitch in his khaki pants. 

“C-course,” he said weakly, “f-follow me.”

He turned and cleared his throat as he walked ahead. Shannon glanced at her friends, and they all exchanged a mocking snicker before following him down an aisle dedicated to mobility aids: canes, walking sticks, crutches, walkers, harnesses, and, of course, adult walking reins.

“Awesome,” said Shannon, eyeing the merchandise. “I need something sturdy, though. As you can see, my cousin is a bit on the heavier side. I don’t want her breaking it and getting away.”

He stared at her for a moment, trying to understand her meaning.

“You know,” Shannon added, “for her own safety.”

He nodded. “Well, Miss, I can recommend these,” he said, grabbing a pair from the shelf. “They have thicker straps made from nylon webbing and metal buckles to connect the leash to the harness.”

Shannon nodded. “Yay! That’s exactly the kind of thing I wanted. Do you think we can try it out? Just to see if I can manage it?” 

He flushed and swallowed. Shannon gazed into his eyes, blinking innocently. 

“S-sure,” he said, unable to resist, “just, um, let me help you.”

“Julia,” commanded Shannon suddenly and firmly, “stand there and don’t move.” The shift in her tone took Scott slightly by surprise, but she disarmed his unease with another sweet smile.

He opened the packaging and demonstrated how to attach the harness by slipping it over my shoulders. It was similar to wearing a backpack. He then secured the straps, talking Shannon through the process as she watched, nodding along. Once the harness was secure, he pulled on the reins gently. 

“It’s important,” he said, “that they aren’t too loose or tight. They need enough slack to allow movement while still maintaining control.”

“Great,” said Shannon dismissively, snatching the reins from Scott’s limp grip. He looked at her shocked, as she whipped the reins like motioning for a pony to move. “Come on, Julia,” she said, “get going. I want to see how they feel for me.” 

I walked down the aisle, tugging against the extent of the reins. Shannon held them firmly, keeping me from straying too far.

“Excellent,” she announced, “but I think I’d rather have her on a shorter leash.”

Scott gaped. 

She turned to him, slightly annoyed. Her displeasure clearly hurt his feelings as he averted his eyes to his shoes and flushed. 

“S-sure thing, Miss,” he said meekly.

Shannon smirked as she watched him walk up to me to tighten the straps. 

“That’s not uncomfortable for you, is it?” he asked. 

It was the first kindness I’d had since Susanne had helped me cook pancakes that morning. Tears welled in my eyes. I felt like crying in gratitude. 

“Hey,” said Shannon, interrupting before I even had a chance to respond, “I’m going to walk her to the checkout like this. You can go fetch us some adult diapers and meet us there.”

There was a brief moment when I thought Scott might find the strength to resist her order, but he was already too far gone to do anything but obey despite his reservations about my safety. “A-absolutely, Miss. No problemo.” 

Shannon grinned. “Heey yah!” She yelled. “Giddy up!” She whipped my reins to make me move, and her friends laughed openly at her antics. With Shannon having clearly silenced Scott’s ethical concerns, there was no longer any reason to try and mask their enjoyment of my humiliation.

I sometimes look back at that day and wonder what might have happened had I pleaded for Scott’s help. It was one of those rare crossroad moments when my life might still have been spared this nightmare. 

But then again, what could he have done? He was too immature and infatuated to stand up to Shannon on my behalf. Besides, even had I known then what would happen to me over the next thirty-plus years, would I have tried to save myself? 

Hell no.

Freak.
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SHANNON DROVE HER FRIENDS back to their grand mansions in Paradise Hills. It was obvious from the size of their houses that all three of them were rich (just not quite as rich as Shannon).

They made me lay on the floor again for the ride so Stephanie and Leah could rest their feet on me. It felt good to be under them, and I stayed as still as possible to not cause either of them any irritation. 

Stephanie was the first to leave. As she made her goodbyes, she made sure to press all her weight down on my face, needlessly grinding the glossy sole of her designer shoe over my nose. Somehow, the fact that Shannon never noticed her doing it, made it extra humiliating and arousing. 

You’re so disgusting. 

Leah was next. She scooted over to Stephanie’s vacated seat, purposefully catching my cheek with her swinging foot. I was left in a daze as white spots fluttered in my vision. It was a reminder of how much stronger Leah was than me. The threat she imposed was one more reason to stay obedient to my queen. 

I was still reeling from the hit when Shannon arrived at Kelly’s house. Kelly leaned over from the front passenger seat to share a hug with Shannon before exiting the car. Shannon waved at her through the windshield, and Kelly made the heart sign with her hands. Shannon did the same. 

It was wonderful to witness their special friendship firsthand, especially considering I had never, and could never, experience the same.

Isn’t it funny that everyone you’ve ever met and known has disliked you? You’ve never had a single friend in your entire life. You’re such a fucking freak! 

As sad as that made me, I was happy to now be a member of Shannon’s clique, even if it was as the butt of their jokes. As cruel as they were, the truth was that they were the closest thing to friends I had ever had. I did not have to be alone anymore. 

Shannon saw deeper into my soul than anyone ever had before. Not even my mom had known me like Shannon did. As much as Shannon tormented me over my dirty fetish for her feet, the fact that she used it to her advantage, manipulating and controlling me, suggested she was not so repulsed. If anything, she preferred me this way. She could have so much more fun with me like this than if I was just her boring old regular vanilla cousin. 

I was growing so much closer to her. My feelings for her were growing with each passing day. I loved her so much. As awful as she had made my life, maybe sniffing inside her shoe that fateful day was actually the best thing I’d ever done. 

“Y-Your Majesty?” I said meekly, as she backed out of Kelly’s driveway. “Th-thank you for everything. I’m...really happy to hang out with you guys.” 

Shannon chuckled. “Fun day, wasn’t it?”

I smiled. “Sure was.” 

“My favorite was when you spent all of class sucking on your pee-stained underwear. How about you?” 

I blushed. “I guess, grabbing and sniffing Charlotte’s hair was pretty cool.” 

Shannon laughed. “You make such a convincing retard. You sure you’re not actually retarded?” 

I laughed along. As terrible as my school day had been, now it was over, I was free to feel some pride in what I had accomplished.  

“Okay,” said Shannon abruptly. “Shut up now.” 

I immediately obeyed. 

Shannon shifted the automatic transmission of her Bentley Continental R into drive and stepped on the gas. “I don’t want Mom to know what we’re doing with you,” she said, “so leave all that junk we bought in the trunk. And not a word to the Maid either, peasant.  I know what a little tattle tale she is, and I’m having way too much fun with you to end it now.” 

I found it hard to believe Shannon could keep something as extreme as this from Aunt Martha forever, but I had no intention of confessing either. I imagined the faux concern on Aunt Martha’s face as she barely contained her snickering. Sure, she would probably reprimand Shannon, but she would still gain enormous personal satisfaction from knowing her daughter had so easily dominated me. Aunt Martha’s whole life had been one endless list of victories over my mom. Did she really need another boost to her endless ego? 

“Yes, Your Majesty.” 

I’d already sullied any hope Mom had that I might somehow be better than her. I did not need to completely destroy any semblance of pride she might still have held for me from beyond the grave. 

Ha! You actually think there’s still a chance she’s proud of you? You really are retarded. She would rather save face in hell amongst the cursed and the damned than acknowledge you were ever her daughter. 

As much as it pained my heart to listen to the mocking words of the Devil on my shoulder, I knew them to be true. 
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SUSANNE WAS WAITING for us in the foyer with a tray of freshly baked cookies. “Straight from the oven,” she said brightly, “just the way you like them!” 

I knew she was speaking to Shannon, not me, but still, it was nice to hear the warmth in her voice. After a day of being mocked, dismissed, and belittled, it made for a welcome change. 

The smell was nostalgic for a time that never was. It was not as if Mom ever baked. But there was something homey about it regardless. They were a perfect golden brown, caramelized, with decadent chunks of dark chocolate. Susanne was clearly an excellent baker. 

Shannon took one from the tray. She nibbled one corner and furrowed her brow. My stomach grumbled, and my mouth watered. I had not realized how hungry I was. I had not eaten since breakfast (unless munching on my own underwear counted).

Shannon dismissively threw the cookie back on the tray. “Urf. I’m bored with this recipe now. Can’t you do something different for once?” 

Susanne smiled despite the obvious hurt watering in her eyes. She had taken time away from her other chores to give Shannon a warm welcome after a long day at school. She had put her heart into those cookies, yet Shannon was callously stomping on them. 

“Um, s-sure Miss,” she said, her brightness diminished. “What-what would you like instead?” 

Shannon sighed dramatically. “Oh my god, do I have to think of everything? I don’t know. Just do better next time. Sheesh.” 

Susanne flushed and nodded. “Sure thing, Miss,” she said with a slight curtsey. “Maybe I can bring you something else instead?” 

Shannon shrugged. “Not right now. We’ve homework to finish.” She glanced at me behind her shoulder. “Right, Julia?” 

I straightened as if caught with my hand in the cookie jar. I felt guilty just for looking. Even if Shannon did not want them, that did not mean they were for the likes of me. Shannon had explicitly banned me from eating the same food as her. I did not deserve to enjoy the same taste sensations she enjoyed. 

Your peasant's mouth is unworthy. 

She glared, irritated by my lack of response.

“R-right,” I squeaked nervously. 

Shannon smirked triumphantly and turned back to Susanne. “Tell Mom that Julia’s too busy to help with dinner tonight.” 

Susanne looked at me for the first time since entering the mansion. I blushed as her eyes focused on my too-tight short shorts. I squeezed my thighs together as if that might somehow conceal my obvious camel toe and the discolored splotch left behind from my earlier squirts. There was an excruciating moment of silence. I longed for the marble to open beneath me and send me plummeting to my doom. Anything was better than this. 

Susanne eventually smiled as reassuringly as she could. As much as I appreciated the gesture, it was becoming painful for her to treat me like a normal person worthy of basic human kindness. 

Your queen is bringing out the real you. The retarded shoe-sniffing humiliation slut we both know you’ve always been. 

“Hi there, Julia,” she said, ignoring the obvious question as to what happened to the jeans I wore before leaving that morning. “Would you like to try one?” She motioned her platter toward me, hopefully. 

My lunch break had been spent on my knees, begging Charlotte for an apple core she never even gave me. I was so hungry. The smell was killing me. I desperately wanted one. 

Shannon smirked. “She’s on a diet. No sugar. Nothing sweet from now on until she’s lost some of that weight.”

My stomach groaned sadly in defeat. I nodded and smiled in the hope of disarming Susanne’s concerns. Shannon may have thought Susanne was just a dumb maid, but I knew what a perceptive and intelligent person she was. This was a woman who had studied rocket science at Yale! A fact that Shannon, was no doubt, completely unaware of. 

Susanne slowly nodded, searching me with her eyes. I wished she would leave me be. The longer this continued, the harder it was to stop myself from bursting into tears. 

“How was school, Julia?” she asked gently. 

“What?” spat Shannon, “you don’t think I’ve taken good care of my little cousin?” 

Susanne’s expression dropped into a worried frown. “Oh no, Miss, I wasn’t suggesting that you-”

Shannon interrupted, flicking her hair arrogantly behind her shoulder. She clicked her fingers in my general direction. “Come on, Julia,” she said firmly, “we've work to do.” 

I continued to smile as I self-consciously stretched my t-shirt over the crotch of my short shorts. 

Susanne held an expression that suggested she was open to hearing about my problems. Even if I had no intention of sharing my embarrassing existence with anyone else, at least I knew Susanne was on my side. At least, that is what I thought then, as silly as it seems now after everything that has happened since. 

Idiot. Nobody is on your side. Nobody was ever on your side. 
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I WAS GRATEFUL TO BE allowed a few precious minutes alone in my sad little bedroom to change into my French Maid’s uniform. 

As relieved as I was to finally peel those shorts from my crotch, my freedom was fleeting. As I wiggled myself back into that uncomfortable costume, I was reminded of just how far I had fallen. 

Normal people, after returning home from a tough day at school, could relax for a while. Listen to music. Watch TV. Hell, they could even finger themselves. Not me. I immediately had to change into an itchy, impractical, stiff uniform to work a job I was not even being paid for. 

You volunteered for this, remember, freak? You begged her. 

I blushed at the thought of myself kneeling at Aunt Martha’s feet, pleading to be allowed to work unpaid labor to help make her life even easier than it already was. 

As I steadied the frilly apron, I caught sight of Mom’s urn and picture staring back at me from my desk. I had chosen to save and frame that photo because I always thought she looked pretty and happy in it, but now, as I focused harder on her expression, there was no real joy to be seen. She was putting on a brave face for the camera, but her eyes betrayed an intense sadness and defeat. How had I never seen it before? 

It’s because she’s so disappointed in you, freak. She always knew you would never live up to Shannon, but you fell well short of even those low expectations. 

“Stop it,” I mumbled. 

All she wanted was to show her sister she was not just a complete loser. To show she had one thing in her life to be proud of, she had so much hope for you. 

Tears formed in my eyes. “Stop it, please.”

You were just one more failure to add to her endless list of failures. Just another disappointment her sister could gloat over. Shannon was always better than you, and your mom knew it. Prettier, smarter, more popular. Shannon was the daughter she wanted. Not you. Never you. 

“Stop it!” I screamed. 

You’re just a fat, retarded foot freak. Not even your own mother loved you. Who could? 

I gripped my ears. “Stop it, stop it, stop it,” I repeated again and again with tears streaming down my cheeks. It was true. It was all true. 

I could not take it. I reached over to Mom’s picture and knocked it flat on the desk. I could not stand to look at it for one more second. I was the worst daughter in the world. I was the biggest loser there ever was. 

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled to her urn, “I’m so so sorry. I just...can’t help myself.” 

She doesn’t forgive you, freak. She will never forgive you. She hates you. 

I nodded. “I know. I...I hate myself too.” 

That’s good. Your self-loathing will make everything that’s about to happen to you soooo much easier to bear. 
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I INHALED A DEEP BREATH to steady my nerves before rapping my knuckles lightly on Shannon’s door. 

