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CHAPTER ONE

 


NOW - SATURDAY

 


At an undisclosed location

 


Greta
stopped what she was doing and she looked closely at Lola. “You
know, to be able to sleep properly, to be able to function
properly, to even ‘smile’ with a good deal of conviction, you will
need to be bound in the mind and the body. You do know that, don’t
you girl? And to be a ‘good girl’, MY good girl, you will have to
let go. You will have to simply let yourself go. Let it take you
the way I want it to take you. You understand that as well, don’t
you girl?” Greta stopped talking and she tilted her head to one
side as though she was taking in some kind of abstract view of
Lola.

Lola
herself, was silent. That is she didn’t speak - she simply dripped
from between her legs. She was aware of that dripping but she
didn’t have any control of it. There may have been a time when she
wished she wasn’t dripping like this but it was like that time had
long since passed and now the device she was strapped into was
affecting it all. Her eyes were wide open - they bulged open in
fact which suggested they were, that she was, alive behind those
bulges - but the eyes were dim. They were dim enough to suggest
that she wasn’t completely with it. That she wasn’t completely
corpus menus. It was like she was looking at Greta - like she was
looking directly at her from close quarters, because Greta was in
close to her at the moment. And she had been working on Lola from
in close.

At first
those eyes looked like they had bulged to a standstill. There was
no blinking that was for sure but what there was, a little
flickering, like photosensitive flickering that suggested there was
life there after all. But that would take a close, a much closer
look. Lola was incredibly pretty. She was the sort of pretty girl
who had blossomed into a beautiful young woman. A white girl with a
flawless complexion and rosebud lips. Even in this situation it was
clear to see that this girl was stunning. She had a perfectly
petite frame, and if, or when standing she would be something like
five feet nine in height and with rather than obvious hourglass
curves, she had more gentle ones. Rather than an old style Marilyn
Munro, Lola was a modern day version. Hips yes, but not rolling
ones - a thinnish waist, and the swell of generous breasts seeming
to have not completed their eruption into mammaries quite yet. And
those legs - super long, super shapely. And the one stocking on,
one stocking off look was something that took a double take to get
one’s head around it but it kind of worked with that device thing
that was secured around her waist and was tight to her crotch. But
that look was ‘sexy’ for some reason. It shouldn’t have been sexy
because it was like it was incomplete, but the one leg sheathed in
sheer black self-supporting nylon, and the other not was something
that played with the mind a bit. It did this more because she had
both six inch heeled stiletto court shoes on - and that suggested
that the look was deliberate, even that it was planned. And that
made it sexy as well.

One could
take in the sight of this stunning girl, even appreciate her
beauty, but then one had to take in her situation. One had to take
into consideration her predicament and the fact that she was well
into the predicament - whatever it was. And then of course one had
to take in the words of Greta - who even was Greta? But for some
reason the mind wouldn’t be able to take all of it in at once. It
was like there was a lot of white noise to try to see through. On
one hand there was this young woman, stunning, beautiful and
‘perfect’ in a way, but on the other hand there was this
predicament that she was in and it had to be described as a
predicament. There was an argument to label Lola a ‘damsel in
distress’. And the longer one looked at her and took her in, the
more that this became the case. In a way though, the longer one
looked, the more one might come to the conclusion that damsel in
distress was not suitable or appropriate because it made light of
the predicament that this young woman was in. For some reason there
was this seriousness in what she was going through. She was in
distress yes, but there was more to it than that.

Lola’s
stilettos didn’t touch the floor, they dangled and her lower legs
swung slightly. And her legs were spread open wide at the knees. In
fact her legs were held apart so wide that there was this consensus
of the mind that it must have been something of a discomfort. But
that consensus included the assumption that what she was going
through elsewhere around her person was much worse that her hips
aching through spread legs. And Lola was naked except for that one
stocking and those shoes and one had to assume that she might have
preferred not to have been naked, but that she didn’t have a choice
in the matter. But then there was the device as well. But again
there seemed to be other things on her mind that transcended the
obvious. One had to assume a lot of things where it would be
preferable to know them first hand.

Lola
tried to respond to what Greta had said but nothing came out of her
pretty lips except long ribbons of drool that spilled over her
bottom lip and down to the swell off her breasts. There did seem to
be a desperation in her to get something out, anything at all. But
it was just that drool that spilled out. One had the feeling that
if she could she would wipe that drool away from her mouth and from
her breasts just so that she could afford herself a little dignity.
But that wasn’t an option because her arms and her hands had been
disabled. Just like her legs had been spread and secured at the
knees so that she couldn’t close them, so her arms had been brought
back, right back behind her and then bound in a leather arm binder
sheath thing that slipped up and enclosed the arms and hands
completely. That binder, when fitted and adjusted and then
fine-tuned brought her elbows together, very near to touching, if
not actually touching. And that forced her shoulders back, and her
breasts to thrust out in front. If anything, as well as disabling
her arms, that binder kind of ‘offered’ her breasts in the most
vulnerable of ways and there was something that was unreservedly
cruel about that.

Lola was
distressed, there was no doubt about that. She was distressed in a
manner that was approaching if not surpassing obscene. And so one
would need to look at the protagonist in all of this. Greta was an
older woman. In some ways she was an underdrawn woman. She wasn’t
garbed in some theatrical fetish costume, as might have been
expected, not at this time, that enhanced and underlined a
magnificent femininity, far from it. There was this definite
impression that if she scrubbed up, she did so well. There was this
absolute assumption that she dressed to cover a magnificence that
was there - but indeed that there was most definitely a
magnificence about her. Almost it was like she didn’t want it to be
known that she was such a magnificent specimen of femininity. It
was like she would much, much rather turn the spotlight on Lola.
But for now that spotlight was on Greta. When one took in the sight
of her, there was this height that seemed deliberately ‘stooped’.
And that was key, that was deliberately stooped, as though she
hadn’t revealed herself fully. As though she was holding something
back and as though there was still yet something up her sleeve that
would shake the foundations of anyone who came across it. And
because of this there was this worry for Lola. It was as though
this older woman who should have been taking care of this younger
pretty woman but wasn’t. It was as though from this scene, that
seemed to be playing in slow motion, that this woman Greta, didn’t
have the best interests of Lola at heart.

That
wasn’t the way she spoke though. Greta spoke in this caring ‘aunty’
like way that didn’t fit. She spoke with this educated accent, that
screamed knowledge and of knowing the ways of the world. She spoke
as though she had come across this girl, Lola and was simply
putting her right. That she had come across this young woman in her
hour of need and that she was now just doing what was required to
‘save’ her. As though she had come across Lola when it was already
too late for her. And that the only way forward was to take this
young woman further down the rabbit hole before she could be saved
back into the real world. It was a scene with sounds that didn’t
ring true. A scene that was like it had deliberate mistakes put in.
Like a scene that was also a puzzle and to solve the puzzle the
mistakes had to be ringed and eradicated. But then one would
suspect that it would be Greta who found those mistakes and
eradicate them. But no - the longer one considered this, the more
one came to the conclusion that it was this older woman who had put
these mistakes into this scene deliberately and that it was a
continuously unfolding one.

It didn’t
take that long really for the whole thing to begin to leave that
bad taste in the mouth. One didn’t take long to taste that when one
listened to this woman speaking. “I know, you want to speak, you
want to agree with me because this is the only way for you. I know
that and you know that. You want to wipe that drool away, I know
that. Just leave it. Let it dribble and pour from you. Forget about
dignity girl - there is no place for that here - remember this is
your ‘best life’ - the best that you can ever expect. No place here
for dignity, not for you. You need to do it my way. If you do it my
way you get to ‘exist’ girl. You need to understand that - you get
to live your best life.” There was this definite undertone to
Greta’s voice and tone that told that she was the instigator of
what was going on here. There was a definite overtone to the way
she delivered her words that told that she was the controller here.
And again one had to look at her. Again one had to take the view of
this older woman in. It was because she was a women that the
disturbance in the mind was greater. It was because she was another
woman that there was this extra layer of ‘shock’ applied to the
scene. And what was that all about, this ‘best life’.

Lola was
a young woman in distress - forget the damsel. She was a young
woman who had been brought to this state, and to this stage of
affairs by an event, or by a series of events instigated by this
older woman. The longer one took in this scene the more obvious it
became. And the more obvious it became the more disturbing it
became. This was an older woman who had a younger woman, for want
of a better description, at her mercy. And there was this sense
that Lola really was at this woman’s mercy because there was no-one
else there who might be looking after Lola’s interests. There was
no-one else there who might press the pause button to investigate
if this young woman was in the right state of mind to continue.
Indeed there was no-one except Greta there who could differentiate
if this young woman was in this situation of her own free will, or
if she was in it consensually. Indeed, there was every sign that a
girl of this age, a girl of this type would not be in something
like this through her own choice. The sign was that she had been
brought into it against her will. Or that she had been coerced into
it in some unthinkable way.

And yet,
there were no signs that she had been manhandled or ‘forced’ in any
way. There were no signs that she had been whipped or beaten. Her
flesh was flawless. Every inch of her flesh was as nature intended
- perfect and unblemished - at least what could be seen was. Even
her face was flawlessly made up but it was in her face that most
signs were coming from. There was the constant spillage of drool
that she seemed to have no control over what so ever and that was a
blight on the perfection. And it was in her face that there was
every sign of distress and non-consent - every so often the
features of this young woman twisting and contorting as she tried
to deal with what she was going through. Maybe there was the sign
there that she was realising what she actually had got into. Maybe
there was the sign there that she could have entered into this,
whatever ‘this’ was willingly and fully consensually but right at
this precise time she was realising that she had made a mistake and
that maybe she hadn’t thought or realised that there would be no
way out for her at this stage.

