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I didn’t know it then, but I would never sleep in a bed again, and I would never have a room I might call my own, either. 

Aunt Martha had purposefully given me the smallest, barest room in her mansion. It was strange how I once resented her for this. Now, that seemed like the greatest luxury in the world. 

A greater luxury than you’ll ever enjoy again, freak. 

I now slept in a ball on the kitchen floor. My queen had rightfully decreed that I was not a real person and therefore did not deserve a real bed. Her logic was, of course, flawless, just like everything else about her. 

The hard tiles were particularly cold and unforgiving. And with the AC blasting, I shivered all night, wishing for the basic necessity of a blanket, something even the most destitute took for granted. 

Yes, you are scum. Dirt. The lowest of the low. Suffer! 

I supposed I could have asked Shannon if I might be allowed a pillow, one of the flat, lumpy ones from my old bed, but it was probably best I didn’t push my luck. There were all sorts of ways Shannon could make my night more uncomfortable still. 

Like taking away your sock privileges, freak? 

They were still duct taped in my mouth and over my nose. I inhaled deeply Shannon’s intoxicating scent, absorbing her sweat, relishing the lingering fragrance of her vanilla lotion. The taste of expensive cotton was like candy after being deprived of basic nourishment. It was such a kindness from Shannon to fool my stomach into the illusion of sustenance. 

Far more than you deserve. 

I lost count of how many times I furiously rubbed over my diaper. I squirted so many times that it was completely soaked. My clit was left raw and throbbing, and yet still I rubbed. I could not escape my arousal. I could not escape Shannon. 

She was inside of me. I inhaled her. I tasted her. She was my every thought and feeling. I loved her. I worshiped her. She was my queen. My goddess. My entire world. 

By the time morning came, I might have managed twenty minutes of disturbed sleep. 

Everything hurt: my muscles, my joints, even my bones. I was dizzy and dehydrated, sweaty despite shivering. My head pounded like my skull was caught in a vise, slowly tightening around my brain.

I immediately started on Shannon’s breakfast, breaking eggs into a bowl and whisking them with a fork to ensure they maintained a perfect level of density. 

Susanne was up soon after me. Somehow, she was still impeccably dressed in her stiff French maid uniform. I had no idea how she managed it. When did this woman ever sleep? 

“Julia,” she said kindly, ignoring the socks over my nose and in my mouth. “Please leave this for me. I will handle Miss Shannon’s breakfast. You must get ready for school.” 

I stopped whisking, staring at her with big, tired eyes. 

She smiled warmly. “You really must make more of an effort to stay presentable, Julia. I know it’s hard. It feels like you never have enough time. But it’s important that you make time. The minimum sleep a person needs to remain functional is four hours. But I think you could manage with less. We are not normal people, Julia. We are skrw-nh. Try one hour. It will be difficult at first, but your body will adjust eventually. That will give you twenty-three hours in the day to fulfill your chores and maintain a professional appearance.” 

I was too dumbstruck to respond. After spending the night curled up on the kitchen floor with Shannon’s socks duct taped over my nose and stuffed in my mouth, this is what Susanne wanted to focus on? 

“I will help you, Julia. Just as Goddess is mentoring Miss Shannon as a Daughter of Isis, I will mentor you to be a better slave.” 

I blinked at her. 

“Miss Shannon deserves it, doesn’t she?” 

I nodded slowly, as if hypnotized. 

She smiled. “I’m glad you understand. Because, now please don’t take this the wrong way, Julia, but you stink. Like, really stink. I can smell you from here. It’s disgusting. You’re like a half-starved pig wandering around looking for a place to die.” 

I swallowed my sadness. I had never expected Susanne of all people to be so pointedly cruel. My eyes watered. Obviously, I expected this from Shannon, Aunt Martha, the students and teachers at school, basically everyone in my life, but I thought Susanne was the one person in the world who would treat me kindly. 

You deserve no kindness, freak. 

Her smile remained warm, despite the harshness of her words. “Nobody should have to smell this, Julia. Especially not Miss Shannon. Go wash yourself, please.” 

My hands trembled as I laid the glass mixing bowl on the countertop. Susanne was fully composed as she stepped forward to take my place. 

“Oh, and Julia?” she said, taking possession of the bowl, “we’ll see about finding you a cage to sleep in later.” 

*
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MY ROUTINE WITH SHANNON was always the same. After I brought her breakfast in bed, I kneeled patiently on the floor, watching her eat, trying my best not to drool. Once she was finished, I laid my cheek on the carpet so she could use my head as a stepping stone for when she got out of bed. She stretched and yawned, making sure to press down on me with her full weight before stepping off to leisurely stroll to her en-suite bathroom. As she showered, I made her bed and laid out her clothes for the day, then prostrated myself on the floor so Shannon could deliver my maintenance spanking. 

She applied her makeup and did her hair at her vanity table, then dressed for school. She wore a tight-fitting cream turtleneck. It was perfectly tailored to her body, stretching softly over her bosom. She tucked it neatly into a high-waist, pleated, tartan mini-skirt. Her smooth, tanned legs glistened from sensual caramel lotion. She used my back as a platform, placing one foot on me at a time as she adjusted the adorable frills of her cute cotton ankle socks, teasing that I’d be forced to smell them later. She slipped on some glossy Mary Jane heels and swept back her thick, brown hair. 

After she had finished admiring herself in her standing mirror, ensuring everything was positioned perfectly to help elevate her natural beauty, she ripped the duct tape from my face and allowed me to regurgitate her sock. 

“Ew,” she remarked, placing her hands on her hips and curling her nose. “You may as well keep those now. Maybe you can build a collection of my used socks to use as a mattress at night?” 

She chuckled at her joke, and my pussy quivered. She had no idea what a luxury that would be after the night I’d had. 

I slipped on my adult safety harness, and Shannon gleefully tightened the straps as far as they would go. She braced a foot against my back and pulled with all her strength, using the extra leverage to squeeze it ever tighter against my ribs, giggling happily as she did so.

She threw her Gucci backpack over my neck and used my harness as a leash, directing me out of her room, down the stairs, to exit the mansion through the foyer. 

Aunt Martha was outside, enjoying her morning coffee in the sun, seated gracefully at an elegant wrought-iron patio table. A delicate porcelain bowl was filled with fresh berries. A crisp broadsheet was folded beside it, and a small silver dinner bell was within easy reach to easily summon Susanne should she have need of her. 

She was wearing a black silk kimono-style dressing gown. Her tanned side bosom peeked teasingly through the deep V-neckline. Her legs were crossed, and she lazily bobbed a Givenchy slipper from her foot. 

She chuckled, blowing steam from her coffee cup as she observed Shannon walking me like an unruly toddler on my safety reins. “My my,” she quipped. “Like leading a mule to water.” 

Shannon snickered at her joke. “Good one, Mom.” 

“Have a good day, princess,” she said, taking a delicate sip from her cup and then placing it gently down on her saucer. She paid us no more mind as her attention returned to her morning paper. 

She did not even look up when Shannon kicked me up the backside, yelling “Move!” as she guided me to the trunk of her Bentley. 

Isn’t it great that she’s completely free now to treat you however she likes? 

It was true. Shannon was thriving now that she no longer had to hide her domination over me from her mom. Unlike me, her future looked very bright indeed. 

*
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AS PER NORMAL, EVERYONE had a good laugh at me as Shannon paraded me through the corridor to meet her friends who were waiting for us by the lockers.

“Shanna!” exclaimed Kelly excitedly as soon as she saw her bestie. 

Shannon smiled brightly, her teeth gleaming as she gave Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah big hugs, wrapping just one arm around each of them in turn, careful to keep her other hand firmly gripping my reins.

“So tell us,” said Kelly, “What happened with Charlotte?” 

Shannon shrugged. “Whatever,” she said dismissively. “That’s old news.”

It was definitely not “old news” to me. My body still ached from all the damage the psychotic blonde had inflicted. 

And it’s only going to get worse from here, freak. 

Shannon continued, oblivious to the taunts of the invisible devil on my shoulder. “Something way more exciting than Charlotte is happening now.”

Kelly’s pretty eyes sparkled with anticipation. “What is it?” she asked under her breath. 

I paled. Shannon was playing a dangerous game here. Aunt Martha was very clear. Shannon was not to say a word about the Daughters of Isis to anyone, not even her friends. 

Shannon sighed, clearly frustrated. “I can’t...actually tell you. Yet. Ugh. I’ve been sworn to secrecy.”

“Come on, Shanna,” said Stephanie, “you can trust us not to say anything.”

“I want to...Urf, this is so hard.”

She couldn’t help herself. I knew she would tell if I didn’t step in and protect her from herself. She was risking her induction. I could not allow that. Being her future skrw-nh was not just about being available for her to inflict misery and pain upon. It was about serving her needs, and sometimes, service meant self-sacrifice for her greater good. 

The devil agreed. It was like flipping a switch. I immediately lost control of my own body as the devil took control. It was the same sensation of helplessness as that time I surrendered my will, the day I sniffed Charlotte’s hair and humped Mr. Pratt’s leg. It was as if the devil grabbed hold of my consciousness and locked it in the dark recesses of my brain behind unbreakable bars. 

The devil uttered a deafening screech. I could never have omitted such a horrendous noise alone. “SQAAAAAAAW.” 

The whole corridor was startled by my sudden outburst. Even Shannon flinched a little. 

Still, it did the trick. 

Shannon glared at me. Had she the power to melt the skin from my bones with a look, she would have happily done so. Had we been alone, she would surely have struck me, but with the eyes of her classmates and peers upon us, she had a reputation as my benevolent cousin to maintain. 

Instead, she muttered at me under her breath. “What...the actual...fuck?” 

The devil returned to my body as seamlessly as when it stole it. It snickered maliciously in my ear as I was left, weak-legged, to suffer my queen’s righteous venom. 

Mercifully, Charlotte, of all people, appeared to save me (not that I thought for a single moment that was her intention).

As usual, she was leading her gang of sycophantic minions. She wore a warm, light gold silk camisole tucked into a perfectly pleated cream mid-skirt. A butter-yellow cashmere cardigan was draped stylishly over her shoulders like a cape. Her fragrance was like fresh citrus, as if she were cleansing the world free of impurities by her presence alone. 

“Well, well, well,” she drawled. “Trouble in paradise?” 

Kelly rolled her eyes. “Urf. Not you.” 

Charlotte sneered at her. “Now, now, Kelly,” she said. “Nobody likes a sore loser, you know.” 

Kelly lunged as if to go for her eyes, but Shannon blocked her with her arm. Charlotte chuckled, quickly mimicked by all her minions as they competed to gain her favor. 

Shannon scoffed. “Don’t you have a life, Charlotte?” 

“Hey, you're the one disturbing our morning with this...thing,” she flapped her hand dismissively at me. “If those reins aren’t enough to contain her, maybe you should consider a muzzle and straitjacket. I’m assuming you’ve seen Silence of the Lambs? Hannibal Lecton?”

Stephanie sighed. “It’s ‘Lecter’, actually.” 

“Whatever. Something to think about, hm?” 

“Sure,” said Shannon, “I’ll take that under careful consideration. Now, if you don’t mind, we were having a private conversation.” 

“Yeah,” said Kelly. “Shanna’s got some exciting news. Not that you’ll ever know.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “What? Is her retard finally getting a lobotomy?” 

There were more sycophantic chuckles from her followers. 

It was a scary prospect. There was no doubt that Charlotte would not hesitate for a second to remove part of my brain. I just hoped Shannon didn’t get any ideas. It wasn’t as if there was anyone to adjudicate for me if she decided to follow through on the threat she made the day she discovered me yelling at the devil on my shoulder to put me in an asylum. Even Susanne had demonstrated her loyalties were solely to Aunt Martha and Shannon. With Mom dead, I had nobody. 

Kelly flushed and pointed her finger at the arrogant blonde. “It’s something you’ll never understand, bitch.” 

I didn’t like where this was going. Charlotte maintained composure, grinning at Kelly’s tantrum, but I spotted a slight twitch in her eye. If Shannon held a secret, Charlotte wanted to know. 

Shannon remained unflustered. “It’s okay, Kelly,” she said. “I’m sure Charlotte has far more important things to do with her time than worry about me. Right, Charlotte?” 

Charlotte folded her arms over her chest. Her minions looked anxiously at each other before adopting her body language. None of them wanted to be singled out. It was incredible. They were each like carbon copies of each other. Mini Charlotte’s. Not that any of them dared wear the same clothes as her, but it was clear they picked their wardrobes based on Charlotte’s preferences, not their own. 

Her relationship with her “friends” made for a stark comparison with Shannon. For sure, Shannon was the recognizable leader of her group, but the four of them were at least close to equal. The affection and loyalty they shared for each other were evidence of that. 

But Charlotte acted less like a friend and more like a tyrant. Her word was law. She controlled them all through fear of social ostracism. If any of them stepped even slightly out of line, the others would swarm on her like bees defending their queen. This constant threat kept them docile and eager to gain her favor. 

I personally preferred Shannon’s softer, charismatic control, but I had to accept that Charlotte’s method of leading by force and brutality definitely gained results. She had established her own mini-society where she always got her own way all of the time. I wondered if that was why she was so obsessed with Shannon and her friends. They were the one group she could not intimidate, no matter how hard she tried. 

Charlotte sneered at Shannon. A nerve truly struck. I feared this would come back to bite us. 

Us? You mean you, right, freak? It’s your privilege to suffer her consequences. 

“Whatever,” she snapped, “I’m just here to tell you the results of the vote we held this morning.” 

Kelly scoffed. “What vote?” 

“That thing,” she nodded at me, “is banned from stepping foot inside the lunchroom. We’ve decided that’s not a place retards should be. It’s bad enough we have to look at her in class. We certainly don’t want to see her while we eat. Ugh.” 

Stephanie chuckled. “You voted on this?” 

Charlotte flushed. “Yes, we voted. And it was unanimous, actually. It isn’t my fault if you weren’t present for it, Stephanie.” 

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Right. Fine. Good. Is that it?” 

“That’s all you’re going to say?” 

Shannon shrugged. “I mean, you voted. Who am I to argue with democracy?” 

“Then I’ll remember you said that after I’m elected Prom Queen.” 

The bell for the start of class rang. Charlotte looked up at it, annoyed, as if she was questioning who would dare interrupt her. 

Shannon smiled her fakely sweet smile. “I’ll very much look forward to a healthy competition between us then. I’m sure you’ll do better than you did when I was elected Senior Class President.” 

Charlotte scowled and pointed at me as if it were somehow all my fault. “Just keep that thing away from the lunchroom. Got it?” 

“Course,” said Shannon, with supreme composure and confidence. 

“Humph.” Charlotte turned sharply, flipping her hair at us, and marched away toward class. Her minions separated to allow her to pass, then followed submissively behind her. 

“Shanna,” said Kelly, “are you really going to just let that bitch order you around like that?” 

Shannon chuckled. “Seriously, you needn’t worry about her. I’ll for sure be having the last laugh. Believe me.” 

I had no doubt she would, but I shuddered to think just how bad things might get for me in the meantime. 
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I had huge respect for Mrs. Franklin as an expert in her field. Even for a school as prestigious as this, it was still a massive coup for them to hire a woman of her academic acumen. 

And yet... 

It was painful watching her stutter and flounder. She was not cut out for this. She should have been lecturing in a college auditorium, not desperately trying to grab the attention of ultra-wealthy, privileged, entitled high school seniors. 

If they were not openly mocking her hair, clothes, height, or way of speaking, they were actively ignoring her, engaging in their own private, loud conversations, strolling leisurely around her classroom, passing notes to each other, sitting on their desks, around their desks, on her desk, basically anywhere but their own chairs. 

I remembered Leah’s threat about breaking Franklin’s jaw if she dared try to tell Kelly to put down her magazine, and Franklin taught the class like she was very aware these girls could cause her greater harm than this if they chose. 

Shannon was the exception, of course. She adopted the persona of a perfect angel, only occasionally laughing along with the obnoxious antics of her classmates, but always turning back to Franklin, pretending to pay attention. And she was pretending. Despite holding a silver pen with a large pink feather attached and her crisp notepad positioned neatly on her desk, she had not written a single note. 

Not that Franklin noticed, or cared. She was just happy somebody was “listening.” 

I was completely invisible to her. I sat quietly on the floor by Shannon’s feet. The reins of my harness safely wrapped around her chair leg. Occasionally, Franklin would glance my way, but it was purely by accident. She would immediately blush and turn her attention back to Shannon. I got the feeling she knew my treatment was wrong, but she was not about to challenge the one student who mattered in her class who at least pretended to care about her lesson. 

It was a shame that she had no idea that I really was trying to listen. I found her insights on literature fascinating. As hard as it was to concentrate through the chaos of her class, her knowledge was an invaluable resource for an aspiring writer. 

Eventually, the subject of our homework came up. She asked the class with a pathetic level of hope and optimism if anyone would like to share. 

Shannon was her merciful angel, demurely raising her hand, inflating her bosom as she did so, stretching the expensive fabric of her cream turtleneck to its fullest extent, curving her back like an exquisite crystal vase. 

Franklin smiled, relieved. “Y-yes, Shannon, please,” she said, gesturing with her hand.

Shannon smiled brightly as she stood to address the class. Everyone slowly hushed as they realized what was happening. It was incredible. Franklin had struggled all lesson to capture their attention, but in just one second, Shannon had completely captured it. 

Franklin wrung her hands. “I’m so excited to hear what you’ve come up with,” she said, her eyes wet with love for her favorite student. 

Shannon smiled sweetly at her, batting her long lashes. “Oh, it was such an interesting challenge, Frankie,” she said, the familiar nickname not at all admonished by the supposed figure of authority. If anything, Franklin appeared to be grateful for it. A nickname from the most popular girl in school was not to be sniffed at after all. She must have thought it meant Shannon liked her. I felt kind of bad for her. She genuinely had no idea how much Shannon made fun of her behind her back. 

Shannon reached inside her Gucci backpack and retrieved a pastel pink laminate folder. She opened it carefully, like turning the page of an ancient, sacred text, as if conducting some mystical ritual. 

I held my breath. I had put my heart and soul into this piece. I wanted it to be the best writing any student in any school had ever produced. I wanted to blow Mrs. Franklin away. Obviously, it was mostly for Shannon’s benefit since she would be taking all the credit for my work...

Your work? You’re a slave now, freak. You’re nothing but an extension of Shannon. Your work IS her work. 

Of course, Shannon deserved my very best. But still, if Mrs. Franklin responded positively, then I would know that I had talent. That I really could be a writer someday. 

Stop clinging to that fantasy, freak. You’ll never be anything but a retard, a maid, a peasant, and a slave. It will be so much less painful to just give up your dreams now. They belong to Shannon. Everything you are and ever will be belongs to Shannon. 

Our assignment was to compose a piece inspired by The Yellow Wallpaper. In my story, my unnamed narrator suffered from debilitating agoraphobia. After her parents died in a brutal car crash, she was forced to move in with her older brother. He was away a lot, and so she was left at the mercy of her sister-in-law, a cruel woman who delighted in torturing her physically and mentally, depriving her of basic nourishment unless she worked as her maid. My narrator found solace in a ghostly apparition that lived in the wallpaper of her tiny bedroom. Of course, this was purely a figment of her imagination, and when the sister-in-law discovered her psychosis, she tore the wallpaper down, leaving the narrator distraught. In response, she attacked the sister-in-law, they wrestled, and the sister-in-law cracked her head on the side of a desk, splitting it open. She died, and the narrator desperately tried to cover it up before the brother returned home. 

Needless to say, I channeled my experience losing Mom and moving in with Aunt Martha and Shannon. It was raw and visceral. Probably the best thing I’d ever written. 

But really, it was Shannon’s reading that elevated it beyond anything I thought possible. She possessed the perfect cadence and tone of an award-winning actress. We were all enthralled. I knew the plot, and even I was on tenterhooks. Her incredible gift of assuming the persona of whoever best suited her needs and desires created a magnificent performance. 

The applause was genuine and spontaneous. She smiled and gave the class a theatrical curtsy as if she were on stage being adorned with flowers. 

Franklin herself clapped louder than anyone. She was practically bouncing on the balls of her feet.

Shannon grinned, planting her knuckle against her hips as she absorbed all her accolades, patiently awaiting the applause to reach its natural zenith. 

”Wonderful!” proclaimed Franklin, her eyes welling with emotion. “That was...just...wonderful. So meaningful. So packed with metaphor and symbolism. Truly inspiring. I...” she cracked, covering her mouth with her hand to save herself from bursting into tears. She took a moment to compose herself before continuing, her voice fragile. “I never thought...never expected something so...so...just...bravo! Bravo!” She ignited another enthusiastic round of applause, and the class followed, Kelly and Stephanie whooping in response. 

Charlotte and her minions were the only ones who refused to participate. With her elbow propped on the desk and her chin resting in her palm, Charlotte looked thoroughly annoyed by Shannon’s success.

I couldn’t help but feel proud. Of course, popular, pretty girls like Shannon were always praised for anything they did, far above what was normal, but this was far beyond typical pandering. This was real. Franklin loved it. Really loved it! I had value. My mind had actual value! 

It was the first ray of hope I’d had since Mom died. 

And the last. 

“How did you come up with that?” asked Franklin. 

Shannon did not miss a beat. It was like she already had an answer prepared. “I just understand people,” she replied with full confidence. There was not a hint that she was faking any of it. Maybe in her mind, she really had written it? If my brain belonged to her by divine right, then why not? Everything belonged to her anyway. 

Franklin continued to gush. “You’re such an inspiration, Shannon. What a good person you are. A true role model!” 

Charlotte groaned. “My god, Frankie,” she said. “If you love her so much, why not just propose to her?” 

The class all laughed at her observation, especially her minions, who laughed louder than most. 

Franklin blushed, smiling nervously at the “joke.” I recognized the desperation in that smile. She wanted to be part of it, not the object of it. It was sad. A grown woman, so accomplished academically, reduced to high school survival tactics at the hands of these beautiful, cruel teens. 

“I don’t hear a denial,” said one of Charlotte’s minions, eliciting new laughter. 

Shannon tutted, “Oh, you guys,” she reprimanded lightly, “be nice.” 

Her lack of any real defense for her teacher made it obvious that Shannon thought the same thing. 

“Hey!” said Kelly, changing the subject. “I think Julia has a story too, right, Shanna?” 

My skin prickled in dread. This was the first I was hearing of this. My joy quickly morphed into dread.

Shannon chuckled. “Oh yeah! That’s right.” She reached back inside her bag and produced a crumpled piece of A5 lined paper. The words were scrawled in thick crayon, not even following the lines. It was as if a five-year-old using their bad hand had written it. Shannon unfurled it and proudly held it aloft for the whole class to enjoy, swiveling her body from left to right. Everyone laughed. 

“Now be nice,” said Shannon. “Julia tried ever so hard on this.” She passed it down to me with a huge grin on her pretty face. “Go ahead, Julia,” she said sweetly. 

My hand trembled as I took it from her. Shannon’s friends hushed the mirth in the classroom to allow me the silence to speak. 

I pressed my tongue deep into my chin, blushing fiercely as I looked down at the monstrosity. It was not even spelled correctly. The words had random capital letters in the middle of words, purposefully off-center and backwards. The crayon blurred in my vision as my eyes watered. Franklin would never know Shannon’s story was mine. This was what she would think of me. 

“Paaper,” I mumbled. 

There were plenty of chuckles at my expense. 

“Speak up,” said Shannon, beaming at my discomfort. 

“Paaaaaper,” I said, louder. “Big, yellow, paper. On the wall. Wall nice. Paaper nice. Feel soft. I likey very much.” 

There was an awkward pause. Nobody quite realized I was done. Nobody but Shannon, who allowed me a moment to squirm before initiating the applause. Her friends joined in, mockingly hollering. The rest of the class followed, laughing amongst themselves. 

Franklin shook her head at me disdainfully. I sank lower to the floor. 

“Wasn’t that something, Frankie?” asked Shannon. 

Franklin cleared her throat. “Yes, well, perhaps we ought to leave writing to your cousin in future, Julia?” 

Shannon joined in the laughter.

“But Shannon,” said Franklin, quickly turning the topic back to more important things. “You haven’t happened to have written anything else, have you?” 

Shannon eyed me, her grin shifting into a cunning smirk. “Ohhh, I might have a little something I’ve been keeping to myself.” 

My novel. She remembered. I did not know if I should feel honored or worried. 

Shannon turned back to Franklin, her voice now sweet. “Obviously, I have no idea if it's any good or not.”

“I’m sure it’s just wonderful, Shannon,” said Franklin, visibly excited by the prospect of reading it. “Might I be allowed to take a look?”

Shannon shrugged nonchalantly. “Sure. I don’t see why not.” 

Franklin shook her fists in joy. “Thank you, Shannon, thank you so much!” 

Shannon simply chuckled at her teacher’s pathetic obsequiousness. 

I could only hope my novel lived up to her expectations. There would be definite hell to pay if not. 
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THE BOILER ROOM WAS hot. Suffocatingly hot. 

Shannon had left me there, in the basement, with the straps of my harness tied around the back of a standing pipe. 

Kelly had continued to whine that Shannon shouldn’t just give in to Charlotte, but Shannon was unbothered. She was thinking of banning me from the lunchroom anyway. Charlotte wasn’t wrong about how gross it was to look at me while eating after all. 

Stephanie wondered what might happen if the janitor found me tied up like that, and they all had a good laugh imagining him raping me. 

