
        
            
                
            
        

    
Olivia’s Downward Spiral

Chapter 1

“I’m afraid you just haven’t achieved the standard we’re looking for, Miss Hilton. I’m sorry but we’re going to have to let you go. Please take this meeting as your official month’s notice."

Olivia could remember every word, every nuance even, of the last meeting she had with HR. The news had come as something of a shock. She hadn’t anticipated such a gut-wrenching piece of information. In fact she had been confident that the company was going to offer her full-time employment, or at least extend her probationary period. But it hadn’t happened.

The next four weeks passed in a bit of a haze. She could hardly think straight. She had debts from university to repay; she’d borrowed money from her mother for her living costs. She was relying on her salary to live from month to month. Now all she had on the horizon was her last pay check from the company and then she was on her own.

She tried to organise something, but jobs were scarce. Her second class degree in English from one of the lesser-known universities wasn’t exactly a stellar qualification, but at least it was something. Surely she could find some other alternative employment? But it just wasn’t to be. The better paying jobs seemed out of her reach, while the lower level opportunities just wouldn’t cover her rent and expenses in the expensive town she currently lived in.

When the rent on her nice shared house became due again, she realised she just didn’t have the necessary funds to pay it. And what was the point in paying it anyway if she didn’t have a job to go to every day? She gave in her notice to for the house and tried to look around for something cheaper, but there just wasn’t anything available and nor was anyone she knew looking for a housemate.

Olivia realised with a heavy heart that there was only one option that still remained open to her at this juncture. She was going to have to swallow her pride and call her mother. It wasn’t something she was looking forward to by any means. She’d lived away from her for nearly five years and had largely enjoyed the experience. She’d visited regularly of course, she was her mother after all, but she’d always been very glad to return to her independent lifestyle.

She left it until the last week before she made the call. Her mother answered. Olivia tried to underplay the situation and made up some story about how the company she worked for had been taken over suddenly and they’d made a lot of redundancies and how, because she was a new hire, she’d been one of the first ones to be let go.

The problem was that Olivia had never been that good at lying, especially to her mother. And her mother had always been uncannily good at knowing when Olivia wasn’t necessarily telling the entire truth. A short, meaningful silence ensued. Olivia could feel her heart-rate increase and her skin begin to sweat

“Are you telling me everything, Olivia Louise?”

Her mother had enquired in that deceptively bland tone she employed when she was particularly annoyed. Olivia felt her stomach knot with tension; she hated this sort of situation. Her mother was an extremely dominant character who seemed to know instinctively when her daughter was lying to her. Her mother’s use of Olivia’s middle name was also another ominous sign that she was unhappy.

Olivia had hugged her mother as soon as she got through the front door of her parents’ nice house. Not necessarily because she was pleased to see her, but because she knew that’s what her mother expected from her. The gesture wasn’t entirely reciprocated, her mother clasped her for a couple of seconds before letting her go and then stepping back so she could get a good view of her daughter.

“Oh dear, Livvy. What on earth have you done with your hair?" She exclaimed.

Olivia suppressed the urge to roll her eyes. It was a purely rhetorical question. And anyway, her mother didn’t like such displays of insolence from her daughter.

“I liked it much better before. What were you thinking, dear?”

“I wear it like this now, mummy. I prefer it this way.”

Her mother snorted.

“Do you now, Livvy? We’ll have to see about that, won’t we?”

Her mother turned and busied herself with something essential that was boiling on the hob. She was an exasperating woman at the best of times, thought Olivia. But now that she’d in effect lived away from home for the best part of five years, all her mother’s little idiosyncrasies were even more apparent. She was a big woman, taller than Olivia by a good six inches and quite heavily built. Her face however was thin and pinched and seemed to be fixed with a permanent look of disdain.

She was 46 years old, exactly twice Olivia’s age, but in Olivia’s opinion she looked ten years older. She wore thick, round, unflattering spectacles in a black frame and her hair was already streaked with grey. She didn’t dress particularly well, all her clothes appeared to be either various shades of brown or grey.

Although it wasn’t really her dress sense that was the issue. She was a mean woman, nasty and vindictive. She had her own opinions and wasn’t particularly interested in anyone else’s. She had always taken on the role of disciplinarian in the household, ever since Olivia was a young girl. Her father, as far as she could tell, seemed happy to leave Olivia’s discipline in her mother’s more than capable hands.

He had always been a strange contradiction of a man. He loved his daughter; Olivia was in no doubt of that. He’d always been a kind and generous sort of a person. But on the other hand he’d never to her memory at least, ever stepped in to prevent her mother spanking her, or slippering her, or on occasion, taking the leather strap to her. Even now she wasn’t sure if her father had agreed with her mother’s disciplinary regime in the past, or had just been scared of her.

He was gone now; an unexpected heart attack had taken him at a relatively young age. At the time, Olivia had imagined that he'd died just to avoid her mother's scathing tongue

All that sort of thing was history now, obviously. Olivia was grown-up now. She had a degree and a job; well at least she used to have a job. But what she did still have was a lot more life experience than she had when she used to live in her mother’s house. Before she left for university she was, understandably, fairly sure that girls her age were routinely disciplined by their parents, as she herself was. In fact she didn’t give it a lot of thought, she was naughty and she was punished. It was as simple as that in the Hilton household.

Once she was out in the big wide world however, she soon realised her upbringing had been far from normal. Going over her mother’s knee, which had once been a regular and accepted occurrence however reluctantly, quickly became something to be ashamed of rather than something to mention to anyone. Having her bottom tanned yet again by her irate mother was most definitely not part of the routine of normal people.

That was why that once she was out from underneath her mother’s thumb, she was reluctant to return to the town of her birth. Why she had got herself a hundred miles away from her influence. But that idea had unfortunately crumbled around her and so here she was, back in her old bedroom in her parent’s house.

It had hardly changed at all since she’d last occupied it full time. There were still some of her posters on the wall, the furniture hadn’t changed at all and the same dull paint scheme predominated. As she sat on her bed with her suitcases at her feet, it was if she’d never been away and that her five year absence from her drab little room had been imaginary.

Perhaps, Olivia thought glumly, as she slowly unpacked her stuff from her bags; her mother had been right all along? She’d warned her that going away to university wouldn’t be good for her and that she should simply go and get a job in one of the local shops. Even when she graduated, her mother’s advice was to return home and get herself a nice, respectable position in an office somewhere.

When her mother pushed that particular idea, Olivia soon made it very clear that she was aiming higher than that. She’d stayed in her university city and got herself a couple of decent jobs before applying for and then being accepted on a management trainee course. In her mind it wasn’t going to be very long before she was running her own department and making the sort of money she was going to need to stay in her new city. Unfortunately it hadn’t turned out that way and now it felt as if she was back where she started.

Once she’d finished emptying her bags and putting everything away, she glanced around at her little room. It was so familiar to her and yet, at the same time, so alien. The room, the pictures and everything reminded her of time that she thought she'd consigned to her past. A time when her mother had ruled the roost. A time when her life was ruled by the iron-willed woman, a time when the pressure on her to conform and to not get 'ideas above her station' as her mother used to describe it, was quite prevalent.

"Livvy, dear. Dinner's ready."

Olivia's reminiscing was interrupted by her mother's call. With one last look at her small, teenage-style room, she went downstairs. She hadn't eaten since early that morning and was quite hungry. As she entered the kitchen her mother looked her up and down.

"Go back and put something tidy on please dear. A smart blouse and skirt perhaps? You're not living in your student squat anymore."

"Mother, please. Is that really necessary? I've been travelling all day."

"Upstairs please, darling."

Olivia was furious; she slammed the door behind her and stalked upstairs. What on earth was wrong with her mother? Dressing for dinner!? Had her mother been watching too much Downton Abbey? Whatever next? Angrily she flung herself on her bed. It creaked alarmingly, but she was too irritated to care. She snatched up her phone and scrolled through it. Infuriatingly she realised, there was no wifi in the house and that she’d have to rely on her phone's contract for internet connection.

She lay on her back and stared up at the ceiling. The little crack was still there above her head, as it had been for as long as she could remember. She sighed; this didn't seem to be turning out to be such a good idea after all. She closed her eyes, ignoring the smell of food that was drifting up the stairs.

The next thing she knew, there was a bang as her bedroom door swung against the single cupboard in her room.

"How dare you sulk up here like a child!?" Demanded her mother angrily.

Olivia turned groggily and rubbed her eyes.

"Sorry, mum. I must have drifted off. I..."

"I don't want to hear your excuses! You're a rude little girl. I don't want to see you back downstairs when you're in this sort of mood!"

Her mother turned and left, slamming the door behind her. Olivia sat up, her heart beating wildly. Her mother certainly hadn't mellowed with age! In fact she was worse if anything. Perhaps her 5 years away from the woman had dimmed her memory, but when she was in this sort of mood there was no pacifying her. Angry as she had been, Olivia decided that discretion was the better part of valour. At least as far as this evening was concerned.

Chapter 2

Despite the argument with her mother, Olivia slept well. When she woke, she put her dressing gown on and went down to the kitchen. Her mother was bustling around in there wiping things down, opening and shutting doors. Olivia hovered; waiting for her mother to finish whatever it was she was doing.

"Sit down; I have your breakfast for you."

Olivia smiled and settled herself down at the table.

The plate rattled down. What was this...?

"Eat it all, or else you'll be getting it again for your lunch."