And yet
in Greta there was this almost graceful elegance, even if it was a
‘stooped’ elegance that showed that she was in control. There was
still this disturbance that this was a woman but there was also
this disturbance that she was in control of what was happening
here. That this was the woman controlling things in this place. And
there was that, this place! Where was it, what was it? It was
difficult to tell because Lola existed in this spotlight beam - a
bright beam of light from above that lengthened features and
shadows. But anything that was beyond that beam of light was in
darkness. It wasn’t just a darkness it was a pitch black. And
because of this it was impossible to get ones bearings. It was
impossible to identify where that place was. There were no windows
through which sunlight streamed through - that is, there was no
windows at all. There was no ceiling height visible - there was no
telling what the floor was made of, or how it existed that would
identify a domestic or an industrial setting. And that was the
thing - because there was nothing identifying domestic, one had the
feeling, the vibe that it was industrial and that was further
enhanced by the industrial strength upside down beam of light that
put Lola in this spotlight. The feeling of being disturbed would
only increase for those who might ever see a scene like
this.

Greta
merely was flitting in and out of the column of light at will which
made her presence seem more sinister the more one looked. When she
was talking for instance she was in close to Lola. And when she was
in close, it seemed to affect Lola more. It seemed to produce more
and more of that thick drool that she couldn’t control. It seemed
to make her tongue more animated and that stirred up the drool
more. It was at first like an oversight that Lola hadn’t been
gagged to keep her quiet. But then on reflection it was like she
hadn’t been gagged deliberately. It was like she had been left
un-gagged as a tease, or a torment for Lola. Like a ‘dare’ for her
to scream to her heart’s contents. And it was as if that dare was
there because it didn’t matter how loud she screamed, IF she
screamed, because no-one would hear her. The more of this scene
that was unfolded the more disturbing it became. There wasn’t much
to see but at the same time there was so much to see. There was so
much to see in the nuances that existed. Yet apart from the column
of spotlight and Lola, and fleetingly, Greta there was nothing. But
in that nothing there was lots. There were so, so many
contradictions here.

“You need to let go whore. Just let go and let what is going to
be, be.” Greta sounded like she knew what the outcome here was
going to be. She sounded as though she was in control of what was
going to be and had been for some time. “You’ll realise, once you
let go that you need this in your life. That you need this so that
you can exist in the way I intend you to exist.” And there it was,
the absolute proof that she was controlling not just everything
that was happening in the here and now, but that she would control
everything going forward. And the more she spoke the more she let
out - the more she revealed. If there was nothing visible that gave
the game away, then what Greta said, the words she used gave more
away. And the more she gave away with her words the more and more
profoundly disturbing that dark, spotlighted scene became. It was
like it didn’t need to be lit up any more. It was like it didn’t
need to be lit up anymore because what was on show, what one could
see was enough. And what Greta said, the words she spoke, they were
enough. Except they weren’t enough. And the thing was that anyone
would want to know more. There would be this compelling need to
know more.

There
might have been the feeling that this was something private
happening between two consenting adults and as such one should look
away, or switch off and leave them to it. But there was this
utterly compelling need to know more. There was this utter need to
watch what was happening because this was nature at work. The
nature of human beings. How human beings treated others and of
course the never ending curiosity of the human being. The curiosity
to know more and to soak up information. But for this scene, there
was the disturbance - like a disturbance that had an inner voice.
An inner voice that made the need for more like an addiction. It
made it a need for someone to see and witness what Greta was doing
to Lola. What she was putting her through and what she was saying
to her, it made the mind fill in the gaps and sometimes those gaps
were not nice places. What the mind conjured up in association with
that compelling need to know more and what one didn’t know one made
up. And those images, those pure un-edited images that the mind
came up with in those gaps in the knowledge, were not good ones. Or
maybe it was just that they were too close to the truth to make
them comfortable.

“You’re going to ‘need’ this girl. You’re going to ‘need’ the
bondage and the addiction for you to be able to exist going
forward. You’re going to ‘need’ it so that you can live. If you
don’t have it, you will wither away. You will cease to be.” Greta’s
tone didn’t get less sinister it got more so. And it just made it
clear that she was the protagonist in this scene and in this story.
And what was becoming more and more clear was that Lola was a
victim in this. That somehow she was a stunning and pretty girl,
come young woman who had been somehow procured into this situation.
And that made it like she had gone into it consensually but that
things were now different. That she had been on something of a
journey that had led to this place at this time and that now she as
realising too late that she was in over her head. That she was in
something that she couldn’t get out of and that, although she was
aware of all of this now, she was frightened to her core that she
couldn’t get out. And that she didn’t know how long she would be
able to hold on for. Or if she would be able to hold on at all. And
that was what was in Lola’s eyes, the fear, or even the knowledge
that she wouldn’t be able to hold on. And if she couldn’t hold on,
she would vanish down that rabbit hole that Greta had prepared for
her. The rabbit hold that she had deliberately prepared for her.
There was this overriding feeling that what was happening here was
not a good thing in any respect and that in fact it was insidiously
nasty. It was clear that what was happening here was not done yet.
There was this sense that it was far from done.

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


5 DAYS AGO, MONDAY - Saatchi Gallery London

 


For Lola,
the day started like any other day. She’d spent the morning doing
her usual mundane domestics before she headed to her proper job as
a curator at the Natural History Museum in the Cromwell Road in
Kensington. It’s what she did five days a week and a job she loved
but it wasn’t a common 9 to 5 job, she could work whatever hours
suited her. And she didn’t just love it, she lived for it. A job
she got her grades for and a job she got her degree for. She’d
wanted to work in that place since the day she went on a school
trip once. She would always remember being in wonderment at the
sheer scale and the size of the place. All of the different halls.
The skeletons of dinosaurs and whales hanging from the immensely
high ceilings. She had spent hours just looking up and looking and
totally unaware of the world around her. It was like she was in her
own little world and nothing else mattered.

And she
would always remember the first day of work and she just walked in
through those massive front doors and stood there nodding to
herself. She might not have been actually nodding, just doing so in
her mind as though agreeing with herself that she’d made it - that
at long last she had made it. Lola had been through three rounds of
interview process and then been left hanging to wait the outcome.
When it came, she breathed a sigh of relief but she was so happy to
be getting to work in the place she had found magical as a child,
and to be moving to the big city. It was all she’d ever wanted.
Literally it had been all she ever wanted. And when the
confirmation came that she had the job, that she had sealed it, it
was like she had all she ever wanted in the world, all she ever
wished for and dreamed about had come true. It was like she didn’t
want or didn’t need anything else in her life. For her this was it
- literally this was it.

On this
day though, she’d left her little flat early. She’d heard about the
new exhibition at the Saatchi Gallery, at Duke of York Square, just
off the Kings Road in Chelsea. “Beyond The Road” was an
independent, immersive exhibition that merged the world of visual
arts, music and film and offered visitors a chance to leave behind
their modern day lives and lose themselves in a multi-sensory world
led by sound, interspersed with works by contemporary artists and
filmmakers. This was ideal for Lola to lose herself in for an hour
or two before she headed north to the Cromwell road. The thing
about Lola was that she was something of a loner - not consciously
trying to be one, it was just the way it was - just the way it
panned out for her and she was happy with that.

She was a
beautiful, stunning young woman who didn’t realise not really how
staggering she was to look at, and take in. She just chugged along
in life as though oblivious. Oh she mixed at work, she had friends,
sort of, and she went on the do’s and the team building events when
she had to. She could mix with people. She could mix with all types
and she could hold conversation at all levels from academic through
to street level. It was just that by and large and on the whole she
preferred her own company - it wasn’t even that she had realised
that or decided it, it was just the way it was. She liked it, after
a day at the museum she could just get back to her flat and lock
the world out. She loved London. She loved it to the core of her
own bones but she also liked her own space. She also liked her own
company. In fact, when the day was done, she preferred her own
company. And for this day, the Beyond The Road exhibition at the
Saatchi was an ideal distraction for her to begin her day. She
didn’t need to go with anyone, she wasn’t meeting anyone and once
she got there she could do what it said on the tin, she could
immerse. This was Lola loving the life and living the London life,
her way.

“How amazing is this?” And that had been Lola’s first encounter
with Greta. She had taken her by surprise. This older woman had
sort of encroached on her world without so much as a ‘do you
mind?’. And at first Lola hadn’t been sure that she had heard
anything. She was so immersed in sight and sound. But then she had
been aware of this ‘closeness’ associated with that voice in her
ear - and even the slight touching and the pressing in of this
woman from the side of her. And then there was the scent that she
wore. Lola didn’t know much about scents and perfumes beyond the
single bottle of Jimmy Choo’s Urban Hero that she had on standby
for those events she went to from time to time. That had made her
smile when she was choosing a scent. She hadn’t purchased the smell
she had bought into the name. And it had been ironic. She was as
far from ‘urban’ as she could possibly be and for some reason that
she would never be able to explain not even to herself, that made
her giggle out loud. But there was this scent that this woman wore,
that seemed familiar for some weird reason but she couldn’t place
it. It wasn’t a strong overpowering smell like some of them. Quite
the opposite, it was subtle and understated and it only infiltrated
the nasal senses very occasionally but it was there, right
there.

“Amazing is the word. We don’t get enough sight and sound in
our lives, that’s the problem.” And as Lola responded she was
smiling directly at the woman and for the first time she was taking
her in. Lola put her down to the well-heeled London set - probably
west London. Even more probably Chelsea and Kensington. Greta was
tall, garbed in a heavy coat that seemed to cover her up. It left
Lola slightly wondering what was underneath the coat. It left her
asking the question first why this tall, elegant woman didn’t show
more of herself but also it left her asking the question of what
was under that coat. It was strange - this woman was strange. Lola
could have been deemed as strange but, she was in the normal range
of strange - that was how she would always look on herself. But
this woman who had struck up conversation with her without so much
as a by your leave - now there was something extra strange about
her.