I hoped it was only a joke. 

To keep me quiet, just in case, Leah had an old shoe she had taken from the lost and found. She wedged the toe inside my mouth to “help me keep quiet.” Judging from how worn and cheap it was, it likely once belonged to a scholarship girl. 

45-minutes was a long time to be bound to a pipe in a boiler room. Every groan from the pipes and every flickering shadow made me jump. If someone were to find me, I would be a sitting duck, completely helpless to defend myself. 

After a while, a slow echo of footsteps over the concrete floor approached. I hoped it was Shannon, but I knew that only one set of footsteps could not belong to her. She would always be leading her friends. She rarely went anywhere alone. 

I worried for a second that it really was the janitor coming to rape me.  

You should be so lucky, freak. 

Of course, it was far worse than that. I whimpered against the shoe inside my mouth when Charlotte manifested through the darkness like a demonic succubus. She was grinning at me, her eyes ablaze with sadistic delight. 

I scurried my feet over the floor and pulled on the straps that bound me to the pipe in a futile attempt to flee, screaming into the shoe for someone to help me. 

She chuckled at my struggle, confidently striding into my personal space, close enough for me to inhale her sweet citrus fragrance. She was so clean and pure, and I was so dirty and disgusting. My pussy tingled just being near her. 

“Shush now,” she said, opening the Chanel Clutch purse over her forearm.

I did as she said. It would be so much worse for me if I continued to scream. I stared at her with big, frightened eyes, and exhaled desperately through my nose. 

“You know,” she said, pulling out a yellow taser, “Kelly really ought to keep her big mouth shut. Doesn’t she realize I have spies everywhere? Obviously, I was going to find you. Nothing gets past me.” 

I gulped, daring not to tempt her to use it on me. 

“Here’s the thing,” she said nonchalantly, pressing the button and igniting a ferocious zap, illuminating us both momentarily in blue electricity. 

My heart pounded in my chest. My palms were sweaty. I shook my head slowly, begging her with my eyes for mercy. 

She continued, unmoved by my silent pleas. “So, Shanna is keeping a secret, and I want to know what it is.” 

I gulped. I could never tell. Not only would that be betraying my queen, but Aunt Martha’s threat about being sent below the pyramid sounded truly terrifying. There wasn’t anything Charlotte could do to me worse than that. 

That’s right. Think of this as a test of loyalty, freak. 

I braced myself, hoping the devil might take over my body again and save me the worst of this pain. 

Ha! It’s not much of a test if I take it for you, is it, freak? 

Charlotte gently wiggled the shoe free from my mouth, grinning at me expectantly. 

My best defense, maybe my only defense, was playing the retard card. I murmured, pressing my tongue into my chin, and forced a dribble out the sides of my mouth. A retard was too dumb to know anything, surely Charlotte understood that. 

She scoffed as if reading my mind. “Yeah, don’t think you can get away with that. I know you’re not quite as dumb as you pretend.”

I stared at her in horror. 

She chuckled. “Fine, if you want to do this the hard way. Can’t say I’m too disappointed. 

My body trembled in anticipation as she ignited her taser once more, only this time, she pressed it against my stomach. 

A sharp, piercing pain coursed through my body. My muscles tensed and locked. I slumped to the floor, only prevented from collapsing completely by the straps holding me against the pipe. I wanted to scream, but couldn’t, my diaphragm seized up, making it impossible to utter a sound. It was only for a moment, but that was enough. My bowels loosened, and a stream of warm pee filled my diaper. I half sobbed, half gasped. It was horrendous. Far worse than any flogging. 

Charlotte chuckled, placing one hand on her hip as she towered above me triumphantly. 

I cringed into myself for protection, trying to turn my side to her. 

“Consider that a warning,” she said, pressing the tip of the now dormant taser against my forehead. “Imagine what this thing might do to that retarded little brain of yours.” 

I didn’t want to imagine it. Something like that might cause a seizure, brain damage, or even death. I wanted to pretend like Charlotte wouldn’t really go through with it. Surely she didn’t actually want to kill me. But staring up into those beautifully sadistic eyes, I knew the threat was real. 

“I’ll ask again,” she said calmly, relishing my pain and fear. “What is Shannon hiding from me?” 

I had to give her something. I was no use to Shannon if Charlotte killed me. I had to try to stall long enough for Shannon to come back for me. 

“Sh-Shannon,” I began, taking my time with each word to prolong this as long as possible. “She..” 

“Ye-es?” she pressed the taser more firmly against my skull and teased a repeat. 

I had to satisfy her without giving anything tangible away. It was hard to think, though with a taser pressed to my head, reeling from an electric shock, while strapped to a pipe in a boiler room. 

“She...she’s been accepted into a p-program.” 

Charlotte raised a single manicured brow. I could tell she was unconvinced. I had to try harder. 

“It’s h-high level. S-she’s been chosen because she’s a h-high achiever. It’s going to help with her college applications.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “You expect me to believe she’s excited about some poxy academic achievement?” 

“P-please, Charlotte,” I whimpered. “That’s all I know. I swear. Shannon doesn’t tell me things. Why would she?” 

I could see that it had an impact. Charlotte scrunched her face as she contemplated this. It made sense. If Shannon’s closest friends didn’t know, why would I?

After a few seconds, she inhaled a deep breath, inflating her chest, pushing her bosom against the extent of her silk camisole before slowly exhaling, annoyed, through her nose. She squatted down to meet me at eye level, slowly removing the taser from my forehead. 

“You’d better not be lying to me, retard,” she said. “Because I’ll discover the truth eventually. I always do.” 

I nodded. “Y-yes, Miss,” I answered feebly. 

Her lips curled into a slow, purposeful smirk. 

“I had so much fun hurting you yesterday,” she said under her breath. 

I gulped. “Th...thank you.” 

She chuckled at me menacingly and lifted the taser once more, poised to zap me again. 

Shannon’s voice burst through the darkness like a saving angel. “Hey!” 

Charlotte immediately scowled and turned, swishing her blonde hair at my face in the process. 

Shannon marched toward us, flanked by Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah. A small, plain scholarship girl nervously trailed them: Charlotte’s scholarship bitch. 

The loser’s voice was fragile and scared. “I’m sorry, Charlotte,” she said, tears in her eyes. “I-I couldn’t stop them.” 

Leah stopped dead, curled her fist, flexed her arm, and smashed the loser directly in her nose, smashing it in an instant. 

The smaller, weaker girl dropped to the concrete, her nose bursting in blood. I thought for a second she was unconscious until, with trembling hands, she covered her face, mewling a soft cry.  

Charlotte stood up to face her rivals. “Ugh,” she uttered at her bitch. “Don’t you dare make that noise.” 

Her loser immediately silenced herself. Nobody paid her mind as she trembled on the floor. 

Shannon stared Charlotte down, folding her arms over her chest. “What the fuck are you doing?” 

Charlotte sneered, dropping the taser back in her purse. “Whatever. I got what I needed from her anyway.”

I realized then that Charlotte’s vote, banning me from the lunchroom, was all just a ruse to separate me from Shannon. I gained a whole new level of respect for her intelligence. She really was the one girl in school capable of challenging Shannon. 

Charlotte barged past Shannon, knocking her with her shoulder. Had she been a lesser person, surely Leah would have knocked her down for that blatant disrespect, but Charlotte’s stature was such that not even Leah dared touch her. It made my grabbing her hair that day even more insane.

Kelly and Stephanie separated to allow her to pass, staring daggers into the back of her head. 

Charlotte stepped over her loser. “Come on!” she yelled without looking back. Her bitch desperately scurried to her feet, rushed after her, clutching her broken nose as blood dripped onto the floor. She apologized profusely as they disappeared into the darkness. 

“She’s such a bitch,” muttered Kelly. 

Shannon rolled her eyes. “I should’ve known she’d pull something like this.”

“Oh, she’ll get hers,” said Kelly. 

Shannon sighed and placed her hands on the hips of her pleated mini-skirt as she stared down at me disapprovingly. I cringed from her disdain. 

“What did she want with you?” 

“She...she wanted to know your...s-secret, Your Majesty.”

“What did you tell her?” 

“N-nothing. I j-just said you’d been recruited by a program b-because of your academic achievements. R-really. Sh-she doesn’t know anything about-” 

Shannon raised her brows, and that was enough to silence that thought. 

My momentary slip did not go unnoticed by Kelly. “About what?” she asked Shannon. “Come on, you’ve got to tell us now.” 

She sighed. “Ugh, Kelly, I want to tell you guys. I really do, but I can’t. Not yet anyway.”

Kelly pointed down at me without looking. “But she knows. How come?” 

Shannon shook her head. “It’ll make sense when I tell you.”

“And when will that be?” 

“Ugh, Kelly!” Shannon’s tone was suddenly sharp. Sharper than I’d ever known it to be with her friends. It was a clear demonstration of her authority. 

Kelly blushed. “Sorry, Shanna,” she mumbled.

“Well,” said Stephanie, shrugging, “what should we do about her?” She nodded down at me. 

Shannon stared at me for a few seconds before responding. “I suppose she did the right thing. Throwing Charlotte a bone probably saved us from a bigger problem.”

I inwardly beamed. I was useful to her. I passed the test. I was on my way to becoming a real skrw-nh, just like Susanne promised. 

Stephanie chuckled. “I think she might need a change of diaper.” 

“Ew,” said Shannon, smiling again, “gross.” 

They all shared a good chuckle at my expense. The tense moment between Shannon and her bestie passed without awkwardness. I was happy my position as their bottom bitch was paying off. They could always rely on me to be a distraction. No matter what, they could bond over how pathetic I was. This was exactly what Aunt Martha was talking about. This was my purpose. I existed so that better girls had someone to dominate, saving them from turning on each other. 

I whispered a silent “thank you” to Charlotte for helping me be a better slave.
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“So,” said Shannon, sucking on a cherry lollipop while she roughly flicked through the pages of my manuscript. “Is this actually any good or what?” 

She lay on her bed with the back of her head resting comfortably against her plush pillows. I kneeled on the floor by the foot of her bed, helping her relax by massaging my thumbs into the soles of her lotioned feet as she bobbed them teasingly from side to side in front of my face. 

Once again, I was dressed in my French Maid’s uniform, with my collar around my neck. My new leash was wrapped securely around Shannon’s wrist. The gold made my status as her property so much more permanent. Honestly, I loved it. 

Of course you do, you little freak. Being this close to your cousin’s feet? This is every sick fantasy you ever had, you fucking pervert. 

The mocking of the devil on my shoulder only made me focus harder on rubbing the tension from her feet. All the practice I’d been getting with Aunt Martha was really starting to pay off. 

She swiped the pages away and stared at me, furrowing her brow. “Well?” 

My voice cracked in my haste to answer. “I don’t know, Your Majesty,” I answered truthfully. As much as I liked to pretend it was good and that I had a chance of being a real writer, nobody had actually read it before now but me. I was too afraid that someone would expose me as wasting my time and my life. 

Even though Shannon had received praise for my writing in class, it was still a much-needed confidence boost that maybe I was not so bad after all. 

Shannon swiped the next page away disinterestedly, almost ripping it in the process. 

It was hard not to cringe. This was the only copy. I could not stop her if she decided to destroy it. Almost certainly, she would have by now if she didn’t think it might potentially be of some use to her. 

I had painstakingly typed my original handwritten pages onto an old second-hand typewriter my mom had found for me a couple of birthdays back. It was cheap and inefficient. The keys often locked or randomly refused to print. I knew it cost way less than the $50 Mom always gave Shannon for her birthday. 

But obviously, she deserved it more than you, freak. Just who is rubbing whose feet? 

Shannon scoffed at my stupidity. “You don’t know if it’s good? Are you retarded or something?” 

I blushed, still massaging her feet. 

She chuckled at her joke and stretched, pushing her feet close enough to my face to smell the caramel lotion. 

“Seriously, though,” she continued, “Frankie’s expecting this to be amazing.  I am not putting my name on something that’s just mediocre.”

“No,” I answered hurriedly, “never!” 

“Whatever,” she said, dismissively flinging the manuscript at me. I ducked below her feet to avoid it whacking me in the face. The pages scattered as if caught in a gust of wind. My heart sank. It would take an age to reorganize them. She pointed at me threateningly, “You’d better hope this is good, that’s all I’m gonna say about it.” 

My skin prickled in dread, and a tiny bit of pee dampened my diaper under the skirt of my French Maid’s uniform. I gulped. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.” 

She smirked and inhaled a large, satisfying breath, inflating her bosom, before exhaling powerfully through her nose. Through it all, I never stopped rubbing her feet for even a moment. 

“Humph, what can I even do with this anyway?”

“W-well, Your Majesty, my dream is to be a published novelist.” 

Shannon raised a questioning brow at my slip. 

“W-was!” I hurriedly corrected it. 

Shannon smirked. 

“Was my dream, Your Majesty. Of course, the best dream of all is taking care of your feet. They’re so perfect and wonderful and-”

She laughed. “Yeah, I know, I’m perfect. Blah blah blah.” She bopped the flat of her foot firmly against my nose. “Now answer my question.”

“Um, well, a s-successful book deal with a large publishing house can net the author considerable royalty payments. On top of that, movie rights, TV rights, book signings, and guest speaker roles. It can be really lucrative.” 

“Lucrative, for me,” she stated, pinching my nose between her toes. 

I blushed. “Y-yes, Your Majesty.”  

She giggled and released me. 

I smiled nervously. I didn’t know what I was going to do. Was I going to willingly hand over my work for Shannon to profit from? Was I really going to surrender the only dream I ever had that didn’t involve feet? 

I think we both know the answer to that, freak.

My pussy tingled, and my stomach knotted. I decided the best plan (the only plan) was to just hope for the best. Somehow, everything would work itself out. It had to! 

I mean, this was probably just a fad for Shannon. She didn’t have any actual interest in literature. She read fashion and pop culture magazines, and even then, she mostly just flipped through the pages, finding photographs she liked. This was not a household that cared about books. She only wanted to take my novel because it was mine, not because she cared. She would move on to something else eventually. I just had to bide my time.  

Shannon’s phone on her bedside table rang, interrupting my thoughts, but not her massage. She groaned as she grabbed the receiver.

“What?” she snapped down the line. 

I could hear a faint mumble on the other end. The apologetic tone suggested it was Susanne. 

Suddenly, Shannon sat up and furrowed her brow. “Are you kidding me right now? She’s here?” 

Despite my rising anxiety, I never ceased rubbing my thumbs into her shimmering, soft soles. Shannon stared at me as if this was all somehow my fault, and the longer she stared, the more I felt I’d wronged her. 

“Fine. We’ll be right there.”

I paled. 

“What?” continued Shannon, “her collar and leash? Really?”

I didn’t like the sound of that. Who could Aunt Martha possibly be okay with seeing me in my collar and leash? That was supposed to just be for the household. 

Shannon cautiously placed her phone down and stared at it for a moment. The gears turned in her mind as she tried to work out what was going on. I dared not ask. 

“That was...Susanne,” she said carefully. 

I blinked at her. 

She turned to me, flushing slightly in her cheeks. “They’re here. Charlotte and Nancy...and they want...to see us. See you. All of you.”

*
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SHANNON LED ME BY MY leash into Aunt Martha’s personal room. Outwardly, Shannon maintained her usual confidence, but I knew her well enough by now to notice a slight hesitation in her strides. This was as strange a situation for her as it was for me. Holding my safety reins at school was one thing, tugging on a slave leash and collar was another. 

I shuffled behind my queen, shoulders hunched, face flush. It was not only the collar and leash that disturbed me. Nobody from school had ever seen me dress as a full French Maid before. At school, I wore typical jeans and t-shirts. At least appearance-wise, I looked poor but normal. This itchy, stiff uniform was anything but normal. 

Worst of all, Charlotte was the last girl from school I would ever want to see me like this. 

Aunt Martha was holding court when we entered. She sat in her opulent leather armchair like an Empress on her throne. She wore a black knit tank top that hugged her body, enhancing her curves, and flowing high-waist cream silk pants, giving her an elegant but relaxed aesthetic. I recognized her shoes as Manolo Blahnik, and her gold bracelets and diamond studs as Cartier. 

Sitting on either side of her, facing one another on opposite couches, were Charlotte and her mother, Nancy. 

Nancy wore a ruby silk wrap blouse with a plunging neckline that highlighted her ample bust. A wide Hermes leather belt with a statement gold buckle cinched her waist while black, high-waisted, wide-legged trousers elongated her legs. A subtle silk scarf was tied loosely around her neck, and a crocodile Hermes handbag rested on the cushion next to her. 

Charlotte still wore the same clothes from school. A light gold silk camisole tucked into a meticulously pleated cream mid-skirt and a butter-yellow cashmere cardigan. She had her legs crossed, showing off the power in her long, smooth, tanned legs. 

Her grin was evil as she looked me over. I was dressed like her own maids at home. The maids, Nancy had constructed an entire soundproof basement to torture. My skin immediately prickled with dread. A tiny bit of pee dampened my diaper under my skirt.

Susanne was likewise wearing her uniform. She was kneeling on the floor by Aunt Martha’s chair with her hands resting demurely on her thighs, averting her eyes respectfully to the floor, purposefully avoiding the gaze of her superiors. Aunt Martha wrapped her leash loosely around her wrist. 

Tea was served in exquisite porcelain on a silver tray, perfectly centered between the three beautiful women. None of them had to reach or stretch for their cup and saucer. It was an impressive attention to detail from Susanne that nobody but me was ever likely to notice. 

“Ah,” announced Aunt Martha, “good. You’re here.” 

Shannon halted and looked at the three of them in turn. “Mom?” she asked suspiciously. “What’s going on?” 

Charlotte smirked at her. “You thought you were such a hotshot, Shanna, didn’t you?”

Shannon narrowed her eyes at her rival. 

Charlotte chuckled. “I know everything.”

Shannon flicked her attention to Aunt Martha, widening her eyes questioningly. 

Aunt Martha inhaled a contemplative breath as she reached for her cup and saucer. She pursed her luscious lips and methodically blew at the steam before taking an elegant sip. 

It was Nancy who spoke, smiling tenderly. “Come join us, won’t you, Shannon, dear?” 

“Yeah, Shanna,” said Charlotte, circling her palm over the seat next to her. “There’s plenty of room.” 

Shannon glared at her. 

Nancy tutted at her daughter. “Charlotte, show some decorum, please.”

Shannon turned on me sharply, whipping her hair in the process. “She knows?” It was less of a question and more of an accusation. 

Blood drained from my face. I stammered, unable to answer, and the longer I hesitated, the harder Shannon glared. 

Charlotte laughed. “Oh, please,” she said, “you think that retard was capable of throwing me off the scent? She told me everything I needed to know. Academic achievement? Give me a break.”

Nancy sighed and frowned at her. “Charlotte. We are guests in Martha’s home. It is unbecoming of you to brag like this.” 

Charlotte shrugged, still grinning. 

Nancy turned to Aunt Martha. “I apologize for her behavior, Martha.” 

Aunt Martha shook her head. “There’s no need, Nancy. Truthfully, Charlotte was right to confirm her suspicion.”

Shannon’s cheeks flushed as she stared incredulously at her mother. It was one of the few times I would ever see her lose composure. 

“Shannon,” said Aunt Martha firmly, but not unkindly, “I warned you not to say anything to your friends, didn’t I?” 

“I didn’t!” 

Charlotte smugly interrupted. “I knew as soon as Kelly blurted it out, Mrs. Banks.” 

Shannon pointed at her angrily. “You can shut the fuck up, bitch!”

Aunt Martha’s reprimand was forceful and swift. “Shannon Banks! Watch that language. We have company.”

Charlotte sneered at her triumphantly. 

Shannon glowered. 

“Now, now,” said Nancy, calmly. “Shannon, dear. You aren’t in trouble. Please sit.” 

Shannon bit her lip, still flushing. I could tell that part of her wanted to storm out of there, make a big statement. But the stern look from her mother was enough to dissuade her. Instead, she sighed petulantly and yanked my leash, forcing me to follow her to the couch. She perched on the edge of the seat next to Charlotte, folding her arms and crossing her leg away from her rival. I took my place on the floor by her feet. 

“Honestly,” said Nancy good-naturedly,” what are we going to do with you both?” 

Aunt Martha nodded. “One of these days. You two are going to realize just how alike you really are.” 

Shannon and Charlotte exchanged a mistrustful glare. 

“And then you’ll be the best of friends!” added Nancy. 

Shannon scoffed and turned away.  Charlotte mocked a vomiting noise, poking her finger inside her mouth. 

Aunt Martha and Nancy sighed simultaneously. 

“What are we going to do with your girls?” asked Aunt Martha, rhetorically. 

“Shannon, dear,” said Nancy, “I know this is all a shock. But Charlotte has known about the Daughters of Isis for a good few months now.” 

Charlotte was quick to gloat again. “Ever since I turned 18, actually. And unlike you, I can keep a secret.” 

Shannon side-eyed her. 

As foolish as I felt for thinking I had ever thrown her off the scent, I had to admit that Charlotte had genuinely hidden her knowledge. I never suspected her for a second. But it made sense. Charlotte had demonstrated how well-versed she was in corporal punishment from my experience in the basement. Nancy had already been training her, using their maids as target practice. She had advanced well beyond Shannon in that regard. 

“Actually,” said Shannon, through her teeth, each word venomous and deliberate, “I never said a word.”

“Yeah,” agreed Charlotte. “But I knew you were going to. That’s why I had to step in. To preserve the sanctity of our society.” 

“Mom,” said Shannon. “I never said a word. Honestly.” 

Nancy raised her hand and nodded at her encouragingly. “There’s no need to worry, Shannon, dear. Your mother and I will fix this whole debacle. We’ve already informed your priestess of the situation, and she will see to it that your friends understand the seriousness of it all.” 

“Wait,” said Shannon, “does that mean...?” 

Aunt Martha and Nancy exchanged a look and smirked at each other knowingly. 

Shannon gasped excitedly. “Really? They’re going to be inducted with me?” 

“Hold on, princess,” said Aunt Martha. “This does not mean you can share anything with them. The priestess will handle this. You must not even hint at anything until then.” 

Shannon nodded enthusiastically. 

Charlotte rolled her eyes. 

Aunt Martha smiled at her. “Charlotte,” she said kindly, “I do appreciate you trying to safeguard our secrets. Your heart was in the right place. You showed real initiative. Your instincts will serve you well.”  

Charlotte smirked smugly. 

“Yes,” agreed Nancy, “it is especially important for the newly ascended to watch out for each other. We understand. We really do. This is all so new and exciting. But upholding the secrets of Mother Isis is vital to the continued success of our order.” 

Aunt Martha spoke next. “That’s why you two must get on the same page. You should be watching each other’s backs, not stabbing them.” 

“Yes,” said Nancy, “it is most unbecoming.” 

“So true,” said Aunt Martha. “Once inducted, there will be no room for these juvenile rivalries. All are equal under the eyes of heaven and the cosmos. Mother Isis does not favor any one daughter over any other.”

“Quite right,” said Nancy. “Any competition is orchestrated purely in the spirit of harmony and fun. We do not seek advantages over our sisters. We compete to test our abilities and learn from one another. We seek to elevate, not tear down.” 

Aunt Martha continued. “Mother Isis is wise. She understands that if our power were turned against ourselves, it would lead to chaos. The end of her mortal empire. Our order has existed for millennia, through countless ages and eras, precisely because we are equal and unified.” 

“We are forever stronger as a collective. We all share our knowledge, our networks, our resources to help our sisters be the best version of themselves.” 

“Yes,” said Aunt Martha, “victory for one is victory for all.” 

Charlotte and Shannon studied each other, perhaps viewing themselves and their role in the universe in a new light. 

“Of course,” continued Aunt Martha, “it is in your nature as superior women to belittle and bully those lesser than you. Defeating them in all aspects of life is ingrained in our souls. No victory is too great.”

“Quite so,” said Nancy, “but that is why Mother Isis, in her divine wisdom, bound our skrw-nh to us in ethereal chains.”

“Ha!” declared Aunt Martha, tugging firmly on Susanne’s leash. “Not just ethereal.”

They both shared a chuckle at Susanne’s expense. Even Shannon and Charlotte smirked. 

“With them,” continued Aunt Martha, “we always have a weakling at hand to satiate our natural sadism and drive to win.” 

“In the future,” said Nancy, “when you feel the urge to express your superiority over the expense of another, turn to your skrw-nh. That is the entire point of their existence.” 

As twisted as their logic was, it did not seem so very wrong. Obviously, Shannon and Charlotte were better than me. Obviously, it did not serve either of their interests to go at each other, exchanging defeat and victory in equal measure. Together, the entire school, students, and faculty would be theirs to manipulate and control. 

My existence was becoming increasingly clear. I was the runt of the litter. A punching bag for my superiors to unleash their frustrations upon to maintain the harmony of the pack. 

It was strange, but I did not fear it. If anything, it filled me with a sense of purpose, safety, and belonging.

“On that note,” said Nancy, seriously. “Charlotte, you will not touch the skrw-nh of a fellow sister without her permission.”

Charlotte blinked at her. 

“That was incredibly disrespectful to Shannon.”

“Wait a minute,” said Charlotte. “That’s not fair. I was doing it for us. For her!” 

Shannon scoffed. “Yeah, quite the philanthropist." 

Charlotte stared daggers into her. 

“Charlotte Sinclair!” said Nancy, firmly. “This is very important. The sisters deeply frown upon stealing the skrw-nh of another. You will not do that again.”

