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Chapter1

"Amanda, this is Rebecca Tyler. Rebecca, this is Amanda Platt."

"Hi, pleased to meet you."

Amanda held the young girl's hand and smiled. The girl merely glanced at her coolly, in return.

"Miss Platt is the project manager, Rebecca. You'll be helping out in her team. Although from what I've heard, we should expect great things?"

"Oh I'm not sure about that, Mrs Lipmann. Amanda is the expert after all. I'm just an intern. I'm sure she can teach me a lot."

"Well, let's hope so, dear," replied Theresa Lipmann, holding Amanda's eye for just a second too long.

"Shall we get you somewhere to sit, Rebecca?" Said Amanda, ignoring both her boss's comment and the fact her new intern had just referred to her by her first name.

***

Shit, thought Amanda. She was really under pressure at the moment, and the last thing she wanted in her office was some snot-nosed schoolgirl that she had to spoon-feed. Not that Rebecca Tyler actually looked like an immature schoolgirl, just the opposite in fact. She was tall, for one. At least six inches taller than Amanda was, and she was dressed immaculately in what was clearly a very expensive, beautifully cut suit. Her dark, lustrous hair looked as if it had been styled that very morning by a professional, and to cap it all she even had an impressive pair of boobs.

Amanda had always been particularly sensitive about her lack of development. She'd been mocked relentlessly throughout her school career, and even now, ten years later, she was still not particularly well-endowed. When she'd first got the job at Hallam-Daley she'd taken to wearing a well-stuffed, padded bra and just hoped that nobody would notice. Rebecca's obvious assets however,  just served to reminded her that she was faking it.

But on the other hand, what did she care? She was a professionally qualified project manager on 40k a year. The young attractive girl still lived with her parents and was presumably waiting to sit her exams before taking her first, tentative steps in the world of business. Their lives couldn't have been more different at the present time. And yet...

Rebecca was obviously very bright. She understood the concept of what Amanda was trying to do immediately. She also fitted into office life seamlessly, she was very good at social interaction with everyone she came into contact with, and despite her tender years never seemed self-conscious or shy in the presence of older people.

In fact, she already seemed very friendly with Sheila, who was a recent graduate from the local university, and Terry their thirty year old male colleague. To be honest, Amanda was quite envious of Rebecca's confidence around people who were older than her. It wasn't a skill that Amanda herself had quite mastered.

Her parents had always had very high expectations of their only daughter and had consequently been quite strict with her. She certainly wasn't allowed the distractions of boys while she was at school, and even at her good university she tended to keep herself to herself and just work really hard. Which meant that her social skills weren't the best.

She accepted that, it had come up a couple of times on her evaluations. She'd promised Theresa Lipmann and the business manager, Paul Musgrove that she would work more on her 'soft skills' as they liked to describe it. She hadn't exactly had glowing evaluations recently either, and she was slightly worried that the two of them were just waiting for an excuse to discipline her.

Consequently, the project she was in the midst of preparing and the presentation of it just had to be successful. Amanda had never really failed at anything in her life academically, and right now wouldn't be a good place to start. Her recent generous pay rise had helped overcome her natural caution and she'd bought herself a rather expense flat using a big mortgage.

Nothing had actually been said at work, but Amanda was sensitive enough to know when senior management was taking a keen interest in her productivity. Theresa, for example, seemed to be just a little less enthusiastic regarding her plans, and Paul had hardly spoken to her recently. Right now she didn't need any distractions, and yet they'd dumped an intern on her.

As the days went by, it was very apparent that Rebecca was used to centre stage. Amanda had her own office of course, the rest of her group shared the open-plan space outside her door. Normally the atmosphere was quiet and subdued, but gradually it was getting a little more raucous. When she went outside it was as if the young girl was holding court. Terry, Sheila, and two of the admin girls seemed to be hanging on to he every word as she chatted away.

Amanda clapped her hands together to get their attention.

"Ladies and gentlemen! We have work to do, there isn't time for gossiping at the moment. Rebecca, could I see you in my office please?"

As the girl jumped down from a desk she was sitting on, Amanda could have sworn she heard the word 'Mandy' accompanied by furtive giggling. She really didn't like the diminutive of her name. She often had to correct people when they attempted to use it. The only person who actually called her Mandy was her mother when she was annoyed with her.

Rebecca followed her into her office and sat down without being asked. She crossed her legs and her nylons gave a sibilant hiss. She looked enquiringly at the older woman. Amanda swallowed, she didn't do confrontation particularly well. She normally kept her head down and worked, trusting that everyone else would do the same. She tried to maintain eye contact with her intern, but failed.

"You wanted to see me, Amanda?"

Was she being impertinent? Amanda couldn't really tell. What she did know was that when Sheila, for example, was an intern she always called Amanda, Miss Platt. Rebecca on the other hand didn't seem particularly interested in following that protocol. Amanda steeled herself.

"Rebecca, we're very busy at the moment, I have a lot on my plate and I'd appreciate a little help."

The girl smiled at her in a slightly superior manner.

"What sort of help? Do you want me to write your report for you? Is that what you mean?"

Amanda managed to stifle the angry retort that sprung to her lips.

"No, young lady. That isn't what I meant. What I want is for you to not dominate my floor with your witless chatter. What I want is for you to allow my staff to do their jobs. Do you understand?"

Had someone said something like that to Amanda when she was an intern, she'd have hurried to the bathroom and spent half an hour there crying. Rebecca was clearly made of sterner stuff, she simply smiled in that infuriating manner she had.

"I understand, Amanda. But if you actually need a hand, all you have to do is to ask nicely. I've done lots of this sort of stuff at school, and it's obvious where you're going wrong."

"Where I'm going wrong?" Asked Amanda, incredulously. "Listen to little miss expert!"

Rebecca smiled, serenely.

"There's no need to get so excited, Amanda. All I was doing was offering to help."

"I don't want or need the help of a vacuous teenager, Rebecca. What I want is for you to do the things an intern should be doing, making me coffee, filing. You know, actually useful stuff! Now, if you actually want to be still here at the end of the week, I suggest you get on with that."

Rebecca smirked back at her.

"Are you really threatening to get rid of me for offering to help you? That doesn't sound very fair. I wonder what Mrs Lipmann would say if she knew?"

"Rebecca, I don't care what Mrs Lipmann would or wouldn't say! Just go and get me a coffee. White with one sugar, thank you. And it's Miss Platt, not Amanda, as far as you're concerned."

Amanda was absolutely seething. Really! The nerve of the girl. Rebecca got slowly to her feet.

"Very well, Miss Platt. she drawled."Have it your way. But you'll be sorry."

Amanda didn't trust herself to reply, she just buried herself in the spreadsheet on her screen.


Chapter 2

The following Monday morning, she found a message in her inbox

'Please see me asap. TL'

Amanda was slightly bewildered. What did Theresa want that was so urgent? She soon discovered.

"I've just got off the phone with the headmistress of St Catherine's. Yes, Rebecca's headmistress. It seems as if you've upset the girl for some reason? Her mother apparently discovered her in floods of tears this morning and refusing to come into work. She called the head, and the head has been bending my ear for twenty minutes!"

Amanda felt her stomach lurch, what the hell was going on?

"I...I've really no idea what you mean?

"I mean, Amanda, that you appear to have somehow frightened off our new intern. Her mother's unhappy, her headmistress is unhappy, and I'm having to deal with it all!"

"No, I meant that I don't know what the problem with Rebecca is? She was fine on Friday night as I remember."

Apparently, when she offered her help, you shouted at her that she was stupid and that you didn't need her help?"

Amanda could feel her jaw dropping.

"What? I said nothing of the sort!"

"She says you did, and she has witnesses."

Amanda's stomach lurched again.

"What? Who?" She enquired in a bewildered tone.

"And there's one more thing that you should be aware of. Old Mr Daley is a school governor at St Catherine's and a very good friend of the headmistress, apparently."

Old Mr Daley was the founder and co-owner of the Company. He was seldom seen, Amanda had never actually met him, but it was known that he still oversaw and controlled the business. This didn't exactly like good news. Mr Daley was an old-school sort of boss. She knew he'd fire her without a second thought.

"So what's going to happen next is that you and I are going to meet Rebecca and her mother here in this office in just over an hour. I'd advise you in the meantime to make sure that you have everything that occurred between you and Rebecca straight in your head. Because, let me tell you, the headmistress is determined to take this up with Mr Daley if we can't resolve it here today."

Amanda scurried back to her office in a bit of a daze, trying to ignore the stares from her staff. What on earth was going on? What was that little bitch up to?