Olivia looked up at her mother, open-mouthed. And then back down on the plate. On it was a congealed mess which she could barely recognise. Although she knew for certain that it was last night's dinner. Her mother must have put the plate in the fridge for her last night.

"But..."

"No buts. You can eat that up Olivia Louise, or you can start looking for somewhere else to live. The choice is yours. I realise that I've been far too reasonable with you!"

Olivia was appalled, and for a second she considered calling her mother's bluff, gathering up her things and storming out of the house. But where would she go? There were no relatives in town, she wasn't sure where her former friends lived and, most crucially, she only had about £40 in the bank. Not enough to rent anywhere for more than a single night. She blinked to clear the tears from her eyes.

"Well!?"

She looked up at her mother but could see there wasn't any room for negotiation. With a slight sob she picked up her knife and fork.

"Don't you dare leave anything either!"

It was horrible, a cold, gelatinous mass that she had to almost force down her throat. She wept a little as she took a long gulp of water to help move it into her stomach. Her mother had left her in the kitchen, but the idea of just sweeping the cold food into the bin never entered Olivia's head. Miserably she chewed and swallowed until it was all gone.

"Wash your things up when you're finished and then come in here. We need to have a talk," called her mother from the living room.

She was sat in her favourite armchair with a pad on her lap and a pen in her hand.

"Sit down, young lady."

Olivia edged herself onto the sofa.

"It hasn't been a good start has it, Olivia?" She asked.

"Erm...no mum. I'm sorry about last night..."

"It's not about last night Olivia, although your behaviour was extremely childish. It's more to do with the fact that you're back home again. Back in my house without a job, and by the looks of you, without any money either."

Olivia bit her lip nervously. She hated these sorts of 'discussions' with her overbearing mother.

"Well? What do you have to say for yourself?"

Olivia reached up and wiped a tear from her eye.

"And it's too late for tears now, missy. Stop feeling sorry for yourself and tell me the whole story."

That was when the whole, sad affair spilled out. How she'd worked so hard for her degree and then got a couple of jobs and her own place and how she'd so nearly been taken on by a large corporation but that, due to circumstances beyond her control, it just hasn't worked out. Her return home was just temporary as well, just until she found her feet again.

Her mother looked at her intently, as if she was trying to read her mind. Olivia could feel her own eyes start to drift down towards the carpet. Suddenly the woman got to her feet and made her way over to a cabinet in the corner of the room, Olivia blanched; surely her mother didn't still keep it in there? When she returned, it was evident that she did! Without a word, Olivia's mother put a hairbrush on the low table that separated the two of them.

And not just any old hairbrush, the large, oval, wooden-backed one that Olivia was oh so familiar with. The hairbrush from her youth, the one her mother had introduced to her bare bottom when she was old enough and the one she had continued to blister her backside with almost to the day when Olivia had fled the house to take up residence at university. She swallowed nervously and looked up at her mother.

"You have one last chance to tell me the truth, Olivia Louise. Or else."

She wasn't serious, was she? Or else what? Surely not...

"Mum, please, I'm 23 years old. You can't spank me anymore."

"Oh, can't I? Says who?"

"I'm too old now! I'm not a schoolgirl anymore!"

"That's true, you're not. Although you certainly act like one."

Louise shook her head. This couldn't be happening. This Could Not Be Happening.

"Well?"

Her mother slowly leaned forward and picked the brush up by the handle. She tapped it meaningfully against the palm of her other hand. Olivia watched as if hypnotised. Just the sound of the thing tapping insistently brought back such horrible memories. She was suddenly 18 again, kicking and bawling over her mother's ample knees as the thick, wooden back of the brush bounced off the scorched surface of her bare bottom. God! The humiliation of it!

But she was five years older now. She had a job and a house. Or rather she did have a job and a house. But, whatever, she was a woman now. She wasn't a teenager anymore. Her mother simply didn't have the right to treat her like one, no matter what. She sat back in the sofa, folded her arms across her chest and jutted her chin out defiantly. She wasn't going to be intimidated anymore, and that was an end to...

"Ooooff!"

Olivia barely had time to react. Her mother's hand snapped forward and took a firm grip of her wrist. Almost before she knew it, she was sprawled inelegantly over her mother's tweed skirt. For a second, Olivia was frozen in place. Her brain had difficulty in processing what had just happened.

Whaack!

"Ooohhh!"

That hurt so much! Olivia had quite forgotten how much the hairbrush hurt, especially when it was wielded by an expert like her mother.

Whaack!

"Owwwwwow!"

Olivia was suddenly sparked into life by the radiating pain in her backside. She kicked and struggled, but to no avail. She'd forgotten just how strong her mother was!

Whaack!

Whaack!

Whaack!

The hairbrush rose and fell with alarming frequency. Olivia threw her head back and howled. Her paper-thin pyjama bottoms offered virtually no protection against the solid wood that was currently pummelling it.

Whaack!

Whaack!

Whaack!

Olivia squirmed and bucked in a desperate effort to avoid the brush. Her bottom felt as if it was being scorched.

"P...please mummy, please!" She begged despairingly as the hairbrush continued its work. Regressing to her childish name for her mother had come very easily as well. As if calling her 'mummy' like she used to have to would mollify her in some way.

Suddenly, it was over. She felt her mother's hand on her burning backside. As if she was testing the heat emanating from it.

"I normally don't give extra chances, as you know, Livvy. However, I understand that you've been away from the house for quite some time and therefore some of my rules might just have slipped your mind."

Olivia sobbed uncontrollably. That really, really hurt! The brush suddenly tapped quite firmly against her up thrust bottom cheeks.

"Are you listening to me, Livvy?"

"Yes, mummy. I'm s...sorry, mummy." Right at that moment, Olivia would have said almost anything to be allowed off her mother's broad thighs.

"Therefore, this is your final chance. Why are you home?" Each word punctuated by an ever increasing tap on the skin tight cotton pyjamas.

Olivia sobbed self-pityingly. She knew only too well that her mother realised that she was lying. And equally she knew from bitter personal experience that the woman wouldn't rest until she'd extracted the truth from her.

This time. Olivia's helpless, spluttering story was true. She didn't dare leave out anything. The fact was that she'd been sacked by her employers, she didn't have any money, and she had nowhere else to go. If she thought that sad admission of her current failure would somehow melt her stern mother's heart, she was sadly mistaken. Olivia shuddered as she heard her mother utter the fateful words.

"I knew it!"

Before she could prevent it, her mother swiftly pulled her pyjamas down to the backs of her knees and then simply used the brush to belabour first her scarlet buttocks and then to gradually edge down the backs of her tender thighs until there was barely a patch of white skin from the crown of her backside down to her knees.

Olivia howled and shrieked until her voice was almost hoarse. She kicked and fought in a desperate attempt to avoid her mother's heavy blows. But there was no escape; there had never been any sort of escape from her mother's discipline. It was just that, once she had left her mother's house she imagined she'd left terribly humiliating punishments like this one well in the past.

Whaack!

Whaack!

Whaack!

"The first spanking was for refusing to go over my knee."

Whaack!

Whaack!

Whaack!

"This one is for lying to me. I hope you understand me now, Livvy?"

Whaack!

Whaack!

Whaack!

"Yes...yes I do, mummy!! Please...please, I'm so sorreee!"

Olivia babbled and pleaded, the tears streaming from her eyes. Eventually her mother stopped. Olivia didn't realise for a good thirty seconds and continued to struggle and scream. Her mother held her more firmly and waited for her to calm down. When she eventually did and just hung over her knees, exhausted and crying. A few minutes later, Olivia's mother took her by the ear and led her to a corner of the room. Olivia realised, with a sense of inevitably, that it was the same one that her mother had positioned her in all those years ago.

"Hands on your head, dear. I don't want to see you even thinking rubbing that sore bottom yet."

Chapter 3

That was Olivia's reintroduction to discipline at her mother's house. It was as if she'd never been away. It took her a couple of days to recover that dreadful hairbrush spanking. When she examined herself in a mirror she could see that her bottom was bruised and even white in some places where blisters had started to form.

Olivia knew where she stood now. Despite her 23 years and in her mother’s eyes at least, she’d been regressed to her teenage years. As the woman was at pains to point out, Olivia was in much the same situation as she was before she went away to university. She had no source of income and was therefore dependent on her mother for food, accommodation, her laundry and her health. And as such, her mother made the rules. Surely Olivia accepted that made sense?

Olivia of course, didn’t agree. But what could she do about it? She just wasn’t in any position at the present to do anything about it. For now, at least, she simply had to bite her lip and deal with the situation. Her mother didn’t make it easy for her. Olivia’s primary, indeed her only, objective was to get a job. Therefore, in her mother’s opinion, that meant Olivia was up nice and early and in the right frame of mind as she put it, to go job hunting.

At first Olivia was quite enthusiastic. After all, getting a decent job was pretty much her only way out of her current situation. She’d get herself a suitable job, save a bit of money and move out just as quickly as she could. But the reality was quite different. First, the little town she lived in was just as she remembered it was, small and parochial. There weren’t many sizeable businesses in the town, and the few that appealed to her weren’t hiring at the moment. The current economic downturn was affecting everyone, apparently.

Slowly, Olivia’s enthusiasm turned to despair. There just wasn’t anything available in her immediate vicinity that she wanted to do. There were jobs further afield, but her suggestion that her mother lend her the money to buy herself a car was met with an amused rejection. Nor would the woman lend Olivia her own, seldom used, vehicle that was currently sat in the drive. Olivia wasn’t insured to drive and anyway, her mother didn’t trust her with anything as valuable as a car. It was indeed as if she was a teenager again.