But Lola
didn’t know what it was. She just had this feeling that emanated
from somewhere in her mind that this woman who had yet to introduce
herself, was strange probably in a number of ways. But that was not
a problem or an issue to Lola - she came across strange people
every day in her working life. She soon came to the conclusion that
the world was full of strange people. And rather than put her off,
that strangeness in people she tended to embrace. Embrace it as
part of life’s journey. “This my dear is true. Sight and sound is
what makes the world go around. Along with taste, and smell. Along
with the senses full stop.” And this woman who’s name would be
revealed as Greta’s, voice and speech came in little spits and
spurts, like short sharp sentences that Lola cottoned on to
immediately. And that made her smile not least because this was a
woman who was highly educated and it was quite obvious that she
came from ‘stock’. That made Lola smile as well. That was what her
late father had always said about people from the upper classes -
he has said they came from ‘stock’. Lola would never forget that
and it always made her smile. Her dad would have been so proud of
her right now - so would her mum who had also sadly passed away a
few years ago.

“The senses are my favourite things in the world. They are
after all what makes the world ‘tick’. Walk down Chinatown and take
in those aromas. Walk up and down Brick Lane and smell the curry
houses - take in the culture and we realise the question, where we
would be without our senses?” Lola was speaking at the same time as
taking in this exhibition. But what she realised was that this
woman was beginning to take more and more of her attention. What it
was, was that Greta was demanding more and more of her attention.
But strangely she didn’t mind that. Strangely it was something else
in life she was embracing. “I’m thinking of getting a coffee, would
you like to join me? Or do you have to be somewhere else? I have to
work in an hour, but, right now I am fancying a coffee. What about
you?” And it had been Lola who continued the conversation. She had
turned to Greta and smiled directly at her. And there has been this
split second - and it was just a very split tiny second that their
eyes met, and there was something there, just
‘something’.

“Hmm well my dear, you can keep Chinatown and Brick Lane. But a
coffee, now that sounds perfect. Absolutely perfect and oh, by the
way, I’m Greta, and you are?” And there was this glorious
snobbishness about Greta that made Lola smile again. “You do know,
you haven’t lived until you’ve strolled down Brick Lane and
Chinatown right?” Lola was kind of teasing this woman. She was
teasing her knowingly at the same time as acknowledging her
probable superior breeding. “Oh and by the way, I am Lola.” Lola
was mocking but she was doing it in a nice way. It was gentle
mocking as opposed to out and out cruelty or rudeness. She was
letting Greta know that she got her. Letting her know that she knew
that she was from ‘stock’ and probably from greater wealth than she
herself would ever have. Greta smiled a wide and sincere smile and
for the first time there were her teeth. Perfect teeth and yet
teeth that seemed to have been shaped. Teeth that seemed to have
had extensive and expensive work on them. Perfectly white,
perfectly intact and yet with gentle points to them at the sharp
end. They were subtly sharpened teeth and added to Greta’s
strangeness but again Lola like that in the same way that some
girls and women wore nails that were sharpened to points. Greta’s
teeth weren’t quite so startlingly sharp though - there was just
that hint to the sharpness that may or may not have hinted at the
character of the woman herself - sharp. “Well Lola, I am very
pleased to meet you. And don’t think that I don’t know you are
teasing me a little. Nothing gets by me you know?”

That took
Lola back a little bit. She had indeed been teasing Greta but she
didn’t want or intend to offend her. “I’m sorry…” she started to
apologise but Greta touched her on the wrist - a very gentle almost
stroking touch. “It’s ok my dear. I’m not offended. I’m just
getting my own back on you for the teasing. But please don’t tell
me we’re going to the abysmal Kings Road for coffee, that would be
a tease too far, and besides there’s a much better place here at
the gallery?” And again Greta had put Lola on the back foot. She
was thinking that this woman was either very clever, very astute in
how she read other people - she was either very aware of what
people were saying to them, their body language and the way they
spoke and could as a result, read the people she came into contact
with very well. Or that she was some kind of freaky mind reader and
that was only partly discounted as a possibility. Lola liked her.
She didn’t come across THIS type of strangeness very often.
Actually she had never come across this type of strangeness at all,
in all her time in London but she liked Greta. She made her smile
and because of this woman stature and her elegance, her obvious
intellect, and her oddities and strangeness, she liked her, a lot.
She was warming to her like she didn’t usually warm to
anyone.

“The Gallery Mess Restaurant Bar & Cafe is perfect.” Lola
smiled - she was referring to the Saatchi’s own watering hole.
She’d smiled wider at Greta’s dismissal of the Kings Road as a
place to enjoy coffee. Greta was right though - the Kings Road
wasn’t what it used to be, far from it. And besides Greta was the
sort of woman from the sort of stock that wouldn’t have even
inhabited the Kings Road in its rock and roll heyday. And there was
this almost look of relief on Greta’s face when Lola suggested they
stay in-house, as it were. And it was as if by magic the extra
frothy cappuccinos arrived with a selection of biscuits and
cookies. It didn’t take much for Lola to realise that this woman
was a regular here and that she had more than kudos here. She had
appeared at the door and they had both been taken to what had to be
the best table in the house. And not so much as a spoken word had
passed between Greta and any of the staff, but this order had
appeared. There had either been a nod, and conformation of what was
her usual order, doubled because Lola was there, or there had been
an assumption made by the staff that at this time on any particular
day this was what this woman would order. Either way, it added to
the strangeness that Lola would have to admit was building. And as
well as that, Lola was impressed.

“This is very nice you know. Very civilised. It’s almost a
shame I have to go to work. Good company, good conversation, and I
have to leave for work in forty minutes.” Lola wasn’t being
sarcastic or teasing she was being genuine. There was something
about this woman she liked and she knew that this something was her
weirdness or strangeness. “Well my dear, I shall embrace and
immerse in the forty minutes we have. How does that sound? And
where do you work? Yes I’m being inquisitive and nosey. But that’s
me!” Greta smiled and showed those teeth again and Lola was
entranced by them. There was no way that her focus on Greta’s teeth
would have passed the woman herself by. Lola was trying to work out
how old this woman was. She reckoned in her forties. But she only
reckoned that because of the way Greta spoke and the way she
carried herself. And because of her general aura. There was this
maturity about her, and this elegance but there was also this
flawlessness about her. This was a woman who did indeed scrub up
well. And yet at the same time she covered herself up and that was
beyond any kind of sense to Lola. And on top of that she held her
age well.

“I’m a curator at the Natural History Museum.” Lola announced
it proudly - as though even though she was not a child any more,
although she had settled into the job and the novelty factor could
have worn off, in fact it hadn’t. It was like she was making a
point of fact that she had made the right job choice and career
path. “I must say, I am impressed. And you most certainly cannot be
late for that, at all. That wouldn’t go down too well.” Greta
seemed impressed. She sat up, more alert, and there was the sound
of her crossing her legs under that big coat. “Tell me about
yourself Lola my dear. You have my attention, and not many people
get that I can assure you. You should consider that a compliment
that you have my attention.” Greta was being the snob again but she
was doing it in such a naturally sincere way that it was endearing.
“And you know, who knows, this forty minutes could lead to another
forty minutes, or more some other time. Who knows, it could be a
regular meeting of the minds.” There were those short sharp
sentences again that set this woman apart from others in her
class.

“There’s not much to tell I’m afraid. I came down from up
north. I came down for the job. I’d wanted to work at the NHM since
day dot. My parents have passed away so and I was an only child so,
London and ‘this’ is what I have now. It’s all I have. But I don’t
mean that to sound sad because it’s all I want, if you follow me?”
Lola seemed keen to justify herself. “Oh don’t worry dear, I get
it. How old are you if you don’t mind me asking?” And that was the
thing, Lola didn’t mind this woman asking. She could have asked
anything she wanted to and she wouldn’t have cared because Greta
had this way about her that relaxed Lola. She had this way of
asking questions that didn’t seem invasive in the slightest. “I’m
twenty six, twenty seven in seven months’ time.” Both sipped their
cappuccinos but ignored the biscuits. “No boyfriend, husband,
dating?” Greta enhanced her facial expressions as though being
mischievous in her inquisitiveness. And the thing was that where
normally that would be quite invasive, rude even for a woman she
had only just met there was nothing wrong with this strange woman,
that she had only just met, asking these questions. It was
completely fine by her and she laughed softly.

“Husband erm, NO, boyfriend erm NO. Dating, occasionally but
nothing regular and nothing that I’m committed to in any way shape
or form.” Lola was gently outraged that she’d been asked about a
husband and boyfriend but in an amused way. “Oh, do you have a
problem with commitment then? Just asking!” And it was like Greta
might have got the sense she was delving a little too deeply but
also that she was being cheeky in doing it. But what she had
actually asked was a pretty deep question. “Uhm I don’t think I
have a particular issue with commitment if I come across someone or
something that I want to commit to. But it has to ‘grip’ me if that
makes sense?” “Perfect sense, I get it I really do!”. It was like
Lola had given the perfect answer. “What about you? What’s YOUR
story? Come on Greta, spill?” And there was this little pause, like
a moment of silence in which Greta didn’t emote anything. There was
no visible response and there was no oral response. In that short
time that might have played out like slow motion Lola might have
thought that she had overstepped the mark. That whereas this woman
didn’t mind delving into the mind of others, she didn’t like it
herself.

“There really isn’t much to tell. You’ve already sensed that I
come from money and wealth. This is true but you know, much like
you, I am very much a loner. I don’t seek out the company of many
people. If I do latch on, then I am committed. But no, I am not
married nor have I ever been and there is no significant other. I
am just ‘me’.” And Greta finished with a huge toothy smile - those
teeth again but in what she had said she was giving very little
away. But she had the attention of Lola and vice versa. There was
this connection between them even if it was a weird connection. But
it was a connection that enthralled and intrigued Lola. She was
actually at a point where she was really, really sorry that she had
to leave for work because this was like a magical meeting that she
didn’t have many of. In fact it was the type of meeting that she
never had but wished she had every day. Someone who interested her
and kept her attention, and kept her focus. “You know Greta, I have
to go really soon. But if you’re up for it, I’d honestly like to
meet up again and continue this? I mean only if you are up for it?
Only if you meant what you said about a ‘regular meeting of the
minds’?”

