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The Paradise Academy for Exceptional Young Women was a red-brick, neo-classical building of 19th century design with symmetrical windows, sprawling ivy, and a white clock tower. A large flight of stairs led up to the open double doors and a shiny gold sign on the balustrade boasted: “Nurturing the Daughters of Greatness since 1750.”

In the main corridor, the walls were wainscoted and dotted with wall lamps. Hanging candle chandeliers lit our path from the ceiling. The classroom doors were made from ornate mahogany. Trophy cabinets showed off a multitude of academic and sporting triumphs. And a large wall display celebrated the achievements of their illustrious all-female alumni. There were leaders of business, commerce, politics, media, science, and culture. I even recognized some of their beautiful faces from magazine covers, billboards, and TV. 

On another wall, the school celebrated these same successful women handing over novelty-sized multi-million dollar checks. No doubt these were tax-deductible as charitable donations. It was sickening. A school like this did not need extra money from its former students. Along with the tuition fees, the Academy must have held greater cash reserves than most small nation states. 

All the current students were dressed in the latest designer fashions, striding with all the confidence a lifetime of wealth and privilege had awarded them. As I followed Shannon, maintaining a respectful distance, carrying her Gucci backpack along with my own brandless bag, all those rich girls stared at me in amusement, whispering and giggling to each other. I flushed, wishing I could be anywhere else in the world but here. 

All these girls are so much richer, prettier, and smarter than you. They are destined for greatness. You don’t even deserve to breathe the air of these hallowed halls. 

But there were other girls like me, dressed in drab and cheap clothing. They huddled together in small groups, staring down at their sneakers, avoiding eye contact, and backing up against the wall to make way for their richer, and better peers. These must have been the scholarship nerds Shannona and her friends had mocked during our trip to the mall. These were girls who were only allowed to attend because of their high academic achievements. 

Even in the midst of so many beautiful young women, Shannon was a shining star. The way the rich girls smiled and waved at her, she was like a celebrity. As uncomfortable as I was, I took some pride in knowing I was related by blood to the most popular girl in school. 

The greatest achievement of your life, freak. 

Her friends were waiting by the lockers. I was quickly immersed in a cloud of expensive and delicious perfume. Kelly was the first to give Shannon a hug, followed by Stephanie and Leah. 

Kelly wore a puff sleeved crop top with a blazer jacket draped over her shoulders. Stephanie had a knitted crop top with a twist front, and Leah wore a sporty sweatshirt with the collar of her undershirt showing. They all had plaid mini skirts that showed off their beautiful legs. They positively gleamed with wealth and freshness. I felt dirtier just because I was in their presence. 

They chatted casually to each other for a couple of minutes, complimenting their outfits, sharing inside jokes, and gossiping while completely ignoring my existence. I stood awkwardly outside their circle, waiting for one of them to acknowledge me. 

It was Kelly who noticed me first. “I can’t believe she’s really here,” she said, eyeing me with a smirk. 

“I told you,” said Shannon. “My mom is way too concerned about appearances. She’d be too embarrassed to have her attend public school. Can you imagine the school bus pulling up outside the gate to our mansion? Ew.” 

Stephanie turned up her nose at me. “Gross. Did she even wash before leaving the house?”

Leah laughed and pointed at my face. “Look at her pores. Doesn’t she know what moisturizer is?”

Stephanie continued. “I guess she’s too poor. And what are those clothes she’s wearing? Is that like a band T-shirt? Ew. I don’t know about this, Shanna. We’re really gonna have to be seen with her?”

“Trust me Steph,” said Shannon, “it’ll be worth it. Remember how much fun we had at the mall? It’ll be like that every day.”

“Hey,” said Kelly to me, aggressively.

I flinched and lowered my head. “Y-yes, Miss Kelly?” 

“I’m guessing Shanna told you already, but we all agree that nobody in this school should like you or feel even slightly sorry for you. We want the teachers and students to hate you. Think you can manage that?”

My eyes watered and I cracked a weak smile. “Yes, Miss Kelly. I’ll...try my best.” 

Shannon laughed. “It shouldn’t be hard for her. It isn’t as if she’s ever had a friend before.”

It’s true. There’s something inherently detestable about you. Is it any wonder you’re always a target for bullies, freak? 

The bell rang, and I looked to Shannon for guidance. 

“Come on,” she said. “She can carry our bags to class.”
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I FELT RIDICULOUS CARRYING five different bags to class. It did not go unnoticed by the other girls as I followed Shannon and her friends into our classroom for the first period. They all chuckled at my expense, congratulating Shannon and the others on their new mule. 

Shannon laughed along and introduced me as her cousin, informing our interested classmates that I’d gone through some things and was living with her now. She claimed I felt guilty about not paying rent so I’d begged to be allowed to carry her things. She wasn’t about to say no. Everyone had a good laugh at that, especially when I smiled along with Shannon’s story, adding credence to her lie. As embarrassing as it was, the truth that she’d turned me into her slave ever since she’d caught me sniffing inside her shoe would have been much worse for these mean girls to know. 

Shannon and her friends took their spots in the direct middle of the classroom, the absolute center of attention. I placed each of their bags next to them as they continued to chat with the other rich girls, sharing stories from their amazing weekends and making snide remarks about the timid, plain scholarships who scuttled to take their seats like mice, apparently accepting their status as lesser beings since none of them dared stand up for themselves. 

I looked around for an empty seat. There were a couple, but I hated the thought of taking someone’s place. Nobody liked to be displaced from their spot and the last thing I needed was to make another enemy. 

Shannon was of no help. Now that she’d embarrassed me in front of her classmates by having me pretend as if it was my idea and privilege to carry her bag to class, I wasn’t needed.

I stood forlorn in the middle of the classroom when an attractive blonde woman strolled through the door. She was wearing a ribbed cross strap shirt with a deep round neckline tucked into a pair of dark jeans with a silver belt buckle and knee-high, brown leather boots. A designer blazer jacket was slung casually over one shoulder, and a solid silver prestige watch gleamed on her wrist. 

I guessed she was our teacher, but she was much younger than I’d expected. She must have only been a few years older than us, straight out of college. She must have been something special to land a position in such a prestigious educational academy as her first teaching role. 

“Settle down,” she said firmly to the class who slowly hushed and faced the front, showing her immediate respect. She placed her blazer over the back of her chair and eyed me for the first time, furrowing her brow as if confused by my presence. “Who are you?”

“Julia, Miss,” I answered, bringing titters from the class that made me blush. I hated being the center of attention. 

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, searching through some papers on her desk, “the new girl.”

I smiled and nodded. 

She walked to the front of her large desk and perched on the edge, crossing her arms and her ankles. “Didn’t they teach you how to use a chair at your last school?”

There were more titters at my expense. 

“Sorry, Miss, I-”

“My name is Miss. Keller,” she said forcefully.

I cringed. “S-sorry, Miss Keller. I didn’t know where to sit.”

She sighed and nodded to an empty desk at the rear of the class. “Is there something wrong with that one?”

“Oh,” I said sheepishly, “no, Miss. Keller. Thank you.”

“Hold,” she said before I turned. “Since you’re new. I think we’d all benefit from getting to know you a little better. It’s customary for new students to introduce themselves.” She beckoned me to her with one finger. 

I hated this. My new classmates were already snickering at me, and this would only make it worse. 

I cautiously took my place beside Miss Keller, facing the class. She carried herself with poise and power. It must have been a huge reason why she had gained employment here so soon after college. She was the perfect role-model for us to emulate. 

“Um...hi everyone,” I said with a sad little wave. “I’m Julia.”

The rich girls stared back at me with combative smirks. Shannon and her friends were especially relishing my obvious discomfort. The scholarship underclass either stared straight ahead at nothing or down at their desks. The defeat on all their faces was disturbing, especially in contrast to their wealthier counterparts. 

“And?” said Miss. Keller, raising her brows expectantly. 

I glanced at Shannon for guidance. Her grin told me it was fine to keep going. “I’m, um, Shannon’s cousin.”

“And what are you doing here?” asked Miss. Keller. 

“Shannon’s mom, my Aunt Martha has taken me in. I live with her now. She’s paying my tuition here.”

Kelly raised her hand and Miss Keller gave her permission to speak with a nod of her head. “Why?” she asked, despite already knowing the answer, she wanted me to suffer. 

I mumbled my response. “My aunt Martha was very kind and gave me a room after...my mom...died.” I cringed at the awful sinking feeling in my stomach. 

Kelly didn’t miss a beat as she quickly followed up. “How’d she die?”

I looked at Miss Keller thinking she would reprimand Kelly for such an inappropriate question but she only stared back at me. “Well?” she asked, after a couple of seconds of hesitation. 

My eyes grew glassy. My bottom lip trembled. This was not something I wanted to share to a class full of strangers who had already decided they disliked me. 

Miss Keller continued. “Kelly asked you a question. It’s rude to ignore someone. Didn’t your last school teach you manners?”

“Sorry,” I mumbled, blushing fiercely. “My mom-” I considered lying, but what was the use? Shannon and her friends already knew the truth. I’d never get away with it. “She...overdosed.”

A rich girl raised her hand. “So she was an addict?”

“No,” I said, squirming, “she just-”

Another rich girl interrupted. “An OD suggests heroin.”

Someone else. “Doesn’t have to be. Could be crack.”

“Or meth.”

All the rich girls seemed to have something to say, encouraging each other with more and more outrageous statements and questions: “Oh my god, was your mom a meth head?” “Are you a crack baby?” “That would explain a lot.” 

They all fell into fits of laughter.

I took it all, feeling my temples burn and a lump constrict my throat. I was ready to cry. It took all my willpower to keep it together. 

What kind of wimp would stand and listen to these insults about their dead mother? Just when I thought you couldn’t get more pathetic. 

The questions continued firing: “Did she mean to do it?” “Did she kill herself?” “Does that make you an orphan?”

Shannon’s grin grew wider. Even Miss. Keller was enjoying herself, releasing an audible chuckle. 

I couldn’t take it. My mom deserved better than this. I ran for the door, away from their taunts with tears streaming down my cheeks. 

Miss. Keller called after me. “Get back here!” but I was already gone, rushing down the corridor, sobbing into my hands. There was so much laughter, so many smiling faces, so many cruel questions. I could barely breathe. 

I charged into the nearest student restroom and straight to the sink, running cold water from the faucet, and splashing my face. 

How could I have let them talk about my mom like that? Why didn’t I stand up for her? Girls like them who’d been given everything they ever wanted in life couldn’t possibly understand Mom’s struggles. Who were they to judge her?

They are your superiors, freak. They can say and do anything they want to you. They are better than you in every way. You’re just a poor orphan from a pill popping mother.

“Stop it,” I said into the mirror.

Your mom hated you too, you know. Why do you think she abandoned you with the sister who tortured and bullied her? She knew you would have no choice but to go live with her, but she killed herself anyway? Obviously, she didn’t care about you at all.

“Stop it.”

She was probably punishing you. I can’t blame her. Why couldn’t you have been a daughter she could be proud of? Why couldn’t you have been more like Shannon? No wonder she hated you.

“Stop it!” I screamed into the mirror. “Leave me alone! Get out of my head!”

“Oh my lord,” said Shannon, taking me by surprise. I jumped and glanced to my side to see her standing in the doorway, grinning at me. “Who are you talking to?”

I paled. “N-nobody.”

She entered and the door swung shut closed behind her. “Don’t lie to me, peasant. ‘Get out of my head?’ You hear voices in your head, don’t you?”

Not voices. Just one voice. The devil on my shoulder. The sinister apparition that I was pretty sure wanted me dead. 

Not dead. I can’t fuck with you if you’re dead, freak. 

Shannon laughed. “That is so fucking psycho. I love it. This is too perfect. Oh my god. I bet I could have you committed for that.”

“Shannon,” I mumbled, still sniveling, “please. Just give me a moment. I’m...feeling overwhelmed. I can’t take anything else right now.”

Shannon narrowed her gaze. “Excuse me?”

I wiped my nose and sniffed. “Please. Can we please just take a break? I...I can’t go on like this.”

She stared at me like an annoying fly, just waiting to smash me against the wall. She approached me and I cringed. 

“Please,” I said weakly, “I...I don’t want to do this anymore.”

“Oh, you don’t?” she said mockingly as she kicked the toe of her sneaker directly against my shin as hard as she could. 

I yelped and hopped on the spot, using the sink to stabilize myself. “Ow, Shannon, please. I’ll still be your peasant at home. Just not here, I can’t face it, please.”

She kicked me again, even harder than last time. I collapsed into a squat, wrapping my hands around my shin for protection. It hurt so much I feared she’d shattered the bone.

“You think it’s that easy?” she said, reaching down to grab my hair. She yanked it back, forcing me to look her in the face as I blubbed. She looked so powerful and terrifying above me. “I fucking own you you little freak.” 

I bawled. Tears and snot dripped down my flushed face. I saw no feeling for me in her eyes. She genuinely hated me. At that moment, I feared she might one day kill me. Any hope I had that serving her had somehow created a twisted bond between us was gone. I could die tomorrow and she would feel nothing for me. 

She continued, looming over me, greater than a goddess. “This is your life now until I decide otherwise.” She pointed her finger, squashing my nose. “And I’m having waaay too much fun with you for you to think this will end any time soon.”

She lifted me by my hair to my feet and pulled me to the sink. For such a petite and feminine frame, she was freakishly strong. 

Or are you just freakishly weak?

“Look at yourself,” she said, wriggling my jeans and underwear down my thighs. 

I sniffled and stared at my puffy and snotty reflection in the mirror as she spanked my bottom, jiggling my ass cheeks with each firm slap. The smacks reverberated harshly through the restroom. 

Seriously, what kind of pathetic freak lets someone spank them like this? 

I continued to sob despite my growing arousal. I tried to control myself, but it was too hard. My degradation felt too good. Shannon’s final slap knocked droplets of juice from my pussy onto the crotch of my underwear. 

Thankfully, Shannon didn’t seem to notice. She leaned into my ear, close enough to feel her breath on my skin. “What do you see when you look at yourself?”

“S-someone, ugly, and weak. Someone pathetic. Less than human.”

She smiled, pleased by my answer. “Do you hate yourself?”

I sniffled and nodded.

“And what do you see when you look at me?”

“The- the opposite. You’re so beautiful, and strong, and pretty, and perfect.”

“Do you love me?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Then say it.”

“I...I love you, Your Majesty.”

She smirked. “You’d better, because now I know your secret, I really could send you to the madhouse. Mom would happily see you committed. You’d be out of her hair and she could save face, telling anyone who asked about you that you were getting the treatment and care you needed.”

