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My enemy had seen me naked.

He was holding the proof right before my eyes, and my stomach lurched sickeningly.  I ran to the bathroom and remained kneeling in misery after throwing up in the toilet for the second time that morning.  

“Seems like you had too much to drink last night,” he remarked in that condescending tone he always used with me.

I looked up at him as he stood watching me from the doorway with his attitude of superiority.  It was too much—the nausea, him witnessing me puking, his possession of that terrible picture.  In that moment of weakness, I actually tried to plead with him.  “Please.  I’ve never done anything to you.  Please.”

“Begging me on your knees.  That’s a good start.”

Dread turned my clammy skin cold.  Mason Sumner hated my guts, and he would have no compassion for me.  This was bad.  This was really, really bad.

“Clean yourself up,” he commanded.  “In fact, take a shower.  I don’t want you getting in my car smelling like crap.”

“Your car?” I asked in confusion, not understanding why he would allow me into his car.  That was the last thing I would have expected from him.

“I’ll take you with me since I’m here,” he explained, “but you’ll have to find your own way home.”

“From where?” I questioned warily.

“My house,” he replied.  “You’re going to clean it.  Every week,” he added.

I was beginning to comprehend that he was blackmailing me into doing this, and I felt relieved at first.  It meant that he couldn’t show the picture to anyone if he wanted me to comply with his demands.  I had been terrified of him putting it out there for everyone to see.

“Get up and get in the shower,” he snapped.  “I’m not waiting around for you all day.

I pushed myself up to stand on my feet and awkwardly waited for him to leave the bathroom.

“What the hell are you waiting for?” he demanded.

A horrible realization sank in, and my voice trembled when I spoke.  “I can’t do it with you here.”

“You’ll do whatever I tell you to,” he said.  “But I don’t have to be in here to see you naked.”  He held up his phone to emphasize his point.  “So I’ll let you get undressed alone.  Your uniform will be on the bed.”

“Uniform?”

“Just put it on,” he told me impatiently and walked out of the bathroom.

I closed the door behind him and pushed the toilet lid down to sit wearily with my head in my hands.  Despair washed over me as I thought about my sudden, inescapable predicament.  Why had I drunk so much?  Because Addison had prodded me to keep drinking.  It was just the two of us here having a good time.  Best friends.  Laughing and dancing around to the music she had put on, drinking and cutting loose.

Addison had betrayed me.  She had let Mason Sumner in here while I was intoxicated and apparently passed out, and he had taken a picture of me after someone removed all my clothes.  I had been naked when I stumbled out of bed this morning and puked my guts out in the toilet, and she had been standing in the hallway afterwards and solemnly told me to get dressed.

“Why did I take my clothes off?” I had asked.  “Did I throw up on them?”

“Mason is here,” she said instead of answering me.  “He wants to talk to you.”

I immediately thought of Mason Sumner, but she couldn’t be talking about him.  He wasn’t part of her social circle, and he certainly wouldn’t come to her house to seek me out.  “Mason who?” I asked.

“Sumner,” she replied.  “Hurry up and get dressed.  He knows you’re awake, and I could barely get him to wait five minutes.”

I gaped at her, but she gave me a desperate shove.  “Now, Ella!  He’ll be coming out here in a minute.”

I hurried back into her room to throw my clothes on as a whirlwind of questions swirled in my mind.  I heard Addison holding him off outside in the hallway as she pleaded with him to give me another minute.

“What’s the difference?  I already saw everything last night,” he said.

I fumbled with the clasp on my bra as my heart seized up.  It couldn’t be true.  He couldn’t possibly have seen me undress.  Yet I didn’t know when he had arrived or why he was even here.  Why had Addison let him inside her house while I was in the state I was in?  How did he even know Addison well enough to be coming over her house?

I had just pulled on my shorts when he came barging into the room.  With a shriek, I grabbed my shirt and held it in front of my chest.  His striking silver-gray eyes regarded me coldly.  “It’s a little late for that.  You sure weren’t modest last night.”  

He showed me the picture on his phone.  It was me sprawled out naked on the bed with my legs spread open to reveal a part of my body that no boy had ever seen before.  Mason Sumner was the first, and now he could show it to all his friends, to the whole school even.  He certainly hated me enough to humiliate me like that.  

I had dropped the shirt and run to the bathroom to vomit again.  I was still a pathetic mess sitting here on the toilet in my bra and shorts.  I hadn’t been able to find my panties in my haste to get dressed.

I jumped at the sudden sound of pounding on the door.  “What are you doing?” Mason demanded.  “Get in the damn shower or I’m coming in there.”

I sprang up and quickly turned on the water in the shower.  I hesitated to take my clothes off, not trusting him not to walk in anyway, but taking too long would guarantee that he would.  So I stepped out of my shorts and took off my bra before hurrying into the shower and the privacy afforded by the shower curtain.

Washing away the clammy sweat from my skin made me feel a little better, and I rallied a bit.  Anger started to course through me.  I had never hated Mason before, but what he had done was despicable.  And Addison...

What she had done was even worse.  She had been my friend, and she had stabbed me in the back.  How could she do this to me, I thought bitterly.  My suspicion was that it had to do with her desire for popularity.  I had told her that they weren’t worth it, that the popular crowd was shallow and mean, but she still watched them with envy in her eyes.  Mason must have promised her entry into their group if she got me drunk and let him take a nude picture of me.

Tears of shame and hurt welled up in my eyes, and I cried uncontrollably.  What was I going to do?  Mason was going to make my life hell with that horrible picture.  I had just lost my best friend, and I had no one to help me.

My sob turned into a gasp when the water shut off and the curtain was yanked open.  I flung one arm across my breasts and thrust my other hand down between my legs to cover my privates.  Mason’s eyes lingered on my body before taking in my teary face.  

“Get out and dry off,” he commanded, holding a towel toward me.

Reaching for it would require exposing myself to him.  “Put it on the vanity,” I said.

He complied and then crossed his arms as he planted his feet firmly in place.  “Come out and get it.”

“Leave.  Please,” I added grudgingly.

“If you’d rather have me watch you touch yourself, that’s fine with me.”

My face flamed with heat, and he used it against me.  “Is that one of your fantasies?” he enquired.  “Is that why you undressed for me last night?  Do you want to follow in your mother’s footsteps?”

It was like he had dumped a cold bucket of water over my head.  All of my life I strove to be the opposite of my mother.  I looked so much like her that people sometimes mistook us for sisters, so I did everything I could not to act like her—until last night.  It was a mistake that had cost me dearly.

