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Chapter 1

It started off as a mild rebuke here and there, a whispered aside, a suggestion. Was she sure that jacket went with that skirt? Had she thought about having her hair cut on a more regular basis? Then it progressed to her work. Where was that report, why wasn't it on her desk. I hear you were late back from lunch...again. Then notes left on her desk, please could she make sure that she tidied up after herself in the kitchen. Could she please not take advantage of her toilet breaks? people were talking about her lengthy absences from her desk.

She had assured them she was a team player, hadn't she? Then it had progressed to her first scolding in Mrs Wainwright's office. She remembered how terrible she'd felt about the whole thing, like a schoolgirl being disciplined by her headmistress. And the worst thing was that her boss was right. How she'd mislaid such an important file as the Beresford one she just didn't know. All that time and energy she'd expended on that particular clients case had been wasted. She felt so miserable, and when she'd cried it was with tears of genuine remorse.

Perhaps the worst aspect was letting down Mrs Wainwright. The woman had told her that she wasn't by any means the best candidate for the job. Not necessarily in a nasty way, but as Mrs Wainwright herself was at pains to point out, a realistic way. She had graduated from a middling  institution. A 'pretend' university as Mrs Wainwright had described it, with a lower second degree in Business Management. She'd had such high expectations and had attended several interviews with great enthusiasm. But as the months passed by,  that enthusiasm had slowly ebbed away.

Now she attended them more out of a sense of duty. Her mother's thin, disapproving face and the fact she was back to living in the same bedroom she had occupied as a teenager were constant reminders of her failure. She almost hadn't attended the interview for an office manager at Wainwright's. Not because she didn't want the job, but because she didn't think she could stand the look of disappointment on her mother's face when she inevitably failed.

She'd been out of work for nearly ten months now, and literally all her friends had already secured good jobs and were busily progressing their careers. Every now and then she'd search through social media to find out what they were doing and as always they were enjoying themselves and getting pay rises or going on long weekends away, often together, and then their accounts would be full of their pictures and videos.

They'd invited her the first few times but she'd had to decline, she couldn't even afford the money for the bus to go and visit them in their new towns and cities. She was the only one of them who still lived in the rather dreary town of their youth. She was evidently the only one who didn't have a boyfriend either. She hardly ever met anyone new and she just didn't have the confidence to go to a bar or a club on her own.

It was her mother that discovered that Wainwright's were looking for an office manager. She didn't really want to go along but she knew she'd never hear the end of it if she didn't. As soon as she arrived there she knew she'd made a mistake. She was easily the youngest there, and if she was being truthful, the least well-dressed. Wainwright's was quite a prestigious firm of accountants, what on earth was she thinking!?

She sat perched on her chair just wishing the whole thing was over, but eventually her name was called and she was ushered into the presence of the owner, Mrs Athena Wainwright. Mrs Wainwright cut quite an imposing figure, she was very tall for a woman and quite bulky. She had a rather haughty, imperious face topped with a very expensive hairstyle and a pair of steel-rimmed spectacles that glittered in the light. She was in her fifties possibly and wore a well-designed, well-cut, clearly expensive tweed suit and skirt over a crisp, white blouse.

"Tell me a little about yourself, Jennifer," she asked in her refined upper-class drawl.

Jennifer had struggled to string a few sentences together. This part of the process always flustered her. The truth was that she'd done very little and achieved nothing in particular. Her relatively short life had been uneventful thus far and to be honest, rather dull. Similarly she'd had no particular experience in any practical aspect of office management. The only qualification she possessed were the rather mediocre exams that had allowed her to scrape into her local university and her degree. But who nowadays didn't have a degree? She could feel herself getting emotional just describing her lack of, well...anything really.

That was when the formidable looking woman on the other side of the desk had told her that she was by no means the best candidate for the job. All the others she'd interviewed before her had experience and relevant qualifications. Jennifer had started to thank Mrs Wainwright for the opportunity anyway before the woman's palm motioned her to stop talking. She wasn't the ideal candidate, but...Jennifer had held her breath. But Mrs Wainwright prided herself on being an excellent judge of character and she couldn't help but think there was something about Jennifer that intrigued her. She was sure that with the right support and encouragement that Jennifer would, in time, make a suitable office manager and would she be free to take up her duties on the following Monday?

Jennifer would always remember that buzz of pleasure that had surged through her. Oh my God! She had a job, an honest to goodness job! She could get back to being a part of the human race. She could get back onto social media. She could move out of her mother's house. A whole new world of possibilities was about to open up for her. She didn't ask any questions regarding her job description, her working conditions or even her salary. At that moment she just didn't care. She floated home on a cloud of anticipatory pleasure.

But that level of happiness had evaporated fairly rapidly. Wainwright's was a very busy, high-pressured sort of environment. As office manager, Jennifer soon found her job description held her responsible for pretty much everything that happened within the building's four walls. Once her two week honeymoon period was over Jennifer's workload increased exponentially. That was when her lack of experience was plain to see. Shortly afterwards she was called into Mrs Wainwright's office for 'a little chat' as the woman liked to describe it.

Was everything okay? Did Jennifer have a problem that she could help her with? Thinking about all the Facebook messages she had sent describing her job as 'excellent', and a great career opportunity. Remembering the look of pride in her mother's face when she found out that she'd got the job, Jennifer swallowed her misgivings and assured Mrs Wainwright that everything was fine and she was getting to grips with her responsibilities.

Mrs Wainwright had smiled her little smile and told Jenifer that she was so relieved because she'd gone out on a limb a little when she'd hired her and she would be quite unhappy if. for some reason, Jennifer couldn't repay her confidence. Jennifer was till blinking back the tears when she left Mrs Wainwright's  office. Two of the secretaries that she was nominally in charge of were chatting and paused only to watch her go by before giggling a little and getting back to their conversation. She hurried off to her own small office on the other side of the building and noticed with a sinking feeling that someone had deposited another bulging file on her desk to go with all the other ones that she hadn't been able to work on yet. With  sigh of resignation she settled into her chair and began to work.

The next time she looked at her watch she realised that her lunch break was nearly over. Hurriedly she slipped on her coat and went out to buy herself food via the back door. Despite rushing around she was fifteen minutes late back. Stuck to her desk was a yellow post-it note requesting that she call Mr Evans 'at her earliest convenience'. She dialled the old curmudgeon and was treated to a two minute tirade regarding her attendance and a demand that she bring him the Watson file immediately. Angrily she rifled through her files until she found the right one and hurried over to his office. As she pushed open his door intent on discussing his behaviour with him she was shouted at and told to go outside and knock on his door. Red-faced with a mixture of annoyance and humiliation she did so only to be then sent packing without having the opportunity to explain herself.

Later that afternoon she was summoned again but this time by one of the senior female accountants who simply handed over two more hefty files. Jennifer didn't really have the nerve to ask the well-dressed executive why she hadn't sent one of the secretaries over or even delivered them to Jennifer herself. All she could do was trek resignedly all the way back to her own little office which she now realised was quite poky in relation to all the others she'd recently been in. She noticed as she entered that it was quite cold in her room which occupied the shady end of the building and the fact that one of her windows was rusted open slightly didn't help matters either. She added the files to the growing pile on her desk and got back on with her work.

The following morning she was called back into Mrs Wainwright's and told that Mr Evans had made a formal complaint against her and that it was being looked into. Plus, Miss Gittins, the senior accountant had mentioned to her that she didn't particularly care for Jennifer's attitude yesterday afternoon. Before Jennifer could reply, Mrs Wainwright suggested the two of them should have another little chat at lunchtime. To cap it all she found that somehow a few of the files had fallen off her desk and were in a pile on the floor mixed up with one another. As she knelt sorting them back into their relevant piles she found it difficult to suppress a tear or two, what  terrible start to the day. That job alone took her half the morning, but at 12.30 precisely she reported to her boss's office.

Mrs Wainwright was very pleasant at first, enquiring solicitously if something was troubling Jennifer, was her home life okay, was she having problems with a partner? When Jennifer replied in the negative and that she didn't have a partner, Mrs Wainwright wrote a little in her pad and explained that she was going to help Jennifer settle into what she described as the culture of the business. Wainwright's was a long-established family business, she explained,  but above all it was a traditional business. There was a right way and a wrong way to do things. For instance, it might be a good idea for Jennifer to adopt a more formal approach? A more sober suit, for example rather than...

She left that unanswered but Jennifer blushed because she knew the woman meant something more suitable than her current ensemble. Seeing the look on her employees face, Mrs Wainwright went on to explain that she obviously knew that Jennifer had been unemployed for some time and that, of course, the company would extend her an advance specifically for her to buy office clothing. In fact, tomorrow she herself would accompany Jennifer into their local town and bring the company credit card. How did that sound? Jennifer immediately felt a little better.

The shopping expedition was quite humiliating, although she could hardly quibble with Mrs Wainwright's choices. Simple, but good quality clothes and shoes. The sort of things that weren't eye-catching, but that were subtly impressive. The sort of things that Jennifer couldn't afford, but that Mrs Wainwright and the company credit card quite clearly could. So while Jennifer didn't disapprove of what Mrs Wainwright was buying for her, it was the fact that she had no choice in the matter.

The shop girls deferred to the older woman as a matter of course. it was as if Mrs Wainwright had transformed somehow into a fussy, domineering mother figure. Everything had to be run by her. She even made Jennifer submit to being measured by the attentive staff of the high end shop because 'I'm not sure that you even know what size you are, dear'. Everything then had to be modelled by Jennifer and not purchased until she had the older woman's approval.

She did at least give Jennifer the card with which to pay for her purchases. Which was one small blessing, as opposed to making Jennifer wait by her side like an anxious child shopping with her mother. But ultimately, Jennifer couldn't really complain. She'd been provided with an extensive wardrobe of new clothes and all for free. Life was looking up for her at last. She took the opportunity to send her friends pictures of herself in her new, designer finery.