An hour later, she found out. Rebecca's mother, Hilary, was a carbon copy of her daughter. Even her hair looked as if it had been styled by the same person who did Rebecca's. The obvious difference between the two was that Hilary wore an elegant suit and Rebecca was dressed in her school uniform.

Dressed as she was, she looked both younger and more vulnerable. She was far removed from the manipulative, self-confident young woman that Amanda knew her to be. Despite her 18 years she was wearing a rather juvenile uniform, a red, white and blue striped tie, a white blouse, a blue skirt and a matching blazer, she was even wearing white knee socks for God's sake!

"Rebecca's quite a shy girl, Mrs Lipmann. She's very sensitive to other people's behaviour. So when this woman bullied her last week," here she indicated Amanda, "she was too scared to bring it to anyone's attention immediately. Although as I understand it she did mention her feelings to a couple of her colleagues."

It took all of Amanda's willpower not to laugh derisively. Rebecca as a shy and sensitive person? What a ludicrous suggestion! She glanced at Theresa, hoping to share an eye-rolling moment, but her boss was paying full attention to the young girl.

"Can you tell me what Miss Platt said to you, Rebecca?"

Amanda could hardly believe how seriously Theresa was taking this nonsense.

"Y...yes, Mrs Lipmann, of course. Miss Platt called me into her office to tell me to go and make her a coffee. While I was in her room I noticed that she was looking a little stressed. When I asked her if there was anything I could do to help, if she need me to do anything she...she."

Amanda watched in amazement as Rebecca took out a tissue and dabbed at her eyes.

"Go on please, Miss Tyler. We need to get to the bottom of this."

"She said I was v...vacant or something and that I should go away and do the only thing I was capable of, make her some c...coffee."

Once again. Rebecca raised the tissue to her eyes, while her mother looked at Amanda reproachfully.

"This is nothing short of bullying, Mrs Lipmann. This woman has bullied my daughter and I want something done about it!"

"No, it wasn't like that at all!"

Amanda couldn't help herself. She wasn't particularly confrontational, quite the opposite in fact. But this was really too much.

"Rebecca was particularly rude to me, and I sent her to make coffee in order to defuse the situation."

Hilary Tyler snorted,

"My daughter has never been rude to a person in her life! You can ask anyone. She's head girl at St Catherine's, for goodness sake. Would you like me to ring the headmistress for a character reference?"

"That's quite unnecessary, Mrs Tyler. I'm sure we can work things out."

Theresa Lipmann was determined that the situation wasn't going to get out of hand.

"What do you intend to do, Mrs Lipmann? Are you going to sack this young woman?"

Amanda could hardly believe her ears. She started to reply, but Theresa raised her hand.

"That's quite enough, Miss Platt, thank you."

Amanda could feel tears in her eyes. This was all so unfair.

"I don't think that sacking Miss Platt would be appropriate in this situation, Mrs Tyler."

Theresa could well imagine the long, drawn-out affair this would become if it wasn't checked. Plus the publicity would be entirely negative for the Company.

"I don't think so either, mummy," piped up Rebecca. I want to work with Miss Platt on the new project. I've got lots of ideas for her. If she agrees to that and a simple apology to me, I think that would be enough, don't you?" She smiled winningly at her mother and Mrs Lipmann.

"Oh Rebecca, you're such a good girl. That's so kind of you, and so typical," trilled her mother.

"I imagine that would be a reasonable compromise. What do you say, Amanda?" Asked Theresa.

Amanda was absolutely dumbfounded. it was clear that her boss had made her mind up already. She preferred to believe an intern rather than her project manager. For a second she was tempted to tell Mrs Lipmann what she could do with her job. That was until she remembered her own parlous financial situation and the difficulty of getting another, similarly paid job in the area.

She appealed mutely to her boss to rescue her, but she could see that no help was forthcoming. If she wanted to keep her job and everything that went with it, she was going to have to apologise to an intern who hadn't been with the business for two weeks. She ground her teeth in frustrated anger.

"Yes, Rebecca can help out with the new project," she mumbled, begrudgingly.

Rebecca smiled and clapped her hands together excitedly.

"Oh that's so good of you, Miss Platt. I'm sure we'll get along wonderfully from now on."

Amanda didn't reply, but instead made to get to her feet and escape from the situation as soon as possible.

"Perhaps you could write the apology and deliver it to me later, would that be okay with you, Miss Platt?

Amanda could feel her fury rising from deep within her, until she caught Mrs Lipmann's expression.

"That would be fine, Rebecca," she said, trying to maintain the equilibrium in her voice.

"Lovely to meet you, Mrs Tyler. You can rest assured that this matter has been dealt with and that I'll keep a close eye on the situation. And Rebecca, thank you for your understanding."

"That's quite okay, Mrs Lipmann. I'm so looking forward to working closely with Miss Platt."

The mother and her daughter left the office.

"I can't believe..." Began Amanda, angrily.

"I don't care what you believe, young lady. You'll either make this unfortunate situation work for the good of the Company, or you'll be looking for a new employer. Do I make myself quite clear?"

"But..."

"Do I Make Myself Quite Clear?"

"Yes, ma'am."

Amanda turned and followed the two women out of Mrs Lipmann's office. Why, she thought furiously, had she called Theresa, ma'am?

***

When she arrived back at her own office, she was met by a group of her staff gathered around Rebecca. She sidled through the door unnoticed, the little bitch had won. Amanda just didn't have the energy of the inclination to send them back to their desks.

Thirty minutes or so later her door opened again to admit a smirking Rebecca Tyler.

"Have you written that apology yet, Mandy?"

Amanda looked up from her screen at the uniformed girl. The fact Rebecca was dressed as she was seemed to make the whole situation more embarrassing somehow. Not only was she being ordered about in her own office, but it was by a schoolgirl.

"No, I'm busy, as you can see."

"Okay, but I want to see it by 4.30 this afternoon, understood?"

Amanda could feel her stomach contract with rage. She nodded briefly and returned to her computer.

"I didn't hear that, Mandy. 4.30, do you understand?"

"Yes."

"Full sentences please, Mandy. You don't want another meeting with Mrs Lipmann, do you?"

Amanda glared at the horrible bitch in front of her. Rebecca merely giggled in return.

"My, my, you do look tough, Mandy. Are you trying to frighten me? Well?

"I hear you, it'll be ready by 4.30."

"By 4.30...Miss Tyler."

"I beg your pardon?"

"Miss Tyler, that's my name. That's how I want you to refer to me in future."

"But..."

"Look, Mandy. We can do this the hard way or the easy way. You can do as I say for a couple of weeks until my intern programme is up. Or I'll get my mother to call Jack Daley and tell him that you propositioned me or something. You do understand that don't you? I can make people believe whatever I say. It's just a gift I have," she added modestly.

Amanda nodded, defeated. Rebecca looked at her expectantly.

"I understand...Miss Tyler."

"There's a good little girl. Make sure you do a good job with that apology. You'll be reading out there in the main office when it's done."

With that the arrogant teen turned on her heel and left. Amanda watched her, open mouthed. Did the bitch really imagine that she'd read out an apology to her?

It turned out that the bitch did. At 4.30pm precisely, Amanda was called from her office and out into the busy area.

"Excuse me. ladies and gentleman, Amanda has something to say to you all!" Declared Rebecca, loudly.

Amanda felt herself go weak at the knees. Slowly she produced her piece of paper and read from it.

"Erm, you may have heard about a slight disagreement between Rebecca and me last week? I just want to say that it was my fault and I'm sorry it occurred. Thank you."

She turned and marched, red-faced back to her little sanctuary and closed the door firmly behind her. Oh what a disaster! How could she possibly face her staff again after that embarrassing interlude? Her credibility with them wasn't great at the best of times, and now this! Apologising in public to her own schoolgirl intern.

She could hear the little buzz of excitement behind her as her staff gathered around the tall, commanding figure of Rebecca Tyler yet again, listening intently to whatever pack of lies she was spouting right now. Oh God! it would be all around the building by the time she went home. her only option was just to sit tight and work hard until everyone else had gone home. That was how she'd defeated her school bullies anyway.


Chapter 3

When Amanda crawled out of bed the following morning, her head was still pounding with the headache she'd brought home with her from work. She was a smart, clever, mature woman and yet she couldn't really see a way out of her problem. Not only did her work colleagues believe that she was a bully, but she sensed that Mrs Lipmann was just looking for an opportunity to dismiss her.