Now it was a chore to be out of bed for 7.30 every morning. Why would she need to get up so early just to suffer yet another ignominious rejection? She’d done all that she possibly could hadn’t she? She’d sent out application after application containing her carefully crafted resume. What else was there to do? Quite a lot, according to her mother. Now, in her opinion, was the time for Olivia to literally go to the businesses she was interested in and present herself for an interview. At first Olivia was outraged and refused. It took more than one application of her mother’s hairbrush to convince her otherwise.

Not only that, but her mother wanted her to ‘properly prepare’ herself. That meant her mother buying her ‘nice’ clothes. Clothes that didn’t make her look like a ‘scruffy tramp’. Olivia, to her huge embarrassment, was required to accompany her mother on shopping trips to acquire things that her mother considered suitable. Sturdy shoes rather than ‘tarty’ heels, stockings and old-fashioned suspenders, tweed suits with knee-length skirts and ruffled blouses.

To compound that, her mother paid for her to go to the hairdressers, she really did need to visit if she was honest. The problem was that as her mother was paying, her mother got to choose which hairdressers they went to. And of course, it wasn’t anywhere trendy or stylish, it was her mother’s own, middle-aged hairdresser. The result was predictably terrible, her glossy, dyed-brunette hair somehow transformed into a mousey, indiscriminate style that didn’t suit her even slightly. Her mother seemed pleased with the outcome, and hers was clearly the only opinion that mattered.

Olivia hardly dare look at herself in the mirror. What on earth did she look like!? Like a 40 year old version of her current self, was the answer. She was hardly a style icon, small, petite, but generally cute was what her girlfriends had called her. But she hardly looked that way now. She looked like a naive girl trying to dress as her mother! Nobody in their right mind was going to employ her looking like this. At least nobody that she actually wanted to work for.

Her mother didn’t see it that way though. Between the two of them they’d made a list of suitable businesses and Olivia was required to visit each in turn and at least leave her resume with each one. She only managed one interview and that was toe-curlingly humiliating. A man and a woman who weren’t much older than her could barely contain their amusement as they questioned her about her hopes and aspirations. She didn’t hear back from them. In fact she didn’t hear back from any of the places she’d applied to, not even a polite rejection letter.

Her mother had the answer, as she invariably did. Olivia was summoned into the living room to hear her latest instructions.

“The thing is, Livvy dear, that you’re clearly aiming too high. I warned you didn’t I? Even before you went away to university I said that you were overstretching yourself. Do you remember?”

Olivia did indeed remember. That was one of the things that made her even more determined to leave. She’d prove her overbearing mother wrong, at least in this. But it hadn’t quite turned out that way.

“Yes, mummy. I remember.”

She almost had to grit her teeth. But her alternatives weren’t that great.

“And do you agree with me that you’ve been aiming too high?”

Olivia nodded her head miserably. How could she argue with that? It was self evidently true.

“The thing is, darling, is that perhaps you’re not quite as clever as you think you are?”

Olivia blinked rapidly. Her mother was such a bitch! Not that Olivia would dare say such a thing. Heaven only knew what her mother would do if she were to use that sort of language in the house?

"I mean, let's face it. You've hardly set the academic world alight, have you darling?"

"N...no."

"And clearly, despite your efforts, nobody seems in any hurry to employ you?"

Olivia shook her head, miserably.

"So, exactly what are we going to do about it, missy? Managerial roles seem beyond you, but in all reality do you really see yourself as a manager?"

"Well, y...yes I do. I have a degree and..."

"A degree in what, darling? English? What good is that?"

Olivia sniffed a little. She could feel the tears starting to form.

"I really don't see you as the managerial type if I'm being honest, Livvy."

Olivia wiped her nose with the back of her hand.

"You're much more the type of person who should be receiving orders, rather than giving them. Like your dear, departed father in fact."

Perhaps that was true, thought Olivia, dolefully. In her past she'd always been a bit of a follower, happy to toe the line and do whatever was asked of her. At the time she'd thought it was the right way to are friends and to be a part of their friendship groups. That hadn't worked out very well for her either, now that she came to think about it. What the hell was she going to do? She had to get out from beneath the feet of her mother, she just had to!

Chapter 4

"I think, dear, that you should just try for any job and then take what comes along. It's high time you started to pay your way, don't you agree? I mean, you can't expect me to look after you forever, can you?"

Olivia shook her head, not trusting herself to speak.

"I'm going to ask round, I may know someone who knows someone who's looking for staff. In the meantime we need to organise a work schedule for you around the house. There's no point in you sat around looking miserable all day."

And from then on, Olivia was assigned chores and jobs around the house. Every day was a constant round of physical labour. The house was scrubbed, polished and dusted on a regular basis. And being old-fashioned her mother liked everything to be done by hand as much as possible. She wasn't a fan of labour-saving devices, and as she often lectured Olivia, what exactly was her under-achieving daughter saving her time for anyway?

It wasn't as if she had friends or, God forbid, a boyfriend. Would it be too much to hope to see a grandchild before she passed into the next life? Olivia always blushed enormously whenever these sorts of discussions began, and they seemed to begin more and more regularly now. It was true, she didn't have any particular friends in her small dusty town. She didn't have any particular male friends either and certainly not any to whom she could disclose her current embarrassing plight. And all her girl friends from school had managed to get out and better themselves.

There was really something quite humiliating about being the only one of her bookish, hard-working clique to be back home and living with her mother in her dull, uninteresting universe. The upshot was that she really didn't have anyone to share her problems with. Her phone still hadn't been returned to her despite her enquiries, and her laptop had been confiscated and deemed unsuitable. Who knows what you get up to on that thing when your alone in your bedroom, little miss, her mother had asked.

Even her TV viewing was rationed. She had never been allowed a TV in her little bedroom and that was a situation that was distinctly unlikely to change. But even downstairs, the small TV that occupied a corner of the living room was strictly off limits as far as Olivia was concerned. She was strictly forbidden to use it when her mother wasn't there. And even when she was, the choice of what the two of them would watch was always her mothers.

Trying to challenge the situation was hopeless, as Olivia knew very well. Her mother's house meant her mother's rules. And her mother was quite implacable, she was unwilling to negotiate, she said, until Olivia found herself a job and started to bring money into the household budget. Once she'd managed to achieve that, then her mother would apparently start to cut her a little slack around the house, and was that understood?

She understood alright. Her mother wasn't going to relent, she was going keep up her Draconian regime until Olivia cracked and took a job, any job. There was really no alternative she thought bitterly as she removed her plain functional blouse and her plain functional skirt before hanging them up in the little wardrobe in her miserable, childhood bedroom. Her hated mother held all the cards and there wasn't a damn thing Olivia could do about it.

She clambered reluctantly into her small bed. It was only 10pm. Her mother insisted that she get a 'good night's sleep' before resuming her quest for that all elusive job that she so, so needed. She tossed and turned for half the evening before promising herself that the next morning she would go out and find herself work. Whatever it took. But it just wasn't that easy. Her little town seemed to be undergoing some sort of economic downturn. Nobody, it seemed, was hiring.

Even wandering down her rather depressing local high street didn't reveal the forest of 'help wanted' signs that she imagined would be lining it. Olivia could feel the tears starting again and shook her head angrily. Feeling sorry for herself was a luxury that she couldn't afford right now. But despite her best efforts she returned home for her lunch in a dispirited, beaten sort of mood. Was anything ever going to go her way ever again? Her feet ached with all the pavement pounding she had done that morning.

Chapter 5

Pricilla Pritchard and Deidre Hilton went back a long way. Neither could honestly say that they were friends; they were...associates more than friends. Granted they had attended the same schools and the same sports teams and the same social circles but they weren’t friends as such. People said that they were too similar to be friends; both competitive and strong-willed neither would ever back down an inch. They even had the same tastes in men. In fact, Deidre’s first boyfriend, Jack, was now Pricilla’s husband.

And, most annoyingly as far as Deidre was concerned, Jack Pritchard had turned out to be an astute businessman. The Pritchard’s lived in a large house with three large cars and were quite clearly, loaded. If there was one thing guaranteed to put Deidre in a bad mood it was the knowledge that it should have been her swanning around in that great big house, not that bitch Pricilla Smythe as she used to be known.

Pricilla had stolen Jack and left her with not even the second best husband. Ralph had been distinctly third rate, an anonymous waster of a man who’d achieved absolutely nothing in his relatively short time on earth. True enough he’d provided her with a daughter, but Olivia was a constant disappointment to her. The girl wasn’t particularly clever or pretty or much good at anything to be honest. In fact she took after her husband in looks as well as character

So, as far as Deidre was concerned, her husband’s greatest achievement was to have the decency to die and leave her with the house and a meagre monthly income from his small pension. She was sad he'd died of course. She'd even managed to shed a few tears at his sparsely attended funeral. But in reality she'd soon got over the misery of losing him. It had taken well over a week before the novelty of her being an unencumbered woman had almost erased him from her memory.

That situation would have been just about bearable if it hadn’t have been for Pricilla's daughter, Alexandra. Alexandra was the same age as Olivia but in all other ways, almost her complete antithesis. She was tall and almost beautiful, what with her blonde hair and blue eyes. She could sing beautifully and had taken acting lessons. She was also an excellent good athlete, and very, very popular. She was a regular in the gym and had that honed physique which she worked very hard to keep.