Anxiety twisted inside my stomach. I felt nauseous. With no one else to speak up on my behalf, Shannon and Aunt Martha really could send me to an asylum. Maybe that was where I belonged. I’d never thought of myself as insane before, but what other explanation was there for what I was?

Shannon chuckled and released my hair. “I’m supposed to be bringing you back to class. You’ve made a decent start in making Miss. Keller hate you, but I want her to really hate you. I want everyone to know what a freak you are. I want you to destroy any tiny chance you have of making friends with anyone. I want the whole school to know that even talking to you in social suicide. I want you to be so unbelievably pathetic that even those scholarship nerds make fun of you. I want you to be the bottom of the bottom. Think you can manage that?”

I sniffled. “I’ll think of something, Your Majesty.” 

She giggled and gave my ass one final swat. “Good. Impress me then, peasant.”
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WHEN WE RETURNED TO class, Miss. Keller was still perched on the edge of her desk, holding an open text book in her hands. She had written notes in blue over the white board. She gave Shannon a nod and a smile then frowned when she saw me shuffling behind my much prettier cousin. 

“Thank you, Shannon,” she said.

“No prob, Miss. Keller,” said Shannon sweetly, and returned to her seat. 

Miss. Keller stared at me, inhaling air through her nose, to intimidatingly inflate her chest.

I blushed under the scrutiny. My ass was throbbing from my latest spanking and my crotch rubbed against the pussy juice inside my underwear. 

The rich girls snickered, and whispered to each other, eager to see what my punishment for leaving class might be. The timid silence from the scholarship students gave me little comfort. Shannon wanted them to hate me too. 

“So then,” said Miss Keller, exhaling through her nose, “what do you have to say for yourself?”

I gulped and glanced at Shannon. She was smirking back at me, expecting something from me that would destroy my reputation beyond repair. Something that even the biggest losers in school could laugh about. What was the most embarrassing thing a new student could do on their first day? 

You know what to do. The same thing you did your first day in kindergarten, freak.

I whimpered as warm urine trickled down my leg and onto the floor through the cuff of my jeans. I lifted my foot to leave no doubt to anyone watching what was happening. 

Miss. Keller’s mouth slowly gaped as it dawned on her what I was doing. I let it all flow as easily as if I was sitting on the toilet. A yellow puddle expanded around my sneakers. The denim darkened. There was a unanimous gasp from the class. I cringed and blushed.

Kelly jumped to her feet and pointed. “No way!” she declared excitedly. “She’s peeing herself. She’s really peeing herself!” 

Everyone followed Kelly’s lead and burst into hysterical laughter, falling over their desks, and gripping their ribs, unable to contain themselves. They were behaving as if it was the funniest thing they’d ever seen in their lives. Maybe it was. All I knew for sure was that I’d never been more embarrassed in my life. 

Shannon and her friends were just as delighted as the rest of the class. I was happy I’d pleased her, but it did not make what I’d done any less humiliating. Even the scholarship girls held crooked smiles on their flushed faces. 

Miss. Keller slowly shook her head in disbelief.

I sniffled. “I’m sorry,” I said meekly. 

She scoffed and turned to her class. “Okay, settle down, ladies,” she said, smiling at their hysteria. “Shannon, dear, step outside with us a moment, will you?”

Shannon grinned and shrugged to our classmates as if to say “Honestly, what can I do with her?” She held the door open as Miss. Keller grabbed the back of my shirt and marched me outside, practically throwing me from her classroom into the hallway. 

Shannon followed and closed the door behind her. The laughter of the class was muffled behind the powerful mahogany. 

Miss. Keller placed her hands on her hips and arched her back to look down her nose at me. I shrank beneath her stare and wiped a tear from my cheek. 

“Nobody told me your cousin is retarded,” she said, staring me down but addressing Shannon as if speaking to me directly was a waste of time. 

Shannon was thrilled to jump at the chance to degrade me further. “Oh yeah,” she said eagerly, “she’s very...special.”

“Your mother knows this academy does not offer remedial programs, doesn’t she?”

I concentrated on my feet, wiggling my toes inside my sneakers, wondering how my life had come to this. 

“Yeah, but my mom feels responsible for her. There’s nowhere else for her to go. I know she’s already a lost cause, but it means so much to our family that this academy has taken pity on her.”

Miss Keller sighed with resignation. The edge to her tone softened. “I’ll speak with the Principal about this. I want to help you Shannon, you’re one of our star students, and I know your mom has been generous with her donations, but even so, I can’t have this thing distracting my class because she’s incapable of controlling her bodily functions.”

I glanced up from my feet to see Shannon covering her grin with her hand. It was clearly hard for her to contain her laughter. “Oh, I know,” she said, “wasn’t that embarrassing? Maybe we could find her a diaper or something in future?”

My eyes widened with horror. No, surely not. 

Miss. Keller mused for a moment. “Hmm, that might actually work. Good idea.”

Shannon had to bite her knuckle to prevent her laughter bursting through. She cleared her throat. “I’ll see what I can do.”

Miss. Keller turned from me to Shannon. Shannon straightened and smiled back sweetly. Miss. Keller brightened. “You’re such a good person,” she said warmly. “Not many people would take on a burden like this. Are you sure this isn’t too much for you and your mom to handle?”

“I appreciate your concern, Miss. But she’s my cousin. We’re family. There’s nobody else to take care of her.”

Miss. Keller smiled sympathetically then turned back to me with a frown. “You hear that, young lady? Do you have any idea how lucky you are?”

I nodded sadly.

“Then show some manners. Where is the gratitude?”

I gulped. “Th-thank you, Shannon,” I said, blushing. 

Shannon batted her eyelashes and smiled back sweetly. “Oh, you’re so welcome.”

Miss Keller shrugged. “You know, I hate to do this to you again, Shannon. You’ve already done so much, but I can’t have her returning to class like that. She stinks.” 

“No prob, Miss,” she said. “Leave her to me.”
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WE RETURNED TO THE restroom with Shannon giggling the whole way. Once inside, I peeled my piss-soaked jeans and underwear from my body, leaving them in a ball on the floor. 

I stood awkwardly, naked from the waist down, covering my exposed pussy with my hands from Shannon who continued to laugh at me. I had never seen her so happy before. This must have been going even better than she’d dreamed. 

Feels good to entertain your queen like that, doesn’t it, peasant? 

The humiliating laughter of the students and the fear of potentially being made to wear a diaper sent shivers through my pussy. I slyly rubbed the tip of my middle finger over my clit, hiding the motion from Shannon with my other hand. 

“Pick those up,” said Shannon, pointing at my soaked underwear. 

I bent my legs and retrieved them from the floor. 

“Put them in your mouth.”

I sniffled, scrunched them into a ball, and slowly inserted them into my mouth. 

Shannon laughed, clapping her hands, and hopping excitedly on the spot. “Yes! Perfect.”

I gagged at the taste and smell. 

“I want you to leave them like that until lunchtime. You’ll have to sit through the next two periods with them in your mouth. You won’t be able to say a word unless you want everyone to know what you’ve done. How funny is that?”

My whimpers were muffled by my own urine-soaked underwear. 

“You’re so much fun,” she said.

Her statement took me by surprise. It was the nicest thing she’d ever said to me. My stomach fluttered. Was it possible that she actually liked having me around to abuse? Was that why she wanted me with her at school? Because in a sick sort of way, she would miss having me around? I smiled, despite the underwear in my mouth.

Don’t get carried away, freak. Nobody likes you and you know it. 

“If the teachers see you’ve got underwear in your mouth, you’re going to tell them you did it because you like the taste of your pee. It’s like a comfort blanket or something. Like sucking on your thumb. Except...it’s not a blanket, it’s pee, and it’s not a thumb, it’s pee.” 

She laughed at her own joke and shooed me to the corner. “Wait there, nose to the wall, hands on your head.”

As hard as it was to remove my finger from my clit without orgasm, I shuffled to where she directed me. She gave my rosy ass cheeks a couple of slaps, but since they were done more in jest than punishment, they actually felt quite nice. They were like a reward for humiliating myself to her high standards.

“Stay there,” she said, “I’m going to find you something to wear. God, I can’t wait to put you in diapers.” 

She left me alone, giggling to herself, and practically skipping down the hallway. I felt a sense of well-being to know she was finally happy with me for the first time in our lives. I whimpered, trembled, my pussy squirted all down the tiles. This was as good as I’d felt since Mom died. 
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I half-expected one of the rich girls to open the door to the restroom at any moment, finding me in this compromising position with my nose in the corner, my hands on my head, my glowing ass cheeks on full display, and my mouth stuffed with my own urine-soaked panties.

I anxiously fretted over how I could explain myself. I couldn’t risk anyone thinking that Shannon was bullying me. I’d have to convince them, despite my underwear being stuffed in my mouth, that this was somehow my safe space. 

That’s hilarious. I wish someone would find you just so I could listen to you embarrass yourself even more. 

I was relieved when Shannon returned, grateful that the universe had finally cut me some slack. 

Don’t get cocky, freak. The universe still hates you. 

“Look what I’ve found for you, peasant.”

I turned and saw she was dangling a pair of tiny gym shorts in her hand. There was no way my fat ass would squeeze into that spandex. They were made for a girl much daintier than me. Maybe Shannon could get away with them, but definitely not me. I paled at the idea of wearing them. 

Shannon bounced on the spot, giggling happily. “I knew I’d made the right choice. This’ll be so much fun. Put them on, peasant. I want to see how ridiculous you look.”

My hand trembled as I took them. A part of me would have rather worn a diaper. At least that would be hidden under my regular clothes. These shorts were more like hot pants. Where had Shannon even found them? 

There was some elastic and stretch which at least made squeezing into them possible, but it was still difficult. They left nothing to the imagination, showing the base of my rosy asscheeks and displaying my gross tree trunk legs. I’d not even bothered to shave since my chores left me little time for self-care and I hadn’t exactly expected to be showing them off. 

“Oh my god,” said Shannon, pointing down at my crotch. I looked down horrified to see a noticeable groove highlighting my pussy in a camel toe. Shannon giggled and prodded it with her finger. “Look at this disgusting little thing.”

Her touch felt good, dislodging splotches of arousal. Shannon gasped as she realized what had happened, but then quickly burst into laughter, stumbling back and gripping her ribs as tears of joy streamed down her face. 

“Oh my god, oh my god,” she said, trying to recover, “no way. Oh my god.”

I stood awkwardly waiting for her laughter to subside while squeezing my thighs together as best I could to hide my shame. 

“This is even better than I’d hoped. Oh my god, seriously? How are you this much of a freak? How can you even stand yourself?”

I blushed and shrugged. My response was muffled by my own urine-soaked panties in my mouth. “Dwon’t know, Yor Mwajesty.”

She’s right. You should hate yourself as much as we all do. 

“Come on then, peasant,” she said, still chuckling. “I can’t wait for everyone to see this.”

*
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MY FACE WAS A DEEP crimson as we returned to Miss. Keller’s classroom. It was barely two seconds before our classmates registered what I was wearing. There was another uproar of excitement. It was just the reaction Shannon was hoping for. She giggled along with the raucous laughter. 

Miss. Keller looked at me in disgust. “What on earth are you wearing, young lady?”

I couldn’t answer without alerting them all to my underwear in my mouth. Right until the moment we entered, a part of me thought Shannon would have me spit them out. I couldn’t believe she would make me do something so risky. Would anyone believe someone would be so disgusting as to freely choose to suck on their own pee-stained underwear? Surely it would be obvious Shannon was making me do it. 

If anyone would, you would. 

I looked back at Shannon, imploring her with glassy eyes to take the lead and save me. 

“Sorry, Miss,” she answered sweetly on my behalf. “I tried, but this was all I could find to fit her.”

Miss. Keller scoffed. “I wouldn’t say they quite fit her, Shannon. Would you?”

Her joke brought laughter from her students, and her face brightened. Her revulsion had softened knowing Shannon had found them for me. It was now just a harmless prank. No big deal. 

“I suppose it can’t be helped,” she said, “I appreciate you trying with her. I know she’s difficult. Go ahead and take your seats.” She pointed her finger at me. “You’ve disturbed my class enough for one day.”

Shannon returned to her seat, sharing a laugh with her friends. Kelly reached out and gave her a playful low-five. Miss Keller either didn’t notice or pretended not to notice. 

I made the walk of shame to my seat with all the eyes of the classroom on me. Even the scholarships were grinning at me, albeit with flushed faces as if they were slightly afraid one of the rich girls might turn their attention on them.

Miss. Keller sighed at me and resumed her class, calling on one of the scholarship girls to continue reading from her textbook. I breathed relief through my nose when she didn’t pick me. She must have thought the class needed a different distraction to get back on track. 

As the scholarship girl timidly read aloud, the class returned to normalcy. The rich girls gossiped quietly amongst themselves, poking fun at the girl reading, tittering behind their hands while Miss. Keller pretended not to notice, asking the girl reading increasingly difficult comprehension questions until she faltered in her answers, causing greater amusement. The other scholarships sat quietly, taking notes, hoping to stay invisible and not be called on next. 

I sunk into my chair, optimistic that I might yet survive the remainder of this period without exposing the underwear in my mouth. 

I caught Shannon leaning over her desk to whisper in Kelly’s ear. Kelly nodded along, beaming. 

My skin prickled with dread. I sank even further down my chair, praying this wasn’t about me, but when I saw Shannon’s smirk, I whimpered a little into my underwear. 

Kelly raised her hand. “Miss. Keller,” she said innocently, “I’d love to know what Julia has to say about this. Wouldn’t it be fascinating to get an outsider's perspective?”

I shook my head pleadingly at Shannon, but she just grinned back at me. 

Miss. Keller thought for a moment then shrugged. “I suppose you’re right. There’s a danger of us becoming an echo chamber. So then, Julia. What do you think?”

The whole class turned to me, snickering and smiling. I froze, staring wide-eyed at Miss. Keller as my skin prickled with anxiety. With everything going on, I hadn’t listened to anything that had been said. Even had I been capable of participating in the discussion, I wouldn’t have known what to say. 

Here it comes, freak. There’s no getting away from this one.  

I glanced at Shannon. She smiled, showing off her perfect white teeth. 

Tears welled in my eyes and slowly trickled down my cheeks onto my empty notebook. My reaction brought frustrated groans from the class.

“Seriously?” said Stephanie, “she’s crying again? What’s wrong with her?”

Leah laughed. “All she does is cry and pee herself. How can you even stand living with her, Shanna?”

Shannon shrugged. “Oh, you know, families I guess.”

I sniffled and looked imploringly at Miss. Keller for leniency, hoping that if I looked pathetic enough she might take pity on me. I could not risk exposing myself as the underwear-sucking freak I was. 

