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Chapter 1

Gillian Cooper watched as the young girl in front of her visibly quailed.

"This report just isn't good enough, young lady. I don't know what they're teaching in universities nowadays, but accuracy and legibility clearly aren't high on the list. Now, please take it out of my sight and have it ready for Monday morning. I don't care what you have to do to get it done. Just get it done!"

Gillian glared at the most recent recruit to her department until the pretty, dark-haired girl got the message, turned and fled.

***

Gillian didn't particularly enjoy bellowing at her subordinates, particularly at new girls like Leah. It made her slightly uncomfortable for one. She wasn't a natural bully.  But if things were worth doing, they were worth doing well in her opinion. And her opinion was the only one that truly counted, particular in her well-run department. She turned back to her own computer and entered her password onto it. She was naturally well-organised, but she was meticulous about maintaining the security of her IT equipment.

She could feel her heartbeat increase a she waited for the computer to boot before logging in to her favourite site. She held her breath for a second. Yes! There was a message waiting for her to read. She felt the constriction in her throat as she clicked on it. It was from him. It was over five minutes old.

“Answer this as soon as you read it, gillian.”

Hurriedly she fumbled for her keyboard and typed her answer.

“I’m sorry, sir. My meeting overran, sir.”

There was no immediate reply. She minimised the chat page and opened the spread sheet that she’d been working on. She tried to concentrate on her work, but kept flicking back to the chat screen. She simply daren’t be late a second time. After about the sixth time she noticed the reply bar starting to flash.

“What meeting?”

“A management meeting, sir,” she typed, hurriedly.

A smiling emoji appeared on her screen.

“Why the fuck are you in a management meeting, gillian? We both know that you shouldn’t be there, don’t we?”

She felt that familiar feeling in her stomach. Tension, fear, excitement? She was never really sure.

“Yes, sir.”

“Although if you were in charge of the tea trolley. That would have been acceptable.”

“Yes, sir.”

Her hand strayed down to her skirt.

“Were you in charge of the tea trolley, gillian? Handing out teas and coffees to your superiors?”

“No, sir.”

“Because doing that would have been more in line with your actual ability, wouldn’t it?”

Gillian loosened the zip on her skirt and slipped her hand inside the waistband.

“Yes, sir,” she typed one-handed.

She bit her lip. What the hell was she doing? She was a well-qualified accountant, experienced and respected. Why was she exchanging emails with a man she’d never met, or indeed was never likely to meet? It was quite a surreal experience. She ran a finger down her knickers. The screen flashed as another message was being composed; she rubbed herself through the thin, nylon material.

“Tell me again what you do all day, gillian? Apart from jill yourself off, that is?”

Another smiling emoji accompanied the question.  She rubbed at herself again, strumming her slowly engorging clit.

“I’m the office manager, sir. A senior accountant, sir.”

“Really, gillian?”

“Yes, sir, I am, sir.”

He knew very well what she was and what she did. He just liked to hear her say it before launching in to one of his diatribes,

“I doubt it, gillian. I doubt you’re a manager. You don’t seem like the assertive type to me, not really.”

Gillian inserted a finger into herself; her knickers were quite damp now.

"Haven’t we established that you’re a jellyfish, gillian?  Haven’t we established that beyond any reasonable doubt? Haven’t we agreed it?

“Yes, sir. We have, sir.”

“Repeat your affirmation for me, gillian. Let’s make it clear that you understand your position.”

“I, gillian brown, have the spine of a jellyfish and the brains to match.”

“That’s a good girl, gillian.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Imagine making you go into the office and saying that to your so-called subordinates?”

“Yes, sir. That would be very embarrassing, sir.”

Gillian began to increase the speed of her ministrations. It would be very humiliating. She could imagine herself stood in the big office on the other side of her door, in front of all her staff, even the interns. Maybe standing on her chair, getting everyone’s attention and the launching into her affirmation.  I, Gillian Brown, have the spine of a jellyfish and the brains to match.

Imagine the looks of surprise on their faces? Or would it more likely be amusement, or maybe even pity? Their tough, assertive boss, standing on a chair in her expensive suit and high heels, earnestly explaining to them that, rather than the dominant woman in the room, she was in fact a jellyfish with all the personal characteristics that shameful name suggested.

She inserted a finger more deeply into herself through her sopping, nylon panties.

“Embarrassing  perhaps, gillian, but true. As we both know. Don’t we, little Miss Jellyfish.”

“Yes, sir,” she typed.

She rubbed at her sex more urgently, running the scenario through her mind. Her debasing herself in front of her staff. Her deepest, darkest fears exposed for all to see. Her real self, not her manufactured image, laid bare. The stranger on the other end of the computer had immediately picked up on her frail self-image. She wasn’t even sure how, they’d chatted a while about themselves, well about her really and then gradually she’d exposed herself more and more. Looking back on it she realised she was unburdening herself to him.

His very anonymity was comforting somehow. She knew they’d never meet. Well, she assumed that they’d never meet, and therefore she felt able to talk about things that really bothered her. Like a friend, but a friend that wasn’t going to judge her. Not that she had a lot of friends, but telling any of them what she told the anonymous man on the internet was impossible.

How could she tell friends, or work colleagues, or God forbid, her family what was really in her head? The fact that, despite her qualifications and her experience, and the senior positions that she’d held, she thought of herself as essentially worthless? She wasn’t particularly clever, she knew that. She spent half her working life worried that at any moment someone was going to call her out. To actually challenge her regarding her skill, or more worryingly, her lack of skill.

She was quite good at maths, but so what? So were plenty of other people, younger, more intelligent, more attractive people. All her employers had to do was to find one of them and replace her, it would be as easy as that. And then what was she going to do? She had a nice house, but it was bought with a big mortgage, she had a newish car, but it was on lease hire. She had a daughter to support as well,  one whose private school fees took a significant chunk of her salary.

So she needed her job or more accurately, the salary it produced. There was a bit of a recession going on at the moment and jobs were quite scarce, certainly scarce at the sort of salary she was going to need. So she did what she normally did, worked hard and kept her head down. And that was why chatting with this intelligent, perceptive man online had been such a release. There was no need for pretence with him, no need for self-delusion.

He understood straight away what she was, a fraud, and a chancer. An over-promoted nobody. Things he certainly wasn’t shy of telling her either. And it was so liberating somehow. She could reveal her true self to him and then receive his, often scathing, judgement regarding her lack of ability. It was as if he could just tear aside the veils that she’d habitually hidden herself behind and see her for what she was.

And she deserved his judgement, she could see that now. As if receiving it somehow was an act of absolution, she confessed her sins to an anonymous man on the internet and he punished her with his cruel but accurate observations regarding her intelligence or her appearance or her self-worth. She realised that he hadn’t replied to her last comment, she stared at the conversation bar as if somehow she could mentally force him to say something.

With a sigh, she took her fingers out of her cunt and used both hands to type.

“Please, sir. With the greatest respect, sir. Your jellyfish is still here, sir.”

God! 'Your jellyfishl!?' What was she doing? Just writing the words sent little shocks of pleasure through her. But it wasn’t quite the same a reading the degrading, humiliating things he said to her. She gave it another minute or so before returning reluctantly to her spreadsheet. She’d wait just as long as it took for him to reply. He was her master, her sir, and they both knew it. She sometimes wondered if he left her like this on purpose, just to emphasise the gulf in status between them.

She often masturbated in the safety of her own bed imagining what her online master looked like. Was he short or tall, dark or fair, married or single? Not that it mattered particularly, the things that she did know about, his intelligence, his confidence, his apparently cruel nature, were enough to enthral her. But it was always quite exciting to imagine him, strong and dominant in bed, telling her rather than asking her how it was going to be. Spanking her maybe, for being out of line, paddling her for disobedience or talking back?

Sometimes she fingered herself imaging him, the man she'd never met, as her boss here at work. Tall, handsome, dark-haired, cruel, but kind of sexy. Rather than being his equal, she was his underling. Rather than sending her away to redo a badly done piece of work, he'd just take her across his knee and spank her. Heavy, open-handed slaps that echoed throughout at his office while she kicked and squealed but tried desperately to keep her noise to the minimum to avoid her colleagues hearing what was going on.

Then she'd be stood in the corner, her hands on her head, her skirt tucked into the waistband and her knickers banded humiliatingly around her ankles. and there she'd stay until he allowed her to leave. It could be five minutes, it could be an hour. It all depended on how he was feeling at the time. There wasn't any rhyme or reason to his decisions, they were merely arbitrary as befitting a man of his seniority.

Gillian glanced at the door to her office. Dare she plunge her hand inside her knickers again? Mary, her busting, effective secretary was sat just on the other side of it. And although she always knocked on the door, she usually entered without being invited. The thought of being discovered with her hands down her pants by the older woman was almost enough in itself to set her off again. Instead she paused, took a deep breath and re-opened her spreadsheet.