I stiffened and looked him in the eye.  “I’m nothing like her.”

Stepping carefully out of the tub while trying to keep all my privates covered, I moved my arm from my breasts to snatch the towel.  I held it against me and finally moved my hand off the juncture between my legs to wrap the towel around me.

“Of course you are,” Mason told me.  “You’ve got the body to be a stripper too.”

He smiled viciously at my surprised expression.  “Yes, I know all about her illustrious past.  With her good genes, you’ve got a great career ahead of you.”

“Fuck you,” I swore angrily, hating him even more for his condescending attitude.

“No thanks,” he said.  “Your friend already did last night and this morning.  She’s my girlfriend now.  That was the deal.”

With that bombshell, he opened the door.  “Come on.  You’ve got work to do.” 
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I stared at the maid’s uniform, if you could call it that.  “I’m not wearing that.”

“Yes, you are,” Mason retorted.  “If you don’t, I’ll send that picture out to all my friends, and you can be sure that someone will post it online.”

My heart constricted at the thought of that happening, but I couldn’t abide by his plans for me either.  “I’m not going to let you use me for sex.”

“I never said anything about sex.  I told you that Addison already took care of that.”

I looked at him warily.  “Then why do you want me to wear that skimpy thing?”

“I’m just trying to help you get a head start on your career as a stripper.”

My heart began pounding, and I shook my head in desperation.  “I can’t...I can’t strip for you.”

He stepped intimidatingly close.  “You’ll do anything I tell you to do,” he warned.  “So don’t argue with me, or I really will make you strip for me.  Now put it on and get your ass downstairs.”

He strode out of the room and shut the door.  I felt grateful for the privacy and then angry that I was feeling grateful for something I was entitled to.  My anger surged when my eyes fell once again on the “uniform” on the bed.  It was actually lingerie designed to look like a sexy French maid uniform.  The black material that covered the breasts was sheer, so I went back in the bathroom and picked my bra up off the floor.  I grabbed my shorts too and put them on over the black panties that had been provided with my uniform.

Mason scowled when he saw me, but I spoke before he could.  “I’ll get arrested for indecent exposure if I go out in this without a bra.”

“What is she wearing?” Addison demanded sharply.  “What the hell, Mason?  I’m your girlfriend.”

“Which is how I’ll introduce you at my party tonight,” he replied.  “That’s why my maid has to clean my house and get it ready.”

“You’re not going to be screwing her behind my back,” Addison insisted vehemently.  “I won’t put up with it.  I had to wait a whole damn year for you to acknowledge me as your girlfriend, and you’re not going to have her as your dirty little secret now.”

A year.  I reeled with the realization that she had been seeing him behind my back for the duration of our friendship.  She was the only friend I’d had that he hadn’t chased off, and now I knew why.  “You’ve been planning this for a whole year?” I questioned him in disbelief.

“Brilliant, isn’t it?” he bragged.  “I had to be so patient this time.  I had to give her time to earn to your trust.”

My gaze shifted to Addison.  “So, you were never my friend?” I asked dejectedly.

She scoffed.  “Who wants to be friends with you?  Anyone can see from a mile away that you’re a boyfriend stealer.”

Her perception of me was bewildering.  “What?  I’ve never stolen anyone’s boyfriend.”

She glanced down at my outfit and gave me a pointed look.

It triggered my outrage, and I went off on her.  “You think I want to wear this?  You put me in this shit, you stupid bitch!  How could you do this to me?” I finished in anguish, almost breaking down in tears again.

Her expression hardened.  “Like you would give a shit about me if Mason hadn’t kept you from being popular.”

“I never tried to be popular,” I insisted.  “You know I can’t stand those people.”

“Girl fights are no fun unless you’re ripping each other’s clothes off, so let’s go,” Mason said.

I turned my ire on him.  “You are such an asshole.  I can’t believe you want him to be your boyfriend,” I told Addison.

“Every girl wants me,” Mason stated like it was a fact.

Sadly, it was true.  They looked no further than his gorgeous face and social status as one of the most popular guys at school.  His personality certainly had nothing to do with it.  He was arrogant, and apparently sexist, and ruthless as I now knew.

“C’mon maid,” he commanded.  “It’s time to do your job.”

“You better not fuck her,” Addison said in a tone that sounded more panicked than threatening.

His cold gaze was fixed on me as he replied to her.  “I don’t associate with my inferiors.  She’s just a servant, and trash.  The skank doesn’t fall far from the skank tree.”

“Yeah,” I retorted, “that’s why Addison should be worried.  Like father, like son.”

Mason stiffened.  If I thought his gaze was cold before, it was glacial now.  He had the pitiless, cold-blooded stare of a predator.  His silver-gray eyes always held an animal magnetism, and they now looked like wolf eyes stalking prey.

I took an involuntary step back from him, my heart stuttering like that of a scared rabbit.  I actually jumped when he snapped at me, his terse tone cutting across my taut nerves, and I scurried out to his car like he commanded.

He came striding out as I tried to take a breath, not giving me time to compose myself before being trapped with him in his car.  He was coiled tight with anger, making the atmosphere in that enclosed space almost unbearably tense.  I clutched my knee as I kept my left elbow pressed against my side to keep it off the armrest and as far away from him as possible.

He didn’t say a word until we arrived at his house.  It was similar to mine, a Colonial style home that was a dream come true for me.  “This is where I live now,” he said in a harsh, disparaging tone.

“It’s nice,” I replied timidly, still cowed by the tension emanating from him.

His head turned toward me, and I regretted speaking.  “Nice,” he repeated in scorn.  “Maybe for trailer trash like you.  I grew up on an estate that was in my family for generations.”

I remembered the place.  I had felt like Cinderella at the royal palace during the short time I had lived there—before my mother got us kicked out.  I hadn’t met Mason, because he had been away at boarding school.  I had seen pictures of him though, and I had dreamily imagined him as my handsome prince.  What a naïve fool I had been, but I was only twelve at the time. 

He got out of the car, and I reluctantly followed him into his house.  I immediately noticed the dust on the entryway table.  He saw me looking at it.  “My mother isn’t much of a housekeeper,” he remarked.

I rolled my eyes before I could stop myself.

“What?” he questioned.

“Nothing,” I replied.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“It’s just, your assumption that it’s her job to clean the house just because she’s a woman.  You live here too,” I added, gaining confidence in my argument.

“So, you’re a feminist,” he commented, surprising me with an amused expression.  “This is going to be fun.”  His eyes took on a wicked gleam that unnerved me again.  “I’ll show you where the cleaning supplies are.”