Freaks like you don’t deserve pity. 

Miss. Keller apparently agreed with the devil on my shoulder. Her hands were on her hips. She tapped her fingers against her belt. “Stop sniveling and answer the question.”

I gulped, keeping my mouth firmly closed. It felt wrong to disobey her. Everything in my soul and psyche wanted to spit those panties out in an attempt to do as she said. 

Miss. Keller continued, “I’ll give you one more chance.”

The class held their breath, excited to see what would happen next. I glanced at Shannon again. The huge grin on her face had widened even more. This was everything she’d been hoping for. 

Miss. Keller’s intimidating glare would have ordinarily crumpled my resistance, but I understood the consequences of revealing my underwear. Not only would the whole school know I’d stuffed underwear in my mouth, but Aunt Martha would inevitably be called about my inappropriate behavior. I’d risk expulsion. I couldn’t go back to my old school with that on my record. How could I ever go to college? Even state college would be out of the question, never mind an elite creative writing program like Iowa. 

Don’t pretend to be the victim. You aren’t fooling me. The tingle in your pussy doesn’t lie, freak. 

Miss. Keller sighed through her nose and summoned me to the front of the class with a wiggle of her finger. The class released an obnoxious “oooooooh,” amused and shocked by my stubbornness. 

The heels on her boots gave her at least three inches on me. I stood before her feeling small and weak as she talked down to me. 

“Your behavior,” she said deliberately, “has been completely unacceptable since the moment you entered my classroom. Do you think that because your aunt is giving you a free ride you’re exempt from obeying the rules of this academy?”

I shook my head furiously. I knew attending this school was a privilege. I knew how rude it was for me to not say anything, but I was stuck. All I could do was cry and hope for the best. 

She pointed across her body to the corner of her classroom. “If you aren’t interested in learning, then I’ve no use for you. Go stand over there.”

I nodded sadly and trotted to the corner with the class snickering behind my back. 

“You can stay there until the end of class, young lady, then you and I shall have a little chat.”

I nodded into the corner, sobbing quietly to myself. Things were already spiraling out of control and this was only the first period of my first day. How was I ever going to survive until graduation? 
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MISS. KELLER CONTINUED her lesson like a true professional, acting as if there wasn’t a girl in too-short shorts standing in the corner with her own pee-stained underwear stuffed in her mouth. 

Miss. Keller maintained an amazing rapport with the rich, popular girls. Listening in, I could tell that Shannon and the others had great respect for her as a woman. They would often share a friendly joke, but when the time came for serious study, they all hushed and did as they were asked.

The scholarships were treated with far less warmth than their rich classmates. When Miss. Keller did address them, she used the same firm tone she’d used with me. Often, the mumbling, self-conscious way the scholarships spoke was met with mockery and dismissal by the better girls. Miss. Keller never stepped in to defend the scholarships. If anything, she seemed to enjoy and encourage the taunting.

I might have felt bad for these girls had they not laughed along with the others at my degradation. It was as if they were happy somebody else was being targeted for once. I understood it must have been rough to be poor, knowing you had to work harder than everyone else or risk expulsion, but couldn’t they have shown me a little sympathy? 

You don’t deserve it. Even these scholarship girls are better than you, freak. 

I cringed when the bell rang to signal the end of the first period. Miss. Keller dismissed her class and I winced at the sharp sounds of chair legs scraping back over the floor. There was excitable chatter as the students made their way outside, leaving me alone with Miss. Keller. 

My heart pounded with the sounds of her footsteps edging closer to me. I was in a bad situation. If I refused to speak then I’d be sent to the Principal. Then what? I still couldn’t speak without revealing the underwear in my mouth. What would Aunt Martha say if I was suspended or expelled on my first day after she had spent so much to put me here? I would still be expected to repay her, only without any of the benefits of graduation. 

“Have anything to say to me now, young lady?” 

I whimpered into my underwear. The absolute worst thing would be to tattle on Shannon. She’d destroy me. Besides, in a twisted kind of way, I felt like this experience was bringing us closer. If I continued to be amusing and obedient, she might think it wasn’t so terrible to have me around after all. 

Keep dreaming, freak. She hates you. 

There was only one option. I turned from the corner to see Miss. Keller perched on the edge of her desk with her arm folded, glaring. With a trembling hand, I reached into my mouth and regurgitated my underwear. 

Her eyes widened and her eyebrows raised. “What on earth?”

“I’m...sorry, Miss,” I mumbled, blushing fiercely. “I...couldn’t let the other girls know I had these in my mouth. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to offend you, honest.”

“Wait, you’re telling me you’ve had your underwear in your mouth this whole time? The ones you peed in?”

I nodded, deeply ashamed. 

“That’s disgusting. Why would you do that?”

“I, um, I was nervous. Especially after what happened. I didn’t think my first day would be as awful as this. I messed up. Sometimes, when I’m feeling bad, I suck on my underwear for comfort. Kind of like a security blanket?”

She stared at me in disbelief. 

I continued. “I-I didn’t think I’d be called on to speak. I immediately regretted it. I just couldn’t face the other girls knowing what I’d done. I’m sorry. I’m really really sorry. It won’t happen again.”

She sighed. “I can certainly see why you wouldn’t want anyone to know about this. I’ve seen some things in my time, but this? This is vile. You have some serious issues, young lady.”

“I know, Miss. I’m sorry.”

“I’ll have to speak to the Principal about this. This is an institute of learning. How can I possibly have you in my class after something like this?”

“No, Miss, please,” I blurted in a panic. “If you tell the Principal, she’ll tell my aunt. I...can’t have her know about this. I can’t let anyone know about this. Please.”

The slight smirk that appeared on her face gave me hope. “Yes, it would be awfully humiliating for you to be exposed like that, wouldn’t it? Your cousin would find out and then the whole school would know about your disgusting habit.”

“Yes, Miss,” I mumbled. “Pu-please don’t say anything.” I hesitated for a moment, studying her face. She was easily pretty enough to have been popular back when she was in high school. Judging from her age, that couldn’t have been too long ago. The easy way she talked with the rich girls and encouraged them to belittle the scholarship girls meant that she was probably a bully her senior year too. 

I took a chance and slowly sank to the floor. I was encouraged when she did not immediately question me, instead lifting her face to stare down her nose at me. I smiled shyly and crawled to her on my hands and knees. 

I knew it was a gamble. But the alternative was to have Miss. Keller expose me to the whole school, and I couldn’t have that. It would destroy me. 

“Please,” I said meekly, leaning my face down to her boots and laying a respectful kiss on the leather toe. “Please don’t tell.”

She left her boot in place for me and I continued to kiss. I allowed myself to hope this might actually work. 

She scoffed. “This might be the most pathetic attempt at currying favor I’ve ever seen.”

I nodded and continued to kiss. 

“Let me guess, this turns you on?”

My pussy was tingling, but I made no response. 

She sighed. “You have a difficult time controlling yourself. The real reason you were sucking on your underwear is because you were getting sexual gratification from the debasement. The fear of being caught just added to your sick pleasure, didn’t it?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that so I just continued to kiss her boot. 

“As a teacher, it’s my responsibility to ensure my students are living in a safe environment. I don’t think it’s fair for a sweet girl like Shannon to share the same abode as a perverted freak. Your aunt Martha must be informed of this.”

I stopped kissing and looked up, deeply hurt Miss. Keller would think I could hurt someone as pretty and perfect as my queen. “I would never do anything to her. I love her.”

Admitting to Shannon under duress that I loved her was one thing, but now I was blurting it out when she wasn’t even there. Maybe I really did love her. The realization made me nauseous. I was in love with my abusive cousin. I was sick. 

Yes, you are.

“Please,” I mumbled. “I won’t do anything to anyone. I’m not here to cause problems. I’ll try harder to control myself. Please give me another chance. Please. Please!” 

She chuckled to herself and shook her head disdainfully. “Oh, very well. I suppose I can keep your dirty secret for now. But I expect some serious changes from you moving forward. I think Shannon’s diaper idea might help. What do you think?”

I felt prickles of dread over my skin. I swallowed and nodded. I knew this was more than a mere suggestion. “Y-yes. I-I think so too.”

She laughed. “Okay. You may leave. I’m sick of looking at you.”

“Thank you, Miss. Thank you so much.” I placed one final kiss on each of her boots and started to crawl to the door with my underwear still gripped in my hand. I turned before standing back up to ask one final favor. “Miss? Um, can I put them back in my mouth, please?”

She scoffed. “You're not my responsibility next period. I guess you can do as you like.”

I smiled gratefully. “Thank you, Miss. Keller.”

She did not attempt to mask her justified disdain for me. 

*
[image: ]


SHANNON WAS WAITING for me outside the door. I was relieved she was alone. I had visions of the whole class, rich girl and scholarship alike, waiting to ambush me for the gossip. Shannon must have sent them on their way. I was glad to have someone as influential and popular as Shannon watching out for me. She was obviously the queen bee of the entire school. She could protect me just as easily as she could destroy me. Her rule was absolute.

You’re so lucky to have her in your life, freak.

She smirked as I gently closed the door behind me. 

“So? What did she say?” she asked eagerly. 

I muffled my response through the urine-soaked underwear I’d stuffed back in my mouth. 

She laughed as if she’d forgotten she’d made me do that. “Okay, peasant,” she said quietly to avoid being overheard, “you may remove those gross things from your disgusting peasant mouth.”

I regurgitated them into my hand. “Thank you, Your Majesty,” I said weakly.

“So?”

I knew I couldn’t lie to her. Not only would she see through it. She deserved better. As much as I knew I would regret it later, I had to tell her the truth. “I...begged her not to tell the Principal. I don’t think she’ll say anything.”

“You begged? Like on your knees?”

I nodded sadly. 

She clapped her hands and laughed. “Oh my god, you must’ve looked so stupid. I wish I’d seen that.”

I smiled shyly, happy the image of my debasement was giving her pleasure. 

“Wait,” she said abruptly, pointing her finger at my face, squashing my nose with the tip of her manicured fingernail, “did you take your underwear out your mouth as well?”

I gulped and stared at her like a weasel caught in the headlights of her brand-new Bentley Continental R. Her good humor shifted into an evil smirk as she realized I’d disobeyed her. All the torture she could inflict on me in retribution was spinning through her sadistic and creative mind. 

Ha! You’re in deep shit now, freak. 

“I...I had to, Your Majesty. I’m so sorry, but she was going to send me to the Principal. Aunt Martha would have been called. I might have gotten suspended or expelled. I...I didn’t think you’d want that. You can’t have fun embarrassing me if I’m not here to be embarrassed, right?”

Shannon mused on this for a moment, maintaining her degrading poke of my nose. Finally, she shrugged and removed her finger to place her hands on her hips. “It wouldn’t have come to that,” she said, “Miss. Keller and the Principal love me. All the teachers do. You’ll be fine so long as you don’t piss me off. If you do, then you’re on your own.”

It felt weirdly reassuring to know all I had to do was obey and entertain Shannon and I was immune from the more extreme school punishments. It meant I still had a chance to graduate. 

Back then, as stupid as it seems now, I still believed I could be successful and live a normal life. 

How did that work out for you, freak?

Shannon continued. “How did you explain having your underwear in your mouth, then?”

I blushed and looked down at Shannon’s painfully adorable sneaker shoes. The white leather shimmered like a precious treasure. “I said what you suggested, your Majesty. I said it was a comfort blanket. I just liked sucking on them.”

Shannon covered her mouth and backstepped as she laughed hard at this, trying to contain herself and not alert any of the teachers in their classrooms along the corridor. 

“Oh my god,” she said, struggling to breathe and clutching her ribs, “this is...oh my god. You really said that? Oh my god.”

I stood awkwardly, waiting for her to recover. She wiped a tear of joy from the side of her eye. 

“Miss. Keller must think you’re such a fucking freak. This is too perfect. Oh my god. It’s even better than I’d hoped.”

I smiled along, glad she wasn’t mad at me.

“I guess this worked out okay this time,” she said. “But you still disobeyed me. You were supposed to leave your underwear in your mouth until lunchtime. Not only that, you stuffed them back inside hoping I wouldn’t notice, didn’t you?”

I stared, wide-eyed and horrified. Fear pricked my skin. 

“Quite the little sneak, aren’t you, peasant?”

“I’m so sorry, Your Majesty,” I said, my bottom lip quivering. I hadn’t thought of it like that, but I knew she was right. 

“Whatever. Put those back in your mouth for the next period. It’s English class with Mrs. Franklin. She’s gross and old but she loves me. I’m like her favorite student and I want to keep it that way. Follow my lead.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” I said, stuffing my underwear back in my mouth. The taste of urine was almost gone, but they were crusty and damp with my drool. I gagged a little which made Shannon smile. 

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, “English is like your thing, right? You want to be a novelist or something lame and boring, right?”

I nodded sadly at Shannon’s effortless disregard for the only dream I’d ever had since I was seven years old. It was barely worth her time to even remember. 

“That’s pretty funny,” she said, “even more important then that Mrs. Franklin thinks you’re nothing but my retarded cousin, right?”

“Yesh, Your Majesty,” I answered through my underwear. 

Shannon giggled. “Good. Come on then, we’re late. I’ll punish you properly when we get home.”

I whimpered through my underwear. 
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“SORRY, WE’RE LATE, Miss,” said Shannon as she sauntered confidently through the door into our next class with me following behind her like a lost puppy. 

Mrs. Franklin was an older lady in a sensible cardigan and skirt. Her face immediately brightened upon seeing Shannon, as if having Shannon attend her class was a big treat.

“That’s quite all right, Shannon,” she said warmly. “I understand Miss. Keller had some issues with your cousin?”

The class tittered. I glanced over the room and saw familiar, grinning faces, rich girls and scholarship alike.

Shannon’s smile was angelic. “She sure did. My cousin had a little...accident shall we say.”

It was Kelly who yelled gleefully, “She peed herself.”

There was an obnoxious “ewwwwww” from the class before they all erupted in laughter.

Shannon tutted and shook her head at them in good humor. “Come on, you guys,” she said, “that isn’t nice. My cousin is just kinda special is all.”

Mrs. Franklin smiled at her lovingly. She was like a kindly grandma. I immediately felt bad for her. She had no idea that Shannon was making fun of her behind her back. She was no Miss. Keller. For pretty, rich girls like Shannon, there was nothing to admire about this old woman.

“Well said, Shannon,” said Mrs. Franklin. She looked beyond Shannon at me for the first time. Her face immediately dropped. Her mouth gaped as her eyes wandered down to my too-short gym shorts. There were more titters as the class enjoyed her reaction to my embarrassing clothes. 