Chapter 2

She was only late by thirty minutes or so that evening. She'd worked really hard on the case she was involved in and had almost caught up. As a treat for her and her daughter, she stopped off and got them a pizza to share. When she got in, the girl was still in her school uniform, sat at the living room table writing on a pad and surrounded by books. She was a good girl, thought Gillian proudly. Hard-working, diligent, kind and nice to everyone. And, as a bonus, she was a very good athlete. She'd represented the county on numerous occasions. Which was almost entirely down to her bastard of a father and his genetic make-up, she had to admit.

And Richard was a bastard, there was no doubt about it. A selfish, manipulative bastard with a very expensive gambling addiction as it turned out. Once he'd spent all his own money, he turned to spending hers, even going as far as to take out a second mortgage by forging her signature on the application form. That was a step too far even for someone as non-confrontational as Gillian. She had to divorce him, for her own peace of mind and her daughter's financial future. She thought afterwards that she should have informed the relevant authorities of his crimes, but that may have deprived her daughter of her dad's presence when she was growing up. So instead she said nothing and shouldered the burden of the second loan and the maxxed out credit cards that were also in her name.

She hadn't spoken to him for five years. He'd remarried and moved far away and he seemed to  barely remember his daughter's birthday. The result of Richard's disappearance was the Gillian no longer had a male figure in her life. And as every year passed, there seemed to be less and less chance of her finding one. She went out occasionally with people from work, but her male colleagues were married, too old, or deeply unattractive.

That's how she'd discovered him on the internet, or rather he'd discovered her. A chance meeting on a dating site. Somehow they liked the same sort of things, the same music, the same films etc. Which would be fairly natural considering he was only a couple of years older than her 39? They talked for a long time, he never asked her anything unusual or untoward. He told her he was in education and she told him she was an accountant.

He didn't ask where, and neither did she. There was still that element of secrecy. After all, nobody ever knows who's really on the other side of their monitor, do they? But she found him very easy to talk to. He listened to her problems, unlike most men, and then gave her intelligent, sensible feedback. He also had a daughter and they exchanged stories and teen-angst anecdotes. They even swapped recent photos of their respective daughters and cooed over them.

After a couple of months of almost nightly exchanges via the dating app, he asked her if he could have her email. Again, there was no suggestion of impropriety. He even suggested she should get herself an email that didn't reference her or give away anything about her. A good email address was more secure and safer than using the app, didn't she agree? Gillian did agree and at the same time cancelled her monthly subscription to the dating site.

The conversation flowed even more regularly until it was not only daily but often for quite a considerable time. She became very comfortable around him, blasé even. She discussed her work with him at some length, how she felt unappreciated and how under pressure she felt from some of her bosses, and how she was worried that her subordinates might be starting to dislike her. They became regular topics of conversation between the two of them.

She remembered when it all come to a head one evening. She was talking about her daughter and how she was worried that she was maybe struggling at her expensive private school, and what could she do about it.

"Have you ever thought that Emma might take after you?" The question flashed across the screen.

She was angry at first.

"How do you mean?"

"Have you ever thought that Emma takes after you as regards her character? That her passiveness might well be a signal to her teachers and the other girls?"

"Who says I'm passive!?" She typed, feeling indignant.

"You do, Gillian. Every time we chat."

Gillian remembered stalking away from her computer and going to pour herself a glass of wine. When she got back to her computer, he was gone.

"Hi, mum. How's things?"

Her daughter's cheerful greeting interrupted her thoughts.

"I'm fine thanks, love. Sorry I'm late. I had a few things to catch up on. How was school?"

"Oh, it was okay thanks. You know, the usual?"

Did she detect a slight change in the timbre of her daughter's voice.? Or was she just imagining it? Gillian watched her as she got up from the chair and stretched. Despite her rather juvenile uniform, something her snooty school insisted on for all their pupils, even 18 year olds like her daughter, she was quite the young lady now in her coltish, athletic sort of way. She was already taller than her mother and was certainly better proportioned with a quite prominent backside and pert little breasts.

The two went into the kitchen, Gillian sliced the pizza, and her daughter put the kettle on. They chatted about their respective days and then cuddled up on the sofa together to watch some TV before eventually the girl declared that she needed to get out of her school clothes and get a shower. Left on her own for a while, Gillian's mind drifted back to what had happened with Carl.

***

He hadn't been on the next day either, which was a bit of a surprise. The following day she tentatively left a message

"Hi, Carl, is everything okay?"

No answer, perhaps he was busy or something? He'd introduced himself as Carl, which was his name on the dating site as well. She waited, but still no reply. With a slight shrug of her shoulders, she got back to work. It was a particularly busy time in the office and it was lunch time almost before she knew it. She took the opportunity to email Carl again.

"Hi, Carl, I'm free atm if you want to talk?”

She went out for something to eat. When she got back the first thing she did was to check her computer. Nothing. She looked at the blank screen as if willing him to say something. Then she opened her work screen and buried herself in the job. Every so often she checked back in, still nothing. She was vaguely worried. She hoped he was okay. She realised she knew next to nothing about him really.

His name was Carl, he was 42, he worked in education and he had a pretty daughter named Lindsay who was a similar age to her own daughter. He was also well-read, erudite and amusing. Much more so than anyone she'd met recently in the rather mundane life that she was currently leading. She realised with a sudden pang that she missed him, missed their regular chats about their lives. She smiled to herself, theirs was the perfect relationship really, all the advantages of discussion and human interaction without the need for commitment.

She shook her head, this was ridiculous! They weren't married or anything! She didn't even know what he looked like. He was probably away on business or something, maybe he was on holiday? She still missed him tough. She called up the particular website that they used and typed,

"Hi, Carl. Are you ok?"

She looked at the words and for a second and then added,

"I'm worried."

There was still no  reply five hours later when she packed her bag for her drive home. Later, when she was curled up in her armchair with a bottle of wine, it occurred to her that her last actual chat with Carl had ended rather abruptly. She took out her phone and scrolled back through it. It was the discussion about how she was worried that her daughter might be being bullied at school and had ended when he'd annoyed her about her alleged passivity.

Tentatively she logged in and then typed

"Hi Carl, if I've said something that upset you I'm sorry."

Although she wasn't sure what she'd actually said to cause offence.

Almost immediately, her phone pinged. Her heart gave a little bounce when she saw who the message was from.

"What do you want?"

It was brusque but at least it was a reply.

"I was worried about you."

"Why?"

That was a good question, why was she worried?

"Because you hadn't replied to any of my messages?"

"Why do you think I didn't reply?"

"I was worried something might have happened to you?"

"I'm fine."

She looked at the blank screen waiting for him to add something. He didn't.

"Look, I'm not sure what I said, but I'm sorry."

"How old are you, Gillian?"

"I'm 39. You know that?"

"And yet you act like a much younger woman? You flounced away from our last discussion without even telling me."

So that what all this was about.

"Look, I've said I'm sorry."

"That's not the issue, Gillian. I think you like our little chats and talking through your problems with me, don't you?"

"Yes," she couldn't deny that.

"So do I. But you can't just march away from a discussion because it's not going your way, can you?"

"No, you're right. I'm sorry."

"You're right to apologise, but really all I want to do is help you? If you'll let me?"

How could she say no to that?

"I will, Carl. It's just that I'm a little sensitive about that subject?

"Which subject?"

She couldn't think of the word. Or if she could, she didn't want to use it. Fortunately, Carl was here to help her out.

"Your passivity, your lack of a backbone?"

She made herself answer him. He was right after all.

"Yes."


Chapter 3

That admission was probably the turning point in their relationship. It was a subject that scared Gillian and one which, therefore, she had never really discussed with anyone. But what was the harm in explaining how she felt to a totally anonymous man? He was clearly clever and perceptive; nobody else had identified her problem. In a sense, it was like having her own, free, psychiatrist.

He'd finished her conversation there and then. Go away and think about it, he'd said. Don't make a rash decision. Think about it, and if she wanted him to help her, all she had to do was ask. He'd be available at 2pm the next afternoon. Just then Emma came down in her dressing gown with her hair wrapped in a towel and made them both a hot chocolate before bed. Their usual night-time ritual.

Gillian could hardly wait for the next day; she played it over and over in her head. Although what she had to say might be painful, what was the worst that could happen? He wasn't anyone she knew, she needn't need to worry about being judged by him. He wasn't going to tell anyone what she said. It was a totally, risk free as far as she was concerned. She found herself watching the clock for almost the thirty minutes it took before her office clock told her it was 2pm.

"Hi, Carl."