“Enter,” Shannon commanded. 

I opened it and stepped into her pastel-pink bedroom. I was immediately struck by the sugar-sweet scent of her perfume. I knew how gross I looked. I didn't have the time to shower and I was already sweating in my uniform. I flushed from the embarrassment of myself. 

Shannon was kneeling on her king-sized bed, crinkling the fresh linens beneath her knees. One hand was resting on her shapely hip while also dangling an electric pink dog collar from its matching chain in her other. 

“Pretty ain’t it?” she said, tilting her head playfully to one side and pouting at me with her shiny lips. Her back was slightly arched, pushing her bosom forward against her tight cardigan, stretching the cashmere. The subtle outline of her nipples showed under the material, and the pink sapphire pendant on her necklace hovered seductively over her upper bosom, drawing my eye to her cleavage. 

I squirmed on the spot, my pussy tingling at the sight of her. 

Her pout became a smirk at my reaction. “I bought it a couple of days ago,” she said, waving the collar from side to side like a pendulum. “I think it’ll be soooo much fun if you wear this whenever we’re alone. I want you to start getting used to being under my direct control. At home, and at school.” 

I couldn’t quite believe it. This was surreal. “You...you want me to wear a...a dog collar?” 

She giggled and scooted over her sheets to lay her back comfortably against her plush pillows. “Sure do,” she said, crossing her ankles to present the soles of her white ankle socks to me. 

I stared at them as she bobbed her feet back and forth, teasing me with a hypnotic sway. The soft cotton looked so inviting. The ruffled trim was too impossibly adorable.

“Wanna smell?” she asked playfully. 

I slowly nodded, mesmerized. 

She curled her toes and beckoned me with a wave of her soles. “Then come get them, peasant.” 

I gradually lowered myself to the foot of her bed and carefully clambered onto her sheets. I felt like an actual dog, hesitant but hopeful this might be the one day its mistress allowed it to share her bed. 

I pushed my face to the ball of her foot, caressing my nose over her sock. I inhaled, closing my eyes to relish each decadent note of her fragrance. The musty and tangy odor was offset by her sweet lotion. My clit pulsed with electricity. As hard as Shannon was making my life, rewards like this made every second of my suffering worth it. 

She leaned forward and placed the collar around my neck. She gave the chain a pull and forced me closer against her feet, squashing my nose fully against her moist soles. I whimpered a little as she leaned back with my leash in hand, choking me. 

“Enjoy your little treat,” she said, “for being such a good little puppy today.”

My clit throbbed. “Th...thank you,” I said into her socks. “Thank you so much.” 

She giggled, reaching across to her side table, and picking up the receiver from her pastel pink landline phone. She used her finger to spin the numbers on the dial until it rang. She held it loosely between her ear and shoulder as she inspected her manicure. 

Try not to squirt in your uniform, freak. 

The danger was real. 

After a few seconds of ringing, I heard Charlotte answer. “What is it?” she snapped. Her voice sent a shiver of dread down my spine. I knew whatever plans Shannon had for me were not going to be pleasant.

“Charrrlotte,” Shannon drawled theatrically, “it’s me.”

“Duh. There’s such a thing as caller ID you know.”

Shannon rolled her eyes and smiled. She clicked her fingers at me and nodded at her socks. 

I gasped and circled my hips, trying to satisfy the hunger in my pussy. I pulled away and gently lifted her socks from her toes, checking back to see if this was what she meant. Her smirk reassured me. 

I removed them one at a time until she was barefooted. The slight sweaty tang and expensive lotion merged into an intoxicating aroma. 

I was immediately put in my place. There was no reality across any of the multiverses that would see our positions reversed. It was inconceivable that Shannon would ever be the one at my feet. Just the thought made me nauseous. She was so much prettier, richer, and more popular than me. She was perfect in every way. I loved her so much. We were both in our rightful positions. 

I neatly folded her socks and placed them delicately on the floor next to me, hovering my nose around her pampered feet. 

Shannon continued speaking on the phone as she lifted her foot and wiped her sole over my face from heel to ball and back again. I stuck out my tongue, catching her salty dominance. My eyes rolled back in ecstasy. 

“I guess you know why I’m calling then,” she said as I worked her feet. “Look, I’m not gonna bore you with my retarded cousin’s sob story.”

“Good. Cus I really don’t care. A freak like that shouldn’t be allowed around normal people. She should be locked up. Muzzled and chained.” 

Shannon’s pretty eyes gleamed with joy at the idea. She wiggled my leash from side to side and smiled down at me showing her perfect white teeth. “It’s already solved,” she said. “Julia won’t be bothering you again.”

“Whatever,” said Charlotte dismissively. “You’ll be hearing from my lawyers soon.” 

Shannon sighed. “Charlotte, cut the crap. We both know you’re not actually gonna call your lawyers. Can we discuss this like grown-ups?” 

I inwardly smiled at how easily my queen had taken charge. It was the ultimate privilege to lick her royal feet. 

“Look,” Shannon continued, matter of factly. “I’ve got an idea. Hear me out.” 

“Fine. But this better be good.” 

The way Shannon jokingly rolled her eyes at me made me so happy. It was like we were in this together. As bad as this would be for me, I was filled with a sense of belonging. 

“Of course it’s good,” said Shannon snottily. “There’s more than one way to get damages, you know.”

“Are you gonna tell me your idea or are you gonna make me guess?” 

I was shocked that Charlotte was displaying such a hostile attitude to my queen. Everyone loved and sucked up to Shannon as much as possible. The fact that Charlotte was confident enough to challenge her openly gave me a new level of respect and fear for her. 

Shannon furrowed her brow. “Stop being such a bitch, and I’ll tell you. God, you’re so annoying sometimes.” 

Charlotte gave a long, obnoxious sigh. 

Shannon spoke slowly and deliberately as if speaking to a child. “Haven’t you ever considered that the best way to get damages is to, I dunno, actually like, damage?” 

“Oh my god, Shanna. Will you stop trying to be sly and just tell me? This is super boring.” 

“You’re such a dumbass, oh my god. Fine. I’ll spell it out for you. Julia is a total retard. Like, total. Even if she remembers things, who would she tell? It’d be our word against hers. Who would believe her? You can basically do anything you like to her.” 

Shannon’s feet were a powerful narcotic that were dulling my fear at what was being suggested. I was grateful she was treating me like this. I would have been freaking out otherwise. Charlotte hated me. Really hated me. She was out for revenge. She had already shown how sadistic she was with that apple core. 

Charlotte was silent as she processed the offer. “Anything?”

Shannon smirked. She knew she had her. Her manipulative mind was a wonder to behold. Nobody could match her. Not even Charlotte. “Within reason,” she answered. 

“And what reason is that?” 

“You know how this works. Just don’t like, cripple her or whatever. Nothing that my mom or the teachers will notice. I can’t be bothered dealing with questions. It has to be things we can claim were self-inflicted or accidents.”

A moistness expanded inside my underwear. I continued licking with greater enthusiasm. It was so unfair. I was going to be brutalized for obeying orders, and all Shannon cared about was avoiding any inconvenience to herself. 

“Duh,” said Charlotte, “I know what I’m doing. This isn’t my first time, ya know.”

Shannon smirked. “I take it we have a deal? One hour with Julia in exchange for your silence?” 

Charlotte tutted. “Fine. I won’t say anything to Mom.” 

“Promise?” 

“Jesus, Shanna, yes I promise. But you’d better not back out of this. I want that retard for a full hour. You can bring her to my place after school tomorrow.” 

Shannon giggled. “You got it. Love you, girl.” 

“Whatever,” said Charlotte, slamming the phone down. 

“Oh my god,” laughed Shannon, placing the receiver back. “She’s such a bitch.”

I smiled as I continued licking her feet. 

She watched me with dispassionate interest for a while as she guided her second foot over my tongue. “Okay, peasant,” she said after a few minutes. “You can make a start on Franklin’s assignment. If you don’t screw this up, maybe I’ll let you write all my essays in future.” 

Her nonchalant suggestion made it seem like a genuine reward. The scary thing was, the excitement swirling in my stomach and pussy made me feel like working hard for her benefit really was a treat.

Her success is all that matters. You’re nothing but an extension of her. Always and forever. 

“Th..thank you, Your Majesty,” I answered, my mind completely lost in my submissive fog. 

She giggled. “Remember, peasant. Don’t break character. You’d better not try and pretend like you’re normal or whatever. Charlotte might be a bitch, but she deserves a chance to use you without worrying about getting in trouble. Don’t make me look bad.” 

“I...I would never. I-” I hesitated, but my heart wanted what it wanted. I could not keep it in. I had to share. She had to know. “I...love you.”

She chuckled and turned on her TV, channel surfing until she found MTV. “Get over here,” she said, rattling my leash. 

I slithered from the bed, feeling a pang of loss to be away from the smell and taste of her royal feet. I looked back at them longingly as I crawled around the side of the bed to take my place on the floor by her side table. 

She enjoyed her music videos as I removed her books from her Gucci backpack and got to work, determined to write the best piece of literary fiction I could, determined to impress her, and determined to maybe, just maybe, be rewarded with her feet once more.​
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I WORKED ON SHANNON’S assignment for Mrs. Franklin, like a girl possessed, writing and writing until my wrist was in agony. I poured everything I was into that piece. All my misery, joy, hope, fears, and psychosis. My intense desire to please Shannon manifested in those beautiful words. I was practically in tears when I penned the final line. I knew that with some slight polish, it was potentially the best story I’d ever written. 

There was no way Mrs. Franklin could be anything but impressed. And even though the praise would be for Shannon, I would know deep down it was really for me. I started to think that maybe it wasn't impossible for me to be a professional writer, even if college was becoming a distant fantasy. The path would be more difficult without connections or academic prestige, but talent was talent that surely counted for something. It was the one thing Shannon could never take from me. 

That’s what you think, freak. 

Shannon was napping, having grown bored of MTV. She maintained possession of my leash as she did so, releasing adorable breaths. She looked so beautiful. I was glad my writing had not disturbed her. She deserved to dream the most wonderful of wonderful dreams. 

There was a slight knock on the door, which made her toss and groan. “Excuse me, Miss Shannon,” said Susanne through the wood. “So sorry to bother you, but Madam Martha is expecting you for dinner.”

Shannon sighed with annoyance and rubbed her eyes, yanking my leash in the process and rocking my head back and forth. “Fine,” she answered irritably. “Give me a minute.” 

“Thank you, Miss Shannon,” said Susanne before departing. I did not think twice about the fact that Susanne was thanking Shannon for coming downstairs to eat the dinner she had prepared. It seemed so normal now. 

Shannon yawned, leisurely stretching out her legs before glancing down at me. A slow grin spread across her face as if suddenly remembering I existed. She snapped my leash with a flick of her wrist. “Come here,” she commanded, lazily swaying her bare feet from side to side. 

She granted me just enough slack on the leash to crawl to the foot of her bed. I knelt beneath her feet, and from my lowly vantage point, I admired every elegant line and curve of her flawless soles. 

“Did you finish?” she asked. 

I nodded happily. “Yes, Your Majesty. I just need some time to edit. Would...would you like to read it?” 

She scoffed. “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard. Fuck no, I don’t want to read it.” She narrowed her glare. “It will be an A, though, right?” 

“I-I think so, Your Majesty. Once I’ve had time to-” 

“It had better be.”

My skin prickled in dread. English was the only subject I ever got top marks in. I suspected Mrs. Franklin had higher standards than my old English teacher, but at the same time, it would be Shannon’s, not mine. Surely Shannon’s popularity and influence would count for something when Mrs. Franklin awarded her grade. It shouldn’t have mattered, but I knew from experience that extroverted, pretty students always got better marks from teachers. 

Shannon inspected her glossy manicure. “I guess you’ll need to write your own assignment for Franklin too, at some point.”

My heart skipped a beat. After my behavior in her class, Mrs. Franklin would rightly expect nothing from me. To her, I was just Shannon’s retarded cousin. I had not given her a reason to think of me as anything else. 

“Wh-what do you want me to do?” I asked nervously. 

Shannon smirked. “Run spot run, see spot run? Or something equally dumb. All scrawled in a big red crayon with backward-facing letters. She’ll be soooo impressed.” 

I blushed. If I had any hope of still graduating, I had to somehow maintain a passing grade. I already feared Shannon’s response, but I had to ask. I had to try. Skipping college was one thing, but who could take me seriously as a writer without a basic high school diploma to my name?  

“Your Majesty? C-can I at least do enough to get a passing grade?”

Shannon’s pretty face flushed in annoyance as she glared down at me, furrowing her brow. 

I scrambled to avoid punishment. “It’s-it’s just that English is the only thing I really care about. A-aside from you, of course. Please, Your Majesty, M-maybe I could fail every class but English? Please just let me get a passing grade on this one. Only this one. Please, Your Majesty. Please.” 

Shannon giggled. “Hell no. You’re a retard. Retards don’t pass English. And they definitely don’t graduate high school. I’m not having you jeopardize this for me. I’m having way too much fun.”

“What if I just suffered severe social anxieties that make me behave retarded, but my actual academic performance can be reasonable enough to-”

Shannon suddenly slammed her foot against my face. I immediately shut up as my pussy squirted into my underwear. I trembled and inhaled the scent of her skin and expensive lotion. My sense clouded into a submissive haze. 

“You’re my peasant,” said Shannon sternly. “Peasants serve and entertain their queens. They don’t need an education.” She raised her brows expectantly. 

I nodded. “Yes, Your Majesty,” I said into her perfect foot, “Thank you so much.” 
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AUNT MARTHA WAS SITTING at the head of the table wearing a sharp, tailored black power suit with strong, structured shoulders and a sleek silhouette. Her blazer was fastened with a single gold button that accentuated her waist and emphasized her commanding bosom. The deep gold silk blouse beneath added a rich contrast. Around her neck, she wore a necklace of chunky, interlocking gold chains while an oversized Rolex gleamed on her wrist. Her black hair was swept up into a precise top bun, drawing attention to her striking gold ankh earrings, which swayed elegantly with each movement.