She even received a few lukewarm messages of approval in return, which was really all she was looking for at the moment. No doubt as she rose higher in the corporate hierarchy of Wainwright's she'd be able to splash out on the sort of clothes that would really impress her friends. And perhaps Mrs Wainwright might allow her the privilege of choosing her own stuff the next time?

Chapter 2

Jennifer looked down at the text on her new phone. She'd only just purchased it on the strength of her current salary.

"Would it be an issue to report to me at 8.45 before work starts? Just so I can check what you're wearing is acceptable."

Mrs Wainwright seldom asked permission to do anything, so both of them knew that this request was in fact an order. Jennifer grimaced to herself but nevertheless agreed to the meeting as if it was an option Her clothes had cost, by Jennifer's standards, a small fortune, so she was hardly in a position to argue. It was a little irksome because she had to catch an earlier bus, but she put a brave face on it. Mrs Wainwright looked her up and down carefully and suggested that she might want to button the collar of her white blouse. Jennifer did so, trying to ignore the constriction around her slender neck.

"How often do you have your hair styled, young lady?"

Jennifer had never, in truth, had her hair styled. It was merely cut by whoever was cheap enough for her to afford.

"Every couple of months?" She suggested, hesitantly.

Mrs Wainwright pursed her lips unhappily.

"I'm afraid that needs to change, dear. When you're one of my employees you're always representing the Company. And therefore, especially as a manager, you always have t look your best. Don't you agree?"

Jennifer could hardly disagree and nodded.

"That's settled then, I'll book you in with my own stylist for tomorrow after work."

"Oh...erm, thank you," replied Jennifer, annoyed at her own lack of dissent.

"Good, let's meet here again tomorrow, same time," with that she turned back to  document on her desk and Jennifer realised she was dismissed.

Outside, she couldn't help but notice the smirks exchanged between some of her staff. Blushing she kept her head down and hurried back to her office. Thankfully no one had dumped anymore paperwork on her desk so she got on with the job of wading through the cases and deciding which of the secretaries to apportion it to. The secretaries were to be given either their normal clients, or failing that, anything that Jennifer deemed similar to the work they were already doing.

Which was a really time-consuming job, especially as Jennifer wasn't yet quite up to speed regarding which secretary was suited to which work. She worked solidly for three hours and felt quite proud of herself. She gathered up the eight files and made her way back to the main office in order to distribute them before she went out for lunch. When she arrived the three older women were sat gossiping, one was filing her nails.

"Why aren't you doing any work? " Asked Jennifer, bewildered at their apparent lack of activity.

The three slowly turned to face her.

"Because we don't have any work to do?" Replied one.

"But why didn't you just come and ask me for a file?" She asked, with a touch of annoyance.

"Why didn't you just bring a file when it was ready, rather than hogging them up in your little office?" Said a second

"You want me to deliver them to you?"

"Well yes, how do we know when you've finished one. It's taken you all morning just to do that little pile, and I bet half of those are wrong."

The other two sniggered at that. Jennifer was quite annoyed and simply handed out the files without a word before turning on her heel and leaving.

And it didn't get any better after that. There were constant bickering matches with the three secretaries who naturally all supported one another. There was the rather supercilious female accountant with whom she'd barely exchanged a word and that horrible old chauvinist, Jack Evans, who had even made a formal complaint about her. But on the other hand she was getting paid and she was, at last, filling out her CV.

She wasn't getting much by the standards of her friends, but just over a thousand pounds a month was a lot better than nothing. She had even returned to Facebook to tell everyone that she was now an official member of the working population again. Things were starting to look up at last, that was until Mrs Wainwright received the company credit card bill.

Her boss had called her in to her office again. Jennifer checked that her collar was neat and tidy as the woman preferred and quickly brushed down her skirt. Before she knocked on Mrs Wainwright's door she ran her fingers through her newly shortened hair and surreptitiously rubbed her shoes against the back of her dark tights. Mrs Wainwright wasn't alone, sat next to her was a tall, thin man dressed in a similar manner to her boss. Jennifer quickly realised there wasn't a chair for her and stood awkwardly.

Chapter 3

"This is her, is it?" Asked the man looking over his spectacles.

"Yes, this is Miss Harvey," replied Mrs Wainwright.

The man looked her up and down and tutted slightly.

"Jennifer, this is Mr Archibald...from head office."

For some reason, Jennifer had a premonition that this wasn't going to end well. She nodded to the man, who didn't reply.

"I'm afraid this is a rather delicate situation, Miss Harvey. It's come to my attention that there has been some fraudulent use of the company credit card."

Jennifer looked confused, what could that news possibly have to do with her?

"We've done our investigation and it seems that certain...ahem...items were ordered via your computer using the Wainwright credit card. What do you have to say for yourself, young lady?"

Jennifer stared at him uncomprehendingly.

"But I...I haven't ordered anything from my computer, especially with the company card!"

"We can prove that the items were ordered from your computer, Miss Harvey."

"But I don't have the card," she exclaimed, her voice rising.

"You don't need the actual card, Miss Harvey. Just the card number and the 3 digit confirmation code."

"But I haven't had..."

"Oh but you have," interrupted Mrs Wainwright."I gave you the card a couple of weeks ago to buy your new clothes with. Do you remember? That looks to have been a mistake on my part doesn't it?"

"Are you suggesting that I bought stuff for my own use on with the company credit card?" She asked incredulously.

"We are, Miss Harvey. And we can prove it."

Jennifer angrily wiped away the tears that were forming in her eyes.

"You can't because I didn't do it. I don't even know what I'm meant to have ordered!"

"A clitoral vibrator, Miss Harvey," said Mr Archibald.

Jennifer blushed to the roots of her newly coiffured hair.

"A what?"

"I blame myself to some degree, Mr Archibald. I was warned about taking her on, but I suppose I felt sorry for her. And this is how she repay's me." Said Mrs Wainwright, shaking her head slightly.

"No...no, I haven't bought anything!" She cried despairingly.

"The facts speak for themselves, Miss Harvey. You can rest assured we'll be taking this fraudulent behaviour up with the local police. Let's see what they make of it shall we?"

"Nooo. No you can't..."

"Oh but we can, Miss Harvey. Company policy is always to prosecute in cases like this."

Jennifer could feel the tears rolling down her cheeks.

"Mr Archibald, thank you for your assistance. But if you could leave us now, I'd like to speak alone with Miss Harvey."

The man nodded and gathered together his possessions. He left with a cheery 'good day' to Mrs Wainwright and then left the room, leaving the two women behind him.

"It doesn't look good, does it young lady?"

"But I haven't done anything, you must..."

"I don't have to 'must' anything, Jennifer. You've let me down very badly. I believed in you and now you've gone and done this. Your poor mother will be mortified, imagine what her friends will say when they read about this in the newspaper? She'll be a laughing stock when they discover what you've been buying with my money."

"I haven't bought anything! Please believe me!"

"I really think you're going to have to stop denying this, Jennifer. You're starting to sound a bit foolish. My patience with you is beginning to run out."

Jennifer held her head in her hands and wept. How, she thought had it come to this. She had been so happy just a few weeks ago and now this! And really she had no idea what Mrs Wainwright was talking about. There may well have been some sort of fraud to do with the company credit card, but how was that anything to do with her. Who would buy a vibrator using the company credit card anyway?

"It's too late for tears, Miss Harvey. And I suspect they're of the crocodile variety anyway."

Jennifer sniffed and wiped her eyes with the sleeve of her jacket.

"Look, I haven't..."

"Do be quiet, girl!"

Jennifer blinked nervously, torn between shouting back at the older woman and meekly accepting the instruction. She chose discretion over valour. After all who could imagine shouting at a woman like Mrs Wainwright? Mrs Wainwright owned the business and was probably one of the wealthiest and most influential women in the town. Who were people going to believe? Mrs Wainwright or a 22 year old girl in her first job?

"The question is, just what are we going to do with you? I mean, in reality, I should simply pick up my phone and call the police. Let them take it from here. I know the chief constable well, she's a friend of mine so I could get it organised quite quickly."

Jennifer could feel the tears starting again. The woman on the other side of the desk looked down at her dispassionately for a few seconds and then reached for the phone on her desk. Jennifer could feel her stomach sink. What if Mrs Wainwright did call the police? Would she be arrested? What she be handcuffed and marched out of the building? What would her newly rediscovered friends on social media think? What would her mother think!? Oh God, Oh God, Oh God.

Jennifer could feel her heart pounding. She had to do something, but what? She just couldn't face the consequences of this.

"P...please, Mrs Wainwright," she heard herself croak. "Please...I didn't..."

The woman covered the mouthpiece of the phone with her hand.

"Jennifer, If you're going to deny that you stole from me again, I'm afraid that I'm just going to go ahead and inform the police. Do you understand, my girl?"

Jennifer nodded and tied to blink away the tears gathering on her eyelashes.

"I...I'm sorry, yes. I understand."

Mrs Wainwright slowly replaced the handset

"Are you ready to cooperate, Jennifer?

Jennifer dimly noted that she'd suddenly become 'Jennifer', rather than 'Miss Harvey'.

"Yes," she nodded although she wasn't really sure what Mrs Wainwright meant by cooperate. Cooperate with what?

"Yes what, dear. Full sentences please, you're an adult now, remember?"

"Yes, Mrs Wainwright. Sorry, Mrs Wainwright. Y...yes, I'm ready to cooperate."

Chapter 4

Athena Wainwright paused in her unimportant paperwork and glanced up at the figure stood almost at attention in front of her. It hadn’t taken long for her to mould the silly little girl into at least an approximation of a useful employee. She resumed her perusal of last month’s expenses and ignored the girl again.

“Stop fidgeting, Jenny, there’s a good girl.