Charlotte gaped, shocked at the sharpness of her mother’s tone. 

Shannon smirked at her victoriously.

Aunt Martha sighed. “I think it’s safe to say both of you have made mistakes. That is to be expected. You’re still learning. But it’s important to learn from them.” 

“I think an apology is in order,” said Nancy. 

Charlotte appeared apoplectic. “Apologize?” she uttered breathlessly. “I’ve never apologized for anything in my life.” 

Shannon smiled. “I don’t mind,” she said with a shrug. “I suppose I’m just more mature than you. I am really, so very very sorry for calling you a bitch.” 

Charlotte glared. 

“Well said, Shannon dear,” said Nancy.

Shannon purposefully slow-blinked, straightening her posture, enjoying her victory. 

“Charlotte?” said Nancy. 

Charlotte flushed. Each word was tinged with pure hatred and venom. “I...I’m very, truly, very, sorry, Shannon, please forgive...me.” 

Shannon nodded at her magnanimously. 

“Good,” declared Aunt Martha. “Now let this be an end to your rivalry. A truce.”

Shannon extended her little finger. “Pinky promise?” 

Charlotte eyed it and shrugged. She extended her own, and together they shook on it. 

“Wonderful,” said Nancy. 

“We’re so proud of you girls,” said Aunt Martha. 

For the first time, Shannon and Charlotte exchanged with each other a knowing, devious smile. 

A deadly new alliance was formed.
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​Twenty-Eight
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​Mrs. Franklin’s class was always my favorite. It didn’t matter that Shannon made me sit on the floor by her feet, keeping my stupid mouth shut so I wouldn’t disturb the students who actually mattered. It didn’t matter that I could barely catch Mrs. Franklin’s words over the chatter and pranks of the rich girls. Her insights were absolutely invaluable, and I tried to absorb every scrap of wisdom she shared that could improve my writing.

When the bell rang to signal the end of class, I sighed wistfully. I was going to miss these lessons after graduation. Not that I held any aspirations for passing my exams or leaving with a diploma. Those days were long gone. 

Even the scholarship girls had better odds than me. They may have spent more time on the rich girls’ assignments than their own, but once those were finished, they had some spare time to complete their own work. They were not prancing around as a French maid at night, washing dishes, massaging feet, and sleeping in a cage on the kitchen floor. 

One day, those scholarship girls, with the benefit of this prestigious school on their résumés, would work as drones in the offices to further enrich the same rich girls who had so mercilessly bullied and exploited them. 

Still a much better life than you’re going to suffer, freak. 

“Excuse me, Shannon,” said Franklin, stopping us before Shannon directed me out of her classroom. “May I speak with you for a moment?” 

Shannon’s fingers were intertwined with the straps of my harness. She casually pulled on them, flexing the elegant muscle beneath her pink blazer. She rested her second hand on her shapely hip, making no effort to disguise her annoyance at being asked to stay behind. “What is it, Frankie?” 

Shannon was usually one of the first to leave, the others lingering just long enough to give her and her friends an unobstructed exit. But this time, she waved them on without her. The scholarship girls, as always, were the last to go, waiting until every one of their social superiors had filed out of the classroom before daring to leave. 

Franklin caught Shannon’s displeasure at once. Her cheeks flushed, and her words tumbled out faster than usual, as though she feared wasting too much of Shannon’s time. 

Once, I might have found it strange to see a teacher defer to a student like this. But by now, I understood the rules. The prettiest and most popular girls always demanded respect, even from members of the faculty. And they always got it too. 

“This won’t take long, Shannon,” she said, humbly, “but I finished your manuscript.”

Shannon had only given it to her yesterday. How had she managed to read an entire 80,000 word novel in a single night? If she was anyone else, I might have suspected she was lying. But I knew Franklin took literature far too seriously to ever fake it. I smiled in spite of myself. This had to mean it was readable if nothing else. 

Shannon shrugged as if to ask “and?” 

Franklin took the meaning, flushing even harder. “It’s, um, really great, Shannon. Spectacular in fact. It’s so moving. Emotional. I admit, I cried some. The themes are timeless and yet so applicable to this modern age. I must know, where did you discover your inspiration?” 

I looked nervously at my queen. I knew Shannon hadn’t actually bothered to read any of it. At best, she had skimmed a few lines here and there. It was a show of confidence in me that she would attach her valuable name to something I’d worked on without checking it first. But it created an issue I hadn’t considered. If Franklin asked her questions about characters or plot, how would she ever answer them? Not only that, but Shannon knew nothing about literary techniques. I doubted she’d ever read a single book for pleasure in her entire life. 

Of course not, freak. Only losers like you read for “fun.” 

Shannon immediately doused my silly fears. She maintained complete composure and calm as she coyly answered. “Now, now, Frankie, I’m not in the habit of giving away all my secrets.” 

Franklin laughed nervously. “Oh, absolutely. You’re so right, Shannon. I apologize. I know how personal and sacred a writer’s individual process can be. Why, I remember when I was working on my third novel-” 

Shannon purposefully interrupted with a loud sigh, checking the time on her gleaming rose-gold Rolex. 

Beads of sweat formed on Franklin’s pink brow. I had no doubt she was sweating profusely under her tweed. 

Shannon had that effect on people. Despite Shannon’s sweet smile, and fluttering lashes, there was an edge behind everything she said and did. Franklin knew to tread lightly around her popular student or risk turning Shannon against her. If that happened, Franklin had no hope of maintaining order in her classroom. Shannon had masterfully made herself indispensable by at least showing a mild willingness to pretend to pay attention. Franklin would never recover if she lost Shannon’s support. It never needed to be said. They both knew it. 

Franklin stumbled over her words. “Yes, well, um, I just wanted to ask if you’d maybe thought about publication at all?” 

My ears pricked at that wonderful, magical word: publication. It was the pinnacle. The goal I’d strived for ever since I was six years old, long before I ever discovered the joys of Shannon’s feet. Tears of joy shimmered in my eyes. Franklin liked it. Really liked it. I was...good. I could be a writer. A real writer. A paid novelist! I...had talent. 

Don’t get carried away, freak. This is about Shannon, not you. You’re a tool, no more important to this project than ink or paper. 

I didn’t need to be reminded that the prettier, richer, and more popular you were, the greater your accomplishments were celebrated. Social capital was everything in high school, and only Charlotte even came close to Shannon in that regard. But still, Franklin surely wouldn’t talk about publication unless she genuinely believed in it. For an agency or publishing house, Shannon Banks would just be a name. They would need more than that to take a chance on her. 

My excitement was completely lost on Shannon. 

She nonchalantly shrugged a single shoulder. “I don’t know,” she said through a sigh. “Do I have to do anything?” 

“Rest assured,” said Franklin, more lively now that Shannon had shown the barest of interest in her proposal. “I will take on the majority of the load for you. I will help you edit your manuscript to perfection. I have many contacts in agencies and publishing houses. Everyone is looking for the next big thing. You can be a New York Times bestseller. I know it!” 

I couldn’t help myself. All those long hours I’d spent typing away on that crappy typewriter until my wrist felt as if it would drop off. All the times I stared at myself in the mirror, questioning my ability. All the evil things the devil on my shoulder said to me. All the mockery I endured for pursuing my dream. It was worth every moment of suffering for this one moment. 

I half gasped and half cried, immediately covering my mouth with my trembling hand. I was faint. This was better than a dream. 

Franklin eyed me suspiciously “What’s wrong with her?” 

Shannon glared at me. “Nothing,” she said firmly, warning me to keep quiet, before turning back to her teacher. “She’s just excited for me I think.” 

Franklin studied me. For a second, I thought I found a hint of doubt in her eyes. Shannon had been her student for a long time after all. How was it that Shannon had never showcased this level of skill before now? Deep down, she knew something about this was wrong.

Shannon spoke, focusing Franklin’s attention back to her. “You really think it’s that good?” 

The aging teacher’s face brightened and those intelligent eyes dulled into a stupor. Any creeping doubts she held were squashed by Shannon’s intoxicating presence. 

“It will be. I know what they want. With my help, your novel will be as marketable as you are.” 

Shannon furrowed her brow, casting a warning glare onto her teacher. “I’m not paying you, if that’s what you think.” 

Franklin swallowed. “N-no,” she stuttered. “I wouldn’t dream of asking you for money, Shannon. I’m not interested in anything like that. If I wanted money I would never have become a teacher!” she laughed self-depreciationly. 

Shannon responded with a sharp “humph.” 

“Really, Shannon,” she said, deferentially, “the only payment I need is to see you succeed. If one day, I can walk into Barnes and Noble and see your book displayed, then I will consider my choice to become a teacher worthwhile.” 

Shannon sighed through her nose. “Fine,” she said shortly. “I guess you can go ahead and try and get it published for me.” 

“Thank you, Shannon. That means the world to me. Thank you so much!” 

“Is that all? My friends are waiting for me, you know.” 

My pussy tingled at how easily Shannon was being handed my greatest dream on a silver platter without her having to lift a finger and all she could think about was how this was cutting into her lunch break. 

“W-well,” said Franklin, nervously, “I was, um, wondering as well what your plans are for college?” 

Shannon rolled her eyes. “Urf, really? Right now?” 

Franklin flushed. “It’s just that, with talent like yours, it would be a real shame not to pursue a career in literature and the creative arts.”

Shannon scoffed. “I doubt my mom would want me wasting my time on anything like that.”

Franklin’s face dropped like a wounded puppy dog at Shannon so easily dismissing her passion as a waste of time. “Well, I know it isn’t as flashy as some other majors you might consider, but yours is a once in a generation talent that ought not be squandered. I truly believe you could be the next Virginia Woolf, Syvlia Plath, Emily Dickenson, Flannery O’ Connor!” 

My heart hammered in my chest. I couldn’t breathe. I was dizzy. These were my greatest heroes. The Mt. Rushmore of modernist female authors. I was THAT good? Maybe not yet, but with Mrs. Franklin’s help and connections, I definitely could be!

Correction, freak. Shannon could be. 

Shannon investigated her manicure, disinterested in Franklin’s enthusiasm. Those illustrious names meant nothing to her. 

“Please, Shannon,” said Franklin weakly. “Let me speak to your mother. Maybe I can convince her to give this a chance. Please.” 

“Fine,” relented Shannon with an eye roll. “I mean, I guess I’ll ask her.” 

“Thank you, Shannon,” said Franklin happily. “Thank you so much. You won’t regret this.” 

Shannon scowled, adorably.
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I STOOD AT ATTENTION beside Aunt Martha’s armchair with my hands folded demurely over my impractical lace apron. Aunt Martha said it was important for Mrs. Franklin see how happy I was to serve as a maid. It would be so easy for her to assume I was being coerced into this lowly position. That wouldn’t do at all. She needed to leave this dinner knowing that this was for my own good.

As embarrassing as it was to have my favorite teacher, a woman whose intellect I so deeply respected, see me in my full French Maid’s attire, bonnet and all, I maintained a blank, serene smile, as though this life was all I ever wanted.

Isn’t it?

I couldn’t help but feel a pang of sadness. Mrs. Franklin wasn’t just here to convince Aunt Martha to allow Shannon to major in creative writing, but to publish the novel I wrote under Shannon’s name. My dream, my life’s work, was being handed to her, and she didn’t even care. Franklin actually had to convince her to steal my dream for herself.

In another reality, one where I wasn’t cursed with this humiliating fixation on Shannon’s feet, that dream might have been mine. How proud Mom would be! 

I used to imagine telling her I was being published. For once in her miserable life, she could share good news with Aunt Martha. Maybe even garner a tiny tinge of envy? It wasn’t as if Shannon could write a book on her own...

She doesn’t need to do the work when she can take the credit for yours, freak.

It was true. Shannon would gain the best of everything. All the accolades with none of the work. I squeezed my thighs together as a moist splotch expanded in my diaper.

Susanne escorted Franklin into Aunt Martha’s personal room. I knew straight away that Franklin had tried her absolute best to look “nice.” She wore her “best” tweed, a blazer over a matching long skirt, with faux pearl ear studs. She had straightened her hair and even polished the cracked leather of her worn flats.

She was struck not only by the grandeur of the Egyptian-themed palace, but by Aunt Martha herself.

As always, Aunt Martha insisted on formal attire for dinner. She wore a deep emerald silk Versace column gown that brought out the green in her brown eyes. The fitted cut accentuated her feminine curves, while the low scoop neckline highlighted her collarbone and framed her upper bosom. Chunky, bold gold jewelry added an imposing display of wealth and power.

So captivated was Franklin by Aunt Martha and the mansion’s lavish surroundings that she barely noticed me at first. Only after a few moments did her gaze flick in my direction. As painful as it was, I successfully maintained my smile. Her eyes widened in shock, her mouth gaping open.

Franklin was no fool. She knew perfectly well how morally reprehensible Shannon’s actions toward me were. That was why she mostly tried to ignore my presence. Pushing her ethics aside took a remarkable effort, but Shannon was, of course, well worth it.

Shannon lounged on the couch beside her mother, her elbow casually draped over the armrest. She wore a pastel pink silk chiffon Dior cocktail dress, the sweetheart neckline playful and innocently flirty. The hem hit the knee, revealing the flawless tan of her thighs. Her satin ballet flats tapped innocently. Like her mother, she made no effort to rise to greet Franklin, though she did deign a smile, flashing the gleaming whites of her perfect teeth.

“Hi, Frankie!” she declared, teasingly.

Franklin smiled bashfully. “Hello there, Shannon.” She nodded at Aunt Martha. “Mrs. Banks. It’s a real pleasure.”

Aunt Martha stared, a slight smirk forming on her beautiful face.

“Oh,” Franklin squeaked, her nerves getting the better of her. “Here, I made this!” She held up a plate of fresh salad wrapped in clingfilm. Her offering was met with bemused silence. Her voice cracked as she persevered. “A-all picked by hand from my garden this morning.”

Aunt Martha curled her fingers into her palm, inspecting her manicure while angling her wrist so the poorer teacher could more easily spot the glimmering Rolex over her wrist. “How very quaint. I certainly hope you scrubbed the dirt from those hands before touching food meant for my table, though.”

Franklin’s smile wobbled. Hurt flickered in her eyes. She glanced at Shannon, searching her student’s face for any hints that this was meant in jest.

Shannon chuckled at her mother’s “joke,” easing Franklin’s worries. 

Franklin snorted inelegantly, inadvertently drawing Shannon and Aunt Martha’s attention back to her. Both stared, no longer laughing, their brows furrowed in subtle revulsion at Franklin’s weird noise.

Susanne smiled warmly at the hapless teacher. “Let me take that from you,” she said kindly.

Franklin nodded gratefully and handed her the plate.

“What would you like to drink, Miss?”

“Please call me, Pam.”

Shannon looked surprised. “Pam?”

Franklin smiled. “That’s my name. Pamela Franklin.”

Shannon and Aunt Martha both chuckled in response. I was as confused as Franklin as to what exactly they found so funny about that. Franklin flushed slightly in response, bravely maintaining her smile.

“We’ll try the Mersault,” said Aunt Martha to Susanne, waving her away with a dismissive flick of her wrist.

Susanne curtsied and quickly departed, taking Franklin’s salad plate with her to the kitchen. Franklin watched her depart longingly. Susanne was the only one who had shown her any warmth since she arrived. She wavered uncertainly on her feet, adjusting her long skirt as Shannon and Aunt Marhta continued to stare.

Finally, Franklin broke the uncomfortable silence. “S-such a beautiful home you have here, Mrs. Banks.”

Aunt Martha drew a sharp breath through her nose before slowly exhaling in a deliberate, irritated sigh.

Franklin’s flush deepened.

It was Shannon who offered her a lifeline. “You can sit, you know, Pammy,” she said brightly.

Franklin smiled gratefully and cautiously approached the couches. She briefly considered sitting next to Shannon, but at the last moment thought better of it and instead awkwardly settled on the empty couch to Aunt Martha’s left. Aunt Martha's judging eyes never once released her.

“I, um, I really must thank you again for the opportunity to talk to you, Mrs. Banks. Shannon is such a spectacular young lady. I thoroughly believe-”

“Do you like my outfit?” Aunt Martha asked, sweeping a lazy hand over her upper bosom, purposefully interrupting Franklin’s thoughts.

Franklin was taken aback, her mouth bobbing stupidly for a moment before she found the words. “Yes, Mrs. Banks, it’s really great, um-”

Mom had been the target of this power play many times before. In the middle of a sentence, Aunt Martha would talk over her, asking unrelated questions about her clothes. It served to highlight what Aunt Martha could afford that we couldn’t, and reminded Mom that her thoughts were much less important than Aunt Martha’s new shoes. It never failed to make weaker women squirm, and Franklin was no exception.

“It’s Versace,” said Aunt Martha, emphatically.

Franklin blinked at her and smiled politely. “It’s beautiful. You remind me of Gloria Gilbert.”

Aunt Martha and Shannon stared blankly at her, the reference completely lost.

“You know,” she said, flushing all over again with embarrassment. “The beautiful and glamorous heroine of F. Scott Fitzgerald's The Beautiful and the Damned.”

They continued to stare through her.

“N-not that I’m saying you are damned, Mrs. Banks, although you are very beautiful.” She laughed nervously. “It’s just that Gloria was a highly sophisticated and stylish woman who-”

Shannon followed her mom’s lead, not at all bothered about interrupting the ramblings of her feeble teacher. “Pammy doesn’t know anything about fashion, Mom.”

Aunt Martha smirked at Franklin’s outfit. “Clearly.”

Shannon giggled.

Aunt Martha, amused by her daughter’s reaction, pressed her advantage. “I apologize, Pammy,” she said. “It appears there’s been a misunderstanding. Shannon? Did you not inform your teacher that I maintain a strict dress code for dinner?”

Shannon sighed. “I told her, Mom. Don’t blame me for-” she waved her hand over Franklin’s body, “this.”

“Hmmm, perhaps you weren’t clear enough?”

“I definitely was. Tell her, Pammy.”

Franklin wrung her hands. A bead of sweat trickled down the side of her forehead. I knew she had thought long and hard about her outfit. She had tried her best. It was just that her best was still kind of embarrassing. It was times like these that I was glad of my uniform. It removed the stress of finding something to wear on occasions like this.

Not that you’ll ever be invited to a dinner ever again, freak.

“Y-yes, Shannon,” said Franklin, “you were very, um, clear, actually.”

“Then what happened?” asked Shannon, aghast.

“I’m so sorry,” she answered. “It must have slipped my mind. I was busy grading papers. I lost track of time.”

Aunt Martha sighed. “I suppose that makes sense. For a moment, I feared you thought this-” she flicked her wrist dismissively at Franklin’s clothes, “looked good.”

Franklin laughed nervously. “Oh my gosh, no. Never. I really must apologize. I must look like a complete fright. I completely understand why you were in such shock when I walked in. I feel so silly. I’m like a beef wellington. A sausage stuffed in pastry.”

The self-depreciating joke did the job, lightening the mood, bringing out a mocking chuckle from Aunt Marha and Shannon.

“That’s so funny,” said Shannon. “You really do as well!”

“A pig in pearls,” added Aunt Martha.

“Fake pearls at that,” answered Shannon gleefully.

They both shared a laugh at Franklin’s expense.

Franklin joined in, happy to be part of something, even if she was the butt of the joke. “A pig in pearls. My gosh. That’s just so apt, Mrs. Banks. I can see now where Shannon gets her creativity from. That could be the title of a short story.”

“Hey,” said Shannon, “maybe that’ll be my second novel!”

“A Pig in Pearls, starring Pamela the Pig,” said Aunt Martha to more raucous laughter.

“Yes!” said Franklin enthusiastically. “That’s so clever! I can see her now. What a ridiculous woman!”

“Of course you can see her,” said Shannon, “she’s you!”

The laughter continued even as Susanne returned with two crystal glasses of a white wine that appeared almost golden under the light of the glowing chandelier above.

Susanne served Aunt Martha first, then Franklin. Aunt Martha’s laughter faded into a composed grin as she lifted the glass, her fingers pinching the stem with a practiced elegance Franklin could never hope to emulate.

“Now,” said Aunt Martha, matter-of-factly, “a vintage like this is to be savored, not guzzled like a-”

Franklin finished the simile. “A pig in a trough?”

Aunt Martha smiled. “Quite so.”

Franklin mimicked the sound of a pig by snorting and grunting.

Aunt Martha and Shannon chuckled along with her foolishness. She smiled bashfully, pleased she had discovered a trick to gaining support from these demanding and charismatic women. As ridiculous as she had made herself, the mood was definitely lighter now.

“Oh, Pammy,” Shannon declared, “you’re so funny!” She gasped suddenly and sprang to her feet. “I know! I’ve got a great idea. Oh my god, Pammy, you’re going to love this so much!”

Franklin held a fixed smile as she watched Shannon saunter merrily away, disappearing through one of the adjoining archways.

“Try the wine,” said Aunt Martha.

“Oh, right, yes, thank you,” she said with a mock toast. “H-here’s to you, for raising such a wonderful and talented daughter.”

Aunt Martha just stared and smirked.

Franklin sipped as elegantly as she could, but it did not come as naturally to her as it did Aunt Martha. “Hmm, it’s, um, nutty.”

Aunt Martha scoffed. “Nutty? Honestly, Pammy, you must try to lift that little snout of yours. This isn’t like snuffling for acorns in the dirt.”

Franklin blushed, her smile fading. It was becoming harder for her to continue pretending this was a joke.

“The flavors,” said Aunt Martha impatiently, “are baked apple, pear, lemon, toasted oak, and vanilla.”

“Oh, um, so, no nuts then?”

“No nuts,” said Aunt Martha sternly, almost as a warning.  

Franklin took another cautious sip. “D-delicious,” she said, hunching in defeat as the better woman disdainfully stared her down.

Shannon hurriedly returned, a huge grin brightening her pretty face. She brandished a plastic pig nose on a string. “Isn’t it perfect?” she declared happily.

Franklin’s eyes widened in horror at the ridiculous prop.

Aunt Martha chuckled. “Now, where on earth did you find that, princess?”

Shannon glanced at me. “Oh, you know,” she said teasingly. “Just something I picked up.”

A shiver of dread ran down my spine.

She turned back to Franklin. “Come on, Pammy,” she said, giggling, “put it on! Let’s see how it looks.”

Franklin swallowed, her fragile smile on the brink of collapse. “I, um, I don’t think-”

Shannon and Aunt Martha both groaned theatrically.

“No, no,” said Franklin, quickly, afraid she was losing them. “I don’t mind,” she said hopefully, taking the plastic pink snout into her possession.

Shannon giggled angelically, leaning forward to stick her face closer into Franklin’s personal space.

Franklin held the snout over her nose and smiled. “How’s that?”

“Nah ah,” teased Shannon, tapping it with her finger, “all the way.”

Franklin did as Shannon said, snapping the string behind her head. She removed her hand to show that it was now correctly stuck to her face.

Shannon bounced and clapped as she and her mom loudly laughed at the spectacle.

“There’s Pammy Pig,” declared Aunt Martha.

Franklin understood the assignment, releasing a series of piggy snorts which made them laugh even harder at her expense.

Tears of joy shimmered in Shannon’s pretty eyes. “Oh my god, Pammy,” she yelled breathlessly, clutching her ribs, “stop it. Stop! You’re too much!”

Franklin laughed along with them in desperation.

Shannon continued excitedly. “How funny would it be if you left it on through dinner as well?”

Franklin’s laughter waned at the suggestion.

“Wouldn’t that be something?” she said to her mom. “Do you think she could?”

Aunt Martha grinned and shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t see why not. If that’s okay with her, of course.”

“Yay!” declared Shannon.

Franklin licked her lips out of nervousness and was about to voice a protest when Shannon cut her off.

“Oh, Pammy,” she said, “you’re so much fun. I just love you!”

Franklin blushed, her eyes shimmering with gratitude and affection. She didn’t say it aloud, but I knew what she wanted to say back: I... love you too... Shannon.
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SUSANNE CONTINUED TO amaze. For dinner, she cooked a decadent feast of foie gras terrine with Sauternes jelly and toasted brioche, lobster bisque garnished with crème fraîche and cognac, tender cut châteaubriand with béarnaise sauce, pommes dauphinoise, and haricots verts. It was worthy of the most exclusive Parisian restaurants. My mouth watered and my stomach grumbled as I diligently decorated Shannon’s plate.

As ever, Aunt Martha presided at the head of the table with Shannon to her left and Mrs. Franklin to her right. At Shannon’s insistence, Franklin ate with the pig snout still strapped to her face. It was rare to find someone more pathetic than me, yet our teacher had managed it, even outshining my own humiliation as I served them all dressed as a French Maid.

She kept her eyes low to her plate, trying her best to appear demure, trying not to make any unnecessary snorting sounds. She looked unsure as she delicately cut her tender meat with her knife, as if afraid of scratching the fine porcelain plate. It wasn’t as if she could afford a replacement after all.

Aunt Martha studied her, swirling her wine in her glass. “Maid?” she said suddenly to Susanne. “What happened to that little salad thing Pammy so kindly prepared for us to try?”

Franklin glanced up hopefully and scanned the table, but found no trace of it.

Susanne curtsied. “Apologies, Madam,” she said. “But Miss Pam unfortunately arranged the greens in just a single layer. It looked a tad...flat for your table, Madam.”

Franklin dipped her head, defeated. “Oh, um, I suppose they were a little...flat. My bad.”