And for those reasons, apart from the many others, Deidre knew that Olivia hated her with a passion. An attitude that was most certainly reciprocated on Alexandra’s part. As far as she was concerned, Olivia Hilton was a plain-faced, know it all bitch. Always ready to bitch about a person just because she was prettier and more popular and had more ability than Olivia. Alexandra and her wide circle of friends put it down to jealousy, pure and simple.

Strangely enough, Deidre Hilton didn’t also hate her daughter’s biggest enemy. Deidre rather liked Alexandra, she was attractive and well-mannered and always smiling. There was no wonder that people liked her. Especially compared to her own moody, rather talentless daughter for example. Olivia’s teachers had told Deidre that Olivia was a clever girl and sure to go to university. Whereas Alexandra was nothing more than a dumb blonde bimbo according to Olivia.

But Alexandra was popular, Deidre often saw her and her mother out shopping together, both dressed in a similarly stylish fashion. Olivia on the other hand was quite content to hang around with her scruffy friends in her jeans and baggy, unflattering sweatshirts. Deidre knew that she shouldn’t think about her own daughter in that way, but she couldn’t help herself. Secretly she wished that somehow, her and Pricilla bloody Pritchard’s daughters had been swapped at birth. Sometimes she almost convinced herself that they had.

The reality however was only too apparent. Olivia looked like her father, rather plain and insignificant. And there was no getting away from that. She was a Hilton alright, and like her father she had all the drawbacks that went with the name. She was small and moody, with a round, sulky face that was prone to break out in spots whenever she was stressed. Her hair, it seemed, was lank and greasy no matter how often she washed it.

And, once again, just like her father she had an almost absurdly high opinion of herself. Ralph's mother had spent most of Olivia's growing up telling her that she was the prettiest, cleverest girl in the town and that she could be whatever she wanted to be. Deidre remembered raising her eyebrows at that one. Even as a child, Olivia wasn't particularly cute and she didn't strike her mother as being very clever either.

What she did have though was her father's dogged determination. To give the girl her due, she did buckle down and work. Deidre was pleasantly surprised at parent's evening to be told that her daughter was near the top of the class and worked 'really, really hard'. She nodded her head and smiled at Olivia's young, enthusiastic teacher while secretly trying to imagine what Olivia's class was like if she was near the top of it.

And to be fair to the girl, she had carried on working diligently and had scraped together enough exam credits to go to university. That was where Deidre should have put her foot down, she realised. The fact that universities would now take absolutely anyone with the money to pay for a course should have been a warning signal. But she, like Olivia became carried away by her success. Instead of pointing her to a career that she might have been suited for, Deidre allowed her only daughter to go away for three years and to drink and fornicate in the big city, get her degree, and then fail at her job.

Of course she felt a little sorry for Olivia, but the writing had been on the wall for a long time. She just wasn't capable of achieving the high-flying career that she'd set her heart on and now, as a caring mother, it was Deidre's job to set her back on the straight and narrow. And to Olivia's credit she really had tried to get herself a job, but yet again she'd failed. So that's what brought Deidre back around to Pricilla bloody Pritchard. Pricilla was married to Jack who had his fingers in all sorts of pies. Surely her friend would be able to persuade her own husband to find Olivia a job.

Semi-reluctantly she called Pricilla the following morning and was pleased to discover that she was really quite amenable to taking on Olivia 'in some sort of capacity'. They chatted away like two long-lost...acquaintances. Deidre explained the 'Olivia situation' as she'd begun to think of it as. While at the other end of the line, Pricilla made all the right noises at the right times. Maybe, as Deidre thought to herself later on, the Pritchard's weren't such terrible people as all her friends made out? The arrangement was that Pricilla should meet up with Olivia at 10 am the following morning.

Chapter 6

Olivia was so tense that she could hardly breathe. On the one hand she was very glad indeed that her mother had managed to get her an interview. But on the other hand it was with Mrs Pritchard, Alexandra's mother. Her original thought had been to turn to her mother's offer. But the expectant look on the woman's face and the idea of the hairbrush waiting for her in the bureau soon changed her mind.

And to be fair to Mrs Pritchard, she seemed a reasonable sort of woman. Olivia had known her for most of her life. Mainly of course through her bitch daughter, perfect bloody Alexandra. Perfect Alexandra could have been designed to bring out the worst in Olivia, she was just so...well, perfect. She was taller and much prettier than Olivia, she had bigger breasts and nicer teeth and everyone loved her. The one thing that Olivia had that was superior to Alexandra was her brain.

Alexandra was an airhead, and even her little clique of popular girls wouldn't have argued that she was anything else. She was as shallow as a small puddle of water. She had no interest in anything as far as Olivia could see beyond clothes, make-up and boys. She wasn’t stupid, exactly. More careless and irresponsible. She knew she would have a job waiting for her just as soon as she wanted to take it up and so behaved accordingly.

The teachers had soon given her up as a lost cause, what was the point of chastising her anyway? The headmaster and Mrs Pritchard were socially intimate. In fact the Pritchard corporation was one of the school’s biggest donors. As the Pritchard Drama Studio and the Pritchard Choir could both testify to. No, it was best for all to allow Alexandra Pritchard to slide through school with the least possible fuss and bother. She had left school just as soon as she could. It was rumoured that she’d gone abroad to a foreign university, but Olivia doubted that very much.

But in any case, now she was back and the newly minted boss of this particular arm of the Pritchard Corporation.  Fortunately , Alexandra’s  mother was the CEO of the entire business and it would be her that was doing the interview as opposed to Alexandra herself. Olivia felt unaccountably nervous. Much more so than when she was interviewed for her job in the City. Then she was full of youthful confidence and spirit, both of which seemed to have deserted her if she was honest. She thrust her shoulders back and held her head up.

She wasn’t even sure wh she was so nervously. It wasn’t like one of those stressful interviews that she’d recently put herself through. The Pritchard’s were family friends, well, sort of. And anyway hadn’t her mother arranged this particular meeting?  Nervously she picked at a non-existent piece of lint on her tweed skirt. She still felt awfully frumpish and over-dressed. She could feel the sweat already pooling under the arms of her nylon blouse.

Mrs Pritchard was her normal immaculate self. She was dressed in a dress that showed of her tall, slim frame to perfection. Her hair was clearly a very expensive creation, artfully piled on her head to make her look even taller. She smiled showing her even, white teeth and held out a carefully manicured hand.

“Olivia, how lovely to see you again after all this time.”

“H...Hi, Mrs Pritchard,” she replied, blushing a little as she did so. Bloody hell, she sounded like a tongue tied teenager as opposed to a mature woman applying for a sensible job.

Mrs Pritchard smiled again and settled herself into her chair. She produced a single sheet of paper which Olivia recognised as her carefully prepared resume.

“Thank you so much for coming over to the office. I thought it would be easier to talk in this sort of business environment.”

Olivia felt herself nodding in agreement rather construct an intelligent reply. Mrs Pritchard smiled again, but perhaps with just a little less sincerity.

“So, let’s fill in a few gaps shall we? A degree in English. That could be useful?”

Olivia was thankful that the woman skated over the rather low classification that her degree actually was.

“Erm...yes.”

“But you haven’t used it as such, have you dear?”

Olivia blushed again.

“I...I suppose not. Although it did get me on to the management training scheme at Grant and Phillips.”

“Ah yes, the training scheme. And how did that go?”

Olivia felt her face heat up once again. Clearly it hadn’t gone that well or else she’d still be in the City in her nice apartment.

“It...erm...didn’t work out, Mrs Pritchard.”

“And why was that do you think?” Asked Pricilla Pritchard, arching her eyebrows enquiringly. With maybe just the hint of a smile playing on the edges of her ruby-red lips. Or was Olivia imagining that?

“It...erm, wasn’t right for me, Mrs Pritchard. I didn’t feel comfortable working there to be honest.”

The woman looked at her for a moment before smiling again and nodding.

“I quite understand, dear. Sometimes these things just aren’t meant to be are they?”

Olivia nodded again, thankful that the woman hadn’t pried into her answer any further.

“So, here you are again, back in our little town. It must seem awfully quiet to you after the lights of the big city?”

She was certainly right there, her small town did seem awfully dull and provincial now. There was no denying that, but it probably wasn’t the right thing to say at present.

“Oh no, Mrs Pritchard. It’s nice to be back to be honest. Nice to catch up with everyone again.”

Mrs Pritchard nodded.

“I simply must tell Alexandra that you’re back, she’ll be ever so pleased!”

Olivia doubted that very much, but didn’t say anything. There was no sense in antagonising the woman after all.

“Where do you see yourself, dear, within my organisation I mean?  What skills do you have that we could perhaps utilise best?”

Olivia immediately felt a sense of panic. She’d been so excited at the possibility of paid employment that she’d simply not thought that far ahead! What was it that the Pritchard’s did again? She didn’t even know that! Her mother had simply described Mrs Pritchard as a businesswoman and left it at that. But what business? Olivia knew in her heart that she should have investigated the Pritchard’s and their businesses before attending this interview.

“Erm...I’m a hard worker I suppose? I’m good at interpersonal stuff. I like to learn new skills...,”she tapered off lamely.

“No dear, I mean what particular skills do you personally have that might be of some use to The Pritchard Corporation?”

Olivia wished very much that the sophisticated, elegant woman on the other side of the table would stop referring to her as ‘dear’. It made her sound like a teenager again. But of course, she would never dream of raising that with someone like Mrs Pritchard. Instead she blushed again and wondered why she’d worn something as unsuitably warm as her tweed ensemble.