It hadn’t taken long, just over a month in fact to complete the girl’s transformation from junior executive to office junior. Really, she was far more suited to her current role. Clearly she wasn’t smart enough to maintain a management role in an organisation like hers. But there again, she’d known that when she first employed the little fool.

Jennifer’s CV was easily the weakest of all the applicants, but that was quite immaterial as far as Athena was concerned. Applicants were ten a penny after all. Almost everyone in her businesses could be fired and replaced at a moment’s notice. She could count on one hand the number of employees that she actually relied on.

But then, let’s face it; the majority of people were really quite stupid weren’t they? There were winners in life and there were losers, fortunately as far as Athena Wainwright was concerned the winners, of which she was undeniably one, were vastly outnumbered by the great sheep army of losers with their cheap clothes and their nasty little houses.

She looked up at the girl again who was stood with her hands behind her back and her head lowered. Jenny was a classic example of the breed. One of life’s losers, Athena had made it her business to find all about Miss Jennifer Harvey. And the more she discovered about her, the more certain she was that she’d made the correct decision.

Although, with her experienced eye and her predatory instincts, she was fairly sure that Jenny was going to be one of ‘those’ girls. A weak-willed submissive, a beta female. Athena didn’t even know what it was about them that advertised their lack of backbone; it was just sort of obvious. Her unwillingness to look anyone in the eye for example. Her nervousness, her natural obedience to anyone she perceived as being in authority.

Athena liked subservience among the lower classes. As far as she was concerned, that was the natural order of things. Those sorts of people really needed to realise their place. Thus when the opportunity presented itself, Athena was always happy to take advantage of it. If the role she had applied for was in any way important, Miss Harvey wouldn’t have been anywhere near it and probably the girl knew that herself.

But when Athena had seen her in her scruffy little suit and cheap shoes, she had a buzz, an inkling that the girl was going to be one of ‘those’. And, of course, she’d been proven right. The girl had never had a proper job in her life. Certainly not one that required organisational ability anyway. She also allowed the secretaries to take advantage of her, and was completely unprepared for dealing with the actual useful people in her organisation.

Athena had allowed her to blunder around like a hopeless animal blundering around in a swamp. She also read with interest Jennifer’s frequent social media posts regarding her ‘great’ new job and how much she was enjoying the experience. Her friends seemed to the same vacuous collection of dimwits as Jenny was. But at least they’d progressed what they liked to refer to as their careers a little.

Athena glanced casually at her watch. The silly little twerp had been toeing the line in front of her desk for a good twenty mines now. But there was no hurry. It wasn’t as if the girl was doing anything important that wouldn’t wait. She returned to her paperwork. Making her wait like this was quite amusing. It wasn’t necessary in any sense, but that was partly what made it so amusing. Idly she wondered how long the girl would stand nervously in front of her desk if she didn’t dismiss her.

She’d probably stay all day, thought Athena. She was thoroughly cowed by now. That foolish ruse regarding her misuse of the company credit card would have been laughed out of any court in the land. But the silly little thing had fallen for it of course. She was naive and laughably trusting, but that was also part of what made her so cute.

Athena smiled to herself at her own admission. Jenny may well have been a foolish, naive little idiot, but she was undeniably cute as well. Not in a super-model sort of way, obviously. But in that endearing ‘girl next door’ sort of way. She wasn’t beautiful, but she was pretty with her shoulder length brown hair and her blue eyes and her cute freckles. Athena squeezed her stockinged thighs together pleasurably.

The thought of ‘her’ little girl was enough to spur her into action. She stretched herself and then settled back into her executive, leather chair.

“What have you been doing today, Jenny? “ She asked the girl pleasantly.

The girl started a little as if she’d been disturbed from her thoughts and blushed. Athena loved it when her little pet blushed, it was yet another involuntary yet cute thing that she did.

“Erm...I helped the secretaries his morning, madam.”

Athena loved the way her shiny, red face contrasted with the gleaming white of her tight shirt collar.

“In what way have you helped them, Jenny? Please be more specific. I’ve warned you about that before, haven’t I?”

“Yes, madam. Sorry, madam.”

Athena nodded, “well?” She asked.

“I...I checked the secretaries files, madam. I took out everything from them and filed them again but in date order.”

Athena nodded again and tried to look impressed. As if this was appropriate work for a young woman with h a degree in business management.

“And how were they organised before that?”

“Oh...by name, madam.”

Athena nodded again,

“My that is important work,” she said with a neutral expression but in a tone dripping with amused condescension. She was gratified to see Jenny blush that little bit more and couldn’t help but wonder how far that blush extended down her shapely neck. To her collarbone? To her pert little apple-shaped breasts?

She had to consciously prevent herself from licking her lips at the thought. Instead she restricted herself to enjoying her underlings embarrassed squirming.

“Didn’t I tell you not fifteen minutes ago to stop fidgeting, young lady?”

“Yes, madam. Sorry, madam.”

Then unless you actually want your bottom warming, I suggest that you stand quite still.”

“Yes, madam.”

That was another thing she’d introduced into Jenny’s new regime, corporal punishment. Athena squeezed her plump thighs together again. Mmmm, just the idea of taking the slight, young  woman over her lap again and soundly spank her was almost enough for her to forget herself and plunge her hand down past the waistband of her decorous skirt.

Athena had a surprisingly high acceptance rate when it came to spanking her employees. She chose her girls carefully of course. But even so, it was remarkable how many of them meekly acquiesced to having their bottoms smacked. She always started off lightly, a few taps to the back of a girl’s skirt as she bent over a desk. Embarrassing of course, but hardly painful. That continued for a while until the girl accepted her punishments without any sort of reluctance.

Then it would be across Athena’s knee. There was no increase in the severity of the punishment, but the humiliation factor was considerably ramped up. There was something about being spanked over someone’s knee that was particularly shameful, apparently. Some girls needed a firm hand at that point. But others, like Jennifer for example, simply accepted the situation. And from there it was a short step to skirt up and knickers down.

And, if she was any judge of the situation, Jenny would soon be in a position to graduate to more stringent punishments. Athena was particularly looking forward to that. But a part of the game which she so enjoyed playing was to try and predict the limits to which each of her ‘girls’ could be pushed. Over the years she had become quite the expert, and in her opinion Jennifer was the sort of girl who could be pushed a long way.

It was quite clear that Jennifer was in no way assertive and would crumble under any sort of real pressure. Idly, Athena wondered what the girl’s background was. There wasn’t a father on the scene as far as she could tell. Perhaps that partly explained the girl’s lack of self-confidence? Not that Athena particularly cared, but wouldn’t it be fun to find out? She leaned over to her left slightly and pulled a piece of paper towards her.

She looked up at the girl again. My, didn’t she look foolish? Standing there in her cute little office girl uniform. Part of the deal by which she escaped the clutches of the police for her imaginary crime was that she would be demoted from her position as office manager to that of shiny, brand-new office junior. Normally that particular role was occupied by a not particularly bright young person fresh out of school and in her first ever job.

The girl hadn’t even complained much about that, as if it was something of a relief to have the yoke of responsibility removed from her slim shoulders. Athena remembered how amusing it had been at the time to inform the girl that not only was she demoted, but her salary would be halved. There was no real reason to cut her salary of course, but Athena liked the idea that Jennifer earned less a year than she herself spent on flowers for her palatial home.

Athena liked Jennifer’s uniform, she liked it a lot. Which was only natural considering that she designed it herself. Not that it took a lot of designing, admittedly. A crisp, long sleeved white blouse and a grey pinafore weren’t exactly ground breaking ideas. But the devil was in the detail, as a successful businesswoman like Athena Wainwright knew only too well.

Thus, having established Jennifer’s measurements, she ordered several school blouses, white knee socks, navy blue knickers and some short, grey pinafores from the internet. But then she’d made Jennifer go and buy an actual school tie from her former place of education. All her intern uniform was hung in Athena’s private bathroom and the girl was required to change into it every morning. Along with a pair of brown strap over sandals and hair ribbons to match her tie.

The effect was quite startling. Enough to transform the young woman back into a schoolgirl. Athena couldn’t help but notice that it also encouraged her other staff to treat the 22 year old woman as an actual schoolgirl as well, which was delightfully humiliating in her opinion. It just made Jennifer even more malleable.

“This is a complaint against you, girl. Yes, I know, another one!”

Athena very much enjoyed the look of crumpled defeat on the girl’s face.

“What do you have to say for yourself, Jenny?”

“I...I’m sorry, madam,” she kept her eyes glued to her own shoes.

“This sort of thing is becoming far too common isn’t it?”

“Yes, madam. Sorry, madam.”

Athena tried not to smile. She hadn’t even told the girl who the complaint was from and what it entailed, but still she was apologetic.

“I really feel that your behaviour needs taking in hand young lady, to remind you of your place if nothing else.”

Jennifer didn’t answer but kept her gaze at the floor.

“So what are we going to do.?We’ve tried smacking your bottom, but that doesn’t seem to work.”

Athena watched as her intern nervously bit her lip.

“Any ideas, Jenny? I don’t necessarily want to up your punishments, but I can’t help but think it’s probably necessary?”

Athena smiled again as the 22 year old squirmed in front of her. Like a naughty little girl in front of her stern headmistress, she thought. The girl’s uniform and her youthful appearance only served to add to the image.

“I...I’m sorry, m...madam.”

“Sorry isn’t quite enough, is it young lady? You’re always sorry, aren’t you? Sorry when you’re misbehaviour is exposed, sorry when you’re caught out. It’s getting to the stage where I’m starting to think you’re doing this on purpose? As if you somehow enjoy the attention of having your bare bottom smacked? Is that the case, Jenny? You like having your little bottom smacked like a naughty child?”

“No, madam. I...I don’t enjoy having my bottom smacked like a naughty child.”