He led me to the laundry room where there were cabinets containing all the usual cleaning products.  He pointed to a corner of the room where a mop rested inside an empty bucket.  “Bring the bucket,” he instructed.

I grabbed the mop in one hand and the bucket in the other, but he told me to leave the mop.  So I brought the bucket, and he had me fill it halfway with water from the faucet over the laundry tub before pouring in some Pine Sol.  He then had me carry the bucket to the kitchen as he walked empty-handed.  I felt like Cinderella again, but he was no Prince Charming.

As I set the bucket down on the floor, Mason grabbed a brand-new pack of cleaning rags from the kitchen counter and ripped it open.  “Here,” he said as he handed me a rag.

I wet it at the sink and began to wipe the countertop.

“No,” he snapped.  “Mop the floor with it.”

“But there’s a mop,” I protested.

“I told you what will happen if you argue with me.  Do you want everyone to see that picture?”

His cruel expression left no doubt in my mind that he would do it, and I cringed at the thought of everyone seeing me naked, and in such a pornographic pose.  Dropping the rag into the bucket, I began to crouch down.

“Take your shorts off first,” he ordered.

Despite his threat, I opened my mouth to protest, but he cut me off before I could speak.  “The shorts or the bra.  It’s your choice.”

“Now!” he barked as I hesitated over what to do.  “Or you’ll take off everything.”

I quickly pulled down my shorts and stepped out of them, feeling immediately exposed in the black lace panties covered only by the sheer, short skirt.  They were so small that my ass cheeks were hanging out.

“Get down on your hands and knees and mop the floor,” Mason commanded.

As I silently complied, I understood now what he was doing.  Addison had been wrong.  None of this was about sex.  He wasn’t making me expose myself to him because it aroused him to look at me.  He just wanted to humiliate me.

And it was working.  I had never felt so humiliated in my life as I did with him standing behind me as I wiped the floor in this demeaning position.

“Shit,” he swore, “your body is fucking insane!”

His exclamation threw me.  It sounded like he had uttered it spontaneously, and it was obvious that it wasn’t part of his humiliation plan.

“Get up,” he said gruffly.  “Go get the fucking mop.  It’ll take you forever this way, and I’ve got a party to prepare for.”  

I hurried to comply before he changed his mind, but he didn’t say another word as he watched me mop the floor.  It was infinitely less degrading while standing on my feet, and there was actually something satisfying about removing the dirt to reveal a sparkling clean surface.

Mason appeared restless rather than satisfied though.  “I’ve got to go get some supplies for the party.  Finish cleaning the rest of the house.  Mop the bathrooms too before you dump the water.”

Without waiting for a reply, he left me alone in his house.  I immediately put my shorts back on, so I wouldn’t be caught in my underwear by his mom if she came home.  I wondered how he would explain my presence, and my outfit, to her.

Wary of his threats, I got to work cleaning the rest of the house.  I also wanted to get it done and get out of there.  The only break I took was to drink a glass of water after the kitchen floor was dry.  It helped alleviate the residual effects of my hangover, and I started to feel more like myself.

With a clearer mind, I assessed my predicament and decided that living with it was preferable to dealing with the consequences of that picture of me being circulated among my peers.  Although Mason was picking on me in a more extreme way than before, he was still the same bully he had been for the past three years.  He dealt in psychological warfare rather than physical, and as long as it stayed that way, I could deal with it until I could take my own revenge on him.  

I had formulated my own plan while I scrubbed the bathtub.  I knew that Mason’s birthday was on November 17th, which was three months of child away from today.  He would be eighteen years old, but I would still be seventeen until February.  That meant that he would be an adult in possession pornography, since I was a minor.  I had realized that I could go to the police now, but I wanted him to face the full extent of the law.  The consequences would be a lot more severe if he was charged as an adult.

I just had to bide my time until then, and I would as long as he didn’t take things too far.  It would be worth it to see him pay for all the misery he had put me through.  If I could make it through three more months, Mason would spend the rest of his life wishing that he had never taken that picture.  He would regret the day he ever started messing with me in the first place.

When I happened upon his room as I vacuumed upstairs, I was surprised to discover that it was the cleanest room in the house.  There was no dust on his dresser, and it had none of the clutter that was typical in a teenage boy’s room.  Nothing littered the floor to impede my way with the vacuum, and I was done quickly.

Yet I lingered to look around in his private space.  There were a few bottles of men’s cologne on his dresser along with his deodorant.  Whenever I had gotten a whiff of him over the years, he always smelled good.  The way he dressed in slacks and nice shirts was probably a remnant from his boarding school days.  His appearance and his understated masculine scent left a more sophisticated impression than other guys his age.  

Even his bedroom gave off that impression.  There was nothing about it that indicated that it was a teenage guy’s room.  It looked like a man’s bedroom with its elegant masculine look.  The walls were painted a soft gray, and his bed was black and accented by a white bedspread and white pillows stacked by the black headboard.  The refined look of this room matched the outward appearance of its owner.  The family photograph on his nightstand completed the effect.  It showed Mason with his parents.  They were all smiling and looking happy.

Yet looks could be deceiving.  Mason’s dad had been cheating on Mason’s mom, so they hadn’t been as happy together as they appeared.  I didn’t know what Mason had been like back then, but his bad behavior now ruined the good impression gleaned from his appearance.

“That was what your slut mother destroyed,” he said, and I turned to see him standing in the doorway.

“Then why not go after her?” I asked.  “Why are you taking it out on me?  I was a kid, just like you were.”

Surprise showed on his face.  “You’re not going to defend your mother?  Try to tell me that it wasn’t her fault?”

“It was just as much his fault as it was hers.  Unless you think that she raped him.”

“She knew that he was a married man,” he argued, his voice rising in volume as he moved toward me.  “She knew that he had a family.”

“So did he,” I retorted.  “But that didn’t stop him from cheating on his wife.”

Mason went still, and his eyes took on that dangerous gleam.  I froze at the realization that I had just poked at his wound.  I had just called his dead father a cheater, which was true, but I was the last person he wanted to hear that from.  Especially since his father had died while having sex with my mother.

Then I remembered the threat hanging over my head.  “Mason,” I began hesitantly.

“Did I say that you could address me by my first name?” he snapped at me.  “Let me make something clear to you.  You are my servant, and you will know your place.  You will call me sir.”

My temper flared instantly at that outrageous demand.  “Sir?” I sneered.  “Is that some bondage crap?  Because if you think I’ll ever let you touch me, you’re out of your mind.”