I blushed fiercely and covered my crotch with my hands to hide the obvious camel toe. I gulped, praying I did not accidentally squirt again from embarrassment. 

I don’t know who you’re praying to, freak. God hates you too.

Mrs. Franklin was about to speak when Shannon interrupted. “I know those shorts are inappropriate, Miss, but they were all I could find.”

It was one of the rich girls who shouted, “She’s too fat for them,” causing more laughter.

“Oh my gosh,” said Shannon, batting her long eyelashes, “that’s so rude.”

“Yes,” agreed Mrs. Franklin, looking sternly at the girl who commented. The rich girl just smirked back, not remotely intimidated. Mrs. Franklin flushed a little, unable to maintain eye contact with the arrogant teen for long before turning back to Shannon as if for comfort. “Thank you, Shannon. I understand how trying she must be.”

I cringed to think that Mrs. Franklin thought of me like a special-ed student. Not that I could speak up on my behalf since I had to keep my mouth closed or risk showing everyone my underwear. 

This was English class. This was the one thing I was good at. The one thing I could escape into when the bullying at my old school got too much to bear. I could use my terror and pain as creative fuel for my future novels. It was how I’d coped. It was why I hadn’t killed myself already. Was Shannon going to take even that away from me? 

I stared down the back of Shannon’s perfect legs, down to her cute ankle socks, and to the shiny heels of her sneaker shoes. She was so pretty and popular. As unfair as it was for her to treat me this way, I knew in my deepest soul I deserved it. If my queen wanted my favorite lesson taken from me, then it was her right to do so. 

Good. You’re starting to learn your place in the world, freak.

Shannon smiled sweetly. “Oh, you know, families.”

Mrs. Franklin nodded and glanced back at me, furrowing her brow. “I hope you appreciate everything your cousin has done for you.”

I nodded, blushing. As humiliating as this was, at least Shannon was speaking for me. If Mrs. Franklin thought of me as an idiot, then she wouldn’t have any motivation to call on me for answers. Hopefully, she would just ignore me. 

Shannon grabbed me by the arm. “Oh, I’m not doing anything special. My cousin has been through soooooo much. I’m just happy to help.”

Mrs. Franklin beamed, clearly impressed by Shannon’s kind heart. 

“Come along,” said Shannon, dragging me firmly by the arm, “let’s take our seats. She’s really sorry for wasting your time, Miss.”

“That’s quite all right,” said Mrs. Franklin, watching as Shannon plopped me down at an empty desk like I was an invalid incapable of even basic motor functions. She took her own desk alongside her besties: Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah. “I don’t suppose your cousin knows anything about Charlotte Perkins Gilman?”

My ears pricked up and I looked over at her eagerly. The Yellow Wallpaper was one of my absolute favorite short stories. I’d always felt like the loneliness and mental health struggles of the narrator were a metaphor for my own life. I was suddenly excited for something other than Shannon’s feet. My love of literature was rekindled. In an instant, I felt human again. 

Shannon turned to me and smirked. “I doubt it,” she said, crushing my spirit. “Honestly, I’m not sure she’s ever read a book. Maybe the Hungry Hungry Caterpillar? I’m not sure she even knows how to read, Miss.”

Everyone snickered at this revelation, but the scholarship students seemed to enjoy it more than anyone. I glanced across at them and saw the delight on their faces knowing there was someone even more pathetic than them. I knew what they were thinking:- “Yes, we may be poor and plain, but at least we have brains.”

Graduation for them, meant a diploma from a prestigious academy that would gain them admittance into college and ultimately land jobs in the companies these rich girls would inherit from their parents. As degrading as it would be for them to work for the further enrichment of the same mean girls from school who teased and bullied them for being so poor, at least they would find a job, unlike me. Who would ever hire someone too stupid to read? 

Mrs. Franklin sighed and shook her head at me as if to wonder: “What am I supposed to do with this lump?”

I blushed with shame to play the role of Shannon’s retarded cousin. There was a whole essay I could have verbally unleashed about how the yellow wallpaper symbolized the constraints of traditions and society. I knew Mrs. Franklin would be impressed. It would shut them all up. 

But just like the narrator in the story, I was trapped. I couldn’t say a word with my underwear in my mouth. No matter how educated my speech would be, I wouldn’t get a word in over the disgusted and joyful screams of the class. Worst of all, Shannon would triple whatever punishment she already had planned for me. 

Don’t even think about it, freak. Don’t you dare disobey your queen.

I resigned myself to my fate but maintained my determination to listen and absorb as much as possible. 

The longer Mrs. Franklin proceeded with her lesson, the more I could tell she was exceptionally knowledgeable. It shouldn’t have been a surprise. There was a reason a school like this employed her. She even gave me insights into the mindset of the narrator I’d never considered before. It was a fascinating lecture, and I finally understood why schools like this were so highly regarded. They had the resources to attract experts in their fields like Mrs. Franklin. It made it even more impressive that someone as young as Miss. Keller landed a position here. 

Not that the class cared about anything Mrs Franklin was trying to tell them. I felt embarrassed by the reactions of the rich girls. They yawned without bothering to cover their mouths, scribbled notes to each other, passing them back and forth, and giggling at the contents. They chatted to each other about everything except what was being taught: shopping, boys, TV, parties. Kelly even had a glossy copy of Vogue she was skimming through rather than listening to the teacher or taking notes. 

As knowledgeable as Mrs Franklin was, her control over these privileged girls was atrocious. She never once reprimanded them for their obnoxious behavior, clearly doing her best to ignore it rather than risk a confrontation. It was completely the opposite of Miss. Keller’s class, where the girls hung on her every word, engaging with everything she said.

The scholarship girls and I were the only ones who were trying to listen. They were craning their necks to try and hear above the chatting of their richer, prettier classmates. They were visibly frustrated, but not one of them dared say a word. They knew better than that. I may have taken the heat away from them, but they knew they were only ever one wrong word away from becoming victims themselves. 

I could see why Shannon was Mrs. Franklin’s favorite. As the rest of the class descended into the chaos of chewing gum, glossy magazines, and Discman blaring tinny tunes through headphones, Shannon remained the perfect angel. Her legs were crossed and she maintained a sweet smile on her pretty face the whole time. The sun shone through the window behind her head and cast her in a halo. She really could have been an angel. She was not beyond engaging with her friends, and laughing along at their jokes, or suggesting things for their parties, but she would always turn her attention back to Mrs. Franklin and I could see the old teacher deeply appreciated it. How easily Shannon had manipulated Mrs. Franklin was truly astounding. It gave me a whole new level of respect for her. 

Just before the end of class, Mrs. Franklin gave us our homework assignment. I could see that most of the rich girls were already packing up their books. They had scribbled into their journals using colorful pens, but none of their notes were about The Yellow Wallpaper. Instead, they were filled with lists of things like best hair and best shoes followed by a list of names. I couldn’t help but notice Shannon appeared first or at least second on every list. 

It was obvious that Mrs. Franklin was mostly talking to herself and the scholarship students who were the ones who needed the credit to maintain their place in the school. Their rich peers were guaranteed graduation based on who they were. The lessons were just a formality to them. 

I was excited when I heard Mrs. Franklin tell us to write our own short story using similar themes to what we’d studied in class. This was my chance to show my work to someone with vast knowledge. A thousand ideas arose in my mind. I smiled to myself thinking of Mrs. Franklin’s reaction when she discovered the best-written story was mine. 

I left the class invigorated. All the degradation was worth it if I could absorb the wisdom of world-class academics like Mrs Franklin. This could only help my writing. 

This was one thing Shannon could not take away from me.

Or so I thought then...
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The rich girls surged through the door as soon as the bell signaled the end of class. They easily bundled the scholarships over in their hurry to exit. I was last to leave, hanging around so that even the unfortunate and embarrassed scholarship girls could go ahead of me. My status at the bottom of the bottom was becoming fully cemented. 

Shannon, Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah were waiting for me in the corridor when I finally left. It made me feel special to think the most popular girls in the school had delayed heading to lunch to tease me further. 

I smiled when Shannon beckoned me closer with her finger. I plodded up to them, embarrassed but happy. They all snickered at me. 

Shannon placed her hands on her hips, pushing forward her bosom and stretching the luxurious wool of her designer cardigan. 

I blushed and averted my eyes from the heart-shaped pink sapphire hanging from her rose gold chain necklace, highlighting her cleavage. Her whole outfit was worth more than the contents of the suitcase I had brought with me the day I moved into Aunt Martha’s mansion. She was so much richer, prettier, and more popular than me. It was a miracle she allowed me near her, even if it was just for entertainment. 

Are you actually crushing on your cousin, freak? It’s no wonder everyone hates you.

Shannon smirked. “This has gone pretty great,” she said. “Miss. Keller hates you for sure, and that old hag Franklin totally thinks you’re a retard.”

Stephanie laughed. “It isn’t hard to see why. I’m not sure she’s pretending anymore, Shanna. I think she really is just a retard. Why else would she be doing all these things?”

Shannon shrugged. “Because I told her to. Isn’t that right, loser?”

I nodded sadly, and they all snickered. 

“Oh right,” said Shannon. “I forgot. You can’t speak with your gross underwear still in your mouth.” She glanced down both ends of the corridor to make sure no one was looking. “Okay, go ahead and spit them out.”

I covered my mouth with my hand and regurgitated them. They were crusty and damp with spit.

Shannon grinned as Stephanie and Leah recoiled, yelling in disgust with a loud ‘ewwwwww.’

Kelly shushed them. “Guys, chill. People are looking.”

I glanced across and saw a couple of the scholarship girls by the lockers staring at us with wide-eyed interest. Some of the rich girls had stopped their conversations to see what had triggered that reaction. 

I closed my fist over my soggy underwear to hide them. Shannon did not want the teachers to become suspicious of her bullying me, and as her peasant, it was my duty to protect her from any and all repercussions. 

After witnessing her relationship with Mrs. Franklin, it was clear why she wanted to maintain her image as the perfect angel. Mrs Franklin loved her. Being the queen bee of high school was not only about being the most popular with the students, but the faculty as well. Shannon had expertly crafted this flawless perception, and it was not fair to her if I ruined it. 

Stephanie held her nose as if smelling something vile. “Gross,” she said to the onlookers, “she just farted.”

The rich girls glanced at each other, and then all laughed mockingly, easily convinced by the lie. I could tell the scholarships knew better, but I doubted any of them would dare stand up to Shannon and her friends, especially on my behalf. 

Stephanie turned back to me, smirking. “You owe me for that, retard.”

I supposed it was less embarrassing for them to think I’d farted rather than that I’d kept my pee-soaked underwear in my mouth for over an hour. Besides, I was in no position to argue with her. “Yes, Miss,” I said meekly. “Thank you.”

Kelly giggled. “I can’t believe she kept them in her mouth the whole time. Even with Miss. Keller grilling her. I thought for sure she’d quit.”

“Not a chance,” said Shannon, “she’s a good little retard. She does what she’s told.” 

I smiled bashfully. As humiliating as the day had been so far, Shannon was being generous with her praise. 

More so than you deserve anyway, freak. 

“Speaking of,” continued Shannon. “This assignment from Franklin seems super lame and boring.”

“Urf,” said Leah. “Why does that old bitch never shut up? Sometimes, I feel like going up there and busting her jaw. I swear, Kel, if she’d said anything to you about your magazine.” She curled her fist, flexing the obvious muscle in her forearm. 

“Ha,” said Kelly. “She wouldn’t dare.”

Leah was clearly strong enough to put Mrs. Franklin in a coma if she chose to. As much as Leah’s speech was bravado, I shivered to think that one day she might just do it. Did Mrs. Franklin sense it too? It explained why she would be so permissive with her students. 

I felt especially bad for her knowing how hard she was trying to make her class engaging. I inwardly cringed to think Shannon was her favorite. Shannon not only bad-mouthed her but chuckled along, encouraging her friends’ hateful remarks. 

Kelly sighed. “Seriously, why should we care about some stupid story about wallpaper? Can’t we study something important for once, like the Chanel Spring to Summer catalog?”

I listened in glum silence. The Yellow Wallpaper was an all-time classic. One of the greatest short stories ever written. Their ignorance was more galling knowing their family’s wealth and reputation all but guaranteed their graduation from this elite school. They would easily walk into the best colleges and eventually land high-paying managerial positions or simply marry into more generational wealth like Aunt Martha and maintain the endless cycle of privilege. All four of them were destined to live their best lives in never-ending wealth and luxury, regardless of what they did or didn’t know about literature. 

Of course. Only dorks like you actually like reading books, freak. 

Shannon shrugged. “Whatever. I’ve got better things to do than this dumb assignment.” She grinned, pointing her finger at my face. “You, on the other hand.”

I gulped.

“You love all that nerdy writing crap, right?”

I nodded, blushing at how dismissive she was about the only thing aside from feet that brought my miserable life some semblance of fulfillment. 

She continued. “Then it’s your lucky day. You can write this assignment for me.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said meekly. “Thank you.” 

Shannon smirked, returning her hand to her hip. “And it should go without saying, but obviously, I expect an A.”

It was impossible to guarantee an A. Creative writing was not like solving a math equation. There wasn’t a right or wrong answer. Even with flawless grammar and syntax, a skilled reader like Mrs. Franklin would always see through a shallow story that lacked passion. Plus, Shannon must have written something for Mrs. Franklin before. How could I mimic her style without allowing my own to spill through? It seemed impossible. At least Mrs. Franklin adored Shannon and would be inclined to award top marks to anything she produced. 

“As for you,” added Shannon, “we’ll write yours in crayon.”

They all laughed.

“Yes, Miss,” I said, teary-eyed. 

Looking back now, I can see now how masterful it was for Shannon to steal my only talent, destroying my one chance to show Mrs. Franklin I was more than just Shannon’s retarded cousin. Had I done things differently then, maybe I could have still realized my dreams. 

Who are you trying to fool? Nobody believes you would ever have chosen a career and a life ahead of your queen’s feet, freak.

As much as I wonder now what might have been then, I know the Devil on my shoulder is right. 

*
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THE CAFETERIA WAS LIKE a high-end food court with stalls offering a selection of cuisine from around the world. There was sushi, Italian, Mexican, Asian, and vegetarian. There was even an ice cream station and a French bakery. The servers were dressed in professional chef attire with double-breasted white coats, aprons, and tall toque hats. Even the seating appeared as if from a five-star hotel with cushioned mahogany dining chairs and individual circular tables. It was a different world from the uncomfortable bench tables I was used to from my old school. 

Two distinct lines had formed. The shorter, fast-moving one was reserved for the rich girls, and the second, longer line was for the scholarships. A frightened-looking girl was at the head of the scholarship line. See wrung her hands nervously, waiting for a break in the rich girl line to make a dash for it. 