And there
was this thing in Lola’s head, in her mind that was dreading Greta
saying no. And that she didn’t mean what she had said earlier about
having another forty minutes or more. There was this feeling, this
sensation or fear that Lola was having that she had never had
before of being rejected. And there was this feeling that she could
be rejected by anyone, anyone but this woman. It was the strangest
and the most eerie feeling that she had ever encountered. It was
something that unsettled her but something that excited her at the
same time. Maybe that was what it was - Lola was excited in a way
that she had never been excited before. “I think, it would be
‘perfect’ if we could meet up again, sooner rather than later.
Look, its Monday, so if you don’t have anything planned for
tonight, and for the rest of the week at the same time, why don’t
we do something? We can talk, enjoy some of the finest wine, eat
some of the best food. Just chill out you know? What do you say?
And then, at the weekend we can do something extra special?” And
even as Lola was gathering her stuff and standing to leave, she was
nodding eagerly. “I’d like that very much, I really would. I finish
at about six this evening. Then I’m all yours.” And as she was
talking she was jotting down her private cell phone number on the
back of her Natural History Museum card. “Message me later, how
does that sound Greta?” And Greta was nodding and smiling. She
would indeed be massaging Lola later. “And thank you so much for
the coffee.” And with that Lola was gone.

 



CHAPTER
THREE

 


5 DAYS AGO, MONDAY - Natural History Museum, Kensington
London

 


Lola
walked to work after that encounter. There was something glowing
about the way she felt after meeting and speaking with Greta. The
walk was perfect. Just out of Duke of York Square and turn right to
Sloane Square - past the John Lewis department store and a left
onto Sloane Street and up towards Knightsbridge but turn left at
the lights onto Pont Street and around bypassing Harrods through
Beauchamp Place and then onto Knightsbridge which blends into the
Cromwell Road. Then a short stroll past the British Museum and the
Natural History museum is on the right. A pleasant walk on a
pleasant day and there was that glow that Lola hadn’t experienced
before, hadn’t been able to explain and frankly didn’t care to
explain. It was just something that was there. Something that she
‘felt’ was there with her, and inside her. It was something that
made her feel good.

Usually
Lola could go through those double doors and be immersed
immediately. It was like she was a different person inside the
museum to outside it. Almost as though as she stepped over the
threshold from the outside world and into the magical wonderland
that was the Natural History Museum, something happened inside her
mind that just flicked a switch or pressed a button. But this
Monday it was different. It was wholly different in that the switch
in her mind did not occur or did not get pressed or flicked. On the
walk she hadn’t been able to get Greta out of her mind and once she
stepped inside her work, she still couldn’t get her out of her
mind. She’d never experienced that before. She had never
experienced anything like it, and to an extent that was
disturbing.

From the
first time she’d stepped inside the museum it had been like ‘her
museum’. There’d been nothing that could distract her, or nothing
that could take that away from her. This was different and it
should have alarmed her. In a way it did but then she was telling
herself that she was being silly. That there was nothing to worry
about because her work was everything to her. That it was her life.
And she was telling herself that she was just excited by the
meeting she had enjoyed with Greta and it was all just like this
because she had never had that feeling before, ever. Once she got
over it, she’d be fine. She did fleetingly think that she was
turning lesbian, but she chuckled to herself at that
thought.

She’d
been telling herself that all day. And all day she’d had this
excited feeling that seemed to go right through her. It was like
some kind of supercharged adrenalin that she had no control over.
It was like a drug that she had no control over. And she would
understand that because she had never dallied with illegal
substances even during her university days even though she had
witnessed the results of them on others. Work wise she was in the
middle of collecting and curating a new collection. She needed to
focus on a lot of things all at the same time. She needed to focus
on budgets and costs involved in introducing another multi-hall
collection into the museum and she’d needed to be sure of the
details of the pieces she was collecting. She needed to
authenticate everything and she needed to make sure her wording,
for the exhibition itself was micro accurate. She needed to
understand everything, inside and out. That was her job! Lola’s was
a job that needed one hundred and one percent attention to detail
at all times. There were countless people to liaise with and
countless details that she needed to check and re-check. Having
said that, this was a job that Lola could do in her sleep. It was a
job that she could do with ease day after day after day. It was a
job that she had sought after all of her young adult life and one
that she eventually got.

But on
this day in particular her ability to do this job didn’t escape her
completely, not at first, but it was severely debilitated. And that
was something that she had never experienced before. That was
something that she, if she was honest with herself had never had to
deal with before. She’d had off days, time of the month maybe, that
she was unable to give one hundred and one percent but in which she
had been able to give one hundred percent. Normal life, for her had
been easy for her to deal with. It was her normal life and her job
and that was it. And now there was something that was different.
Something that made her feel different inside and something that
stopped her from functioning in the usual way. Her thinking about
Greta and that meeting had slowed it all down. It had slowed it all
down to the extent that she couldn’t do even half of what she
normally did and she knew it. But she considered it and she
discounted it. Maybe it was a more than usual off day. She kept
clock watching. She kept taking out her cell phone to see if Greta
had messaged her. And that checking of her cell phone became more
so, infinitely more so the more that day went on. The longer the
day went without her hearing the more she took her phone out to
check.

When it
came to 4pm, then 5pm and then 5.50pm she became agitated and
irritated so much so that she couldn’t do the work at all so she
stopped. “Lola, are you ok, you’ve been off all day?” That had been
a colleague, a junior colleague showing some concern. “Just a bad
day that’s all, I’ll be ok.” And that had been not so much a ‘snap’
as a dismissive ‘leave me alone.’ The young girl had slunk off
looking as hurt as she must have felt given the uncharacteristic
reaction of Lola. 5.45pm and still no message from Greta. But then
she was asking herself why had she set this 6pm deadline in her
mind for this woman to message her? It was because she had told her
that she finished at 6pm and then Greta had suggested they meet up
this evening. She had just naturally assumed that Greta would
message her before 6pm. 5.50pm, 5.55pm, 5.56, 5.57, 5.58, 5.59 and
no message. It was at precisely 6pm, when Lola was due to finish
work that her phone pinged and an unknown number - obviously
Greta’s number since the older woman had not given her, her
number.

The
message read “My delicious Lola, why don’t we meet outside Sloane
Square station in 30 minutes?” And that immediately had got Lola’s
heart racing. Greta had called her ‘her delicious Lola’ and she
would never know why that excited her so much but it did. She
tapped in her response, “I’ll see you there!” And she pressed send.
Then it dawned on her that it was odd, that Greta wanted to meet
her outside a London Underground station. This was apparently the
creme of London’s elite wanting to meet somewhere common, on the
street. Lola smiled at that - she didn’t mind because it was
exciting. Her phone pinged again. “Be holding a single red rose for
me, just so that I can spot you in the crowd.” And Lola laughed out
loud but there was that thrust of adrenalin again and this time it
was like it was more than adrenalin. This time it was an excitement
that she couldn’t comprehend. “I’m on my way. I’ll pick up the red
rose on the way.” And she pressed send. There was no other message
coming from Greta but Lola’s heart was racing - she could feel it
beating quickly in her chest. She decided that next week would be
another week and by then she would be back on the work. She would
be back in the groove. For now she needed to finish up and get back
down to Sloane Square.

That was
a twenty minute walk give or take. If she took the short cut down
through the Chelsea side streets it would cut off after a few
minutes and she could pick up a single red rose at a florists she
knew on the Kings Road, then head for Sloane Square station on the
far side of the Square. If she was lucky she would have a few
minutes spare. For some reason there was this need in Lola not to
be late for this meeting. There was this need in her to be waiting
for Greta and not the other way round. And largely that was the way
it happened although there was a minor panic when Lola reached the
florist’s that she thought about, and it was just about to close
with not a single red rose in sight. The kind old woman proprietor
had directed her a little way to another florists towards the
Square - they would be still open and still be stocked fully with
red roses. Lola was grateful for that because she wouldn’t want to
fall at the first hurdle or anything like that. Not that there were
any hurdles set - this was just in her mind. She was asking herself
why was she so excited - like why was she so really, really
excited?

Lola
spotted Greta coming, like she couldn’t miss her, this tall woman
garbed in this long heavy coat that kept her mostly covered. And it
was in the early evening air that Lola noticed this woman’s hair.
It was a thick mane of ‘big hair’ that was a dark red, almost
auburn in colour. But the sun caught that auburn and made it shout
out to be looked at. And because of the way she kept it loose, and
almost untidy in its appearance there was this stunning quality to
it that Lola couldn’t get over. Greta spotted Lola and she smiled
wide - at that point their eyes met for the first time and again
there was that connection between them. “Ah my red rose. You got my
red rose, I’m impressed my dear, very impressed.” And that
immediately made Lola feel good. That immediate set things off on
the right track. It was like a continuation of the meeting they’d
had at the Saatchi earlier in the day. And again there was that
‘feeling’ that adrenalin that she had been feeling all day. But now
it was stronger. Lola was pleased to be back in this woman’s
company - she felt that, she felt it strongly.

“I would have searched high and low for a red rose I promise
you. But what is it about a red rose?” And Lola was handing the
rose to Greta. The older woman took the rose and held it to the
bottom of her nose to smell it. And very slightly her eyes rolled.
“Oh, you know, I just love roses. I like red roses like this but I
also like white roses because of their comparative rarity. Ok ok,
I’m a rose freak. I do apologise.” And Greta smiled, encouraging
Lola to do the same which Lola did. There was this surprising
ability in Greta to influence Lola in this way. And in Lola there
was this increasing will, even a need to please this woman. If she
thought about it, she would never know why she felt like this. She
would never know why she felt about this woman what she had never
felt about any other woman, or any other person she had met in her
life.

“As long as you’re happy, I thought we’d go back to mine. We
can relax there, get to know each other. But I don’t want you to
agree if you don’t feel comfortable with that. I suppose what I am
saying is that I want you to want it, and not just the other way
round.” And there it was again, that sharp toothed smile that had
enthralled Lola back at the Saatchi. “No, no it sounds perfect
Greta. All I normally do after work is go back to my own flat and
then do basically nothing except watch a movie, or read, and then
go to bed. It’s usually like a play and repeat for me every single
day so this is something different. I’d love to come back to
‘yours’.” And it seemed in unison that the two laughed softly
outside Sloane Square station. “You’re making me feel like a
teenager again, I have to say.” And Lola was being serious. She
hadn’t been this excited about anything since those halcyon days.
“Likewise my dear, we can be teenagers together. How does that
sound?”