He smiled thinly.  “Of course, your mind would go there.  Look at who raised you.  Well, let me set you straight.  You’re not going to get out of this by seducing me.  I wouldn’t touch trash like you, so you better remember your place and start showing me some fucking respect.”

It hurt to be called trash, even by him.  “You haven’t done a damn thing to earn my respect,” I lashed out at him.  “Talk about trash!  What kind of an asshole undresses an unconscious girl and takes pictures of her?”

He gave me a mocking smile.  “You weren’t unconscious.  I was just going to take a video of you acting like a drunk fool, but you tried to seduce me.  You were dancing suggestively and rubbing up against me, and then you took off your shirt.”

I scoffed at his claim.  “You’re lying.”

“I have the video to prove it,” he replied.  “I already had enough to make you squirm, but then you asked me if I wanted to see more.  You took your clothes off for me.”

As I watched him with a skeptical look, his gaze momentarily dropped from mine as he swallowed in what almost appeared to be a nervous gesture.  His jaw hardened, and there was a steely look in his eyes when they met mine again.  “You told me that you’ve had a crush on me since you were twelve years old.”

I froze.  “You’re lying,” I whispered.

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and swiped at the screen before coming to stand beside me as the video played.  I saw myself dancing alone first, my body moving to the beat of the music.  I stopped to take a swig of tequila straight from the bottle before resuming my dancing.

“Smile,” a male voice said.  “I’m taking your picture.”

I halted and faced the camera directly, my face breaking out into a delighted smile the way it never would if I saw him when I was sober.  “Mason!  You’re here!  Dance with me!”

“Hold this,” he said, presumably talking to Addison.  “Keep filming.”

He appeared in the camera frame, and I approached him with my arms raised, dancing seductively.  “You’re so hot,” I told him.  “I have sexy dreams about you.”

“What happens in your dreams?” he asked in a low, seductive voice as he gazed at me.

I pressed my body up against his.  “You touch me,” I answered in a sultry tone.

“Where?”

I took a step back from him and pulled my shirt off, flinging it away.  “Touch me,” I urged, closing the space between us again.

The camera tilted crazily, and the floor and wall came into view at a sideways angle.  “That’s enough,” Addison said.

“Keep filming!” Mason barked.

“You’re not fucking screwing her, Mason.  I won’t—”

The camera view tilted again.  “Get out of here,” he growled.

“Are you kidding me?” she exclaimed.  “You think you can screw her in my house?”

“Shut up!” he yelled.  “I’m not screwing her.  I fucking hate her.”

“You hate me?” I heard myself wail.  “But why?”

The camera view captured me again, and I was pouting.  “Go,” Mason commanded.  “I want to get this damn video.”

“I can—”

“Leave,” he cut her off sharply.

“Promise you won’t do anything with her.”

“I fucking promise,” he snapped.  “Just let me get this done, and she’ll be out of your hair.”

I was drinking more tequila while they argued, but I set down the bottle as he approached me.  “You’re taking my picture?” I asked happily, apparently having forgotten the conversation we just had.

“Yes,” he replied.  “You’ve got a great body.”

I smiled at him, pleased with the compliment.  “Want to see more?”

“Yes,” he said.  “Show me more.”

“Is this a dream?” I asked him.  “You take off my clothes in my dreams.”

“Yeah?” he responded, his voice sounding husky.

“You’re so beautiful,” I spoke dreamily.  “I’ve had a crush on you since I was twelve.  I want to marry you.”

Mason moved the phone away from me and turned off the video.  “Proof that you asked me to take off your clothes,” he clipped out.

“How could you do that?” I demanded.  “After I was all...”  The word vulnerable came to mind, but I didn’t voice it.

“Romantic?” he supplied derisively.  “Yeah, I wasn’t falling for that.  I know your mother taught you to use whatever you can to get your claws into a man.”

“I’m not like my mother!” I raged.  “I don’t use sex to get things.  I’ve never even...”  I trailed off in mortification.  He was the last person I wanted to confess that to.

He snorted.  “You’ve never had sex?  Addison told me how you said you’re a virgin, but I’m not buying that bullshit.  Not with how you spread your legs for me last night.”

I stared at him.  “We didn’t...”

His silver-gray eyes regarded me contemptuously.  “I told you I wouldn’t touch trash like you.  You’re my servant and nothing else.  Is that clear?”

“Don’t call me trash,” I said as I glared at him.

“The only words that should come out of your mouth when you speak to me are yes sir.  Say it,” he ordered.

“I’m not calling you—”

“Say it, or I’ll send that picture out to everyone on my contact list,” he threatened as he raised his phone and held his thumb over the screen.

I lunged at him and tried to grab his phone, but he reacted with quick reflexes and twisted away from me in what looked like some kind of martial arts move.  I skidded to a stop and turned to face him.

“Do you really think that I don’t have that picture stored anywhere else?” he enquired coolly.  “If you break my phone, you’ll just have to buy me a new one.  Now say the words.”

Everything in me rebelled against it.  Somehow it seemed worse than the indignity he had already put me through.  “Yes sir,” I said through gritted teeth.

His mocking smile made me want to slap him.  “Now remember to address me that way at the party tonight.”

Dread curled in my empty stomach.  “The party?”

“You’ll be serving drinks,” he informed me.  “Make sure you wear your uniform.”

I blanched.  “I can’t wear this in front of everyone.  That’s almost as bad as having them see the picture.”

His eyes traveled insolently over me before shifting to his phone.  He didn’t swipe at the screen, so he couldn’t have pulled up my picture.  His gaze was heated when he looked back at me though.  “Not even close,” he said, his voice pitched in a sexual tone that elicited a carnal response in my body.

Heat spread through me as our gazes locked.  In that moment, I knew that he wanted me.  I had fantasized about having him look at me that way, but I hadn’t known how powerfully erotic it would be, how it would set my pulse pounding and shoot liquid fire straight down to my core.  The intensity of his gaze made my knees weak as I stared back at him in a haze of lust.

His ringtone startled us out of it.  Jerking his hand up, Mason scowled at the screen before answering his phone.  “What?” he snapped.

“Yes,” he answered in exasperation after listening for a beat.  “I’m just about to drive her home.”

He ended the call without waiting for a reply.  “Let’s go,” he said to me and spun toward the doorway.

I followed his quick stride downstairs and out to his car.  We remained awkwardly silent during the ride to my house as I became uncomfortably aware of the state my body was in after my intense surge of lust.  I needed another shower to wash away the moisture between my legs.  I couldn’t wait to finally be alone, but Mason got out of the car too after parking it in my driveway.