The problem then was that she was up to her eyes in debt and if she was sacked from a prestigious organisation like Hallam-Daley then in all probability she'd struggle to find a similarly well-paying job. Especially in the conservative town she currently lived in where everyone knew everyone else's business. The sordid details of the spat with Rebecca would be bound to come out. What would her parents, for example, think of that?

Not only that, but the stress of the situation was affecting her work. The project she was working on was quite tricky, it wasn't anything she couldn't handle, but it did ask some questions. She was finding it more and more difficult to concentrate on the various issues. She was really going to have to get a grip on herself and just put up with the juvenile nonsense from the little bitch for a couple of weeks.

As she came out of the shower, her phone was buzzing impatiently.

"Hello, Mandy."

"Who...how did you get my number?"

"Haven't we discussed how you refer to me, Mandy?"

"Hello...Miss Tyler."

"That's better. I'd advise you not to forget that in future. After all, you don't want any trouble, do you?"

"No, Miss Tyler," Amanda ground her teeth in impotent fury.

"What are you planning to wear to work today?"

"I...I haven't really thought about it yet...Miss Tyler," she added hurriedly.

"That's okay, I expect you've a lot going on in that muddled head of yours. So let's make it easy for you this time, I suggest you go for a simple blouse and skirt combination, oh...and stockings. I'd like to see you in stockings this morning."

"But..."

"No 'buts', Mandy. Just do as I say. Things will be so much easier if you accept that. Oh, before I forget, I'm texting you the coffee order for the office. Be a dear and pick it up on your way in would you? Thanks.

The pone went dead in Amanda's hand and she threw it onto her bed in disgust. That bloody little bitch!

Nevertheless, and taking the path of least resistance, Amanda obeyed her teenage intern and dressed as instructed. She also bought six coffees and arrived five minutes late for work, something she almost never did. She found Rebecca already in her office, sat at her desk in fact, engrossed in something or other.

"There you are, Mandy. We'd almost given up hope. I phoned Theresa at 9 am to ask where you were."

Amanda deposited the coffees on her desk, angrily.

"I'm only late because you told me to buy coffee," she exclaimed.

"Ah yes, coffee. Let me just hand them out. Perhaps you should take your jacket off and at least try to look busy?"

Amanda had to literally bite her lip to avoid an angry retort. She took her jacket off and hung it up before resuming her position behind her desk. She couldn't help but notice that her staff in the main office were all thanking Rebecca for their coffees, as opposed to thanking her, the person who actually paid for them all.

The girl returned with two cups. She handed one to Amanda and kept the second.

"Take that down to Alison on reception, with my compliments."

Amanda was too stunned even to reply, she just did as she was told. By the time she returned, Rebecca was back sat in her chair, behind her desk, looking at her computer. She looked up.

"Come here, let me look at you."

Amanda stood awkwardly in front of the supercilious blonde.

"Are you wearing stockings as instructed?"

Amanda nodded her head and felt herself blush slightly. Rebecca said nothing, but merely looked at her enquiringly.

"Yes, I am wearing stockings, Miss Tyler."

"That's good, show me."

Amanda glanced round anxiously, this couldn't be happening.

"Show me, Mandy. I'm getting a little tired of your constant disobedience."

Although this should have sounded ridiculous coming from the mouth of a teenage girl, it didn't. Rather it just sounded like a voice that was used to being obeyed. Blushing even more the 28 year old project manager's hand went to the hem of her navy blue skirt and slowly lifted it until the tops of her dark stockings could clearly be seen.

"They'll do, I suppose. Although we do need to chat later regarding your appearance I'm afraid. But for now let's get on with the project. Password, please."

Amanda was stunned again, did the little brat just demand her computer password from her? But just one look at her imperious face confirmed that she had.

"Erm, Miss Tyler.

Rebecca smiled as she typed it in.

"Pull a chair up and let's run through what sort of a mess you've made so far."

The next hour was quite tortuous for Amanda. Despite her age and lack of experience, Rebecca Tyler was obviously very intelligent and she quickly dissected and unravelled a number of the points that Amanda had laboured for so long over. She was made to listen as Rebecca suggested a couple of excellent ideas and expanded on them.

At that minute there was a knock at the door.

"Come in," invited Rebecca, before Amanda could react.

Theresa Lipmann poked her head around the door.

"Glad to see you could make it in this morning, Amanda. Everything okay?"

"Yes, yes thank you, Theresa,"

Amanda was slightly disconcerted by Mrs Lipmann's appearance. It was obvious from her bitchy remark that her boss was checking up on her. And equally obvious that her young intern was sat in her office chair while she was sat alongside.

"Is everything okay with you, Rebecca?"

"Yes, thank you so much for your help yesterday, Mrs Lipmann. I feel so much happier now."

She gave the woman the benefit of one of her high-wattage smiles that showed off her perfect white teeth. She must have practised doing that a hundred times in front of the mirror thought Amanda, bitterly.

"That's quite okay, dear. I've spoken with your headmistress and she seemed a lot happier too."

She turned her attention back to the older woman

"Mr Musgrove would like to see you straight after lunch, Amanda. He just wants an update on the new project, I believe."

Amanda felt her stomach sink. That didn't sound like good news.

"No problem, Theresa. Everything's well in hand," she lied.

Theresa nodded without smiling and left.

"Let's hope this project goes well. hey Mandy? What would happen to you if you get sacked from Hallam-Daley? Cos it is looking that way isn't it? Have you got something else lined up?"

Amanda felt her stomach clench again.

"I've no idea where you get that idea from," she replied, with more confidence than she felt.

"Don't you? Everyone else is talking about it. You getting the sack, that is."

"That's not true!"

"Isn't it, Mandy?"

"No, it isn't."

"That's about the tenth time you haven't referred to me properly, Mandy. We're going to have to do something about that I'm afraid. Go and get yourself a pen and some paper and write out for me, 'My superior is called Miss Tyler' two hundred times. That should teach you a lesson. In the meantime I'm going to lunch with Sheila and some of the girls. Make sure it's done by the time I get back, there's a good girl."

Amanda could feel the tears of frustration welling in her eyes. She had so much to do! And she had to meet with Paul Musgrove in an hour and a half.

"Nice and neatly please, Mandy. You don't want to have to do them again for me do you?"

"No, Miss Tyler."

She heard the young tyrant giggle and then the door was pulled behind her. Angrily she reached for the first piece of paper and her pen. How much longer was this going to go on?


Chapter 4

Unfortunately, Amanda's afternoon was no better than her morning. She's arrived at Paul Musgrove's office flustered and tired. She hadn't even had time to have her lunch. The humiliating lines she'd had to write had taken her all but ten minutes before the start of the meeting, just enough to check her appearance and then make her way to the other end of the building.

She quite fancied the tall, handsome business manager. He was, by her estimation, about five years older than her. She'd flirted with him a little when she first came to Hallam-Daley, when for a few months at least she was the blue-eyed girl and could do no wrong. Unfortunately the field she worked in was very competitive and her first couple of successful projects were well behind her.

The last one she'd managed on behalf of the company had just about broken even rather than made the sort of profit the Company was looking for. She could sense that she was being scrutinised, and that her current project, the Jackson file, was becoming more and more important to both her and the company.

"Take a seat, Miss Platt."

In the early days it had been 'how's things, Amanda?' followed by a quick chat. Now their meetings seemed more formal somehow.

"I've brought you here just to check on how things are going. As we discussed earlier,  I'm going to need at least an outline of your presentation to the board by the end of the week. I trust that's all in hand?"

"Yes, Paul. There's no need to worry on that score. It's been going pretty well actually."

"Well that's good news. Could you update me on some of the things we talked about? I wasn't convinced by a couple of points as you know."

She knew that very well, they were the same points that Rebecca had brought up. She could feel her palms sweating and her blouse starting to stick to her.

"I've taken your advice on board, Paul. I've decided to modify my ideas a little to take some of the more problematic issues into account."

He smiled a little for the first time.

"Well, that's good. Let's hear them then?"

Amanda swallowed slightly and then regurgitated almost word for word a couple of the ideas that Rebecca had quickly outlined that morning. Almost immediately she could see that the man approved. he nodded along as she spoke.

"Good, that sounds very good, Amanda. At least we appear to be on the same page at the moment. I must say that you had us a little worried a couple of weeks ago. You seemed to be determined to plough your own furrow as it were. It's good to see that you can take constructive criticism on board and react so positively."

She nodded and smiled although she felt anything but relaxed. The meeting had panicked her a little. Was she so obviously on the wrong track regarding her original ideas for the presentation. She didn't really like the way Paul had suggested they weren't on the same page either. Was there some sort of effort to have her removed?