The blush on her face, the serious shade of red was so cute that Athena had a sudden urge to hug the girl. However that would never do, well...not at the moment anyway. There was certainly more entertainment to be wrung from the situation before that turn of events.

It wasn’t the first time by any means that Athena had manipulated events like this. She’d always been dominant, she’d known that when she was very young. Her physical size and her determination had always helped her control the environment she was in. But, added to that, her family was wealthy and important in the area.

There were times when her bullying behaviour couldn’t be explained away by claiming ‘over-exuberance’ and that’s when certain employees of her father could be sent with either threats or bribes to help smooth over any unpleasantness. So, despite the occasional rumour, Athena’s aggressive, predatory behaviour had never been public knowledge. And she was determined to keep it that way.

The secret to her success was to choose the right victim. She’d had over thirty years experience of doing that, and now she was so rich and powerful and well-connected that she was probably immune to any sort of accusation. The result was that she operated under the radar. Most people knew of her commitment to equality in her various businesses and her extensive charity work in the local area.

Which meant that she could hide almost in plain sight. She could play the concerned employer and the philanthropist. Her public persona was polished and pushed relentlessly. Her private, darker life was well-hidden and known only too few like-minded individuals, several of whom she counted as her particular friends.

“But if you behave like a naughty child, Jenny, then you leave me with very little alternative. What should I do, praise you for your lack of maturity? Applaud your inability to carry out even the simplest of tasks?”

“No, madam. Sorry, madam.”

Athena shook her head as if dealing with a determinedly obtuse little girl, as opposed to a 22 year old university graduate.

Mr Evans, despite issuing many warnings, still considers your attitude to be, and I quote, “unprofessional and disrespectful.”

Athena heard Jennifer sniff miserably in an attempt to stem the tears which invariably followed these sorts of interviews. The problem was that she really liked Jenny’s tears. She found them oddly erotic, a grown woman sniffling like a chastised teenager. And although she often lectured Jenny for her lack of backbone and propensity to cry, secretly it turned her on. And the more that Jenny tried to avoid the tears coursing down her cute face, the more exciting it was.

“Anything to say about that, Jennifer? Something that I’ve warned you about several times isn’t it?”

“Yes, madam.”

“What have I repeatedly told you with regard to your superiors?”

“T...that I must be respectful at all times to my superiors, madam.”

“See, you know what you should do and yet, you still refuse to do it? Sometimes I just don’t understand you, Jenny. I do hope that you’re not attempting to try my patience, little girl?”

Athena squeezed her thighs together again. The look on the scared girl’s face was really quite intoxicating.

“N...no, madam. I promise I’m not m...madam.”

Athena stared intently at her office girl for a good few seconds before slowly nodding her approval.

“Good, I’m glad to hear that at least. But let me tell you this, if I suspect for one second that you’re being insolent, then I shall have no other option than to cane you. Understood?”

“Yes, madam.”

Athena enjoyed the slight crack in the girl’s voice at that last reply. She had been threatening to cane Jenny more and more frequently. And she intended to carry on doing so until the girl began to think that it was only a matter of time before she received a couple of strokes over her silky smooth bottom cheeks. She waited a few seconds until Jenny’s eyes focused back on the carpet.

“Good, well to the more pressing problem of your disrespect to Mr Evans. I’m afraid that he wants to see you get your backside tanned. And you know what that means?”

Chapter 5

“Yes, madam.”

Unfortunately Jennifer knew exactly what that meant. She blinked rapidly to try and keep the tears from her eyes. She knew how much madam disliked her tears.

“Come on then.”

“Yes, madam.”

Mrs Wainwright stood and made for the door. Jennifer waited until she opened it before following her out into the main office. As they exited her room, four heads turned as one. The secretaries were greatly amused to see her like this, she knew that. They didn’t even try to keep the expressions off their faces. They didn’t have any respect for her even when she was nominally their boss. And now, dressed as she was and employed as the most junior person in the building, their opinion of her was quite obvious.

“Anne, would you call me if there’s a message? I’ll be in Mr Evans' office. This naughty little girl has an appointment with him in five minutes.”

The four women giggled at that piece of information.

“Yes, Mrs Wainwright, of course,” answered Anne, politely.

The other three merely sniggered and looked straight at Jennifer as she stood submissively with her head down. She could feel her face blush. Everyone knew what ‘an appointment’ actually meant. her new role in the company was no longer a secret, if it ever had been. She had acknowledged her so-called guilt just to avoid any potential confrontation with authority. What she should have done, of course, was to absolutely deny any culpability and to challenge Mrs Wainwright to produce one actual shred of evidence.

But that course of action was unfortunately way outside Jennifer's comfort zone. Actually defying Mrs Wainwright at all seemed completely unthinkable. Her imposing boss was such a person of authority and Jennifer was so far beneath her that she just didn’t have the nerve to defend herself even though she knew for a fact that she was innocent.

And not only had she not contradicted Mrs Wainwright, but she’d also feebly agreed to her demands. Now instead of being the office manager at Wainwright’s, she was the new office girl! Instead of making a reasonable salary, it had been halved. But who could she tell? Her friends? She’d be a laughing stock, especially after her social media posts. Her mother? How could she tell her mother that she’d been demoted from her respectable position because she’d bought a sex toy with the company credit card!? How could she even explain that away to anyone?

Mrs Wainwright had made her sit down and write a complete confession. How she’d kept the password for the company account. How she’d felt the compulsion to buy a vibrator. How she’d tried to hide the purchase by buying it through an anonymous PC. And finally how sorry and ashamed Jennifer was at the whole sorry episode.

In return, Mrs Wainwright had promised her complete anonymity. Her mother wouldn’t discover what she’d supposedly done just as long as she reported for work every morning and did exactly as she was told. Similarly she would be allowed to edit and update her social media account for the benefit of her friends, well...those friends who could be bothered to read it in the first place. All she had to do was to play her role as instructed.

The real outcome was that, as far as the people close to her where concerned, everything was quite normal. She left my mother’s house at the usual time in her normal work clothes. She worked until 5pm and then returned back home. In reality Jennifer had to report to Mrs Wainwright’s own bathroom before changing into her humiliating ‘intern’ uniform and then do any number of embarrassing, menial jobs until she was allowed to get changed back into her normal clothes and go home.

It was a terribly demeaning lifestyle but really, what other option did she have? Mrs Wainwright had made it very clear to her what would happen if she didn’t turn up to work or attempted to defy her authority in any way. She had Jennifer's confession after all, and she was very well connected. One morning she was called to the office to find Mrs Wainwright deep in conversation with an older, uniformed policewoman.

Jennifer could still remember now how her heart had missed a beat. Had Mrs Wainwright broken her word and informed the police regarding her crime?  Even Jennifer had begun to think of herself as guilty now. If her boss had informed the police, then she was finished. The whole flimsy lifestyle that she'd built for herself would come crashing down around her ears.

"Is this the young lady in question?" Asked the surprisingly deep-voiced woman.

Jennifer felt her stomach turn to water as she stared at the grey-haired policewoman for a second.

"Yes, Emily, this is her. Meet my latest employee, Jenny. "

The middle-aged woman smiled in a humourless fashion.

"How do you do, Jenny? I'm Inspector Ludlow."

"Erm...I'm fine thanks. H...how are you?"

"What do you do here, Jenny?" Asked the woman, completely ignoring Jennifer's reply.

She could feel her cheeks blush heavily.

"I'm....erm, the office junior."

Jennifer could see the policeman's eyebrows rise slightly at that piece of news. She hadn't remarked upon the fact that the she was wearing such a humiliating uniform to work, which was a relief of sorts. it was only later that she thought it odd that the policewoman hadn't mentioned that she was dressed in a shirt and school tie. Almost as if she was expecting that to be the case.

"That's a very responsible role for someone your age?"

Jennifer opened her mouth to correct the officer's misapprehension regarding her actual age, but then she caught Mrs Wainwright's eye.

"Erm...yes it is..."

"Jenny!" Came Mrs Wainwright's warning voice in a way that I knew only too well.

"I...I'm sorry, it is a responsible role, yes ma'am."

Every female older than her had to be addressed as ma'am. Everyone younger than her as , miss. Jennifer realised that she should have known that by now without having to be reminded.

The policeman  nodded but made no further comment, fortunately. And Jennifer was dismissed from their presence. Obviously, Mrs Wainwright just wanted to  make sure that she knew how well-connected to the local constabulary she was. And Jennifer couldn't deny that it had an effect on her. Just one work from Mrs Wainwright and she could be looking at a spell in prison, her professional career as good as over at the age of 22!

She was so stressed by that image that she almost walked into the back of Mrs Wainwright, the woman had stopped outside a door and was in the act of knocking on it. This was Mr Evans's office. The door was exactly the same as all the other offices on this floor, but what lay behind was different, a man. Mr Evans was one of only three men in the building and by far the most senior of them.

For some reason he seemed to have taken an immediate dislike to Jennifer. Despite her efforts as office manager, nothing that she did seemed to satisfy him. He was rude and dismissive of her from the very first day of her employment, and she was afraid of him to an extent. He was such a horrible man and sat behind his staring at me, he looked just like an angry toad, fat and warty and horrible.

"Sorry to bother you, Geoff, but do you have time for this little reprobate right now?"

Jennifer blushed again, 'little reprobate'!

Mr Evans stretched his fat body a little and cracked the knuckles of his left hand.

"I suppose so, Mrs Wainwright. I am quite busy, but I can make the time."

She could tell by the look on his fat face that he was enjoying my shame.

"First things first, Jenny. An apology for Mr Evans, lease."

"I...I'm sorry Mr Evans for s...spilling tea on your desk. it won't happen again, I'm sorry."

What really happened was that as she leant over to place his mug of tea on the desk, he ran his hand up her skirt and pinched Jennifer's bottom. Which made her jump, which made her spill some of the liquid onto his desk.