"Hi, gillian."

"I've been thinking about what you said last night."

"And?"

"And I think it would be great if we chatted."

"Chatted?"

"Yes, about my problem."

"That's good, gillian. That's a great start. It’s always good to admit that you have a problem. It makes it so much easier."

"Thanks. I'm a bit nervous though, so please bear with me."

"Of course. So tell me about yourself, the younger gillian. Let’s see if we can't get to the root of your problem?"

Gillian smiled despite herself. He was clever enough to identify the issue straight away. Perhaps this wasn't going to be as bad as she'd first feared? Taking a deep breath, she launched into brief history of her early life.  Her parents were quite old when she was born and they brought her up in a strict, very traditional manner. Her education was most important to them, she had gone to a prep school and then an academic, private school where she was bullied quite a lot.

Her elderly parents were very ambitious for her, and everything was geared around working hard and academic achievement. They expected her to excel at everything, and when, invariably, she didn't, they were quick to punish her. She was spanked on a regular basis, over mummy or daddy's knee with her knickers pulled to her ankles and her bare bottom being slowly roasted along with a lecture on just exactly why she'd failed this time. Nor were they interested in any excuse that she may have.

Even when she did achieve, and she was actually good at mathematics, her parents weren't overly enthusiastic. That's the standard you should achieve on a regular basis, dear, her mother had told her, not only in one or two subjects. Nevertheless, she'd worked really hard at school, partly she suspected to prove something to her parents. She'd achieved good grades, and was accepted at a good university. Her father's old college in fact.

Once the excitement of being away from home had worn off, however, it soon became increasingly obvious to her that she was surrounded by really intelligent people. As opposed to moderately intelligent people who had worked their socks off, like she had. That was when she'd first started getting that sinking feeling in her stomach, that feeling that perhaps she wasn't quite good enough and didn't belong.

The only way out of it, as far as Gillian could see was to work even harder, to sacrifice her free time, to largely ignore the social side of university life and simply just commit herself to working towards her degree. She passed of course, but she could tell that her parents were slightly disappointed with her upper second class effort, as opposed to a first. Her daddy's connections got her a job as a trainee accountant and she went on to qualify in that profession. And now she was fairly senior, although not exactly happy.

"Why are you unhappy, Gillian?"

She remembered that question as if it was yesterday. Why wasn't she happy? A professional career, a nice house, a nice car, a lovely daughter? Surely she was well along the path to contentment?

“My life is dominated by the fact that, despite my academic achievements and my nice house and all nice the things in it, I am a failure. I half expect the door to my office to be thrown open at any moment and senior management to march in and fire me for some unspecified failure on my part. I expect to be dismissed without a reference and then struggle to find another, similarly well paid, job. I worry then about my large mortgage and my car loan, and Emma’s education. Where would we go? Who would look after us?"

There, she'd said it. She'd told someone what was actually on her mind rather than bottling it all up inside her and trying to ignore it.

And it felt good! It felt liberating! So she carried on.

“The problem was that I always thought to myself that every job I got was a fraud, every promotion just luck. That was because I knew for certain that I wasn’t one of the clever ones, just a hard worker. I also knew I wasn’t one of the effortlessly pretty ones either. As I described earlier, I’m more of the plain-faced, adolescent boy-shaped girl. Nor can I play sport, sing, or play a musical instrument. All I have is work, an area that I feel I’ve progressed through by default. And a career that was chosen to a large extent by my father. My defects, and I have many, stem from this basic insecurity I think. Essentially, I don’t deserve the things that I have. I really need to be exposed for what I am, a failure and a fraud, and then be punished for those failings."

"So, what you're saying, Gillian, is that, in your own opinion, is that you're a failure. That's right, isn't it?"

"Yes," she was quite unequivocal about that.

"And you're saying that these thoughts of failure stem from the fact you've never felt good enough, weak maybe? Would that be the case?"

"Yes, I think so?"

"And would I also be correct in thinking that the reasons for your failure stem from own, personal weaknesses?"

"Yes, that would make sense, I suppose?"

"But then how do you reconcile your lack of backbone to the fact that your an office manager? How have you got away with it for so long, do you think?"

Gillian had sat and looked at that question for some time. She half hoped Carl would add something to his question so that she could avoid answering it. Both the text bar just remained stubbornly empty.

"My life is a sham, Carl. I feel like I'm acting a role in it. I may come across as the office bitch, but in reality I'm not. I live in fear of one of my staff refusing an order from me or, worse still, laughing at me behind my back. I just don't know what I'd do if my authority was undermined."

"You could just walk away from work? Walk away and never look back, go and find a new job in a new town, have you thought of that?"

She shook her head at the audacity of the suggestion. Real life, as far as she was concerned, just wasn't like that.

"I owe a lot of money to creditors, Carl. My husband ran up debts in my name and the only way I can repay them is to earn my salary every month. I have to pay Emma's school fees and buy all the clothes and the food and pay the bills. Emma and I pretty much live from month to month to be honest. I can't practise as a professional accountant if I'm made personally bankrupt."

At that point, Carl had suggested that they end their discussion while he thought about her situation.


Chapter 4

Gillian felt, far, far better as she returned to her spreadsheets. It felt as if a huge weight had been lifted from her. Unburdening herself like that had worked remarkably well. And, as far as she could see, there was no down side. Now she had someone strong and confident on her side she felt so much better. She'd told someone, a stranger, some of her deepest, darkest secrets. But there was no regret. She wasn't chewing her fingernails or beating herself up as she usually did when she had to make any sort of decision.

She was unusually content. She could hardly wait for the following morning. She tried to calm herself; she went in to work early so that she could get things done before he contacted her. As the time approached she could feel a ball of tension in her stomach. She logged in at exactly 10am and he was waiting for her.

"Good morning, gillian.

"Good morning, sir."

Do you see you're a lower case sort of person, gillian?"

She had noticed the non-capitalisation of her name in earlier emails but hadn't thought much of it. Now, she realised, it was his way of informing her of her beta status.

"Yes, sir,"

"Whereas I am always, sir. At least as far as you're concerned."

"Yes, sir. I understand, sir.”

"Good, so where to start with you, gillian? That's what I've been wasting my valuable time thinking about. We've agreed haven't we, that you have many failings?”

"Yes, sir."

"Many areas which can improve on to make you a better person?”

"Yes, sir."

“I'm going to set you some homework at the end of this session. I want you to make a list, a complete list mind you, of what you consider those feelings to be. Because with a true and frank admission we can't progress. Does that make sense to you, gillian?”

"Yes, sir."

And it did. She wanted a discussion regarding her lack of ability and her looks and her inability to form any sort of real world attachment to a nice man. Gillian agreed with him, everything had to be brought out into the open and dealt with. She felt a little shiver of excitement at the thought.

"So I think we should start this first session with a discussion regarding what I consider to be one of your biggest failings, gillian. Your apparent lack of any sort of backbone."

Gillian felt herself blush just reading the words on the screen. She might not be as assertive as some others she could name, but spineless? Even before she could defend herself, the screen flashed again.

"It's obvious isn't it? It is to me anyway. I guess if you spent more time with people instead of trying to avoid them, you'd have discovered that by now?"

"Yes, sir” She didn't really want to agree, but she could hardly argue.

"Good girl, gillian. Admitting your faults is essential if we're going to progress, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good, let's discuss your lack of backbone, shall we?"

"Yes, sir."

"Give me examples of your lack of spine, gillian. Starting with the most recent."

Gillian didn't have to think for very long.

"Yesterday, in the coffee queue, I allowed someone to push in front of me and get served before me."

“Why did you do that, didn't you mind?"

"I did mind, sir. But I thought it best not to kick up too much of a fuss."

"Or was it really because you lacked the confidence to confront someone who wasn't one of your underlings?"

Gillian felt her sex spasm a little as she read the perceptive words. It was quite uncanny how he could almost read her innermost workings.

"Probably, sir," she admitted.

"Because that's another of your failings, isn't it gillian? You're a bully? You like to talk-down to people you think are beneath you, don't you?"

"I'm not sure if that's true, sir. Sorry, sir."

Gillian wasn't quite sure why she was apologising for disagreeing with him.

"Now is not the time to try and hide your true self, gillian. I'll bet, if I demanded it, you could think of an episode where you'd bullied one of your underlings?"

Gillian had a sudden vision of herself shouting at Leah, the young intern.

"Well, jellyfish?  Are you going to tell me or not?"

"Yes, sir. I did speak rather abruptly to an intern, sir."

"An intern, hey? That was very brave of you, very assertive. How old was this intern?”

"Nineteen, sir."

"Nineteen! Oh dear, gillian. You're a worse person than even I thought you were."

"I'm sorry, sir."