My stomach churned as I stared at those ankhs. They were of the exact design I had seen elevated on Principal Adler’s onyx plaque. The one that had taken pride of place, in the center of all her educational qualifications. Aunt Martha possessed the same plaque on the wall of her gallery where the elaborate and frightening murals of her and Shannon dressed as Egyptian queens resided. 

I tried to remember what the ankh represented from my reading of Egyptian history. The ankh was the symbol of life, immortality, and creation. Deities wielded it as a symbol of their divine power. Was Aunt Martha claiming divinity? Surely not. It was just a fashion statement she happened to share with Principal Adler. I was being silly. There was nothing to be afraid of. 

There’s everything to be afraid of, freak. 

I nervously adjusted the skirt of my French Maid’s uniform before addressing her. “G-good evening, Aunt Martha.” 

It was not just those ankh earrings that had me on edge. Her entire demeanor dripped power. I felt so dirty and silly, especially with the moistness in my underwear sticking to my pussy. 

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” she said. 

I stared at her blankly. From each of the four corners of the dining hall, the jackal-headed guard statues eyed me, ready to strike me down at her command. 

She took a deep breath, purposefully inflating her chest in annoyance, causing her blazer to stretch tightly across her bust. I shrank into myself, clasping my hands demurely and blushing fiercely. After a moment, she exhaled, her chest returning to its usual, intimidating form.

“Didn’t we discuss this, Julia?” she said firmly. “Just because you volunteered for this does not give you license to slack. My standards for you are the exact same as I expect from Susanne. That uniform is not just for show. It is to remind you of your status and duties. Try again.”

“So sorry Aunt Martha,” I said, buckling my legs into a respectful curtsy.

“When on duty,” she added, “you will refer to me as Madam.”

I blushed. That was a new one. “Y-yes, M-Madam.” 

I could practically hear the rage echoing in Mom’s urn. I was everything she had fought so hard to prevent. She had overdosed on pills rather than humiliate herself like this. I could not have hated myself more.

Aw, don’t say that, freak. We all hate you far more than you could ever hate yourself, you know. 

“That’s better,” said Aunt Martha with a slight smirk. She lifted her crystal wine glass of deep red Cabernet by pinching the stem between her finger and thumb. She took an elegant sip and placed her glass back on a terracotta coaster, engraved with hieroglyphics. 

Shannon bumped her shoulder into mine, knocking me slightly off balance as she slid into one of the sleek white chairs beside her mother.

“Remember,” continued Aunt Martha, seemingly oblivious to the blatant aggression of her daughter, “this was your idea, Julia. I was very clear about what I expected when you first suggested working for me as my maid. You agreed wholeheartedly to my terms. Are they too much for you?”

My skin chilled. I glanced at Shannon who smirked back at me with a mischievous glint in her eyes. As humiliating as it was to be treated like staff by my own aunt, I could never quit. It was not even about Shannon's blackmail anymore. My pussy was having too much fun for me to stop now.

“No, Au-” I stopped and corrected myself, “Madam Martha.” 

“Very well,” said Aunt Martha with a subtle hint of amusement in her voice. “You may serve our dinner now.”

Susanne had already set the table, leaving two round silver chafing dishes. Keeping my eyes downcast, I approached and carefully lifted the lids. The warm, delicious aroma of truffle mashed potatoes hit me, along with the vibrant colors of mixed seasonal vegetables. They were the perfect accompaniment to the rare lamb cutlets Susanne had already arranged on their fine china plates.

I had no idea if Shannon would be annoyed if I served Aunt Martha first, but I thought it better not to risk upsetting her. The worst Aunt Martha would do was talk down at me. Shannon could really hurt me. 

I used the silver serving spoon to add the truffle mash to Shannon’s plate and added the seasonal vegetables with the tongs. Shannon playfully twirled a strand of her beautiful brown hair as I did so, grinning happily.

Everything looked amazing. Susanne really was an excellent cook. Aunt Martha’s stern treatment and constant demands had brought out the best in her. It was no wonder Aunt Martha was treating me the same way. Susanne was proof her unorthodox methods worked. As much as I disparaged Aunt Martha for never working a day in her life and always having people around to pick up after her, be it Mom, Susanne, or me, I could not deny her talent for managing a household and getting the most from her staff. 

Shannon cut into her lamb, scooping it up with her mash. She guided it slowly into her mouth and hummed her pleasure teasingly as she slowly chewed. 

My stomach growled in response. It had been over 14 hours since I had last eaten. I had barely even drank anything during that time either. I glanced over at the empty chair that used to be mine. No plate was set for me. I would not be sharing dinner with my family tonight, or any other night again. 

Aunt Martha stared at me expectantly. I served her next, first with the truffle mashed potatoes, and then the vegetables. 

“Ah ah,” she said, stopping me before I placed them on her plate. “Not like that. You do not simply dollop them on like a line cook at some seedy diner. Arrange them neatly. I want a visual experience. You eat with your eyes first, then your stomach.”

I stared at her with my mouth agape, dumbfounded. Somehow, having me serve her dressed as a French Maid wasn’t humiliating enough? 

“Julia,” she said sternly, narrowing her glare. 

My pussy quivered at the firmness in her voice. “Oh,” I said meekly, “um, r-right, s-sorry Madam Martha.” 

She smirked at my feeble response. 

My hand trembled as I carefully placed the vegetables down, arranging the asparagus in the shape of a fan. I added the carrots at a slight angle and nestled the tomatoes between the gaps, ensuring they were evenly spaced. I had never placed so much effort into something so seemingly pointless before. As soon as Aunt Martha started to eat, all my effort would be for nothing. 

She watched me with an amused glint in her eyes. “A reasonable attempt,” she said, tapping her manicured fingernail against the edge of her plate. Her glossy black nails were adorned with intricate, textured gold hieroglyphs from ancient Egypt, which created an illusory three-dimensional effect. They were the most stunning nails I had ever seen.

“Remember,” she added, snapping my attention back to her, “this is the level of attention I expect moving forward. This isn’t about arranging food. It’s about conditioning you into realizing that even the smallest of details matter.” 

“Yes Madam Martha,” I said with another curtsy. 

Shannon snickered. “Guess you still have a lot to learn about being a maid.” She stabbed a carrot and took an obnoxious bite. “This is all so good by the way. Oh my god, Julia, you have no idea.” 

My stomach continued to grumble. Moisture accumulated at the sides of my mouth. I swallowed to save myself from salivating like a dog. 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “Now, now, there’s no need to be cruel, princess. Julia will be allowed our leftovers.”

Shannon glanced at me, smirking. “Oh, didn’t the Maid tell you?” 

“Tell me what?” 

“Oh my god, Mom, it’s, like, so sad. Julia felt, like, so bad seeing all those pretty and petite girls at school, didn’t you, Julia?” She blinked her long eyelashes at me with feigned innocence. 

I blushed and nodded sadly.

“Oh really?” said Aunt Martha indifferently, “such a shame for you, Julia. I hope they weren’t too cruel.”

It was awkward having to stand to attention while they talked about me. Aunt Martha had fully embraced my subservience. It didn't matter how successful I may yet become, there was no coming back from this. I would always just be that silly girl who volunteered to be her maid. 

Do you know any successful people who started their lives as maids? Quit dreaming, freak. 

“She was fine,” said Shannon, waving a dismissive hand, “Everyone knows she’s under my protection.”

I inwardly smiled. It may have been a stretch to think of Shannon as protecting me since she was the instigator of everything bad that had happened to me, but I felt special regardless. 

Watch yourself, freak. Your worth is in what you can do to entertain and serve your queen. Nothing more. 

Aunt Martha patted the back of Shannon’s hand. “So proud of you, princess. Using your popularity to help those less fortunate. I know how mean teens can be, especially to obvious victims like Julia.” 

“Well, anyway,” said Shannon, nonchalantly, “Julia was, like, crying or whatever, about how fat and gross she is compared to me and my friends.” 

Martha pouted at me. “Poor Julia,” she said with obvious insincerity. “But you know,” she said, abruptly turning back to her daughter, “it really isn’t her fault. Poor people often keep unhealthy diets, eating all sorts of processed trash. I’m sure all those frozen dinners my sister microwaved for her growing up did not help.” 

I listened in shameful silence as she belittled my mom, wishing I had the courage to defend her. The truth was that my occasional frozen dinners did not reflect a lack of love or care. My mom worked long hours as a single mother to provide for me, and it wasn’t her fault that she was often too exhausted to prepare home-cooked meals every day.

It was unfair for Aunt Martha to judge us. Aunt Martha had never worked a day in her life. She considered shopping to be an exhaustive experience. She never had to cook, clean, or do anything for herself. She just sat there like an Egyptian Empress, dictating orders. She knew nothing about the real world. 

Go on then, freak. Set the record straight. Tell her exactly what you think. I dare you. 

I released an involuntary whimper, crossing my legs to combat my growing arousal. Listening to Aunt Martha effortlessly disparage us was exhilarating. My silence was validating everything she had ever believed about us. No doubt boosting her ego in the process. 

That’s it, freak, betray your mom to the woman she despised and feared most in the world. 

Shannon shrugged, too busy with her conversation to pay my fidgeting any mind. “Whatever,” she said, dismissing the mention of my dead mom. “All I know is that Julia will feel sooooo much better about herself if she loses some of that fat. She basically begged me to help her diet, so what else could I do?”

“What a wonderful idea,” exclaimed Aunt Martha. “Honestly, I was a tad concerned that the obvious differences in your upbringings would be too much for you both to coexist, but seeing how you’ve taken Julia under your wing is inspiring. I’m so proud of you, princess!”

Shannon smiled and fluttered her lashes. “It won’t be easy for me, but I know that I can help Julia achieve the flat stomach she’s always desired.” 

Aunt Martha gave her polite applause. “Bravo.” 

Shannon giggled. “Thank you, thank you,” she responded theatrically. “I propose that her meals must be approved by me before she is allowed to eat.” She sounded like a politician dictating a new law. Aunt Martha chuckled along. “Obviously, lamb cutlets and truffle mashed potatoes are a big no-no. Too much fat and seasoning.”

“The vegetables then?” 

“Nope,” said Shannon smugly, “the balsamic glaze, remember? I agreed to be tough. This is for her own good. No dressing. No flavor. Making food as unappealing for her as possible is key.”

“So smart, princess,” said Aunt Martha, clearly loving every second of Shannon’s spiel. “Then Julia can be our little bunny rabbit, eating lots of roughage.” 

“More like a pig.”

They both laughed at this. 

I blushed and cast my eyes down to my feet. Was I really as fat and disgusting as they were making out?

Yes, freak. Yes, you are. 

“Honestly, Julia,” said Aunt Martha, turning back to me, “I’m impressed. It takes a certain amount of humility to accept one’s flaws and commit to making positive changes in our lives.” 

I smiled sadly at the backhanded compliment. “Thank you, Madam Martha.”

She smirked and turned back to Shannon. “Any other issues with her I should know about, princess?”

“Not really,” said Shannon, conveniently forgetting about how the class interrogated me about my mom’s overdose, or how I peed myself in front of them all, or being made to beg for an apple core because I couldn’t afford lunch, or humping the leg of a teacher. Apparently, none of that was newsworthy. 

Aunt Martha nodded. “That’s good then.” She turned back to me. “Remember, Julia,” she said, wagging her finger. “I expect you to study hard. I’m not paying for your attendance at the best school in this state just so you can fail. These tuition fees are an investment, not a gift. I expect a return.” 

“Yes, Madam Martha,” I answered weakly with guilt gnawing at my stomach. I wondered what she might say if she knew that Shannon was making me purposefully fail? She would no doubt lambast me for my weakness. Even if she reprimanded Shannon, she could not fail to be impressed with her daughter’s strength. It would be more proof that she was inherently superior to her sister. I felt my inferiority crawling down my spine like a bug. 

“You may clear this all away when we are finished, Julia,” she said, batting it away with the back of her hand. “In the future, you will need to manage your time between chores and schoolwork. It’s not right for the Maid to do everything around the house on a school night. You must pull your weight too, Julia.” 

“And there’s sooo much weight to pull,” joked Shannon. 

They both shared a chuckle at my expense as I stood there, humiliated, with my stomach growling from hunger and my legs weak from exhaustion and arousal.
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My heart sank as I scraped their leftovers into the trash can. There was so much waste. It wasn’t fair. I was so hungry. 

Grab some with that spoon then, freak. Susanne is the only one here, and she isn’t even looking. 

It was true. Susanne was busy washing the dishes, smiling serenely to herself. I felt bad for her all over again. She could have been a rocket scientist. She could have been in charge of an entire division at NASA by now. Instead, she was scrubbing stainless steel pots, dressed in a French Maid’s uniform for the benefit of the woman she once shared a dorm room with. 

And you’re scraping leftovers into a trash can instead of eating because you’ve been ordered to diet, while dressed in a French maid’s uniform. Who is more pathetic? At least Susanne went to college before she destroyed her life. What have you done, freak? 

Susanne would never know if I stole a mouthful of mashed potato. Even if she saw me, would she actually tell Aunt Martha or Shannon? What would she stand to gain by doing so? 

Do it then. You can still grab it from the trash. 

My pussy tingled as I slowly closed the trash can. Dejected, I walked to the counter and placed the dirty dishes next to the fine china that still needed to be cleaned. 

You’re such a coward. Nobody will ever know, and you’re still too scared to defy your cousin. How can you not hate yourself? I know I do. 

I picked up a dish towel and started drying the dishes, silently agreeing with the devil on my shoulder. 

The devil laughed, pumping fire into my temporal bones. 

“Julia?” asked Susanne, making me flinch. She looked behind her shoulder at me, flicking the suds from her fingers into the sink. “Are you okay?” 

My face was flushed. I covered my eyes with my hands and blubbered. 

“Oh, Julia,” said Susanne tenderly. Her kindness made me cry even harder. She dried her hands and wrapped her arms around me, bringing me in close for a hug. I buried my forehead into her shoulder and wept long, ugly tears. 

“It’s okay,” she said, rubbing my back. “Everything will be okay.” 