“What are you doing?” I asked in alarm.

“I want what you’re wearing back.”  He pulled a shopping bag out of the backseat.  “This is your new uniform.  Wear it tonight.”

I eyed the bag warily, but I didn’t have any fight left in me right now.  I just wanted him to leave so I could get a break from everything.  Walking up to the house, I unlocked the door.  Fortunately, nobody was home, so I didn’t have to explain why I was dressed like this.  Mason surprised me by not following me to my room.

“Hurry up,” he admonished me.

He didn’t have to tell me twice.  I was eager to get rid of him, so I dumped the new uniform he had bought me on my bed and quickly shoved everything I stripped off into the shopping bag.  I kept my shorts, because they were mine.  I hated to give Mason the panties I had worn, but I was afraid he’d come back for them if I didn’t.

Putting on my regular cotton panties, I pulled my shorts back on and threw on a t-shirt before going downstairs and handing him the bag.

“Be at my house at eight,” he said and left like he was just as eager to get away from me as I was to see him go.

Hope flared within me that he was already getting tired of having me around.  If he hated me, it made sense that he wouldn’t be able to stand to be around me very long.  Maybe I wouldn’t have to go to the police after all.  Waiting for Mason’s eighteenth birthday wasn’t the only reason I was delaying reporting him to the police.  I really didn’t want anyone to see that picture, not even the authorities.  I’d have to watch for an opportunity to get rid of it.  Since Mason was giving me free reign of his house, I might be able to get to it and delete it from his devices.

Then I would be free of his threats and out of this bizarre predicament I was in.  
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Mason had bought me a real maid’s uniform.  The straight skirt even came down to my knees.  Nobody would mistake this plain style for a sexy costume, so it wouldn’t be that embarrassing to be seen in it by my classmates at Mason’s party.  I could pass it off as a real job.

I gazed at my reflection in the mirror.  With my curves covered up and my hair in a ponytail, I looked less like my blonde bombshell mother.  Without any makeup, I was fresh-faced with only my baby blue eyes drawing attention with their vivid color.  

My mother didn’t even look up from her phone to notice that I was wearing a uniform as I walked past her.  As usual, my dad was the only one who questioned where I was going.  “When did you get a job?” 

“I’m just starting today,” I replied, inching toward the door.

“Where are you working?” he asked.

“It’s a catering company,” I lied.  “They do parties, and I’ll be serving appetizers.”

“What’s the name of the company?”

“I forgot.  My friend’s mom does it out of her house, and we’re working for her.  I’ve really gotta go.  I don’t want to be late on my first day.  Thanks for letting me borrow your car,” I said as I rushed out the door.  

I mostly loved the fact that he took such an interest in my life.  He had become the father I’d never had, and I adored him.  Until now, I’d had no reason to keep secrets from him.  I hated lying to him, but I couldn’t tell him about Mason blackmailing me.  The last person in the world I wanted to disappoint was my dad.  I shouldn’t have been drinking at all, let alone drinking enough to blackout.  

I would never get drunk again.  No alcohol would pass my lips tonight, that was for sure.  The irony was that I had often wished that I could go to one of these parties.  Unlike Addison, I had never desired popularity, but I didn’t like being shunned either.  Everyone had started ignoring me after Mason began bullying anyone who tried to be friends with me.  Since he was popular, he got all his buddies to back him up.  No one wanted to be targeted by them because of me, so I was left out of everything.

That was why I was so grateful to finally have a friend, and why I was so desperate to keep her that I had gone along with everything she suggested the previous evening.  She had urged me to keep drinking, so I did.  Since she hadn’t been as smashed as I was, I could only assume that she had only pretended to keep drinking with me.  

She was at Mason’s house when I arrived, and she wasn’t happy to see me.  “What the hell, Mason?  Why is she here?”

Addison apparently wasn’t bothering to address me directly anymore, and it reinforced the realization that she had been faking her friendship with me.  Being friendless again hurt worse than it had before.  Mason had wounded me more by giving me a false friend than by denying me friends altogether.  I felt the loss more acutely.

Blinking away the tears from my eyes, I reminded myself that she wasn’t worth it.  She was one of them now, the shallow people who only cared about themselves—the people Mason surrounded himself with.  The people who were just like him.

“Because I told her to be here,” he snapped at Addison.  “She does what I tell her to do.” 

Her scowl turned into a deep frown.  “She already cleaned your house.  What are you going to have her do now?”

His eyes narrowed at her.  “Are you going to nag me about everything?  Because that’s getting old fast.”

Realizing her precarious position, she tread carefully.  “It’s just...I thought you got what you wanted.  You made her miserable, and now—”

“I’m just supposed to let her walk away?” he cut in.  “She’s miserable for one day, and that’s it?”

“But how is letting her come to your party making her life suck?  This is what she’s always wanted,” she said, mistaking her own desires for mine.

He reprimanded her before I could.  “Are you stupid?  Do you really think she wants to be here?  As a maid?”

“Guys think that’s sexy.  I bet she’ll get hit on all night,” she remarked flatly.

Mason eyed me with displeasure, seemingly disliking that prospect as much as she did.  He had chased away all my potential boyfriends from the first day of high school, making sure that I had no social life.  I should have realized that it was a trick when he allowed me to socialize with Addison.

“Don’t talk to anyone,” he told me.  “You’re not here to flirt.  Just give them their drinks.  Got it?”

I nodded, but that didn’t satisfy him.

“Answer me,” he demanded.

“Yes, I’ve got it,” I said.

“What did I tell you were the only two words you are to say to me?”

“Yes sir,” I huffed with an eye roll.

“With respect!” he snapped angrily.  “If you don’t show me respect, I’ll make you the center of attention tonight.  All my guests will see your picture.”

“Yes sir,” I repeated in a chastised tone with my eyes downcast.

“Sir?” Addison questioned, her voice rising in indignation.  “You’re having her call you sir?  I knew this was some kinky sex thing.  Otherwise you would have had her doing your homework and stuff like that instead of dressing up as your sex slave.  I would have let you tie me up if I knew you were into that.  You didn’t need to blackmail her into doing it.  I thought you hated her!”

He regarded her with disdain.  “I don’t need any help with my homework.  And I sure as hell don’t need to tie a girl down to make her my sex slave.”

“So, you’re admitting you had sex with her,” she said, looking like she was either about to lose her shit or cry.