“We do have quite a wide portfolio of interests as I’m sure you’re aware?”

Olivia squirmed a little on her hard seat.

“You have read our prospectus, Olivia?  It’s freely available on the internet I believe.”

Olivia shook her head, she couldn’t bring herself to make eye contact with the formidable woman.

“That’s interesting, young lady. You’re applying for a job in my organisation and yet you clearly have no idea what my organisation actually does? That’s quite...disrespectful, don’t you think?”

Olivia felt her stomach contort into a rictus of pain. It was true. That part of the process had completely evaded her. She’d thought, naively she now realised, that the interview would have been a pleasant, friendly chat followed by the offer of a nice, well-paid job. Olivia swallowed nervously at the thought of what her mum was going to say at yet another failure on her part. She realised that Mrs Pritchard had stopped talking and risked a look towards her.

The woman was examining her, her chin resting on her clasped hands. She was no longer smiling, her dark eyes seemed to glint, in fact.

“Although I hesitate to say this, young lady, you’re not exactly covering yourself with glory at the moment, are you?”

Olivia good feel her eyes beginning to moisten again. She wished she was anywhere at the moment rather than sat anxiously in front of this rather intimidating woman. Although her accusation was quite clearly correct, she had managed to screw up yet another opportunity. Perhaps her mother was right, perhaps she wasn’t as clever as she thought she was? What sort of fool wouldn’t prepare properly for an interview?

“I...I’m sorry, Mrs Pritchard. I’ve wasted your time this morning,” Olivia started to get to her feet.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Mrs Pritchard’s sharp, authoritative voice pulled her up short.

Olivia slumped back down into her seat, to defeated and demoralised to even argue.

" I didn't say give you permission to leave, young lady. In fact, as a favour to your mother, I've already decided to offer you a job here at the Pritchard Corporation."

Olivia could hardly believe her ears. A job! Oh gosh!

"I believe that somewhere, deeply hidden perhaps, there is at least some semblance of intelligence. I'm prepared to work with you, on the understanding that in return, you work hard for me?"

"Yes, yes of course, Mrs Pritchard! Thank you so much! I won't let you down...I promise."

Pricilla Pritchard nodded and smiled pleasantly. How on earth did Deidre Hilton produce such a foolish, naive, anonymous little thing like this, she wondered?

Chapter 7

Being led down the carpeted well-lit corridor, Olivia was at least a confirmation that she'd arrived back in the world of work. Her best skirt suit and favourite, crisp blouse, hold-up stockings and gleaming, black high-heels only served to bolster her confidence. She was back! And desperate to show what she could do. As the two of them rounded the corner, she was surprised to see a tea-trolley being piloted by a young woman. Hadn't Pritchard's heard about vending machines?

She wondered if this was the floor her office was on. It was nice and high, it probably had a great view, she thought. As they approached the trolley, Olivia's heart gave a little lurch. She recognised the girl in charge of it. Wasn't that Andrea Foster? The young woman was wearing a short, tight, grey skirt and a white, cotton shirt buttoned at the collar and wrists. Olivia still wasn't sure if it was her former friend. To the best of her knowledge, Andrea didn't own a skirt of any description.

And those unstylish, black-rimmed spectacles? Andrea was short-sighted, but she'd always worn contact lenses as long as Olivia had known her. A couple more strides and it became clear that Olivia and the trolley were headed towards the same destination. As the two parties paused outside the door, it soon became horribly apparent that the woman guiding the tea-trolley down the carpeted hallway was indeed Andrea. Her normally wild, red hair had been cut into a very unflattering pudding-bowl sort of style which hadn't helped to identify her.

Although it was her demeanour that had altered the most. Andrea had always been a member of the 'smart girl' clique. She was a feminist and a loud advocate for the supremacy of women in all areas of life. She had always been a bit of a wild child, a free spirit. Normally she dressed in jeans and a pair of boots and some sort of artfully torn, grubby looking top with her hair flowing out behind her while engaged in some sort of diatribe directed at someone she'd fallen out with.

The demure looking young woman in her smart, corporate attire on the other hand seemed to be an entirely different person. And were those heels she was wearing? Surely Andrea had never even owned a pair of heels before? She used to describe them disdainfully as a patriarchal device used to subjugate women...or something like that. And now here she was dressed as she was and pushing a tea-trolley! She'd been one of the cleverest girls in the class. What on earth had happened!?

Andrea had kept her eyes on the carpet and only just looked up. She recoiled a little as she noticed Olivia and blushed heavily, the red flush quickly rising up her pale skin. Margo noticed the brief interaction between the two of them.

"This is Andi, our tea girl. Have you two met before, Olivia?"

Olivia glanced across at poor Andrea. It would probably have been impossible to go a brighter shade of red. And what did the posh woman mean, tea girl?

"Erm...yes...I...we have."

"That's lovely!" Gushed Margo. "At least you'll have someone to talk to! At least when you're not busy anyway."

She leaned past Olivia and knocked briefly on the door before ushering Olivia in.

"You too, tea girl," called a disembodied voice that Olivia recognised only too well. And then she was stood awkwardly in front of her hated adversary, Alexandra Pritchard.

Alexandra's office was huge with a sweeping panoramic view over the river and the nice part of town. She was sat behind a large, intimidating desk looking as beautiful and as smug as Olivia remembered her. She looked Olivia up and down and raised her perfectly manicured eyebrows a little.

"Livvy Hilton! What a pleasant surprise! Mummy said that she'd be sending you over to my little empire. You're looking...erm...good. What have you been up to since we last spoke? Loads and loads I imagine!?"

Olivia felt her own face go red again.

"Oh...hi, Alexandra. It's good to see you again."

There was a brief silence, the smile disappeared from Alexandra's face just as soon as it had appeared.

"So, before we get down to business, can I offer you a tea or a coffee or something?"

The smile re-appeared again, like the sun coming out from behind a cloud.

"Oh, I forgot! You know Andi of course! Weren't you two chums at one time?"

Alexandra clicked her fingers and pointed to her desk, Andrea immediately took a cup and began to fill it with what smelled like rather nice coffee. Olivia tried to ignore the look of shame on Andrea's face as she placed the cup carefully on a table mat. And then stood sort of to attention by Alexandra's side without a word being exchanged between the two of them.

"Erm, yes. I know Andrea of course...from school," she added unnecessarily. Obviously she knew her from school and equally obviously, Alexandra already knew that. She bit her lip slightly. This was just terrible.

"The three of us were in the same class at school, Margo. What about that for a coincidence?"

The aristocratic-looking blonde smiled politely.

"The two of them were even in a little clique weren't you? What was it called again? Remind me, Livvy."

Olivia could feel her stomach clench at the thought.

"The...the educated girl's c...club," she managed to stutter out.

Behind her, Olivia could hear posh Margo give a delighted little giggle.

"Ah yes, I remember now. The Educated Girl's Club." Alexandra enunciated each word carefully and precisely. "Who was in it again, I don't think I was, was I ?"

Olivia shook her head, her face puce with shame. She heard a panicky squeal and realised it came from Andrea.

"You know who was in the club, tea girl. Tell us."

Olivia was shocked to see Andrea allow herself to be referred to as 'tea girl' without complaining. And, either her eyes had deceived her or hadn't Alexandra just pinched her bottom or something? Surely she hadn't?

"Me, Miss Alexandra, Olivia, Tamsin and Naga."

Miss Alexandra!? Why was feisty, combative Andrea Foster calling her boss, 'Miss Alexandra'?

"Oh I remember, Naga. Cute little Pakistani or something wasn't she? Spectacles, a bit of a nerd?"

Olivia heard another semi-stifled giggle from behind her.

"Yes, Miss Alexandra. I think so."

Olivia couldn't help but stare at Andrea. Both of them knew for a fact that smart, pretty Naga had a proud Indian heritage.

"So, Livvy, why wasn't I or any of my friends invited to join your little club?"

The answer was shriekingly obvious, thought Olivia. But wisely she kept her mouth closed and said nothing.

"I see. Well, I'm sure that's a topic we'll be returning to," Alexandra smiled at Olivia again. "But first we need to get you settled in, I suppose."

And then, without taking her eyes from Olivia.

"And you're dismissed, tea girl. Go and do whatever it is you do and then report back to me here at 6pm as usual. Off you go, chop chop."

Andrea quickly gathered her trolley and scurried from the room. Were those tears in her eyes? What the hell was going on, wondered Olivia.

"So, Livvy. My mother has suggested where you might fit into my structure and I've had a good think about it as well."

Olivia relaxed slightly, at least the bitch was going to keep her word and give her a job.

"Although, it's not that clear to be honest. I mean, what experience do you have? And an English degree, isn't that just like... a waste of time?"

Olivia licked her lips and tried hard not to rise to the bait. Really, she should just turn around and march out. But then what? Live with her mother for the rest of her life? Be subject to the woman's ceaseless moaning, not to mention having her bottom tanned on a regular basis? Alexandra smiled at her again, already the mere sight of her beautiful, perfectly even,, gleaming white teeth was beginning to irritate Olivia.

"But I've spoken with Margo here, and she thinks that she's got something for you. For the time being at least. So I want you to go with her and do what she says. Can you do that, honey?"

"Yes, I can do that," replied Olivia through almost gritted teeth, forcing herself to ignore the condescension in the entitled bitch's tone.

"Good. And I expect to see you here at 6pm on the dot as well before you go home this evening." Alexandra took one last look at her before returning to her phone.