"It's not me you should be apologising to, is it gillian?"

"No, sir."

"Who should you be apologising to?"

"Leah, sir."

"That's right."

Gillian's hand strayed towards her sex as she considered the sheer humiliation of someone as senior as her apologising to someone as insignificant as Leah. She ran a finger under her skirt and ran it the length of labial lips.

"What's Leah's surname, gillian?"

"Mallen,' she typed back, using just the forefinger of her left hand.

Shit! What had she done? Mallen was Leah's real name! She'd typed that without really thinking perhaps he hadn't noticed her mistake?

"Leah Mallen? I'll make a note of that."

"Please, sir.

"What?"

Gillian's mind was quickly calculating that she shouldn't make too much of a fuss and draw any more unwanted attention to Leah's name.

"Nothing, sir. Only I have to go now, if that's okay, sir?"

There was a minute or so of silence. Gillian chewed nervously at her bottom lip. Waiting for permission from a man she'd never met and was never going to meet to leave her computer in order to go back to her ever-increasing workload. Gillian exhaled as she waited, realising that she’d been holding her breath in anticipation. She sounded quite ridiculous and she knew it. But this was something that she needed, that she craved.

Two minutes passed, then three. Had he forgotten about her? Had he left his computer? She glanced across at the pile of work on her desk. She really had to get on with that, she had deadlines, she had...

The conversation bar flickered into life.

"You may go, gillian, and do whatever it is you pretend to be doing all day. Whereas both of you know what you'd rather be doing, don't we?"

"Thank you, sir." she typed hurriedly. Trying to ignore his insinuation.

She closed her browser and re-opened the spreadsheet she was working on. Her heart was pounding and she could feel slight pools of sweat on her skin, and of course a delightful little tingle in her pussy. With some difficulty she hauled herself back into the real world and typed.

Chapter 5

The picture was very slightly out of focus. He’d blown it up so that he could try and read the name on the badge on the left breast of her smart, school blazer. It was still indistinct, he tried opening it an app he had that could change the background and the colours until, eventually, he could just about read what it said. Something academy, as far as he could tell? Astbury? Ashbury? Neither showed up in his search engine. Was that a T? He tried it, Athbury Academy. Yes, that was it.  How interesting! He knew where Athbury was, not very far away, an hour or so by car?

The following weekend, he was huddled in a thick jacket, a hat, and with his scarf wrapped around his face as he sheltered from the weather. There were a number of hockey games going on the large expanse of pitches, girlish shouts mixed with bellowed advice from the touchlines. He wandered from pitch to pitch as unobtrusively as he could, pausing now and then to drink from a flask. The home team were wearing green tops, school colours that he recognised from the photo.

He knew the girl played hockey; he knew the name of the school. It was ten minutes work to discover when the next hockey fixtures were. He’d driven over; it was a cool, crisp day, a perfect day for hockey. Not that he was interested in the game, of course. He was interested in locating one particular player from the home team, and was that her? A tall blonde with her hair held up in a scrunchie? He wandered over as if he was an interested parent.

He could feel his heart rate rise as he did so. Yes, it definitely was her; he didn’t need the photograph to identify her. He’d pored over it long enough. There she was, he licked his lips appreciatively. He stood and slowly unscrewed the lid of his flask, trying to show an outward indifference to what was going on. On the other side of the pitch, the majority of parents had gathered. Was she there, he wondered? The woman he’d really come to identify?

“Go on, Hannah! Shouted a woman from the touchline by his side.

He looked up from his flask just in time to see the girl from the photo dribble past an opponent and then rifle a shot into the bottom corner of the goal.

“Oh well played, Hannah Cooper!” Applauded the woman, enthusiastically.

The man joined in with the applause. Hannah?

“That was a simply marvellous piece of play,” he said to the woman, exaggerating his refined accent just a little more.

“Yes, Hannah ‘s a wonderful player,” agreed the woman.

He waited a minute or so and then wandered away, as if following the play.

Hannah then, not Emma?. Cooper, rather than Brown? Someone was being naughty. How many other lies had she told him, he wondered? He slowly walked around the pitch. It was nearly the end of the game. The whistle blew and the home team cheered excitedly.

“Three cheers for St Angela’s” Shouted a voice.

There was a lot of hugging and back-slapping until eventually the girls made their way back to the changing rooms. Emma/Hannah disengaged herself and went to greet an anonymous, mousey haired  woman. The man felt his cock harden a little. Here was the person he’d actually driven ninety minutes to find. He waited until the two of them had finished chattering and discreetly followed her back to her car. He made a note of the registration number and then went to sit in his own car.

She hadn’t lied about her appearance anyway, she really was petite and quite ordinary looking.  He didn’t have long to wait. The girl came bounding out of the changing rooms and ran over to the car. As it pulled out of the car park he followed at a distance. Twenty minutes later the BMW pulled up outside a pleasant looking house and the two got out. The man made another note and then drove away.

***

He didn’t contact her for a couple of days after that. He knew she hated that, which was exactly why he did it. He liked to keep her on her toes in that way, to keep her off balance so that she was never sure what to expect next. The idea of her anxiously scanning the site, waiting for a sign of his approval made him smile. It was late on Tuesday that he contacted her.

“jellyfish.”

He watched the conversation bar flash for no longer than thirty seconds. He smiled again, clearly she was sat watching her phone and waiting for it to ping the fact that she had a message.

“Yes, Sir?”

“How was your weekend, gillian?”

“Good, thank you, Sir.”

“Did you do anything special?”

“No, Sir. I had a report to produce for my boss, Sir. How was your weekend, Sir?”

He smiled. He’d already prepared the conversation.

“I took in a little sport, gillian. Unlike me, I know. I don’t really like sport.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you like sport, gillian?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“What sort of sports?”

“Soccer, Sir. And netball.”

“How about hockey, gillian, do you like hockey?”

“Yes, Sir.”

He could sense the slight confusion in her words.

“Didn’t you tell me that darling emma played hockey?”

The reply wasn’t immediate, as if she was thinking about the answer.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You don’t sound sure, gillian?”

“She does play hockey, Sir.”

“emma? Are you sure?

“Yes, Sir.”

Gillian didn't like the way this was going. She was quite uncomfortable discussing her pretty, teenage daughter with any man, let alone a complete stranger like this. And she already knew what sort of a man he was. He'd made that quite clear. The mere thought of him actually coming into contact with her made Gillian feel slightly nauseous. She could see on the screen that he'd already written 'emma' in lower case.

“Your daughter, emma, plays hockey?

“Yes, sir. Forgive me, Sir. But I’m not sure what you mean?”

He smiled and closed down the conversation. That would certainly give the lying bitch something to think about.

Chapter 6

Gillian could feel her heart pounding as she stared at the screen, willing an answer to reveal itself. What the hell did he mean? She read and re-read the brief conversation that they’d had. It had been quite an unusual one. Generally he wasn’t bothered how she was or how she’d spent her leisure time. Something wasn’t right. Why was he suddenly interested in hockey? She didn’t even recall telling him that her daughter played hockey, but she must have. How else would he have known?

She scanned through it again. What had she said that offended him enough to break off their conversation? Maybe she hadn’t said anything? Maybe she was being paranoid? He could have been called away for some reason? He was a businessman after all, perhaps something had happened and he had to shut down his computer. All those things could have been true of course. But the tension in her stomach told her that they weren’t . She’d said something that he didn’t like. Frantically she re-read the whole thing again.

“Mrs Cooper?”

Gillian looked up , guiltily. Mary had knocked and then walked straight in. Hurriedly she minimised the  screen and brought up her notes.

“Yes, Mary?”

“You won’t forget your meeting Mr Worthington straight after lunch, will you?”

Damn! She had forgotten. That was who the report she was meant to be writing, as opposed to scrolling through that bloody site, was actually for.

“I.30, dear, in his office.”

“Thank you, Mary.”

Since when did Mary call her ‘dear’?

She ate her lunch at her desk looking at the screen, hoping to see the notification that she had a message from him. She glanced at her expensive watch, a recent present to herself. It was nearly half past. She stood and tidied her blouse and skirt and tugged her jacket into shape. One last hopeful look at the screen before she closed it and then she was gone.

Thirty minutes later she was back, hoping that none of her staff noticed her flushed cheeks. She’d had a quick detour via the bathroom to wipe her eyes. The meeting hadn’t gone well. Not well at all. Nigel Worthington was worried, he wanted to see her up to date notes regarding the project. She’d had to mutter some sort of lame excuse as to why she hadn’t provided last week’s. She could tell he was annoyed. He was relying on her, he told her and she’d better not let him down.