"Also, from a personal point of view I'm glad to see that little...misunderstanding between you and Miss Tyler has been resolved amicably. I think she can appear to be a little precocious shall we say? But she seems a decent enough kid to me."

Amanda managed to nod again and keep her expression neutral. She knew from personal experience that Rebecca Tyler was far from a 'decent enough kid'.

"And between you and me, I know that Mr Daley, for whatever reason, is taking a personal interest in Rebecca's development here at the company. So all I can say is, be aware of that fact when you're dealing with her. Do we understand each other?"

"Yes Paul, I understand." Although she didn't really. Why was old Mr Daley so interested in the development of an intern's career?

But the ice seemed to have thawed a little, and they chatted inconsequentially for a couple of minutes before parting company.

"If you could have the outline on my desk by the end of the week, Amanda, I'd appreciate it."

She nodded and smiled and told him it would be no problem. But in reality she knew she was going to have to re-write a good proportion of what she'd already done. Right now though, she was hungry and took herself to a cafe for a coffee and a sandwich. She smiled to herself as she ate. Thank goodness she'd had the wit to feed him those ideas that Rebecca had given her. She wasn't finished yet!

When she got back to the office, she was happy to see that Rebecca wasn't back yet either and got straight to work. She opened her laptop and typed in her password. She clicked on the Jackson file...nothing. She tried again with same result. Shit! where the bloody hell was her work on the Jackson project? Hastily she scrolled though her older work, all that seemed to be available. Just not the current file that was so important.

She ran a hand through her hair. This was all she needed, a bloody computer glitch at this time. She turned the laptop off and then turned it back on again. That often worked...but not this time. Her computer just sat on the desk blinking at her in its own complacent way.

Angrily she pulled open her desk drawer and dragged out her back-up hard drive. She was trying to remember the last time she'd used it, maybe last week sometime? At least the majority of her work would be on it. Quickly she typed in her user password for the back-up disk, and nothing. Had she spelled it wrongly? It wasn't complex, in fact it was her computer password plus the year of her birth. She typed it in more carefully. 'The password or login that you have used is not recognised by the system' flashed up again.

Oh God! Don't less this be true, please. She put her head in her hands. What the hell was she going to do? Hallam-Daley didn't have its own in-house IT person and she'd used up all her own computer knowledge. Perhaps if she searched hard enough on YouTube she could find a way...who the hell was she trying to kid? She tried to make herself think. Had she made a copy somewhere else and forgotten about it?

That was how Rebecca found her a few minutes later.

"What's up Mandy? Problems?"

Amanda tried hard to control herself, but instead a big, fat tear just rolled down her cheek.

"Y...yes, you could say that. I can't find any of the work I've done for the project," she sniffed.

"Is that going to be an issue?" Asked the girl, disingenuously.

Amanda looked at her open-mouthed. Didn't she understand anything?

"I mean...surely you backed your work up somewhere? Surely you did? Haha. You didn't did you? That's so funny! The silly little  project manager hasn't backed her own work up and now she's lost it. Wait until Mr Musgrove hears about this."

Tears were now tumbling down Amanda's face. The nasty bitch was right, Musgrove would definitely sack her for this. She heard Rebecca giggling as if she was far away.

"Do you want me to have a look for you, Mandy? I know older people aren't that good with technology."

Sobbing, Amanda slipped out of her seat so that Rebecca could take over, She watched as the young girl confidently scrolled through her work.

"Nah, doesn't look like it's here. You must have deleted it somehow. You're such an airhead, Mandy. How did you get this job again?"

The beautiful girl smirked at her again, obviously enjoying her misfortune. Amanda rubbed her eyes on the sleeve of her blouse.

"I...I suppose I'll just have to start again. Maybe I can get it all down again?"

"Even the charts and the tables?" Asked Rebecca, disbelievingly. "How long have you got anyway?"

"F...Friday," stuttered Amanda, "Friday by 6pm."

Rebecca threw back her head and laughed.

"Yeah, right. Everything re-written, checked for errors and bound within three days? Oh dear, Mandy. It's not looking good is it?"

She slapped the older woman's bottom gently through her thin skirt.

"I asked you a question, Mandy?"

"No, Miss Tyler. it's not looking good," she mumbled. Too shocked and appalled by her own negligence to register the over-familiar smack to her backside.

Amanda could feel the icy grip of fear in her stomach. How would she ever get another job in the industry again? Anyone wanting to take her on at her salary would have lots of questions for her previous employer. Jesus! How had she been so careless? She'd be a laughing stock, and an unemployed laughing stock as well.

"What would you do if I could fix it for you?"

Amanda shook her head, did she hear that correctly?

"How do you mean, fix it for me? How could you?"

Rebecca sat back casually in her chair.

"Because, little Miss Expert. i made a copy of the project for my work experience file. That's why."

Amanda felt faint for a second.

"What? You have a copy? Oh that's fantastic. You've really saved me, Rebecca, thanks so much."

Amanda could have kissed her, she was so relieved. Everything was going to be okay after all. The ethics of the girl copying a confidential file off her private computer, forgotten for the moment.

"Not only that, Mandy, but I'll help you rewrite it with my ideas."

Amanda started crying again. She was so happy that she just couldn't help it. It seemed that the blonde wasn't such a grade A bitch after all.

"But there's going to have to be changes."


Chapter 5

"Well," said Theresa Lipmann, "I did have my worries that you two weren't getting on, but clearly I was wrong."

"Oh, I think Mandy's over her acting up phase, Theresa. Between us we have the situation well in hand, don't we young lady?"

"Yes we do, M...Rebecca."

I smiled sweetly at Mrs Lipmann. If only she knew how just how much Mandy was over her rebellious period! It had taken a little time and perseverance on my part, but it had been well worth it. I now had my 28 year old 'boss' right where I wanted her.

"Isn't that sweet? Can I remind the two of you there's a management meeting in the boardroom this afternoon at 2pm?"

"No problem, we're looking forward to it, aren't we Mandy?"

"Y...yes, that's right. Looking forward to it, definitely."

Mrs Lipmann looked at Amanda, she could tell there was something not quite right. Wasn't she bothered by being referred to as 'young lady' by a girl ten years her junior? It looked as if the woman had changed her appearance as well, but it wasn't something she could put her finger on. Not that she cared that much, just so long as the office was humming along. That was what she got paid for after all.

"Mandy, are you really as stupid as you look?"

"N...no, Miss Tyler."

I could see her squirm on her uncomfortable little wooden chair. She didn't like me speaking to her like that, but so what?

"In that case you really must make more of an effort when Mrs Lipmann's around. We both know that you've finally discovered your true role, but if Mrs Lipmann discovers what that role actually is then it's goodbye job, goodbye salary. goodbye house, and hello the local news paper. But you know that, obviously?"

She nodded unhappily, her red pony-tail bouncing up and down. The pony-tail had been my idea of course. it didn't suit her particularly, but it was much more appropriate to her new station. In my opinion it gave her a pleasingly juvenile look, the bright blue ribbon it was tied with matched her eyes nicely as well.

"So let's pretend, for the sake of appearance, that you're still the boss, and I'm the new girl. That isn't beyond your ability is it?"

"No, Miss Tyler."

"Because don't think for a second that you're going to weasel out of your obligations to me."

"No, I don't Miss Tyler, really."

The earnest look on her dumb, pale face was really quite intoxicating. But there again we both knew the number and type of photographs that I'd amassed over the last month or so. She also knew that I wouldn't hesitate to use them if she displeased me in any way. You see, there are lots of women like Mandy. Lots of low self-esteem losers masquerading as Alpha women. As soon as I met her I knew that she was one of them, an inadequate promoted way beyond her ability and scared, oh so scared, of being found out. In a sense I was doing her a favour by removing the responsibility that was weighing her down.

Mandy knows that I hold all the cards. If our amusing little game is discovered then I will present myself as the victim. A naive young girl, fresh out of school and in her first proper job. So looking forward to making her way in the adult world. But then, if my phone texts and pictures were any indication, relentlessly stalked and pestered by a predatory older female.

Amusingly, Amanda Platt was anything but a predatory woman. She was in fact an anxious over-achiever, working all the hours to try and live up to the expectations of others. As far as i knew she was a kind, reasonable sort of a woman, but I was in no hurry to find out. In fact I just didn't care that much to be honest.

What I found particularly thrilling was that she was my first real 'adult' victim. Sure, I'd played the bully at school and among the kids in the village, but they'd been easy to intimidate and control. usually I was bigger and stronger than anyone my age, even the boys, plus even at a young age I had a very sharp tongue.