Aunt Martha smiled, idly fingering the heavy gold resting at her collarbone. “That’s quite all right,” she told Franklin before her voice hardened, snapping toward Susanne. “Maid, bring a fresh salad, so Pammy can see how it’s supposed to be arranged. I’d hate for her to be embarrassed like this again.”

Susanne curtsied. “At once, Madam. Thank you,” she said, before exiting the dining room to fulfill the order.

Franklin’s stature sank in her chair. “Thank you, Mrs. Banks,” she mumbled. She glanced up at me as if searching for something that might take the heat away from herself. Obviously, I was an easy target. “I, um, I must say, Mrs. Banks, that Julia is performing so much better than I thought she could.”

I blushed at the backhanded compliment.

Aunt Martha nodded. “I know you’ve had your issues with her in class, and for that I do apologize.”

“Oh, there’s no need,” she answered happily. “I think it’s so wonderfully generous of you to offer her a chance to succeed at the Academy. Despite how hopeless her situation might be.”

“Quite,” said Aunt Martha. “It’s why I have her working as a maid. A girl like her will have few, if any, opportunities to succeed in life. It is vital she learns the importance of hard work and responsibility. The skills she is developing under my tutelage, cooking, cleaning, and serving, will allow her to establish for herself a small career as a cleaner or maid. A menial occupation like that requires little in the way of brains or creativity after all.”

The insult was like a dagger to my heart. My brains and creativity had written the novel Franklin was trying to publish under Shannon’s name. There remained a rebellious part of me that wanted to scream the truth. Shannon’s work was mine. Shannon isn’t a writer. Shannon has barely even read a book, never mind written one. She wouldn’t believe me at first, but I could prove it. I could recount her entire passages from the manuscript. Shannon could never.

This ought to be fun. Go ahead, freak. I won’t even try to stop you.

Of course, it was an empty threat. As frustrating as it was for Shannon to take credit for my work, my love and fear for my queen overrode all else.

“That’s so forward-thinking of you, Mrs. Banks. It’s clear you have Julia’s best interests at heart. Your kindness is truly inspirational.”

Aunt Martha smirked, smugly, and took a satisfied sip of her wine.

“Of course,” continued Franklin, “I’m not here for Julia. Shannon is the important one. Is now an appropriate time to discuss her future?”

Aunt Martha acquiesced with a single nod.

“Hey,” said Shannon to me with a grin, sliding her glass over the table, “top me up, Maid.”

I blushed and lifted a jug of iced Perrier water and lemon to fill her glass.

“Well,” began Franklin, as if momentarily forgetting she was wearing a plastic pig snout. “Shannon is the most gifted writer I’ve seen in my almost three decades of teaching, not just high school, but college too. Her novel, though raw, is packed full of metaphor and meaning. It’s darkly humorous and painfully heartbreaking. A true work of genius.”

Aunt Martha smirked at her daughter. “You hear that, princess? You’re a prodigy.”

Shannon smiled and innocently batted her long lashes.

“So,” said Aunt Martha to Franklin, suddenly turning firm. “When can we expect Shannon’s book to be published?”

Franklin blushed. “Well, I'd be delighted to edit the manuscript on Shannon’s behalf. As wonderful as it is, there are sections here and there that could be condensed and cleaned.”

Shannon eyed me. “You mean it isn’t perfect already?”

A cold dread crept up my spine.

“Oh, Shannon, please don’t take this as an indictment of your work. The greatest writers in the history of the world still required an editor.”

“But I don’t want to be like them,” she whined, “I want to be better.”

Franklin nervously licked her lips. “Well, um, that isn’t really how it works-”

Aunt Martha reached to clasp her daughter’s hand across the table. “So proud of you,” she said, “always striving for perfection.”

Shannon smirked.

Aunt Martha turned back to Franklin, staring at her coldly. “You’ll make it perfect for her, won’t you?”

“Oh, y-yes, of course. It will be my pleasure.”

“Humph. Then I foresee no issues with Shannon pursuing this little writing thing for now. Just so long as it does not distract her from more important things. Like her school.”

“Absolutely not,” said Franklin. “I know what a pivotal year this is for Shannon. I will take care of everything on her behalf.”

“See that you do.”

“Yes, but, um, there was something else I wanted to ask you.”

Aunt Martha sighed. “If this is about college. The answer is no. I will not have Shannon waste her time in some crusty old creative writing program.”

“I understand your concerns, Mrs. Banks. Really I do. Obviously, a girl like Shannon has an unlimited number of options. But if I may, um, talent like hers only comes around every once in a generation. Every top college in the nation will be clamoring for her admission. She’d gain access to the world’s best novelists as mentors. Her craft will be refined. She will network with agents and publishers. And with my letter of recommendation, along with a sample of her work, she will be all but guaranteed a full scholarship too!”

Sounds amazing, doesn’t it? Too bad you’ll never get to experience any of it, freak.

I hung my head. It was everything I’d ever dreamed of.

Aunt Martha raised a single, inquisitive brow. “A scholarship?”

Franklin nodded enthusiastically.

“Why on earth would Shannon require a scholarship?”

Shannon furrowed her brow. “I was thinking the same thing, Mom. Scholarships are for poor people.” She pointed across the table accusingly at her teacher. “I will not have anyone thinking I’m poor. That would be so embarrassing.”

Franklin looked confused. “That...that isn’t...I mean, a scholarship can be awarded for all manner of reasons. In your case, it would simply be an incentive for you to choose that college over another. I’m certain some would even offer a monthly stipend. I know Iowa-”

“Iowa?” yelled Shannon, aghast.

Apparently, Shannon had forgotten my confession on my first night in their home, that my greatest dream was to be accepted into Iowa’s famed Creative Writing Program. It was the pinnacle, the very best in the country. Flannery O’Connor, Raymond Carver, John Irving, so many of the names I revered had passed through those halls. For any aspiring writer, admission alone was the summit. To imagine not just acceptance, but a full scholarship and stipend? That was beyond anything I had ever dared to dream.

If only it were you, right, freak?

Regret and anxiety swirled in a lethal concoction in my stomach. This was it, the moment. Everything I had ever wanted, and more. My chance to be something, to prove I was more than a maid, more than a retard and loser for my cousin’s feet. A career, financial stability, and independence. I could finally leave this life of servitude behind, dismiss it as nothing more than teenage weakness and misplaced devotion. Breaking free of Shannon’s hold would be excruciating, yes, but what could she really do? Kill me? Expose me? Surely Franklin would protect me if she knew the truth. And even if not...well, every writer needed a tragic backstory. Didn’t they?

Not one entirely self-inflicted involving an obsession for your cousin’s feet, freak. And you have seen your “savior” sitting there with a snout over her nose, right? You think she’d have any interest in taking your side over Shannon’s? None of this is about you or your writing. This is about Shannon. Stop thinking you deserve any of her perks. It will be so much easier for you to shut up and continue to work for Shannon’s prestige and success.

Franklin answered. “I know Iowa does not seem like the most glamorous of colleges. But it really is the best.”

“You think I want to spend my college years surrounded by two-tooth yokels?”

“Well, Shannon, Iowa isn’t really like that, it’s actually-”

Aunt Martha placed her glass elegantly back on the table. “I have to agree with Shannon here. Someone of our status ought to be attending Ivy League institutions.”

“I understand,” said Franklin, “but the MFA at Iowa is-”

“Enough,” said Aunt Martha forcefully. “Not one more word about Iowa. I would be utterly ashamed for my daughter to be a graduate of some hick college in the middle of nowhere.”

Franklin bit her lip. This was not a fight she could win.

“Now then,” said Aunt Martha, “what about Yale?”

Franklin slowly nodded. “Yale is, of course, a wonderful program, Mrs. Banks, but-”

“Good. Then you may approach them on behalf of my daughter. Then, we shall consider their offer of acceptance.”

Franklin smiled weakly. “Yes, Mrs. Banks. Thank you.”

Shannon smirked triumphantly.

“Of course,” continued Aunt Martha, “if this little writing thing were to not yield the rewards Shannon deserves, then the connections she will make in the exclusive Alpha Thea sorority will stand her in excellent stead for a career in business or law.”

“Yes,” said Franklin, “that’s very forward thinking of you, Mrs. Banks.”

It felt bad to hear Mrs. Franklin essentially agree with Aunt Martha that writing was just some kind of quaint distraction. Literature was Franklin’s entire life. To denigrate writing was to degenerate every choice she ever made.

And which of them is living the life of luxury with access to more money than they could hope to spend in a lifetime?

It was true. There was no doubt Aunt Martha was the better woman. Her logic was unquestionable. 

“I am curious, though,” continued Aunt Martha, “what exactly are you getting from all this? I certainly hope you’re not expecting compensation?”

“Oh, no, Mrs. Banks. Not at all. I just want to see my best student succeed. It would be my greatest achievement to consider myself as a small part of Shannon’s legacy.”

Shannon grinned at her, not with affection or gratitude, but with complete scorn.

“Interesting,” said Martha, “I suppose that means your own children have been a huge disappointment to you?”

Franklin flushed. “I, uh, I unfortunately do not have any children, Mrs. Banks.”

“Oh? And why is that?”

Franklin shuffled uncomfortably. “My husband and I struggled for a number of years before his passing.”

“Ah, you were unable to conceive,” said Aunt Martha matter-of-factly.

“It might not be her, Mom,” said Shannon. “Maybe her husband was firing blanks?”

Aunt Martha and Shannon both chuckled at her joke.

Franklin’s bottom lip trembled, and tears formed in her eyes. “I, uh, I don’t think-”

“You must understand,” Martha interrupted, her fingers lightly brushing her upper bosom, “that as a mother, I need to know, absolutely, your motivations are pure in this matter.”

“Oh, of course. I understand completely. I suppose I just think of my students as being sort of like my children.”

It was a tragic confession. I knew what her students really thought of her. Shannon and her friends were constantly mocking and belittling her. She would no doubt be crushed if she discovered what Shannon said behind her back.

Aunt Martha scoffed derisively. “Very well.” She pointed her finger. “But just remember, Shannon is my daughter, and I will not hesitate to act if I think for one moment you are leading her astray.”

Franklin swallowed. “R-really, Mrs. Banks,” she said meekly. “I have nothing but love and admiration for Shannon. I only want to see her succeed. I will work hard to ensure she only receives the very best in all things.”

“Humph. You’d better.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Twenty-Nine


[image: ]


Principal Adler had personally requested Shannon stay behind after school. She had not elaborated much, only that this was not a punishment, far from it in fact. There was someone who wanted to introduce themselves to her. This was a private and exclusive meeting, and Shannon was not to disclose it to anyone. Apparently, I wasn’t important enough to be considered “anyone” since Adler spoke freely in front of me as if I didn’t even exist. 

You exist, just not as a person. You’re nothing but an extension of Shannon now, freak. 

I thought back to that time I sat in her office after Shannon made me smell Charlotte’s hair and hump Mr. Pratt’s leg. I remembered the wall behind her desk was covered not only in her academic accolades, but taking center stage was the same onyx plaque, embossed with a golden ankh, that held pride of place in Aunt Martha’s gallery, and was branded above Susanne’s belly button. 

Principal Adler was a Daughter of Isis. The woman supposedly charged with student welfare and discipline was a member of the same secret order of powerful women Shannon was soon to join. 

It was suffocating. All the women in positions of authority in my life were in it together. It seemed like the entire purpose of this school was to develop future Daughters of Isis. To sharpen their powers of manipulation and coercion. Provide them with meek and vulnerable girls to practice on. It now made sense why Principal Adler invited so many scholarship girls into her school. They were supposed to be victims for the rich girls to bully. 

Shannon did not say a word to anyone about her private after-school meeting, not even to her friends. After what happened with Charlotte, she had apparently learned her lesson. She was taking the secrecy of the sisterhood more seriously than anything I’d ever seen her take before. 

It was unsettling to be in the school after hours. How many exceptional young women had prowled these corridors searching for targets to abuse and oppress? How many had used their status to make the lives of the weak and poor so much worse? This academy had been “nurturing the daughters of greatness” since 1750. For 241 years, the rich and powerful were taught to use their privilege to exploit and demean those lesser than them. Just how many lives had they destroyed? 

Destroyed? Oh please. As if those weaklings had a life worth living anyway. If they provided their superiors with even a minute of pleasure and entertainment, their torture and suffering was worth it a thousandfold and more.

A cold shiver of dread ran down my spine. Those childhood fairy tales of the good and kind being rewarded were lies. Only cruelty, strength, selfishness, and power mattered. Those were the keys that unlocked your access to heaven.

Shannon held the straps of my harness, pulling them taut, resting one hand on her hip as we waited to be summoned outside the classroom door. The eerie silence was broken by the cheerful coos of Charlotte, drifting at us down the corridor. 

“Oh my god,” muttered Shannon under her breath. 

Charlotte sauntered toward us wearing a butter-yellow cashmere cardigan, buttoned at the bust to frame her figure, with a white silk camisole beneath. While a cream, high-waisted pleated skirt, short enough to flaunt her long legs, skimmed her thighs. Her thick blonde hair was blow-dried to perfection as if she had just stepped free from the front cover of Vogue. 

“What?” she said, “aren’t you pleased to see me, Shanna? I thought we were besties now?” 

Shannon rolled her eyes. She wore a snug white vest top tucked into a high-waisted, pleated lavender mini skirt that bounced gracefully with each step. An amethyst pendant teased at her cleavage, and with her strappy flats and soft, innocent waves, she looked like a flirty ballerina. She was utterly adorable. I loved her so much.

“What are you doing here, Charlotte?” 

“I could ask you the same thing, bestie.” 

“Don’t call me that.”

“Aw, don’t be like that. We’re, like, so besties now.”

Shannon sighed and shook her head in mock exasperation. Charlotte chuckled. Shannon could not maintain her fake annoyance, betraying herself with a smile. 

“More importantly,” said Charlotte nodding at me, “what’s that doing here?” 

I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. For sure, Charlotte only meant me harm, but at least she acknowledged my existence. Sort of. It was more than Principal Adler had done.

Shannon shrugged. “I’m hardly going to carry my own bag now, am I?”

Charlotte accepted Shannon’s perfectly reasonable explanation with a nod. 

“What’s this all about anyway?” asked Shannon. “Do you know anything?”

“I’ve no idea. Principal Adler told me to be here, so I’m here.” 

Shannon sighed. “Fat lot of good you are then.” 

Charlotte pointed at me. “What about you, retard? What do you think?” 

I glanced nervously at Shannon. I much preferred being ignored. Yes, it was humiliating and dehumanizing to be treated as an object Shannon owned, but at least I could pretend to be invisible. Nothing bad could happen to me if nobody perceived my existence. 

Shannon smirked, giving my reins a firm tug, flexing her arm. “Julia isn’t allowed an opinion. She doesn’t think unless ordered to.” 

I hung my head to hide my smile. It was actually a relief to be free of decisions. Shannon told me what to do, where to be, what to wear, where to sleep, what to eat, what to think. My only thoughts were of her. Sure, I was losing pieces of myself every day, but honestly, I didn’t miss myself at all. My burdens were so much lighter now. 

“Where’s your skrw nh?” asked Shannon. 

Charlotte flicked her wrist dismissively. “Oh, I shoved her somewhere. She’s pretty annoying most of the time. I don’t really know how you stomach keeping yours around you all the time. I’d probably have run her over in my car by now.” 

I knew Charlotte was only half joking. A little pee dampened my diaper. 

“Because,” said Shannon, “I can do things like this.” She curled her fist into a tight ball and struck my lower spine with a sudden, brutal force. I buckled, only remaining on my feet due to her tight grip on my reins. 

They both laughed at my expense as I blinked back tears of pain, my hands tingling. I smiled nervously, happy that my body could be used to bond the former rivals together. 

“God,” said Charlotte, “don’t you just fucking love that we can do anything we like to them?” 

Shannon chuckled. “Not anything. Not yet anyway.” 

“Yeah, but soon. Mom says there’s a special place below the pyramid where we can send them whenever we want to seriously hurt them. Like, seriously hurt them.”

I could tell Charlotte was getting aroused just thinking about it. 

You too, freak. 

I squeezed my thighs together and bit my lip. It was terrifying to think that such a place existed. 

Charlotte continued, more to herself than Shannon. “I’ll probably send mine down there as soon as I’ve been inducted. Just to see what it’s like. God, I want to hurt my nerd so fucking bad. I mean, really hurt her. I want her crippled. Mutilated. Hmmm-” Her whole body twitched as if in euphoria. 

Shannon smiled. “Remember,” she said, “once they’re sent below, that’s it. You’d better be real sure because you can’t take it back if you change your mind later.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “Yeah, that won’t happen. I can’t wait! Besides, I’ll find another skrw-nh. Maybe one who’s less annoying.” 

I could only hope Charlotte was not giving Shannon any ideas. Being sent below was the ultimate punishment. I had no doubts the Daughters of Isis had plenty enough resources and influence to erase all evidence of that slave’s existence. I could not speak for Charlotte’s scholarship nerd, but it would be a simple thing for me to disappear. Aunt Martha and Shannon were my family and I had no friends. It wasn’t as if the teachers or students at school would waste time thinking about what became of me. 

Good thing your writing is useful to her right now then, isn’t it, freak?

Yes, that was my chance. Shannon needed me to write for her. For all her charisma and privilege, she could not replicate my work without me. Who knew how far she wanted to take it, but for now at least, I was safe. 

Charlotte’s nerd would not be so lucky...

Without warning, the door opened to reveal the commanding presence of everyone’s favorite teacher, Miss. Keller. 

She wore a soft-gold silk blouse, exquisitely tailored and tucked into perfectly pressed, high-waisted black trousers. Already tall, her heels gave her an extra two inches, elevating her already imposing stature higher still. A slim leather belt with a gleaming gold buckle defined her waist, complementing her Rolex and ear studs. Her straight blonde hair was pulled into a sleek ponytail, emphasizing the elegance of her features.

“Miss. Keller?” said Shannon, shocked. “Our meeting’s with you?” 

“Hello, ladies,” she said, calmly, her power stance radiating confidence. It felt as if the entire corridor was bowing to her presence. 

Shannon and Charlotte glanced at each other knowingly and then back at their teacher. 

“It’s you,” said Charlotte, “The priestess. You’re the priestess!” 

Keller’s full lips curved into a satisfied smirk. 

Charlotte chuckled. “Oh my god. That makes so much sense!” 

Keller shifted gracefully to the side, extending a hand toward the classroom beyond. Shannon’s eyes lit up as she spotted her friends, Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah, were all waiting inside with eager smiles. 

Shannon shrieked with delight, letting go of my reins as if they were nothing and rushing inside. “Oh my god, you guys! What are you doing here?” 

Kelly stepped forward to hug her first, followed quickly by Stephanie and Leah. They huddled together in the center of the classroom, wrapped in a joyful embrace.

“Miss Keller,” Kelly announced excitedly, “she recruited us!”

Shannon gasped. “You mean...?”

Kelly smiled and nodded, her eyes sparkling with pure happiness. “We’re ascended! All of us!”

They squealed gleefully, hugging each other even more tightly.

It was heartwarming to watch. They were so close, so full of love for each other. They were the best of friends, and now they could share the thrill of induction and the endless benefits it promised. 

I felt genuinely happy for Shannon. I knew how disappointed she had been at keeping her good news from them. Now, she would never be forced to keep secrets from her besties ever again. This was the best thing that could have happened. I was so excited for her. She deserved this. 

Of course, I felt a little bad that she had so quickly forgotten about me. Obviously, I was never part of her friendship group. They only allowed me to be near them so long as I remained subservient and entertaining. But they were still the closest thing I’d ever had to real friends. I longed to be part of their joy for just a little while. 

Miss Keller must have noticed how helpless I looked without Shannon to hold my reins. “Here, little lamb,” she said, tugging them sharply and forcing me closer. I stumbled into her space, inhaling her intoxicating scent of warm vanilla and powerful jasmine. “Better?” 

“Y-yes, Miss,” I squeaked, blushing furiously. She was one of the most beautiful and commanding women I’d ever seen. I remembered how I’d crawled to her on the floor my first day of school, kissing her boots and begging her not to tell Principal Adler about my “accidents”. 

I should have known then, from the way she had watched me debase myself with such satisfaction, that she was no ordinary teacher. She was so much more superior than her profession suggested.

She raised her index finger, letting it hover over my lips. I recoiled, painfully aware of how moist I was in my diaper. “Not another peep.” Her gaze then swept to the classroom, where Shannon and her friends had finally broken from their embrace and were now chatting animatedly together. “This is their special day,” she continued, her voice coldly commanding. “I will not have you spoiling it. You may watch, but only if you remain silent.”

I swallowed hard and nodded, unable to look away from the way her silk blouse hugged her body. It was so smooth, pristine, and perfectly creaseless. Each button drew it closer to her form, lifting her bosom proudly and firmly. I could just make out the subtle outline of her nipples beneath the luxurious fabric.

She rewarded me with a sharp, knowing smirk and tugged my reins, dragging me obediently behind her into the classroom. 

Charlotte lazily followed. She rolled her eyes at the friends before perching on one of the desks. “Get a room,” she drawled. 

Kelly gave her the evil eye. “What’s she doing here?” 

Charlotte scoffed. “Didn’t anyone tell you, Kelly? I was the first of you bitches to ascend.” 

Kelly turned to Shannon and gave her bestie a look of “please tell me that isn’t true.” Shannon responded with a sigh and a shrug. 

Charlotte laughed. “I’m honestly surprised you’re here, Kelly. I guess this isn’t as exclusive a society as I thought.” 

Kelly flushed, opened her mouth as if to launch into a tirade, but Miss. Keller’s commanding voice was enough to silence her before she could begin. 

“We’ll have no more of that,” she said, pulling me over to Shannon and handing her the reins. “You left this.” Shannon took them cautiously and watched with the others as Miss. Keller purposefully strode to the head of the classroom. “These immature rivalries end today. You shall soon be sisters, equals under the benevolent eyes of our Mother Isis. She has blessed each of you with the essence of her divinity.” 

Reaching behind the desk, she retrieved a fierce-looking cane. She bent it in the middle, testing its durability, and let it spring sharply back into shape.

Shannon spoke, teaching the others. “We want to elevate one another, not bring ourselves down. If we choose to engage in friendly competition, it is only to test our skills, nothing more.”

I could hear Aunt Martha’s wisdom in her words.

Keller smiled at her proudly. “Well said, Shannon.”

Shannon beamed. 

“Charlotte,” said Keller, “you will not question the importance of our order again. Is that clear?” 

Charlotte flushed. She stumbled before speaking. “I-I, didn’t really mean it like that, Miss.” 

Keller stared at her coldly. Charlotte hung her head ashamedly. I had not thought it possible for the privileged blonde to be cowed by a look. There was no question who held the ultimate authority in this classroom. 

“This is why,” Keller said, each word deliberate and forceful, “you are all here. An outburst like the one I just witnessed during your inductions will not be tolerated. You are to treat each other with respect, as sisters.” She leveled the cane at Kelly first, driving the point home. “No more petty quarrels.” Kelly nodded. Then Keller turned the cane toward Charlotte. “Both of you.”

Charlotte gulped and nodded. 

Keller let her stare linger a few seconds until all the girls, even Shannon, looked uncomfortable. 

Finally, she softened her tone and features. “Mistakes will be made,” she said. “This is all so new to you. It’s normal. But that’s why I’m here. I will ensure each of you understands your new role in the universe. I will mentor you in the ways of our order. You shall be proficient in all the methods of our worship: prayer, chant, sacrifice, luxury, and pain.” She gripped the cane handle to emphasize the last point, a smirk creeping across her beautiful face. 

The girls glanced at one another, eyes sparkling with excitement.

“I am pleased,” she continued, “that each of you kept this meeting secret from one another. That was a test. Well done.” 

They all looked appropriately smug about that. 

“Maintaing the secrets of our order from outsiders is vital to our continued prosperity. Always remember, if they are not us, they are unworthy.” 

The girls nodded. 

“Say it,” she commanded. 

They all spoke in unison. “If they are not us, they are unworthy.” 

Keller smirked. Reaching inside her blouse, she drew forth a gold ankh pendant on a matching chain. “This,” she said, “is the symbol of our divine right to rule, the promise of our everlasting immortality. We will take all earthly pleasure for ourselves, and when our greed is finally satisfied, we will ascend to Aaru, to take our rightful place in heaven alongside Mother Isis, and rule the cosmos for eternity and beyond.”

Her words were intoxicating, each syllable like molten gold poured directly into my mind. I shrank smaller and smaller, pressed to the floor beneath the weight of millennia. The Daughters of Isis would take and take until nothing remained of the earth, my body, or my soul. And in the next life, they would gather around Mother Isis’ golden throne, laughing, and raising their celestial goblets to the end of all things.

And you will sing their praises as you suffocate in the ashes they leave behind. 

Keller strolled to the far end of the room, her sinister shadow stretching across the whiteboard. She stopped at the closed closet door and firmly gripped the handle. “It’s time,” she said, “the world and everything in it, belongs-” she swung open the door, “-to you.”

Inside the closet, was an older-looking woman with thinning gray hair. She was naked save for a bandage wrapped around her bosom. She was a mixture of skinny and fat, with spindly limbs and a bulbous stomach. A branded ankh, the same one Aunt Martha had stamped on Susanne, was visible above her belly button. A vicious-looking spider gag locked her jaw, leaving her mouth wide open. It was attached to a leather strap that buckled at the back of her head, keeping it firmly in place. She was covered in scars and bruises. Her pallid complexion and huge dark rings under her eyes suggested she suffered a severe lack of vitamins. Her hands were bound in rope above her head, tied to a coat rack. Her pussy was safely locked behind a stainless steel chastity device. The grotesque creature barely had the strength to lift her head from the floor. She stared at us with dull, lifeless eyes.