A slight tug on her sleeve from Margo indicated that the interview was over, for now at least.

Chapter 8

Olivia followed he tall, haughty blonde back to the elevator and down they went to the ground floor. It seemed as if her new office wasn't going to be on one of the higher floors after all. Then they took the stairs down into the bowels of the building, along some dusty old corridors until they eventually found the kitchens. Olivia looked at Margo questioningly. She'd just had breakfast and it was too early for lunch.

They were met by a large woman with a shiny, perspiring face.

"This her?" She asked Margo.

"Yes, her name's Hilton. She'll be helping you down here for a while, Mrs Gray."

The florid, middle-aged woman looked Olivia up and down and made a sucking noise with her teeth.

"Follow me girl."

Olivia half turned to say something to Margo, but she was already halfway back towards the stairs.

"Did you hear me, girl!? Them potatoes won't peel themselves!"

Olivia's mouth opened and closed before she form the idea in her head.

"I...I hope you don't think that..."

"NOW GIRL!" bellowed the woman almost in her face.

Olivia literally jumped, the woman was really quite intimidating. The rolled up sleeves of her blouse revealed her large, meaty forearms. Now, down here in the aggressive woman's personal domain, didn't seem like the ideal moment to challenge her. Olivia allowed herself to be pushed and chivvied down into the main part of the kitchen itself.

It was like a scene from the Inferno. There were people everywhere rushing backwards and forwards with food and crockery. It was very warm down there as well accompanied by the smell of slightly rotten food and mouldy walls. Olivia was directed to a large sink by which stood a small mountain of potatoes and a peeler.

"Get on with it, girl. I'll be back shortly," the woman ordered, brusquely.

Olivia sniffed a little in self-pity. Was there time enough simply to leave? She was kidding herself she knew that. She wasn't even sure of the way back to the stairs, but more pressingly, Mrs Gray had frightened her into submission. With a sigh she picked up her first potato. And gosh, wasn't it hot down here?

What seemed like just minutes later she was startled to see the angry-looking woman towering over her.

"Is this all you've done!?" She demanded in a threatening tone.

Olivia felt her knees go weak. She looked at the small pile of peeled potatoes by her left elbow.

"Y...yes, I haven't had very long and I'm n...not used to..."

"Go and get me my spoon!

"I'm sorry...your spoon?"

"Go and ask that dark-haired girl over there. Yes the one by the range. And HURRY UP!"

Olivia almost fell over herself such was her hurry to get away from the woman. She approached the girl that Mrs Gray had pointed out and repeated the message. She almost had to shout to make herself heard over the noise in the kitchen. The girl pulled a sympathetic face and then led her to a table on which lay a large wooden spoon. She picked it up and handed it to Olivia. Olivia got the message, but surely the woman was only trying to frighten her. Surely she wasn't going to...Olivia was 23, nearly 24...

The woman took the spoon from Olivia's unresisting hand and then calmly tucked Olivia under her arm as if she was a child rather than a woman. When she realised what Mrs Gray was going to do, Olivia started to struggle, but of course the determined older woman was far too strong for her. Carefully the woman tucked the hem of Olivia's skirt into her pink knickers and then began to belabour her bottom and the exposed tops of her thighs with the spoon.

Olivia howled, it hurt terribly! She was concerned at first that she be the centre of amused attention, but after a while that just didn't seem to matter anymore. All that mattered was the pain and the intense heat radiating outwards from the centre of her bottom.

Smmack!

Smmack!

Smmack!

Slowly, relentlessly Olivia's bottom was roasted until eventually she was lifted back onto her feet. She howled and cried and stamped her feet. She held her swollen bottom in both hands and did a little 'spanking dance' too the evident amusement of a couple of younger girls who happened to be passing.

"These potatoes will be finished within the hour, girl. or I'll put you down for a caning."

Mrs Gray turned on her heel and left without another word. Olivia cried for a little longer before she realised that nobody was even slightly interested in her predicament. And when she opened her eyes, the mountain of potatoes was still there and now it had taken on a distinctly threatening appearance. With a few gulps and the back of her sleeve wiped across her tear-sodden cheeks, Olivia set back to work with renewed focus. A caning? That was a joke, surely?

She could feel the perspiration sliding down the inside of her cheap, nylon blouse. Quickly she shrugged off her heavy tweed jacket and got back to work. As she did so she promised herself that as soon as she could get out of this madhouse she was done...finished. She'd find another job and put the whole sorry experience behind her. Her mother might have to be placated admittedly, but even having to do that was better than this.

Olivia wasn't quite sure how much time had elapsed. She thought about retrieving her phone from the pocket of her jacket but baulked at the idea. It would be just her luck to get caught doing it when Mrs horrible Gray returned. And her bottom was still glowing beneath her tight pink knickers. Instead she quickly peeled yet another potato and added it to the growing pile. Oddly, she felt quite virtuous. She was actually doing something that was demonstrably useful. Her mother might actually be proud of her for once.

Eventually the bustling woman returned, Olivia felt herself quail. The woman looked at her and nodded her head almost imperceptivity as if to say 'that will do'.

"It's your lunchtime, girl. I'll see you back here in 30 minutes precisely and then we'll do something about those ridiculously inappropriate clothes. Well!?"

"Erm...yes, Mrs Gray."

"Good, off with you now."

Olivia wandered away, not even sure what to do. Where did she eat her lunch? Wasn't she actually a part of the staff now, did they feed her? Just then she caught sight of the two girls who'd witnessed her humiliation earlier and hurried after them.

Chapter 9

"Yeah, she's here now. Mum interviewed her a couple of days ago and now she's working for me. Haha, yes. I know... I know. You should see her in her mother's tweed suit! And her hair!! haha. it looks like she cut it herself in the mirror. Haha, No, really, I'm not joking! You have to come over! Yes, seriously. No, it isn't a problem. It's my company remember? Yes, yes. And do you remember that Foster person. That's right, the ginger-haired freak who fancied herself as some sort of brainiac, yes? Well she's here too. Just wait until you see what I've got her doing. Haha. No, no...I can't tell you. You'll just have to come over and see. You're not far away. It will be a laugh, I promise you. Ok, Ok...see you soon, bye."

***

"So how old are you. 23? Aren't you a little bit old for kitchen work? Me and Gemma are both 19 and we're the oldest!"

Olivia bit her lip anxiously and hesitatingly explained that it was her first day at Pritchard's and  that she'd been put in the kitchen until they found her somewhere more suitable. Gemma looked at her friend, Steph and both giggled. Olivia blushed and tried not to cry.

"Don't get upset, you sound just like that red-haired girl, Andi something or other. She told us the same thing and look at her now, She's lower even then we are."

The two rather common girls started to giggle again. Suddenly Steph stood up and brushed the crumbs from her cheap, green, nylon overall.

"Anyway, we gotta go. It's been nice meeting you,...what's your name again?

"Erm...Olivia."

Olivia glanced at her watch, the break in the scruffy little cafe had only been for twenty minutes. Gemma caught her eye.

"We get thirty minutes for lunch and then it's back to work or else..."

She mimed spanking her own backside. Olivia realised with a sudden shock that she two had to be back...or else. Hurriedly she drained her cup of tea and hurried back to work.

***

Andrea Foster was trying very hard not to cry. She was bent over Miss Margo's desk with her bottom in the air. The too-tight skirt taut across her buttocks. Just across from her and sat comfortably so that their heads were no more than two feet apart, Margo Ledbetter was scrolling through her phone and reading back some of the comments that had been left on it..

"She's rude and lazy."

"She gets the order wrong all the time."

"She's so slow!"

Andrea sniffed and bit her lip. It was her they were talking about of course. As her boss, Margo had instigated a scheme whereby staff members were encouraged to give feedback regarding her performance with the tea trolley. It was all so nasty and pointless, just another excuse to humiliate her. As if an excuse was absolutely necessary.

"She's quite scruffy as well."

"Her curtseying technique needs looking at."

Andrea could tell that her bitch of a boss was trying hard not to laugh at that particular one.

"Well, Foster, what do you have to say for yourself? Look at me when I'm speaking to you, girl!"

Andrea had to crane her neck awkwardly to look at Margo.

"I...I'm sorry, Miss Margo. I promise to try h...harder in future."

"Harder, Foster?"

"I'm sorry, Miss Margo. I promise to try much harder in future."

"Not good enough, girl! You've had plenty of warnings, haven't you? and yet I still get feedback like this? Well, now it's time to pay."

Andrea cringed as she heard the oh too familiar sound of Miss Margo's desk drawer opening. She knew only too well what that particular drawer contained.  Sure enough, a flexible, black leather paddle was placed almost under her nose. despite Andrea's best efforts, the tears began to slide down her nose. The paddle hurt very, very much.

This was also so terribly humiliating. She was 23 for goodness sake and yet here she was, about to get her bottom tanned by a woman who was a year younger than her, in her actual workplace! It would have been barely believable six months ago. But a lot had changed in those six months. her mother's health had deteriorated shockingly. Andrea had been forced to leave her job in design in the city and return to look after her. The problem was that she couldn't get a job in design back in her home town. And certainly not one that paid anything like her former job.

The bills had begun to mount, her mother had no savings or insurance, and then Andrea's own savings had begun to dwindle. And then her mother needed another operation, urgently that needed to be carried out privately by a skilled surgeon. In a panic, Andrea had reached out to the wealthiest people she knew, the Pritchard's and asked...no, begged for their help. Her own dignity was secondary to her mother's health.