And there
were early signs there of Greta’s manipulation of Lola. It was very
subtle, very under the radar. But it was there. The red rose, the
meeting at a specific spot. And the way she worked it so that Lola
agreed to go back to hers. One had to assume that already this
woman knew what effect she had on this younger woman. One had to
assume that she knew more than she was letting on. “Teenagers
together sounds perfect to me. It’s like we are going on this
journey together. I don’t know why I say that, it’s just what it
seems like.” And by this time the two were walking down past the
Royal Court Theatre on the right. At the bottom of the street they
would turn right up towards Eaton Place and Eaton Square,
collectively and locally known as The Eatons. “It is a journey my
dear. We are on a constant journey but its certain legs of the
journey that we remember the most.” And Lola loved, literally she
loved the way this woman spoke and the deep way she spoke. She
sounded like she wanted to sound when she was her age, whatever her
age was. She wanted to be as deep as that. It was like this woman
didn’t lose her appeal. It was like she just got more and more
fascinating for Lola. And of course there was this adrenalin thing
that was pumping through her more and more.

“That’s true that. You know I hope we can go on a long, a real
long journey together” Lola sounded starstruck she really did. But
Greta just smiled only this time it was a different kind of a
smile. It was almost a lopsided smile as they headed up Eaton
Square. “You know Lola, I can make it like I am the most important
person in your life. I could make it like I am the ONLY person in
your life.” And there was that posh, snobbish tone to her voice.
But there was something else as well. That was an odd thing for her
to say, and someone else might have picked up on the oddness of it.
Someone else might have even picked up on the downright creepiness
of it. But Lola didn’t that was the thing. What Lola thought was
that it was a nice thing for her to say. That it was something
special for her to say, and kind. That was it, in Lola’s mind she
was thinking how kind this woman was being when she didn’t need to
be. Lola didn’t respond to what Greta said because she didn’t
really know what to say. But she did speak. “You live up here,
Eaton Place? This must be one of the most expensive addresses in
London. My god, I cannot tell you how impressed I am.” and there
was this little girl quality about Lola’s voice. Like she had
fallen asleep and woke in this wonderland. It was like it just got
better and better for Lola and she was more than willing to go
along on the ride.

“I’ve always lived up here dear in The Eatons. I don’t know
anything else. I was born up here, raised here and now, it’s all
mine.” And as she finished she let out this little cackle like a
witch and Lola got that. She got it and she laughed out loud. But
then so did Greta. There was this other ice breaking moment when
there didn’t need to be one but it was good. It added to the feel
good factor. “I’ve always wanted to know what the inside of these
mansions look like. Eaton Place for me is like this weird surreal
dreamy place that people like me don’t get to go to. I know that
sounds stupid. It sounds childish and simple.” And Lola stopped
talking because she felt she had said enough. “Nonsense my dear.
Eaton Place and Eaton Square has the same feel to it for many. It’s
not just you. But you get to see in side one of these mansions.
Actually mine is three of them knocked into one. From the outside
it looks like three separate townhouses, but it’s actually one.
We’re not allowed to change the appearance of the outside you see -
local authority and all that. They don’t mind taking our millions
but if we want to change the outside we can’t because it’s not just
the properties that are listed, but the whole streets. But on the
inside we get a free reign.”

Greta
spoke naturally. It was like she was comfortable With her own
wealth. Like she could talk about it and not bat an eyelid. The
Eatons really was an exclusive area of London. One had to be
seriously wealthy to live there. It was slightly different from the
old days in that a lot of the properties were sub-let. But even the
rented places were ‘expensive’. Even the rented places needed
serious cash to be lived in. But that just made the owner occupiers
even more exclusive. And three townhouses, of huge size as they
were, knocked into a single property - even to consider that was
something that was seriously impressive and must have held
multi-million pound price tags. “Three knocked into one? I cannot
wait to see this but I’m going to be amazed, I just know it.” And
there was almost this little girl wonderment in Lola’s voice. As
though she was a little girl having her greatest princess dreams
ever being made to come true. Greta smiled again, that odd smile of
hers and this time there was this little nod of her head, as though
she liked what she was hearing. “Well my dear, this is it.” And by
now they were standing outside a property three mansions wide on a
tree lined street in the middle of the Eatons. White staccato, and
indifferent from anything else in the same or neighbouring streets
to tell it apart. But one thing could be for sure, and that was
that the stories behind those identical front doors were all
different. And they were all different on lots of ways.

“Can we go in Greta please, can we go in?” Lola was looking up
and it was easy to tell that she just wanted to know what was
behind the huge windows and doors - it was easy to tell that she
was eager to get inside and to just ‘see’ what she had never seen
before. “We can my dear, this way.” And Greta had taken Lola by the
hand and she was leading her to the middle of the three front
doors. There was no big lock to turn a key in, rather an electronic
swipe card with clicked the door open. One had to assume a sign of
the times - state of the art security. A casual look up as Lola was
taken through the front door, and there was a little smoked out
dome covering a tiny CCTV camera. Again a sign of the times. The
streets around the Eatons were peppered with CCTV. The properties
as well, literally peppered with security systems that shouted out
and wanted to be seen. In years gone by, there would have been the
questions, why would someone want to have a CCTV system all over
their house? And there would have been the insinuation that the
owners must have had something to hide, or something significant to
protect. Nowadays it was just everyone had them. People didn’t just
get burgled these days, they got shot, beaten up or stabbed in the
process. CCTV in any part of London was a must. And CCTV for Greta
was there, discreet, apparently simple and didn’t attract any more
attention than the mansion next door.

 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


5 DAYS AGO - MONDAY EVENING, The Eatons

 


“This place is beyond amazing, it really is.” Lola’s jaw had
dropped from the moment she stepped inside the triple mansion. It
was like a different world. It was like stepping in to a glossy
magazine but with interest. “I try to get it done, every couple of
years. It costs a fortune, but they say a change is as good as a
rest.” Greta spoke casually, like she was going through the motions
of giving someone the guided tour. There was no surprise really
that she was a woman who was slightly jaded with her own wealth. It
would be no surprise either that she was a woman who had tired of
her wealth some years ago. “It’s a little bit big for me, as you
can imagine but, after saying that it does give me space to do what
I want to do. It gives me scope to have different areas, different
rooms, different themes. You know, I keep myself amused I guess is
what I am trying to say. I do have to entertain occasionally even
though it gets on my wick - so this place is perfect for that” They
were making their way through the house slowly. Greta was simply
letting Lola take it all in. Expensive and traditional furnishing
and soft furnishings and yes, each and every grand room having a
different feel to it, a different theme and as different vibe.
“Where does that door lead?”

Lola had
picked out a door under a grand staircase. That staircase curling
round a central pillar up to the first floor. “Oh that’s for
‘storage’. Yes it’s for storage. Nothing much to see there. I may
show it to you some time.” It had been that archetypal typical
cupboard under the stairs door but bigger. Greta had simply brushed
over it. She hadn’t brushed over it with any urgency. There would
have been no feeling that she was holding anything back or that she
didn’t want to divulge what was behind that particular door. She
had made it sound like there was more, much more to see and to take
in, in this triple mansion than what was behind that door. The two
passed the door and Greta took Lola on a further extensive tour of
the immense property. To know from the outside that this was three
huge, four story houses, would give the impression that it was big.
But to actually see it, witness it, or experience it, in the flesh
behind those plain white frontages was something else. It seemed
bigger inside than it should have been. But that had to be put down
to clever interior design and implementation and of course
maximising the space.

“You have elevators? I cannot believe that as well as that
grand central staircase, you have elevators! Greta, this is
amazing. YOU are amazing.” That was the typical reaction of anyone
that might have seen a property like this for the first time. But
at the same time it was Greta’s ace card in the pack. The property,
the huge terraced, triple mansion in the middle of the Eatons was a
talking point. It was a conversation piece, and yet for the most
part, Greta wouldn’t care what anyone else thought of her ‘place’.
She wouldn’t give a flying toss for anyone’s opinion for her
interiors, its size or decor. But it could have been a fact for the
chosen few, or the chosen one, that it was an in. An in to their
mind and what they were thinking. It gave her a chance to lead the
conversation into other directions and it gave her a chance to
‘impress’ those she chose to impress. “Of course I have elevators -
three of them in fact! My god, I wouldn’t want to do those stairs,
every single day now would I? And you know what, that wine you are
sipping on. It’s from my cellar, a Chateau Latif 1787 at around
$160,000 or in sterling around £137,000 per bottle.

And Greta
had been casual with what she’d said. The fact that what she said
would make anyone stand back shocked was by the by. Lola almost
choked on her mouthful of one of the most expensive wine’s
available. She drank wine occasionally but knew nothing about it if
she was honest with herself and others. But for some reason knowing
that it was what it was, and knowing that it’s cost was so high,
made it taste so much different. “How much? My god. And the 1787,
is that the year it was made? For gods sakes Greta - should you
even be opening this? Should this not be left in the cellar for
hundreds of years to come?” Lola was truly gobsmacked with what
Greta was telling her.

This was
what Greta did - she impressed her chosen ones and it was becoming
clear that Lola was at least becoming one of the chosen ones. One
had to wonder was this the beginning of the revelation of the real
Greta? One had to wonder was this JUST the start of the revelation.
“It SHOULD be left I guess, But I don’t really care. If I want to
share it with someone special then I will.” And in that simple
sentence Greta would have been making Lola feel special indeed.
Probably in that sentence she would have been making her feel very
special. The mention of the wine, what it was and what it cost was
not a coincidence. It wasn’t something she needed to do on the face
of it. It was something that she did to impress Lola and one could
then ask the question as to why she wanted to impress her? This was
a woman who didn’t need to impress anyone at any time. She was a
woman who had everything material that she could ever need. It was
a fact that she had more than she could ever need. More money than
she could ever spend and more space in the form of a triple mansion
in London’s Eatons area, that she would ever need as well. A woman
who would never need to work a day in her life - indeed had not
worked a day in her life. And yet she was a woman who chose to
impress, on occasion. Maybe it was all she had in the world. Maybe
this was how she passed the time of day. It could have been that
she was lonely and this was what she chose to do with the chosen
ones. Who knew?