She’s lying to you, freak. Nothing is okay. Nothing will ever be okay. 

I pulled back. I did not deserve Susanne’s kindness.

“I’m s-sorry,” I said, wiping my eyes with the sides of my fingers. “I-I’m fine, everything is fine. Just...a little tired, I guess.” 

Susanne looked at me sympathetically. I couldn’t stand it. I looked at my feet to avoid her eyes. 

“It’s okay if you’re struggling, Julia,” she said. “This is a lot for you. Was school really that awful?” 

My bottom lip quivered. I wanted to open up to her. I wanted to tell her about all the horrendous things Shannon had made me do, not necessarily in the hope she would do anything, but to share my experience with someone who would not blame or mock me. 

You don’t deserve it, freak. You did this to yourself. If you could control your dirty little pussy for just once in your worthless life then none of this would have happened. It’s your fault. Everything is your fault! 

“They...they teased me about my weight is all. No big deal.”

Susanne studied me, searching for the truth. “Teen girls can be horrible to each other,” she said carefully. “I’m sorry.” 

The same applied to adult women judging from how Aunt Martha behaved, but I decided it was a bad idea to bring that up to Susanne. 

“Haven’t you eaten anything all day?” she asked. 

I slowly shook my head. 

“Oh, Julia,” she said with genuine concern. “I should have packed you lunch. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I didn’t want to eat.”

Shannon would have likely made me dispose of it anyway. All it would have accomplished was wasting Susanne’s time, and making me feel even worse to watch my sandwiches be destroyed. 

“You poor thing. Let me get you something right now. How thoughtless of me. I’m so sorry.” 

“No,” I mumbled, “I’m dieting, remember?” 

She sighed. “Julia, I’m not against you dieting, but is this really what you want? Is this for your own sake, or because of what those mean girls said? Are you sure this is what you want?” 

I nodded. Those mean girls were Shannon and her friends. Surely Suanne knew this. I suspected she was feigning ignorance to make it easier for me. After all, there was no point making the situation worse when it couldn’t be changed. 

I nodded. “If you could make me a bowl of veg. You know, like...roughage.” 

“Okay, Julia,” she said kindly. “If that’s what you want, I’ll find you something.”

“It has to be raw,” I added. 

“Yes,” she said with a sad but understanding smile. “I understand.” 
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I POURED MYSELF A GLASS of tap water and took a couple of sips before emptying it down the drain. 

Susanne chopped up fresh celery sticks, carrots, radishes, and cucumber, mixing them in a small bowl. 

“Are you sure about this?” she asked, passing me the bowl. “It looks awfully slight. It isn’t going to be much of a dinner.” 

“I’m sure,” I said. “Thank you, Susanne. It looks amazing.” 

Susanne smiled sympathetically. The gesture made me want to cry all over again. 

I composed myself with a sad smile. “I’d, uh, better go check with Shannon if-”

“Do what you need to,” said Susanne. 

I appreciated her not making me say it aloud. 

“Julia,” she said seriously, “before you go, this is what you want, isn’t it?” 

I looked down at my tiny salad and my stomach grumbled in protest. Of course, it wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted truffle mashed potatoes, seasonal vegetables in balsamic glaze, and garlic-crusted lamb chops. This was a poor imitation of dinner. 

And rightfully so, your peasant mouth doesn’t deserve to experience the same taste sensations of royalty. 

“I don’t mean the dinner,” she said as if she had somehow heard the twisted voice of the devil on my shoulder. “Not just the dinner anyway. Everything. You’re sure about this?” 

I wasn’t sure about anything. This was all too much. I was on the verge of breaking down. But at the same time, the excitement swirling in my stomach and tingling in my pussy was unlike anything else. I craved this humiliation on a visceral level. 

“I can speak to Madam Martha for you,” she said gently. “If this is too hard...”

I paled. The thought of what Shannon might do to me if I complained to Susanne was terrifying. It had gone far beyond the simple blackmail she held over me for sniffing inside her shoe. Shannon had strategically placed herself as my sole protector against students like Charlotte who would really hurt me if given the chance. I needed her. Not to mention I might lose access to her feet...

“N-no,” I said in a slight panic, “first days are always tough. I know things will get better after today.”

Susanne studied me for a few seconds before releasing my arm and smiling in the painfully sympathetic way she always did. “I just want to make sure this is what you really really want?” 

I was confused about what she meant, but I smiled and nodded back. 

I realize now that she was giving me one last chance to escape. As horrendous as it would be to deal with Shannon’s revenge, I might still have evaded the endless nightmare my life has since become. 

But then you’d miss out on all that delightful torture you’ve suffered since. 

In my darker moments, I occasionally think what might have been had I grasped Susanne’s lifeline, but then, when my pussy tingles at all I’ve endured since, I remember that everything has been worth it in the end. 

*
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SHANNON WAS SITTING on the edge of her bed, grinning at me with the collar dangling from her hand by its chain. 

I shuffled up to her and sank to my knees. She giggled and attached the collar back around my neck. She wrapped the baby pink chain around her wrist and forced me to look up at her. 

She sat perfectly upright, relaxing her shoulders and pushing her bosom forward, adopting the same powerful posture as her mother. Her legs were crossed at the knee, lifting her mini-skirt and showing off her flawless skin. All that time luxuriating by the pool had given her a rich tan. 

My pallid and blemished complexion, with fierce dark rings under my eyes, could not have made for a starker contrast. The differences in our status were obvious. She was a queen, and I was privileged to be her peasant. 

Isn’t life so much easier when you just accept who you are?

I lifted my pathetic bowl of chopped vegetables for her inspection like tribute. She smirked, tilting back her head to look down her nose at my humble offering. 

“Is...is this to your satisfaction, Your Majesty?” I asked meekly.

“Hmm," she mused. "It’s...acceptable, I suppose." She snapped her fingers and pointed down at the floor beneath her bare feet. “Eat from the floor, peasant.” 

I gulped and fidgeted my thighs. “Y-yes, Your Majesty,” I declared, placing the bowl directly under her elevated foot. I flattened my palms on the carpet on either side of the bowl and slowly guided my face inside, gathering up the vegetation with my mouth. 

She placed her foot on the back of my head and laughed, forcing my nose deeper into the bowl, making it as hard as possible for me to eat. I tried my best, rummaging around like a pig, snorting and coughing. 

“This has been so much fun,” she said. “I can’t wait for everyone to see your new retard restraints tomorrow.” 

“Thwank you,” I said into the bowl as I snuffled. 

“Honestly, I wasn’t sure how this might go, but everything is working out so perfectly for me. Even better than I’d planned.”

Congratulate her, freak

“Con...congwatu...wations,” I said, between my hurried bites.

She stood up, using my head as a stepping stone. My nose squashed through the roughage and against the base of the bowl. 

She momentarily released my leash, dropping it lazily on my back as she walked to her vanity table. “Ah ha,” she announced, “here it is.” 

I heard the vicious smack of her hairbrush against her hand and flinched. 

“Time for your maintenance spanking,” she said. 

I lifted my face from the bowl, allowing bits of vegetation to drip down my chin. 

“Ew,” she laughed, “you really do look like a pig.”

“S-sorry, Your Majesty, but I-I thought my spankings were only in the mornings?” 

Shannon furrowed her brow and glared. “Excuse me?” 

I shrank under that royal stare. It pierced through me, shivering my soul. I instantly regretted questioning her. My heart thudded harshly in my chest. I stammered to find the right words to apologize. “S-so sorry, Your Majesty. I-I didn’t mean to-”

She cut me off, pointing the hairbrush at me menacingly. “Did I ask for your opinion, peasant?” 

I whimpered and shook my head.  

“Get over here!” she commanded, pointing the hairbrush down at her feet. 

I quickly scampered on all fours, leaving my bowl of roughage unfinished and my glass of water completely untouched. 

You don’t deserve any of it after that outburst, freak. Apologize! Beg!

Despite her petite form, her confidence and posture made her seem so much taller and more powerful than me. Her presence alone seemed to cast me in shadow beneath her light. 

“I’m so sorry, Your Majesty,” I said, leaning my face down to her glorious feet. With trembling lips, I planted a respectful kiss on the joints above her toes. Her skin was so smooth and warm. My pussy tingled. 

Shannon wriggled her toes. “Okay, peasant,” she said. “Present yourself.” 

I kissed her perfect foot one last time and then turned to present myself for punishment. I lifted the skirt of my French Maid’s uniform and peeled my moist underwear down my thighs to give her a clear view of my buttocks. 

She squatted to retrieve the leash and tugged on it as she stood upright, choking my collar. “Higher,” she ordered, placing the hand that grasped my leash on her shapely hip. 

The leash pulled against my throat as I adjusted myself, flattening my cheek against the carpet and arching my back. 

“I seem to recall-” said Shannon, lifting her hairbrush high above her head, and then bringing it down hard against my exposed buttocks. There was a loud crack that echoed through the room as the solid wood collided with my rump. 

I released a muffled yelp as my body jolted forward in response. An immediate sting spread over my flesh. 

“-that your morning beating is to make me feel better about having to get up for school. This spanking-” she said, bringing the brush down even harder. The impact resonated sharply, causing my body to quiver under the force of the blow. The sting burned deep. 

“-is to express my dominance over you. Reminding you-” she struck once more, sending a jolt of pain radiating through my body. My ass cheeks were left raw and red. I released a pained “ahhhhh,” after impact. “-who’s in charge” she finished. 

I was left without a single thought of rebellion. The stinging pain she left me with was all I needed to know that her word as my queen and ruler was absolute. “Yes,” I answered meekly through my sobs, “thank you, Your Majesty.” 

“And don’t think of using these beatings as an excuse for lazy work. I expect your complete devotion and obedience at all times, no matter how much pain you’re in, is that clear?” 

“Yes,” I sniffled, “thank you, Your Majesty.” 

Shannon smirked. “I will not accept anything less than perfection. Susanne always finds a way, so can you.”

I blinked in confusion at the statement. 

Shannon burst into a fit of laughter. “Oh my god,” she said, clutching her ribs, “you really don’t know about her, do you?” 

I gulped. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know. Susanne was the only person keeping me sane. It was true that I had seen her limping and occasionally wincing, and I had never seen her rest. I wasn’t even sure where her bedroom was. My skin prickled in dread as it slowly dawned on me that she was suffering the same as me. 

“Obviously, Mom has tried to hide it, but I’m not dumb like you. Of course, I know what they get up to when they think I’m not around.”

I couldn’t help myself. It was like pushing the big red button. I had to know. “Wh-what do they do?” I asked, with hesitant eagerness. 

“Oh,” said Shannon with amusement, “I could tell you. But I think it’ll be waaaaay more fun if I just show you.”
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THERE WAS AN OPPRESSIVE grandeur to Aunt Martha’s boudoir. Large sandstone blocks covered her wall, and intricate hieroglyphics were carved into the stone, foretelling hidden secrets beyond my comprehension. 

An oversized, geometric, handwoven rug covered the floor. Plush sofas were positioned around an antique treasure chest, and tall, free-standing ceramic vases patterned with scenes from Egyptian mythology housed an assortment of lush palm leaves. 

In each of the four corners, standing sentinel, were unique statues depicting the gods of Egypt. There was the jackal Anubis, the cat Bastet, the falcon Horus, and the fierce lioness Sekhmet. Their life-like eyes seemed to penetrate my soul as if judging me unworthy of daring to step within Aunt Martha’s private domain. 

I waited for Shannon, nervously wringing my hands, as she rummaged through her mom’s drawers, leaving the sliding door to her giant walk-in closet open. 

Aunt Martha’s dresses and suits were meticulously organized by color and occasion, freshly pressed, with no crease or flaw. Shoe racks showcased rows of designer heels, boots, pumps, and flats. A vanity area, lined with expensive fragrances, faced a gilded mirror, and a central island held an array of jewelry in deluxe display cases, and styled on smooth, onyx mannequin busts. 

Everything was a reminder of the obscene wealth and privilege Aunt Martha enjoyed. It made me slightly nauseous as I contemplated the tiny loan Mom asked of her. It would have been nothing for Aunt Martha to give us a couple of thousand dollars. She spent far more than that on clothes she would probably never even wear. I felt crushed to think just how little value Aunt Martha assigned to my Mom’s life. The first time Mom had ever asked her for anything, and she had transformed the plea for help into a twisted game of power. 

Which she won of course. Having you around as her unpaid maid has worked out even better for her than had your mom just accepted her subservient role, right, freak? 

My pussy tingled at the teasing of the devil on my shoulder. I was nothing but a willing symbol of Aunt Martha’s total and deserved victory over her sister. 

“Here,” said Shannon, triumphantly spinning to me with a large grin on her face, dangling a pair of her mother’s delicate black lace panties between her fingers.

I stared wide-eyed at the erotic panties of my aunt. 

Shannon giggled at my feeble reaction and skipped out of the closet, carefully sliding the door back in place. 

She approached me, stretching the panties between her thumbs. “This’ll be so funny,” she said,  placing them over my head, and angling the front triangle directly over my nose. 

I could immediately smell the intoxicating aroma of expensive lace and delicate floral tones. Susanne had no doubt been on her knees, hand washing them with deluxe detergent. My heart quickened as my arousal grew, dripping moisture into my own underwear. 

Shannon laughed, clutching her ribs with one arm and pointing her finger at my face with her other. “Oh my god,” she declared happily, “you look so fucking ridiculous. I love this!” 

I blushed at her reaction and pressed my thighs together to satisfy my arousal as subtly as I could. 

She grinned, grabbing the baby pink chain leash attached to my dog collar, and marched me across the floor to a large, free-standing basalt sarcophagus positioned against one of the walls facing the bed. The lid resembled the image of an ancient Pharaoh, complete with a ceremonial headdress, holding a crossed scepter and crook over its body. 

“It’s impressive, right?” she asked, innocently batting her long eyelashes.

I was unsure why she was showing it to me, but I gave her a weak nod. “Sure is, Your Majesty,” I answered. 

She giggled, gripping the side of the lid with her fingers, and pulled it open to reveal a black person-sized hollow within. It was the perfect resting place for a mummified body. 