A vision of your future, freak. 

I stared at the woman in horror and revulsion. 

Keller smirked at us proudly. “You remember your old physics teacher, Mrs. White, don’t you ladies?” 

“Oh my god,” uttered Shannon through a chuckle, covering her mouth with her hand in shock. 

Kelly gasped. “I thought she was dead.” 

Leah snickered. “She pretty much is. Look at her.” 

They all chuckled mockingly at the wretched state of this woman. Their old teacher. 

Keller grinned, resting her cane over her shoulder and placing her spare hand on her hip, admiring her handiwork. “You all remember that terrible mental breakdown she suffered, don’t you?” 

Charlotte laughed. “Sure do. We used to take bets about which of us could make her cry first.” 

“Well, you know,” said Keller, jovially, “she feels just so awful about letting you all down that when I told her I was offering private tuition, she jumped at the chance to assist and make amends for all her many, many failures as both a teacher and a human being.” 

The girls’ chuckles were even more menacing. 

Kelly spoke next. “She’s been living with you the whole time, then, Miss?” 

“She sure has,” said Keller, reaching to untie the rope that bound her to the coat rack. “What else could I do? Allow her to live freely? Who knows what kind of mischief she’d have found herself in? She was a very sick woman.”  

“Ha!” Stephanie declared. “I know exactly where I’d have put her.”

Keller smiled. “Oh, goodness, Stephanie, I would have felt so responsible if she’d ended up committed in your family’s asylum. No, this was truly the most humane choice. And look at her now, she can still serve a purpose, doing what she loves: teaching.”

More laughter. 

“Really, Miss,” continued Stephanie, “this is so impressive. I can tell from the deadness in her eyes that you’ve completely reconditioned her.” 

“Why thank you, Stephanie,” she said, grabbing a fistfull of Mrs. White’s hair and pulling her from the closet. White stumbled and buckled, barely able to keep herself upright. Miss. Keller’s perfect, intimidating posture made for a stark contrast. It was hard to fathom they belonged to the same species, nevermind that they were once coworkers. 

“How did you do it, Miss?” asked Stephanie with genuine interest. 

Keller dragged the weaker woman to the white board. “Well, you see, Stephanie,” as a priestess, it is my role to monitor the progress of prospective inductees, gauge the effectiveness of your coercions and manipulations. High school is the perfect place for you to hone your abilities. There are no shortage of weak and spineless victims for you to torture, student and teacher alike. We hire women like this-” still holding White’s hair, she forced the frail woman’s face down to the desk and held her there as she swiped her cane fiercely across her tailbone. I winced on White’s behalf at the sickening crunch. Not that the old teacher made any sound. Her silence was somehow more disturbing. It was like she was a husk, void of all feeling and emotion. 

Keller continued. “-Women who lack any kind of personal charisma or backbone. They make for useful training equipment. Of course, once broken, they can never be mended. That’s when I step in. Through an intense series of mental and physical torture, I completely recondition their psyches into something less than human. The process is long. First, I convince them their breakdown was a product of their own personal failures. That everything that happened to them was their fault. That they deserved it. I have them begging for forgiveness. Pleading to make amends. But importantly, I never allow them to forget how weak and useless they are unless I am delivering the lash.” 

Stephanie nodded, enthralled. “Yes, I understand. They start to associate pain with the freedom of thought.”

“Exactly. Pain is their only release from who they are. The only time they are free. In time, they seek it, crave it. It is the one thing that gives their existence meaning.” 

Stephanie clapped. “So impressive.” 

Charlotte hopped off the desk. “So, we can, like, do anything to her?” 

Keller’s arm flexed inside her tight gold blouse, pushing White’s nose further into the heavy wood of White’s old desk. “Almost anything,” she said, professionally. “She is a free to use body for you all to practice your technique on. I will monitor and provide guidance. Accidents and over-exuberance are bound to happen when you are still learning. That is why a dummy like this is useful to keep around. It doesn’t matter how badly you hurt her. She belongs to no one. She is no one. As soon as your induction is complete, I will be disposing of her below the pyramid regardless of her state, so no need to hold back.” 

White did not react, not even to the threat of imminent disposal. 

It’s probably the only thing she looks forward to now, freak.

Keller continued. “It’s better than risking your own skrw-nh. If you were to accidentally cripple them, they would not only be useless in serving you, but they would be unable to competently participate in your induction. I would hate for you to postpone it another year because of the weakness of your slave.” 

Shannon eyed me hatefully. “I would be so mad.” 

I felt the need to apologize, despite not having done anything. I was barred from speaking, so I just hung my head, ashamed and regretful over something I never did. 

“As your priestess,” said Keller, “I will provide you with bodies, implements, and all the wisdom of our sisterhood. Charlotte?” 

Charlotte straightened. 

Keller handed her the cane. Charlotte stepped forward cautiously, reaching to take it.

“You are the most experienced in delivering corporal punishment. Go ahead and show them what you can do.” 

Charlotte grinned. “My pleasure.”

Keller slowly lifted White’s face from the desk and practically threw her against the white board. 

Charlotte chuckled and grabbed a marker from the tray. “Hey,” she said suddenly, turning back to me. “What about her?” 

A shiver of dread ran the length of my spine. 

Shannon raised a single, suspicious brow. “What about her?” 

“Like I said,” said Keller, “Shannon’s skrw-nh must be in adequate condition to complete her induction.” 

“No, no,” said Charlotte. “That’s not what I mean. What if she runs her mouth about all this?” 

Shannon scoffed. “She wouldn’t dare.” 

It was true. It could not have been further from my mind. Once, I might have pitied Mrs. White. I might even have felt guilty over not attempting to help her. But whether it was my own conditioning, or the debilitating authority Miss Keller held, I could not comprehend for a second betraying their secrets for the sake of this...thing. 

Keller shrugged one shoulder. “Who would believe her? With a click of my fingers, I can remove all evidence that White was ever alive. Not only that, but we have the backing of the most powerful and influential women in all society. Our resources and networks are legion. We would mobilize the world to crush her resistance before it even began.”

Shannon scoffed. “I’d not hesitate to send her below the pyramid if she considered betraying us for even a second.” 

Keller nodded at her proudly. “Well said, Shannon.” 

Shannon beamed.

A little pee dampened my diaper. 

“And Charlotte,” said Keller, “it is not your place to question the authority your fellow sisters possess over their skrw-nh. Mutual trust and respect are the foundations of our sisterhood. If you have concerns, you should discuss the matter privately with Shannon. There’s no reason to potentially embarrass her in front of her peers.” 

Charlotte flushed. “I didn’t mean anything by it, Miss.”

“I understand. I know you are attempting to preserve our sanctity, Charlotte. And I don’t expect you to know every potential faux pas. I shall educate you all on the nuances of our sisterhood. Fear not.” 

Charlotte nodded. 

“Come on, Charlotte,” said Shannon, suddenly encouraging. “Show us what you’ve got.” 

Charlotte smiled at her. “Sure thing,” she said, removing the cap from the marker. She eyed her old teacher menacingly. “You know, I don’t think it’s right that you wasted our time through all those boring lessons, do you?” 

White stared at her blankly. 

Keller nodded. “Excellent use of rhetorical intimidation, Charlotte.”

Charlotte chuckled and pointed the cane at the whiteboard. “I apologize for wasting your time in class,” she commanded, “one hundred times.” 

She presented the marker for White to take. The decrepit teacher took it in her trembling hand and turned to the white board.

Charlotte swished the cane through the air, striking White’s bottom. “Neatly!” 

White was like a zombie as she slowly guided her limp wrist to the white board and carefully started writing. 

Stephanie laughed. “Neater than that! It’s barely legible.” 

Charlotte whacked their old teacher once more. “You heard her. If you mess up even one of these sentences, you’re doing the whole thing again!” 

Keller folded her arms over her chest to fully enjoy the show. She turned back to the others. “This may take a while,” she joked. 

Everyone but me laughed delightedly.
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Principal Adler tapped the microphone. The slight squeal of feedback cut through the auditorium, silencing the excitable chatter. 

She stood behind a polished mahogany podium, carved with the school’s emblem: curved devil-like horns arched over a sun disk split into quadrants, each marked with a cryptic symbol: the circle and cross of Venus, a gold necklace with seven pendants, a geometric backward L resembling a throne, and... the ankh. Always the ankh. I couldn’t meet it directly, but I felt it, blazing, searing into my skin, daring me to step out of line. Beneath it, the school’s philosophy gleamed in bold letters: Nurturing the Daughters of Greatness.

“Settle down, ladies,” said Adler, calmly but forcefully. Her voice echoed around us through the speakers. “I've some announcements to make.”

She wore a crisp white blouse tucked neatly into a high-waist black leather pencil skirt that hugged her feminine frame with professional elegance. A string of pearls was around her neck, glimmering under the stage lights. 

All of our teachers sat in a row behind her. Miss Keller lounged with her elbows resting on the chair’s backrest, thrusting her chest forward so her bosom strained against the silk of her blouse. Her hands dangled carelessly, her Rolex purposefully displayed. Black leather pants clung to her crossed legs, highlighting the contours of her thighs while she teasingly circled her black ankle boots. She tilted her head back, eyes half-lidded with smug amusement, staring down Mrs. Franklin, who looked tiny by comparison, huddled into herself, blushing hotly, stuffed in her silly tweed. 

Keller had targeted Franklin as Mrs. White’s eventual replacement. I discovered this after Shannon sent me back to Franklin’s classroom after hours one time to grab the notebook Stephanie left behind. I’d listened at the door before entering, even knocked lightly. It seemed safe, so I pushed the door open to peek inside. 

But then I saw Miss Keller standing with her forearm pressed deliberately against the whiteboard, trapping Franklin between herself and the wall. She smirked down at the smaller, older woman, her hand wrapped around Franklin’s throat, lifting Franklin onto the tips of her toes. 

I was frozen for a moment, unsure what to do. I didn’t want to get into trouble with Miss. Keller, but I couldn’t return to Shannon without Stephanie’s notebook either. 

Franklin’s fearful eyes glanced at me. She choked and whimpered, nodding at me with her head. Keller slowly looked at me from behind her shoulder, the smirk remaining fixed to her face. 

My instinct was to duck away and run, but I knew that would only make it worse for myself later when Keller next instructed Shannon and the others on the most effective methods of corporal punishment. 

The devil on my shoulder steadied my nerves for once. Stay! 

“Oh, it’s just Julia,” remarked Keller, maintaining her grip on Franklin’s throat. “What do you want?”

I gulped and flicked my eyes to Stephanie’s notebook on her desk. 

Keller chuckled. “Go on then.” 

Hesitantly, I shuffled inside and grabbed it as quickly as I could, clutching it against my chest. 

Franklin whimpered again, as if to question if it was okay for me to see her like this. 

Keller ignored her. “Shut the door on your way out, retard.” 

I nodded and did as she ordered, watching her turn back to Franklin through the crack in the door before closing it. 

When I told Shannon about it, she thought it was hilarious. All her friends agreed, this was the best thing that could happen to Pammy. It wasn’t as if she was much of a teacher after all. Shannon only regretted that it couldn’t happen this year. As much fun as it was, hurting Mrs. White, there would be extra psychological torment to torture the teacher who had gone out of her way to ensure Shannon’s success. 

“Course,” said Shannon, “that’ll have to wait until after I’m published.” 

Thanks to Franklin’s glowing recommendation, along with a sample of “Shannon’s” writing, Yale offered a full scholarship and a $2,000 monthly stipend for living expenses. Of course, Aunt Martha would provide Shannon with far more than that, but the stipend was more a symbol of Yale’s intent. The prestige of someday listing acclaimed author Shannon Banks among its alumnae would be well worth the investment. 

Even if Shannon would be taking all the credit for my work, seizing all my dreams as her own, it was still a proud moment for me to know my writing was gaining so much acclaim. 

Not that you’ll be seeing any of the benefits, freak. 

That wasn’t strictly true. I fingered my pussy like crazy inside my cage the night I learned of Shannon’s enrollment, rolling back my eyes and squealing as I sprayed all over the kitchen floor. 

Right. Soooo much better than accolades, wealth, and fame. 

Ever since Franklin came to dinner, Shannon had acted much colder with her. Gone were the innocent fluttering of her long lashes and playful giggles. She treated Franklin with visible contempt. Now that Shannon had rinsed everything she could from the hapless teacher, there was no more reason to pretend to like her. 

I felt bad for Franklin. I could see the hurt flicker in her eyes every time Shannon snapped at her, speaking so curtly and coldly. I wondered how much her favorite student turning on her had chipped away at her resolve, leaving her more vulnerable to Keller’s intimidation and control.

Not enough to help her, though, right, freak? 

A part of me wanted to warn her. “Run away! Run for your life!” But in Franklin’s mind, I was just a retard. What did I know? Why would she ever listen to me? How would either of us escape Shannon or Keller long enough for me to tell her this anyway? 

Besides, what exactly did I owe her? As much respect as I had for her knowledge, she was a weak, frail, lonely old woman who was incapable of looking beyond appearances and popularity. It was why she was so entranced by Shannon. Just one small amount of critical thinking, and she would have realized Shannon was never capable of writing any of it. It was me. I was the prodigy she saw as the next great American novelist. She never showed the remotest interest in looking beyond the surface of what Shannon told her about me. She had no problem with Shannon parading me around like a toddler on safety reins, or kneeling at her feet during class, or serving my rich aunt wine at dinner dressed as a French maid.

Fuck her. She deserved this.

Adler continued her announcements, showering praise on the academic and athletic triumphs of the girls who actually mattered, the ones whose families paid tuition. The rich girls, of course.

They lounged in elevated rows of plush red armchairs, leaning back with casual superiority, perfectly at ease in their privilege. Below them, the scholarship girls sat cross-legged on the floor like children, huddled together, shrinking into as little space as possible while their wealthier betters stretched out with ample legroom.

Technically, there weren’t enough seats for everyone, but this was because the chairs themselves were oversized, like first-class thrones. No official rule stated they were reserved for the rich, yet it was unthinkable for a scholarship girl to claim one and relegate a paying student to the floor.

I also had a spot on the floor, the difference being I was lucky enough to be on the floor by Shannon’s feet. She lazily played with the straps of my safety harness, trailing them through her manicured fingers as she listened to Principal Adler’s speech. 

“As you know,” said Adler into the microphone, “Senior Prom will be in four weeks and nominations must be made to crown our queen. It is tradition at this institution to select the women who best embody excellence, grace, and leadership. I shall open the floor for nominations, but remember, each must be seconded and each nominee accepted.” 

The rich girls murmured excitedly among themselves, while Adler’s cold eyes swept the auditorium with a smug smile on her face. 

Kelly inhaled sharply, beginning to raise her hand, but one of Charlotte’s minions was faster, stretching her arm high into the air and calling out Charlotte’s name. Another minion quickly seconded it.

Charlotte grinned, flicking her blonde hair back. “Of course, I accept,” she said, with staged modesty.

There was applause as the rich girls looked around each other in their search for Shannon. Everyone already knew who the war would be between. 

Kelly flushed with annoyance at being beaten by Charlotte. “Shannon!” she declared, standing up and eyeing Charlotte spitefully. Even with Miss. Keller’s warnings, Kelly still viewed Charlotte as an enemy. I hoped this stubbornness would not impact her induction. 

“Seconded,” drawled Stephanie, lazily raising her hand without bothering to stand. 

Enthusiastic whoops and applause erupted as Shannon swept her hand in a regal wave, as if she were the Queen of England. There was light laughter, even amongst the faculty, at her playful antics. 

Charlotte responded by roughly grabbing the ear of another minion and aggressively whispering into it. The minion looked frightened as she nodded. Once Shannon’s applause subsided, the minion stood and pointed at Shannon. 

“I nominate her!” 

Kelly scoffed. “She’s already nominated, dumbass.” 

“Not Shanna,” she said, “her. That. Julia.” 

“Seconded,” said Charlotte casually. 

The rich girls burst into laughter at the absurdity of the suggestion. The teachers, too, shared a good chuckle. Charlotte smirked victoriously, clearly pleased that her joke had eclipsed the reaction Shannon received. 

I sank into myself, blushing, trying to avoid the mocking eyes now staring at me. 

Adler smiled and leaned forward to speak into the microphone. “Serious nominations only, please.” 

There was more laughter. 

Shannon shrugged. “That’s so kind of you,” she said to the minion who slunk back to her seat, unable to meet Shannon’s gaze. “What an honor. I dare say this is the best thing that’s ever happened to Julia.” 

“Hey,” said Kelly, “If we’re allowing just anyone, how about that nerd who follows you around, Charlotte? What’s her name?” 

“I second What’s-Her-Name,” yelled Stephanie. There was raucous laughter. 

Charlotte glowered. 

I stretched my neck to look over the seats at the scholarship girls on the floor. Charlotte’s nerd was amongst them, flushing at the sudden attention. Even the other scholarships were snickering at her. As usual, they felt safe so long as someone other than them was being made a victim. 

Adler signalled for quiet by slowly waving both hands at her audience in a downward motion. “Settle down, ladies,” she said with a smile on her face. “What’s-Her-Name is ineligible for selection.” 

I wondered if anyone knew her real name. Did Charlotte even know? 

“Our rules are clear when selecting candidates for student royalty and leadership roles. It is a reward reserved only for those of you from good families. Families that actually contribute to the continued success of this institution. Those on scholarships are strictly forbidden from nominations. That means...What’s-Her-Name,” she said, flicking her wrist dismissively toward Charlotte’s scholarship bitch, “is ineligible for consideration.

“It is because of your money,” Adler continued, her eyes sweeping over the rich girls approvingly, “that these young women,” she nodded condescendingly at the scholarship students, “are able to attain this elite education. Prom is their chance to show their gratitude for your generosity, a token of thanks for the benevolent charity you have provided them. Prom is a celebration not just of school spirit and community, but a celebration of all the opportunities your resources offer these needy and impoverished things.” 

The rich girls murmured in self-congratulatory delight, while the scholarship girls sat silently, daring not to lift their eyes from the floor.

“Yes,” Adler said, “you should be proud. Applaud yourselves.”

The better students did so enthusiastically, clapping for one another as if their inherited wealth was the greatest of all human achievements.

Far greater than anything you’ll ever accomplish, freak. 

Charlotte raised her hand high, arching her back with perfect elegance.

“Yes, Charlotte,” Adler said as the applause subsided.

Charlotte lowered her hand, her gaze flicking to Kelly and Stephanie. “Unlike some of us here,” she began, pressing her hand gracefully to her upper bosom, “I, for one, thoroughly believe in the sanctity of tradition, and wholeheartedly agree that their immature nomination ought to be stricken from the record.”

Her minions applauded her maturity. 

“Granted,” said Adler with a nod. 

Charlotte smirked triumphantly. 

“However,” Adler said, her words cutting through Charlotte’s smugness and turning her smirk into a scowl, “our rules regarding the participation of the physically or mentally handicapped are very clear. Julia should consider herself fortunate that I even allowed her to attend classes. She ought to be grateful that Shannon has done such an exemplary job keeping her on a tight leash all year. Aside from a few accidents,” Adler added with a faint, condescending smile, “she has been kept firmly under control. Well done, Shannon.”

There was more applause. Shannon grinned, flashing her perfect white teeth as she basked in the spotlight. 

“But it is wholly improper,” Adler continued, her voice sharp and uncompromising, “for someone like Julia to be considered for such a prestigious title as Prom Queen. Clearly, she could never win the vote, but that is beside the point. I will not have mental or physical retardation normalized or rewarded any more than poverty. While general society may have lapsed in its standards, this institution remains a bastion of proper conduct and decorum. Rewards are for those who have earned them, not passed around through charity.”

The rich girls exchanged approving glances, murmuring their agreement and patting each other lightly on the arm in self-congratulatory delight. Meanwhile, the scholarship girls sat tensely on the floor, cheeks flushed and eyes downcast, painfully aware of their lowly status. A few stole nervous glances at each other, but no one dared meet Adler’s gaze, or the rich girls’, for fear of drawing attention to themselves.

In this school, everyone knew that resistance meant punishment. Even the teachers offered their approval, politely applauding Adler’s reasoning and the wealth of the rich girls.

Stephanie and Kelly glanced smugly at Charlotte, who rolled her eyes in response.

For my part, I was quietly grateful for the strict rules governing nominations. Principal Adler had inadvertently spared me endless embarrassment and abuse.

“If there are no further nominations?” Adler asked, her gaze sweeping the rich girls for any daring or mocking volunteers.

It was clear that no one would challenge Shannon or Charlotte. They were the two most powerful girls in the school. Only Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah were close enough to them, and they had already cast their votes for Shannon. Even Adler’s expression made it obvious: this was a foregone conclusion.

“Then in that case,” she declared, “Shannon Banks and Charlotte Sinclair are this year’s royal nominations. Good luck to you both.”

Adler led another round of applause, this one solely for Shannon and Charlotte’s benefit. Their eyes met in a locked exchange of mutual respect and cunning.

This was going to be a war, and, as with all wars, there would inevitably be casualties.

Me.
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​Thirty-One
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I heard one teacher comment that this was the fiercest battle for Prom Queen they’d ever seen, and I believed it. No matter where you looked, there was a poster of either Shannon or Charlotte. Every break between classes was a war between Charlotte’s minions and Shannon’s friends, each clique running rampant to gain votes. 

Shannon’s poster was a pastel pink scatterboard of polaroids showcasing her warmth, sweetness, and generosity. She was laughing with friends at lunch, joking with a teacher, leading a group across the pathway to school with the sun shining brightly behind her. The aim was to make her appear like the perfect angel. A vote for Shannon was a vote for hope. 

Her slogan epitomized her campaign: Shine with Shannon! Your Friend, Your Queen! It appeared in big bubblegum letters beneath her professional head-and-bust portrait. She wore a perfectly tailored white blouse, open at the collar, with a pink sapphire pendant resting just above her cleavage. Her brown hair fell in soft, bouncy curls. Her eyes sparkled with warmth, her wide white smile both endearing and radiant. Who could possibly resist her charm, or escape the guilt of not voting for her?

She had us all wearing matching pastel pink t-shirts with Vote Shannon written in white print over our bosoms. Mine was, of course, too small for me. My belly fat hung disgustingly from the hem. But Shannon and her friends looked adorable. Their shirts were bespoke to their frames, tight at the shoulders, giving lift to their bosoms, and tucked into white wash jeans decorated by studded belts. With their sweet perfume and cheerful smiles, it was impossible not to be charmed. 

With a pink, sprinkled cupcake in hand (Susanne and I baked fresh batches every morning), Shannon and her friends offered friendship and protection in exchange for loyalty. Their sugary smiles and playful giggles entranced everyone lucky enough to be spoken to. For the less popular girls, they were even allowed to sit at their lunch table. To be seen with Shannon’s friendship group, and have their names remembered for an afternoon, was probably the best thing that happened to them all year. 

I was used as a demonstration of Shannon’s integrity and generosity. Everyone knew what a retard I was. Everyone knew the only reason I was even allowed on school grounds was because Shannon had so selflessly taken it upon herself to look after me. When I wet myself, who was there to help change my clothes? When I made strange noises, who laughed it off and eased everyone’s discomfort? Who kept me tethered to my “safety reins,” protecting me from trouble? It was Shannon. And if she could extend her benevolence to someone as undeserving as me, then the girls whose only fault was social awkwardness could surely feel safe in her care, too. 

It was not as if Shannon had to interact with the scholarships after all. They were, of course, banned from voting. 

Charlotte’s team had a different tactic. While Shannon’s campaign was all about inclusivity and community, Charlotte’s was about intimidation and fear.  

Her minions prowled the corridors in matching yellow t-shirts stamped with her name beneath an elaborate crown on their chests. They brandished clipboards like weapons, cornering the lesser girls, demanding to know who they planned on voting for. The threat was clear. There would be severe social consequences if Charlotte didn’t win. 

Charlotte’s poster was a single portrait of herself on a golden backdrop. Her blonde hair was sleek and pulled back with a wide yellow headband. She wore pearl earrings and a matching necklace clasped at her neck. Her chin was tilted slightly downward so her cold eyes could stare directly ahead. She neither smiled nor scowled. She just stared, imperious and supreme. Her slogan was straight to the point. Charlotte: The one True Queen. She was a girl who deserved power. It was not because she wanted it, it was simply her right. Her manifest destiny. And woe to those who dared oppose her. 

These were just skirmishes, though. Ultimately, the girls of higher social standing would be the ones to decide the actual outcome of the vote. 

These girls weren’t as popular as Shannon or Charlotte’s cliques, but they were still rich, pretty, and influential in their own right. They hosted and attended the best parties, excelled in sports, set fashion trends, flaunted designer labels, mocked the scholarship losers, claimed lunch tables as their own, and sauntered to the front of every line. Shannon and Charlotte both understood: these girls were the true queenmakers, and they could not be so easily intimidated or bought as their lesser peers. 

It was Kelly who discovered what Charlotte’s tactic was in gaining their approval. “Shanna,” she said with a grave tone, one day at lunch, “you need to see this.” 