She rushed to the open vegetarian section and grabbed a tray from the stack. Unfortunately for her, she had no time to load it with anything before a group of rich girls waltzed into her space. Their leader snatched the tray from her without a word. The loser was quickly squeezed out, unable to find a place for herself in the stall. 

She looked for another opening somewhere else, but the other scholarships were experiencing similar difficulties. They were constantly being pushed away as the rich girls easily asserted their dominance by invading their space. 

The servers held fixed smiles on their faces, eager to obey the requests of the rich girls. None of them dared speak up on behalf of the scholarships. They all knew who paid their wages. One word from a rich girl and they could lose their jobs. 

Even the few scholarships that did manage to grab something before a rich girl took their spot were left hovering around the seating area unsure of where to sit. The last thing they wanted was to make themselves a target by taking a table and leaving a group of rich girls with nowhere to sit. Some of them didn’t even try. They just found a spot along the wall and sat cross-legged on the floor rather than risk sitting where they didn’t belong. 

Shannon and her friends confidently marched ahead of a group of scholarships who immediately stepped away. It was as if Shannon was surrounded by a popular forcefield, repelling the unworthy from her vicinity.

Even the staff were reverential, addressing her and her friends as “Miss.” They seemed delighted to serve them, genuinely humbled that the most popular girl in school had chosen their little station for her lunch. 

Shannon and her friends leisurely made their way to the different stalls, immediately expelling anyone lower than them on the social ladder from their path. It was left to me to carry their trays. 

My stomach grumbled at the aroma of shrimp tacos, lobster bisque, sea scallops, yellowtail sashimi, and seasonal fruit salads. Everything looked so delicate and delicious. I had to wonder what my queen would allow me to eat. 

Shannon paid with a credit card, not even waiting to see the price before leading us to a vacant table by one of the traditional bay windows. There must have been an unspoken understanding that it belonged to Shannon since it was the best table in the hall, and nobody, not even the other rich girls, had dared try and take it from her. 

I set their trays down and backed away from their table to stand at attention, just as I did when serving Shannon and Aunt Martha as their maid at home. My servility was now second nature. It made sense that I would not be invited to sit or eat with them. My purpose was to serve. The notion that I could ever be equal to these rich, pretty, popular girls was frightening. Making myself lesser was the right and safe thing to do. 

Making yourself lesser? You are lesser, freak. 

My mouth watered, and my stomach growled as I watched them eat. 

“Ew,” said Stephanie, scrunching her nose adorably. “Did you hear that?”

“You know,” said Shannon, taking a delicate slurp of her lobster bisque from her spoon. “That is kind of off-putting.”

“Sorry, Miss,” I said, blushing and wishing my stupid stomach would shut up. 

Even your own body hates you.

Shannon shrugged. “I don't know why you’re hungry. Your fat reserves should be enough to keep you going for a while. And don’t think I’ve forgotten you ate some of those waffles you made for me this morning.”

Kelly laughed. “Oh my god, Shanna. You make her cook your breakfast?”

Shannon smirked. “Oh, she loves it. Don’t you, Maid?”

I paled and slowly nodded, wondering how much Shannon had already told her friends about our dynamic. Had they seen the picture of her standing on my face? Had they seen me sexualize my position as her maid by blowing kisses to the camera? Shannon claimed she was keeping them as insurance, but insurance against what? The school already thought of me as her retarded cousin. Could things really get any worse?

Ha! Things will get soooo much worse for you yet, freak.

Shannon continued, taking a bite of her taco, savoring the taste and humming her pleasure. “Why don’t you just go buy something for yourself, loser?” 

Shannon already knew I didn’t have any money. She just wanted me to say it. I blushed at their mocking faces. “I’m sorry. But I don’t have any money, Miss.”

They all laughed at my poverty. 

Leah scoffed. “She’d better not be expecting any handouts. It’s bad enough our parent’s charitable deductions help those scholarship nerds get free lunches.” 

It made even more sense now why the scholarships were so deferential during lunch. It was not just because they knew themselves to be inherently inferior to their rich peers. The families of these rich girls were literally paying for them to eat. They owed them. 

Unfortunately for me, Aunt Martha was paying my tuition from her own finances. As a fee-paying student, I would never qualify for the free lunch scheme. Being destitute and alone did not constitute charity in the eyes of the academy. 

Aunt Martha had put no thought into my lunch situation. Not even Susanne had thought to warn me. Shannon may have banned me from eating anything flavorful, but I could at least have smuggled some plain bread into my bag had I realized. 

Your Aunt Martha has far more important things to worry about than your stomach, freak. You know, like sipping on a Long Island Iced Tea by her pool. 

Stephanie recoiled from me in disgust. “Gross. Get rid of her Shanna. I don’t want her looking at me while I eat.”

“Wait,” said Kelly with an evil smile creeping over her pretty face. “It might be kinda funny if she goes around all the tables and begs for scraps.”

Shannon chuckled. “Oh my god, Kel, that’s so embarrassing. I love it.”

Stephanie shrugged. “So long as it gets rid of her.”

“Go on then, retard,” said Shannon, shooing me away with the back of her hand, “go embarrass yourself. A little lunchtime entertainment.”

“Yes, Miss,” I mumbled. 

I plodded away, listening to Kelly make fun of how my ass cheeks were hanging out of the too-short shorts Shannon had stuck me in. 

I had no clue where to start. Word had spread quickly of my antics in the last two periods, and even girls in different classes whispered and pointed, quickly bursting into mocking laughter. Without Shannon around to protect me, I felt more exposed than ever. 

I looked for a table of scholarship girls first. If anyone would feel empathy for my situation, it was them. Instead, they immediately stopped eating when they saw me approach and quickly vacated, taking their trays with them. I watched them take another table, as far away from me as possible. They watched me like scared foxes, worried I might try and talk to them again. 

I gulped my sadness at the snub and turned back to Shannon’s table, looking for guidance. She grinned back at me and pointed to one of the rich girl tables. 

I knew this was where I would end up. I’d just hoped to avoid it for as long as possible. 

I approached them nervously. They were dressed in shocking pinks, sunshine yellows, and electric lavenders. Some wore berets, and others fashioned adorable ribbons in their perfect hair. They were busy gossiping and giggling when one of them spotted me, nudging her striking blonde friend who turned to stare at me like I was diseased. The rest of the table followed her lead, furrowing their brows and curling their lips. 

It took all my love and fear for Shannon to not turn around and flee. 

“Um, hi,” I said, sweating with anxiety. 

There was no response. A freak like me did not just walk up to their table for a chat. Their mouths gaped, and one of them held the food on her fork suspended. It was as if they were trying to process what they were seeing. 

“I’m Julia.”

They don’t care about your name, freak. Get on with it.

A bead of sweat ran down the side of my forehead. “I was, um, wondering if you might let me eat some of your leftovers when you’re finished.”

There was a couple of seconds of silence before the obvious leader of the group, the leggy blonde with a yellow ribbon in her lush hair, wearing a cropped yellow plaid blazer over a matching mini dress, with white leather Prada pumps on her sockless feet, slowly cracked a smile. 

“Ewwwww,” she screamed jokingly, quickly followed by her friends who were soon laughing at me. She shushed them with a wave of her hand, and they were immediately silenced. “You're Shannon’s cousin, right?”

I nodded.

“I thought you were too dumb to talk? I heard you were a total retard.”

I shrugged and blushed. “M-maybe, not a total retard.”

They all laughed again, following the blonde's lead. I sure hoped Shannon and the others were enjoying this. Somehow, this felt even more humiliating than standing in the corner of Miss Keller’s classroom with my underwear stuffed in my mouth. 

“I heard you peed yourself.”

I nodded.

“That’s really gross, you know that?”

I nodded. What could I say? I could hardly argue otherwise. 

“Were you born a retard? Did you not get enough oxygen in the womb or something?”

Her friend tittered. “I heard she was a crack baby.”

They all laughed again at this revelation.

“Is that true?” said their leader. “Was your mom a filthy crack whore? Did your dad rape her behind some trashcans?”

Her friends clapped their hands as they continued to laugh at my expense. The sadistic delight on their faces was terrifying. How could they be gaining so much joy from such an awful story? I never could understand what was so funny about human misery. 

Don’t pretend like you’re a human, Freak. Dignity is not for the likes of you. This is what you deserve. 

Their leader pouted her glossy lips at me, smirking. “So, you want to eat? Why doesn’t Shannon feed you?”

I searched for a satisfactory answer. I doubted these girls would ever complain about Shannon’s treatment of me, but if word somehow got back to the likes of Mrs. Franklin that Shannon was making me beg for food, then it would force the school to act. Shannon would have to answer awkward questions, at the very least. I could not betray my queen like that. 

“She’s...already done so much for me. I don’t feel right bothering her with something like that. She deserves to eat her lunch in peace without worrying about me.”

My answer made them all snicker. I hoped I sounded pathetically believable. 

“You decided to bother us instead?”  

Another friend chipped in. “Aren’t there like schemes or something for poor people?”

“She isn’t poor,” said another, “she’s just dumb.”

They laughed at her observation. 

Their blonde leader mused for a moment before grinning at me, showing her big, perfect white teeth. She picked up her apple core by the stem. “You know, I guess I’m done with this.” She wiggled it seductively, “would you like it?”

My stomach moaned in response. 

“I’ll take that as a yes. Well, you know, I did pay for this apple. I don’t think it’s fair I just give it away for free, do you?”

I gulped and shook my head. 

She continued grinning triumphantly. “Then you should probably do something for me in return.”

I shuffled uncomfortably. “Wh-what do you want me to do?”

“Well, when my dog wants a treat, it does a trick.” She dangled the apple core. “Beg.”

I slowly lowered myself to the floor, and her grin widened. Her friends were in shock. They pointed and laughed, repeating their disbelief. 

How little they know you, right, freak? 

I hoped Shannon was watching and enjoying the show. It made my embarrassment worth something.

I knew what they wanted. I blushed deeply as I lifted my hands and presented them like paws. Their hysteria at seeing me like that brought the attention of the rest of the cafeteria to us. Everyone dropped what they were doing to watch. Some of the girls even stood on their chairs to get a better look. There were plenty of finger points and jeers. I looked down, ashamed. The bullying at my old school had been bad, but nothing had garnered a reaction like this.

The leader looked especially delighted with herself. I recognized the same sadistic pleasure in her eyes as I did with Shannon. It must have been a rush of power to dominate someone like that. Not that I would ever know. I imagined it as the reverse of the excitement I felt at having Shannon’s foot on my face. It was like the opposite side of the same coin. Sadistic versus masochistic pleasure. The dominators and the dominated. 

“Bark for me,” she ordered over the laughter of the hall. “I want to hear how bad you want this apple core.”

“Ruff,” I barked, hating myself for it. 

She spun the apple core teasingly in front of my nose. “You’ll have to do better than that, doggy.”

I slowly stuck out my tongue and panted, giving the occasional yap. The mocking laughter somehow got even more obnoxious. It seemed like everyone was getting in on the fun. The scholarships were giggling timidly, and even the servers were snickering, shaking their heads in bewilderment. 

A single tear trickled down my cheek. 

Shannon’s sweet voice was that of an angel. “Heeey,” she said, moving through the crowd that had gathered in a circle around me. “Oh my god, Charlotte,” she said, gasping a little with her hand on her chest as if she had only just seen what was happening. “What are you doing to my cousin?”

Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah were behind her, trying their best to look serious and concerned. 

Everyone hushed, unsure how to react.

“Me?” said Charlotte, looking offended, “your retard cousin did this to herself. Seriously, Shanna, you should be keeping this fat idiot on a leash or something.”

I saw a playful glint in Shannon’s beautiful eyes at the idea of parading me around with a leash and collar. I shuddered. 

Shannon tutted and sighed. “What did she do this time?”

“She was begging me for leftovers. Don’t you feed her?”

Shannon shook her head disapprovingly at me. I was still kneeling with my hands presented like paws since nobody had told me to stop.

“Now then, Julia,” said Shannon patronizingly, bopping me on the nose. “It’s impolite to bother people when they’re eating. What did you do with the baby food I packed for you, hmm?”

I blushed. Baby food? 

There were more snickers. Charlotte furrowed her brow. “You feed her baby food?”

Shannon batted her eyelashes innocently. “Sure do. She can’t handle solids. You should see her try and chew. It just falls out of her mouth. It’s actually really sad.”

Charlotte scoffed. “Gross. Shouldn’t she be in, like, a special home for retards or something? Why should we have to put up with her?”

There were general murmurs of agreement. 

“Oh, you guys,” said Shannon, using the same fakely sweet voice she used with the teachers. “That’s not nice. I know she’s got issues, but she’s family. She’s nowhere else to go. And besides, she gets separation anxiety if she’s absent from me for longer than an hour. Isn’t that right, Julia?”

She was making me sound more and more tragic by the minute. I wondered how these girls were believing this story, but then again, why wouldn’t they? I had peed myself in front of them. Miss. Keller, Mrs Franklin, and all the students in those classes could easily attest to my special needs. 

I nodded sadly, still begging with my paws. 

Shannon bopped me again on the nose. “Use your words, Julia,” she said, talking down to me like an infant. 

I had to stop myself from referring to her as ‘Your Majesty’. “Yes, Shannon,” I answered, feeling weird using her untitled name for the first time since her eighteenth party. 

Shannon smiled. “Consider it like charity, Charlotte. Don’t be so heartless.”

Charlotte rolled her eyes. “My family can’t just write this retard off on our taxes, can they? And that doesn’t change how annoying she is.”

Shannon sighed and turned back to me. “Okay, Julia,” she said condescendingly. “Do you have anything you’d like to say to Charlotte?”

I looked up into the icy eyes of the tall blonde. “Sorry,” I said meekly.

Charlotte scoffed. “That’s not how you apologize, retard.” She guided her white Prada pump toward me and circled her foot teasingly. 

My heart raced faster. My body trembled, and my pussy squirmed. I looked down at the naked bridge of her foot. Her tanned skin shimmered like the most exquisite of silks. I held my breath.

Shannon groaned. “Really, Charlotte?”

Charlotte grinned.

Shannon tutted. “Fine. Go on then, Julia. Kiss it.”

I paled. I hadn’t expected Shannon to actually agree. My pussy tingled at the prospect. All eyes were on me as I leaned down to the toe of Charlotte’s Parada pump and placed a light, respectful kiss upon it. As soon as my lips touched the expensive leather, a trickle of juice escaped my pussy. I immediately lowered myself to the floor to avoid anyone seeing the darkening material around my camel toe. 

“Is she forgiven now, Charlotte?” asked Shannon. 

Charlotte shrugged. “I guess. But she’d better not try and approach me again.” 