Or for you, freak. 

My skin prickled in dread as if a hundred scarab beetles were crawling over my skin. 

She unbuckled my collar and removed it from my neck, throwing it behind her shoulder by the leash. “You know, just in case Mom finds you. It might look a little suspicious to be wearing a dog collar, right?” She giggled at her joke. “Remember,” she said, pointing her finger at my face. Her tone shifted into a warning, “I had nothing to do with this if she asks, got that, peasant?” 

My pussy tingled at the authority in her voice, masking the reality of what she was actually commanding of me. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.”

She smirked at my feeble response and placed one hand on her hip. “Good. Now get in,” she said, nodding sideways into the sarcophagus. 

I obeyed, edging closer until my face was sticking inside the carved hollow.

“Oh my god!” yelled Shannon impatiently as she cracked the back of her knuckles against my head. “Hurry up!” 

I cringed under the hard impact and lost my balance, stumbling inside. Luckily, the vast density of the basalt prevented my weight from knocking the standing sarcophagus over. There was no way I could have lifted something like this if it fell, even if Shannon decided to help. 

I knew right away that it would be a snug fit. I turned around to face my queen, with my heart pounding with fear. 

Shannon grinned at my unease. “What’s wrong, peasant? You’re not claustrophobic, are you?” 

I gulped. 

“Too bad,” she added quickly, then laughed delightedly at her joke. 

I had never experienced the feeling of being buried alive before, but I doubted it was a pleasant one. 

“It...it won’t lock me in will it?” I asked with weak hopefulness. 

She scoffed. “I doubt it. The maid manages to get in and out. But if not-” she shrugged nonchalantly.

Her unfamiliarity with the workings of the sarcophagus she had shoved me inside did not fill me with confidence. Nor did the casual way she revealed that Susanne spent time inside the stone coffin. 

She giggled at me. “What? You thought my mom kept this in her bedroom for decoration?”

“This...this is where Susanne sleeps?” 

“Sometimes. But you’ll see for yourself soon enough. I’d hate to ruin the surprise.” 

“But what if Susanne opens it and finds me?” 

Shannon laughed. “Then you’d better come up with a really good excuse why you’re hiding in there with your aunt’s panties around your face.” 

I doubted there was any excuse in the world that could justify that. 

“Just remember,” she said sternly, “if they catch you, this was all your idea. I do not need them knowing that I know about them.” 

“I-I won’t, but...Your Majesty, they won’t...actually catch me will they?” 

“That’s what the panties are for doofus. With those around your face, you’ll be even more incentivized not to make a peep. Like, how gross will it be if Mom learns that you’ve been sniffing her lingerie?” She giggled aggressively at the thought. 

It was too horrific to dwell on. Aunt Martha had always considered me inferior to Shannon and herself, but my behavior since moving in with her, had already destroyed what tiny amount of respect she held for me as a human being. What kind of pathetic creature volunteered to be an unpaid maid?

You. The most pathetic creature that has ever lived. 

As bad as this was, it would be a whole lot worse if she discovered me in such a compromised position. There would be no recovery. 

“Oh,” Shannon added casually, “and don’t think about taking them off either. That would defeat half the fun for me, got that?” 

And you know your queen should never experience any defeat of any kind ever. 

My pussy quivered at the possible danger. “Yes,” I answered breathlessly, “thank you, Your Majesty.” 

Shannon laughed at me. “You’re sooo welcome, peasant,” she said, bopping me on the nose with her hand. “Now, sweet dreams.” 

My body slowly descended into darkness as she pushed the lid closed, trapping me inside. 

My face was pressed into the groove that matched the Pharaoh's head from the outside. My limbs squashed together, forcing them in front of my body. I was too big for the hollow. Clearly, it was carved with the intention of keeping a much thinner person than me inside. 

Once your diet kicks in, you can be squeezed into all kinds of tight spaces. Isn’t that exciting? 

Suddenly, two slits opened directly at my eyes, allowing me to look outside. I had the perfect view of Aunt Martha’s bed. The silk of her onyx and gold sheets shimmered under the light of the crystal chandelier above. Four gold rose from floor to ceiling, framing her luxurious bed like it was the most sacred of sacred shrines. 

Shannon peered over, smirking at me. “Pretty neat, huh? The eyelids open and close using this cool mechanism.” She demonstrated by clicking a hidden button on and off, opening and closing the Pharaoh’s eyelids like he was blinking. 

She giggled, leaving them open. “Anyway, you should probably know that I can totally see your eyes, so you need to be extra careful. ‘Kay?” 

I felt a cold sweat dampen my skin. Something as innocuous as blinking could alert them to my presence. How would I ever stay hidden? 

“But whatever,” said Shannon, stretching and yawning. “I’m sure you’ll figure something out. “It’s been a long day, so I’m heading to bed. You know,” she added, “I think I’ll take granola, milk, and mixed berries for breakfast. Something healthy to start the day strong.” 

I whimpered at the hopelessness of the situation. How could she expect me to serve her breakfast in bed like this? I didn’t even know how to escape without her help. 

She giggled once more. “Have fun, peasant,” she said, “and enjoy the show.” 
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I MISSED SHANNON SO much it hurt. Being close enough to inhale her sugary perfume, experience her angelic smile, and listen to her sweet giggles made the world so much better and brighter. She was my escape from myself. Without her, I was alone in the dark with only the toxic voice of the devil on my shoulder for company. 

Why would you want to escape yourself, freak? Look how amazing your life is. Dressed as a French maid and locked in a sarcophagus with your aunt's panties around your face. 

“Stop it,” I mumbled. 

Was I lying? Was anything untrue? I guess this might be all a dream. You’ll wake up in your old bed, in your old apartment, with your mom cooking scrambled eggs for breakfast. She’ll give you a big hug and tell you how much she loves you. 

My eyes watered at the thought of Mom in her plum dressing gown, her hair in rollers, working on the stove with her portable radio blaring her favorite Motown tunes. 

Too bad. She’s dead.

I sniffled. “Please stop,” I said weakly. 

Your Mom’s dead, and now you’re an unpaid servant for the woman who drove her to overdose on pills. The woman who abused and bullied her. The woman who never let her forget how much better she was than her. 

“Please...”

You justify every awful thing she ever did to your mom. Look at how pathetic you are. All this because you couldn’t stay away from your cousin’s shoes. How did they smell, freak? 

Tears trickled down my cheeks. The way the expensive white leather mingled with the slightest tang of socks made my pussy tingle all over again.

Why are you crying, freak? It’s not like anyone cares. Your own mother decided to kill herself rather than tolerate living with you. Shannon’s clique are the closest people you’ll ever have to real friends, and they hate you even more than me. 

“Why do you say these things to me?”

Because I hate you. You’re a fat, disgusting, friendless freak who deserves every pain and misery in the world. 

“Why are you in my head? Please leave me alone. Please!”

I’m never leaving. Your self-loathing feeds me. Remember that time in class when you surrendered your mind to me? You think that won’t happen again? The weaker you are, the stronger I become. Now stop crying and pay attention. 

The devil’s premonition came true as I saw the door open. Susanne held it open, curtseying and keeping her eyes low and humble as Aunt Martha sauntered through. 

The devil’s sudden silence reminded me of the danger I was in. I was staring through the open eye sockets of the Pharaoh. I would easily be discovered if either Aunt Martha or Susanne studied the sarcophagus for longer than a second. There was no reasonable excuse for me being in there. Aunt Martha could only assume I was hiding in there to spy on her. Matched with how I volunteered to massage her feet that time, how could she not think of me as the perverted freak I was? 

I inhaled Aunt Martha’s panties as I admired her feminine form. She was so powerful in her black, designer suit and gold blouse barely containing her ample bosom. The heels of her shiny black pumps elevated her height far above Susanne, who, in flats, struggled to meet the shoulders of Aunt Martha’s power blazer. 

It was impossible not to admire Aunt Martha’s authority. The fact that she had never worked a day in her life, living off the inherited wealth of her deceased husband, a man who had been attracted to her thanks to her base good looks and personal charisma, somehow made her even more worthy of respect. 

That’s because only losers like your mom work menial jobs for a living, freak. 

Comparing her regal bearing to the servile and timid Susanne was plenty enough evidence of that. 

Susanne gently closed the door behind her and gingerly made her way to slide open the ebony door to Aunt Martha’s massive walk-in closet. 

Aunt Martha offered no word of acknowledgment as she confidently stepped through. It was obvious that Susanne’s servitude was expected. It made my stomach queasy, and my pussy tingle to think that Susanne had given up her dreams of becoming a rocket scientist to spend her life kowtowing to her old college roommate. 

She followed Aunt Martha inside, ducking as she did so, making herself appear even smaller, and slid the door closed behind them, blocking my view. I finally relaxed a little, knowing that there was momentarily no danger of either of them seeing my eyes through the Pharaoh’s sockets. 

It was some time before the door opened again, and Aunt Martha emerged greater than Cleopatra reborn. She wore an elaborate headdress in vibrant blue and gold, reminiscent of an ancient Egyptian queen crowned by an ankh. Her golden bikini-style top lifted her bosom, leaving her toned midriff exposed. Her golden belt, finely engraved with hieroglyphics, cinched her waist and transitioned seamlessly into a flowing, sheer skirt with a high slit that showcased her long, graceful legs leading down to a pair of gold gladiator sandals. Gold bands were around her wrists and biceps, and her collarbone was graced by an ornate gemstone necklace. 

In one hand, she brandished a scary-looking leather flogger, and in the other, she clutched a gold leash. Susanne crawled naked on all fours behind her. My eyes widened at the sight. The leash was attached to a gold collar around Susanne’s neck. 

Susanne looked so fragile and feeble compared to Aunt Martha’s regal bearing and perfectly chiseled, feminine curves. Susanne’s body was covered in welts and bruises, but my eyes were drawn to the ankh branded onto her skin above her belly button. It matched the one on Aunt Martha’s crown. It was the same symbol I had seen on the onyx plaques Aunt Martha and Principal Adler kept on their walls. 

It was becoming increasingly clear that ankh meant so much more to these women than a simple fascination with ancient Egyptian culture. This was something greater than I could even begin to comprehend. I had always been intimidated by Aunt Martha, but for the first time in my life, I was truly frightened of her. 

Deep down, I’d always known there was more to Susanne’s devotion than she was telling me. She had so utterly surrendered her life to Aunt Martha that I felt like an idiot for not realizing this sooner. Susanne was just like me. Shannon was my queen, and Aunt Martha was hers. Of course, she understood me. We were the same. She was a vision of my future, a warning in time. One day, this would be me. 

That’s what you think, freak. Your life will be so much worse. 

It was hard to focus on not blinking or moving my eyes at the shock of what I was seeing, but luckily, they were too preoccupied with themselves to glance at the sarcophagus.  

Aunt Martha led Susanne to her bed with deliberate, powerful movements. She perched on the edge of her plush mattress with an immaculate posture and crossed her legs gracefully at the knee, parting the high slit of her skirt to reveal her sculpted thighs. She leaned back slightly, placing her flogger flat on the bed, and coiled Susanne’s leash around her fingers as if it were a trinket to be played with. 

Susanne kneeled at her feet. Her hair fell over her face as she bowed her head. Her scarred body shivered as if from immense terror or excitement. 

Or both. 

Susanne brushed her trembling hands against the gleaming gold of Aunt Martha’s gladiator sandals and lowered her forehead to the floor in worship, planting her lips lightly over Aunt Martha’s foot. 

I gulped as my own quivering hand found its way inside my underwear.

Aunt Martha’s gaze remained impassive as Susanne continued laying worshipful kisses over her foot, moving along the curve in a ritual display of submission. 

“Please, Goddess,” said Susanne between her kisses, “might your slave be allowed to bring you pleasure?” 

Aunt Martha’s lips cracked into a satisfied smirk. She slowly opened her legs and retrieved her flogger. 

Susanne returned to her knees. Her quick breathing and erect nipples betrayed her excitement. 

Aunt Martha spread her legs wider, sliding her feet sideways and presenting the exquisite curves of her thighs for full view. I was just as excited as Susanne as I tapped my middle finger eagerly against my wet pussy lips. 

Aunt Martha nodded to her eager little slave. Susanne bit her lip and delicately separated Aunt Martha’s golden skirt to reveal her bare, glistening pussy. 

I gasped at the sight. It was the first pussy besides my own I had ever seen in the flesh. Hers was far more elegant and beautiful than mine. It was fresh, tight, and delicious. At that moment, I envied Susanne with every fiber of my being. 

What’s wrong with you? She’s your aunt, you dirty little freak.  

Susanne leaned in close. Aunt Martha maintained her self-satisfied smirk as she dropped her skirt. It cascaded over Susanne’s shoulders, blocking my view. 

My imagination ran wild with images of Susanne’s eager tongue, gently massaging around Aunt Martha’s clit, murmuring her pleasure at the honeyed taste. 

Aunt Martha’s eyes gleamed with sadistic joy as she raised her flogger high above her head. She inhaled a deep breath, inflating her bosom, and then whipped the tongs down hard on Susanne’s exposed lower back and buttocks. 

Susanne released a pained squeak that was muffled against Aunt Martha’s glorious pussy. 

Aunt Martha laughed and continued her beating, smacking Susanne again and again as her slave eagerly worshipped her clit. 

It was too much for me. I accidentally released an excited mewl as I squirted hard into my underwear. The noise echoed inside my coffin far louder than I’d expected. 

Whoops. You’ve done it now, freak. 

I knew my mistake as soon as I’d made it. 

My heart stopped as Aunt Martha halted her next attack in mid-air. She glanced over at the sarcophagus, and her expression suddenly shifted into one of grave seriousness. 

“Stop it,” she said quickly to Susanne.

Susanne did not understand the gravity of the situation since her face was buried under Aunt Martha’s skirt and missed the command. Aunt Martha grimaced and yanked on Susanne’s leash, forcing her devoted slave away from her pussy. 

Susanne looked up at her doe-eyed. 

Aunt Martha’s piercing glare remained fixed directly at me. 