Shannon marched me through the corridor by my safety harness, closely followed by her friends, following in a line behind her. Other girls quickly stood aside to allow us passage, whispering concernedly to each other. The scowl and flush on Shannon’s face alerted everyone to stay the hell out of her way. 

Charlotte had commandeered Mr. Pratt’s classroom as her campaign headquarters. Two of her minions guarded the door. 

“Move!” demanded Shannon, squaring up to them. 

They glanced at each other uncertainly. Bullying and intimidating weaker, timid girls was easy, but they had no clue how to deal with Shannon and her friends. 

Shannon raised a questioning brow, folding her arms. “Really?” 

The bravest of the two dared speak up. “This,” she squeaked, “is for private invitation only. N-no exceptions.” 

Shannon didn’t need to get angry, she simply stared. Leah was already on it. The powerful blonde stepped forward, driving her elbow into the speaker and shoving her palm into the face of the other, easily clearing an unobstructed path for her leader. 

Shannon flung the door open and strode purposefully inside. 

The classroom was drenched in yellow and gold. There were balloons, streamers, banners, and wall-to-wall posters of Charlotte. Someone had meticulously replicated Charlotte’s logo on the whiteboard. An ornate crown topped Charlotte’s name. It covered two-thirds of the board, leaving Mr. Pratt only a narrow strip in which to actually conduct his lessons, a line he dared not cross. 

The desks had been shoved to the walls, leaving a large communal space in the middle. There were mini-sliders, bruschetta, gourmet fries, cupcakes with golden wrappers, and cookies shaped like crowns. Tall pitchers of lemonade were tinted a rich golden yellow, and mocktail spritzers were served in champagne flutes to give the vibe of exclusivity. It all looked spectacular, no doubt prepared professionally from her family’s restaurant. 

Meanwhile, hanging from the ceiling like a piñata was What’s-Her-Name. A rope was tied around her forearms, stretching her arms behind her back, and looped around a ceiling beam. One of Charlotte’s minions stood on a table, tugging it steadily, and hoisting What’s-Her-Name from her feet. The loser dangled, whimpering through the cloth gag in her mouth, blindfolded, her jeans and underwear around her ankles, exposing her freshly welted buttocks. 

The rich girls, the ones Charlotte was enticing with this spectacle, held sturdy yardsticks. They laughed merrily as they watched a curvy redhead with stunning green eyes called Jennifer swiping her yardstick faster and harder to land a blow against What’s-Her-Name’s asscheeks. She caught her once in the side of her hips, sending her rocking, and with two more powerful strikes, she landed one against her jaw and the other, finally, reached its intended target. Everyone laughed and cheered. 

Charlotte was enjoying the show more than anyone. She stood with the back of her wrists on her hips, laughing loudest of all. 

“Oh, Charlotte,” said one of the girls awaiting her turn. “This is so much fun. You really do put on the best entertainment.”

Charlotte grinned. “Just remember that when it comes to voting time.” 

The rich girls clapped, smiling happily. 

Shannon stared, flushed with anger. “What the actual fuck?” 

Everyone turned, noticing us for the first time. A few smiles dropped, and a couple of girls looked away, ashamedly. 

“Shanna!” declared Charlotte happily, “how wonderful of you to join us. Would you like a turn on the piñata too? Maybe try some of this bruschetta?”

Shannon ignored her. “Jennifer!” She yelled at the attractive redhead. “You said you were voting for me!” 

Jennifer stared and blinked at her, flushing slightly, clearly conflicted. 

“Hey,” said Charlotte, “don’t you dare come into my headquarters trying to steal my votes, Shanna. This is actually a restricted area, you know. Invite only. Very exclusive.” 

Shannon sighed. “Whatever. Two can play at this game, bitch.” 

Shannon yanked my straps hard. “Come on,” she said to her friends, “we’re leaving.” 

“No hard feelings, Shanna,” called Charlotte after us as Shannon stomped outside the classroom. The laughter soon reignited, the festivities continuing without us. 
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WHILE CHARLOTTE HAD seized control of Mr. Pratt’s classroom, Shannon had likewise claimed Mrs. Franklin’s as her campaign headquarters. It was here that her team (Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah) discussed tactics and strategy. 

A large banner stretched across the back of the room, simply reading: Vote Shannon. Pink and white paper chains looped across the whiteboard and walls like garlands at an altar. Posters of Shannon were hung level with the desks, positioned so her gaze followed every student, a reminder to feel guilty for even considering a different vote. 

At the front, a table draped in a crisp pastel-pink cloth held neatly stacked flyers and a bowl of heart-shaped candy. Beside it stood a corkboard pinned with Polaroids of Shannon and her friends laughing, chatting, hugging, and celebrating. Balloons bobbed from a few chairs, and in gleaming cursive script across the whiteboard read the command: Shine with Shannon!

When Shannon stormed inside, Mrs. Franklin was hunched over her desk, grading papers. She jumped at the sudden disturbance.

“Sh-Shannon,” she squeaked.

“Quiet, Pammy,” Shannon snapped, striding straight to the desk. “I’m not in the mood.” She still held me by my reins, her friends trailing close behind like personal guards.

Mrs. Franklin swallowed hard. “Oh, I’m sorry, Shannon, is there anything I can do to-”

“Yes,” Shannon cut in, leveling a manicured finger at her face. “You can keep quiet. We have a strategy to discuss.”

Mrs. Franklin flushed and nodded quickly, forcing a nervous smile.

This was yet another example of how short Shannon was with her ever since Miss. Keller had taken an interest in the English teacher. 

I could see the hurt in Franklin’s eyes. Her favorite student, the one she had encouraged into literary pursuits, for whom she had spent hours painstakingly editing a manuscript, all without thanks or pay, the girl she had staked her professional reputation on, was now treating her no better than anyone else. For all her forced smiles, it was clear how crushed she was. Shannon had been the one shining light in her life, and now even that was fading. I couldn’t be sure, but I suspected Keller had told Shannon to act colder. Shannon had already drained the idiot for all she was worth, and the more hopeless Franklin became, the easier she would be to destroy. 

Stephanie sauntered around the desk to the side of Franklin's chair. “Yeah,” she said arrogantly, “one word and we’ll tell Miss. Keller we overheard you grumbling about her.” 

Franklin immediately paled. I recognized that look. I suspected she had peed herself a little at the suggestion. 

Shannon laughed. “That’s mean, Stephanie,” she said, “don’t tease Pammy like that.”

Franklin smiled uneasily. 

Shannon quickly turned cold on her. “But seriously,” she said, glaring, “not one word.”

Franklin nodded wildly. 

Shannon’s glare narrowed, her eyes shimmering with malice, her cheeks burning with controlled fury. She fixed her teacher in place, holding the stare until Franklin wilted and looked away. Only then did she smirk, satisfied with how effortlessly Franklin had been cowed.

“Hey,” said Kelly, picking up one of the papers from the desk, “what are you doing anyway?” 

Franklin was about to answer, opening her mouth to speak, when a single raised eyebrow from Shannon quickly made her swallow her words. 

“Oh, hey,” said Kelly, cheerfully, “these are ours!” 

Leah scoffed, grabbing a handful from the pile. “Then you’d better be giving us all A’s,” she said, aggressively flipping through the papers. 

Franklin looked imploringly at Shannon for help. 

Shannon shrugged at her friend. “Of course, she’s giving us all A’s. When has she ever not?” She turned back to her teacher, her tone suddenly sharp. “Right?” 

Franklin looked like she was about to cry. She slowly nodded, not daring to speak. 

“Oh yeah,” said Leah, curling her fist and angling it threateningly close to the side of Franklin’s cheek, forcing her weaker teacher to cringe away, bringing a sinister smirk to the athletic blonde’s face. 

“Actually,” said Shannon dismissively, “I’ve changed my mind.” She clicked her fingers and pointed across her body to the door. “Out.”

Franklin blinked at her.

Shannon glared. “You think I’m kidding?” 

Franklin shook her head quickly and apologetically. 

Leah yanked her by the back of the collar, hoisting her effortlessly from her seat. “You heard her,” she said. 

The chair toppled behind Franklin as she dangled like a helpless rag doll, flailing as Leah marched her across the classroom, shoving her unceremoniously through the door into the hall.

Kelly followed, hurling the stack of papers Franklin had been grading. “Don’t forget these!” she called, sending them fluttering around Franklin like a snowstorm. 

Franklin blushed, embarrassed as the girls hanging out in the corridor all pointed and snickered at her expense. Carefully, she crouched to retrieve the papers from the floor. Kelly laughed, and Leah smirked, closing the door behind her. They exchanged a chuckle and a low five for a job well done. 

Shannon hopped onto Franklin’s desk, crossing her legs, hitching her skirt up her legs to reveal the contours of her thighs. 

I stared down at the gleaming polish of her Mary Jane shoes as she bobbed one foot in a teasing circle. My pussy tingled. It would have been a dream to kneel on the floor and lay a respectful kiss upon her toe. Regardless of what happened at Prom, she was always my queen. 

“Okay,” she said, seriously, “Charlotte’s stepped it up. We need a counter. Thoughts?” 

Stephanie waltzed to the side table, grabbed a fistful of candies, and stuffed several into her mouth. Speaking with her mouth full, she said, “Why don’t we just say Pammy Pig will grade their papers F’s if they don’t commit to voting for you?”

Shannon sighed. “Because Stephanie, our campaign is supposed to be about inclusion and friendship, remember?” 

Stephanie swallowed the candy. “I know. But as much as I hate to admit it. I think Charlotte’s winning right now.” 

“Urf,” exhaled Kelly irritably. “I will not accept that. Plus, if we change tactics now, we’ll look weak. We have to stick to the game plan.”

Shannon nodded. “I agree with Kelly. We just need some sort of showpiece of our own.” 

“Well,” said Stephanie, sneering at me. 

“Oh yeah,” chuckled Kelly. “They’d love to have a turn on this retard.”

Shannon pouted, tapping a finger thoughtfully on her chin. Slowly, a devious smirk spread across her face. “Well, we do have soccer practice later.”

They all turned to me, snickering at my expense as my diaper moistened with arousal and pee. 
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SHANNON CAPTAINED HER team to a 26-0 win over the scholarships. As always, it was less a game and more a massacre. 

As forfeit for losing, the scholarships were made to run twenty-six laps, one for every goal they conceded. With our coach distracted, bellowing motivation to the losers through a megaphone, there was no danger of anyone catching us in the act. It would take the scholarships a long time to complete their punishment, especially since most of them were struggling to walk after suffering numerous body slams, elbows, and sliding tackles that chopped their legs from under them. And if someone did try to enter the locker room uninvited, student or teacher, they would have to get through Leah since the powerful blonde was tasked with guarding the entrance from intruders. 

Inside, the girls who had already showered lounged around in their bras and panties. Others, including Shannon, still wore their soccer uniforms. Tight white t-shirts hugged their feminine frames, snug across their shoulders and chest, creating a visual lift, elevating the natural curve of their waists. Their dark blue high-cut shorts elongated their athletic and toned legs. Some of them had their socks pulled all the way up to their knees, and others left them creased at their ankles. Some folded their arms confidently over their chests, while others rested them on their hips. All were snickering menacingly at me. 

Stephanie and Kelly had bound me to the middle bench, utilizing the rope techniques Miss. Keller had taught them during their private lessons with Mrs. White. I stared up at the strip lights with my arms tied beneath the bench in an inescapable knot. Separate ropes looped around my ankles and neck, binding me completely. 

How far they’ve come in such a short space of time. Just imagine where they’ll be in a year’s time. 

I had to admit that Miss. Keller was a wonderful teacher. All of them were so much more clinical and brutal now. I doubted Mrs. White could survive them much longer, especially considering Miss. Keller had to string White up to prevent her from collapsing at the beginning of each session. 

I was wearing a replica soccer uniform that was much too small for me, highlighting my fat rolls in the worst possible way. Even with Shannon starving me at school and at home, I could still not shake my bloated belly. It bulged disgustingly beneath my shirt, and before the game, each girl on our team took turns slapping it for good luck. 

Shannon forbade me from actually playing, of course. Nobody wanted to deal with a retard when they were concentrating on the game. Instead, she made me her mascot. I sat on the grass next to the substitute's bench, clapping enthusiastically every time she touched the ball. 

Unfortunately, that didn’t stop the girls on Shannon’s team from “accidentally” kicking the ball as hard as they could in my direction. Each time it slammed into my face or knocked the wind out of me, they offered Shannon fake apologies, laughing as they did so.

And now these same girls were all about to take a turn with me. 

“Okay, ladies,” said Shannon, lifting her leg and placing her foot on the bench next to my head. The metal studs of her cleats clinked threateningly against the wood. “Great game, today.”

The girls continued to snicker. 

“I know a lot of you have already pledged your votes for Charlotte.”

Grumbles rippled through the room. 

Shannon smiled and shook her head.

“I’m not here to tell you to vote for me. I mean, I hope you will, obviously, but there’ll be no hard feelings either way. We’ve been through a lot together, and with high school almost behind us, I just want to say how much I appreciate every one of you for making this time so memorable and fun. Honestly, I couldn’t have asked for a better group.”

“Even Charlotte,” muttered Kelly, eliciting laughter. 

Shannon smiled at her bestie. “She’s made this a battle, I can’t deny that.”

“Oh, Shanna,” said one of the girls, an attractive brunette. “You deserve that crown. I’m voting for you no matter what.” 

There were murmurs of agreement. 

Shannon shrugged nonchalantly. “What will be will be.”

I had to admit, she was utterly convincing. Had I not been privy to the emergency meeting earlier in Franklin’s classroom, I would have thought Shannon really was fine with losing the crown to Charlotte.

She never ceased to amaze me with her acting skills. Whatever the moment demanded, she delivered it with calm, confidence, and composure. She presented herself in stark contrast to Charlotte. Charlotte bribed for votes, while Shannon acted simply out of friendship. It didn’t matter whether anyone voted for her or not, she just wanted to do something special for her friends, a gesture of thanks for being her classmates.

Who could not be swayed by this? 

Shannon grabbed her water bottle from the bench. “But in the meantime,” she took a large gulp, held the water in her cheeks, and smirking, slowly, she sprayed it over my face. “I know what a bother my cousin has been these last few months. So distracting. So gross.” 

They all snickered hard at my humiliation. 

She continued. “Julia begged me for a chance to thank you all for putting up with her. Didn’t you, Julia?”

I forced a nod. My eyes stung, and the water ran down my face. My pussy tingled with fear. 

Shannon chuckled. “Open up then.” 

I obeyed, forcing my mouth as wide as it would go. 

“Who’s first?” she asked, eyes gleaming with sadistic amusement. 

Jennifer, the redhead we had caught pummeling What’s-Her-Name, raised her hand. She bounded forward, curves oscillating. Her shorts were more like hot pants, her large and powerful thighs fully on display. 

Shannon removed her foot from the bench next to my head and stepped back. 

Jennifer was laughing as she straddled my face, opening her legs on either side of the bench, forcing me to stare up at the subtle crease down her crotch, highlighting the exact location of her vulva. 

“Remember,” said Kelly cheerfully to the room, “the best part about all this is that she’s so fucking dumb, she won’t even remember a thing tomorrow.” 

Everyone laughed. 

Jennifer bit her bottom lip, her green eyes sparkling with the thrill of dominance. Slowly, she peeled her shorts and panties down her thick thighs and angled her bare pussy above my gaping mouth. She chuckled as she reached to clamp my nose harshly between her fingers and thumb. 

I stared up at her in fear and awe as a warm golden stream flowed gently into my gaping mouth. 

She grinned the whole while, showing off her big white teeth. Her aim was impeccable. Her pee was salty and bitter, but not as unpleasant as I thought. I swallowed it all, gulping it down. Truthfully, this was the first real drink I’d been allowed since Shannon had me lap water from her toilet bowl this morning as breakfast. 

The other girls all applauded and laughed along with Jennifer. 

“Great work, Jennifer,” said Shannon. 

Once Jennifer was done, she jiggled, ensuring every last drop fell on my face. Afterwards, she playfully slapped the back of her hand multiple times against my cheek, harder and harder until she curled her whole fist and struck my cheekbone harshly with the back of her knuckles, eliciting more laughter. 

“I’ve gotta say,” said Jennifer as she stepped off to allow another to take a turn. A raven-haired girl who held her hands on her hips as she straddled me, staring down triumphantly, showing the gum between her teeth as she giggled. “That was way more fun than the stupid piñata.”

Shannon shrugged modestly. 

“I’ll bet you’ll be throwing quite the after party if you win, right?” 

Shannon fluttered her eyelids innocently. 

“Okay,” said Jennifer, “you’ve got my vote.” 

“Mine too,” said the raven-haired girl as she unleashed her pee in a spiral all over and around my face as I desperately tried to lap it all up with my tongue. 

Take that, Charlotte. 
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​Thirty-Two


[image: ]


The big day was here. 

Shannon wore a soft champagne-pink gown, shimmering with sequins. It clung to her perfect, feminine figure, accentuating the curve of her hips. The skirt flared gracefully, brushing the floor as she moved. A sweetheart neckline lifted her bust, and a pink sapphire pendant rested elegantly above it. Her hair was styled in glossy curls that framed her face, and matching pink sapphire earrings and a delicate rose-gold bracelet completed the look.

She posed before her full-length mirror, one hand on her hip and one knee bent, smiling as brightly as her sequins.

I knelt before her, gazing at her flawless reflection in the mirror. “You’re so beautiful,” I whispered, awestruck. 

“I know,” she said, without any hint of irony or sarcasm. 

I smiled, filled with wonder and love for the girl who would be queen. No matter who actually won the crown at prom, there was not a doubt in my mind that Shannon would be the star.

Suddenly, she snapped to me, spinning on the heels of her adorable satin slippers, and pointed a manicured nail, the color of strawberry cream, down at my face. 

“And you’re so ugly,” she said flatly, without any trace of humor. 

I nodded. “Thank you so much, Your Majesty.” 

She smirked and turned back to the mirror, readmiring herself as she ran her fingers through her hair. 

“Do you think this outfit will match the crown?” she asked, lightly.

I nodded and smiled more eagerly than ever. “You look like you’ve already won, Your Majesty.”

Her smirk deepened. “That’s true.” She pouted, showing off the gloss on her lips. “But you know,” she added, “Charlotte really did make this a battle. I have to hand it to her.”

“Yeah, but you’re the best. I can’t wait for you to win. I would have voted for you a thousand times over if I could!”

She laughed at my pathetic fawning. 

I smiled back, pleased to have pleased her. I cherished these moments, just the two of us. I loved that she could be herself with me. She was a master at becoming whatever others wanted her to be, teachers, Aunt Martha, even her besties, but with me, she didn’t have to pretend. She could simply be her wonderful, glorious self. Truly, I was privileged to be her slave. 

“Course,” she said, staring at me through the mirror with an evil smirk, “if I don’t win...” She paused, allowing the threat to linger.

My skin prickled in dread, and I swallowed a large lump. A little pee dampened my diaper. 

She laughed at my fear. “Probably won’t be as bad as what Charlotte will do to her little bitch, though. So there’s that, I suppose.” 

I laughed nervously at her wonderful joke. She was so funny and great and beautiful and....

“How do you like your dress, peasant?” she asked, interrupting my internal revelry. 

It was such an honor to be allowed at Shannon’s prom. She could have dressed me in a garbage bag, and I’d have been happy. Course, wearing a replica bo peep dress, complete with bonnet, was not exactly how I’d envisioned the experience. 

“It’s great, Your Majesty,” I answered meekly, “thank you so much.” 

I wanted to add “I love you,” but held back. The feeling was not reciprocated, and I wanted to try to pretend for as long as possible that she actually did care about me a little, in her own way. 

I’m so glad you gave up this pathetic hope of her ever caring about you, freak. This was always so tedious to listen to. 

Attending prom, even as a prop, was more than I could have ever dared dream for that first day at school when I peed myself in front of everyone. Back then, I had no clue that not only would I survive the ordeal, but months down the line, I’d still be around. 

As humiliating as it was for Shannon to parade me around school on my safety harness, at least I got to hang around with the most popular girl in school. Few students got to experience that level of influence, even if it was as an observer. 

Granted, had Mom not killed herself and I’d remained at my old school, I probably would have graduated and gone to community college to study English with Creative Writing, but those were mundane aspirations compared to the endless glory of being Shannon’s skrw-nh. 

Shannon had already decided I was going with her to Yale to be her personal maid and scribe. I couldn’t wait. I just knew all the girls in the sorority were going to adore her.  

Have you heard yourself? Everything you ever worked for is hers, and far from being bitter, you’re thankful for it. Don’t you hate yourself? I know I do. 

Obviously, I hated myself, but that was unimportant compared to my service to Shannon. She was my queen. My life and savior. The most important person who had ever lived. Whenever I felt bad about her taking everything from me, the tingling in my pussy reminded me that this was how everything was supposed to be. 

It was as if Shannon read my mind as her smirk widened. “Lie down,” she commanded. 

My stomach twisted in excitement. I hurriedly obeyed, lying flat on my back, my cheeks flush and my pussy warm. 

She turned and lifted her delicate little foot, placing it elegantly over my face, squashing my nose with her sole, and resting her heel over my mouth and chin. I inhaled, lying perfectly still, enjoying the luxurious scent of her soft suede slippers. 

She giggled. “This is going to be so epic. I can’t wait!” 

There was a light knock on her door. “Enter,” she declared, authoritatively, still gazing down at me. 

It was actually funny how I was once so worried about Susanne or Aunt Martha catching me like this. It was almost quaint the lengths I resorted to to stop anyone from finding out about me sniffing inside Shannon’s shoe. Look at me now! 

Yes. We see you. We hate you. 

It was Aunt Martha who stepped inside, carrying two crystal glasses of champagne. She was wearing high-waisted leopard-print pants, perfectly tailored to show her curves, and elegantly flared at her ankles. Her wide statement gold buckle belt cinched her waist. Her form-fitting black top stretched over her large bosom, providing an intimidating lift. Her thick bracelets, hoop earrings, and pointed heels epitomized her confidence and authority. 

She smirked proudly as she watched her daughter standing dominantly on my face. 

Why wouldn’t she? Seeing how easily Shannon has crushed you is just more proof that she was always better than your idiot mother, isn’t it? 

“Hi, Mom,” said Shannon happily. 

“Oh, princess,” said Aunt Martha, “you look so beautiful. Breathtaking. My star!”

Shannon smiled. 

“Here,” she said, passing Shannon one of the glasses. “Here’s to you! Shannon Banks, Prom Queen.” 

Shannon giggled and clinked her glass against her mother’s. The two of them tilted back their heads and took mutually commanding sips. 

“Let me see the whole thing,” said Martha. 

Shannon twirled, using my face as a pivot, swishing the flare of her gown. 

Aunt Martha chuckled, lightly patting her spare hand on the hand that held her champagne glass in applause. 

“You know,” she said, “when I started this little experiment, I wasn’t certain what would happen. But seeing how far you’ve flourished this year has made me so deeply proud. You will be an incredible Daughter of Isis. I will be as proud to call you sister as I am daughter.” 

Shannon blushed endearingly, looking at her mother with a twinkle of love and respect in her beautiful eyes. 

“Everything is set up for your after-party tonight, princess,” said Martha, warmly. 

“Did you remember the throne? The statues? The carriage?” 

Aunt Martha nodded and smiled, enjoying her daughter’s demands. 

“Yes!” said Shannon, pumping her fist. “All I need now is the crown.”

Martha sighed wistfully. “Oh, my little girl is all grown up.” 

Shannon beamed. 

“My only regret,” continued Martha, “is that my sister is not around to see this. I used to fantasize about having mother and daughter on their knees at our feet, while we held their leashes, sipping champagne. Silly, I know.” 

Shannon scrunched her face, the gears turning in her mind. 

“Oh, ignore me, princess,” said Martha, “I’m just feeling a little emotional, I suppose.” 

“It’s okay, Mom,” said Shannon sweetly. “I’m actually really sorry this loser’s mother robbed you of that.”

Aunt Martha’s smile was half melancholy, half hopeful. “There’s nothing for you to be sorry for, princess. It isn’t your fault.” 

“No,” said Shannon thoughtfully, “but maybe there’s still something we can do to mark the occasion?” 

Aunt Martha raised a manicured brow, intrigued. 

Shannon giggled, pressing her foot harder on my face, grinding my nose under her sole. “Just wait! I’ve had the best idea! You’re going to love this!” 
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AUNT MARTHA WAITED for me, seated in her armchair, leaning forward with her legs crossed like an ancient empress observing her domain. I approached like a supplicant, shuffling timidly toward her, carefully cradling my mother’s ceramic urn in my sweaty hands.

I was worried about dropping it. The cheap ceramic would undoubtedly smash on the expensive marble floor. And it would be me on my hands and knees, sweeping up Mom’s ashes, not to mention the spanking Shannon would deliver for my clumsiness. 

Aunt Martha’s deep brown eyes shimmered with disturbing eagerness. A cruel smirk was fixed on her terrifyingly beautiful face as she subtly circled her crotch on her plush leather cushion, highly aroused by the occasion. 

And why not? Your idiot mom was selfish to steal her victory away from her. This is the least she deserves. 

I imagined what Mom would be saying now. “No, stop! Please! No! Not her! Anyone but her!” 

It was not enough for Aunt Martha to dominate and control Mom in life, but now she would take her in death, too. Mom overdosed on pills to escape this, and now, I, her daughter, was willingly handing over her remains as a form of twisted tribute. 

You can say no, freak. Go on, I dare you. 