"And what about my ruined paperwork, young lady?"

"I'm sorry about that as well, sir."

Although all that had happened was a corner of a page he'd been doodling on was a little bit damp.

"I should think so too!"

Out of the corner of her eye Jennifer could see Mrs Wainwright settle herself down onto an armless chair. She knew only too well what was going to happen next. And from Mr Evans's amused expression, she could tell that he did as well. Mrs Wainwright patted her fulsome thighs and beckoned Jennifer over to her.  

"Over you go, Jenny. It's time for you to pay for your disrespect."

Slowly, she obeyed the older woman's humiliating instruction. Being spanked across her boss's knee was horribly, horribly embarrassing. Being spanked in front of witnesses was even worse. But being spanked in front of a foul, lecherous old man like Evans was as bad as it got. As Jennifer lay down as instructed, her hands and toes not quite able to reach the floor, she caught his hand slipping down under his desk.

Jennifer's pleated grey skirt was so short that it hardly needed lifting onto her back, she could feel the cool of the office air wafting over her buttocks. They weren't cool for long.

Smaack!

Smaack!

Smaack!

"Oooohh!"

Although she knew from personal experience how heavy handed Mrs Wainwright was. It always came as a bit of a shock just how much heat she could generate in such a short period of time

Smaack!

Smaack!

Smaack!

Tears were already streaming down Jennifer's face as I struggled frantically to avoid the hand that was repeatedly striking the nylon surface of her knickers. God! It hurt so much!

Smaack!

Smaack!

Smaack!

And although she knew that it was futile, Jennifer started to scream and beg her boss to stop spanking her.

"Owowowwoow. please, Mrs Wainwright...please."

As usual Jennifer's attempts to make her stop had absolutely no affect . If anything the tempo of the spanking started to increase. Now she was really kicking and struggling, but Mrs Wainwright was so much bigger and stronger than her that her efforts to escape from the woman's knee were completely ineffectual.

Smaack!

Smaack!

Smaack!

"Please, please stop! I'll do anything please...I'm sorry!"

Jennifer could hear herself babbling like a naughty child and could only imagine how stupid she sounded to her boss, but especially how pitiful she must sound to that vile pig, Evans. Fortunately, she supposed, she couldn't actually see him with her head almost brushing the carpet in his office. But knowing he was in the same room, witnessing her shameful correction was quite bad enough.

Eventually, but only once she'd stopped struggling and lay submissively over Mrs Wainwright's lap like a defeated rag doll, the spanking slowed and then stopped. Jennifer could feel the woman's large hand resting possessively on her scorched bottom, stroking it gently.

"How's business, Geoff? Are you still making me money?"

"I am Athena, you know that's my primary aim in life."

Both laughed and carried on their conversation as if having a crying young woman in the room was quite a natural state of affairs. They discussed a number of things, Mrs Wainwright's hand stroking Jennifer's bottom as they did so. Then, without any warning, she started to slip the girl's knickers down over the swollen crests of her backside. Instinctively Jennifer put a hand back to try and prevent her,

Smaack!

Smaack!

But instead received two very heavy slaps which made her scream out in pain.

"How dare you try and interfere while I'm punishing you, you naughty little girl?

"I'm s...sorry."

Mentally, Jennifer cursed herself. What the hell was she apologising for? Trying to stop another woman taking her knickers down? Instead she lay as meek as a lamb as Mrs Wainwright pulled her panties clear of her bottom and deposited them further down her creamy thighs.

"How's darling Jane by the way?" Enquired her boss.

"She's good thank you, she sends her regards as always."

Who was 'darling Jane'? Surely the fat, ugly pig wasn't married? Evans having a girlfriend would have come as a shock, but surely he wasn't in any sort of relationship/

"And the kids?"

"Good thanks, both doing well in university."

Jennifer was so shocked by the revelation that horrible old Mr Evans had children that she almost didn't notice that Mrs Wainwright's hand had started its descent from her bottom cheeks  to slightly between my thighs. She bit her lip and tried not to squirm too much. Their conversation returned to the everyday mundane. The sheer incongruity of it was quite shocking.

It was if she wasn't even in the room. Never mind displaying her rosy red, naked bottom while her boss's finger started to stroke her cunny. It was so surreal, but what could she do? If she struggled or tried to stop Mrs Wainwright's inquisitive fingers, then she'd simply spank Jennifer some more until she let her do what she was going to do anyway. Oh God! The shame of it! Jennifer started to squirm a little, she couldn't help it. Mrs Wainwright obviously knew what she was doing. Her fingers were very skilfully manipulating Jennifer's sex. This clearly wasn't the first time she'd done this.

And judging by Mr Evan's evident lack of curiosity, it wasn't the first time he'd witnessed the act either. By now she was growing damp. She didn't want to of course. She didn't want to let her boss know how arousing the humiliating position was for her, but there wasn't anything Jennifer could do about it. Mrs Wainwright's knowing finger slipped across her labial lips and then played with her aroused clit. Just a little, but enough for Jennifer to groan involuntarily. And, to her everlasting shame, she could hear Mr Evans's high-pitched giggle from the other side of the room.

"You're too soft on your girls, Athena, has anyone ever told you that. That little minx almost scalded me and ruined an important piece of work and yet here you are, pleasuring her."

Jennifer could feel herself blush to the absolute tips of her ears. Thankful at least that her crimson face was hidden from their view.

"Don't worry, Geoff. I haven't finished with her yet. I'm just giving her a little break, that's all."

Jennifer could feel her blood run cold at that announcement. Mrs Wainwright hadn't finished with her yet! Oh god! Oh God! What did she mean by that?

Slaap.

"Open your legs, little girl."

A relatively mild slap to the back of one of her thighs made Jennifer jump. Hastily she tried to comply. What did she have to gain by refusing her anyway? The woman's hand slipped further inside her. Just a single digit, pushed into her and then slowly out and in again. Jennifer couldn't help but gasp again, much to Mr Evans's evident amusement.

Mrs Wainwright removed her finger with a gentle plopping noise and then returned to Jennifer's engorged clitoris, circling it, stroking it, playing with it as it started to stiffen.

"Looks like she's enjoying that, the randy little minx," laughed Mr Evans.

And the thing was, Jennifer was enjoying Mrs Wainwright's skilful ministrations. And whatever, it was far better than having her bottom scalded again.

"Oh, I'd say she was Geoff. Can you smell her over there? She's leaking like a faulty tap."

Was it possible to die of embarrassment? Jennifer had often wondered about that. Whether or not she'd ever find herself in a situation as downright shameful as this and live to tell the tale. The worst or best thing was that she was enjoying the sensation more and more. But that was countered by the horrible humiliation of being fingered by her predatory boss in front of a man that she already hated. Even if she lived, Jennifer would never live it down.

She was starting to pant. She could feel herself losing control. She wasn't exactly a party girl, but she wasn't a virgin either. The familiar feeling of euphoria was rapidly starting to overtake her, although just this once she was half hoping it wouldn't. But who was she trying to kid? Although she was starting to buck her hips, Jennifer wasn't trying to get off the woman's broad lap. In fact she was trying to grind herself harder against Mrs Wainwright's hand.

Dimly she could register the amused braying from Mr Evans, and Mrs Wainwright's whispered words of encouragement and then she couldn't resist anymore. Jennifer climaxed in a great, unstoppable rush. Unconcerned in those few seconds regarding her own dignity or the spectacle she was making of myself. She thrashed around, barely stopping herself shrieking with pleasure until her contractions subsided.

Then she realised what she'd done, orgasmed over her boss's lap! The shock of it was really quite intense. Would it be best for her just to stay hanging over her thighs for ever more? Hiding her scalded, red humiliated face from everyone? Not having to stand and see Mr Evans ugly, amused face? Of course, those thoughts flashed quickly through Jennifer's brain. Almost before she'd realised it, she'd been pushed to her feet and made to stand shamefaced in front of the two of them with her white panties at half-mast around her knees.

"Now then, young lady. on to the serious part of your punishment," said Mrs Wainwright with the merest hint of a smile playing around her ruby-red lips. "Do you remember when I promised you a caning earlier?"


Chapter 6

Every aspect of her demotion was mortifying of course. Her new, juvenile appearance, her lack of status and salary of course. But perhaps the worst of it was her submission to the three secretaries that carried out all the administrative work for the business. Originally she had been their boss, not a very good one admittedly. But she had been trying desperately to work her way into that role. But now, due to her alleged crime, she was actually working for them.

In fact, her office manager title had been removed and that, along with her office had been given to Cecily the senior secretary. Another recent school leaver, Shelly-Ann, had been appointed to Cecily's former secretary position and even she, at 18 years old was now considered to be Jennifer's superior. Shelly-Ann was a pretty girl, but quite vacuous and empty-headed. She could type though, and that was enough to ensure that she was one rung above the hierarchical ladder than Jennifer despite Jennifer's university degree.

A fact the blonde girl never tired of reminding her. Jennifer was now required to fetch and carry for the secretarial pool. If something needed photocopying, that was Jennifer's job. If lunchtime snacks were required, Jennifer was sent out in her silly little uniform that had her name, Harvey, and her job description 'office junior' on a plastic badge pinned to her left breast. So that everyone could see.

Most of her former friends had moved away for work, but still Jennifer lived in fear of being recognised. All it would take was one picture of her in her white blouse, her grey gymslip and her old school tie for her secret life to be exposed. And although she hated her new, bobbed and coloured hairstyle that Mrs Wainwright's hairdresser friend had given her, she was grateful to wear it as a sort of disguise. She wasn't even allowed to wear her contact lenses any more, Mrs Wainwright liked her in  black, horn-rimmed spectacles, apparently.