She'd been interviewed by Alexandra Pritchard herself and taken on as an employee that same afternoon. Her mother had also been booked into see a famous specialist as well. However the Pritchard's largesse didn't come without some strings attached. She was to be a given a reasonably well paid job and her mother taken care of but in return, Andrea would have to sign a five year contract that gave Alexandra almost complete control of her life and how she was allowed to lead it. At the time, Andrea just hadn't cared about the small print and had willingly signed the document placed in front of her.

But ever since that date, she'd had plenty of time to regret her impetuousness. She found out almost immediately that she'd signed away almost everything but her soul to her former school friend. The contract was, of course, watertight. And a  legal gentleman had made it quite clear that if it was challenged in any way then the Pritchard's would regretfully have to remove their funding for the expensive medicines that were currently the only thing keeping her mother alive.

There was no real arguing with that. Andrea knew that she couldn't leave or be sacked from her position. Not if she wanted her mother to ever get well again anyway. She just couldn't risk antagonising the horrible Pritchard family in any way. She was a slave in all but name. But what else could she do?

So as a natural consequence, Alexandra employed her in any capacity that she considered suitable. Currently she was employed as the tea girl. Her job was simply to circulate the myriad of offices in the building enquiring, ever so politely if sir or madam required a beverage or something to eat. And not only that, she was required to dress in what was described as her 'corporate uniform'. Long sleeve, school-type white cotton blouse buttoned neatly at the collar a short, tight skirt, black nylon stockings and black medium heels. Her hair had been cut short as well and worn in a short bob.

The whole effect was really quite demeaning which, as Andrea knew very well, was what it was designed to be. She had always considered herself as something of a free spirit, so to be shoe-horned into a uniform especially at her age was almost painful. But her dislike of her uniform paled into insignificance compared to her fear of the women who took such pleasure in making her wear it.

Alexandra of course, was a horrible person. Andrea knew her from school where she used to mock the blonde girl's stupidity and shallow ignorance on an almost daily basis. She had always been a horrible person, but at school she'd been relatively powerless. She and her little girl-clique were sharp-tongued and bitchy but posed no other threat apart from that.

But now, Alexandra was in effect her mistress. There was virtually no check on her power or sense of entitlement. Andrea had discovered that Alexandra was not only an air-headed fool, but more worryingly she was both a cunning sociopath, and an inventive sadist. It didn't take her long to order Andrea to her 10th floor office and then instruct her to bend over her desk, much as she was bent over Margo's desk at the moment.

She'd indignantly refused of course, she had a reputation for feistiness to uphold after all. Alexandra had solved that by simply picking up the phone and asking to speak to the Registrar at St James Hospital, the establishment where her mother was clinging grimly onto life. That had been enough to break Andreas resolve. She had quickly bent over the desk and submitted to a dozen or strokes from a nasty leather strap that Alexandra just happened to have lying around.

It hurt like hell. Andrea remembered howling and screaming as the leather rebounded relentless off the seat of her skirt. Even when she was weeping with humiliation and pain her ordeal still wasn't over. Alexandra ordered her to remove her skirt and then bend over for a further dozen strokes. This time wrapping the leather belt, clumsily or otherwise, around her unmarked white thighs. There was no real need for the second dozen and both of them knew it. It was merely Alexandra exerting her authority as she saw fit.

But it worked, and from then on Andrea was as meek as a lamb. That respect that Alexandra had engendered in her also extended to those with any sort of authority over her. Miss Margo for instance was younger than her but a typical member of Alexandra's clique. She was pretty, obviously, with rich auburn hair and hazel eyes. She had that natural, entitled arrogance that only an English private school could bestow. She was polite and respectful to her superiors like Alexandra and her mother, but an absolute bitch to those she considered inferior to her, which was pretty much everyone else.

Once Alexandra had enough of humiliating her, Andrea was passed on to Miss Margo's department where the haughty young woman took great delight in belittling her. Margo learned from Alexandra all about Andrea's past. Her rebellious nature, her independence and pride in her academic achievements and then slowly but surely enjoyed erasing them. So now her formerly wild hair was cut short. Her individual style of dressing was curtailed by her corporate uniform. Her intellect mocked by her new role within Pritchard's, Much to Margo's amusement.

Andrea began to tremble as she heard Margo's heels click on the wooden floor. The bitch had come to stand directly behind her. Andrea hated moments like this. She knew Margo was appraising her bottom which felt unnaturally large beneath her tight skirt. The sudden contact of the woman's hand made her flinch, although it was a stroke rather than a spiteful slap.

"Keep still, Foster. You're a big girl now."

Andrea felt herself blush again. She knew exactly was Margo was like, what a cruel, heartless bully she was. But even then, Margo's words always made her cry.

Slaaap!

Andrea squirmed a little but managed to hold her position.

Slaaap!

The second stroke was harder than the first and Andrea couldn't help but gasp a little.

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Margo soon settled into a rhythm and Andrea quickly felt the heat building in her backside.

"Keep still, Foster. This is just a warm up before the main event. In five minutes time I'm going to start using my paddle, I know how much you like that."

Andrea could feel the tears forming.

"And while I paddle your fat little bottom, you're going to read out all the complaints that people have made about your lack of professionalism."

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

"And then, when your bottom's been paddled and is nice and red and sore, you and I will pay a visit to each of the people that you've upset and you will personally apologise to each one of them. Are we clear, Foster?"

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

Slaaap!

"Yes, Miss Margo, very clear, Miss Margo. Ow! Ow! Ow!...please, Miss Margo!"


Chapter 10

It was two weeks later. Olivia was sat at the breakfast table. She was dressed in her own corporate uniform, white blouse buttoned at the collar and a short grey skirt. It was Monday morning, and for some reason her mother was unaccountably in a good mood, happy even. Olivia didn't like to question why her mother was in a good mood, but she didn't have to.

"How's work going, dear? I'm so glad that you took my advice and got a job at Pritchard's."

Olivia said nothing, just concentrated on her toast. In truth she'd been trying to screw together the courage to tell her mother that she was going to hand her notice in at Pritchard's.

"Because now that we haven't got your dad's pension I'm not sure we'd manage without your money coming into the house every week. I have to admit that...and you're quite well paid aren't you?"

Olivia looked up at the slight tremor in her mother's voice.

"You haven't got dad's pension? Why?"

"Apparently the pension fund went bust or something and the payments have stopped."

Deidre wiped a tear from the corner of her eye.

"Is that even legal?"

"Apparently your dad's company was bought out and there's a loophole where they don't have to carry on paying out pensions any more. I've got the letter somewhere."

Olivia had a sudden sinking feeling in her stomach.

"But now that your money's coming in, we might just be okay."

"Mum, how do you know how much I get paid?"

Her mother at least had the decency to blush.

"Because your salary is paid directly into my account, Livvy. You know how terrible you are with money, don't you? Well, I spoke with Pricilla Pritchard and explained the situation. She said that she'd speak with your boss and see if something could be done, and it looks as if it has."

Olivia looked open-mouthed at her mother. Her salary was being paid into her mother's account without her knowledge, let alone her permission! That wasn't right, surely?

"Don't look at me like that dear. I fed and watered you and put a roof over your head for eighteen years and then for three years after that while you were wasting your time at university. Don't worry, I'll give you some spending money."

"But you can't just steal my money! I mean, I earned..."

Even before she could finish the sentence her mother had grasped her by the end and literally dragged her into the living room.

"Mum, please...you can't!"

Deidre kept a firm hold of her daughter's thin wrist while she snatched up the oval, wooden-backed brush from the cabinet. Olivia squealed and struggled even more, but the outcome was the same as all those other times. Olivia was upended over her mother's knee and the hairbrush applied expertly to the seat of her knickers and the backs of her thighs.

***

On the bus to work, Olivia carefully shuffled from one bottom cheek to another to alleviate the pain in them slightly. all the while planning how she was going to escape the terrible quandary she was in. Even forty-five minutes later as she slowly climbed the sort flight of stairs up to the office Olivia's bottom was still sore and stinging. She'd applied a little make-up and hoped that nobody noticed that she'd been crying.

Her mother had spelled it out with the aid of the brush that the two of them really needed her wage, and unless Olivia was bringing her salary into the house then she may as well go upstairs right now, pack her bags and leave. And (spank) did (spank) she (spank) understand (spank) that (spank) or (spank) did (spank) she (spank) want (spank) the (spank) situation (spank) explained (spank) to (spank) her (spank) yet (spank) again? (spank, spank, spank, spank, spank.)

Olivia had kicked and fought and pleaded with her mother to stop, but the woman was most insistent. Only when Olivia had been reduced to a snot-nosed, bawling repentant infant was she allowed to her feet to commence her little spanking dance of shame. As her daughter howled and clasped her hands to her scorched backside, Deidre reflected on a job well done.

.

Chapter 11

What she should do of course was stay on the bus and get off at the station. And then just get a ticket to anywhere before using her natural intelligence to find herself a job more worthy of her abilities. That's what she should do. However there were one or two practical difficulties. Olivia didn't have a penny on her or access to either of her two credit cards. Her mother had confiscated both of them a long time ago. And where would she go? And where would she stay?

She was too ashamed to show her face to her former flatmates in the city, and anyway that was far too expensive a place to live. But apart from that she didn't have any friends or contacts anywhere else that she could get in touch with easily. Her mum still had her phone with all her numbers in it and it didn't seem as if she was going to relinquish that any time soon. She wasn't allowed to use her mum's ancient computer either unless the woman was actually present herself, standing over her shoulder.