“I don’t have sex with my maid!” he yelled, startling her out of her meltdown.  “She’s beneath me.  Do you understand?  That’s what this whole thing is about.  She is here as a servant, and she will know her place.”

I wanted to tell him that he was full of shit and that he was born a few centuries too late to get away with that condescending crap, but I held my tongue.

Mollified at last, Addison directed a mocking smile at me.  “You better remember your place, Ella.”

“Yes ma’am,” I retorted.  “Serving your boyfriend.  All day, and...all night.”  A small smirk played over my lips as I gazed at her with a wicked expression.  “He likes when I’m beneath him.”

Her smile withered, while cold fury emanated from Mason.  I could sense it without looking at him, so strong was his effect on the atmosphere.  It chilled me even as my pulse spiked with the fight or flight response to imminent danger.  I did neither as I held the ground I had gained on Addison.  Her jealousy had revealed her weakness to me, and I stomped on her with glee.  My revenge was gratifying and sweet.  She would not get the better of me at least.

“Get to your station.”

Mason’s tight, terse voice snapped me out of my gloating stare down with Addison.  “Yes sir,” I replied, injecting saucy, flirty enthusiasm into the words.  “Where do you want me?” I asked, infusing the question with unmistakable sexual innuendo.

His glare hardened into the cold stare of a predator.  “On your knees,” he commanded with an icy calmness that conveyed complete control of the situation.

A moment ago, his voice had been stretched taut with barely contained anger, but the deliberate intimidation of it now was much more threatening.  I didn’t dare to defy him, but I hesitated in fear.

“Get on your knees,” he said with that same frightening composure.

I obeyed, sinking down slowly with a feeling of inescapable dread.  He stepped forward until he was standing directly in front of me.  My face flooded with the shame of being in this subservient position with his crotch at my eye-level.  My gaze lifted to his with the horrified realization that he would expose my naked picture to everyone.

Because I wouldn’t do this.  No way in hell.

“Respect,” he warned.  “The next time you start playing games with me, I’ll call your bluff.  Got it?”

“Yes sir,” I answered, my voice tremulous with the relief of being spared exposure.

“Get up,” he ordered.

I did, but that brought me up close to his face.  I dropped my eyes from his intimidating stare as I took a step back away from him.

“I’ll take care of you, Mason,” Addison said.

My gaze turned toward her, and I watched her approach him.  When she boldly placed her hand on his crotch, I looked away.  More heat flooded my face as she offered to go up to his room with him and give him a blowjob.

“I have guests arriving soon,” I heard him say, seemingly as unaffected by her offer as I was uncomfortable.

“I’ll get you off fast,” she promised.

“No,” he stated flatly.  “Come here maid,” he called to me as I cringed in embarrassment for Addison over his rejection of her desperate attempt to please him.  “Your station is in the kitchen.” 

He led me to where he had a keg of beer set up on the counter along with stacks of red solo cups.  “You fill these for people.”

I nodded in agreement, although I hadn’t needed it explained to me.  

“Answer me,” he demanded.

“Yes sir,” I responded.

“Look at me when I address you,” he ordered.

My gaze shifted from the keg to him.  “Yes sir,” I remembered to say.

“Good, it seems like you know your place now,” he remarked, but his tone was too neutral to be mocking me.  His gaze became cunning as he regarded me, and it made me nervous about what he was plotting.

“You told me you’re not like your mother,” he said.

“I’m not,” I replied.

He gave me a warning look.  “What are the only two words that should come out of your mouth when you speak to me?”

“Yes sir,” I answered.

His features eased into an appeased expression.  “So, you still think that you’re not like your mother?”

I nodded in confirmation.  “Yes sir.”

“Yet you tried to seduce me.”

I shook my head in denial.  “No sir.  I was just—”

He cut me off by moving into my personal space.  “What are the words?”

“Yes sir,” I supplied the correct answer as I instinctively put more distance between us, “but I wasn’t—"

“I’m not interested in your excuses,” he interrupted me again.  “You tried to seduce me right in front of my girlfriend, which actually makes you worse than your slutty mother.”

“I was just getting back at Addison for what she did to me.  I wasn’t trying to seduce you, and you don’t care how you act in front of her anyway.  You tried to make me...”  I trailed off, my rant petering out with my reluctance to name the act.

“That’s more than two words,” he commented, “but I’ll let it slide this time.  Go ahead and finish your sentence.”

I waved that offer aside.  “I’m done.”

“No,” he insisted, “your sentence is incomplete.  What did I try to make you do?”

My gaze shifted nervously away from him as I tried to think of a reply.

“Look at me when I speak to you,” he commanded.

I complied.  “Yes sir,” I said in the hope that it would placate him.

“Speak,” he ordered.

I shifted from one foot to the other under his unnerving gaze since I was forced to look at him.  “You, uh, tried to make me give you...a, you know.  What your girlfriend wanted to give you.”

“What, exactly, did she want to give me?” he asked coolly.

The need to look away from him was too great, and I did as I spoke the words.  “A blowjob.”

“You act so innocent,” he said before swooping in to whisper in my ear.  “But your panties were soaked.”

Before I could recover my wits, he was back out of my personal space.  “Isn’t that right?” he asked.

I flushed from head to toe as I recalled returning the previous “uniform” to him along with the black panties that came with it.  Utter shame overwhelmed me, and I couldn’t look at him.

“Answer me,” he demanded.  “Isn’t that right?”

With my gaze fixed on the floor, I took a steadying breath.

“Eyes up here,” he ordered.

My face burning, I forced myself to look at him.  “Yes sir.”

“They were soaked?” he pressed, drawing out my humiliation.

“Yes sir,” I said.

“So that means you’re like your mother.”

I gritted my teeth, defiance rising within me despite everything.  “I peed myself—sir.”

He stared at me for a couple of seconds before barking out a laugh as his eyes lit up with comprehension.  “Nice try,” he said in actual amusement.

He took a step forward and leaned in toward me, his voice dropping in volume.  “But I know the difference.”  He leaned in even closer to whisper in my ear.  “You were soaking wet for me.”

When he pulled back to look at me, his heated gaze changed what had been mortifying to something erotic.  Once again, we stared at each other in a haze of lust until ringing snapped us out of it.  This time it was the doorbell.

“Mason!” Addison yelled from the other room.  “Someone’s here!”

She sounded panicked, but I felt disoriented.  What the hell was happening between Mason and me?  How could he desire me if he hated me?  And how could I possibly be attracted to him after how he had treated me?  I had my mother’s looks, so maybe that was all it took for a guy.  Yet girls were supposed to need more than that.  I was supposed to be attracted to the person rather than just his exterior.