I gasped and held my breath, closing my eyes in a desperate attempt to turn invisible. How could I have been so stupid? 

Because you are that stupid. And now you’re going to regret this day for the rest of your miserable existence, freak. 

I dared not open my eyes to look as I heard the clap of Aunt Martha’s heels over her polished floor. I muttered to myself, “Please don’t, please don’t, please don’t.” But it was no use. As the basalt lid opened in a grave echo, I released a panicked whimper. 

Worse still, I had completely forgotten to remove Aunt Martha’s panties from my head. 

When I finally dared open my eyes, I saw the imposing and divine figure of Aunt Martha staring back at me with contempt, like Goddess Isis herself. 
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AUNT MARTHA SAT GRACEFULLY on the edge of her opulent bed, crossing her long legs to reveal her toned thigh through the high slit of her shimmering gold skirt. With deliberate poise, she removed the elaborate headdress that crowned her as Cleopatra reborn to reveal her black hair pinned tightly in a stark, elegant bun. She handed the headdress to the naked Susanne, who curtsied with a mix of reverence and unease. 

Aunt Martha’s flawless skin glowed under the golden light of the chandelier. Each contour of her perfect physique appeared sharper. It was as if her classically beautiful face, and perfectly feminine form, was sculpted from the most precious of rare marble.

Her icy stare held me frozen to the spot. Prickles of dread covered my skin. I stood before her like a peasant awaiting the supreme judgment of an almighty queen. 

Execution is too good for the likes of you. 

I hunched to make myself as small as possible as if that might somehow save me. Ever since I was a girl, Aunt Martha had made me nervous, arousing an awareness of my vast inferiority, but this was different. This time, I was genuinely afraid. 

I watched as her hand gripped tightly around the handle of her flogger. The leather tongs rested menacingly over her lap. I had seen the damage she’d delivered to Susanne. Susanne’s body was covered in fierce welts, some of which had drawn blood, and Aunt Martha hadn’t even been mad when she delivered those blows, not like now. 

I could never defend myself against her. The thought of dropping my soaking panties, bending over, and lifting my frilly skirt for her to whack those vicious tongs against my soft, plump buttocks sent my pussy quivering with excitement. 

You DO remember she’s your aunt, right, freak? 

I quickly looked away from the flogger. The devil was right. She was my aunt. She was not actually the reincarnation of Empress Cleopatra. She was just a woman. A woman of immense privilege, beauty, and power, but a woman nonetheless. 

The devil laughed. Just a woman? Then why is your underwear so damp, freak? 

I pressed my thighs together. The juice from my earlier squirting was cold against my crotch. Nervously, I fidgeted my fingers through the delicate lace of Aunt Martha’s panties I clutched in my sweaty palm. 

She sighed and reached to snatch them from my grasp. “Give me those,” she said, exasperated. 

I curtsied in response and bowed my head, blushing from embarrassment. It was not bad enough that she had caught my voyeuring, but she had done so, wearing her panties over my face and my hand up my skirt. Even if I wanted to tell the truth and tattle on Shannon for forcing me inside the sarcophagus, it was still an inadequate explanation as to why I was masturbating, sniffing where my own aunt’s crotch had rested. 

You’re a sick, perverted little freak who needs serious psychiatric help. There is no other explanation. 

“S-sorry, Madam Martha,” I stammered, remembering her command at dinner to refer to her as such when on duty. I did not know if this counted as being “on duty,” but I thought it best to be safe. Plus, the less we acknowledged each other as related, the better it likely was for my predicament. 

Her lip curled in revulsion as she dangled her panties disgustedly between her finger and thumb. Susanne hurriedly relieved them from her grasp. 

“Vile,” said Aunt Martha, reaching to wipe her fingers down Susanne’s hair. Next, she unclipped the gold leash from Susanne’s collar and dropped it by her side.“Get rid of them,” she ordered. 

Susanne curtsied and hurried away to the closet, taking the panties and the headdress with her. 

Aunt Martha quickly turned to me with a glare that sent a shiver racing down my spine.

I continued, hesitantly, fidgeting with my skirt since I no longer possessed her panties as a comfort blanket. “I, uh, I didn’t m-mean for this to happen, Madam.”

She raised a single, manicured brow. “Oh? You didn’t mean to get caught playing with yourself wearing my panties as a mask? I’m sure this was all one big misunderstanding.” 

I blushed. I knew better than to even try and insult her intelligence. An intelligence far greater than my own. It did not matter how many books I may have read compared to her. What use was Shakespeare or Dante or Charlotte Perkins Gilman now? Aunt Martha’s Vogue magazines were the vastly superior choice. 

I tried to find the right words, whatever those were, but my mouth was dry. Nothing came out. I saw myself evicted from her house, expelled from school, homeless and friendless, alone in a dangerous world without the shining light of Shannon’s smile or the fragrance of her feet to save me from the unrelenting taunts of the devil on my shoulder. I would be one of those unfortunate women selling sexual favors to feed a drug habit that enabled me to forget that I was separated from the one person, Shannon, that made my life worth living. 

Aunt Martha sighed, carefully removing the pins that secured her top bun. Her silky hair cascaded luxuriously over her bare, glistening shoulders. The movement was so precise and controlled, it was as if she was moving in slow-motion. My eyes widened in awe at the unworldly beauty she possessed. 

She furrowed her brow in disgust. It was as if she could read my thoughts exactly. “Well?” she said impatiently. 

My bottom lip trembled and my palms grew sweaty. I was lost. I was hopeless. Shannon’s angelic giggles faded into the void. 

Gratefully, it was Susanne who saved me. “Madam?” She carried a gold, kimono-style silk robe. “I think I know what happened.” 

Aunt Martha sneered, tilting her face slightly in Susanne’s general direction. “Oh?” 

Susanne climbed onto the bed behind Aunt Martha and draped the silk robe elegantly over her shoulders.

Tears welled in my eyes as my mouth curled into a thankful smile. Susanne cared. Somebody in this cruel world cared. 

Still think that now, even after everything that’s happened to you since, freak? 

She smiled at me reassuringly from behind Aunt Martha’s back. 

“Julia?” she asked warmly, “this is the first time you’ve done this, isn’t it?” 

I nodded sadly and hopefully. 

Aunt Martha sighed. “And I’m supposed to believe that?” 

I hung my head in shame. It was perfectly reasonable for Aunt Martha to doubt my sincerity. Why should she believe me? I had to hope Susanne would come through for me. 

“Look at her Madam. I don’t think she’s lying.” 

Aunt Martha tilted back her head, sneering down her nose at me. 

I shrank further under her gaze. 

Susanne continued, her tone soft yet deliberate.“She’s been through so much recently. She’s lost her mother and her home. She’s been transplanted from everything she’s ever known into a world she doesn’t understand. She’s confused. She’s scared.” 

Aunt Martha appeared unimpressed by her excuses. “And what exactly does any of that have to do with my panties?” 

I blushed fiercely. 

Susanne smiled calmly. “Smell can be a useful tool to reduce stress and anxiety. I doubt it’s a coincidence that after what happened at school today, she chose this day to seek your reassurance.” 

It wasn’t a lie. There was a strange comfort in her smell. It was strength and authority. It made me believe that nothing truly bad could ever happen to me. She was powerful enough to protect me. 

Why would she care about protecting a dirty little freak like you? 

There was a subtle shift in Aunt Martha’s demeanor that suggested she was at least willing to entertain the idea. 

Susanne continued, emboldened. “Obviously, you are a huge influence on her, Madam. She deeply admires and respects you, how could she not? You exude authority. You’re so strong, confident, and successful. Your charisma draws everyone to you. You’re everything a young woman could aspire to be and more. You’re an example of perfection that someone like her could never hope to reach.” 

Her words were crushing. My chest tightened and my face burned with shame. I wanted to believe that Susanne was only saying these things to deflect Aunt Martha’s anger, but her words were a hurtful reminder of who I was. 

See? Even Susanne thinks you’re pathetic. 

Aunt Martha sighed once more with a mix of heavy disdain and resignation. “I ought not to be surprised, I suppose. Her mother was a dismal failure in life. She’s grown up knowing this.” 

A lump formed in my throat. I knew I should have tried to defend Mom, but I was too weak. My silence was a total validation of everything Aunt Martha believed. All I could do was stand there and try not to cry. What she said was true. Mom was a failure, and I was destined to fail too. The world was meant for the beautiful and privileged. Women like Aunt Martha and Shannon who commanded respect with every word and action. It was enough for people like Mom and me just to exist in their universe. 

Not that your mom exists anywhere now, freak. 

At that moment, I was overcome with a desire to prostrate myself and beg to have my buttocks flogged. 

A slight smirk formed on Aunt Martha’s beautiful and terrible face as she sensed my inner turmoil. “I always knew you were skrw-nh.” 

The title sent a shiver down my spine. The term was like a chain around my neck, dragging me to the floor where I belonged. As foreign as it sounded, there was something inevitable about it. As if I’d always known what I was. 

A golden ankh flashed before my eyes. It was the same as the ones on Aunt Martha and Principal Adler’s onyx plaques. The one branded below Susanne’s belly button. The ones dangling from Aunt Martha’s ears. 

Aunt Martha seemed to grow larger. Her gold gleamed brighter. Her skin shimmered under a divine glow. I shriveled beneath her, afraid that her gaze might condemn me at any moment to the void. 

She grinned slowly and knowingly. The air between us thickened. Her dominance closed around me. She knew then her power, and she relished every moment. “Such bad luck,” she murmured, her voice dripping with seduction. “To be caught the first time you tried this. Or was it bad luck? Perhaps it was destiny.”

I was petrified to the spot. My eyes widened. My pussy quivered. 

Susanne smiled and nodded. “You’re a goddess to her. What better proof of your divinity? She must have gotten scared and hid in the sarcophagus to avoid being seen. She couldn’t have known the eyes were open when she climbed inside.” 

Aunt Martha chuckled at the visual. “So,” she said, “do you understand what you saw?” 

I swallowed and slowly nodded. 

“Sexual role-play,” she declared, “between two consenting adults.” Suddenly, she reached behind her and grabbed Susanne’s gold collar, tugging it to force Susanne to crawl on her knees off the bed and back to the floor. Susanne offered no resistance. She smiled at her rough treatment, flushing with delight. “She needs this,” she said about Susanne. “She craves it. Don’t you, slave?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” answered Susanne dreamily. 

Aunt Martha eyed me triumphantly, bobbing her foot from side to side. “Are you sorry for what you did?”

I nodded, possessed by the sway of her foot. 

She smirked. “Show me.” 

I stared at her toes, wiggling seductively within the elegant gold straps of her gladiator sandals. All at once, my knees met the floor with a soft thud. My heart pounded from awe. 

Her smirk widened into a full grin, revealing the perfect whiteness of her teeth. 

I collapsed fully into a grovel, pressing myself low as I crawled toward her on my hands and knees. I passed Susanne, kneeling at the feet of her goddess, and caught a glimpse of her serene smile, delighted by our mutual submission to the superior woman towering above us. 

It felt like I was detached from my own body, a powerless observer of my surrender. A deep blush crept over my face as I lowered myself further, my nose hovering just above Aunt Martha’s silky, tanned skin. The faint, luxurious scent of her expensive lotion was dark and intoxicating, filling me with the same need to submit I had experienced the day Shannon caught me sniffing inside her shoe.  

Just like then, I knew at this moment my life was forever changed. I had crossed a boundary into a new and dangerous reality. There was no going back. 

No escape. 

I closed my eyes and pressed a deep kiss onto her foot. Her skin was soft and warm against my unworthy lips. 

“I wonder,” she mused, her voice dripping with mockery, “do you think your mother might have enjoyed this too?”

I clenched my eyes tighter, fighting back my tears. Mom had fought her whole life to avoid this fate for herself. I had betrayed every sacrifice she ever made to give me a better life. To make me better than she was. She died rather than accept this fate for herself, and here I was, willingly submitting to the woman who made her life a living hell. Every struggle she faced and overcame was now meaningless. I felt crushed under the weight of my shame. 

Yes, you have failed her in every conceivable way. Now, reinforce every bias your aunt ever had about her. Destroy the memory of your mother once and for all. 

“Yes,” I answered meekly, feeling my shame burning behind my eyelids. “She should be at your feet. She should have been your slave.” 

She laughed delightedly at my revelation. I placed another respectful kiss on her foot. 

“Goddess?” said Susanne. “Maybe we should show Julia the true purpose of that sarcophagus?” 

Aunt Martha smirked at her. “Good idea, slave.”

Susanne beamed. 

“Julia?” said Aunt Martha casually. “How do you feel about mummification?”
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MY HANDS TREMBLED AS I unfastened the bow at the back of my lace apron.

Not even in my darkest fantasies had I imagined spending the night stripping naked under my aunt’s amused stare. I doubted even Shannon had anticipated it would go this far. She probably assumed that if I got caught, my humiliation would involve stammering through some feeble excuse, not exposing my pudgy body. 

The thought of revealing myself felt even more excruciating when compared to how stunning Aunt Martha looked. Her imposing bosom strained against the confines of her gold bikini top, highlighting the shape of her nipples beneath the luxurious material. Her toned, flat midriff was a cruel contrast to my own, reminding me of how effortlessly perfect she was. I could never hope to look like her, and she knew it. 

I slid the apron free, carefully folded it, and crouched to set it on the floor. My fingers fumbled awkwardly as I unbuttoned my dress. Once undone, I wriggled inelegantly to shimmy the fabric down my body until it dropped by my feet.

My ugly bra with its frayed straps barely held my bosom from sagging. My pasty skin was marked with rashes and zits. But worst of all, my fat stomach hung grotesquely over the waistband of my damp underwear. 

Sweat trickled from my armpits as I bent forward, peeling my woolen tights down my legs. Each tug revealed a little more of my chunky thighs and the fine hairs that had regrown since my last rushed shave. The tights finally pooled at my feet, and I stepped free, feeling like a sweaty pig under Aunt Martha’s gaze. 

“All the way,” she announced. “I want to see all of you.” 