“You’re making me flush Greta. I never ever flush.” And by this
time they were seated in sumptuously upholstered chairs that faced
each other in the huge bay window looking over extensive lawned
gardens. That was gardens in the plural simply because the grounds
of this mansion were so extensive that they contained many separate
gardens and many different areas set out in different ways. A still
coated Greta uncrossed her legs and leaned over to Lola and touched
her on the knee. “I think it’s cute that you flush my dear. I like
it. I like it a lot.” And as she touched Lola’s knee, she just
stroked her gently. And it was just a gentle stroke, nothing
untoward, nothing to be concerned about. Just an older woman
putting a young one at ease to an extent. And yet it was more than
that to Lola. The words that Greta used. The way she leaned to her
and touched her. It was like it meant something to Lola. Like it
meant a lot to her. And she was having that feeling of adrenalin
rush again. She was feeling it rush through the core of her and it
made her feel good. She wouldn’t mind admitting at least to herself
that right at this moment in time she felt good - she felt good
through that core of her’s and she felt good in that she was
smiling as wide as she had ever smiled.

“You’re pretty girl Lola - and that flush adds to it. That
flush underlines what an extremely pretty girl you are. And what’s
more I like you, so that has to say something doesn’t it?” Greta
was piling it on but she was doing so in the most casual way. For
her to say the things she was saying seemed like nothing to her and
yet for Lola to hear those words and this tone from this woman
meant a lot to her. It was like something big that was happening.
Lola was not naive, or she was not completely naive. She had lived
a life to date and she knew what went on. She knew about attraction
and she knew about sex. And by this time she may have even known
that right about now, Greta was coming on to her. Or not so much as
coming on to her, but she was letting herself be known, if it can
be put like that. So there was this extra string running through
Lola now. If, and it was a big if because Greta hadn’t made it
completely clear, she was coming on to her then how was she going
to handle it? The first question she was asking herself was did she
really mind this woman coming on to her, IF that was what she was
doing?

If Lola
stripped back the thought to its barest then no, she didn’t mind.
She was a little taken aback by it, shocked even but she didn’t
‘mind’ it, IF this was what was happening. What in fact was
happening was that Lola was being put into a mind space - her mind
was working. At least, her mind was beginning to work now. And that
her mind was working was a good thing from Greta’s point of view.
She could smile inwardly to herself and that was what she was
doing. She knew that with what she was saying and how she was
saying it, she would be putting Lola onto uncommon ground. She was
kind of guiding her that way. Usually at this time on a Monday
night, Lola would be thinking about the next day’s work. Usually
her mind would be full of the museum and what she had to do next.
Usually she was on top of it. But now she wasn’t. Nothing could
have been further from the truth at this point. The wine was slowly
but surely relaxing her, and more so in the knowledge of what wine
it actually was and Lola was beginning to relax and chill in the
splendour of this triple mansion in the middle of the
Eatons.

“I didn’t ever think I was THAT pretty. But thank you.” And
once again Lola was flushing. “Well take it from me, you are.” And
Greta touched Lola’s knee again and this time Lola pressed her lips
together and rolled them in. There was more to that touch this time
she was sure. At least she thought she was sure. But that was just
it, she wasn’t so sure what she was so sure about anymore! But she
basked in it. She was experiencing something she hadn’t experienced
before and that was a good feeling for her. And besides, she was
also thinking that however it panned out, even if she was wrong in
thinking that Greta might have been coming on to her, she was
finding this ‘sexy’. That was the word she settled on in her mind,
sexy! Greta sat back and recrossed her legs again and the coat fell
away slightly to reveal at least a little of what were extensively
long and shapely nylon sheathed legs. One had to feel that this was
deliberate but only if the notion was accepted that she was coming
on to Lola gently. Lola couldn’t help but look to those legs, and
the bobbing high heel and that wouldn’t have got past Greta and
especially not if she was playing any sort of game.

One had
to feel that nothing got past Greta. But she wouldn’t let on the
she noticed Lola’s interest, or that she noticed the excitement
that was building that was building in her. What she would do was
continue to act casually, as though nothing at all was untoward -
as though nothing at all was happening here. Greta was old enough,
mature enough and had lived enough to be experienced in a lot of
ways. “I’ve been thinking. Like I said, we could make this regular
- at least for this week. That we meet after your work, but that we
make it a little bit interesting. What do you say Lola? Are you up
for making it interesting?” And again Greta was being clever. She
was being mature in her approach to a developing situation and she
was not directly addressing the evolving elephant in the room.
“Well interesting sounds ‘interesting’ although I don’t know what
you mean, how could I?” And this time Lola was brushing the front
of her teeth with her tongue. This was a sign of things hotting up
for her and yet there was nothing definite that Greta was leading
to anything sexual. Or anything remotely like it. This was Lola’s
mind working. It was Lola’s mind being set to work by Greta
although, Lola wouldn’t have known this. Lola was a young woman who
had her own mind. She was someone who had always been able to make
her own mind up about things and as far as she was concerned this
was her mind working now. This was her mind coming to these
conclusions. And she would know when she was feeling sexy, and when
she was feeling horny. And although this was something that excited
her, sexually excited her, she was pleased that it was something
she felt only she knew something about - especially since there had
been no sexual talk, or talk of attraction between them so far.
There was the danger of her making a fool of herself if it was any
other way. But it was ok, it was all in her mind, wasn’t
it?

And to be
fair to her, she wasn’t so far wrong. She wasn’t so far out of the
ball park. She was just not working it out completely the way it
actually was. She was just heading, generally in the right
direction. “Well lets continue on the theme that I think you’re way
prettier that you let on - than you give the impression of. So my
challenge for you for tomorrow, for your working day, you dress up
a little bit. You let ‘you’ be seen. Wear some heels, some makeup.
Wear something that enhances those delicious legs of yours. Spend
the day basking in what I think you are, and then after work, you
come straight to me here and I will give my assessment. How does
that sound as a challenge?” And the thing was that it sounded very
exciting as a challenge. It was like Greta was inviting Lola to
dress up for her and to make the best of herself for her. And that
was exciting for Lola to think about. Of course she had dressy
things at home, and high heels and makeup up - didn’t all women in
their twenties have that? But for work she didn’t ever delve there.
For work it was straight laced pretty down dressed if anything. But
she was not tied to a dress code in any shape or form - in short
she could dress and make up however she wanted as long as it was on
the right side of decent. There was the fact that she had been
through the process and got the job when she had been dressing
down. At work they were all used to seeing her dressed down and
even to an extent dowdy and at the Natural History Museum that
would be what was expected again to an extent. None of them saw her
‘dressed up’ in the cold light of day. The only time they got any
sense of that was when they went out for drinks and or team
building things and when she did that she shined and she got
attention because of it. But for her to turn up to work like that
would be different.

And that
was another thing. For her to exist like that all day and then in
the knowledge that she would be seeing Greta later. That excited
her but it terrified her as well. What if she didn’t impress Greta
with how she chose to dress and make up? And that added another
level of her not wanting to disappoint this woman who was giving
her time like this and was willing to see her after work every day.
It was like the least she could do was to impress her. “It sounds
amazing as a challenge. But I don’t know how far to go. I don’t
know where the line is where you will be impressed and where you
won’t be.” Greta smiled but she didn’t respond straight away. “So
you want to impress me then? You feel the need to impress me?” And
where Greta avoided the subject of her coming on to Lola in direct
terms, she wasn’t afraid of tackling this particular nuance. It was
like an embarrassing question because that required Lola to be
honest - that she felt the need to impress Greta and that could
lead the older woman to asking more questions. And all the time
Lola was feeling that this just got sexy and then
sexier.

“Yeah I kind of do feel the need to impress you. I WANT to
impress you.” And she was being as honest as she felt the need to
be. “So can’t you be more specific in how you think I should dress
and makeup? I mean so I don’t not impress you?” And this time Lola
had a bit of a mischievous smile on her face, like she was pleading
for Greta to help her out here. But the older woman remained
straight faced and she held up a hand and extended one wagging
finger. “Oh no, that’s just cheating now isn’t it? What you need to
do is ‘think’. Think what I need to see to be impressed. If you can
do that, think, and think along my thought pattern, I will be
impressed.” And she let out a slightly toothy smile. Now the ball
was firmly back in Lola’s court. She had never been in a situation
like this, nor had she ever played a game like this. And this was
what she was feeling now was that this was a ‘game’ of sort. “Awwww
so so cruel, so cruel. But ok, I get it. I have to impress you, or
try, from the ground up.” And she took a sip of that super
expensive exclusive wine and Greta was already looking directly at
her from over the rim of her glass. It was game on, it
appeared.

The rest
of the evening went without incident. It was like seeds had been
planted in Lola’s mind and that was enough for now. There was this
sense that ‘something’ was happening here. That something was on
the edge of happening but now that the seeds had been planted in
Lola’s head, that was enough. All that needed to happen now was
that those seeds needed to flower. Or was it that they needed to
fester and flower? Her and Greta enjoyed conversation, and there
was even food delivered by caterers at around ten in the evening.
But there had been nothing more untoward right at this time. Lola
would have liked to continue the game, if it was a game, this very
evening, but it was like a veil had been put up over that for now.
It was like this game, if it existed was on hold. Lola wanted to
dress up NOW. She wanted to impress Greta NOW. But she was on hold.
It was as though the pause button had been pressed.