As Gillian passed Mary’s desk which was just outside the door to her office she tried not to catch her secretary’s eye. Mary was a very observant woman, she’d immediately know why she’d been crying. Gillian bustled into her office and immediately opened her project work. Ignoring everything else around her she worked away feverishly. An hour or so later, Mary knocked on the door and brought Gillian her regular mid-afternoon cup of tea.

“Thank you, Mary,” she said, brightly. Trying to keep the catch out of her voice.

The older woman smiled at her.

“You’re welcome, dear.”

Their eyes met for a second, but Gillian didn’t think it appropriate to ask her secretary not to use that word at the present woman. Mary had been her secretary for a couple of months now, there was no point in falling out with her. Especially at this awkward time. As Mary left the room, the computer pinged out the fact that there was a message waiting.

Gillian looked at it, it was him again. Her heart rate rose again. She’d worked really hard and it was her afternoon break. Guiltily she opened the message.

“jellyfish.”

The single word still sent a little shiver through her. She was tempted to ignore it and get back to work...But she couldn’t.

“Yes, sir?”

"What are you doing, jellyfish, in that office you pretend to work in?"

"Reports, sir."

"You sure? You sure you're not just being allowed to waste your time and everyone else's time? Who's going to read your report, gillian? Who's going to wade through that big pile of shit you're scribbling after all?"

Gillian bit her lip anxiously. She was pretty sure that Mr Worthington would want to read them, and soon.

"Who's the report for, jellyfish?

"My boss, sir."

"And what's your boss called, jellyfish?

"Neil, sir" she lied.

“Where do you  and Neil work, jellyfish?

“I can’t really say, sir.”

“Why not, jellyfish?”

“I can’t say. I have to keep that sort of thing private, sir.

“You can tell me, jellyfish. What’s the worst that could happen?”

“That sort of information is private, sir. Sorry, sir.”

“What would you say if I came to visit you at work, gillian? Would you like that?”

“I think it would be inappropriate, sir.”

“Inappropriate, you prissy little madam?”

“Sorry, sir.”

“What would you do if I came and visited you at work?

“I don’t know , sir.”

“Would you be happy or sad to see me?”

Gillian paused to think. She wasn’t actually sure. Although she sort of wanted to meet the anonymous man on the other end of the conversation, she was also terrified at the possible ramifications. As she watched, the conversation bar flickered into life again.

“Too late, gillian. Your reluctance to reply shows either a lack of intelligence or a lack of respect. You will be receiving a sanction.”

“Sorry, sir. I apologise, sir,” she typed hurriedly.

But there was no reply. With a sigh she reopened her  report and got back to work. She still had quite a lot to catch up on. In the back of her mind she wondered what her sanction might entail.

Chapter 7

“I’m not sure if I’d be happy or sad, sir. Meeting you in a social setting would be exciting, sir, but also dangerous for me. I’d be terrified if my real self was exposed to anyone I knew. I could hardly go back to work if my staff even suspected the truth of what we discussed, sir.”

Gillian paused, her pen poised above the pad. That was the truth of the matter. Although she wanted to be under the control of a strong, pitiless man, she certainly didn’t want the rest of the world to know about it. She had a position to keep, a certain social standing that she didn’t want to disrupt.

“I know that sounds quite ridiculous, sir. On the one hand I really do want to be taught my place by you, sir. I think it’s right that I have to have my weaknesses explored and corrected, but I don’t know what I’d do if my secret desires were ever exposed. I know, sir, that I’m living a lie, that I’m the worst kind of hypocrite and that I deserve punishment for that alone, but it’s difficult, sir.”

This was quite therapeutic, she realised, being made to write down her innermost feelings. The fact that she could see them actually written down on paper, really brought it home to her. Having to write things out by hand was a new sanction that he’d introduced. When she got home that evening there was a message waiting for her.

“Your sanction, this evening, is to write a short essay for me that answers my earlier question. The one that you were too rude to acknowledge. Normally my punishment for you would be of a more physical nature, but at the moment, that’s clearly not possible. Answer my question in a polite , respectable manner. Write it out on paper, photograph it and then send it to me, no later than 10pm. Title it ‘My Homework’, and write your name under the title, at  least 300 words.”

The note made her squeeze her legs together in anticipation. She prepared herself something to eat and poured a glass of wine. Having to write something out by hand  was a new humiliation as far as she was concerned. An indication of how under control she actually was, to a man she’d never met.

“Meeting you would be a privilege, sir, I fully accept that. I would be most appreciative that you’d taken time out of your busy day to come and see me. But how would I explain you away, sir? What would I do if you demanded that I do something humiliating, sir?”

She carried on with her homework, fantasising about something that wasn’t about to happen.

“What if you made me stand on a stool in the middle of the office, sir, and then pull my skirt up to my waist, sir?  As some sort of sanction, sir? What would I say to my staff, sir? They’d be horrified. I’d be called into my manager’s office, sir. He’d ask me what the hell I was playing at. Maybe he’d spank me, pull me over his knees, pull my knickers down, and then spank me?”

Gillian’s hand dropped down and under her skirt. She was already damp, just the thought of what she was doing, submitting to a superior man, was making her wet.

“Then perhaps you’d take me by the ear and lead me back to my stool, make me take my skirt and knickers off and then stand back on it, hands on head showing everyone even the lowliest interns my glowing, red bottom.”

She inserted a finger in herself

“I wouldn’t ever to live it down, sir. I’d have to resign and move on, sir. Try and find another job, sir. But if it was filmed, that humiliating incident in my office, sir, then  I’d never be able to find work, I’d be a laughing stock, sir.”

Gillian abandoned her homework and paid full attention to pleasuring herself until she climaxed with in a great rush, groaning as she did so.

As she lay curled up on the sofa with another class of wine, she read back through his original note to make sure that she hadn’t missed anything. She’d written enough words and she'd checked the spelling and punctuation thoroughly.  ‘Normally my punishment for you would be of a more physical nature, she liked the idea of that. What did he mean, she wondered.  What would he do to her? Spank her? Cane her even? Surely he was implying some sort of chastisement? And was that all he'd want to do? Would he want to fuck her as well?

God! Just the idea of it was making her so wet! As if he was her actual boyfriend that she was talking dirty to, as opposed to some random from the internet. She didn't even know what he looked like. Knowing her luck he'd be an ugly old midget who still lived with his mother. But, on the other hand, he could be a devilishly handsome but perverse man who'd gently take her in hand. While at the same time adoring her and providing her with great sex on a regular basis.

She  photographed her ‘homework 'and then uploaded the picture to his email. She breathed out and then laid back, mission accomplished for the evening.

‘but at the moment, that’s clearly not possible’, and sadly it never would be, she thought as she reached for her bottle of wine. She could feel herself drifting, it was warm and cosy and she had some interesting thoughts floating around in her head. What if...what if he actually asked to meet up with her? Would she go along? Would she be able to manage the meeting to her advantage? She wasn't exactly feeling super confident at the moment, not with the pressure from work. But imagine it? it would be a decisive break from the humdrum quality of her current life, that was for sure!

Perhaps Hannah would take to him? Maybe he'd be a good stepfather to her? he could hardly be worse than the original version after all. Maybe it was all going to work out. She smiled to herself as she imagined the question. 'So, Gillian, how did you and your new husband first meet?' Her hand drifted back down beneath her knickers, and that's how she found herself an hour later. Cold, tired, horny, and  a little bit drunk, but not unhappy.


Chapter 8

A little over 75 miles away a man read Gillian's 'homework' with interest. He enjoyed the feeling of making an anonymous woman he'd only met online complete a piece of work that he's sent her. He liked them like this, when they believed they were anonymous and safe from people like him. Where they felt safe to tell him things that wouldn't dream of telling a friend or a colleague face to face.

Her real name was Gillian Cooper, and she lived in a nice quiet, respectable village  called Henborn. Show drove a nice, respectable car. Nothing too flash or loud, and went to her presumably well-paid, respectable job at a well known firm of accountants in the next town. She was divorced and lived alone with her only daughter. Her high-achieving daughter went to a very prestigious private school in well to do Athbury. And her real name was Hannah, not Emma.

It all sounded very rosy for Ms Gillian Cooper, apart from one thing. She'd unburdened herself to the wrong man. Paul Barron wasn't just a skilled online predator. He was a cold-hearted, manipulative criminal. People like Gillian interested him, weak-willed, submissive women were his speciality. He spent a large proportion of his day, hunting and contacting his likely prey. Lots of them were dreamers, people playing at being submissive and pretending to want what he willingly supplied. He quickly realised the signals and then moved on.

Gillian however, acted and spoke like a true submissive. And, more importantly, she was real. He hadn't had to wheedle a picture out of her. Through her lack of caution, he'd been able to identify her daughter's school, then Hannah, and then Gillian herself. It had all been very neat, a job well done. He had congratulated himself on his own perspicacity, but even he had to acknowledge. it was a job only half done. The next part would be the most difficult, but the most rewarding.