I could tell that even some of the less confident teachers were a little bit wary of me, but even the stricter teachers liked me. Therefore it was easy for me to have my own way, even my parents succumbed. Everything I wanted I got, but crucially I was always grateful to people and they appreciated it. And therefore I realised at an early stage that life was a game to be played, it was just a matter of establishing the rules.

The rules as far as Mandy was concerned that everything she did was wrong. She had always half-suspected that as well, so it wasn't difficult. Strict, ambitious patents and a no-nonsense, results-driven school were responsible for her obvious fear of authority, her desire to try and please everyone all the time. I'd saved her from being sacked and we both knew it. 'Her' work in the Jackson file which she'd handed in to Paul Musgrove well before the deadline was, in reality, my work. And we both knew that as well.

The unfortunate truth as far as she was concerned was that her job didn't really suit her. She was just about clever enough but neither ambitious or ruthless enough to clamber up the greasy pole. Her personality would have been more suited to some sort of caring role. But rather than follow that path, she'd tried to make her parents happy by doing a university course that didn't really want to do and then onwards into a job that she didn't actually like.

Her unhappiness and fear at work was clearly obvious to all those, like me, who were interested. My only surprise was that nobody else had noticed her before me. She was, after all, a prime target. She positively advertised her submissiveness, her victim status. All it took was someone as skilful as me to recognise that fact, and then have the willingness to act upon it. Once I'd trapped her by making a fuss about how she'd allegedly bullied me, the rest was easy. I copied her work onto a pen drive and then deleted all her original stuff while she was in a meeting with Paul. Then in order for me to 'help' her. I extracted all sorts of promises from her.

The next morning, for example, I made her photograph all her knickers and then send me pictures of them before allowing her to wear one particular pair. The following morning I requested pictures of all her bras, but this time I instructed her to throw all of them away as they were 'unsuitable'. Which meant that she had to come into work braless, which led me to the discovery that her tits were absolutely tiny without her heavily padded support.

The morning after that, I asked for a couple of topless pictures, from the front and the side. And then when she'd sent them, I made her send another, but this time with her face reflected in her dressing-table mirror.

She was clearly mine now, not only was she dependent on me for the development of the Jackson project, but she'd also sent me, her young and naive intern, pictures of her in both her underwear and topless. Not only did I hold her career in her hands, but also her freedom. What jury in the world would be able to resist those incriminating photos on my phone, and me dressed in my school uniform for the occasion plus copious amounts of tears?

Once Mandy understood the situation, it was time for me to get creative with my new plaything. In return for my silence, she was going to have to play the game according to my rules. As I made it clear to her at the time, I really didn't want to see her lose her job, never mind go to prison. So all she had to do was obey be at all times. It seemed to me to be quite a reasonable request under the circumstances.

Although I was unable to return to Hallam-Daley for a couple of weeks while I went back to St Catherine's to do my final exams, I wasn't out of her life. I drove around to her poky little house most nights after she'd finished work and there I'd impress upon her how I wanted her to behave. I liked to instigate little discussions with her, just to find out more useful stuff about her.

“Did your parents spank you, Mandy?”

“How do you mean?” She replied, the flush already rising up her cheeks.

“I think you know exactly what I mean, young lady?”

Amanda bit her lip, anxiously.

“Well, did they spank your bottom for you when you were naughty?”

Amanda nodded her head in confirmation.

“Because I imagine you’re the sort of person who responds well to discipline, Mandy. Would I be right in that assumption?”

Amanda could only nod again.

“Y...yes, I suppose so.”

“Do they still spank you now, when you step out of line for instance?”

No...of course not, I’m an adult for one. I wouldn’t allow it either.”

“You wouldn’t allow it? That’s going to be a problem for us, I think?”

“W...what do you mean?”

“I mean that’s exactly how I propose to deal with you in the future. When you step out of line , that is.”

Rebecca couldn’t help but smile at the look on the face of her boss.

“N...no, you can’t I mean...it’s not right!”

“Would you rather me spank you when you do something wrong, Mandy? Or would you rather I shared our collections of photos with mummy and daddy?”

Look, Rebecca, this has gone far enough! You can’t blackmail me like this!”

“I think we both know that I can do whatever I want as far as you’re concerned. Now, what’s it to be? Do you give me permission to spank your naughty little bottom whenever I think you deserve it?”

Amanda shuddered at the thought of her parents seeing even one of the very many pictures of her that Rebecca had taken, And worst of all she had absolutely no doubt that her tormentor would do exactly as she threatened to do.

“O...okay. I suppose so.”

“Say it properly, Mandy. And don’t forget to call me by my proper name will you? Well?”

“Erm...you can spank me,” Amanda almost whispered.

“Full sentences please, Mandy?”

Amanda blushed, hotly.

“Y...you can spank me when I’m naughty, Miss Tyler,” she managed to stutter.

“Wasn’t there something about a naughty little bottom, Mandy? Surely you remember?”

Amanda swallowed and glanced nervously at her office door.

“You can spank my naughty little bottom, Miss Tyler.”

Rebecca smiled, she was definitely going to take that offer up.


Chapter 6

She didn't take to kindly at first to having her fat little bottom spanked, especially by someone ten years younger than her. I'd left my uniform on after coming from that afternoon's exam (it went very well, as you might imagine) in order to emphasise the gulf in our ages. Her a respected project manager, me a schoolgirl. I'm a very strong believer in that sort of reverse psychology. I've discovered that when a naturally submissive woman like Mandy is treated like she's much younger and fairly inconsequential, then that's how she starts to behave.

I enjoyed it very much, however. I'd never spanked anyone older than myself before, but I can tell you that it was quite a rush to have an older, so-called professional woman like Amanda stretched across my knees. She seemed to want to try and retain some dignity by not crying at first, but I soon disabused her of that notion. I lifted her skirt up and pulled her knickers to her knees and then slapped her vigorously until she began to cry.

She's quite a feeble little thing as well, so she's easy to manage. Her kicking and squealing was more amusing than anything else. Once her backside was thoroughly reddened I made her go and stand in the corner of her own living room with her hands on her head. I tucked the hem of her skirt into its waistband and left her pink knickers around her ankles.

While she sobbed and snuffled, I entertained myself by going through her drawers and her cupboards. I wasn't particularly interested in her clothes in the sense of borrowing or even taking them. They were all far too small, and if I'm honest, far too shoddy for my liking. I'm more of a brands girl myself, and mummy and daddy keep me well supplied with a good selection of the best.

No, what I really wanted was control. The opportunity to micro-manage Mandy's very existence. I still hadn't allowed her to buy herself any replacement bras. The obvious reason being that she just didn't need one. She was so tiny and immature up top that a simple white cotton vest was enough to keep what little assets she had under control.

This sort of treatment, I was delighted to hear, really upset her. A little poking and prying on my part, a hobby of mine I have to admit, soon established that she'd always been a little...sensitive about her juvenile breasts. I even got her to admit that when she was at school the girls called her 'Flatsy'. A nickname that made me laugh and one which I'm quite happy to use with regard to my little flat-chested 'boss'.

In fact I made her dispose of several items of clothing that didn't meet with my approval. Some of them I made her collect together in a black bin bag and simply them donate to charity, others I required her to cut them into small pieces with a pair of sharp scissors to use as dusters. No more jeans for my little girl, in fact no more trousers of any kind. The look in her eyes as I made her destroy her own favourite stuff was really quite amusing, but necessary for my determination to increase my control over the silly little woman.

That fairly innocuous first spanking I gave her was just the first of many. It wasn't a particularly hard spanking, certainly nothing in terms of what I had planned for her in the future, but it was certainly humiliating for her to be stretched out over my knee with her nose near the carpet and my hand bouncing off her scalded little bottom cheeks

I’m continually working on Amanda’s psyche like this. I consider her a work in progress. It’s a very interesting exercise. My proposition is that the more a mature and yet insecure woman is treated in a distinctly juvenile manner, the more she will regress into behaviour that she unconsciously accepts as ‘normal’ for that age. Thus her lack of a bra, bras are for grown-up girls, Amanda, You are self-evidently not grown up, are you Flatsy? A vest is what you should wear, Amanda. A plain, white cotton vest. Don't you agree?"

"High heels just don’t suit you, Mandy. Sometimes I swear you look like an child playing at dress-up. I think something a little more practical would be appropriate, don’t you? Something that actually fits your image?"

I made her go out to the shops and buy herself a new pair of black, leather, work-appropriate shoes with a minimal heel. The immediate reduction in her height was quite amusing. She was never the tallest of course, but now she was probably the shortest person in the office.