The talk
was small, the innuendo had become nil. And this was odd. This
woman Greta had turned Lola on without effort. She had flicked
switches in Lola that Lola herself didn’t know she had. She had
made her feel sexy and she had got her mind working along lines
that she never did, ever. And then, nothing. And at around
midnight, out of the blue, Greta spoke, “I’ll get you a cab, it’s
time for you to sleep darling. Tomorrow you have a big day, don’t
you?” And there had been that toothy smile that Greta was becoming
known for. But there was something else. There was her eyes. This
was a woman who had so much to look at and take in, but in this
instance there was the look in her eyes and although Lola would
have picked up the depth and the hugeness of those eyes, there was
no real sign that she thought those eyes to be dark and evil. They
were that, but it was an almost camouflaged dark and evil. Almost a
transparent dark and a more transparent evil.

 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


4 DAYS AGO - Tuesday

 


There
were the looks, the extended looks of everyone who saw Lola as she
entered the Museum the next day. Lola wasn’t used to being looked
at in that way - she just wasn’t. Her work was her work and nothing
could ever, or had ever distracted her from that. But this day was
different. It was always going to be different. From the challenge
setting of the night before, through to her experience with Greta
as a whole, the next day, Tuesday, was always going to be
different. There had been that cab ride home at midnight, and
already the clock had ticked into the next day. And that was
something that dawned on Lola as she sat in the back in the cab.
She didn’t have to wait for Tuesday to come because it was already
here. But she was also aware of her own wetness. And there was a
little bit of shame because of that wetness between her legs. She
had this thing where she might have been assuming too much and for
that she should be at least a little bit ashamed of herself, and
she was.

But more
than anything was that she couldn’t get Greta out of her mind. She
couldn’t get the day, or the evening out of her mind. From the
Saatchi Gallery to the evening at the Eatons mansion. It was all
mashed up in her mind and she couldn’t stop thinking about it. At
12.30am she would normally be in state of deep sleep but she wasn’t
last night. She’d not even had to pay the cab because Greta had
taken care of that. And she got to her own flat in something in a
daze wondering what the fuck had happened on Monday! It was a
question she asked herself repeatedly. And it was also one that she
couldn’t answer. Her mind was a whirl of things. But her sexuality
was awake like it had never been awake before. Lola wasn’t a
virgin, she knew what sex was about. She knew what it was to be
turned on and what it was like to feel sexy. And yet for the life
of her she couldn’t understand why she was like a tap between her
legs. She asked herself, not for the first time, if she was gay or
something? Had this woman disturbed or awakened something that was
in her all the time? For the first time she didn’t discount it as a
possibility.

They
would be questions that she wouldn’t answer even to herself this
night. She needed to get to bed and she was aware that she had put
no thought into her work the next day. That was something that she
always did. It helped her to keep on top of things. Her daily
routine, her nightly routine was something that enabled her to do
the job she did so well. But these early hours of Tuesday morning,
she did think about it, but she dismissed it. She would take care
of work when she got there. She would have to do it on the fly for
a change. She would have to blag it. That was what her late father
always used to say. “You don’t get through life by blagging it.”
But Lola simply accepted that on Tuesday she would have to do just
that. And so she was torn. She needed to masturbate, but she needed
also to think about an outfit for work later. What did she do
first? For someone as organised and clever as Lola was, these would
have been non-questions. It would have been a non-issue that would
unravel itself. But not this time. She had that throb between her
legs and she knew whenever she got that, that she would need to
pleasure herself. It was a no brainer. But she had this feeling
that she wanted to sort an outfit for work whilst she was feeling
sexy. And there was no doubt that she was feeling sexy.

It was
like a dilemma that irritated her a little bit. The day before, and
the night hadn’t gone anything like her normal Monday that was for
sure. But then when it had become clear that this woman was having
an effect on her, it didn’t develop how she expected either. Or
maybe it was that she was expecting it to happen like she had no
right to expect it. And yet there was this continuing game of dress
up and impress to contend with. Lola let out a little growl to
herself - one that showed that she was in unchartered territory.
One that showed she didn’t really know what to do with how she
felt. She pulled a finger, a single forefinger between her labia
lips. And that just confirmed how wet she was, and how that tap up
inside her was still dripping her juices. And for some reason she
held that finger under her nose so that she could smell herself.
And then she roughly pulled a curtain that contained her wardrobe
contents. She pressed her lips together and rolled them in. She
knew she was in that sexual space when her lips felt slightly
swollen and that was what she was feeling at this point.

Lola
pulled out a dress that she hadn’t worn for years. Come to think of
it she didn’t even know if it would fit her. She needn’t have
worried there, because it would fit her. A tight stretchy dress
that she had worn on her last ever trip to a club shortly after
university. “This is too much surely?” She was speaking to herself
out loud. “But maybe it’s not enough?” And again she was speaking
to herself. The dress was short, very. And it was clingy. But it
was leggy and it did show her figure and her legs off. That was why
she’d bought it in the first place. She’d been at that time in her
life when she didn’t mind being out there, even though she had
always to an extent suffered from chronic shyness at times. But now
it was different. She was older and the challenge was different.
Back in the day she might have had a secret craving for catching
the boys eyes and she did that with ease. Now she had to impress
Greta and that was a whole different ball game. Women weren’t
impressed as easily, or by the same things as girls were and so,
there was all of this going on in her mind.

She
settled on the dress. And she’d wear pantyhose with it. Panty hose
would extend the length of her legs since the dress was so short.
And because it was so short, it ruled out wearing stockings. She
liked stockings and for some reason she wished she could wear them
because they were sexy. But not with this dress. Sexy was good
because it was how she felt for Greta. But she had to reign it in a
little bit. She was feeling that she might have been getting a bit
too ahead of herself. And that was the thing, but that feeling was
also one that was kind of dividing her in half. She didn’t want to
go over the top and she didn’t want to not go far enough. She
settled on the dress and she settled on pantyhose. And then there
were the high heels - she had a selection of differing styles and
heights and colours. She would wait until she got up. She would
wait until she had the dress on, the pantyhose on and her makeup
done, then she would choose her shoes.

For now
though she lay on the bed and she masturbated. She was used to
pleasuring herself, she’d come to the conclusion a long time ago
that she was better at pleasuring herself than anyone else was at
pleasuring her. She could do it to her own leisure. Guys were
frantic and frankly useless at anything sexual. But she knew how
fast, how deep, and which bits of sexual flesh to manipulate with
her finger tips. And she could bring herself off into intense
orgasm very quickly. This wasn’t something she did very often, or
something she did obsessively. But Monday for her had set off
triggers. She needed it, and instead of thinking about work after
she had orgasmed and as she drifted off into sleep, she was
thinking of Greta. She had orgasmed and she had sated herself, but
she still felt sexy and that was odd for her as well. That never
happened. Usually she orgasmed and that was it. But this time no,
that sexiness was still there, it was still bubbling but then she
fell asleep.

 


5 hours later

 


Lola did
fall into a deep sleep but it was a disturbed one and it wasn’t a
complete one. Rather she keep undulating from deep, into shallow
sleep and then back again and from time to time she had been aware
of being more awake than asleep. This was unusual for her. She
never had any trouble sleeping but she knew why this was. She was
aware of the constant wetness between her legs, and she was aware
of the constant presence of Greta in her mind and on more than one
occasion during the 5 hours she was aware of slipping those fingers
of her’s between her sex lips. But at 6am she gave it up. She
needed to get up. The good thing was that she was working early on
this day. She didn’t have to kill the morning hours as she had done
on Monday. She’d been grateful for the Saatchi distraction the day
before but there wasn’t that today. She had an altogether different
distraction. Today she needed to impress Greta. That was what she
got out of bed thinking. Not that she needed to get her head around
work for the day but that, her objective of the day was that she
had to impress this woman she had met, quite by chance the day
before.

She
showered and fingered herself a little more. And again this was
something that she never did. Lola was not a young woman who was
preoccupied with her own sex. The occasional bout of
self-pleasuring was what she had got by on. She had been through
the sexual experimentation thing and she had not given up on
meeting the right partner one day. And until that day came, she
would be happy with pleasuring herself. And that was the thing -
there was no thought of was Greta the ‘right one’? For some reason
this wasn’t what this was about. She didn’t know what it was about
and she didn’t think about it. Maybe it was just a sex thing - a
selfish sex thing that she was feeding. Just something that she had
to go through. Maybe that was an idea that would form in her mind -
that she just needed to ride this thing through and she would be
fine. For now though the pull of Greta was too strong. It was too
powerful and it was something that she had to try to deal with. But
she wasn’t even thinking like that - she was just going with it.
Rather than her controlling it, she was letting it control her
because she hadn’t managed to get a handle on it yet. She hadn’t
managed to understand it.

Even as
she pulled on that stretchy dress and felt it clinging to her
gentle curves she was aware of her wetness. She wore a bra, one
designed to be worn with a low cut dress that showed cleavage. A
nude bra, one that helped the dress achieve its aim of uplifting
and separating her generous breasts, but just about kept them
decent. Lola was thinking that she was managing to keep it decent,
just. In her mind she was getting the balance right with this
dress. The trouble was that her mind was dealing with the
relentless horniness that she felt. And feeling horny there would
always be the propensity to go further than one would without that
arousal. She knew that she would need to wear panties. There had
been a fleeting thought of going without but, wearing pantyhose
that were tight to her femininity and being aroused and wet the way
she was, there was the saturation that would occur. The slow
leaking wetness that was oozing from her sexuality and that would
find its way into the fine mesh of her pantyhose and just dribble
from there to her thighs, and her butt crack.

That
thought kind of excited her, but she thought no, that would be a
step too far. She couldn’t do that. That really would be too much
and constantly was the thought in the back of her mind that she had
this all wrong, and that Greta wasn’t playing sex games with her at
all. Constantly was that thought that she had it absolutely wrong.
And if Greta inspected her later, looking for something that would
impress her, and found that wetness and a saturated wet nylon
encased crotch! Well that didn’t bare thinking about. The
humiliation, the degradation and then that ‘look’ from Greta that
would label Lola a slut and that was a word that she had always
dreaded being applied to herself. She couldn’t do that - she had to
wear panties. Nude panties again that wouldn’t show through the
thinness of the dress. And there was that, the thinness of that
dress. Lola had thought it might be too thin. It was black but,
depending on the light, there was the hint of flesh tones coming
through and she thought was that too much? But she decided it
wasn’t. She decided that she had to push the boundary at least as
little bit and she, in her arousal thought that this would be ok -
that the dress would be ok.