And not any old spectacles, certainly not her own rather stylish designer pair. Mrs Wainwright had accompanied her to the opticians as if she was her mother and then made her buy a pair of extremely unflattering 'Harry Potter' style glasses. Not only were they round, which didn't suit her face, but they were way too large as well. In Jennifer's opinion, which she kept to herself of course, they made her look like an anxious, foolish child. But since when had her opinion counted towards anything?

The overall effect was to make her look like the school swot. And strangely that's how her work colleagues started to treat her, like a nerdish sort of schoolgirl. No longer was she the 22 year old university graduate. No longer was she the respected (if she ever had been) office manager of a thriving business. Instead she was the foolish, rather backward recent school leaver whose job it was to do anything and everything she was told to do while maintain a smile on her place and remembering her place at the absolute bottom of the pecking order.

As far as everyone seemed concerned, she was merely 'Harvey', or 'you girl'. She wasn't treated with any sort of respect and her opinions were no longer required. Shelly-Ann, despite the fact that she was four years younger than Jennifer, seemed to take a particular delight in treating the former office manager as if she really was the younger of the two of them. A situation which, of course, soon came to the attention of Athena Wainwright.

She took Shelly-Ann to one side and explained the situation to her. She was quite a simple girl and readily believed the information that Jennifer, the office junior,  really had been the former office manager but had accepted a demotion for 'the good of her own health'. And in fact enjoyed her new position more than her old one due to the easiness of it and the lack of pressure. Athena silently  promised herself that promoting Shelly-Ann to anything more responsible than her current role was never going to happen.

Chapter 7

Jennifer knocked uncertainly on the door in front of her. The house was absolutely huge! She’d been buzzed through the imposing gates and had walked up the gravel drive to where she was now. Eventually the door opened.

“Can I help you...madam?”

A tall man in a suit looked down at her.

“Erm...er...yes. I’m here for the party?”

He looked her up and down with a slightly disdainful expression.

“May I have your invitation?”

He held out his gloved hand expectantly.

Jenifer could feel her face colouring again.

“I don’t have an...”

“Ahh, you’re staff. Follow the path down the side of the house and knock at the door at the end.”

“But...”

The door closed with a bang. Jenifer could feel the tears forming. Mrs Wainwright hadn’t mentioned anything about staff? But on the other hand she hadn’t mentioned anything about invitations either. She was confused. Should she go down the path, or should she just go home? It wasn’t hard to figure out if she was honest. Mrs Wainwright would be furious with her if she didn’t turn up. And anyway it was probably just a mistake.

“Where have you been? The party starts in an hour!” Demanded a short, rotund woman as she Jennifer was stood in what appeared to be a very large kitchen.

“I...I’m sorry. I thought it was 7pm for an 8pm start?”

The woman looked at her curiously.

“It is, dear. If you’re a guest. But you’re not a guest are you? If you were a guest you’d have an invite and you’d be upstairs drinking a glass of champagne with the others.”

Jennifer nodded in a confused way, that made sense.

“Is your name Harvey, Jenny Harvey?”

“Erm, yes.”

The woman’s cold, blue eyes met hers.

"Mrs Wainwright has explained your situation to me. As far as I’m concerned, you’re assisting the waiting staff this evening.”

Jennifer opened and then closed her mouth in shock. She hadn’t been invited to the party as a guest, but as staff!

“But...”

“Mrs Wainwright told me that you’re at liberty to discuss the arrangement with her personally if you want to?”

Jennifer blushed horribly. That was certainly something she wanted to avoid at all costs.

“You haven’t got time to go and get changed. Here’s your uniform.”

The woman thrust a bundle of clothes at her.

“Get changed here and be quick about it, young lady.”

Jennifer took the bundle.

“And hurry up! My name is Bridges, by the way. Mrs Bridges as far as you’re concerned.”

With that she swept out of the room leaving a stunned Jennifer in her wake. She looked around for some assistance, but the only other people in the cavernous kitchen were two disinterested looking chefs at the far end. Was the woman serious? Did she expect her to get changed in a kitchen? Jennifer had a horrible suspicion that she was very serious and started to undress. Her coat first and then her blue, silk sheath skirt that she had spent so much money that she didn’t really have on.

She looked at the parcel that she’d been given, black self-supporting stockings, a black dress trimmed in white lace, and...a cap? Oh God! She couldn’t wear a cap. It was such a servile think to have to wear Was what she expected to do anyway?  What she should really do was... But who was she kidding? She simply couldn’t do confrontation, and certainly not in Mrs Wainwright’s house.

“Chop, chop girl. Let me take a look at you!”

Mrs Bridges had returned.

“Fasten that top button, young lady. It’s there for a reason. Now, turn around while I fasten your apron for you. And that cap! Oh dear, hasn’t anyone ever shown you the correct way to wear a cap before?”

The middle-aged woman fussed around Jennifer for a little while and then ordered the confused young woman to follow her. Jennifer obeyed of course. She simply couldn’t ignore an instruction from someone in authority over her.

“Sienna, this is Jenny. She’s new, look after her please,” said Mrs Bridges before leaving the two young women together.

“Have you done this sort of thing before? asked the raven-haired Sienna.

“No, this is my first time.”

Sienna raised her eyebrows slightly at that.

“Okay, perhaps you could help me lay the table. And let’s hurry; madam doesn’t like us not to be busy.”

“Mrs Wainwright, you mean?”

“Well yes, of course. Who else?

Jennifer bit her lip anxiously. She was so confused. Why was she dressed as a maid to a party that her boss had invited her to? After all it was a company party. Everyone was coming. They’d all been talking about it for a couple of weeks now, the secretaries excitedly discussing what they were going to wear. Was she going to be the only person that hadn’t been invited?

“Jenny, please pay attention. I know that you’re new, but we have to get this done quickly.”

Jennifer shook herself out of her thoughts and simply copied what Sienna was doing on her side of one of the long tables that dominated the dining room. Knives, forks, spoons, glasses, napkins all of them had to placed just so. Once that table was finished they moved onto the second and then the third and finally the fourth.

A bell rang somewhere in the depths of the house.

“That’s for us, Jenny. Come with me.”

Jennifer hurried after the attractive girl, down two flights of stairs. The house was absolutely massive with so many rooms and staircases that she was already lost. Eventually the room they found themselves in was full of waiting staff in their immaculate black uniforms. The men lined up against one long wall, the women against the other.

Mrs Bridges was already busily inspecting them. When she approached Jennifer she tutted and the straightened her cap for her.

“It goes without saying that this is a very important occasion for madam. These are her employees and you will treat them with due deference.”

Jennifer could feel her heart sink. It was really going to happen. She was going to have to wait on tables for her work colleagues! She wasn’t even a junior anymore. She was a maid. A sudden slap on her bottom made her jump.

“Stop your daydreaming, girl. There’s work to be done. Report to the kitchen with Sienna , she’ll show you what to do.”

Nervously, Jennifer followed her mentor back to the kitchen where each of them was handed two bowls of what smelled like delicious soup.  There were about a dozen uniformed girls altogether, identically dressed and their hair tied up in pony tails.. Jennifer followed them back upstairs and into the dining room . It was full of people now, All the tables were filled with people dressed in their finery and waiting expectantly to be fed.

The problem as far as Jennifer was concerned was that the people were all her work colleagues. The table nearest to her contained Mrs Wainwright, Mr Evans and the two haughty female accountants., Following Sienna’s lead she carefully placed a bowl in front of two diners. For a second she caught Mrs Wainwright’s eye. Her boss looked straight through her as if she didn’t exist.

That hurt Jennifer as much as any of the extraordinary humiliations that she’d been put through that evening. She already knew that Mrs Wainwright, her boss, the woman who’d employed her had little regard for her but this was terrible. Jennifer blinked and sniffed and surreptitiously wiped a tear that has slipped down her cheek.

“Hurry up, “ Whispered Sienna in her ear. “We’ve got more bowls to bring up.”

Balancing on her unfamiliar high heels, Jennifer scurried after her fellow maid. She kept her eyes glued to the floor, hoping that perhaps her colleagues hadn’t noticed her. However, on her second trip she found herself placing soup under the noses of Cynthia and Sally Ann who were giggling conspiratorially.

“Well, well. Look who it is, the office manager,” sniggered Cynthia. "The talentless bimbo who thought she was better than us. This is more your level isn’t it, bimbo?”

Jennifer swallowed and hurried away, too shocked and upset even to formulate a reply. If Cynthia knew she was waiting on tables, then it was only a matter of time before everyone else did. The evening progressed in a similarly terrible way.  She was on her feet constantly, either ferrying food upwards or taking dirty plates back to the busy kitchen..

Almost every person she passed had an unkind remark for her or some sort of mockery. When the time came for ordering desert, she had to politely ask what people wanted and write down the order on a little pad. Horrible Mr Evans made her stand close to him while he ran a hand up the back of her stockinged leg and snapped the elastic of her knickers while she respectfully explained what was on the menu.

Eventually the nightmare evening began to draw to an end. The first people started to drift away

Chapter 8

The next morning was terrible, even worse than normal. Everywhere that she went, Jennifer could feel people watching her. Even those she'd never really spoken to before, people in other departments were openly staring as she moved around the building. It was so upsetting, Jennifer tried hiding out in the quieter parts of the building and spending as long as possible in the bathrooms. And that was half successful, right up until the time one of the secretaries found her and told her that Mrs Wainwright wanted to see Jennifer in her office.

She hastily tried to wash the tears away before making the oh so familiar journey back up to the top of the office block before knocking hesitantly on Mrs Wainwright's door. She entered with a sinking heart and stood in her usual position facing her boss's desk. Mrs Wainwright was dressed very formally in a white blouse and a tie. Weirdly enough it didn't look out of place. She merely looked like what she was,  a powerful, successful business person.

Jennifer swallowed nervously as she waited to be noticed. She was resigned to the fact that she was barely worthy of anyone's interest. Again she let her mind drift to what her so-called friends would say if they knew what her life was really like and not the social media fantasy she liked to hide behind. Look at her now, waiting like a recalcitrant schoolgirl to see the headmistress. This was hardly the corporate life she had dreamt about when she was a student.