My fingers quivered as I reached behind my back to unclasp my bra. My bosom was on the larger size, but my breasts sagged without the support. They were the product of my larger frame, unlike Aunt Martha and Shannon who possessed voluptuous, firm breasts owing to their flawless feminine forms. I was just a sow. 

The bra fell to the floor over the rest of my clothes. I hooked my thumbs under the elastic of my underwear and slid them down my legs, removing them by ungracefully standing on one leg. My pubic hairs were still moist from my last orgasm. 

“Oh my,” said Aunt Martha with a titter. I left my arms straight by my side to not obscure her view. “Were you storing all that fat in preparation for the winter? Could your mother not afford central heating?” 

I cracked a sad smile at her joke, blushing fiercely. 

She continued, joyfully. “You know, I would have thought being on your feet all day, scrubbing my floors, dusting furniture, fetching and carrying, would have shown better results by now. How fat were you before becoming my maid?” 

I nodded along, still smiling despite my deep urge to cry. 

She flicked her wrist at me dismissively. “I doubt even Shannon can fix this. But I certainly admire her tenacity for trying.” 

Thank her for the attention, freak. 

“Th-thank you, Aunt Martha,” I said meekly. 

She grinned and glanced at the ornate clock on her side table. “It’s not even midnight yet. You’ll have plenty of time before you need to start getting ready for school. Not that you’ll be getting much sleep.” She tilted back her head and tittered at her observation. 

My stomach churned at the prospect of staying up all night. I had already suffered so much. My bones were screaming. How was I ever going to survive another full day of humiliation and torture at school tomorrow without rest? That was even without the looming threat of what Charlotte was going to do to me. 

“Slave,” said Aunt Martha to Susanne. Susanne straightened at the sudden attention, her hands instinctively tightening around the bundle of pins and the thick roll of white bandages she had been holding. “It’s your responsibility to ensure she isn’t late for school.”

“Yes, Goddess,” answered Susanne with a curtsey. 

Aunt Martha leaned back on her bed, supporting her weight with her arms. “Begin.”

I glanced concernedly at Susanne, who smiled back at me with the same reassurance she had offered the day I left home after Mom’s funeral. Back then, she had offered to carry my sad luggage, and now, as she pulled on the roll of bandages, it felt like another act of kindness.

“Put your feet together, please, Julia,” she said warmly. It felt as natural as if she had asked for help laying the table for dinner.

My stomach knotted. I suddenly felt very nauseous. I couldn’t quite believe that this was happening. 

Aunt Martha scoffed jokingly “Are you sure that roll is large enough to cover all of that?” 

Susanne chuckled at her goddess’ excellent joke. I smiled along nervously. 

Susanne squatted and started by wrapping the bandages around my ankles. She bound them together and gradually made her way around my calves, knees, and thighs, overlapping to ensure no skin was left exposed. 

I felt my bones constrict. As she reached my torso, she pinned my arms to my side, and continued wrapping, tighter and tighter, compressing the bandages against my chest. It felt like all the air was being squeezed from my body. Each new layer was a reminder of how trapped I was, not just in the bandages, but in my own body too. 

At least all that disgusting fat is being hidden now, freak. 

“Leave her nipples,” commanded Aunt Martha. 

“Yes, Goddess,” Susanne answered dreamily, as if possessed. 

She left a small slit directly over my breasts where my hard nipples remained visible and displayed. 

Susanne did not stop until the remainder of my body was covered, leaving only my eyes and nostrils free. Even my mouth was bound, restricting my ability to speak, or scream. 

She finished by pinning the end of each bandage strip to my body. I felt the sting of each one as a needle prick against my skin. 

Aunt Martha stood from the bed and sauntered confidently across the floor to me. Gently, she cupped my chin in her hand, staring down at me from above her bosom. She was easily a foot taller than me in her gladiator heels. 

“Get the clamps,” she ordered, without turning her attention away from me. 

“Yes, Goddess,” said Susanne, quickly retreating back to the closet. 

“Now, Julia,” said Martha with faux tenderness, “you’re eighteen now, so that makes you old enough to make your own decisions. I’m only going to ask you this only once, so think carefully. Would you like to be a slave?”

I did not hesitate for a second. I tried to answer “yes, yes, oh god, yes,” but my words were muffled inside the bandages. 

She chuckled. “Blink twice if so.” 

I did so deliberately, leaving no room for doubt. As scared as I was, the raging in my pussy was too extreme to resist. 

She grinned, and used her spare hand to slowly trace her manicured finger directly down my vaginal slit. My nostrils flared and my heart beat faster and faster. Her commanding fragrance was an exotic blend of jasmine, rose, and myrrh. Dampness followed the line of her finger, darkening the bandages over my pussy. 

Susanne returned and curtsied in deep gratitude as her goddess snatched the clamps from her limp grasp. 

Aunt Martha continued to grin as she dropped my chin and attached each of the clamps directly onto my nipples. Stimulating pain shot up my breasts, jolting my pussy into a full squirt. 

“Oh my,” tittered Aunt Martha, dramatically flicking her eyes down to my expanding wet splotch and back again. She tilted her head slightly toward Susanne. “I think she likes them.”

Susanne chuckled at my expense, and Aunt Martha pouted a smirk at her own cleverness. 

Aunt Martha theatrically pointed her index finger and pressed it against my forehead. She kept smirking as she nudged me backward on the balls of my compacted feet, forcing me toward the sarcophagus. She followed closely, clearly relishing her control over me.

She did not let up until I had backed fully inside the tight coffin whereby she closed the lid, trapping me inside. 

Even with my limbs compacted and my fat sucked in by the bandages which acted as one giant corset, it was still a tight squeeze. I peered through the open eyelids of the engraved Pharaoh, watching Aunt Martha saunter back to her bed with effortless confidence. Her hips swayed deliberately, shifting her long, fitted skirt over her heart-shaped buttocks. Every movement was deliberate, sensual, and hypnotic.

She didn’t even glance at Susanne as she grabbed her slave’s leash and tugged her along behind her.

Susanne’s cheeks were flushed as she followed her goddess like an obedient puppy, eager and excited to please. She was wholly intoxicated by her own submission. Her serene smile betrayed no hint of regret at having so willingly surrendered her life to this better woman. 

To an ordinary person, her life might have seemed like a tragedy. Once a promising student with a bright future in rocket science, likely destined to become a top NASA engineer, who instead spent her days scrubbing floors and toilets for the benefit of her college roommate from freshman year. 

Aunt Martha had taken everything from her, her career, her prospects, her family, and her friends. Her entire existence. And yet, Susanne’s overwhelming happiness was undeniable proof that she wouldn’t have changed a single thing about her life. This was her choice. And it would be mine too. For better or worse, all I wanted was to be for Shannon what Susanne was for Aunt Martha.

Definitely for worse you fucking freak. 

Aunt Martha climbed onto her bed and scooted back to recline against her plush pillows. Susanne followed closely, shuffling on her knees across the silken sheets.

Aunt Martha spread her legs, claiming as much of her bed as she could. Everything in the room was hers, her furniture, her possessions, her slaves. She deserved to occupy all the space in the world. Everything belonged to her. The four columns that served as bed posts, engraved with ancient hieroglyphics, rose imposingly to the ceiling, denoting her bed as an altar of worship. 

Susanne reverently separated Aunt Martha’s long skirt to reveal her bare pussy, glistening under the light like crystals. Aunt Martha smirked and leisurely wrapped Susanne’s leash tightly around her forearm, gradually forcing Susanne’s face to her pussy. Susanne offered no resistance. It was an exercise in power, and Susanne was a willing participant in her defeat. 

Goddess Martha held absolute power. She deserved absolute power. 

Susanne stared at her doe-eyed as she gently massaged her tongue around Aunt Martha’s pussy. 

I listened intently at the subtle lapping sounds and Aunt Martha’s breathless gasps. I studied Susanne’s movements as best I could, trying to learn whatever technique she used to elicit such a primal response from her goddess. 

I had worshipped Shannon’s feet already, but her pussy would be the ultimate privilege. I wanted to make her feel every bit the queen she was. I longed for a taste of her power. My only desire was to be given a chance to bring her the same pleasure Susanne gave Aunt Martha. 

She’s had over two decades to perfect the art, freak. You think a goddess like your aunt is so easily stimulated? You could never. 

Maybe not. But if I could one day deliver even half the pleasure to Shannon that Susanne gave Aunt Martha, then I would consider my existence worthwhile. 

At that moment, there was no thought about graduating high school, attending college, publishing books, becoming a celebrated novelist. There was only Shannon. My queen. My goddess. My life. 

As Aunt Martha quivered, lifting her head from her pillows to release a silent orgasmic scream, I whimpered and squirted once more in my bandages. 

Aunt Martha collapsed back onto her pillows, catching her breath, her large bosom rising and falling with each inhale and exhale. 

Susanne continued to work until Aunt Martha had drifted off into a satisfied, post-orgasm slumber. When Susanne finally pulled away, her lips were wet, blessed by Aunt Martha’s liquid divinity. 

She glanced over at me for the first time since Aunt Martha had locked me inside the coffin and smiled reassuringly as if we were somehow in this together. She nestled her cheek over Aunt Martha’s stomach and settled in for a peaceful night, safe and content. 

All was well. We were where we belonged.
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​Eighteen


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


MY PUSSY JUICE HAD left the bandages moist. It crusted as it dried, leaving me itchy. 

I had to admire how tightly Susanne had wrapped the bandages around my body. She had constricted me so completely that the air was being squeezed from my lungs. And with the criss-crossing bandages covering my mouth, my only chance to breathe came through my nose. I inhaled and exhaled sharply. Every breath was a struggle. It was as if the sarcophagus was enclosing itself on me. There was no escape. 

The nipple clamps had numbed my breasts. My pulse raced uncontrollably, pounding inside my head like a drumbeat. Cold sweat trickled from my brow, stinging my eyes. With my arms bound to my sides, there was no way for me to wipe it away. I thrashed, struggled, and whimpered, but it was useless. My efforts only added to my panic. 

How proud would your mom be to see you now? 

The bandages over my mouth muffled my protests. “Not now. Please don’t.” 

How proud would she be to know you kissed the feet of the woman who drove her to suicide? 

I wanted to scream but dared not waste the energy or air. 

As if it matters. Nobody cares about you. The only reason you won’t be left to die here is because it would inconvenience your aunt to dispose of you. 

I stared wide-eyed through the open eyelids of the carved Pharaoh lid. Focusing on Aunt Martha, sleeping soundly on her giant Empress-sized bed, reduced the devil’s mockery to white noise. 

The way her mattress molded itself around her body made it seem like she was lying on heaven’s clouds. Her large bosom rose and fell in rhythm with her breath. The expensive silk sheets must have felt incredible against her skin, soothing and cooling her. 

After climaxing over Susanne’s face, she had drifted off in euphoria. She did not remotely care that I was frightened and suffering. My torture was her bliss. And the longer I watched her sleep, the more it felt good and right that she relaxed as I suffered. 

Susanne slept in a ball, resting her face against Aunt Martha’s midriff. Aunt Martha held Susanne’s leash wrapped around her forearm. Susanne was unable to change position without disturbing her goddess. Not that she would ever want to pull away. I had never seen her so happy. 

Seeing them like that made me understand. Susanne belonged with Aunt Martha. She looked at her the same way a dog looked at its master. Aunt Martha was not her employer, friend, or lover. Their bond was far deeper. Aunt Martha was everything to Susanne. Aunt Martha was her life and obsession. Her queen, and her goddess. 

I yearned for this with Shannon. All I wanted was to snuggle at the foot of Shannon’s bed, secured by a leash, and listen to her angelic breath as she dreamed. She was my inspiration and light. I was lost without her. I needed to serve her. 
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A GENTLE, ECHOING GROAN woke me from sleep. My head throbbed. My mouth was dry. Every bone in my body ached. It was ironic for me to be bandaged from head to toe since every piece of me felt in need of repair. 

Susanne was in front of me, holding the sarcophagus lid open. She had returned to her stuffy French Maid outfit. It was as if nothing had ever happened. 

Except I was still bandaged like a mummy. 

I had not even realized I had drifted off until awakened. I had no clue as to the time. Golden drapes covered the window, blocking my view of the sky. Aunt Martha’s bedroom was cast in a warm glow from her chandelier that mimicked the soft glow of candlelight. The stillness was eerie. The four animal-headed statues of Egyptian gods watched me from the corners of the room, warning me from disturbing the ancient serenity of Aunt Martha’s sanctum. 

Susanne lifted a finger to her lips, alerting me to keep quiet, and beckoned me to follow with a flap of her hand. 

I glanced across at Aunt Martha’s bed. She was still sleeping peacefully. She had turned to her side during the night, showing me how perfectly sculpted her shoulders were. The last thing I wanted was to disturb her. 

It was awkward to maneuver out of the sarcophagus. I wiggled and thrashed, inelegantly to pop myself free. Susanne led me across the floor and out the door as I shuffled along on the balls of my feet into the corridor. 

Susanne gently closed Aunt Martha’s door behind us. Once alone, she gave me one of her reassuring smiles. “Great job, Julia,” she said, unclipping my nipple clamps. I squealed against my bandages. “I’m so proud of you.” 

I wasn’t sure what exactly she was so proud of, but I could only vocalize my confusion through muffled whimpers and watery eyes. 

“Let’s get you out of these awful things.”
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THE GUEST BATHROOM was decorated in glossy black and gold-veined marble. Vertical bands of intricate hieroglyphics ran down the walls, illuminated in gold. 

I perched on the edge of the oversized, clawfoot tub as Susanne carefully snipped the bandages with a pair of sharp scissors. 

I caught my reflection in the ornate vanity mirror. I looked like an ancient relic, an unwrapped mummy, finally free from a millennia of confinement. My hair was matted and wild. My eyes were sunken hollows, and the imprint of my bindings criss-crossed my body and limbs. 

As the last bandage pooled by my feet in a heap, Susanne stroked my hair, smoothing the mess. “It’s okay,” she said, “you’re safe. Everything’s okay.”