Shannon smiled fakely. “I’ll go through the rules of decent society with her again later.” She nodded at Leah, who approached and grabbed me under one arm, lifting me roughly to my feet. I was just about able to keep my free hand over my crotch to hide my accident. 

“Enjoy the rest of your lunch,” said Shannon, clicking her fingers toward the cafeteria doors. “Let’s get her out of here before she causes any more trouble.”

Leah half-shoved, half-dragged me through the lunchroom and out the doors. Leah was strong. I felt my joints burn in her grip. It made her threats of breaking Mrs Franklin’s jaw much more real. There was no doubt she could do it. 

Kelly and Stephanie followed, laughing about how well that had gone. Shannon smirked, leading her troupe through the corridor.

“My god, though,” said Kelly. “Charlotte is such a bitch.” 

“I know,” said Shannon, “but she did give me an idea.”

Kelly hopped with excitement. “What?” 

“I’ve figured out there’s a reason why retards are sometimes kept on reins. It’s the only way to keep them safe out and about. You know, to keep them from wandering off.”

“Oh my god,” laughed Kelly, “no way. Not even you could get away with that, Shanna.” 

Shannon shrugged. “Sure I will. It’s for her own safety. She’ll get into sooooo much trouble if left to her own devices.”

My skin prickled with dread. There was no way. How could she pull that off? That was too much. The teachers would never let her put me on reins. Would they?

Now this I have to see! 

Stephanie giggled. “You were right, Shanna. This is fun.”

“Sure is,” said Kelly, “but if we take it too far, might she start rebelling or something?”

Leah tightened her lock on my arms as if warning me not to dare. 

Shannon laughed. “Oh, there’s no danger of that. Not unless she wants the whole school to know what I caught her doing.”

Kelly and Stephanie gasped. “What?” they asked, “what did she do?”

Shannon smirked. “Something she definitely wants to keep hidden. And something she’ll work real fucking hard to keep hidden by continuing to please us. Right, retard?”

I whimpered, feeling more powerless than ever to halt my course. Shannon’s sadistic plan was really beginning to take shape.
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There was still some time before lunch break finished, so Shannon and her friends decided to head over to the student commons. 

Rich mahogany desks lined the walls, running the full length of the room. There was a group of scholarship girls huddled together, diligently working from their open textbooks, seemingly enjoying themselves for once. It must have been nice for them to get some time alone, away from their wealthier bullies. Unfortunately for them, their time was up when Shannon invaded their safe space. Their shy smiles immediately dropped, and they shrank in their seats, as if apologizing for daring to be in the same location as the queen. 

One of the braver girls spoke on their behalf. She had ratty hair and glasses. “Sh-Shannon,” she said meekly, “s-sorry, we didn’t realize you-”

Shannon folded her arms and stared her down like she was less than a bug. Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah backed her up, glaring at the scholarship insect with disgust. 

That was all it took to put the girl in her place. She gulped and immediately started packing up her books. Her friends, panicked, likewise shoved everything into their sad, little bags. One of them clumsily dropped all her pens on the hardwood floor, and for a brief second, she considered gathering them, but thought better of it when she realized the rest of her group had already abandoned her and were heading for the exit. 

Shannon and the others purposefully blocked the door with their bodies, forcing the scholarship mice to gingerly scoot around them, hugging the wall with their backs to avoid accidentally trespassing in the space the better girls occupied. It was as if the expensive perfumes Shannon and her friends wore acted as special loser repellant. 

I hovered at Shannon’s rear. Leah loomed behind me, threatening me with her presence, but it was still a rush to be part of the popular group for once in my life. Granted, I was their obvious bottom bitch, but it was still an intoxicating position to find myself in. I was in their inner circle, and even if it was only to humiliate and degrade me, it still made me weirdly happy. They were the closest thing I’d ever had to real friends. 

Yet they hate you more than anyone ever has, freak. 

Leah gave the last scholarship girl a helpful shove on her way out of the door, knocking her to the floor. The girl smiled apologetically and scurried to her feet, hurrying down the corridor to catch up to her friends. 

I had to admire how easily Shannon had taken control of the commons. She had not said a single word, yet her force of charisma was enough to instill fear and respect. She could have ignored the scholarships, it wasn’t like they were doing anything wrong, but that would be letting them off. Shannon flaunted her status whenever and wherever she could to maintain her position at the top of the social hierarchy and keep those at the bottom firmly in their place. 

Once we were alone, Leah closed the door. Shannon turned her body slightly to me, grabbing my ear. She purposefully dug her manicured nails in and twisted, forcing me into an obedient squat. She pulled me across the floor to the circle of couches in the middle of the room, and I tried to keep pace with her strides, uttering pathetic little “owies” as I did so. 

Kelly and Stephanie followed, snickering at my expense. Leah stayed by the door. Her presence would be enough to dissuade anyone from even thinking they might enter. The room had ceased to be a student commons as soon as Shannon entered. This was Shannon’s domain now, and woe betide those who dared intrude. 

Shannon sat in the direct center of the circular couch, dragging me to my knees in the process. She crossed her legs, sliding her Burberry mini-skirt higher to show off the perfect contours of her tanned thighs. Only then did she release her grip on my throbbing ear. 

Kelly and Stephanie sat on either side of the queen like they were her personal advisors. Their greedy grins scared me. I averted my eyes to Shannon’s sneaker shoe which bobbed teasingly from side-to-side in front of my face. 

Remember how amazing they smelled just before she caught you sniffing inside of them?

My pussy tingled at the seductive words of the Devil. My stomach squirmed with excitement. I desperately wanted to lean close to the expensive, white leather and lay a respectful kiss on the toe. The back-and-forth sway was hypnotic. I desperately wanted to stick out my tongue so that she might use it as a static brush to improve the shine. 

It was a struggle to suppress my submissive urges. Only Shannon knew my obsession with her feet. I had to try and keep it that way. This was more than a matter of social embarrassment. If it ever got out that I was a freak for my cousin’s feet, how would anyone ever take me seriously as a legitimate author? 

Oh yeah. You’re doing a masterful job of hiding that fetish, you dumb freak. I’m sure nobody has any idea. 

I blushed, trying to ignore the devil’s mocking remarks. Shannon had already caught me talking to my invisible tormentor once before. I could not afford to give her any extra ammunition to tease and torture me with. This day was going to get far worse yet without adding fuel to that fire with my own debilitating psychosis. 

“Okay,” said Shannon, snapping me from my reverie. “Let’s practice. Show us your very best retard face.” 

I gaped, unsure what a “retard” face was supposed to look like. This whole experiment was deeply offensive and disturbing, not that I had the courage to object. Shannon and her friends lived in their privileged bubble, lacking any sense of empathy for those less fortunate than them. Knowing how wrong this was made my passive participation so much worse. 

Stephanie groaned. “Urf. Why is she so stupid and boring?”

Shannon rolled her eyes and sighed. “Like this, dumbass,” she said. She pushed her tongue into her chin and pushed out her skin. She somehow still looked painfully cute despite the insulting face she pulled. Her voice came out in a murmur. “Mai naime iz Jew-lee-ahhh.”

All three of them burst into fits of mocking laughter. 

“Oh my god,” said Kelly, clutching her ribs, “that’s her. That’s totally her.”

I smiled along, too scared and aroused to speak up. 

“Hey,” said Shannon, suddenly lashing out and kicking me below my breast. “This is serious. I’m gonna be pissed if you mess this up.” 

I gulped and dropped the stupid smile from my face. “Yes, Miss. I’m sorry.” 

Shannon turned to Stephanie. “What else do retards do?” 

Stephanie tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Don’t they, like, randomly moan or something? You know, like Tourettes?” 

Kelly spoke next. “That’s when they yell curse words, right?” 

Stephanie shrugged. “Doesn’t have to be curse words. Any involuntary tick or noise qualifies, I think.”

Shannon smirked at me. “Too perfect. Let’s hear you moo like a cow then, retard.”

It was embarrassing enough to be kneeling on the floor before my rich cousin and her pretty friends in my too-tight short shorts, trying to hide my moist camel-toe without also mooing for their entertainment.

Ha! It's too late for regrets now, freak. You asked for this. 

I cautiously looked up from Shannon’s adorable shoe and copied her “retard” face by sticking my tongue into my chin before releasing a shy bellow for their amusement. 

It was ridiculous and cruel. There were real people born with mental and physical disabilities. It was repugnant for these pretty, entitled girls to be making fun of them for something they couldn’t help. And yet, I could not shake my growing arousal. I squirmed on my knees, desperately trying to control my pussy from squirting. 

“Dribble!” commanded Kelly excitedly. 

It was not easy to gather saliva while mooing, but eventually, I forced moisture from my mouth to trickle down my chin. 

They all uttered an obnoxiously loud “ewwwwww” in unison before collapsing into more laughter. 

Shannon delicately wiped a joyful tear from her eye with her knuckle. “Oh my god. I seriously have the best friends in the world! I love you guys so much.”

Kelly and Stephanie likewise professed their mutual love for Shannon, and they all leaned in for a big group hug. Since nobody had ordered me to stop, I continued moaning like a dying walrus for their entertainment. 

Witnessing how close the three of them were made me realize I had never felt the warmth of genuine friendship. I had no clue what it was like to have people who cared and rooted for your success. Even Mom was often too busy or exhausted to support and cheer for me. And now she was dead, I genuinely had nobody left in my life who cared about me. 

And you never will again, freak. 

Shannon pulled away from the hug. “What else can we make her do?”

Kelly shrugged. “I dunno. I haven’t really known any retards before. They’re usually locked up in homes or something, aren’t they? You know, so real people don’t have to like, look at them, right?” 

Shannon slapped her friend playfully on the arm and giggled. “You’re such a bitch.”

Kelly beamed. 

“Aren’t they obsessed with smell or something?” asked Shannon with faux innocence. 

I blushed and dropped my eyes at the obvious implication. Thankfully, it was lost on Kelly and Stephanie. 

“Oh my god, Shanna,” said Stephanie, “they aren’t dogs.”

“No,” said Kelly, “dogs are way more useful.” 

They had another good laugh, reveling in their cruelty. 

I could only imagine the horrors these girls would inflict on those with real cognitive disabilities if the Paradise Academy for Exceptional Young Women actually did possess a remedial program. 

Lucky for you, they’re going to inflict those horrors on you instead, freak. 

Shannon tapped her finger on her cheek, pouting her glossy lips.

“What are you thinking, Shanna?” asked Kelly excitedly. 

“Hmm. It’s important she’s seen as a danger, not only to herself but to others too. It’s the only way to convince the Principal that my idea is the only solution, aside from expulsion.”

I shivered at the mention of “expulsion.” Would Shannon really go that far? Would Aunt Martha still expect me to repay my tuition fees? 

Is that a real question, freak? Of course, she will. 

Shannon continued, completely indifferent to my rising dread. “Obviously, nobody will care if a scholarship is attacked. Those nerds wouldn’t dare risk their place by complaining anyway. But if someone with powerful parents was affected...”

“Um, Miss Shannon?” I asked tentatively. “I-I really don’t want to hurt anyone.”

Big mistake, freak. 

All three of them stared down at me as if dropping a vat of acid over my face would be too good a punishment for daring to question them. I immediately regretted speaking up on my own behalf and shrank lower to the floor. “S-sorry,” I mumbled.

Shannon glanced once at Stephanie, and then at Kelly. Her friends understood, and immediately grabbed me. 

They weren’t as strong as Leah, but they were still far stronger than me. Not that I fought back. I’d learned from my a long time ago from my very first interactions with bullies that resistance only made things worse. For soft and friendless girls like me, allowing them to do as they pleased was less painful in the long run. I knew it was cowardly, but what was I supposed to do against girls who were stronger and more popular than me? 

Stephanie Kelly clamped my wrists hard, jabbing their nails into my skin. I yelped at the sharp pain in my bones. Shannon leaned down and cupped my cheeks, forcing me to stare into her terrifyingly pretty eyes. Her voice was deliberate and menacing. 

“You’ll do what we say. Who the fuck do you think you are?”

“S-sorry, Miss, sorry, I’m (owie) I’m sorry.”

She sneered and gathered saliva in her mouth, spitting it directly onto my nose. She leaned back and allowed the foamy strand to drip down my lips and onto the floor. She smirked and nodded to her friends as a signal for my release. 

“Than-thank you,” I mumbled, rubbing my wrists, not daring to wipe away her royal spit. 

Shannon scoffed. “You won’t actually hurt anyone, retard. We just need there to be a realistic threat. Enough to force the Principal to take action.”

“I, uh, won’t get expelled for it, will I?”

Shannon rolled her eyes in a way that made me feel very foolish. “Mom has paid a lot of money to send you here. She’s one of the school’s biggest donors. The teachers adore me. So long as you do what we say, everything will turn out fine.”

I wasn’t so sure about that, but I had no choice but to trust the wisdom of my queen. I listened in fearful silence as she presented her master plan. I could only admire how creative, and cruel she truly was.

*
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MR. PRATT, OUR PHYSICS teacher, walked with the timid uncertainty of someone who had been teased and bullied his whole life. His receding hairline, skinny-fat body, and thick glasses did not help his cause. He was exactly the kind of loser, who back in high school, would have secretly crushed on the cheerleaders while their football-playing boyfriends used his soft gut as a punching bag. It was obvious just by looking at him that he was the perfect putz for Shannon to manipulate. A creep like him never stood a chance. 

We were already waiting for him outside his classroom door. “Hiiiiii, Mr. Pratt,” said Shannon and her friends in unison, feigning excitement at seeing him. 

His chubby face brightened. He smiled crookedly at the enthusiastic welcome he received from three attractive eighteen-year-olds. “Afternoon, ladies,” he said cheerfully, “is there something I can help you with?”

Shannon batted her long eyelashes at him. “Sooo, like, this is my cousin.” She gently shoved me forward. “Julia.” 

His attention turned to me for the first time. 

My tongue was already pressed into my chin like we’d practiced. I murmured lightly to myself, trying to avoid eye contact. 

He paled, as if slightly afraid of me. “Oh, uh, yes. Um, Miss. Keller and Mrs. Franklin did say something about your cousin having some, um, special needs, shall we say?”

Shannon wrapped her arm in mine. She leaned in close as if we were sisters. I inhaled her perfume deeply. It was the sweetest scent of cotton candy. For the first time in my life, I felt like we really were cousins. I got the tiniest sense of what it might be like to be seen as something worthy of care and safety. It melted my heart. At that moment, I could and would have done anything she asked of me. 