A little pee dampened my diaper at even the abstract suggestion of resistance. 

I was keenly aware of Shannon, my queen, marching behind me, chuckling happily to herself, thoroughly enjoying my debasement. As scary as Aunt Martha was, Shannon was the one who would make me pay. I was her skrw-nh, ordained by Mother Isis to worship and serve her. To defy her was to defy heaven and the cosmos. I couldn’t. I was too small. Too weak. 

She’s a genius, isn’t she? Just as you were feeling content with your place under her foot, she found a whole new way to destroy your sense of self. 

Once I reached the base of Aunt Martha’s throne, I slowly sank to my knees, offering up the urn for her to take. 

She straightened, arching her back in a perfect curve that stretched the fabric of her top. From above the bridge of her nose, she peered down at me like a bug waiting to be crushed beneath her designer heel. 

“A-Aunt Martha,” I stammered, blushing fiercely, heat rising beneath the collar of my Bo Peep dress and in my pussy. She seemed to grow larger, even more imposing, casting me in her divine shadow as I shrank further beneath her presence.

“P-please,” I said meekly, “please take Mom from me. You d-deserve to be her keeper.”

Shannon stood dominantly behind me, her arms folded, her grin sadistic and wide. 

As shameful as it was, I could not deny either of them this moment. Literally. There was something deep within my soul that compelled me to obey. Was it the devil? 

You won’t blame me for this, freak. This is all you. Own your betrayal. Let it fester and eat you up from the inside out. 

Aunt Martha continued to stare down at me smugly and expectantly. 

I continued, unable to meet her cold, unblinking gaze. “You...were always m-more important to her than me. I can’t remember a single day when she didn’t talk about you. E-everything in her life was about you. To impress you, please you...e-escape you.” 

Her smirk deepened as she absorbed my confession. 

I swallowed a large lump. Despair curdled in my stomach. Tears formed in my eyes. My bottom lip trembled as I struggled to form my words. 

“Hey,” snapped Shannon, swiping the back of my head with her knuckles, jolting water from my eyes. “Keep going.” 

Aunt Martha chuckled at my expense. 

I sniffled. Despite Mom abandoning me to this, she was still the only person in the world who had ever loved me. Surrendering her ashes to the woman who ruined her life was beyond devastating. 

“You...” I could barely speak, my throat constricting, my hands trembling as they clutched the urn. “You were right about everything.”

The amusement was clear in Aunt Martha’s response. “Oh? How so?” 

“You are so much b-better than her. Smarter, richer, more beautiful, more successful, more e-everything. There’s nothing Mom could do better than you.”

“That’s true,” said Aunt Martha, “just look at who we gave birth to.” 

Shannon giggled hard at this. 

“Yes,” I answered humbly, “thank you for never allowing Mom to think for a moment that she might one day match you. Thank you for always mocking her, bullying her, for never allowing her to forget you. Your v-victories in life reminded her always that she was a loser. I’m sorry, so very sorry she refused to be your maid...your slave. This doesn’t make up for what she did to you, but m-maybe, it will satisfy you a little to know that you possess what remains of her body and soul.” 

“Well,” she answered imperiously, “if it means sooooo very much to you, I suppose I’ll take it from you.” 

I cracked, letting out a sudden sob before quickly composing myself. “Th-thank you so much,” I stammered, lifting the urn higher to make it easier for her to take. She grasped it with both hands, smirking triumphantly as I quietly wept to myself.

“You know,” she said to Shannon, “I heard they’re developing a new procedure that extracts carbon from cremated remains and turns it into synthetic diamonds, HPHT, or something. They’re looking for funding to support the research.”

The ache was even heavier in my chest. I closed my eyes as tears streamed down my flushed cheeks. 

Shannon gasped. “Oh my god, Mom, really? That would be amazing! You can turn her into a ring on your finger. Or your toe? Oh my god! Yes! A toe ring! We can make this peasant kiss it every morning and night and apologize over and over again!” ” 

Aunt Martha laughed. “Oh my, that’s incredible. What a delightfully devious mind you have, princess.” 

Shannon beamed. 

Aunt Martha turned back to me. “Would you like that, Julia? Would you like to be reminded of your mom every time you look at my feet?”

I couldn’t speak. I continued to weep, furiously nodding as my pussy raged. All I wanted now was to put my fingers up my skirt and finger myself to a violent climax. 

Aunt Martha and Shannon both laughed harder and louder at my reaction. 

“Course,” said Aunt Martha, firmly twisting the lid from the urn and peering inside, “there’s quite a lot of ash in here. We probably won’t need all of it.”

Shannon chuckled. “What else then?” 

Aunt Martha’s smirk was terrifying. “Oh, I might have a little something in mind for later.” 

My heart shriveled as a crushing emptiness engulfed my being. What had I done? 

“Mom,” I whispered silently to myself as their laughter consumed me like divine fire. “I’m so sorry, I’m so so sorry.” 

There was no coming back from this now. 
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A JET-BLACK STRETCH Lincoln limousine with tinted windows was ordered to take Shannon and her friends to prom. Shannon sat in the main seat, while Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah occupied the side seats, arranged in a U-shape with Shannon at the center.

They all looked especially stunning with their voluminous, powdered hair and glittering gowns, each one custom-made to highlight the best features of their gorgeous, feminine figures.

I was made to lie on the floor at their feet, staring up at the ceiling to allow Shannon to rest the soles of her satin slippers over my face. 

I’d hoped to be allowed some level of freedom tonight (it was prom after all), but I should have known better. Shannon still gripped the reins of my safety harness as she laughed and joked with her friends. 

Obnoxious Europop pulsed through the sound system as Leah grabbed a bottle of champagne from the ice bucket, popping it open to a chorus of hollers and cheers while foam spilled down the bottle’s sleek curve. Kelly handed out the flutes, and Leah filled each glass in turn.

Stephanie lifted her glass with a grin. “Here’s to you, Shanna,” she declared. “Our one true queen!”

Kelly and Leah burst into laughter, joining in with a rhythmic chant: “Shanna! Shanna! Shanna! Shanna!”

Shannon happily giggled along. “Oh, you guys,” she said, shifting her weight to press her foot even harder against my nose. “You’re all so silly.” 

As awful as I’d felt after handing over Mom’s remains to Aunt Martha, the joyful energy of Shannon and her friends was beginning to lift my spirits. It was hard to stay miserable with so much excitement in the air. If I closed my eyes and tried really hard enough to forget who I was, it almost felt like I was part of the celebration.

Yes, I’m sure your mom would be thrilled for you. It makes what you did so much better. 

When the car pulled up at school, the driver, dressed in full uniform and cap, hurried to open the door for them. 

Shannon was the first to emerge from the limousine, followed closely by her friends. They stepped onto a luxurious red carpet and strutted confidently toward the decorated auditorium entrance. Searchlights crisscrossed the night sky while velvet ropes lined the walkway. A group of scholarship girls had been assigned to film the scene with camcorders and snap photos with cameras. Shannon and her friends posed like movie stars, their designer gowns catching the glittering lights.

Shannon kept me close, pulling on my safety reins, constricting my harness tightly against my ribs. Other rich girls who hovered around the entrance pointed at me and laughed.

Shannon treated them all to her most radiant of smiles as compliments and applause poured in from every direction. It was just so perfect for her. 

Inside, the auditorium had been completely transformed. Gilded drapery covered the walls, shimmering beneath warm amber lighting. White and gold balloons floated near the ceiling, their ribbons drifting gracefully over the dance floor below. 

At the far end stood the stage, where the DJ, headphones on, had established his station. Two huge portraits were erected of Shannon and Charlotte, spotlighted to accentuate their best features. They were both so stunningly and painfully beautiful. It was honestly unfair that only one of them could be queen. 

The throne, where the victor would sit and receive her crown, was tall and ornate, draped in gold and surrounded by fresh white roses. The crown, more a tiara than a traditional crown, rested on a velvet cushion atop a pedestal, sparkling with thousands of precious jewels. I couldn’t even begin to imagine its worth.

Round tables with white tablecloths bordered the dance floor, each set with crystal punch bowls, plates of elaborate macarons, and bowls of fresh berries. A shimmering disco ball turned lazily overhead, scattering flecks of light across the glossy floor. I couldn’t help but wonder how many scholarship girls had been made to polish it to achieve that insane mirror shine.

Speaking of scholarship girls, a few of them were lucky enough to actually be in attendance. Not to participate, of course, but to serve. 

It was tradition for the scholarships to demonstrate their appreciation and gratitude to the tuition-paying girls whose families enabled the scholarship program to exist. In their cheap, off-the-rack dresses, they patrolled the auditorium, collecting empty cups, sweeping trash, straightening chairs, pouring punch, doing their best to stay out of the way and not invade the space of the better girls. 

“Shannon!” declared Principal Adler excitedly. She glided toward us wearing a floor-length black satin gown with a structured bodice and subtle shoulder pads. A string of pearls rested against her collarbone. She wore long silk gloves and smelled of expensive Chanel. 

She gave Shannon a formal hug, arching her back so her chin rested on Shannon’s shoulder, tapping her hand gently on Shannon’s back. She repeated the gesture with Shannon’s friends.

They all complimented Adler’s outfit and praised how wonderful everything looked. 

Kelly remarked how Principal Adler “must have really whipped those scholarship nerds into shape,” and far from being reprimanded for it, Adler laughed at the cleverness of Kelly’s humorous observation. 

It was clear that graduation was approaching. Adler no longer bothered to maintain the pretense of normality. She seemed on the verge of openly flaunting her status as a Daughter of Isis.

“Enjoy yourselves tonight,” she said warmly. “Here,” she reached for my reins, “Shannon, you shouldn’t have to deal with that thing tonight of all nights. You’ve already taken care of her all year. I want you to relax and have fun. You deserve it.” 

I looked at Shannon imploringly. Being separated from her for even a moment filled me with dread. 

Shannon simply shrugged and smiled brightly as she handed control of me over to our Principal. 

“Get going,” said Adler good-naturedly, practically shooing them onto the dance floor. “This is your night. Own it.” 

They all laughed along together as they headed deeper into the auditorium, leaving me alone with Adler. She curled her lip in disgust as she looked me up and down. 

“At least you’re not drooling on yourself,” she said, tugging on my reins. “You’re so lucky to have Shannon in your life,” she added.  

I quietly nodded, my pussy tingling. 

“You!” Adler barked, pointing at a scholarship girl. The girl froze in place, wide-eyed with fear. “Take this,” Adler said, handing her my reins. “Keep it out of the way until it’s summoned. Somewhere, she isn’t likely to ruin the ambiance.” She gestured toward a dark corner. “Over there.”

“Y-yes, Principal,” the nervous girl stammered, taking the reins limply. She looked even more embarrassed than I did.

“Off you trot then,” said Adler, waving us off dismissively with the back of her hand. 

The girl hurried away, leading me into the corner and clutched my reins. 

As awkward as it was, it could have been far worse for both of us. Yes, we’d been banished to a corner, but at least we were spared from becoming targets of the rich girls. We were safe to observe their party with a mixture of fascination, awe, and horror. 

The rich girls shrieked and laughed, clutching each other’s hands as they rushed to join Shannon and the others on the dance floor, their heels clicking over the polished floor. 

The DJ played all the popular hits. Madonna, Mariah Carey, Roxette, U2, MC Hammer. Shannon was the star of the show, either mock waltzing with Kelly or posing mid-beat with exaggerated glamor. Sometimes she would lead a sing-along, waving her hands in the air. All the girls mirrored her actions, desperate to be part of something memorable, and everyone looked to Shannon to see what moves were next. 

They were having the time of their lives. Whenever they wanted a drink, all they had to do was snap their fingers in the direction of a scholarship girl, and the nerd would rush over with a fresh cup and then scramble across the floor to gather up the used ones the rich girls casually discarded.

A few scholarship girls were assigned to document the night, carrying camcorders and filming as much as possible without interfering with the richer girls’ fun. Others wielded professional cameras, no doubt provided by the faculty. They moved through the crowd, snapping flash after flash as their wealthier peers struck playful poses, puckered lips, formed hearts with their fingers, and blew kisses at the lens.

Occasionally, a scholarship girl who wandered too close, unaware that a rich girl was posing, would be dragged into the shot as an unwilling prop. The rich girl would curl her lip, looking down at her with exaggerated disgust before shoving her aside, laughing, or sometimes pressing herself close as if, for that single moment, they were best friends. It made my heart ache to see one of the scholarship girls smile bashfully, as though she really had a friend. But the moment was always fleeting as the rich girl would quickly push her away with an exaggerated “Ewwww!” followed by raucous laughter from her real friends.

The teachers did their best to stay out of the way and not interfere with the fun. They stayed at the back of the auditorium, chatting quietly amongst themselves, pretending not to notice how the rich girls were treating the scholarships. 

No one intervened when Jennifer, dressed in an olive-green taffeta gown with a structured bodice, sweetheart neckline, and off-shoulder sleeves, her emerald jewelry accentuating the green of her eyes, gathered a group of scholarship girls. She lined them up so her friends could judge their hair, makeup, and outfits, ranking them from one to five by scrawling numbers across their foreheads in bright red lipstick.

The rich girls laughed as Jennifer summoned a photographer to snap their image, ordering them all to point at their foreheads and smile. 

I saw Miss. Keller, enjoying the show from her table, chuckling along at Jennifer’s antics. She was wearing a perfectly fitted pleated metallic lamé gown that sculpted to her curves like molten gold. 

She had positioned herself next to Mrs. Franklin, who looked frumpy by comparison in her plain dress-and-cardigan ensemble. Franklin, of course, was one of the teachers pretending not to notice Jennifer’s prank, but Keller wasn’t about to let her off that easily. As Keller laughed, she leaned toward the weaker teacher, resting her elbow deliberately on Franklin’s shoulder and pointing toward Jennifer so she couldn’t possibly miss it.

Franklin looked mortified but forced a nervous smile, especially when Keller subtly reached behind her neck and pinched her skin between her manicured nails, glancing down at the weaker woman with triumphant satisfaction.

Once the photos were taken, Jennifer seized the girl ranked lowest, wrapping her strong hands around her waist and lifting her off the ground.

The poor girl looked terrified as Jennifer, laughing, carried her across the floor to a large black trash can where all the used cups were being discarded. A crowd of rich girls trailed behind, thoroughly entertained.

The scholarship girl sobbed as Jennifer pressed her body against the rim, then tipped her in face-first, shoving her down until only her ankles and feet jutted out.

“And stay there,” Jennifer proclaimed. “Don’t you dare move for the rest of the night.”

Jennifer’s prank was met with hugs, compliments, and applause. And just as quickly as it had begun, it was over. Jennifer moved on to other things, her sycophants trailing behind, leaving the poor girl alone and forgotten, too afraid to move in case they returned.

As the next song ended, the lights suddenly dimmed, casting a brighter spotlight on the stage where Principal Adler stood at a tall silver microphone, holding a luxurious cream envelope sealed with a gold stamp.

“Good evening, ladies,” she announced with a knowing smile, “having fun?” 

The girls cheered, raising their red cups. 

Adler laughed. “That’s what I like to hear. You’ve earned this for all the hard work you’ve put in this year. Tonight is a celebration, a recognition of you. This year’s senior class has been truly remarkable, and I know you’ll all go on to accomplish great things in your lives. Well,” she added with a sly aside, “almost all of you, anyway.”

The rich girls laughed knowingly. They understood the meaning behind her words: success was reserved for those with wealth and influence. Those without? They were the ones shoved face-first into the trash. 

Or made to stand in a corner, tethered by safety reins, eh, freak? 

Adler chuckled along. “But without further ado, it’s the moment you’ve all been waiting for. Shannon,” she said, scanning the crowd, “Charlotte, please join me on stage.”

The girls applauded and wished them luck as Shannon stepped onto the stage to the left and Charlotte to the right, each taking their places in front of their respective portraits. 

Charlotte looked stunning in her strapless, floor-length butter-yellow gown. The bodice and hips were perfectly fitted, with delicate horizontal ruching across the bust and torso that accentuated her feminine silhouette. From the waist, a smooth, flowing panel of fabric draped to the floor, forming a subtle train. She exuded the same supreme confidence as Shannon, the two sharing a brief, knowing glance before turning to face the crowd.

“The Prom Queen,” Adler continued into the microphone, addressing the audience, “represents far more than mere beauty, charm, or popularity. She is elected by you, her peers, as a symbol of your graduating class. She embodies your accomplishments, character, and culture.”

Shannon and Charlotte looked equally smug and radiant. Both would be a worthy winner, but my heart ached for Shannon’s victory. I crossed my fingers, whispering “please, please, please” like a prayer, so nervous I peed myself, dampening my diaper all over again.

“This honor is not merely a title,” Adler went on, “but a reflection of the respect and admiration she has earned throughout the year. It is a testament to the way she carries herself, with dignity, poise, and confidence. A testament to how she inspires us all.”

She paused, letting the natural applause wash over the audience.

“Shannon,” she said kindly, offering a smile to her left, then to her right, “Charlotte. Good luck to you both. Drum roll,” she announced to the DJ who provided the electronic sound effect. With dramatic effect, she carefully broke the golden seal and slipped the card free of the envelope. “Oh my. This may be the closest vote we’ve ever had. By 76 to 74 votes...the winner....and Prom Queen for the Class of 1991 is...”

The tension was unbearable. I had no idea how Shannon remained so outwardly calm. My stomach was twisting and writhing. I was nauseous. I wanted this so much for her. She deserved it. She was already my queen, but she deserved to be queen of the school. Queen of the whole wide world. 

My heart stopped as I watched Principal Adler’s lips move in slow motion. “Shannon Banks!” 

A sudden eruption tore through the audience, cheers and screams of ecstatic delight. Almost everyone looked deliriously happy. The only exceptions were Charlotte and her minions. Charlotte appeared shell-shocked, her mouth hanging open, while her followers looked terrified, slinking back into the crowd, hoping their leader hadn’t noticed them. They would surely bear some of the blame for her defeat.

But the majority of the fault would fall on What’s-Her-Name, Charlotte’s skrw-nh. The loser was tasked with ensuring Charlotte’s victory, just as I was with Shannon. I didn’t even want to imagine the horrors Charlotte was likely to unleash on What’s-Her-Name now. There seemed to be almost no hope that she wouldn’t be sent below the Pyramid at Charlotte’s first opportunity.

From the way the rich girls reacted, I could only guess that even those who had voted for Charlotte did so more out of twisted loyalty or fear than genuine desire. For all of us, it was cathartic to see Shannon win.

Shannon held her cheeks in theatrical, endearing shock, soaking in the applause. I, of course, clapped harder than anyone. This was incredible, the best thing ever!

It didn’t matter that Shannon was already the most popular, most beautiful, richest, smartest, most influential, and most fashionable student in the school, adored by both students and teachers alike. Somehow, this still felt like an underdog victory, the triumph of good over evil. Biblical in its meaning.

Shannon moved over to Charlotte, giving her rival a generous hug. Charlotte pulled back, storming off the stage in a fury. Shannon then turned to her adoring fans, waving before triumphantly shaking her fist as the applause erupted once again.

Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah, Shannon’s campaign staff, hurried onto the stage to envelop their best friend in a big, celebratory hug. Kelly, especially, was nearly in tears, overcome with happiness.

Adler smiled and quickly waved over to the scholarship girl holding my reins.

The girl prickled and straightened, giving my reins a sharp tug to get me moving like a mule over to the stage. Stephanie took charge of me, and the scholarship girl faded back, relieved that her part in this had ended. 

“No, no,” said Shannon, magnanimously, “Julia is my responsibility.” She reached for my reins with a radiant smile, innocently fluttering her long lashes. 

Stephanie smirked, handing me over. 

“Oh my,” declared Adler, pressing her fingers dramatically against her upper chest, “even now Shannon is thinking of the well-being of her cousin. Isn’t this just so like her? That deserves another round of applause, I think.”

The audience did not miss a beat, applauding Shannon’s kindness and generosity of spirit. 

“Do you have anything you’d like to say to her, Julia?” asked Adler, pointedly. 

I could feel the smirks upon me. 

“Yesh,” I answered, sticking my tongue into my chin as they all expected, “congwatulations Shwannon!”

There was mocking laughter. 

Shannon giggled happily. “Oh, thank you so very much, Julia,” she said, bopping me lightly on the nose with a manicured finger. 

“Julia,” continued Adler, “would you like to do the honors?” She motioned to the sparkling tiara. “An appreciation for everything Shannon has done for you, hm?” 

The laughter continued at my expense. 

Go on, freak. It’s the least you can do after she’s so impressively destroyed your worthless life. 

Shannon giggled along with the rest. “Go ahead, Julia,” she said sweetly. “It’s all in good fun.” 

She relaxed her grip on my reins, allowing me to shuffle toward the podium. Adler smirked, elegantly lifting the crown from the royal cushion, directing it toward me. I took it from her grasp. There was more weight to it than I was expecting. It shimmered majestically under the spotlights. This was a crown truly worthy of a queen.

Worthy of Shannon. 

Adler motioned to the throne. “Your Majesty,” she said lightly with a theatrical bow. 

Shannon laughed, waving her hand regally in a circular gesture like the Queen of England. She took a few steps to the throne and perched gracefully on the cushioned seat, tugging me along with her.

“It gives me great pleasure,” Adler announced into the microphone, “to award the Class of 1991’s crown to our new queen, Her Royal Majesty, Queen Shannon Banks!”

As the applause swelled, I took my cue. Carefully, I lifted the crown and placed it reverently and adoringly on Shannon’s head. She sat cross-legged on the throne, chuckling happily at the acclaim.

Stephanie fired up the crowd with a chant of “Shannon, Shannon, Shannon,” and everyone joined in, pumping their fists like devoted worshippers in a cult, a cult of Shannon.

Our new queen gave my reins a firm tug, and I understood immediately. Slowly, I sank to my knees by her throne like a loyal puppy. I ducked my head, shielding my eyes from the stinging flashes of cameras. But unlike before, these were not tears of grief, these were tears of pure joy.

Shannon was no longer just my queen; she was queen of the entire school. And one day, perhaps, she would be queen of the entire world too.

And rightly deserved it would be.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Thirty-Three


[image: ]


“It’s perfect,” Shannon exclaimed, eyes shining as brightly as the sequins on her gown and the jewels on her crown. “I love it.”

The carriage was less fairy tale and more “empire”. Smooth metal formed a gleaming ivory body, trimmed in genuine gold; ornate filigree side rails curved into crowns, and the wheels were oversized, spoked, and brushed with gold leaf. It wasn’t just a carriage, it was a statement. An imperial chariot for the triumphant Queen of High School. An elaborate S.B. was embossed in gold at the front: Shannon Banks. 

Aunt Martha gripped my gold collar and leash, resting one hand against the hip of her floor-length, black silk-charmeuse gown. The corseted bodice was cinched by a metallic belt with an imposing rectangular gold buckle, elegantly carved with black hieroglyphs that complemented the patterns on her dangling, geometric earrings and torque necklace. 

It was decided that there was no need to hide my status as Shannon’s skrw-nh tonight. Why bother when everyone would happily applaud it anyway? The guests were either directly in the know, or they were so smitten by Aunt Martha or Shannon that they wouldn’t even think to question the ethics of parading a retard around on a collar and leash. It was all just part of the show after all, theatrical in its absurdity. All in good fun. 

Even if someone felt awkward, they would keep it to themselves. To receive an invite to a Shannon Banks party was the highest status symbol you could get. And with the end of high school looming, this was likely the last one. This was not just about celebrating Shannon’s victory at prom, this was a celebration of high school. And who better to lead it than the most popular girl in school? 

Aunt Martha smiled warmly at her daughter. “So glad you approve, princess.” 

“Shanna!” declared Kelly, bouncing excitedly on her bestie’s behalf. “You’re going to look so awesome riding this.” 

Stephanie and Leah nodded, wide-eyed with anticipation. 

Shannon spun to them, elegantly swishing the skirt of her gown. “Not just me!” 

Kelly gasped, delightedly. “Really?” 

Shannon smiled. “You guys are the reason I won. This is our victory. You deserve this, too!”

All four of them drew together into a big group hug. Their friendship was so wonderful, so supportive and warm. I couldn’t even imagine how great it must have felt for Shannon, knowing she had such close friends to share her experiences with. 

Of course not, freak. Who could possibly like you? 

“Wait,” declared Kelly, pulling back. She turned and pointed at me. “What about her?” 

I dropped my head, blushing at the sudden attention. I had no aspirations that my contributions would be recognized. Anything I did was Shannon’s accomplishment anyway. I was just a tool for her to wield. Who gets the credit? The hammer or the builder? 

Shannon smirked at me. “She’s riding with us too,” she announced, gloatingly. 

I allowed myself a shy smile. Obviously, my role here was one of humiliation, but I still felt a small swell of pride that maybe, in her own special way, Shannon did value me, a little bit at least. 

The mocking laughter of the devil on my shoulder made me feel quite foolish for even daring to speculate such nonsense. 

Aunt Martha had a good chuckle at their lively antics, instinctively tugging my leash, wrapping it more tightly around her wrist. “Just so long as she remembers to smile. This is a happy occasion.” 

Shannon giggled aggressively at my expense. “Oh, she’ll be the happiest little slave in the whole wide world.”

They all laughed. 

“Wait,” said Stephanie, dramatically, “if this retard is riding with us, then who’s pulling us?” 

Aunt Martha smiled and nodded past them.“Already taken care of, dear,” she said, arrogantly tilting her chin.