Mason’s physical beauty could make most girls jealous while simultaneously swooning over him.  Just his lustrous dark locks alone were enough to inspire envy.  The loose curls always looked perfectly tousled and touchable.  He possessed those rare silver-gray eyes which were so arresting and unique.  Their luminous color was strikingly set off by lush dark eyebrows and lashes.  A straight patrician nose was another perfect feature on his handsome face.  Then there were the kissable lips that had whispered in my ear.

Just the memory of that made me hot.  Which was really twisted and wrong.  I must seriously need a boyfriend if my tormentor could turn me on so easily.  But he was the one who wouldn’t let me have a boyfriend.  Anger sparked within me again.  I had to get out from under his thumb.

I longed to have the kind of experiences that most girls had.  My first date, first kiss, first boyfriend.  All of those had been denied to me by Mason.  I’d gone to one school dance with a boy back in eighth grade, but I had turned my head away when he tried to kiss me.  I hated to remember that now, because Mason had been the cause of that too.

Ever since I had become infatuated with him when I saw his picture, I’d had a stupid fantasy about him being my one true love.  I’d imagined that he would fall in love with me too when he saw me, just like in a fairytale.  I had put him up on a pedestal and cast him in the role of prince charming, and nobody else could measure up.

When I saw him on my first day of high school, I thought my dream was coming true.  I was sure that destiny had brought us together, and my heart swelled with happiness and adoration.  Mason’s reaction was quite different however.  There was a hard, cold glint in his beautiful eyes and his lips formed a cruel smile as he approached me.

“I’ve got you now, Ella,” he said, but it didn’t sound romantic at all.

The reality of meeting him was all wrong.  I couldn’t rejoice in the fact that he knew my name, because there was no warmth in his voice when he said it.  His statement was a threat, and he carried through on it.  He did nothing to me directly, but he bullied everyone who got close to me until I had no one.

I asked him why once.  Back when I first found out that my friends were dropping me because of him, I approached him to ask why he was targeting me.

“I haven’t done anything to you,” he replied coolly.

He had spread rumors that my mom worked as an escort and got paid to have sex with rich men, but I didn’t mention that to him.  “You’re making all my friends drop me.  Why are you doing this to me?  I’ve never done anything to you.  You don’t even know me!”

“You can’t blame me for losing your friends,” he stated.  “It sounds like they just don’t like you anymore.”

“That’s not true!  They said that the mean girls are making their lives hell, and they said they’d only stop if they stopped being friends with me.”

He smirked at me.  “The mean girls?  Am I supposed to understand your ridiculous references?  What do these ‘mean girls’ have to do with me?”

I flushed, both in embarrassment at how immature he made me sound and with secret jealousy.  “You’re dating their leader,” I said, and blushed furiously as I heard how silly that sounded phrased that way.  

He regarded me silently with an unnervingly focused scrutiny that assessed all my responses.  It was the first time I saw that predatory gaze, and his tone held a deadly calm when he spoke.  “You’ve come to me, because you think my girlfriend is responsible for you having no friends.” 

He had thrown me off kilter, and my voice didn’t convey as much conviction as I felt.  “You put her up to it.”

“Why would you think that?  Who are you, by the way?”

Tears of frustration sprang to my eyes.  “You know who I am.  You talked to me on the first day of school, and you knew my name.  Why are you being so mean to me?  Please just leave my friends alone.”

“The friends you don’t have?” he enquired.

I saw that I wasn’t going to get anywhere with him by pleading my case and that he apparently had no sympathy for me at all.  There could only be one reason why he disliked me so much.  “Is this because of your dad?”

If I thought that his gaze was intimidating before, it turned downright menacing now.  I shrank back from him even though he hadn’t moved from where he stood.  “Don’t ever say anything about him again,” he warned.

I spoke timidly.  “I just...it’s not my fault.”

His cold stare looked through me.  “Get out of my face.”

It was spoken so calmly but carried such an underlying threat that it intimidated me into hurrying away from him.  I didn’t try to talk to him again until my date for Homecoming canceled on me without explanation.  He had a black eye though, and I suspected I knew who had given it to him.

This time I was so outraged that I didn’t wait for an opportunity to catch Mason alone.  His girlfriend was right beside him when I marched up to him.  “You asshole!  You beat up my date!  What the hell?”

He looked down his nose at me.  “Who the fuck are you, and what the hell are you screeching about?”  

“I’m Ella Chase, and you can go fuck yourself, you fucking asshole!”

“Such language,” he chided, infuriating me even more.

His pretty girlfriend confronted me.  “What is your problem?”

I turned some of my ire on her.  “What is your problem?  Can’t you think for yourself?  He tells you to pick on my friends, and you just do it?  Why?  I’ve never done anything to you.”

“He told me how obsessed you are with him, and I can see he wasn’t exaggerating,” she replied.  “He tried to let you down nicely, but you didn’t even care that he has a girlfriend.  I guess it’s no surprise with how you were raised.  Still, I’m warning you, stay away from my boyfriend.”

“I don’t want your fucking boyfriend!” I exploded.  “I just want him to leave me alone.”

She wrinkled her pert little nose at me.  “He wouldn’t touch trash like you.  Who knows what kind of diseases you have.  I heard one of your mom’s customers paid you to do a mother/daughter thing with him.  That is so gross!”

Rage overcame me at hearing this, and I flew at Mason.  “You lying asshole,” I screamed as I pounded my fists against his chest.  “It’s not my fucking fault your dad died!  He had a heart attack, you stupid—”

“Shut up,” he roared, grabbing my wrists and silencing me with a look of such intense hate that I wilted under the force of it.

All the words dried up in my throat as he stared me down.  His girlfriend was shouting for a teacher and yelling about how I had attacked him, but I stood trapped in Mason’s grip and his vicious stare.

“I warned you,” he said quietly before letting me go.

That ominous threat chilled me with dread about what he would do next, but it had been more of the same until he used Addison to get me to let my guard down.  Now he had ensnared me in his twisted game of revenge, but his hate didn’t seem to be as strong as before.  It was all confusing as hell, and I just wanted it to end, but I could see no way out of it anytime soon.
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I heard them approaching the kitchen in boisterous conversation, and I braced myself to deal with them.  Josh Meyers walked in first and stopped in surprise when he saw me.  “Ella?”  He glanced back at the doorway, probably looking for an explanation from Mason.  

Tyler Hicks wasn’t as hesitant.  “Ella!  Are you offering your services?  You should have worn a sexier costume, but you’re still hot.  How much for an hour?”