He wanted to insert himself in her life. To worm his way into her cosy, successful, middle-class world and to destroy it from the inside out. Not for any particular reason. Just because he could, and it  gave him an enormous amount of pleasure. That's what interested him the most, his own particular pleasures and how to satisfy them. He took his swollen cock out of his pants and prepared to read Gillian's homework again.

Her surprisingly erotic description of her own, non-existent punishment excited him. Underneath her staid, professional image was a deviant little submissive just waiting to be taken in hand. He could quite imagine her fantasising about him. From what he could tell she had no romantic life to speak of. Work, home, dinner, bed was her regular routine, interspersed with ferrying her daughter to her various exercise classes.

She was certainly an opportunity, a presumably wealthy, middle-class woman , lonely after her divorce and with very obvious self-esteem issues. All he needed was the correct leverage and he would easily be able to bend her to his way of thinking. And that was a situation he was entirely familiar with. Just thinking about the fun he was going to have sent him over the edge and he ejaculated  copiously.

He opened his laptop and typed his next instructions for his little plaything before rolling over and falling into a deep, erotic, dream-filled sleep.

Chapter 9

No...No, that won’t do at all.... do at all".

Gillian looked at the text for the tenth time, and it still said the same thing. What did he want from her? That was a uniform wasn’t it? He hadn’t specified anything in particular. An authentic school uniform in her size was what he’d said. And that was what she’d bought. She’d gone online and bought a generic school uniform, white blouse, skirt and tights with a grey, v-necked pullover, all as cheaply as possible. After all, he only wanted her to photograph it and send it to him. What was the harm in that?

“I’m sorry, sir. I didn’t realise what you wanted.”

There was no reply. She watched the conversation bar blinking back at her, almost willing to see something being typed. With a sigh, Gillian turned back to her work. It was a good hour later when a little beep told her that she had a message. She opened the chat screen immediately.

“Just to be clear, my empty-headed little jellyfish. I want you to personally go into a school outfitter and buy yourself a complete school uniform. Blouse, tie, blazer, everything including underwear. As if you were about to start at your new school next week Then I want you to photograph it and send it to me. I also want to see the receipt for it. Just to prove that you’re a good girl and do as you’re told. I want those pictures on my computer by 7pm. Are we understood?”

Gillian licked her lips anxiously. He was serious, she realised. How was she going to do all this before this evening? Perhaps now was the time just to ignore him? To carry on with her normal life? She knew she should, and one day would have to. Perhaps now was the right time? All she had to do....

The conversation bar blinked into life again

“And should I not receive those pictures, there will be repercussions.”

She felt a little flutter in her sex. Repercussions? What did he have in mind, she wondered. What sort of repercussions did he mean to inflict on her, virtually at least. Once again her mind filled with the image of a large, strong, masterful man making her go over his knee and gently spanking her bottom as she writhed and begged for mercy. Not hurting her of course, a sort of more vigorous caress. It was more the humiliation of it she realised. That weird, perverse notion she had that she deserved to be punished.

She felt her hand drift down between her legs again, despite the fact that she was at work and the door to her office was ajar. Oh God! It was so frustrating. But so, so exciting compared to her regular, entirely vanilla existence. And that, she supposed was entirely the point. If she was going to continue with this fantasy, almost parallel existence. She was going to have to play along with her online ‘master’ no matter how perverse and time-consuming his request.

And that decision was no contest really. After all, what was the harm? Sure her mysterious master could be absolutely anyone. She had no idea about him or his background. Everything he’d told her could be a lie. Although, she admitted to herself with a slight blush, not everything she’d told him had been entirely accurate either. But that was all a part of the game wasn’t it? And in reality she could easily pop down to the school uniform shop in her lunch break.

Even the idea, however remote, of her being caught in the shop buying a uniform was quite thrilling. Imagine the look on say, her mother’s face if she was discovered? How would she explain that away, what could she possibly say? But the chance of her mother being in that shop today was non-existent. The chances of anyone actually recognising her were laughably remote.

And what was the harm when all said and done? It was part of the game wasn’t it? He hadn’t asked for pictures of her or anything like that had he? He wasn’t trying to blackmail or trap her. He knew almost nothing about her. He was just exerting a certain element of control over her, knowing she could easily afford to buy herself something like this. However clichéd his request had been, she thought with a smile.

“Yes, sir. I understand.” She typed.

He looked at the photographs as he gently played with himself. Shoes, socks, knickers, blouse, skirt, striped tie and distinctive , red blazer. All laid out neatly on her blue duvet for his approval. He licked his lips appreciatively and checked the invoice. She’d thought about maintaining her privacy and neatly obscured the name of the shop she’d bought the uniform from. But he knew exactly where she’d bought it. He’d been sat outside the shop in his car when she entered it, and he had the photograph to prove it. He knew she would come to this particular shop, it was quite near her office. He’d actually driven over before he sent the message that morning, had a couple of coffees and then just waited.

Her heart had been beating wildly for the entire time she’d been in the outfitters. The thrill of doing something like that had been really quite exhilarating. It had been very easy, she’d just told a man behind the counter what she wanted and it had been bagged and paid for almost before she knew it. No raised eyebrows or questioning glances. She was clearly old enough to have a child of her own and the man had naturally assumed that’s who she was buying it for.

As she hurried out of the shop with the bag in her hand, she briefly thought about hiding it. But why should she? She’d bought something from a shop for her daughter, what was unusual about that? She smiled as her heels clicked down the pavement on her way back to the office. But what would people say if they knew that she’d bought the contents of the bag on the whim of a man that she’d never met?


Chapter 10

“Your new uniform is acceptable, gillian.”

Her laptop beeped with the news. She felt unaccountably happy for having gained his approval, she smiled and typed back,

“Thank you, sir.”

The screen stopped flashing for a while, she waited expectantly.

"Now I want you to put it on for me and show me how well it fits."

Gillian smiled again, men were so predictable. Even intelligent empathetic ones like Carl. She paused a second and when to make herself a cup of tea and then returned to her desk with it.

"That's done, sir."

"Good girl. Now describe how it feels."

"It feels sexy in a weird sort of way, as if you're extending your control over me," she wrote.

That's was the sort of thing he no doubt wanted to hear.

"That's nice my little jellyfish. Do you feel small and humble?"

"Yes, sir."

"I can just imagine it. my hopeless, over-promoted manager reduced in status to something more appropriate."

Gillian allowed her hand to slip between her legs again. She rubbed herself gently, waiting for her screen to flash with another message. She licked her lips and rubbed herself a little harder. As the screen flickered into life she rubbed faster, willing him to write something derogatory.

"Show me."

She looked at the screen. What did he mean?

“I’m sorry, sir?

"Show me what you look like in your uniform."

Gillian smiled and shook her head. That was hardly going to happen.

"I can't, sir."

"You can, gillian. And you will, if you know what's good for you."

Gillian felt a sudden sinking feeling in her stomach. Something was wrong. She couldn't quite put her finger on it, but something was wrong.

"Sir, with all due respect. I can't send you a picture."

The screen stopped flickering. Good, hopefully that was the end of his request and they could go back to their role-playing. Nothing happened for a few seconds. Gillian contemplated going to get a biscuit to have with her coffee, when suddenly the speech bar blinked back into life. This time though, it wasn't text. It was a picture. Gillian watched with mounting horror as the picture became clear. Oh my God!!

It was undoubtedly her, sharp and clear! Entering the school outfitters in the high street. Oh God, No!! Before she could even contemplate ending the conversation, words suddenly appeared.

"If you try to avoid me, gillian, my next move will be to pay you and Leah Mallen a visit at your place of work. Worthington Associates, I believe?"

Gillian had to fight the urge to be sick. This could not be happening! It could not! She stared at the screen, hypnotised. Like a rabbit looking at a snake.

"Or failing that, I could go and see Hannah. I could ask her why her own mother thinks she's called Emma. I wonder how that would work out?"

With a shriek, Gillian shut the lid of her laptop and unplugged it rapidly. Her heart was beating wildly. What had she done?!

Gillian spent the rest of the evening worrying. What the hell was she going to do? Maybe she should call the police? But if she did that the whole sordid situation would come out. She could just imagine her own red-faced shame at having to explain it. Perhaps she should just try to brazen it out with her online predator? Tell him to behave himself and pass it off as a joke?

What was he actually going to do? Was he really willing to expose his identity by visiting her at work? But what if he was? What if he wasn't  concerned? The publicity would be agonisingly humiliating. She's lose her job that was for sure, and her dignity for that matter. What would Hannah say when she found out? Oh God ! Oh God, Oh God! What had she done?