They turned to see Miss. Keller, crossing the lawn, hips swaying in a slow, confident rhythm. Her gold gown caught the moonlight. She smiled, perfect white teeth gleaming, as she guided two figures dressed as white ponies, their reins held firmly in one hand and a riding crop in the other.

“What do you think?” asked Aunt Martha. 

“Oh my gosh,” declared Shannon excitedly, clapping her hands and bouncing endearingly on the spot. “Are they...who I think they are?” 

I stared, enthralled and horrified, my pussy tingling. 

They stood upright. Their latex bodysuits were too tight, stretching them into awkward, overly straight postures. Thick harnesses were positioned over their chests and waists, the straps criss-crossing and restraining. Hoof-shaped platforms forced them to the tips of their toes. I saw their calves trembling and ankles quivering. They teetered as Miss. Keller tugged on their reins, a gentle reminder of how easily she could force them to fall. Their heads were encased in molded leather, shaped to resemble ponies. The bridle and bit pinned their mouths open while their frightened eyes squinted through hollow slits. 

“They sure are,” said Aunt Martha brightly. “Just like you wanted.” 

I realized then who they were. The smaller of the two was Susanne, the woman who had sacrificed her entire education and every aspiration to become Aunt Martha’s full-time, unpaid, 24-hour maid because she happened to have shared a dorm with Martha their freshman year in college. Susanne might have been a NASA scientist, respected and admired for her brilliance. Instead, she tottered across the lawn dressed as a pony to pull the prom carriage of a girl she had served for eighteen years, without pay, thanks, or affection.

Shannon strolled up to her, smiling as radiantly as ever as she delicately stroked her maid’s tall, pointy horse ears. “She’s ever so handsome,” she teased. 

Aunt Martha chuckled. “She begged to be allowed to take part in your celebration, princess. It felt mean to refuse.”

Stephanie furrowed her brow at the ponies’ hoof boots. “How do they even walk in those things? Aren’t you worried they’ll fall, Shanna? It would be so embarrassing to be stranded with no one to pull us.”

Shannon giggled and pointed, pressing her manicured finger into Susanne’s muzzle, pushing slightly, rocking Susanne on her unsteady hooves. “You won’t do a silly thing like that now, will you?” 

Susanne’s panicked response was muffled by her mask, but the furious shake of her mane was promise enough. 

Leah approached the second, squatter pony. “If that’s your maid,” she said, “who’s this?” 

Miss. Keller snickered. “Just someone who was so very desperate to wish you all the very best in your lives. She’s a little sad she won’t get a chance to see you enjoy the fruits of her labor, Shannon. But she’s delighted to be a part of things tonight at least.” 

“No way!” exclaimed Leah, “Frankie?” 

Miss. Keller grinned, squeezed the handle of her riding crop tightly, and whacked it hard against Mrs. Franklin’s rump. 

Franklin whinnied in response, hopping on her hooves. 

Shannon and her friends laughed hard at their teacher’s plight. 

Keller continued, highly amused. “I was going to wait until graduation before fully taking control of her, but after seeing how you all so thoroughly brutalized poor Mrs. White, you really left me no choice but to pull the trigger early.” 

Aunt Martha tutted good-naturedly. “You girls,” she joked. 

The friends all snickered in self-congratulations. 

“Wait,” said Leah, “does that mean we get to practice on her now instead?” 

“Sure does,” said Keller, proudly. 

The girls squealed in excitement and grouped together for another four-way hug. 

Shannon pulled back suddenly. “Wait, she did finish editing my novel first, right? I’m still getting published, right?” 

Keller smiled and nodded reassuringly. “I haven’t forgotten. I’ll make sure you’re on top of the New York Times bestseller list.”

Shannon threw her teacher a big hug. “You’re the best, Miss Keller,” she said, radiating all the warmth and affection Mrs. Franklin had longed to see from her all year. 

It was no secret that Franklin utterly adored Shannon. She had volunteered to edit an entire novel for her, for free, just for the privilege of seeing it published. She had used every connection she had to secure Shannon a scholarship and a monthly stipend from Yale. She had done everything she could to ensure Shannon left high school in a position to attain every success imaginable because she so deeply believed in the fantasy of Shannon as a literary prodigy.

All she had ever wanted in return was a sliver of that genuine affection Shannon showed Miss Keller. Tears welled behind Franklin’s suffocating horse mask. The woman who was about to ruin her life, Miss Keller, was taking all the credit for the work Franklin had done to get Shannon published. The only reward Franklin received for her years of devotion was the humiliating task of pulling Shannon’s victory carriage.

Sounds eerily similar, doesn't it, freak? 

I should have been devastated that Shannon was about to claim all my dreams for herself, but I wasn’t. Not even remotely. If anything, I was relieved. This was perfect. It meant my talent was real. People were going to read my novel. That was enough. Who cared if they never knew my name?

And best of all, if Shannon saw material benefit from my writing to herself, then she’d want me to keep doing it. She couldn’t just replace me later. Not everyone could just replicate that. I had security and safety.

Kelly drew in a sharp, delighted breath. “Oh my god, Shanna! You should tell her!”

Butterflies swarmed my stomach.

Shannon furrowed her brow adorably as she contemplated the ramifications of a confession. 

Miss. Keller shrugged. “It makes no difference, Shannon. She won’t be allowed to betray you. Even if she wanted to, she couldn’t. Not now.” She tugged sharply on Franklin’s reins, forcing the weaker woman’s head back, to punctuate her point. 

“Perfect,” said Shannon, placing the back of her wrists on her hips and looming forward into Franklin’s personal space to allow her teacher to inhale her scent and gain a tantalizing glimpse of her cleavage.

“The truth is,” she continued, smug confidence glimmering in her beautiful eyes, “I actually don’t much care for books, reading, writing. I mean, seriously, what kind of loser reads for fun?”

Franklin visibly wilted. 

Shannon’s smirk widened. “We made fun of you all the time, you know. You’re so fucking pathetic. I actually hate you. Like, really hate you. It’s so funny to me that you thought I liked you and your stupid class. It’s so boring and pointless. Kind of like your entire life, huh?” 

Franklin whimpered. 

Shannon continued. “You honestly thought I’d waste my time writing a fucking novel? I’ve never written a fucking word, you stupid fucking freak.” 

Everyone laughed hard. Miss. Keller was especially enjoying herself. 

“But Shannon,” said Stephanie, joining in the fun, “if you didn’t write those stories, who did?” 

Shannon scoffed. “Oh, some retard, I think.”

Her revelation brought rejuvenated laughter at Franklin’s expense from all the better women.

Franklin’s moans were louder now, like a wounded cow, mourning the calf being sent to slaughter. Finally, she knew the truth. Everything she thought she knew about Shannon was ripped away. She had willfully and actively disregarded logic and reality to believe a foolish fantasy that the most popular, pretty girl in school actually cared about her class, cared about books. 

No doubt it had made Franklin think her life pursuit was not so worthless if someone like Shannon had shown an interest. But no, the truth was that girls like Shannon, winners, would never be remotely interested in anything Franklin thought or said. No, Franklin had only ever been speaking to losers like me, and who could possibly care about anything we thought? 

And you know what, I didn’t even feel bad for her. Not even a little bit. Had Franklin not been such a superficial nitwit, clinging to her juvenile fantasies about the popular girl being her friend, then maybe she wouldn’t now be dressed as a pony, reeling from being struck with a riding crop. 

Everyone was still laughing at Franklin when Charlotte appeared alongside her mother, Nancy. 

Charlotte was still in her prom dress, a strapless butter-yellow gown, the bodice ruched horizontally across her chest, and the skirt falling in a soft, graceful sweep. She strode toward the gathering with purpose, fingers clamped around the upper curve of What’s-her-name’s ear, manicured nails digging in to make the loser flinch.

Nancy matched her daughter stride for stride. Her deep bronze gown was molded to her curves and dipped into a sweetheart neckline that presented her ample cleavage. Diagonal pleats fractured into a dramatic trumpet skirt, split high enough to show the voluptuous curve of her thigh. Her blonde hair was wound into a sleek high twist, speared through with a razor-sharp gold pin. 

“Oh, Martha,” she declared, “everything looks just so perfect.”

Martha smiled, and they exchanged a formal, respectful embrace. “Nancy,” she said warmly, “I’m so happy you could make it. And Charlotte, so lovely to see you.” Charlotte forced a smile. 

No mention was made of the poor girl Charlotte held by the ear. But then again, no mention was made of me being held by Aunt Martha on my collar and leash, or the women disguised as ponies. 

Of course not. You’re objects. Things. Props to make the important ones look even better than they already do. 

Something What’s-her-name had clearly failed to do. Shannon was Prom Queen, not Charlotte. A girl like Charlotte did not like to lose. Someone had to pay. 

I should have felt some level of empathy for What’s-her-name. We were both skrw-nh, bound for life as slaves to better girls, but I only felt relief that she was going to suffer instead of me. It made me proud to know Shannon was pleased enough with my performance that I was to avoid an immediate punishment. I was glad that Charlotte was going to hurt this girl. Failure should never be tolerated. Charlotte deserved so much better.

Good. You’re finally embracing your destiny. Like all skrw-nh, you will only feel true catharsis when another is being brutalized in your stead. 

I glanced at Susanne, struggling inside her suffocating mask and latex, and smiled. I was just so happy that wasn’t me. It must have been the same thing Susanne felt when I was mummified and stuffed in Aunt Martha’s sarcophagus overnight. Back then, I didn’t know why she was smiling at me, but now, I understand. One of the few pleasures Mother Isis allowed us to enjoy was the suffering of others like us. There was just something so satisfying and arousing about it. The tiniest glimpse into the pleasure our betters experienced at our expense each and every day. 

“Charlotte,” warned Nancy, firmly, but not unkindly, “what did we discuss earlier?” 

Charlotte sighed heavily through her nose. “Okay, Mom,” she said begrudgingly. “It’s lovely to see you too, Mrs. Banks.” 

Aunt Martha smiled warmly. “Call me Martha, sweetheart. We’re as good as family. Or shall be soon anyhow.” 

Shannon sauntered over to Charlotte and magnanimously extended her hand to her rival. “It was a close fight,” she said. “You pushed me to my limit. On another day, it might have been you.” 

Charlotte eyed Shannon’s hand suspiciously. She glanced at her mom, who nodded at her encouragingly. Charlotte sighed once more and grasped Shannon’s hand, exchanging a respectful shake. 

“Well,” she said, “if I had to lose to anyone, I suppose I’m glad it was you, Shanna.” 

Shannon smiled. “Thank you, Charlotte. That means a lot to me coming from you.” 

Nancy interrupted, wrapping her arms around Shannon in a close embrace. “Congratulations, Shannon!” she declared. “Or should I say, Your Royal Majesty?” 

Shannon blushed endearingly. “Thank you, Nancy.” 

“And look at these mighty steeds,” said Nancy, moving to investigate them. “You ought to have said, Martha. I’d have happily volunteered a couple of my maids for the occasion.”

“That’s so thoughtful of you, Nancy,” said Martha, “maybe next time?” 

“Speaking of,” said Charlotte, twisting the ear of her bitch even harder, eliciting a pained squeak. “I can’t help but feel if this little runt had put more effort into helping me win-” she twisted so hard I thought she might rip it completely from her head. What’s-her-name’s legs buckled, and frightened tears streamed down her cheeks. 

“Yes,” said Nancy, authoritatively, turning away from the scared ponies and back to Martha, planting her hands on her full hips. “This girl must learn that life as a skrw-nh means swift and severe repercussions for failure.” 

Aunt Martha nodded sympathetically. “I couldn’t agree more. I’d feel the same way about Julia had the situation been reversed. Go ahead and use whatever implements you like inside the house, Charlotte. It’s important she learns this lesson now so she will never dare disappoint you again.”

“Thank you, Martha,” said Nancy, “I’ll see to it that she doesn’t make too big a mess.” 

Charlotte scoffed. “This bitch will be the one cleaning up if I do anyway.” 

Everyone laughed, and Charlotte smirked at the reaction her joke garnered, not that she eased off twisting What’s-her-name’s ear. 

“Of course,” said Nancy, “we wouldn’t dream of missing the show. We’ll just strap her up inside and deal with her later, if that’s okay? I find that a little alone time dangling from the ceiling does wonders for their humility anyway.” 

“That sounds perfect,” said Martha. “I have something very special planned for Julia. You won’t want to miss it.” 

“We can’t wait,” said Nancy, sneering at me.

Neither can I. 
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THE FIRST SET OF FIREWORKS ignited as the carriage trundled triumphantly forward toward the stage Aunt Martha had erected in the center of the grounds. The crowd parted to let it pass, cheering and applauding as they tossed white roses into its path, a theatrical display of adoration for their new queen, thrilled for a chance to be part of the spectacle.

We all played our part. 

Shannon’s smile was truly flawless. She was perched on a podium, elevating her higher than her friends so everyone got a chance to see her properly. My leash was looped around her wrist. It shook as she waved from side to side to her adoring public. I kneeled by her feet, my collar chafing against my neck, an inane grin fixed on my face. 

“Wave,” said Shannon through the teeth of her smile. 

I did as she commanded, flapping my hand like an overexcited toddler. Girls from school pointed and laughed, and I laughed back, eager to prove I was in on the joke. With the extravagance and theater of it all, nobody could possibly be taking this too seriously. The conditions were perfect for a public display of humiliation and power. All in good fun, of course. 

Susanne and Franklin trudged forward, straining against the rigid metal shafts that connected their harnesses to the carriage. Their hoof-shaped platform boots ensured they fought a constant war to maintain balance, made even worse by Kelly, Stephanie, and Leah, squealing with delight as they passed the reins between each other. 

“Make them go faster!” whined Stephanie to Kelly. Kelly yanked them so sharply their heads jerked back. 

“No, not like that,” said Leah, taking command, “like this!” She whipped them hard, forcing an inelegant stumble from her teacher, who almost fell to her knees before the harness did its job, dragging her upright. 

Up ahead, the stage rose like a temple to Shannon’s glory. 

Gold and ivory draperies cascaded from above while classical columns were wrapped elegantly in white roses and golden fairy lights. In the exact center was a grand throne, upholstered in creamy velvet and trimmed with orange gilded swirls. Spotlights illuminated two towering statues of Shannon in a celestial glow. They posed, one hand on their hips, chins lifted confidently, smiling radiantly. 

A massive projector screen hung as a backdrop behind the throne. The slideshow cycled through various images of Shannon. There were hallway photos showing her mid-stride. Sports victories showed Shannon celebrating with her teammates, or raising trophies as captain, and everyone crowded around her, beaming with pride. There were snapshots from different parties, Shannon the center of attention, laughing and joking with her adoring fans. 

Every image was carefully chosen and composed to ensure Shannon was viewed in the best possible light. Even in group shots, she remained the focus of attention, drawing the eye with her bright eyes and smile. It was obvious how perfect her high school experience had been. She was so popular, beloved, and respected by students and teachers alike.  Shannon was the girl everyone wanted to be. Truly, there was nobody more deserving of the crown. 

As the carriage reached its destination, there was another golden cascade of fireworks. They streamed from the foot of the stage like a fountain, sparks raining down like flecks of precious gold, crowning Shannon in the light. 

Shannon rose gracefully from her pedestal and stepped from the carriage onto the stage, the distance perfectly measured to spare her a single moment of inconvenience. She delicately held my leash, guiding me on all fours by her side. 

The crowd filled the pathway, congregating like worshippers at the base of the stage. I looked, but found no hint of embarrassment or uncertainty amongst them. These girls had watched Shannon parade me around school in safety reins all year. They had seen me sit by Shannon’s feet at lunch and during class. It was not such a leap from that to watching me crawl on a collar and leash like a dog. 

Besides, the spectacle was so outlandish that it was impossible to take seriously. Any ritual humiliation just added to the aesthetic. 

Shannon’s friends stepped from the carriage behind her, flanking her like an honor guard. 

Aunt Martha was already on stage. Her satisfied grin widened the moment Shannon stepped onto the stage. She glided toward her daughter as the streaming fireworks bathed them both in gold, and swept Shannon into a loving embrace. The tender moment was rightfully applauded by the crowd. 

Aunt Martha stepped back, admiring the woman Shannon had become. Her eyes shimmered with ferocious pride. 

Mom had never looked at me like that, not even once in my entire life. That was what true parental love looked like. It was fierce and protective. Aunt Martha would have gladly set the world ablaze to keep her daughter safe. This was everything the mother-daughter bond should have been. Obviously, Shannon was a better person than me. Obviously, she deserved this. But I couldn’t help but feel bad for myself. All I ever saw in Mom’s eyes was disappointment and shame. 

You can’t really blame her, can you, freak? You are the spineless worm who gave her ashes away to the woman who drove her to suicide, remember? 

Martha squeezed Shannon’s hand and gently guided her to take her to the throne so she could take her rightful place as Queen. I was an afterthought as I scurried on all fours to keep up. 

Shannon continued to smile as she floated onto her cushioned seat. She crossed her legs, hitching the skirt of her gown just enough to reveal her ankles and satin slippers. Resting one elbow on the armrest, she let her wrist fall limp, displaying the gemstones of her sparkling bracelet. I took my place, kneeling at her feet, while Aunt Martha hushed the expectant audience with a raised hand. The crowd obeyed, gazing up adoringly at their queen.

Martha beckoned to Shannon with an open palm, and Shannon cleared her throat before commending her speech. 

“Truly, I’m honored,” she said, placing one hand against her bosom in mock humbleness. “Being chosen as your Prom Queen means so much more to me than just a title, a throne, or a crown. Although,” she added, tapping her tiara to straighten it on her head, “it certainly doesn’t hurt.” 

There were appropriate ripples of laughter in appreciation for her clever joke. 

“It looks so good on you, Shanna!” yelled a girl from the crowd. I squinted into the mass of faces and recognized the red-headed Jennifer. 

“You deserve it!” yelled her friend. 

Soon enough, everyone was cheering and applauding her more enthusiastically than ever. Shannon smiled, basking in all the adoration she rightly deserved. 

“Of course,” she continued once the applause had naturally lost its energy, “it’s pleasing to know that hard work and dedication pay off.”

I flushed with helpless fury. Mom worked harder than anyone I knew, and for what? A cheap, lifeless ceramic urn. Aunt Martha had never lifted a finger in her life, yet she lived in a sprawling mansion filled with priceless antiques and art. Shannon hadn’t completed a single homework assignment in her life, and still she walked away with a full scholarship, a monthly stipend to one of the most prestigious colleges in the world, and a fast track to the New York Times Bestseller list.

It wasn’t effort or talent that mattered. It was wealth, privilege, and nepotism. And the worst part? Shannon believed it. She believed she had earned every accolade. How could she not? Over a hundred people cheered her like a goddess. Her own cousin knelt at her feet, collared and leashed, while she prepared to join a secret order of powerful women, guaranteed access to everything life could offer. And when her pampered mortal life ended, she’d ascend to a golden throne in heaven.

No cheap urn. No struggle. No consequences. Only victory after victory, luxury after luxury, each day gilded in triumph, and in her mind, every inch of it hers by merit.

Are you trying to say it isn’t? 

My pussy tingled. As unfair as it was, I knew this was right. This was how it was supposed to be. Every fiber of my soul wanted to serve and worship her. I loved her. I loved her so fucking much!

Shannon continued, her delivery immaculate, just like everything else about her. “We don’t know for sure what the future will bring, but I can promise you this: whatever happens next, I will hold each of you forever in my heart, and I shall strive forever to be the queen you all deserve.”

Stephanie turned to them, opening up her arms dramatically. “All hail the queen!” she yelled, leading a rhythmic chant of “hail, hail, hail!” the crowd pumping their fists in almost perfect unison. Shannon chuckled delightedly at the scene, a true queen surveying her kingdom. 

Martha smiled. “Now, Shannon,” she said once the chant had naturally subsided, “there’s a special someone who can’t be here tonight to celebrate this occasion with you, but I think we both know how desperate she would be to take part.” 

Shannon’s chuckle darkened, her eyes narrowing on me from above, sharp and menacing.

Martha smirked, reaching behind the throne with deliberate slowness. When she pulled out Mom’s cheap urn, my chest tightened and my stomach lurched. Heat surged to my face as dread coiled in my gut and prickled my skin. 

Keep smiling, freak. 

My grin wavered for just a fraction of a second, but I stretched it as far as I could, masking my apprehension as best I could.

“You know,” said Martha teasingly, as she screwed open the lid with terrifying precision, the subsequent pop making me jump. “My dear sister would be oh so very devastated to not be here to cheer you on, Shannon. She always was one of your biggest supporters.”

Shannon’s smirk deepened. 

“Well,” said Martha with a shrug, “it wasn’t as if my poor sister really had much of anything else to celebrate in her life.”

Shannon led the crowd in mocking laughter. 

Martha beamed, clearly pleased at how effectively her joke had landed. 

I couldn’t breathe. My throat tightened. I was cold and dripping with sweat. This was wrong. So very wrong. A nightmare. But I was powerless to stop it. I was too small, too weak, too...me. 

“So I thought,” continued Martha cheerfully, “that if she can’t be here in person, maybe she can be here in spirit!” 

Without warning,  she tipped the urn over my head.

Mom’s ashes erupted in a gray cloud, smothering my hair, dripping down my shoulders, and dusting the stage like a snowfall. I froze, trapped under it, as the cold grit settled into my skin and bo-peep dress. Shannon and her friends laughed as if the moment were a masterpiece of comedy, and the audience followed, confident from their queen’s reaction that this was all just a silly prank. 

Your smile is slipping, freak. Fix it. 

I tried. I tried so hard my mouth hurt. Mom clung to my skin and lips. I felt her. Tasted her. She was on me. In me. I trembled. I squeaked. I wanted to scream. Oh, God, did I want to scream! 

Don’t you dare ruin this for them!

“There we are,” said Martha jovially, not at all concerned with my reaction, “hmmm, better not waste all of it.” She retracted the urn and screwed the lid back on. “She always did hate being the center of attention after all.” 

My chest compressed. There was still cheering and applauding and laughing, but all I could comprehend now was a high-pitched ringing in my ears.

I spoke only to the devil on my shoulder. “I...can’t...do this.” 

You have to. 

“I can’t! You have to help me. I’m about to burst. I can’t...please! Like you did before with Charlotte. Take me. Take my body, please!” 

Fine. But remember, you asked for this.

There was a sudden flash of heat behind my eyes as if someone or something was striking a match inside my brain. It was a severe, searing pain. I closed my eyes, ready to unleash the most deafening of screams, but instead, there was only silence. 

Suddenly, I was drowning. A flood of freezing cold water crashed over me, extinguishing the fire. I was sinking, deeper and deeper into a dark blue ocean. I watched myself from beneath the depths, my consciousness settling just below the surface, close enough to witness, but too far to act. 

I got my wish. My body was no longer mine. My smile was fixed and transformed into a demonic grin. One of the most terrifying things I’d ever witnessed. I was no longer me. No longer human.

I was the only one who seemed to notice the change. The party continued, oblivious to my altered state. 

“Oh, Mom,” said Shannon, teasingly, “that was so mean.”

Martha chuckled. “Oh, Julia knows I’m only joking. These aren't really her mom’s ashes!”

The crowd gave an understanding “ohhhhh,” as it dawned on them that they were, in fact, the ones being pranked, not me.  

Martha placed one victorious hand on her hip as she raised the urn high with her other like a trophy, soaking in the enthusiastic adulation. 

I continued to watch from beneath the surface, the water blurring my vision and muffling the sound. 

Shannon rose elegantly from her throne and gave her mom another hug while the devil remained still as a statue on its knees, grinning...laughing. 

I watched as Shannon led me across the stage by my leash. The devil, in my body, followed her like some gleeful gremlin, crawling on hands and knees through Mom’s ashes, back to the carriage.

Shannon passed the leash to Leah, who lifted me off the stage and set me on the ground behind the carriage, where she proceeded to tie the leash to the back. Meanwhile, Shannon returned triumphantly to her podium. 

Kelly snapped the reins sharply, jerking Susanne and Franklin into motion. The two ponies strained and groaned, dragging the carriage into a slow, lumbering trundle.

The crowd stepped back to clear a path as Shannon waved, laughing angelically while another cascade of fireworks burst in her honor.

Meanwhile, I watched myself being tugged into a plodding walk behind it by my leash and collar. The devilish grin remained as large and masochistically delighted as ever. Nobody could have doubted that I was not loving each and every second of this. 

“Here,” said Jennifer from the crowd with a large grin. She tossed and caught a pink water balloon in her hand like a baseball. “Let us help wash you clean.”

With a vicious swing, she hurled the water balloon directly at my face. It exploded on impact, soaking me in freezing cold water. Laughter erupted. Then more balloons, one after another, smacking into me from every direction. Mom’s ashes turned to gray sludge, clinging to my skin, streaking down my clothes in thick, wet paste.

The devil just kept smiling, laughing, encouraging them, demanding more and more, worse and worse.

And I will continue to do so, freak. Until the end of time and beyond. You’re mine now. Forever, and I'm never letting you go. 

“Thank you,” I said. My voice, distant and detached. 

I floated somewhere in the ether beneath a translucent sheet of ice, unbreathing, unfeeling, unreal.

“Thank you so very, very much.”

*
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If there’s enough interest and support, I’ll absolutely bring the next chapters to life.

Thank you so much for reading all the way to the end.

Your support means the world to me, and I truly hope you enjoyed the journey.
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