“She’s serving drinks,” Mason said flatly.  “Stop harassing my help.” 

“Your help?” Tyler questioned with a smirk.  “What is she helping you with?  Maybe she can help me too.”

“She can get you a drink,” Mason snapped at him and nodded curtly to me.

As I grabbed a cup and began to fill it with beer, Tyler wheedled Mason.  “You’re not gonna share?  That’s a little selfish.  You’ve got two girls and—hey!  Are you having a threesome?  Awe man, that’s hot!”

I scowled at Mason as I turned around, but he was too busy glaring at Tyler to notice.  “I have one girl,” he retorted, gesturing at Addison—who looked completely mortified.  His sullen gaze fell on me.  “This one is serving drinks.  Give him his damn drink and do your fucking job,” he commanded.

Tyler grabbed the cup from my hand.  “Whatever man, just keep the beer coming.”

“Could I have one too, please?” Josh asked me.

“Sure,” I replied and filled a cup for him.

“Thank you, Ella,” he said and smiled at me as I handed it to him.

I smiled back.  “You’re welcome.”

The doorbell rang, and Mason told Addison to answer the door.

“Aren’t you coming with me?” she asked.  “It’s your house.”

“You get it,” he said dismissively.  “I want a drink.”

I pulled another cup off the stack, but Mason snatched it from me.  “Go home,” he snapped as I turned my startled gaze on him.  “I don’t need you here to do this.”

Thrilled to get this unexpected reprieve, I hurried to leave before he changed his mind.  Tyler urged me to stay and party while Josh stated that he’d walk me to my car and followed me out of the room.  Mason caught up to us and insisted on walking me out himself.

“She works for me.  It’s my responsibility to keep her safe,” he claimed.

I almost asked him who would keep me safe from him, but I didn’t want to push my luck.

“Uh, okay,” Josh said reluctantly.  “I guess I’ll see you at school, Ella.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.  “See you, Josh.  Thanks for...uh, that was sweet of you to think of walking me to my car.”  I had almost thanked him for being nice to me, but saying that would have sounded really pathetic.  

Having Mason walk me out felt very awkward, because it didn’t fit my situation with him.  There was nothing friendly between us, so concern for my wellbeing couldn’t be the reason he was doing this.  His abrupt dismissal of me gave me hope that he was already sick of having me around.  Maybe he wanted to talk to me alone to give me some task that didn’t involve being at his house.  I didn’t go as far as to succumb to my wishful thinking that he wanted to leave me alone completely.  He was still radiating angry tension, so he hadn’t let go of his misplaced wrath.

“What did I tell you?” he demanded when we reached my car and he spun to face me.  “What were my instructions?”  

I wasn’t sure what he was talking about, and I stared blankly at him.  

He didn’t wait long enough for me to form a response anyway.  “I told you not to talk to anyone.  You were just supposed to serve them their drinks.  I didn’t bring you here to pick up guys.”

“I wasn’t,” I protested.  “It’s not my fault that idiot, Tyler, believes all your stupid crap about me.  You’re the one who started all that shit about my mom being an escort,” I added resentfully.  As much as some of the things she had done upset me, nobody liked to have their mom’s name dragged through the mud.

“I wasn’t talking about Tyler,” Mason said.  “You were flirting with Josh.  Did you think I’d let you use my party to hook up with him?  You weren’t a fucking guest.  I didn’t invite you.”

“I wouldn’t want to come to your party,” I retorted.  “You’re the one who won’t leave me alone.  I don’t want anything to do with you.  And I wasn’t flirting with Josh.  He just happened to be the only person around who didn’t treat me like shit.  I wasn’t going to be rude to him just because the rest of you are assholes.”

His eyes glinted dangerously beneath the streetlight.  “Don’t think for one minute that I’ll let you worm your way into my group.  You’re not one of us, and you never will be.  FYI, fucking Josh won’t get you in.  His nice guy act stops after you give it up, so you can forget about him asking you to be his girlfriend, because that’s not happening.”

It hadn’t occurred to me to think of Josh as a potential boyfriend after such a brief interaction with him, and I certainly wasn’t looking for a way into the popular crowd.  I didn’t aspire to be part of the group who had ruined high school for me.  I hadn’t been able to beat them, but I sure didn’t want to join them.  Yet now that Mason was so opposed to it, the thought of pursuing it just to aggravate him was very appealing.  The fact that he didn’t want me to flirt with Josh suddenly made that something that I wanted to do.

I dismissed outright everything Mason had said about Josh, because I knew firsthand how he lied about people.  I wasn’t naïve enough to believe that Josh was a sweetheart either, but I would make my own assessments of his character.  Trusting Addison had been a terrible misjudgment on my part, so I would be much more careful with Josh.  I wasn’t going to let down my guard with him, but I could still enjoy his gentlemanly treatment of me, even if it was just an act.  I was long overdue for some normal attention from boys.  Mason had interfered with all the other guys, but he wouldn’t be able to thwart Josh.  He couldn’t bully one of his own friends.

I smiled at him with false sweetness.  “It worked for Addison.  She didn’t have a prayer of being popular until she latched onto you.  It’s like a fairytale,” I mocked.  “You’re her knight in shining armor.”  

“She’s a bitch who’s using me to get what she wants, but I got what I wanted too.”  He stepped closer to me and spoke with taunting satisfaction.  “I own your ass now.  You do what I say, or senior year will be hell for you.  Even if you transfer to another school, that picture will never go away once it’s online.  Even if they take it down, people will already have it.  It’ll always be out there, and someone will find out about it eventually.”

I feared that he was right, and I didn’t want that picture to haunt me when I went away to college.  I had been looking forward to being free of Mason after this last year of high school, but he now had something that he could use against me indefinitely.  That thought made me sweat, but he had only mentioned senior year, so I hoped that he was planning to move on after that and leave behind his vendetta against me.  It would be extremely immature to carry it on beyond high school, but then again, he had no reason to have a vendetta against me in the first place.

Feeling suddenly weary after the long, stressful day I’d had, all the fight drained out of me.  “Yes, I know.  Can I please leave now?” I pleaded.

He regarded me for a moment as I stood drooping on my feet.  “I should make you do something else to pay for not following orders, but I’ll let it slide this time since you seem to know your place now.  Don’t let it happen again though.  From now on you do exactly as I say.  Understand?”

“Yes,” I answered tiredly.

“Good,” he said, and pulled out his phone.  “Give me your number.  I’ll text you when I want you to do something.  You better not ignore my texts,” he
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