She wrestled with the conundrum into the early hours before falling into a restless, fitful sleep. Needless to say, she didn't do anything concrete. Apart from to not turn on her laptop, as if by ignoring him, he'd go away. But that couldn't last forever. When she turned on her computer at work there was the ping of angry, missed messages.

She had to look at them in case they were work related, but there were three from him. She didn't want to open them, but she felt compelled to. What if the man on the other end of the computer actually did carry out his threat, perhaps she could talk him around?

The first was a picture of her exiting the shop with a carrier bag in her hand, her face clear for all to see. The second was of her own house. She opened the third with a trembling hand.

"jellyfish. I'd advise you very strongly to answer this message as soon as possible. If you don't, I'm afraid I'll have to escalate matters. I know who you are, gillian cooper. I know where you live, I know where you work. I know your work colleagues. I know he name s of your parents, John and Irene, and I know where they live as well. I know your daughter, Hannah. She's very good at hockey by the way, and I know she's a pupil at Athbury Academy. Trust me, jellyfish, your best, your only course of action is to contact me immediately."

Gillian could feel the tears rolling down her cheeks. She stared blankly at the screen. What was she going to do? All the thoughts that she'd had tumbled through her brain again. What she should do was obvious. Call the police and let them deal with it. But she just couldn't bring herself to do it. He knew everything about her. If she did that everyone would know what she'd done. She just couldn't bear that.

Instead she typed her reply,

"Good morning, sir."

The bar didn't flicker but she wasn't in the right mind to carry on with her work. Instead she just sat and waited, waiting for the bar to reply to her. Five minutes passed, and then ten. She sat for a further 15 minutes, her stomach slowly tensing until she saw her message bar flicker into life.

"Good morning, jellyfish. How are you today?"

She brushed the rears away angrily.

"Please, you must stop this now. It's gone too far. I won't tell anyone if you stop now. Please."

"How are you today, gillian?"

She could have screamed. Instead she made herself type,

"I'm quite well, sir. Thank you."

"Good manners cost nothing do they, gillian?"

"No, sir."

"Good, so to business. From now on, I will not tolerate any more lies or misinformation. Is that understood?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good girl."

The message bar stopped flashing for a while.

"May I say something, sir?"

"Yes, jellyfish?"

"I don't think I can go on with this. it's gone too far. I'm scared now."

"Oh dear, jellyfish. There's no need for you to think from now on. And there's certainly no need to try and wriggle out of our agreement. Didn't you admit to me earlier that you had a problem?"

Gillian could feel the helpless anger welling inside her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed reluctantly.

"And what was that problem?"

"My lack of backbone, sir," she typed.

"Repeat your mantra for me, gillian."

“I, gillian cooper, have the spine of a jellyfish and the brains to match.”

"There's a good girl, gillian. You even remembered your correct name this time."

"Yes, sir."

"And didn't you ask me for help with that particular problem?"

"Yes, sir," typed Gillian with gritted teeth.

"So I'm not going to let you down. I'm going to give you the benefit of my time and expertise. What do you say to that?"

She didn't even have the energy to try and contradict him anymore.

"Thank you, sir. For giving me the benefit of your time and expertise, sir."

"Good girl. So we'll hear no more of you trying to wheedle out of our agreement?"

"No, sir."

"No, sir...Because if I do, there will be repercussions, gillian. There will be ramifications and then inevitably, resignations. And then how will you look after darling Hannah? When you haven't got a home or a job and no prospect of getting another one?"

“Yes, sir.”

What he was saying was undeniably true. Her career, her entire lifestyle was in the hands of a man who she’d never physically met.

“Are you going to do as you’re told now?

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. I’m about to email you some instructions. I’m sure you’ll want to comply with them. After all they’re all a part of the game you instigated, aren’t they? I’ll call you again at 7.00pm to see if you want to carry on playing our game.”

Chapter 11

Gillian’s computer beeped at precisely 7.00pm.

“jellyfish?” His voice sounded very ordinary. She wasn’t sure what to expect when he’d told her how to set up her web cam so that he could see and speak to her. But his voice didn’t sound crazy, more the sort of tone and middle-class inflection that could readily be heard anywhere in the country.

“Present, sir,” she replied as she was required to. As if she was an actual schoolgirl and he was her teacher.

“Turn it on, girl.”

With trembling hands, Gillian turned on her webcam and blinked as the light caught her eye. He could see her. Her online master could see her!

“Well, well. You are a plain little thing aren’t you? You certainly weren’t exaggerating your...attractions.”

Gillian could feel herself blush. This was absolutely mortifying.

“Yes, sir,” she relied. That seemed the safest option.

“Stand up and take a couple of steps backwards. I want to see if you in your uniform.”

Stumbling a little, Gillian obeyed.

“Stand at attention please, gillian. Head up, tits out, bottom in. That’s something you’re going to have to learn.  Mmm, that’s very cute. “

Gillian could feel the tears pricking her eyelashes.

“Why are you wearing a schoolgirl uniform, gillian. You’re an accountant aren’t you? And the mother of an 18 year old daughter?”

Gillian smiled as she’d been instructed to,

“Because I like to sir. It’s a secret fantasy of mine. To dress as a schoolgirl for my online master, sir.”

“What colour knickers are you wearing, girl?”

“N...navy blue, sir.”

“Good girl, now turn around, raise your skirt and show them to me.”

Gillian obeyed the humiliating command, lifting her grey, pleated schoolgirl skirt up over her hips.

“Mmm, nice. Now turn your head and look at me. That’s right, you are enjoying yourself aren’t you, gillian? This is what you wanted isn’t it?”

“Y...yes, sir.”

And that was true, well partially true. She wanted to be mocked and spoken down to; it gave her a pleasurable tickle deep in her sex. But this was so public and so...real.

“Good girl, turn back around again and face me. Put your hands on your head, yes that’s right. Now, tell me your name, your age. Nice and loud so there isn’t any confusion please.”

“Gillian Cooper. I’m thirty nine, sir.”

“Thirty nine? Are you sure? You don’t look like you’re thirty nine, gillian.”

She could feel herself squirm. She wondered what he was doing on the other side of the screen. She could hear him, but she couldn’t see his face. Was he amused? Was he disdainful? Was he excited? Weirdly she could feel herself becoming aroused at the thought.

“Yes, sir, I’m sure. I have an eighteen year old daughter, sir.”

“Do you really? And what’s her name.”

“H...Hannah, sir.

“Hannah, that’s a nice name. Do you think she would be proud of you if she could see you  now, playing your little games?

Gillian felt herself blush enormously.

“N...no, sir. I don’t suppose she would.”

The sheer horror of that situation was enough to chill her blood.

“Turn around and face me again, keep your hands on your head, there’s a good girl. And do you have a job, gillian cooper? “

“I..I’m an accountant, sir?”

“Are you indeed? You don’t seem too sure about that?”

“I am, sir.”

“You don’t look like an accountant, jellyfish. Not dressed like that anyway.”

I am, sir.”

“What’s your job title, gillian?”

“I’m a senior manager, sir.”

Gillian felt herself blush again even as she spoke the words. He knew very well what her job was, he just wanted to hear her say the words.

“And where to you work, little miss senior manager?”

Gillian paused for a second. Making this sort of information public was a certain way to identify her, but what were her alternatives?

“Worthington Associates, sir.”

“And your mobile number, please gillian.”

Almost automatically she recited it. There, she’d said it. She’d told anyone who he wanted to show the information to, her name her age, the name of her employers, and her telephone number. There could be absolutely no doubt to her identity now.

“Good girl, gillian.”

Before she could reply, the screen went blank and she was left standing in her own home, dressed in school uniform with her hands on her head. For a second, she didn’t know what to do, she even kept her hands obediently on her head. But when it became apparent that he didn’t seem to be coming back she dropped her hands to her sides.

She was trembling, she realised. And for a little while she felt vaguely nauseous. She stumbled over to a chair and sat down heavily. What was she going to do now? Or more pertinently, what was her online master, because that’s what he was, her master, going to do next? The screen was still blank, evidently he wasn’t coming back.

Perhaps that was going to be the limit of his intrusion into her life? Perhaps he just wanted to make it clear that he knew who she was, an exercise in power as far as he was concerned?  Maybe now they could go back to their online games, although the ball was now very firmly in his court? Now he wouldn’t have to imagine what she looked like, or even sounded like. Now he knew.

As her hand went to the collar of her blouse to remove her striped tie, her mobile rang its familiar tune. She walked over to it and picked it up. The number was unknown. With a sinking feeling she answered it,

“Hello, jellyfish. I want you to save this number under the word ‘Sir’, understood?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And jellyfish? Do not remove your uniform until I give you permission to do so.”