Of course the other girls remarked on this, and being women, there were quite a few sniggers and bitchy remarks. Although I encouraged that for a while, it was interesting to see Mandy’s tearful reaction, I soon put a stop to the whispers my making it clear that I thought our boss’s new image suited her. I also made sure that the girl I spoke with was Joanne, the leader of the office bitch clique. First I had to establish my authority over her and second I had to make sure that Amanda saw me  standing up for her.

The obvious conclusion was that my 28 year old boss was even more beholding to me than she was before. Despite the difference in our ages, I wanted her to look at me as an indulgent big sister. Someone she could look up to and yet be afraid of at the same time. And although I had to slap Joanne down, at the same time I earmarked her as a potential future ally.

I let the Amanda situation run as it was going for a couple of weeks, letting her think perhaps that was as far as I was going to take it In terms of work, she was almost completely under my thumb. I realised that she was scared of both Paul Musgrove and Theresa Lipmann, Scared of being called into their office and being reprimanded by either of them. Therefore, her reasoning seemed to be that i was worth her while allowing me to take the lead in her office if that was the best way for her to keep the pair of them off her back.


Chapter 7

It hasn’t gone so badly with Rebecca, and I suppose it could have been much worse. She’s awfully demanding and domineering, but on the other hand she has my interests at heart, at least I think she does. She certainly stands up for me in the office. That awful  cow, Joanne Sheppard said something catty about me,  but before I could say anything and I probably would have defended myself, Rebecca effectively told her to shut up and leave me alone. It was great to see the look on Joanne’s face

I think I agree with Rebecca that my new look is more suitable. I’m not a very large person admittedly, so I can see  her point about dressing appropriately. The problem is that the rest of the girls have begun to treat me slightly differently. Or at least they did until Rebecca had words with nasty Miss Sheppard. They’re certainly a little bit more respectful now. It’s good to have someone like Rebecca in your corner.

I often wonder what it must be like to be that confident in yourself to be able to say and do anything you want? I don’t think I’d have the nerve to talk to Miss Lipmann as Rebecca does. She’s not exactly disrespectful, but she seems to treat her as if they were equals as opposed to office manager and intern. Just the other day I heard her call Mr Musgrove, Paul. As if they were the best of friends. Her confidence is quite unnerving sometimes.

Mr Musgrove and Miss Lipmann are about the same age as my own parents. I could just imagine the looks on mummy and daddy's faces if I was to call them Richard or Jane. They’d probably have a fit! I still see them quite a lot, Rebecca encourages it in fact. She says it’s only right that I make time to go round and see them. They don’t live far away in fact. When they lent me the deposit for my house, it was sort of on the understanding that I wouldn’t move too fat away from them.

I suppose that’s because they expect me to be around should they have some sort of a problem they can’t fix, although I can hardly imagine that particular situation arising. Mummy and daddy are both...well, Alpha’s I suppose. They both had good jobs and they’re both retired now. Daddy had his own business which he sold for quite a lot of money, and mummy was the headmistress of a junior school. They're both self-assertive and confident, much like Rebecca in fact.

Rebecca had become so comfortable in dealing with me that no questions appeared to be off limits as far as she was concerned.

“Tell me more about your bottom smackings from your parents, Mandy Were they strict with you? I bet they were.”

I could feel the blush rising from the collar of my blouse, as it did  whenever this sort of questioning from Rebecca started.

“Yes, I suppose they were strict,” I replied, honestly.

They were definitely that, it was several years before I realised that not every girl was as regularly and as thoroughly chastised as I was. I just naturally assumed that girls who committed a misdemeanour were dealt with in the same way as me, skirt up, knickers down and a firm parental hand applied to their bare bottoms. It was only when I casually mentioned to a friend at school that I still got spanked did I realise that I was probably the only person who did!

“How strict? Was it just a spanking or did mummy use her hairbrush when you were especially naughty?”

It was uncanny how Rebecca could guess the truth. I couldn’t help bit nod and blush just a little more.

“And what about daddy? The cane maybe, the cane across your bare bottom?”

“No, nothing like that,” I replied, indignantly.

“What then?”

“The slipper sometimes,” I admitted.

“When was the last time you were slippered by daddy?”

I could remember that particular occasion only too well. I was in her final year of university and I’d stayed with my parents over Christmas. I went out for a drink with some friends and returned home in the early hours, drunk and dishevelled. My parents had said nothing at the time, but the following morning I was required to present herself in daddy’s study to be bent over a stool and soundly, painfully, spanked with his large, rubber-soled slipper.

As I relayed the episode to my grinning intern I could feel the hot flush of shame rising up my cheeks. At the same time I couldn't help but notice how much Rebecca enjoyed hearing about shameful events in my past like this.

“That’s what I would describe as proper parenting, Mandy, That sort of behaviour shouldn’t go unpunished. In fact they sound like people after my own heart. Perhaps I should get you to arrange a meeting with them some time?”

I remembered the cold grip of fear in my stomach at the idea of my straight-laced parents meeting Rebecca. How the hell would I be able to explain away  my relationship with a girl ten years my junior, an intern at my place of work? I just hoped and prayed that it was just a whim and that Rebecca would soon forget all about the idea. Instead she moved onto another topic close to her heart.

"Let’s talk about your school days, Mandy. I imagine that you were the teacher’s pet, the school swot?”

To be honest, I hadn’t really enjoyed my schooldays. I was quite shy and self-effacing and the school was an academic hot house. I had to work very, very hard just to maintain my middle of the group position. My parents were continually interrogating me about my school performance. Why wasn’t I in the top three even? Was I working hard enough? Was I paying attention in her lessons? Were my teachers giving me enough homework? And so on and so on.

I could remember my many scolding's and the tears they produced, only too well. In hindsight I suppose my parent's only wanted what they thought was best for me. But at the time it was difficult to live up to their high expectations. It wasn't as if I had the opportunity to slack off even. When I wasn't in school my free time was rigidly controlled. No boyfriends, no 'unsuitable' friends, and certainly no bars or clubs for me in those days.

In a sense it was a relief to get out from underneath their  suffocating blanket of concern and go to university, where at least I had the time and the opportunity to do just about whatever I wanted. Not that I actually did anything out of the ordinary of course. I joined a couple of clubs and flirted, usually unsuccessfully, with a few desperate boys. But other than that my time at college passed rather uneventfully. I hadn't failed anything, but at the same time I hardly made any sort of impression on the place, which has sort of become my signature.

All I really did was to take the opportunity to work even harder than I had done at school in what I now realise was a last ditch effort to make her parents proud of me. After all that effort and self-sacrifice I graduated with a decent enough degree, although I suspect that it wasn't the first class honours one that my parents had hoped for. Nevertheless they attended her graduation ceremony, and I even thought I spotted my mother shedding a couple of tears as she stepped up to receive her certificate.

"Erm...no, I wasn't a teacher's pet. I just worked hard, that's all."

"No, probably not. You're not really cute enough to be anybody's pet are you?

I could feel the tears already forming, Rebecca was such a bitch sometimes!

"Don't be such a cry-baby! I mean, you've had boyfriends haven't you."

"Yes."

"And you're not a virgin anymore?"

"No."

"So you must have had some good times then?"

Amanda nodded. She had indeed.

"it's just that you don't seem very happy, that's all. I mean this work is just not your sort of thing, is it?"

"I don't know what you mean?" I felt my face flush brightly enough to show that I knew exactly what Rebecca was saying.

"Oh, I think you do. This work is too hard for you and you're only here because mummy and daddy wanted you to have a 'proper' job. Isn't that the truth?"

I could feel the tears rolling down her cheeks. The damned little bitch was right! I hated the job, but what else could I do? It was too late now anyway. I was well and truly committed to Hallam-Daley. I just couldn't visualise myself marching up to Mr Musgrove and handing in my resignation. What would I do if he just refused it, for instance? Or worse, what if he accepted it but I couldn't get another similar job? How on earth would my parents take that piece of news? How on earth would I pay for the mortgage and my car loan?

I looked up at Rebecca's smug, amused face. I should really, really hate this presumptuous young girl, but the truth was that in a strange sort of way I rather admired her. She was the sort of confident, brash individual that I half wished I had the nerve to be. Rebecca was the living embodiment of the popular girl at school who had plagued me throughout my life. Pretty and effortlessly smart with lots of friends. The sort of girl most likely to succeed. I knew instinctively for example, that my parents and my mother in particular would get on very well with a girl like Rebecca.