Shannon answered him with the same sugary tone she saved for all the teachers. It was no wonder they adored her. She was influential and respectful, brightening every room she entered with her boundless charisma. “Yes. Julia had a little accident in Miss Keller’s class.” She smiled at me encouragingly. “Didn’t you?”

I glanced up at Mr. Pratt and released a long, slow moo. Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah were struggling to suppress their smirks and giggles behind us. 

Shannon gave nothing away. She was perfectly serene. I realized then what a fabulous actress she really was. She had the gift of being anything or anyone. She could adapt to what was expected and change her personality in the blink of an eye. With her stunning good looks, inherited wealth, and sociopathic sadism, she was perfectly poised to one day rule the world. 

And you’re going to help her, freak. 

“Don’t worry about her bodily functions,” she continued, sweetly. “We’ll be putting her in diapers tomorrow. That should help avoid any more embarrassing accidents, right, Julia?” 

I answered with another moo despite the embarrassment flushing my cheeks. 

There was an audible snicker from her friends, but Shannon quickly silenced them with a swift glance behind her shoulder. She turned back to Mr. Pratt with the innocent white smile of the perfect angel. 

Beads of sweat formed on Mr. Pratt’s brow. He smiled back nervously, clearly unsure of how to respond to that revelation. “Well, uh, it’s nice to, uh, meet you, Julia. Um, Sha-Shannon, they never mentioned that she was so...um...how to put this delicately?” 

“Special?” answered Shannon happily. 

He cleared his throat and blushed. “Uh, yes, special. I was under the impression that she could at least speak for herself, and follow basic instructions?” 

Shannon looked at me, batting her pretty eyelashes. I took the cue and bellowed so loudly that Mr Pratt backstepped in fear. 

Shannon giggled. “There there, Julia,” she said, “be a good girl for Mr Pratt, won’t you? He’s a nice man.” 

I softened my murmuring, obeying her subtle order. I knew it was important for Shannon’s plan to show the faculty that Shannon, and only Shannon, was capable of calming me. 

Shannon turned back to Mr Pratt. “She goes through good and bad periods. I think the poor thing was sooooo humiliated when she wet herself in front of the whooole class that she’s now just kinda closed up. I doubt we’ll be seeing her good side for a while after that. Poor Julia. Poor, poor, Julia.” 

“Um, well, that makes sense. I, uh, trust you have this under control then, Shannon?”

She fluttered her eyelashes. “Of course! Don’t you worry about a thing. I’ll take good care of her. She’s easy for me to control so long as she stays real close to me.”

“Okay, Shannon, um, I’ll bow to your judgment on this one.” He laughed nervously, making it obvious he had fantasized about actually bowing down to Shannon more than once. 

Looking back now, it was clear he was a virgin. Like all the teachers at the Paradise Academy for Exceptional Young Women, he was an expert in his field, but he severely lacked any interpersonal skills or self-awareness. He might have been on the spectrum. Not that we thought about people in those terms back then. One thing was for sure, he was deeply enamored by Shannon, and that made him easier than putty in her hands. 

He opened the door to his class for Shannon and her friends to enter. 

Shannon made no effort to move. Instead, she raised a single finger. “Give us one moment,” she said authoritatively. 

He blushed at the sudden command. I could see the torture on his face. He knew he was supposed to be in charge, but he could not bring himself to answer back to the charismatic teen. He simply nodded like an obedient puppy. “S-sure thing, Shannon. Whenever you’re ready.”

She smiled. “Don’t start without us, ‘kay?”

He visibly gulped and shook his head. “N-no, Shannon, we can wait. Take your time.”

I was surprised he didn’t thank her for the privilege of waiting on her. It was ridiculous to see a teacher obey the word of a student, but then again, this was not just any student. This was Shannon Banks. As the most popular girl in school, her word was not so easily challenged by any member of the faculty, especially one so weak and smitten as Mr. Pratt. 

As soon as he closed the door, the friends burst into laughter, unable to contain themselves any longer. 

“Oh my god, Shanna,” said Kelly, “did you see the way he looked at you”

Stephanie pulled a face. “So gross. I bet he had a chub the whole time.”

The others uttered their disgust with an “ewwww.”

“What?” said Stephanie. “You know it’s true.”

“Whatever,” said Shannon, “it isn’t like he has the balls to ever do anything about it. And so long as he keeps giving me straight As who cares?”

“God,” continued Stephanie, “his sheets must be so crusty with all that dead sperm.” 

“Oh my god!” whined, Kelly, “stop it, Steph. That’s so gross.”

“Or maybe he just cums straight in his pants?”

Kelly shoved her playfully. “Stop it!”

Stephanie chuckled and bit her fingernail mischievously. 

Shannon smirked. “Well, this is sort of why we’re doing this. It’s kinda like charity.” 

Kelly laughed. “Oh my god, Shanna. What do you know about charity? Have you ever even given a dollar away?” 

Shannon shrugged. “I know plenty. I’ve taken in my retarded cousin after her crack whore mom killed herself, remember?” 

They all laughed hard at this. 

Shannon continued. “Look, Pratt is too timid to have ever had an actual girlfriend. This will definitely be the closest he’ll ever get to being touched by a woman. He’ll remember this moment for the rest of his sad little life.”

Leah rubbed her hands together. “I can’t wait. The little nerd’s going to be so scared.”

Shannon smirked. “It’s too perfect. There’s no way the Principal will refuse my solution after this.” 
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WHEN SHANNON WAS READY, we entered the classroom. I shuffled alongside Shannon, just a few steps behind. The others followed me, as if their presence might dissuade me from backing out. They needn't have worried. As scared as I was, I knew the punishment for disobedience would be far worse. Shannon would reveal my secret, she would show everyone the pictures of me dressed as a maid under her foot, and she would destroy my life. 

The class was already working from their textbooks, answering comprehension questions. Or at least the scholarship students were. The rich girls could not have been less interested. Most of them had not even opened their textbooks. Instead, they were chatting to each other, some of them not even in their seats. A couple were even sitting on their desks, facing the wrong way with their backs to Mr Pratt. He somehow held even less control of his classroom than Mrs. Franklin had. 

Charlotte occupied the direct center desk. She was chomping on her gum, obnoxiously blowing and popping bubbles. Her minions were scattered around the leggy blonde, completely ignoring their supposed assignment. She stared at Shannon confrontationally, a victorious smirk on her face. 

How little she knew. She may have won the battle back in the cafeteria, but Shannon was the one true queen. She was always going to win the war. 

Mr. Pratt might have mumbled something about Shannon and the others taking their seats, but nobody was paying him any mind. 

Shannon turned to me. The expectancy in her eyes suddenly frightened me. My heart pumped harder, and my breathing grew rapid. I froze, unable to act. What if I couldn’t deliver what she wanted? My worst nightmare was coming true. I was physically unable to act. I just stared at her. My lips trembled as if trying to plead but unable to utter a single sound. 

The longer I hesitated, the narrower her glare became. I knew on a conscious level that I was in serious trouble unless I got moving. I even envisioned my unpublished New York Times bestseller erupting in flames. 

I wanted to obey more than anything, but I was so awkward and timid. Her expectations went against all my natural instincts. I could not do it alone. There was only one presence in the universe that could help me. 

“Please,” I said in my head to the Devil on My Shoulder, “help me.”

Okay, freak. Don’t fight me. Surrender your inhibitions and will. Push yourself far down. Give yourself to me, and I will assume control. 

I exhaled through my nose long and hard, suddenly feeling calmer. Maybe the Devil did not really mean me harm? It was the one constant in my life. Mom had left me. I never had a father. I never had friends. My aunt treated me like a slave, and my cousin was...well...my cousin was Shannon. As malignant as that devil seemed, it never abandoned me. Who else would stick with me despite knowing exactly how weird and depraved I was? It was the closest thing to a friend I’d ever had. 

Yes. I’m the only one who cares for you. I’m the only one who will never leave you. I’m unconditional. Give yourself to me. I will save you. 

“Yes,” I answered back in my mind. “Take me. Save me.” 

The next few minutes were surreal. I became a powerless observer of my own body. I felt myself pushed down into the darkest recesses of my psyche. All my nerves and fear dissipated as I began a long, low-throaty hum. 

Shannon’s frown shifted into a satisfied smirk as I opened my mouth and released a loud bawl that instantly hushed the chatter of the rich girls. They turned to me with a mix of disdain and horror. 

Mr. Pratt gulped and wrung his hands nervously. “Um, Sha-Shannon, is she, um, okay?”

Shannon smiled at him sweetly. “Oh no,” she said in fake concern, “I think she’s about to have one of her episodes.”

I continued the charade, skidding my feet like I was revving up for a charge. I was not sure what I was going to do next. The Devil was in control. It was liberating to not be me for a while. 

Mr. Pratt visibly paled. “Wh-what can we do?”

Shannon fluttered her lashes. “Oh, she’ll be okay so long as she stays close to me. Won’t you, Julia?” 

Charlotte pointed at me, her face contorted in disgust. “Oh my god, Shanna,” she said, “control that thing, will you?”

Under the direction of the devil, I could truly be the retarded cousin Shannon wanted and deserved. I shuffled forward, breaking free from Shannon’s nonexistent hold, and headed straight for Charlotte. 

Charlotte was still ranting, unaware of my intention, despite her minions cautiously edging away, sensing something was about to happen. “That thing should be locked up,” she continued. “I don’t care who your mom is, Shanna. Something like that should never have been allowed within a mile radius of this school!” 

Her eyes widened in horror when she finally realized I was coming for her. Her minions fled, shrieking and dropping their chairs in a panic. 

Charlotte screamed as I reached for her beautiful, thick blonde hair, grabbing a fistful of her luscious locks, squeezing the strands in my sweaty palm. 

“Purty,” I muttered in the most imbecilic way possible. It was like I was every traditional and mean-spirited cliche of a person with cognitive challenges. As shameful as my behavior was that day, the devil really outdid itself in being exactly the kind of freak Shannon wanted. 

“Get it off me!” screamed Charlotte. “Help! It’s got my hair! Help me!” 

I had no intention of damaging Charlotte’s beautiful hair. That would be sacrilege. But it was a thrill to feel its softness. I knew even then, despite the devil in charge, that Charlotte would one day make me regret this. 

Shannon lazily trailed me with a sweet smile on her pretty face. “Come on Charlotte. She won’t actually hurt you. She just really likes your hair. It’s kind of adorable, isn’t it?”

I could see Charlotte wanted to pull away, but she was scared I might actually yank out her locks. Instead, she tilted her head, getting flush in the face. Her friends looked on in horror, begging Shannon to help her. 

“Pratt!” yelled Charlotte. “Do something right now, or I’ll have you fired!” 

Mr Pratt was at a loss. He looked imploringly at Shannon, wringing his hands. “Shannon, please,” he whimpered. “Please stop her.”

Shannon convincingly feigned concern, but I could see the humor in her eyes. She loved that she was the one the whole class was turning to for help. Her power was rising, and it felt good that I was serving her desire.  

“Okay, Julia,” she said calmly, reaching for my ear and giving it a firm tug, “leave poor Charlotte alone now.”

I released Charlotte’s hair and immediately went limp, showing everyone how much influence Shannon had over me. 

Shannon smiled, placing her spare hand on her hip as she slowly twisted my ear. I whimpered in submission. 

“Now, now, Julia,” she said, “that isn’t any way to treat my friend, is it?

Charlotte vacated her chair, fleeing from me. Her minions gathered around her, offering reassuring pats and hugs. The rising and falling in her chest suggested she was hyperventilating. 

“Apologize to my friend,” commanded Shannon. “Right now.”

I turned to Charlotte who stared back at me with hate. “Swowy,” I said with my tongue in my chin. “Yor hair swo purty.”

Shannon giggled and shrugged. 

“Disgusting!” yelled Charlotte, pointing accusingly at me. “That thing’s a monster. It’s a rabid beast that ought to be put down. Why is it even alive? Lethal injection is too good for it.” 

“Aw,” said Shannon, “that’s not nice. Julia’s trying her best you know. It isn’t her fault she’s like this.”

Charlotte stomped her foot. “You think I care? I’ll sue for this.” She pointed at Mr Pratt. “I’ll sue you personally!” 

Mr Pratt’s forehead perspired in nervous sweat. His shirt was drenched. Noticeable blotches appeared under his armpits. “Ch-Charlotte,” he said meekly, “I’m so sorry this happened, I-I, um, Sh-Shannon, I don’t think your cousin belongs here. I’m sorry. I-I can’t teach with her in class, I-”

Shannon ignored him. She released my ear and gave my back a little push to get me walking again. 

I mooed like a wounded cow and ran at Mr Pratt. 

He flushed and backstepped hesitantly, trying to maintain the decorum of a professional teacher despite being such an obvious coward. “J-Julia,” he said, raising his hands in a defensive gesture, “calm down.”

He looked back at Shannon for help, and Shannon masterfully feigned shock by placing a hand on her chest and gasping. 

I leaped to ensure Mr Pratt could not evade me. I ducked, wrapping my arms around his leg, and clutched him tight. 

“Julia, no,” said Shannon without any sense of conviction. 

It took a few seconds before the class realized what I was doing. It began with murmurings, then shocked whispers which quickly morphed into titters and finally outright pointing and laughing as I rubbed myself up Mr Pratt’s leg, humping him like a dog in heat. 

I was grateful for the devil. I could not have stomached this sickening act of debasement without its sinister control. 

Mr. Pratt yelped and tried to move away, failing to dislodge me. "Shannon, help," was all he could say as his pathetic tears were highlighted by the thickness of his lenses.

Shannon covered her mouth with her hand in a faux display of shock that secretly hid the delighted smile on her face. 

I closed my eyes as I continued humping. All the arousal I'd experienced since the start of the day flooded out of my pussy in a satisfying squirt, dampening the camel toe of my too-short-shorts, as well as Mr. Pratt’s trouser leg.
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Principal Adler wore a single-breasted Armani blazer jacket over a cashmere turtleneck. Her impeccable posture opened her chest, drawing my eye to her proud bosom. Her dark auburn hair was styled in a sleek updo, and her gold Rolex demonstrated her power and sophistication. Her regal face and bearing made it impossible to determine her age, although she was likely a few years older than Aunt Martha.

She sat on a high-backed, leather armchair behind a substantial desk. Her office was paneled in polished mahogany and carpeted in plush burgundy. A crystal chandelier with a lustrous brass finish cast the room in a warm glow, enhancing the richness of the furniture and the deep upholstery. 

Her diplomas and academic achievements from prestigious institutions such as Yale were framed on the wall behind her desk. In the direct center of her multiple qualifications was a familiar-looking, glossy onyx plaque with an elevated golden ankh. 