“Yes, sir.”

“And to make sure you obey me, I want you to take a photo every thirty minutes of yourself and send it to me.”

“Yes, sir. But...”

The phone went dead in her hands.

Chapter 12

The following morning she was squeezed onto the train with all the other commuters because he’d forbidden her to use her car. He’d also dictated to her what she was to wear that morning. Black stockings and glossy, black heels. A pair of silky, blue knickers, a grey, pin-striped skirt suit and a navy blue blouse buttoned tightly to her throat.

After sending him five pictures of herself in the uniform, he’d finally relented and allowed her to take it off. But not before instructing her to take a shower and then go and turn her laptop back on. He’d told her to drop the towel and then made her pose in front of the webcam. His shameful comments regarding her ‘juvenile appearance’ and her ‘obvious lack of development’ made her blush and squirm, but she daren’t disobey him.

Once in her office, Gillian got straight to work. As if hard work alone could eradicate the humiliation she felt from last night’s events. Not only had he mocked her, but once he’d had enough of that, he sent her to bed! Sent to bed at 10.30 as if she was some sort of misbehaving schoolgirl. She felt herself blush as she imagined all the pictures and videos he had of her. But at the same time, a treacherous flutter in her sex reminded her that this was, after all, what she wanted.

She kept her eye on the computer, half wondering if she wanted it to ping into action or not. Instead, the door to her office suddenly opened making her jump.

“I’m sorry, dear. Did I startle you?”

Mary’s grey head peered around the door before she pushed it open. Gillian let her heart rate fall a little.

“Yes, Mary, you did. Perhaps you could erm...knock next time?”

Her secretary smiled back at her, completely unperturbed.

“Knock, dear? Why ever should I do that? You’re not up to something that you shouldn’t be in here, are you?”

Gillian blushed. The truth was more than Mary knew.

“That’s hardly the point M...”

“Coffee, dear?  Or would you like a cup of tea this morning, or something else maybe?” Interrupted the older woman.

Gillian suddenly felt herself go cold. Did Mary know something? The very idea frightened her. But really, how could she? The idea was ridiculous. Mary was a valued company employee, what could she possibly know about her boss’s perverse lifestyle choices?

“Erm...coffee please,” was the only sensible thing she could think of to say.

The woman smiled again and left, leaving the door open behind her as she did so. The laptop pinged and Gillian’s heart responded.

“Turn on your webcam, jellyfish.”

Gillian obeyed hurriedly. She could see  herself in the smaller image in the corner.

“Mute your sound, gillian, but leave the camera on. I want to make sure that you’re working this morning.”

She did as she was told again, thoroughly aware of the red light at the top of the screen that informed her that the camera was on.

“You look very smart, jellyfish. That’s a good choice of office appropriate wear.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”

At that moment, Mary swept into the room with a steaming mug in her hand. Gillian prodded helplessly at her keyboard, but she wasn’t quite sure how to end  her webcam conversation. As her secretary came around to her side of the desk, Gillian closed the lid of her laptop hurriedly. She could feel her heart beating wildly. Mary smiled down at her,

“Busy, dear?” She asked, with just the hint of a smile playing around her thin lips.

“I am actually, Mary.”

“I’ll just be outside if you want anything, dear. I’ll leave the door open so that I can hear you.

Before she could object, Gillian’s ringtone attracted her attention. It was him again.

“Who was that, jellyfish?”

“Mary, my secretary,” she texted back.

“Perhaps you should introduce me to Mary?”

“Please, sir. I don’t think that would be a good idea.”

Gillian could quite imagine the humiliation of that discussion.

“Open up your laptop again. I want to see you busy.”

“Yes, sir.”

For the next couple of hours, Gillian worked hard. She was very productive, almost as if the adrenaline coursing through her body was helping her to solve the various issues that arose.

The conversation bar on her laptop flickered into life again.

"Leave the laptop on until 6pm. Stay in your chair until then."

"Yes, sir."

Gillian got a lot of work done that afternoon, Mary poked her head around the door to say good night and to warn her not to work too long. And then her message bar blinked again

"Good evening, jellyfish."

"Good evening, sir."

"Are you alone?"

"Yes, sir."

"Turn your volume back up and then listen to me."

Gillian obeyed.

"Have you found my help beneficial, gillian?"

"Yes, sir."

"That's good, but there is a problem."

Gillian felt her stomach contract. This didn't sound like good news.

"My help and advice doesn't come for nothing, jellyfish. What do you think I am, your own personal, free psychiatrist? Isn't that rather an arrogant assumption on your part? I'm afraid there's no such thing as a free lunch, as you're just about to find out. I want you to set up a direct debit into an account I'm going to send you details for. Don't attempt to avoid this obligation or try and find out any details about the account. You're too stupid to do that properly anyway. Just set it up for let's say £100 per week, to start off with anyway."

“But sir, I can’t afford that sort of money,”

“Yes you can, jellyfish.”

“But, sir. I have debts. I spend everything I earn.”

“You’re going to have to make changes then, jellyfish.”

“I can’t, sir. Everything I earn goes to something.

“Is everything you spend essential, jellyfish?”

“Yes, sir.”

Then it’s time for you to make cuts. How much are Hannah’s school fees for instance. That would cover my small request quite easily I'd say?”

“Sir, please. That’s just not going to happen. I can’t do that.”

“You can, jellyfish and you will. Do you know why, jellyfish?

“Please, sir.”

“Repeat your mantra for me, gillian.”

“I, gillian cooper, have the spine of a jellyfish and the brains to match.”

There's a good girl, gillian. You'd do best not to forget that.

"Yes, sir."

“You’ll either do as I say, gillian. Or all your contacts will receive some really excellent, crystal clear videos of you humiliating yourself for our mutual pleasure. Imagine all the choices that I have?”

Gillian could imagine them all only too well.

"Now here's what I want you to do. First, you're to take Hannah out of that posh, private school and send her to the nearest high school to finish her education."

"But sir, how..."

"You should have thought of this earlier, you're going to learn that every action has its consequences. Unfortunately for you, the consequences in this case are going to be quite far reaching."

"Yes, sir."

"And then write to me and politely ask for my assistance regarding your issues. Explain that you think it only right that I should be paid for my ideas and my advice. Tell me that you can only afford £100 per week at the moment and is that okay."

***

Gillian looked at the blank screen for a while, trying to marshal her thoughts and think for a minute. He'd left his demands with her and then simply gone. What the hell was going to do was the dominant thought. How was she going to get herself out of this situation was a close second. She examined the conundrum from all angles, but there still wasn't a clear way out of the mess that she'd created for herself.

That last discussion with her online master had made her blood run cold. He'd left her with another choice, neither of which she wanted but nevertheless she would have to choose the least bad of the two. Either she was going to have to invite him to her office for an interview for a fictitious job. Or she was to invite him to her house for some 'one on one' tuition.

There was no getting around it. She would either have to do it or that terrible, incriminating evidence would be released to all her contacts, her friends and her family. Clearly that couldn't happen so she was going to have to make a choice. And the choice was so worded as to make it look as if she'd instigated the meeting. Gillian just knew that if she looked back through the transcripts of her discussions with her online master, there wouldn't be anything to incriminate him.

Instead it would look  like a slightly needy, middle-aged woman with a dull job and a non-existent social life chatting with a man that she'd met online. The pictures he’d sent her had simply disappeared from her computer. There was nothing to indicate his threats or slow control of her. Nothing to indicate that he'd stalked her to her home and place of work. He even had a film of her telling him where she worked and her mobile number. To the casual onlooker it would look like she'd chased after him, and not the other way round.

But, as he'd asked her several times, wasn't this what she wanted? To be under the thumb of a cold, cruel man? To publicly acknowledge her lack of ability? To be mocked and scorned for her multiple failings? The idea of it seemed attractive at the time, sexy even. But in the cold light of reality, she wasn't so sure. He was manipulative and cunning, she'd never even met him. Although that potentially  dubious pleasure would be resolved one way or another on Friday afternoon.

He  already wanted to start taking money  from her and thus denying her darling daughter the education she deserved. A situation that she'd already mentally acquiesced to And now he wanted to meet her face to face. Something else that she didn't necessarily want and yet knew somehow that she'd agree to. Despite the open door to her office, her hand strayed down to between her legs to stroke herself pleasurably. What would he be like, she wondered, her online master in person?

Hadn’t she recently masturbated to a shattering orgasm at the idea of been taken over the knee of a strong, masterful man and being spanked? Hadn’t she fantasised about giving up control to someone superior to herself? Gillian hitched her skirt up a little more and ran a finger down the length of her labial lips through the thin, silky materiel of her knickers. Wasn’t that what she wanted, after all was said and done?

The End
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