Chapter 8

The little bell above the front door rang merrily as we entered. I ushered Amanda in before me and then stood and looked around. Ah yes, this would do perfectly. A nice, traditional school outfitters. A man approached, late middle-aged and dressed in a nice suit.

"Can I help you, madam," he asked, ignoring the short girl by my side.

"Good afternoon, yes. I'm looking for a uniform for my niece here.

"Of course, madam. Might I ask which school?"

"Firbank Grammar. She's starting the new term in September. We'll need everything, even underwear"

Amanda stared intently at the tips of her shiny, brown shoes. She looked particularly cute in her little yellow, gingham dress and white ankle socks. I'd left her hair in the high pony-tail, but this time I'd tied it off with a yellow ribbon. She looked as pretty as a picture, and I couldn't help but squeeze my nylon-covered thighs together in anticipation. I'd already tanned her backside this morning when she initially refused to get dressed when I told her where we were going.

The rasping sound they made only served to emphasise the gulf in our respective appearances. Me in an expensive, dark skirt-suit and a pair of towering, black heels. Amanda in her despised party frock and sandals. I could just imagine the thoughts running through her head as I allowed the man to lead us across to the area where the school uniforms were displayed.

He stopped by a garish, striped blazer. I'd chosen Firbank in particular, mainly because that was Amanda's actual old school, but also because she'd look so cute in it. Making her dress in the uniform again ten years after she thought she'd worn it for the last time certainly appealed to my sense of humour. She was still looking down at her shoes, I noticed. No doubt terrified that at any moment the bell above the door could ring again to admit someone she knew.

The odds against that happening were sadly remote, of course. But clearly even the vague chance of it happening was enough to make her nervous.

"Amanda!"

She jumped as I called her name.

"The gentleman is asking you a question, young lady. Please be good enough to answer him."

She blushed beautifully, as she almost always does.

"I...I'm sorry, could you repeat that?" She almost whispered.

I asked you what size you were, miss?"

"S...sorry, size 8."

"And which year?"

She looked up helplessly, almost willing me to speak on her behalf.

"She'll be starting Year 11, Mr erm...?"

"Mr Bell, madam," he replied.

I caught a glimpse of Amanda's outraged face. At a stroke I'd knocked a dozen or so years off her actual age. I had to struggle not to laugh as the man took out his tape measure and fussed around her. My false declaration that Amanda was 16 hadn't surprised him in the slightest. Neither had he questioned my own purported appearance as Amanda's aunt.

"Apologise to Mr Bell please, Amanda."

"I'm sorry for not paying attention, sir," she managed to squeak.

"That's quite alright young lady. All excited to be attending a new school are we?"

I had to walk away and pretended to be interested in a display of school raincoats to hide my amusement. I found an armchair and sat and watched as the man went backwards and forwards to his stock room. Slowly the counter became filled with piles of white blouses, grey pleated skirts, white socks and navy blue knickers. The look on Amanda's face was priceless. She had gone almost puce with humiliation.

She was so very cute though. I wanted her even more from that moment onwards. Just the look of sheer mortification on her pretty little face was enough to set me off. My hand started to drift between my legs. Mr Bell had his back to me, which allowed me to indulge for a few seconds. I could feel myself starting to become a little damp as I thought about what was in store for my little darling, just as soon as I could usher her out of the store and drive us back to her place.

As Mr Bell started to turn, I quickly removed my hand and placed it back on my lap.

"I think that's everything, madam?"

I looked around at the mannequin in the window which was wearing the same blue, black and white striped blazer. On its head was a straw hat with a matching ribbon.

"Have you included a hat, Mr Bell?"

"The boater is usually for junior girls, madam..."

"Nevertheless, Amanda's grandmother was an old girl of the school and particularly asked that a hat be included in her uniform."

"Of course, madam. Should I wrap everything? or would madam like to see the uniform worn."

Stood by his side, I could see Amanda's face begging me to not make her wear the uniform in public, which of course made my mind up for me.

"I think I'd like to see her in the full uniform. Just to make sure it fits her. She's quite a petite size, as you can see."

The man smiled in agreement and directed Amanda to the changing rooms. What emerged ten minutes later was a vision. My 28 year old boss dressed in her old school uniform! Shiny, black shoes, white knee socks, a fairly short, grey skirt, a starched, white blouse, a tightly knotted blue and black striped tie, and the blazer. And if that wasn't enough, perched on her red head, a really quite humiliating straw boater. How I kept from laughing out loud, I'll never know.

"Marvellous, Mr Bell. How much do I owe you?

"Would you like the young lady to change out of her uniform or..."

"No, that's quite okay thank you. We have a train to catch. What do you say to the gentleman, Amanda?"

"Th...thank you, sir," she mumbled.

"Collect the rest of the bags please, Amanda, while I settle up with Mr Bell."


Chapter 9

When Rebecca told me that she was going to buy me a school uniform, I didn't believe her at first. I thought it was just an empty threat. She often spoke about what she intended to do with me. She already owned me, in effect. Just one word from her to any of my superiors would result in me being sacked. She hardly needed to demonstrate her hold over me.

However, as I was to discover, she usually did whatever she threatened to do. And that's how I found myself dressed in my actual, former school uniform, being ushered into my own house and simply praying that none of my neighbours were witnessing my shame. She made me go and stand in front of the wall mirror in my bedroom, presumably to get a better view of how utterly ridiculous I looked.

What I found bewildering was how easily the subterfuge had been carried out. Not for one second had the slimy old man who'd measured me suspected that I was a mature woman. Similarly, Rebecca's appearance as a twenty something 'aunt' hadn't caused even a flutter of suspicion. That was probably because she did look particularly fabulous thought Amanda, however reluctantly. her suit was an exquisite creation that showed off the mature curves of her boobs and her backside to perfection.

Her elegant, spiked heels added another few inches to her height which meant that she absolutely towered over me in my new, juvenile, school shoes. She came and stood behind me, her hands on my shoulders, a smile on her face as she drunk in my humiliation. Her make-up was, as usual, perfect. Her auburn hair was cut beautifully to emphasise her high, aristocratic cheek bones. Everything about her in fact screamed elegance and sophistication. On reflection, there was no wonder that the man in the shop hadn't noticed our roles had been reversed.

She slowly unbuttoned my blazer and then took one of my breasts in each of her hands. She squeezed gently and stroked my nipples. It didn't take long for them to betray me,

"You like this don't you? You naughty little girl," she whispered into my ear.

The stiffness of my nipples through the cotton of my white blouse could hardly be denied, but I was too embarrassed to admit it. There was no way I was I attracted to another woman, there never had been anything like that in my life, and as far as I was concerned, there never would be. I tried to squirm free from her grip, but she simply increased the pressure. Little sparks of...pleasure I suppose, burst inside me.

"See, even your tiny little tits like it," she giggled before gently licking my ear

She was astonishingly knowledgeable for an 18 year old young woman. Her right hand slipped down the front of my pristine, white blouse and lifted the hem of my pleated skirt. I shouldn't really have allowed her to do it. I should have kicked and fought and screamed, it was just that...there was something so exciting about the whole situation. I could feel myself getting aroused, but not in the way I did with boyfriends.

In fact, having my navy coloured knickers exposed in the mirror while Rebecca squeezed my pert little breast was almost unbelievably exciting. I began to pant and pushed my pussy towards her hand. With a snigger, her hand slipped under my skirt and ran its way down by labia. Mmmm, that felt sooo good. Her finger pressed into me just that little bit more firmly. I caught sight of myself in the mirror and squirmed even more.

I looked quite ridiculous, but even that knowledge was having a strange affect on me. It was like this was my true rule in my relationship with my own intern. Rebecca was explaining to me where I belonged in her estimation. She was in charge and I was subservient to her. She was the office boss, and I wasn't even an intern. Just the 18 year old schoolgirl on work experience. Our respective roles had been completely reversed.

I knew I should have been ashamed at what was happening. Just the thought of any of my colleagues, or my superiors at work catching a sight of what was going on between us was enough to make me go weak at the knees. And yet, at the same time, to make me feel an unaccustomed excitement in the pit of my stomach. She pressed her finger more firmly into me and then held it under my nose. Oh my word! The smell of my own arousal was almost overwhelming!

Should I feel bad? Watching myself being fingered by an 18 year old girl in a mirror in my own bedroom? I suppose I should have but I was getting to the stage where I just didn't care anymore. She pulled my knickers to one side and slipped two of her fingers into me. I was so wet now that her fingers were making a slight squelching noise. I parted my  legs so that she could access me better. I could feel her amazingly knowledgeable fingers working my clitoris.