She sat next to me on the bathtub and placed her arm over my shoulder. I glanced at her with watery doe-eyes. I really did want to believe that everything was somehow okay. 

That’s your biggest fantasy yet, freak. 

“I really am proud of you,” she said. 

I sniffled and wiped the tears from my eyes with the back of my wrist. “Wh-what do you mean?” 

“Few people have your strength.” 

I blinked at her. “I don’t think there’s anything strong about me. I-I can’t control myself. You...you saw what I did. These terrible things I feel. It’s like an addiction. I can’t stop myself.”

She squeezed me tighter. “What do you think is so terrible?” 

I pulled away from her, aghast. “I came to my own aunt. I...I kissed her feet. I enjoy being abused. This isn’t normal. I’m not normal. I’m a freak!”

Yes, you are. 

She smiled. “Yes,” she said kindly. “Yes, you are.” 

I stared at her in disbelief. 

“What did you think I would say, Julia? Of course, you’re a freak. But that’s okay. I’m a freak too.” 

She patted my thigh and continued. “It isn’t anything to be afraid of, Julia. You have simply discovered your true self.”

“My true self?” 

She nodded. “Submissive. Masochistic. You’re a victim. A slave. Skrw-nh.” 

“That’s what Aunt Martha called me. What...what does it mean?” 

“It’s a slave term used in Ancient Egypt. It translates roughly as Bound for Life.”

“B-bound for life?” 

She nodded and smiled brightly. It was surreal how joyful she was making this sound. “You are lucky to have found your place at such a young age. So many like us go their whole lives trying to fight against their natural urges. They refuse to be who they are. That is a path that only leads to misery. We only have one life, why should we spend it resisting our happiness just because society says it’s wrong. How is that fair?” 

I bobbed my mouth, searching for something to say. Susanne cupped my cheeks. Her hands were icy against my hot cheeks. “Please, Julia,” she said with more seriousness than I had ever heard her speak before. “For your sake, do not fight this. This is who you are. I see you. We are the same. Do you understand?” 

I swallowed and she released my cheeks, returning her reassuring hand to my knee. “I know it feels wrong now. Believe me. I’ve been there. But just think, how can something that feels so right and good, ever be wrong? These are desires you cannot control. Please don’t try. It will end you.” 

I gulped. “You mean...like Mom?”

She squeezed my knee harder. She looked at me with such pity I wanted to cry. “I did not know her well. She was always distant and mistrusting of me. She saw in me what she might have been and it frightened her. Yes, Goddess Martha bullied and abused her growing up, but the truth was, your Mom liked it. It was convenient for her to pretend to be an unwilling victim. It made her feel better about her deep desire for subservience.”

I did not want to think of Mom like that, but it made so much sense. It was why she had never cut ties with Aunt Martha. It was why she always allowed Aunt Martha to dictate the terms of their relationship. Why she never stood up for me when Aunt Martha put me down. On some level, she was enjoying her inferiority. Each victory Aunt Marth attained, and every defeat Mom suffered, was fuel for her lust. 

Susanne continued. “Honestly, Goddess Martha was trying to help her when she offered her a position as her maid. She’s known for a long time that your mom could not function without her firm hand. What use was a loan going to do? It would not help your mom long term. Goddess Martha was trying to fix your mom’s life. To save her from the inevitable. Your mom knew it was the right thing to do. The only thing to do. It was why she did what she did. Ultimately, she could not live with the shame of being the person she was born to be.” 

My skin pricked with a dread chill. It was clear to me now. My birth had prevented Mom from living her best life under Aunt Martha’s feet. She was compelled to resist her urges to give me a normal life. The devil was right. It really was my fault she died. 

Now you see. She’d be happy now if you’d never been born. She died because of you. You killed her! 

We sat together in silence for a few seconds before Susanne spoke again. “This is a lot. You need time to process this.”

I nodded like a zombie. 

“Just remember, Julia. There is no shame in what we are. If you ever start feeling guilty for your desire, focus on how good your submission makes you feel. These are the sensations that make our lives worth living.” 

I was in a daze. “I...I have to start Shannon’s b-breakfast.” 

Susanne smiled. “Already made. And I washed all your clothes. Your jeans, T-shirts, and your uniform for when you get home.” 

I squinted my eyes at her in confusion as if I had just stumbled from a dark cave into the bright morning light. 

“Miss Shannon is a special young woman, isn’t she?” 

I slowly nodded, locked on autopilot. 

“She’s so blessed. Just like her mother. It’s been my utter privilege to watch her grow into such a powerful young woman.”

Susanne knew better than anyone that Shannon was, and always had been a spoiled brat. But the truth was, Shannon deserved it. She was better than other people. Her entitlement and demanding nature were a mark of power. They were attributes to be respected, admired, and feared. 

“But best not say anything about what happened tonight,” she added. 

I paled at the thought of lying to my queen. Even if I dared, I could never pull it off. One stern look, and I would crumble to dust. 

Susanne shushed me before I started. “I’m not asking you to lie to her. I would never. Tell her what you saw. She already knows anyway.”

“You...know she knows?”

Susanne chuckled. “She’s smart, but not as smart as Goddess Martha. Maybe one day. But not yet. She hasn’t seen anything that Goddess Martha has not carefully orchestrated. A little piece here, a little piece there.” 

“But why?” 

“You’ll find out soon enough, Julia. But suffice to say for now, that Miss Shannon is destined for greatness. One day soon, the dormant fire in her soul will ignite and her true purpose will be revealed. When that day comes, Goddess Martha will reveal all her secrets. Until then, you must not interfere. I mean it. This is very serious. Miss Shannon must not catch wind of what Goddess Martha has planned for her. This is far greater than us. Do you understand?”

I did not understand a thing, but I nodded regardless. 

Susanne smiled warmly. “You don’t need to actually lie. Just omit some details. She doesn’t really need to know we caught you watching us, does she? Or that we mummified you?”

“No,” I said meekly. “I guess not.” 

“I doubt Miss Shannon will question you too deeply anyway. She already knows the gist of what we get up to. Now let’s soak those marks on your skin and get you ready for school.”

“S-sure. Thank you, Susanne.”

She kissed the side of my head. “Be happy Julia. This is the day your life really begins. Embrace it. Do not be like your mom.” 

*
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I CARRIED SHANNON’S breakfast on an elaborate silver tray from the kitchen to her bedroom. 

I was grateful that Susanne had taken such great care to make everything as visually appealing as possible. The granola gleamed like gold nuggets, while the plump blueberries and strawberries glistened with their natural juices like gemstones. 

There were small side dishes of creamy Greek yogurt sprinkled with crushed almonds and  golden honey. A tall crystal glass held freshly squeezed orange juice, and her coffee was served in a delicate porcelain cup with a matching saucer. A silver spoon with an engraved “S” on the top of the stem was positioned over a neatly folded, crisp linen napkin. 

As happy as I was that Susanne had come through for me, I couldn’t help but feel she was purposefully setting a standard that would be hard for me to replicate. I would be under intense pressure if Shannon expected this same level of detail every morning. 

Maybe Susanne’s setting you up to fail, freak. 

I tried to ignore the devil. If I became paranoid about Susanne then there really was nobody in the world who might comfort or support me. 

Shannon was lying on her side under her luxurious duvet with her cheek resting on her plush pillows. Her hair was adorably tousled, and her pajama vest top fell loosely over her shoulders, revealing the exquisite curve of her collarbone. 

With the gentle rise and fall of her chest, there was something so precious and innocent about her. She was lost in her dreams, without a care in the world. I was genuinely glad she had not lost any sleep over the suffering she inflicted on me. 

The devil laughed in my head. You actually thought it might? 

I watched her for a few moments, enjoying her angelic breaths. My heart swelled with love. 

I wished she could have slept like that all day if she liked. I felt guilty for having to wake her for school. It wasn’t fair to her that it should interfere with her natural body rhythms. School, and society as a whole, should be the ones to change to fit Shannon’s schedule. She was too perfect to ever be inconvenienced. 

“Your Majesty,” I said softly. 

She groaned and furrowed her brow. 

“So sorry, Your Majesty. But it’s time for school.” 

She begrudgingly opened her eyes. It was obvious she was deeply annoyed at being disturbed. I wished more than anything that there was another way. Had I magical powers, I would have frozen time for her to sleep in. 

She gave a long annoyed sigh. “You’ll pay for this,” she said accusingly. 

I blushed and hung my head in shame. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.” 

My obeisance made her smirk as she yawned. She sat up to rest her back erect against her pillows and rubbed the sleep from the corners of her eyes with her knuckles. 

I watched her, holding the tray as steady as I could despite the pain coursing through me. I was dizzy and dehydrated. I hadn’t had time to eat anything myself, not that I was allowed without Shannon’s permission anyway.

“Assume the position then, peasant,” she said imperiously, pushing her bosom intimidatingly against her vest top.  

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I answered, shuffling to her bed, and laying the tray neatly over her outstretched legs before sinking to my knees. 

She smiled happily, showing off the whites of her teeth. She picked up her spoon and gathered her granola. There was a satisfying crunch as she slowly chewed, savoring the taste. 

My stomach grumbled in response. 

She gave me a side-eye. “I suppose you’ll be wanting breakfast too.” 

I knew this was a trap, but I was too dumb to know how to avoid it. 

“I...I am hungry, Your Majesty,” I answered meekly. 

She smirked smugly, picking a strawberry from her bowl, and dangling it down at me by the stem. 

My mouth watered. It looked so succulent and perfect. My heart raced, but I dared not make a move until she gave express permission. 

“Hands behind your back!”

I quickly obeyed. 

“Okay, peasant. Come get it.” 

I lowered myself to ensure I was directly beneath the strawberry and opened my mouth to take a bite from the bottom. I expected her to pull it away and scold me, but when she left it dangling, I eagerly munched the whole thing down quickly before she changed her mind. 

My mouth was flooded with the refreshing juice. Maybe it was due to malnutrition, but it was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted. Shannon’s stature was elevated even higher in my mind knowing this was just a normal sensation for her to enjoy. 

“All of it,” she said, dropping the stem. I caught it in my mouth and quickly swallowed it down to avoid the bitterness. 

She returned to her bowl. “So,” she said, with her mouth open, spraying granola. “How was it?” 

“So delicious, Your Majesty. Thank you so much. Thank you, thank you thank you.” 

My pussy tingled at my willing patheticness. 

She rolled her eyes and whacked the flat of her spoon hard against my head, splattering granola and milk over my hair. I cringed at the heavy thud. 

“Not the strawberry, you retard,” she said irritably. “Tell me about what you saw last night.” 

I blushed, feeling very foolish. “S-sorry, Your Majesty. Um, are you sure you want to hear this about your mom, though?”

She shrugged. “I basically know everything already. I’m not stupid.”

“I think you're the smartest person in the world.” 

She giggled. “Brown nosing won’t help you today, peasant.” 

I looked down ashamed. I was not trying to gain any favor from her. I just wanted her to know how amazing she was. Her manipulation of me was masterful. She had me happily groveling on the floor, eager to make her morning as wonderful as possible. Hers was a special kind of genius that was impossible for the likes of me to comprehend. 

She picked up her coffee cup and blew away the steam before taking a satisfied slurp. “Get on with it then.”

It was the moment I’d been dreading the most. “They were, um, role-playing.”

Shannon arched a brow interestedly. 

I gulped and continued. “I think Aunt Martha was playing Cleopatra, and Susanne was like her slave or something. You’re sure you want me to-”

Her face flushed with annoyance. 

I trembled and hurriedly continued. “Aunt Martha pulled Susanne on a leash. Susanne crawled on all fours like a dog. Well, um, Aunt Martha perched on the edge of her bed, and opened her legs for Susnane to, um-”

Shannon waved her hand dismissively, grinning. “Okay okay. I don’t need those details. What else?” 

“Aunt Martha used a leather flogger and beat Susanne across her back as Susanne...um...you know...did her....thing.” 

Shannon giggled. “Oh my god, Mom is such a psychopath. Like, seriously, who does that?” 

I blushed. It was far less psychotic than the things Shannon had done to me. 

Shannon stretched luxuriously, moaning in pleasure as she did so. “Okay,” she said through a yawn. “I’m too tired to beat you this morning” 

I gasped. “Thank you, Your Majesty!” I was hurting so much. It was a small mercy, but I was overwhelmed with gratitude. 

“You’re welcome, peasant. Go ahead and do it yourself.”

My heart skipped a beat. She narrowed her eyes at my momentary hesitation. 

I whimpered and quickly prostrated myself on the floor, raising my ass in the air as previously practiced. I wiggled out of my jeans and pulled my stained underwear down my thighs. My bottom still bore the red marks from my previous spankings. 

Shannon continued to casually sip her coffee as she watched. 

I stretched my arms behind my back. The unnatural position burned my joints. After everything that had happened the day before, at school and home, the pain was excruciating.  

I winced as I smacked both hands as hard as I could against my rump. The harsh slapping sound reverberated through the room. Tears formed in my eyes. I continued, smacking harder and harder, and just when I thought I had reached the limits of my strength, I hurt myself more. 

Shannon never said a word. It was not as if she ordered me to strike myself harder. I just did it. I wanted to do it. I wanted to entertain her. I wanted to please her. I wanted to be a good peasant, a good slave. 

I was soon sobbing, but still, I beat myself, again and again, until my palms were raw, and ugly tears were streaming down my flushed cheeks. 

Shannon clapped her hands and cheered. 

As much as it hurt, I was happy to have entertained her. 

“Okay,” she said, placing her tray on her nightstand and flinging off her covers. “That was fun.” 

She retracted her foot from her bed and used the back of my head as a stepping stone, pushing my face into the carpet. She kept her foot on me as she climbed out of bed, purposefully placing her whole weight on me. Once outside, she stretched victoriously, admiring how powerful she appeared atop her conquest in the reflection of a free-standing mirror. 

“I can’t wait to show everyone at school your diaper and retard reins.”

“Yes, Your Majesty,” I said into the carpet. 

She giggled. “And don’t forget about Charlotte. A deal is a deal.” 

“Yes, Your Majesty. Thank you. Thank you so much.”
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