So without her phone or the internet, she couldn't even access job vacancies. And even if she could how was she going to get to an interview? And if she left her job at Pritchard's, for any reason, she had absolutely no doubt that her mother would carry out her threat of making her leave the house, and then she really would be in trouble! Where would she go, what could she do?

She couldn't even plan anything with Andrea. The two met several times a day in passing but were officially forbidden from talking to one another. They'd exchanged sympathy and hurried messages with each other with each other on the rare occasions when they couldn't be overheard. Olivia had discovered to her horror that Andrea, feisty independent Andrea was living in the Pritchard's mansion when she wasn't at work as a sort of live-in maid!

For some reason this news had depressed Olivia's spirits even further. It just seemed as if there was no end to the power and reach of the Pritchard's. They had managed to take control over Andrea's life by some sort of blackmail process as far as she could make out. And if they could do that to Andrea, what was stopping the Pritchard's from trying to do the same thing to her? They knew now that, thanks to her own mother's stupidity, Olivia needed the money from her job to keep their heads above water.

So what should she do? Run away and hide herself somewhere? But then what would her mother do? And where would she go anyway? She was only fooling herself, wasn't she? Those questions were still preying on her mind when she passed reception on her way to the kitchens. The attractive blonde behind the desk caught her eye.

"Alexandra wants to see you in her office, Hilton, right away," the teenage receptionist smirked at her happy in the knowledge that Olivia was one of the few people lower in the pecking order than she was.

"And you can't use the lift by the way, stairs only for your grade."

Olivia felt herself flush at the receptionist's mean behaviour. Not that she could do anything about it of course. Meekly she turned and made her way to the stairs. Ten rapid flights later she was blowing hard and sweating. She composed herself, brushed her skirt carefully and then knocked on Alexandra's door. She could hear voices and waited until there was a pause before knocking again.

Olivia swallowed nervously. She hated being up here on the top floor. Just standing there brought it home to her how far removed she was from any sort of position of authority or responsibility she was. Standing outside Alexandra's door like a recalcitrant schoolgirl also reminded her horribly of that 6pm meeting on her first day ay Pritchard's

The one where she and poor Andrea had been so horribly humiliated and then subsequently caned by Alexandra in front of Margo Ledbetter. Both of them being made to hitch up their skirts and bend over Alexandra's desk. By that time Olivia was so defeated by her time in the kitchens that she didn't even have the willpower to resist. Clearly Andrea was used to this sort of treatment and obediently presented her panty-clad backside to the horrible blonde bitch.

Olivia paused for a second realising that this was a crucial point in her relationship with Alexandra. if she submitted now, she'd always be the entitled girl's plaything, but on the other hand... Alexandra had used the tip of the long, evil looking cane to tap her desk and told Olivia to place her nose there. Slowly, ever so slowly, she did as she was told. The fight had quite gone out of her.

The caning had been terrible. It really, really hurt. The humiliation of being punished in front of a former school friend, someone who actually knew her, had quickly been superseded by the ferocious sting in her bottom as the cane found its target with unerring accuracy. She'd cried and begged but it was all to no avail. Olivia had her bottom well and truly striped that evening in front of a highly amused Margo Ledbetter.

And now here she was again, knocking timorously on Alexandra's door as if she was the respected and much-feared headmistress of their former esteemed educational establishment.

"Enter."

Slowly, Olivia did as she was told. Inside the room was Alexandra sat, as usual, behind her large, imposing desk. However, to her side lounging in a comfortable armchair sat another face Olivia had no difficulty in placing. Elaine Atkins, friend of Alexandra and well-known former school bully. She felt her face flush in embarrassment as the woman's eyes flickered over her. What on earth must Elaine think, seeing her like this?

"Why if it isn't little Miss Swotface, the teacher's pet herself? How are you Swotface? Long time no see."

Olivia bit her lip nervously. Despite her age, she still felt a little churn of terror in her stomach when being addressed by Elaine Atkins.

"I'm sorry, Elaine, she's still relatively new to the business. What do you say when a superior addresses you, Hilton?"

"I...I'm very well thank you, Miss Atkins. How are you?"

Olivia cringed as the woman smirked at her and gave a little giggle.

"Miss Atkins, hey? Now that's something I could get used to. Especially from a little non-entity like you."

Olivia looked down at her highly polished shoes.

"You used to think you were quite something, didn't you? You and your geeky little friends? And now look at you, a kitchen assistant working for Alexandra. Haha. I'll bet mummy's ever so proud of you?"

Olivia blinked but couldn't stop the tears trickling down her nose.

"Well, carried on Elaine completely unbothered by Olivia's evident distress, "I have some news for you and mummy."

Olivia made herself look up at Elaine's haughty, smirking face.

"I've been speaking to Alexandra and she's been kind enough to offer me a role here at Pritchard's."

Olivia felt her stomach lurch. Surely, surely this couldn't be true, could it?

"Yes, I thought you'd like that," said Elaine with a little giggle. "And because my new role is management, obviously, I'm going to need my own personal assistant. Alexandra suggested that although you're new and from what I hear, fairly useless she's going to put you on my team. What do you say to that?"

Olivia sobbed, this couldn't be happening to her! A few weeks ago, although it seemed like years, she was the thrusting young executive working at a job she loved in a lovely office and sharing a nice flat in the City with her friends. And now here she was in a 'job' if working in the kitchens could be described as a job, that she hated surrounded by horrible people and living at home with her mother!

"Owwww!"

Olivia gave a startled squeal. Alexandra had risen from her chair and slapped her across the tight seat of her skirt. It wasn't so much painful as deeply humiliating.

"Answer Miss Atkins, Hilton. Surely you're clever enough to understand the question?"

"Thank you, Miss Atkins, I'd love to be on your team," Olivia replied.

And in a sense it was true. All she wanted was a chance to prove herself in a business capacity, something she was never going to achieve while stuck in a greasy kitchen all day. So, despite the obvious downside of working for a bully like Elaine Atkins, it was at least a step in the right direction?

Chapter 12

"Come in, Mrs Pritchard, come in. I'm just explaining to Hilton here the importance of concentration and accuracy in the corporate workplace."

Pricilla Pritchard couldn't help but smile as she stepped over the threshold into Elaine Atkins' smart corner office. On her knees with her back to her squatted the company's newest intern, Livvy Hilton. And if Pricilla was being quite honest, the girl had only achieved that role due to Alexandra's insistence. She clearly wasn't cut out for anything more senior at the moment, despite her age and her so-called experience.

Slowly Pricilla strolled around the girl so that she could see what she was concentrating so hard on. In front of her were four glass jars with labels that read blue, green, red and yellow. Each of the jar already had a number of paperclips that corresponded with the colour on the label. In the middle of the jars was a mound of paperclips that had all been mixed together. Livvy was using a small pair of tweezers to sort out the jumbled mess into their appropriate containers.

It was all Pricilla could do to prevent herself from laughing out loud at the sight. And not only that but what was the young woman wearing? It looked like some sort of uniform, it certainly reminded her of something. Oh yes, of course. How appropriate.

"The uniform, Elaine? Was that your idea, or Alexandra's?"

Elaine grinned back at her.

"I'd say it was a joint decision, Mrs P. We both felt that Hilton needed putting in her place. And hopefully making her wear her old school uniform to work will ensure that she doesn't get too big for her boots. Especially now that she's been promoted from kitchen duties up here to corporate."

"Yes, I seem to recall that she always had ideas above her station. I spoke to her dear mother only a few days ago."

Here Pricilla raised her eyebrows at Elaine to signify what she really felt about Olivia's 'dear mother'.

"And we both agreed that darling Livvy has been guilty of setting her sights way to high. Isn't that so, Livvy?"

Olivia scrambled hastily to her feet and stood, clumsy and red-faced, at attention in front of the tall, intimidating woman.

"Yes, Mrs Pritchard, ma'am. It's something I have been guilty of in the past, and I apologise for it. it won't happen again."

Pricilla nodded regally. Really! What did the silly little thing look like in her white blouse and striped St Anne's school tie?

"See it doesn't, my girl. I hate having to discipline you as you know. But I would feel it remiss of me if I didn't. Do you understand me?"

"Yes, ma'am."

"That's a nice little badge you have pinned there. What does it say?"

Pricilla pointed at Olivia's left breast and watched amused as the girl blushed beautifully.

"It says, The Educated Girl's Club, ma'am."

"Does it now? Well, I can see that you're busy with your important task right now, but at 5.30 I'd like you to report to my office where we can discuss the meaning of 'The Educated Girl's Club' at some greater length."

Olivia swallowed nervously feeling the tightness of her blouse collar around her throat. She blinked rapidly to try and dispel the tears forming, but with only limited success.

"Yes, ma'am," she managed to croak.

"Now, dear. Back to this morning's task. I'd hate you to fall behind. Heaven knows how much that might annoy Miss Atkins. However I get the impression that in your case that more practise is essential."

Saying this, Pricilla Pritchard leaned down and carefully emptied the jars of separated paper clips back into the large mixed-up pile before smiling sweetly at Olivia and leaving the room.

"I still want them sorted by lunch time, Hilton. Either that or your bottom is going to suffer again. Are we understood?"

"Yes, Miss Atkins, fully understood."

"Good, in that case I'll leave you to it. I suppose I'll have to go to the cafe and get my own coffee this time?"

Olivia resumed her place on her knees and reached forward to select a red paper clip. There had to be a way out of this nightmare. There just had to be. But until then...

The End
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