Fear tightened my chest. I’d seen the exact same symbol in Aunt Martha’s gallery. It was not just similar, it was identical. There was no writing to signify what it meant or why Principal Adler would place it in the preeminent position on her office wall. Regardless, my skin prickled, and my breath stuttered. 

What was it about that ankh that frightened me so? Why did so many powerful women in my life maintain this obsession with ancient Egypt? 

I suddenly felt smaller and more insignificant than ever. It was as if that horrifying ankh was somehow the key to something greater than I could possibly comprehend. 

“Julia,” said Principal Adler, snapping me back to the present. 

Her gray eyes pierced my soul. I was far too intimidated by her authoritative presence to maintain eye contact for long. 

Shannon sat next to me across from Principal Adler’s desk. Her legs were crossed, hitching her Burberry mini-skirt up her thighs, treating me to the sight of her skin. Her foot bobbed absent-mindedly from side to side, hypnotizing me with its seductive sway. 

“Look at me when I’m speaking, young lady,” commanded Adler. 

I gasped and returned my gaze to her, feeling a tingle in my pussy at the firmness of her voice. 

“Where do I even start with you? What you did to Charlotte Sinclair, one of our top students, could easily be construed as physical assault. Do you have any idea how powerful her family is? Her mother is one of our top donors. If she files a formal complaint, I’ll have no choice but to expel you. Do you understand how serious this is? That’s even before we get into that filthy act you performed on Mr. Pratt. I just don’t know how we can possibly move forward from this. What on earth is wrong with you?” 

It’s a good question, freak. What IS wrong with you?

I wish I had an answer to that. I could try and pretend that Shannon had blackmailed me into that depraved act, but what Shannon had “forced” me to do to “keep my secret” was, by now, far worse than if she just shared with everyone that she had caught me sniffing inside her shoe. Compared to everything that had happened today, from peeing my pants, showing off my camel-toe, holding my panties in my mouth, begging to eat an apple core, sniffing hair, to humping the leg of a teacher, being caught with my nose inside a shoe seemed inconsequential by comparison. 

The true terror of what I’d done sent a shiver down my spine. My situation was so much worse now. This had all started from fear of Shannon exposing my fetish and risking my future novel from publication. How was this supposed to be better? Were these elite girls, destined for high-powered careers in their parents' companies and beyond, ever going to allow the world to forget this day? One word from any one of them and my career would be ruined before it began. 

The frightening reality was that I enjoyed every new degradation Shannon inflicted on me. My pussy was tingling even now at what she had “made” me do. I hated myself, but I loved every moment. I craved more and more with each passing minute. 

An inescapable chasm opened below me. Surely there was a way out of this? Maybe I could claim the stress and trauma of discovering my mom’s body, losing my home, and starting a new school was just too much. Temporary insanity? Maybe I could still place a positive spin on the experience, channel it all into creative energy and raise awareness of mental health conditions?

Ha! I’m sure everyone would love to read about how you peed your pants and squirted on your teacher’s leg, freak. 

I tried to ignore the mocking remarks of the Devil on my shoulder. I was so stupid to believe for one second that malignant voice had my best interests in mind. 

Of course, you’re stupid. You didn’t already know how much I hated you? Well, here it is in case you were left in any doubt: I hate you. I hate you so much. I wish you nothing but failure and suffering every second of every day of your miserable life. 

Shannon spoke on my behalf, and I quickly glanced up at her with gratitude watering in my eyes. I knew she would defend me. She was having far too much fun at my expense to allow my expulsion. I had to trust her. My queen would save me. 

At this point, no other school would enroll me. Not when they discovered what I’d done. I would have to drop out. I would struggle to find even basic employment without a high school diploma. Aunt Martha would still expect my tuition fees to be repaid. How would I ever find that money? I’d be left in her debt, permanently under her control. The nightmare my mom killed herself over would be mine to live every second of every day. 

Shannon was my savior. My last hope. 

“I’m so sorry for the trouble my cousin has caused, Principal Adler,” she said with such endearing sincerity that even I was inclined to believe her. “She’s just been through such a difficult time of late. Her condition has just gotten soooo much worse.”

Adler sighed and nodded. “I understand you’ve been trying your best with her. But the fact is, this academy is no place for her. There’s a reason we do not believe in remedial programs. Generations of exceptional young women have had their greatness nurtured here since our establishment in 1750. This is why we maintain a strict acceptance policy. Only those entitled to a place due to their birth or those showing some form of academic merit are admitted. Your cousin has neither. I allowed it because of how much I admire and respect your mother. She is a wonderful woman. A fine example for all young women to emulate. But had I known the extent of Julia’s mental retardation, I would have certainly declined.”

It made me a little sick to hear her speak of Aunt Martha in such glowing terms. What exactly was so admirable about being born beautiful and marrying into a wealthy family? Someone had always been there to pick up after her, be it Mom, Susanne, or me. She had never lifted a finger or worked a day in her life, and yet, for some reason, the whole world treated her like royalty, as if her good looks and inherited wealth were divine blessings we should all celebrate. 

Are you saying she doesn’t deserve all that and more?

My pussy tingled at the unfairness of it all. As much as I wanted to pretend that I was sickened by Aunt Martha’s callousness, deep down, I knew her money, looks, and charisma entitled her to be as selfish and cruel as she pleased. She was inherently better than the people she manipulated and bullied, be that Susanne, Mom, or me. 

Mom’s whole life consisted of disappointments, stress, and suffering until it all became too much for her to take. I couldn’t help but think that if she had just accepted her place beneath her sister, never challenged her, and learned to enjoy serving her, she would have been far better off. Susanne was one of the happiest people I knew. In another life, a better life, that might have been Mom. 

Shannon innocently batted her long eyelashes. “My gosh, Principal Adler. I hope you don’t think we were trying to deceive you. Mom and I have the utmost respect for you and this academy.” 

“Oh, you dear,” said Adler with unexpected warmth. “Of course not. The fault lies first with her mother for not forcing a diagnosis onto her, and second, on her old school for failing to mark her issues in her permanent record. It seems there have been familial and systemic failures at every point in your cousin’s development. How could your aunt possibly know the extent of her disability? Julia is an awful burden for both of you. I’m deeply sorry you must deal with her. I wish there was a solution here, but I must place the well-being of my students and faculty above even my admiration for your mother. I’m afraid it’s a liability issue.”

I felt nauseous listening to this woman casually disparage everything Mom had tried to do for me. I knew I should have offered something in her defense. This was wrong. Mom always did her best for me. If I had an actual problem, she would have done everything she could to help. Did Principal Adler not consider that the reason none of these “issues” were on my record was because it was all a sham? 

Go on then, freak. Confess to her. Tell her this was all Shannon’s idea. Tell her you’ve been blackmailed into this. Beg her to save you. 

Tears welled in my eyes. Even if I could find the backbone to tell her everything Shannon had done to me, how could I expect her to believe me? Shannon maintained a flawless reputation. A possible valedictorian and prom queen, respected and admired by all. Principal Adler was supposed to dismiss all those perfect years Shannon had meticulously crafted for herself at the say-so of a retarded girl who had peed herself and humped the leg of a teacher? 

Ah ha! So you admit you’re a retard?

I screamed inside my head. “No! I’m not retarded, I’m just...trying to...”

Trying to what, freak? 

“I don’t...I don’t know.”

Yes, you do. If you tell the truth, Shannon might stop abusing you. You’re enjoying this too much to risk that, aren’t you, freak? You’re going to destroy your life for the sake of your disgusting pussy. That sounds fairly retarded to me, freak. 

I squirmed, rubbing my crotch over the supple leather in an effort to suppress the excitement in my pussy.

Shannon listened to Principal Adler with an expression of purity on her pretty face. It was as if an angelic halo resided over her pretty head. Who could possibly believe anything bad about her? There was a nervous tickle in my stomach as I contemplated just how perfect she was in every single way.

As much as I despised the mocking voice of the Devil on my shoulder, I could not deny the validity behind its words. It was as if everything I was and did before Shannon caught me sniffing inside her shoe was completely meaningless. Her scent had unlocked something within my soul. It had ignited a submissive fire that Shannon continued to fuel with each new humiliation. I loved her for it. I loved her more than I’d loved anything or anyone in my whole life. 

That’s funny because she hates you more than anything or anyone in her whole life. 

I gulped. I knew Shannon had historically detested me, but this was a new scenario. She said she found me entertaining. She was protecting me from Principal Adler’s threat of expulsion. She allowed me to hang around with her. One day, if I showed complete devotion and obedience to her, she might allow me the freedom to live a normal life. It was my best hope now to fulfill my dreams of becoming a best-selling novelist. 

You’re delusional, freak. She will never stop. This is only the beginning. It’s going to get so much worse from here. I can’t wait!

Shannon tilted her head gently and delicately nodded. “I understand, Principal Adler. Mom and I really are grateful that you allowed Julia the chance to prove herself. Regardless of what happens to her now, I want to thank you for showing her this kindness.”

Principal Adler betrayed a slight smile at Shannon’s words. Shannon’s talent for presenting herself in the best possible way to manipulate whomever she was speaking to was a remarkable and terrifying talent that was sure to stand her in excellent stead when it came to choosing her future career. 

She reached for my leg and gave it a painful squeeze, digging her nails into my skin. “I know Julia wants to thank you too, don’t you, Julia?”

I tried to hide my pain behind a smile. “Yes,” I squeaked, then suddenly remembered to stick my tongue into my chin before continuing. “Thwank you, swo mwuch, Pwininipal Adler.”

Principal Adler inhaled slowly through her nose, her powerful bosom pushing the material of her turtleneck as her chest inflated, before exhaling in a long, resigned sigh. 

Shannon smiled sweetly. “This has been a bad day for Julia. We can all agree on that. But if I may, you said you wished there was a solution. Well, what if I offered you a way to satisfy everyone? Charlotte, the teachers, and my mom?”

Adler cocked an eyebrow, intrigued. 

Shannon continued, encouraged. “Do you see how calm Julia is now?”

Adler shrugged to signify her assent. 

“It’s because she’s close to me. Her mood and stability are completely dependent on me. She gets scared and restless when we’re separated. You’ve seen the results of that yourself. I mean, just look at how tame she is now. Like a little kitten.” 

She removed her hand from my leg and started to playfully backhand my face, bopping me on the cheek and nose far harder than required to prove her point. She giggled, and I giggled along, trying to show Principal Adler that I was enjoying the attention of my better cousin. 

She continued striking me as she turned back to the Principal. “See? She’s so docile I can do anything I like to her. She’ll never fight back against me.”

Adler watched with amusement. “I’ll admit, it’s hard to believe she is the same monster who attacked Charlotte and humped Mr Pratt’s leg.”

Shannon stopped slapping and instead pinched my nose closed between her finger and thumb. She slowly twisted as my eyes welled with tears at the sharp pain. I dared not resist. My role here was to stay passive and prove Shannon’s point. 

Adler continued as if Shannon’s torment and teasing were perfectly normal and acceptable behaviors. “What is it you’re actually suggesting, Shannon?”

“Walking reins,” she announced, still pincering my nose.

“You want to leash her?” she asked matter-of-factly.

The horror of what was being suggested and seriously considered sent a shiver down my spine. My eyes widened despite the stupid smile on my face. 

Shannon continued. “It’s the best method of keeping her completely under my control and command. She’ll be unable to wander off like she did in Mr. Pratt’s class. It’ll be so much safer for the students, and for Julia too. The reins will provide her some much-needed security and guidance.”

Adler nodded thoughtfully. “It’s unorthodox, but it would solve one of my primary concerns. But what if she needs the toilet? We can’t have you leaving in the middle of class to take care of her needs. That isn’t fair to you.”

Shannon batted her long lashes sweetly. “You’re so kind to think of me like that, Principal Adler. But it shouldn’t be a big problem. I’ll ensure she sits on the toilet before the start of each class. We can also put her in adult diapers, you know, just in case.”

I blushed and squirmed at the idea of sitting on the toilet with a diaper around my ankles as Shannon stood and monitored me like I was a potty-training toddler. 

“It’s an interesting idea, Shannon,” said Adler. “I suppose we can give it a trial run.”

Shannon joyously gasped and jiggled my nose from side to side in excitement. “Oh, Principal Adler. That’s so wonderful. Thank you so much! I promise she’ll be better. I’ll make sure of it.”

Adler smiled and nodded. “You don’t need to thank me, Shannon. You’re one of our top students. It would be amiss of me to not at least give you a chance to fix this. Of course, I’ll have to get permission from your mother first. She is Julia’s benefactor and legal guardian, after all.”

I whimpered a little. I had no idea how Shannon could spin this to Aunt Martha. Aunt Martha had zero respect for me as a person, but she at least knew I wasn’t actually retarded. 

Shannon was not remotely phased. She just continued to clutch my nose without a care in the world. “Honestly,” she said, “Mom’s really worried about her. She’ll be so upset when she hears about Julia’s struggles. I fear she’ll blame herself. She’s deeply disturbed by what happened with my aunt. She feels responsible. Maybe we could keep this between us for now? If Julia shows improvement, there’s no reason Mom needs to know any of this.”

Shannon sounded so convincing that even I felt a little bad for what Mom and I had put Aunt Martha through. Of course, I knew Aunt Martha actually showed zero remorse over Mom’s overdose. Not that it was her fault, Mom made her own decision, but refusing to loan Mom money, insisting she work as her maid instead, was a definite catalyst. I could not let them rewrite what happened in my mind. I owed Mom that much, at least. 

Adler offered a sympathetic smile. “The last thing I want is to add to your mother’s distress. Unfortunately, Charlotte’s mother will require an explanation as to why I’m allowing Julia to continue here.”

“Leave Charlotte to me,” said Shannon. “I’m confident I can convince her to keep this to herself.” 

“Very well, Shannon. I trust you. I’ll leave it all in your capable hands.” She shifted her penetrating gaze to me. Gone was the warmth and respect she showed with Shannon. There was nothing for me in her eyes but impatience and revulsion. “And how do you feel about all this, Julia?” Her tone left no doubt that she did not care one bit about my feelings. 

Shannon finally released my nose. “Go on,” she said, lightly slapping my cheek. 

I knew they were expecting something simple and stupid from the retard. “Shwannon iz gweat. I wuv Shwannon.”

They shared a mocking chuckle at my expense, and I smiled along like the idiot they wanted me to be, reinforcing in Principal Adler’s mind that she was absolutely correct in treating me this way.

*
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THANK YOU FOR READING part two of Devil on My Shoulder.

Julia’s struggles continue in part three, Hidden Lives, when Shannon continues having fun with Julia at home. 

Alternatively, you can read every story in Summer Gold’s collection, including the complete Devil on My Shoulder, by subscribing to her Patreon: patreon.com/SummerGold.
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