Perhaps this was the end? Perhaps Mrs Wainwright had called her in to fire her? Would she actually mind? Perhaps she really was more suited to working behind the counter somewhere? Maybe as a shopgirl ? The stores in town were always hiring. It was a bit of a comedown, admittedly and her mother would be so disappointed but...

"I haven't called you in here to fire you, Jenny. There's no need to worry about that."

Jennifer didn't quite know whether to be happy or sad at that piece of information.

"Although I feel changes have to be made, don't you agree?"

"Erm, yes Mrs Wainwright, I agree."

Although what she was agreeing to, Jennifer didn't actually know. It just seemed to be the safest thing to do. Mrs Wainwright was very used to people agreeing with her. Jennifer couldn't actually imagine arguing with the formidable woman.

"My first thought was to sack you however, I have to admit. I've had so many complaints about your behaviour and your lack of ability that anyone else would have already been fired. I'm afraid that you've failed here."

Jennifer blushed to the roots of her hair. despite the various indignities that she'd suffered, it was still so humiliating to be described as a failure at 22. Where could she go from here? She hung her head and blinked rapidly to try and clear her eyes.

"However, I do have an alternative. I don't think that your skills should go to waste, and you're far too young and attractive to be sent to prison."

Jennifer looked up hopefully. An alternative? Although her face crumpled a little at the mention of the word 'prison'.

Mrs Wainwright smiled at her reaction.

"Don't worry, little Jenny. I won't let them put you in prison. My alternative is a much better option.

Jennifer nodded, unsure what Mrs Wainwright's alternative might be but already quite certain that it would be her preferred choice.

"So, yesterday was a bit of an experiment. I apologise for giving you the impression that I was inviting you to a party. Somehow our wires must have become crossed. I was interested in seeing how you were able to manage the situation you found yourself if. It must have been quite a shock for you?"

Jennifer nodded uncertainly.

"You'll be pleased to know that you came through my little test with flying colours. Mrs Bridges was quite impressed too, which I have to say is quite unusual as nothing much impresses her. She's something of a rough diamond, isn't she?"

Jennifer nodded again, unsure as to where this discussion was leading.

"So what I'd like you to do is to go and get your clothes and your coat from my Bathroom, and we'll be on our way."

Jennifer looked uncomprehendingly at her boss.

"Come on, Jenny. Time is money. Hurry up, there's a good girl."

Mrs Wainwright clapped her hands together rather imperiously. Jennifer, for her part, merely obeyed, scurrying over to pick up her 'normal' clothes expected. Almost before she realised it, the two of them were side by side in Mrs Wainwright's very expensive pretty, blue Porche. She vaguely recognised the route from the previous evening, and Jenifer soon realised that they were on the way back to Mrs Wainwright's mansion, but yet it was still mid-morning?

Jennifer felt disinclined to ask her boss what was going on. She seemed to be in a reasonably good mood and Jennifer was quite happy to let it remain that way. When they arrived, she was ordered inside with a brief 'follow me'. Up the long flight of stairs, through the main doors, up another flight of stairs, down a corridor and then they were in what Jennifer presumed was the main living room. It was absolutely huge with beautiful sweeping views.

Mrs Wainwright plumped herself down in a comfortable looking armchair and bade Jennifer come and stand in front of her.

"Here we are Jenny, what do you think?"

"Erm...it's a beautiful place and..."

"Yes, yes, I know that you silly girl, but what do you think about your new place of employment?"

Jennifer was dumbfounded, was the woman quite serious? What did she mean anyway? A slight smile played around Athena Wainwright's lips.

"I'm sure that you heard me, Jenny. Also I have certain...remedies for insolent girls who pretend not to understand."

Jennifer swallowed nervously and bit her upper lip.

"Let's face it, my dear. You are very much out of your league in my business, surely even you must agree? You have absolutely no talent in that direction." She paused as if waiting for conformation.

"N...no, Mrs Wainwright."

Normally I'd just fire someone like you without a second thought however, and you can call me an old softy if you wish, I still suspect that there's some hidden ability that you have that I may benefit from. Granted, it's a well-hidden ability, but with perseverance, I'm sure that we can find it. What do you say?"

Calling someone like Mrs Wainwright 'an old softy' was very far removed from what was actually in Jennifer's head at that precise moment. She still wasn't quite sure what the woman meant and was considering asking her until she decided upon a path of appeasement.

"Yes, madam."

The strict looking woman beamed at her, which gave Jennifer a strangely happy glow. She so wanted to please Mrs Wainwright.

"Good girl, Jenny."

Chapter 9

"Hurry up, Harvey! Madam's bed still needs to be made and then there's the laundry. You really are slow today, you know that don't you?"

"Yes, Mrs Bridges. Sorry, Mrs Bridges."

There wasn't any other response. Well, not unless she actually wanted her bottom tanned with one of the housekeeper's collection of long, wooden spoons. Jennifer wiped at her forehead with the back of her hand. It was warm in the house now that the sun was beating down on it. But there was no let up in her workload, or anyone else's for that matter.

Nor was there any consideration given as regards her mode of dress. her cleaning uniform was much thicker and heavier than her 'best' black and white serving uniform. She wore a pair of thick, black tights and more sensible work boots. her long-sleeved dress was also black and reached down as far as her knees. Her apron was spotless of course but not the pristine white cotton of her 'upstairs' uniform. Neither did she wear a cap. Downstairs, amid the dust and the dirt her hair was simply tied up in a clumsy bun.

As she stripped the elegant sheets from madam's huge bed she pondered her strange lifestyle for the hundredth time. She wasn't about to ask 'how had it come to this'. Jennifer knew very well that her own ineptitude had led her to the place where she was now. She'd been a fool, a hopeless naive fool to believe that she could cut it as an aspiring businesswoman. In fact the very idea was almost enough to make her smile.

No, this was a job she could at least manage. it was physically hard, but mentally easy. There was no real stress just as long as she worked hard and obeyed orders and kept her opinions to herself. After all, nobody really wanted to know what a chambermaid actually had to say about anything, did they? She had no options or decisions to make, all that was taken care of for her. All she had to do was get out of bed when told to, wear whatever uniform she was given and do whichever job she was to the best of her ability.

It had been tough at first. It seemed as if she was over Mrs Bridges' large lap virtually every other day having her skirt raised and her knickers lowered before having her bare backside belaboured with either one of the housekeeper's wooden spoons, or more usually just the flat of the woman's large, heavy hand. And although she kicked and fought and begged at first, the woman was simply far too strong for her.

In fact once that fact had been established, Jennifer found it far less painful just to submit to whatever punishment Mrs Bridges had decreed that she should receive without kicking up to much of a fuss. And then, over time, her punishments had decreased in line with the perceived improvement in her behaviour. Her visits to Mrs Bridges' office were reduced and she was largely left to get along with the other maids.

There were a dozen or so of them along with half a dozen or so male servants. Their roles ranged from the two scullery maids, the lowest of the servants, right up to Mrs Wainwright's PA. A rather attractive young woman who arranged Mrs Wainwright's diary for her and generally accompanied her on her many business trips around the country.

Jennifer busied herself in madam's luxuriously appointed bedroom. The floor space of that room alone was probably equal to the entire upstairs of her mother's nice little suburban house. In fact everything about madam's spectacular house reeked of quality and good taste. Miss Laughton, madam's PA, had once let it slip that this house was just one of several that madam owned. As she replaced the pillowcases, Jennifer shook her head at the very idea that she could ever be a match for Mrs Wainwright in a business sense.

"Harvey! HARVEY!"

Jennifer half turned, her face already blushing. She'd been lost in a bit of a dream there. Something she knew from painful experience was something Mrs Bridges didn't tolerate.

"I...I'm sorry, Mrs Bridges. I was just..."

"No time for that. Hurry along to madam's office. She wants to speak with you, apparently."

The little sniff at the end of her instruction left Jennifer in no doubt that in Mrs Bridges' opinion anyway. That discussion was going to be a waste of time for all concerned. Fighting down the rising knot of apprehension that she could already feel in her stomach, Jennifer scuttled away brushing at her uniform as she did so.

When she was admitted she stood with her toes on the line and her hands behind her back waiting for whatever it was Mrs Wainwright was occupied with to be completed. Eventually she looked up at Jennifer and smiled. Jennifer's heart beat a little faster, madam smiling at her like that was seldom a good sign. Usually it indicated that she had found something amiss with Jennifer's behaviour or that Mrs Bridges had complained about her again.

Usually that sort of smile preceded  a long lecture from Mrs Wainwright and then some sort of discipline. Jennifer could remember, almost fondly, when it was only Mrs Wainwright's large, fleshy hand that was slapping at her backside with relentless accuracy. Far more common nowadays was the production of a leather strap or a cane accompanied by an order to lay herself over the edge of madam's desk in order to receive her chastisement.

But none of that seemed to be forthcoming. Instead, Mrs Wainwright lay back in her leather chair and regarded Jennifer carefully.

"How are you, young lady? Are you well? Is Mrs Bridges treating you nicely?"

Jennifer was immediately on her guard. What did mistress want?  Why was she being like this?  What was she supposed to say? It had been such a long time since anyone had asked her opinion about anything that for a second, Jennifer was floored. her mind simply blanked out for a second and she open and closed her mouth like a stranded fish. Just in time though, she remembered where she was.

"I'm very well, madam. Thank you for asking. How are you?"

Jennifer was quite pleased to have got through that ordeal without stuttering at all. She never used to stutter before she started working for Mrs Wainwright.

"As well as can be expected, dear. After being so let down."

Jenifer didn't dare ask Mrs Wainwright in what way had she been let down. She just silently hoped and prayed that the person doing the letting down hadn't been her.