Oh God! I was starting to cum, I was going to be worked to a climax in my own bedroom by a junior work colleague while being made to watch! It was mind-blowing, it was unbelievable, and yet so, so exciting. I came in a huge rush, far bigger and better than any cack-handed, fumbling boy had ever achieved.

"See, I knew you'd like it," giggled Rebecca as she took both my breasts in her hands and squeezed.

I was hardly in a position to deny that fact. She'd had a very good view of me throughout and witnessed my shame from a front row seat.

"But I liked it too."

I looked up just in time to see her smiling face over my shoulder.

"So much in fact that we'll be doing this again. In fact we'll be doing it again whenever I feel like doing it again. Are you okay with that?"

I giggled nervously despite the situation and despite myself. I was hardly in any sort of position to turn down such an offer.


Chapter 10

Amanda was almost laughably easy to manipulate. I was clearly the first person to pay any sort of real interest to her. She'd been fucked when she was at university by a couple of jocks, but I was the first to treat her with any sort of consideration. I liked to make her cum, for example. I preferred her on her knees licking me out, I couldn't deny that. I loved to see her hopeless, helpless face peering up at me from behind her fringe as she did what I demanded.

But on the other hand I did let her cum. She loved it of course, but as far as I was concerned it was just another way for me to express my domination over her. Although she loved her little 'cummies' as I'd taken to calling them, I made it clear that she was only to have them when I was present and gave her permission to do so. I promised her that any deviation from that rule would lead to trouble for her.

It was such a rush to dictate this sort of thing to her, to micromanage her life. That was hardly any part of it that I didn't already control. She was still my nominal superior at work, but only on sufferance. Mandy knew that if she was to let me down in any way, then I would get her sacked immediately. When she wasn't at work, we lived together in her little house. And although her name was on the mortgage, it was me who actually ran it.

Not that I did a stroke of work in it. Why should I? I had a maid, a skivvy if you like, who was only too willing to run around after me. Mandy bought and prepared all the food, paid all the bills and took care of all the cleaning, the chores and the gardening. My contribution was deciding that I should have the larger of the three bedrooms while she had to make do with the tiny box room. The other, decent sized, bedroom housed my spare clothes and my extensive collection of shoes, in case you were wondering.

It was a marvellous situation for me, much like living at my parents home in fact, but without the hassle of dealing with them.  Plus of course, with the added bonus that Mandy was an entirely adequate sexual plaything. After a few weeks of mutual masturbation and role-playing, I introduced her to my favourite strap-on and took to fucking her like a bitch. That seemed to make her very happy indeed.


Chapter 11

Her demand that I introduce her to my parents came completely out of the blue. I remember her threatening to meet them, but at the time I'd imagined it was just talk. But now I knew different. Rebecca seldom said anything that she didn't mean. And now she meant to meet my parents. I was getting more and more nervous. I'd contacted them and asked them if I could come over to dinner and bring a friend. I think I actually used the term 'a work colleague'.

They were actually pleased that I was bringing someone over. I can only assume that they thought by a friend, I was referring to a male friend, a boyfriend in other words. Little did they know that their entirely straight, vanilla daughter had a girlfriend. At least that's what I assumed Rebecca was? She had never actually told me if we were an item, and I'm sure that nobody knew about our relationship

The Friday evening that we'd chosen drew slowly nearer. I had to screw up what little courage I had left and ask her. I waited until I judged she was in a good mood. Once I'd washed the dishes and tidied the kitchen, I spent two hours crouched in the spare bedroom on my knees cleaning and polishing as much of her vast shoe collection as I could manage. When I called her, she examined them thoroughly while I massaged her feet. Then she picked up her phone.

"How shall I introduce you to my parents, Miss?"

She looked up from her phone briefly.

"How do you mean?"

"Well...erm...what would you prefer our relationship to be? I mean...what would you like my parents to think about our relationship...?"

I felt myself peter out, lamely.

She returned to her phone. Presumably something more interesting was going on there. I returned to her feet with renewed vigour, bravely ignoring the faint smell of vinegar coming from them.

"What do you think our relationship is, Mandy?"

That was the question I'd been dreading. I could just hear my mother's voice in my head. 'Who is she, Amanda, this girl you're with?'

"Erm...erm...I'd say that you were in charge of our relationship and therefore I'm quite happy to go with your recommendation."

I swallowed nervously, I'd been practising that reply for quite a long time and although I was quite proud of the way it came out, I was aware that Rebecca may class it as 'insolence' and punish me accordingly. She had taken to spanking me more and more regularly, so that was almost a daily thing now. But on the other hand, unless she was angry with me, it almost invariably led to a night of frenzied love-making.

She used her bare foot to raise my chin so that I was looking directly at her. Her eyes searched mine.

"You're my girlfriend, Amanda. I look after you, I protect you from bullies at work, I ensure you keep your job although you're not very good at it, and I fuck you however and whenever I like. I love you in other words, and I think that justifies the term, don't you?"

I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. So now it was official, I was her plaything, her pet. But on the other hand she was beautiful and gorgeous and she loved someone as plain and ordinary as me. My heart gave a little leap of pleasure or pride, I don't know which. At last someone loved me just for being shy, awkward me. I realised with a sudden rush, that I couldn't do without her. She was like an aphrodisiac to me.

I loved the feel of her fingers, or preferably her tongue, inside me or teasing my clit. I'd even accepted the invasive strap-on that she liked to use on me. At first I'd been horrified, I'd never seen such a thing or even dreamed they existed. I was reluctant at first, not that it concerned Rebecca who was as dominant in bed as she is everywhere else. But once I was nicely wet and slippery, the sensation was fantastic. In fact she's the most skilful lover that I've ever been with, not that the bar has been set very high on that score.

The camera above me flashed as she took yet another picture of my servitude to no doubt add to her massive collection.

"Some of these shoes you've allegedly polished aren't really good enough. I want you to start over tomorrow and this time make a really good job of them."

"Yes, Miss Tyler."

"Also I can see that I'm going to have to spank you for your incompetence. Go into the bedroom and wait for me. Just your knickers and vest, kneeling on the bed with your head down and your naughty little bottom just as high as you can make it."

"Yes, Miss Tyler."

I scampered into her bedroom and did as instructed. By her standards she'd let me off very lightly. No doubt I'd have to make it up to her somehow. The thought of it sent little sparks of pleasure through me. That was most definitely worth a hand-spanking!


Chapter 12

The white Mercedes pulled up outside her parent's neat little home in the suburbs. It was the epitome of ordinary and it matched each and every other house in the street. Amanda looked across at Rebecca who was driving. Hopefully this was as far as the joke went? She would sit in her car for a couple of minutes, and then pull away again. Because surely Rebecca wasn't going to make her...?

Instead the engine was turned off and the girl turned to her with a smile.

"Here we are then, Mandy. Home sweet home. The place where you spent your formative years. I'm so looking forward to talking to mummy and daddy about those times."

Amanda felt that oh so familiar icy cold ball in her stomach. Oh God, no! Surely the joke had gone far enough? The street was very quiet and not many cars drove down it. Any second now the blue curtains in the living room would twitch and her mother's familiar pale, angular face would peer out from behind them.

"P...please, Miss Tyler. Can we just go back to the house and...and?"

"Why would we do that, Mandy? We're outside your parent's house and as we agreed, it's high time you introduced me to them. You're not ashamed of me are you?"

Amanda shook her head. How could she be ashamed of her beautiful girlfriend. Because that's what she was. It had taken a while, but Amanda had slowly accepted the idea that she loved Rebecca. She couldn't really imagine the girl not being a part of her life now. But...Rebecca was a girl, ten years younger than she was...and her parents...

"Come on then, hurry up. Let's go and meet them."

Amanda reluctantly undid her seatbelt.

"Oh just one minute, your tie."

Rebecca leaned forwards and straightened Amanda's striped Firbank School tie for her.

"There, don't you look perfect?"

Amanda blushed to the roots of her hair. This was the thing that was really bothering her. It was going to be difficult enough for her to explain to her parents that she was gay, it was going to be even more difficult to explain away the obvious disparity in the ages of her and her new girlfriend. But how an earth was she going to explain the fact that she was wearing her old school uniform on a Sunday, at her age?

Rebecca's door slammed and then she was opening Amanda's for her. Slowly, ever so slowly, Amanda turned and placed her feet on the pavement. Over Rebecca's shoulder she could see the front door opening and the pink of her mother's blouse. She took a deep breath and stood up. With a grin, Rebecca put out her hand. Amanda took it, and the two of them made their way up the path towards the house.

The End
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