"I have a couple of reports here from Mrs Bridges."

Jennifer gulped and tried to stand straighter,

"She seems, by and large, to be satisfied by your behaviour. In fact she goes as far as to say that you have been, and I quote 'entirely adequate'. High praise indeed from Mrs Bridges, as I'm sure you'll agree?"

"Oh yes, madam. of course."

Jennifer knew that questioning her betters made absolutely no sense, no matter how little she understood them. She also knew, that for some reason, Mrs Wainwright wasn't annoyed with her. But in that case why was she here, in this room? The room that she almost always left clutching at her scorched rear end.

"Good girl. I have a slight issue that you may be able to help me with. Do you think that maybe you could do that for me?"

"Oh yes, madam. of course, madam,"

Jennifer replied just as brightly and as positively as she could. She knew that Mrs Wainwright preferred it that way.

"As I mentioned, one of your colleagues has let me down somewhat, and I need someone to step in and help"

Jennifer's heart sank, did the toilets need unblocking again? She'd had to do that once when one of the scullery maids was unwell.

"Yes, madam. Of course, madam, anything I can do to help."

An earlier incantation of Jennifer would have laughed at her meekness and willingness to please, but that was before she had been accustomed to having her bottom soundly chastised whenever she was adjudged to have 'stepped out of line'.

"Good, Miss Laughton has let me down. Apparently she's had a better offer elsewhere and has abandoned me."

Jennifer looked at the well-dressed, perfectly made-up older woman. Was there a little tremor in that authoritative  voice, or had she imagined it? Julia Laughton was madam's right hand in the business world. Perhaps Mrs Wainwright relied on her a lot?

"I need someone to plan my days, carry my bags, book me into hotels and generally look after me during my trips. In my estimation I think you may well be the least useless. Although looking around me at my so-called employees, that's a very low bar indeed."

Jennifer couldn't help but smile. Mrs Wainwright's Personal Assistant!

"Stop staring at me like some sort of love-sick sheep, Miss Harvey. Get yourself up to my bedroom. Let's see if we can't improve the very basic attributes that God was kind enough to give you."

Chapter 10

Athena Wainwright groaned pleasurably. It had been a long day, but the very lucrative contract had eventually been signed by the client. So she was rewarding herself. She lay on her bed sipping from a glass of bubbly. At her feet, her relatively new PA was doing a reasonable job of relieving her management stress. The silly little thing was using her thumbs to massage her feet through her expensive, silk stockings. The position was admittedly a little awkward, but what was the point of paying for a PA if one couldn't use her? She waggled her other foot in the girl's face.

"This one now, Jenny."

Jennifer Harvey, former office manager, former chambermaid and now currently Mrs Wainwright's personal assistant adjusted her position slightly and glued a smile to her face. It had indeed been a long day, well certainly as far as she was concerned. The planning, the organisation, the frantic phone calls backwards and forwards with the client. Their lunch arrangements, the correct choice of madam's favourite champagne. All of those things had been down to her.

Her reward was to be allowed massage madam's rather smelly feet. Jennifer didn't really like feet. And yet here she was having to accept Mrs Wainwright's large, sweaty pair almost in her face. She'd unbuckled madam's shoes for her and was now busily squeezing and rubbing her feet. She could smell the slightly acrid flavour. Her hands were already starting to retain the smell of someone else's sweat.

Nevertheless, Jennifer didn't particularly have any choice in the matter. It wasn't actually written into her job description, but yet both of them knew that she would pretty much do anything that was required of her. Mrs Wainwright had increased her salary considerably. She had also been given a generous clothing allowance on the understanding that Miss Wainwright could (and often did) veto anything she didn't approve of.

She had a huge room, almost an apartment, all to herself back at the mansion. She also had the occasional weekend off where she could go back to her mother and bask in her approval. The places that she accompanied Mrs Wainwright to were impressive and made regular appearances on Jennifer's multiple social media accounts. A slight tweak here and there, with Mrs Wainwright's approval of course, made it seem as if she was accompanying her as an equal, a business partner in effect.

The actual truth was a little less glamorous than that. As it turned out, Jennifer was Mrs Wainwright's partner. Her full-time partner in fact. Mrs Wainwright was a lesbian! Jennifer had been stunned to discover that fact. It wasn't as if Mrs Wainwright advertised it. Yes she had a fairly large, masculine appearance, yes her hair was short and spiky, yes she often wore a suit and a smart collar and tie to her many business meetings.

But, even so, a lesbian! Jennifer hadn't known where to look when Mrs Wainwright had first mentioned it. There hadn't been any shame or regret, she'd simply told Jennifer that she'd been interested in her for some time now and now that bitch Julia had left her...well, she was a woman with needs. And now she wanted Jennifer to fulfil those needs for her. Jennifer couldn't actually remember agreeing to the demand, but on the other hand she certainly hadn't refused it.

Why would she? She'd be a fool to turn down a wealthy, powerful woman like Athena Wainwright. And anyway, she wouldn't dare. But whatever, Jennifer's life had certainly changed, and for the better. Now she had an actual, proper job and money and a nice apartment, even a little company car. The only slight drawback, if you could call it that, was that she was now at madam's call in the night as well as the day.

Above her she could hear the rustle of bed sheets as Mrs Wainwright lifted her backside clear of the sheets and wriggled her skirt up. Jennifer knew what was coming next. Sure enough she felt a tug on her tie. Mrs Wainwright liked her to wear a collar and tie as well whenever business negotiations were involved. The two of them together made an immediate impression whenever they walked into someone's office.

A lot of their clients, mainly men, seemed to like the image they presented. A smart business suit, heels, a crisp white shirt and the Wainwright Company tie. there was no doubting the business advantage it gave the pair of them, but Jennifer knew there was more to it than that. Mrs Wainwright liked to see her dressed like that. She had made Jennifer dress in a blouse and tie as a part of her intern uniform.

Jennifer had thought it odd at the time but she hadn't been in a position to question it. She had thought it was just part of the scheme to humiliate  her, but now she knew that Mrs Wainwright liked her underlings to dress quite formally. And then dominate them. Now that she was a part of Mrs Wainwright's life, being dominated by her was a much more regular occurrence. She was regularly spanked, especially over Mrs Wainwright's knee as if she was a much younger girl.

Her boss liked to slowly strip her of her suit until in just her shirt, tie and stockings she had to submit and have her bottom warmed. The difference was that now, her punishments were of a more sensuous nature. She wasn't so much punished, as stimulated. She was allowed to grind her sex against Mrs Wainwright's stockinged knee for example while her bare bottom was slapped. She willingly, desperately almost, spread her own legs so that Mrs Wainwright could rub an invasive finger down the length of her labial lips or play with her swollen clitoris.

And although she was never allowed to forget her subservient role in the relationship, Jennifer was certainly permitted to enjoy their mutual love-making. As she was hauled towards madam's slippery, wet pussy by her company tie, Jennifer's hand slipped down between her legs to stimulate herself. This time she had her bottom raised and pointing towards a large mirror so that Mrs Wainwright could enjoy seeing her finger herself.

She gasped slightly as her tie tightened around her throat but she still obediently thrust out her tongue to taste madam's dripping sex.  Above her, madam groaned pleasurably, Jennifer redoubled her efforts. She knew that her boss liked to be licked out by a submissive. However she also knew that she could be replaced by a more enthusiastic, prettier girl at literally any time of Mrs Wainwright's choosing.

And Jennifer didn't want that. She enjoyed the material benefits that her new lifestyle had brought her. She even secretly liked the slightly depraved things that Mrs Wainwright made her do. Sometimes she imagined what her friends on social media would say if they could see her kneeling behind her boss with her tongue firmly up the woman's backside and licking her 'little starfish' as Mrs Wainwright liked to call it.

Or maybe curled up in Mrs Wainwright's ample lap dressed in just a pair of virginal, white panties, sucking and licking at the woman's naked, pendulous breasts. Or kneeling erect in front of Mrs Wainwright with her own eyes fixed firmly on hers. With her knees splayed wide franticly trying to bring herself to a climax with her fingers before a slap in the face from her boss made her immediately stop what she was doing. Then having to beg for permission to begin the whole humiliating exercise from the beginning once again.

Sometimes, while in the throes of passion, Jennifer imagined family members or, God forbid, even her own mother sat watching and witnessing her degradation. The really weird thing was that rather than be ashamed, Jennifer could feel herself becoming even more excited at that idea, producing longer and deeper orgasms than she'd ever known before. So, despite the humiliation and the embarrassment of being a rich, older woman's plaything, Jennifer was in no hurry to end their unequal relationship.

Similarly, Mrs Wainwright was very pleased with how her latest protégé had developed. her cute attractive good looks, along with her shy naivety were the reasons that  she'd been employed in the first place. It was a game that Athena had played several times with the young employees of her various businesses, and one that she never tired of. They didn't always work out, but when they did they were a source of immense satisfaction to her. An indication of what wealth, power and a truly perverse nature could bring.

As the blonde head bobbed up and down, lapping at her cunny, Athena began to consider taking her newest conquest up to the next level. That was something that she reserved for only her favourite, most malleable girls. That little bitch, Julia Laughton, hadn't been quite up to it. That's why she'd been 'let go'. Athena smiled to herself at that description. Her former PA hadn't been let go as such, more like re-purposed. Yes, re-purposed, that was quite an...appropriate description.

Then, even before she could begin to dwell on the fate of Miss Julia Laughton, Mrs Wainwright gasped loudly. The little minx beneath her had transformed herself into a top-class cunt-licker and her cute little tongue was certainly having the desired effect. She pulled the blue tie that was wrapped around her fist just a little more tightly. And in that fraction of a second, just before she climaxed noisily, Athena Wainwright decided that yes, now was the appropriate time to take her cute toy up one more level.

The End
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