The
pantyhose she chose to wear over her panties were also nude. She
couldn’t wear black or any dark colour because the dress was so
thin. The whole look depended on that dress. Dark pantyhose would
show through the dress and show from her hips down, through the
dress, even darker and that wouldn’t impress Greta, she was more
than sure of that. There needed to be some neatness and tidiness.
For a leggy look darker would be better but she had to balance it.
She had to make sure that there was some kind of feminine know how
put into how she looked. She felt more comfortable feeling her
panties hugging her crotch, keeping that wetness in check. The
pantyhose kind of added to that. Lola had always liked the feeling
of sheer nylon encasing her legs. She never quite understood that
but there was a slight sexual element to it for her. She had
admitted that to herself a long time ago but it was something that
she just smiled to herself about. It was just something she lived
with and dealt with. It wasn’t anything big, or anything that was
an issue for her. It was just one of those strange sexual thing.
Maybe it was just ‘her thing’.

The black
dress and the nude legs - Lola looked at herself in a full length
mirror. She was flat footed and she needed to be on heels. She
stood on her tippy toes to confirm that to herself. The question
was colour of shoes. She could get away with black to go with the
dress. But better than that she thought about nude again. Nude high
heeled stilettos would further lengthen her legs. Lola knew she had
good legs. It was one of the things growing up that she didn’t have
that doubt about - the kind of doubt that all teens get about
themselves. She was confident that her legs were good - long and
shapely. But nice shoes would enhance them more and in her mind
were the words of Greta, “wear something that enhances those
delicious legs of yours.” And those words had resonated, WERE
resonating. Greta had chosen to highlight her legs and so she had
to make sure that she at least did that, enhance her delicious
legs. When she thought of those words and the way that Greta had
spoken them, it made her shiver. But it made her even more wet as
well.

There had
to be a thought in Lola’s head that she pull herself together -
that for god’s sakes she should pull herself together. But the fact
was that she didn’t want to. She was all too aware of her
shortcomings since she had met Greta. She was more than aware that
she had put no thought into her work at all and that she should
have. But again she was putting it down to a roller coaster ride
that she needed to go through. That it was just maybe a phase that
she needed to go through. And it was something that maybe if she
didn’t go through that would be detrimental to her going forward.
That if she didn’t go through this ride that she would be forever
thinking ‘what if?’ And that if that happened then it would be
worse for her than taking the time out for her to go through it
now. She was decided in her mind that she was going to take the
ride and that the ride would take her. What she was single minded
about was that she would put her all into it. That she would play
the game, if it was a game. If it wasn’t a game at all then it was
one of those nothing ventured nothing gained kind of
adventures.

The suede
court shoes were strapless, another quality that added to the
length of legs in that there was nothing to spoil the line of the
leg, or the arch of the feet. And they were higher than Lola was
normally comfortable with. The type of shoes that women bought when
in one of those moods that told them they would be able to handle
the thinness of the heels and the almost six inch height. But the
reality was that they were heels that normally were taken to a
venue in the woman’s bag and then swapped out with the flats once
there. But Lola was confident that she could handle these heels all
day - brave young woman! Her hair, an almost dirty dark blonde with
gentle curves she piled high and banded in a high tight pony. That
gave emphasis to her gorgeous face and eyes. And of course that
meant that she would need her makeup to be just right and on point.
With emphasis on her deliciously high cheek bones, the huge pools
that were her eyes, and her full, perfect rosebud lips.

Lola was
never huge for makeup. She did go through a phase in her teens,
just like all teens do, but she had always favoured the ‘less is
more’ look. But this was a different day, a different time. Greta
had mentioned makeup as well and that meant that the older woman
had that in mind as something that might impress her if it was done
right. And the fact was that Lola could do makeup. She could do
daytime makeup and the night-time look. So again she was in that
space where she needed to strike a balance. She was in that space
where she needed to decide which side of the night and day time
line she needed to fall. She knew the answer to that already. She
knew that she needed to impress and to do that she needed to catch
the eye of Greta and to do that she needed to be on the night-time
spectrum of makeup. It needed to be overdone rather than under. And
that just left the degree of overdone to decide on. All that
pondering, all of that thinking, she was already
decided.

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


TUESDAY – Four Days Ago

 


Besides,
her arousal, her constant wetness and arousal were driving her in
that direction. Not quite the whore look, but not quite NOT the
whore look either. The kind of makeup that would encourage someone
to look, but then to look again, and again. The kind of makeup that
would tell most guys that she was ‘up for it’. Up for what though?
Just up for something. And the kind of makeup that might make some
woman look down their snotty noses at her. But what would Greta
think? That was the question. It was a question that was loud and
clear in her mind. But again she had to be on the right side of
balanced. Too little and Greta would not be impressed and too much?
She didn’t have an answer to that in her mind. But as she’d stood
looking at herself in that mirror she just nodded to herself. She
didn’t really realise that her arousal had sent her in a particular
direction with both her dress and makeup. It had been her
‘excitement’ and her arousal that had more or less pushed her over
that edge. And yet she was aware that she could have tipped right
over that edge - that she could have gone right over the edge and
into the abyss, but it hadn’t. She felt in control, but it was a
different kind of control.

Lola
stayed looking at herself in the full length mirror. The finished
complete article. Yes it was a lot to take in for the early morning
start at the museum that she had. But she ran her tongue across her
bottom deep red lip, and she squeezed her thighs to confirm that
she was still wet, and getting wetter. But she looked hot. Even she
would admit that to herself that she looked hot. She’d surprised
even herself if she was honest with herself. But the look was
complete. The makeup just emphasised what her mode of dress already
said. A hot young woman. There was the question as to was this look
right for her job as a curator at the Natural History Museum and
she already knew the answer to that. But her arousal and her
wetness, which she had got kind of used to dealing with since her
encounter with Greta, was doing the balancing act for her. She
didn’t ‘want’ to impress Greta, she had the feeling that she
‘needed’ to impress her. It was a task that had been set by Greta
and that was what she had to do. There were fleeting thoughts about
what Greta was thinking about this challenge. Was it just a little
bit of fun for her, or was it something much more serious for her?
Lola didn’t have the answer to that question either. How could she?
All she knew is what she thought and what she felt. And right now
she wasn’t too sure she knew that either. She was just in this
‘place’ in her mind and she was enjoying being there.

And there
was what was to become almost the ‘walk of shame’ to her workplace.
If there was a moment, or even a split second in time when Lola
realised what she must have looked like it was right at the time
when she stepped out of her flat and onto the London streets. She’d
felt fine inside - she’d been happy with herself and how she
looked. Her arousal had persuaded her that she looked the bomb. And
she did look the bomb, but for 9am, there were bombs and then there
were bombs. She’d stopped dead and even considered going back in to
change - to dress down. She even turned on her overly high heels
and gone to step back inside before she slammed the door shut, but
she stopped. And all of those questions came back to her - all of
those doubts about possibly not impressing Greta. And when she
thought like that she felt better about it. When Greta filled her
mind again, when this woman overwhelmed her mind again it was easy
for Lola to decide that there was no way on earth that she was
going to dress down. She had more than a slight feeling that her
new best friend would not like it if she dressed down instead of up
so she had to go with it.

And so if
the walk of shame was part of the price that she paid for
impressing Greta then so be it. She turned back around and the
first person to pass her was a man and he did that look, then a
second look. And as he walked past and in the opposite direction,
he turned back to look again. Lola didn’t know what she felt about
that. She looked back at him but didn’t smile, or say anything. For
the first time ever it felt like she was a duck out of water. This
was where the grey area became less indistinct. The last day had
been like a fantasy for Lola and it had been like some kind of fate
that she had gone to the Saatchi Gallery the day before. It had
been more than like there were some sort of strange forces at work
bringing these two women together. And then that day had been like
one of those dreamy summer days that turned into one that was
highly sexually charged. And now that encounter, that meeting, that
woman Greta was inside of Lola’s head and she was making her behave
in a way that she would never have behaved. She was controlling the
way she dressed and made up, even though she hadn’t told her how to
dress and make up. And she was already frowning at Lola, at least
in her mind for not trying hard enough to impress her.

But the
other side of that dreamy line was the real world. The world that
Lola had to exist in and function in. That world was already being
affected in that Lola hadn’t put any thought or effort into her day
in work or her week in work. And that in the past would have made
her distraught. Her work was her life, it always had been. There
were no words to describe what getting the position at the museum
had meant to her. Even some years into that position she felt the
same about it. Not a day had gone by when she hadn’t thanked her
lucky stars for the position she was in. Not a day that is except
this last one when she had barely thought about work at all, and
when she had been there she hadn’t been able to do the job to her
usual standard, and she had known that. And now she was heading
north to the Cromwell Road dressed and made up like she’d been at a
less than respectable party all night. It wasn’t exactly like that
in that Lola had put her ‘look’ together carefully and with, as was
common with her, a huge attention to detail. But for all the wrong
reasons. To impress Greta, and not to impress her work colleagues,
or her direct boss.

The real
walk of shame hadn’t been from her flat to the museum, that had
been just a warm up, it had been when she stepped over the
threshold into the museum and when all heads seemed to turn to her
at once. The museum didn’t open to the public until ten o’clock and
so it was just the staff. From security and door staff, through the
inner sanctums behind the scenes. It was like all eyes had turned
to her. THAT had been the real walk of shame that ‘felt’ like it
was one. That had been when the little wash of guilt had swept over
her for not putting any thought into her work, and a second wash
for looking like she looked, and like she had never looked for work
before this day. Lola had always garnered the total respect and
love from all she worked with, and all she came into contact with
during any working day. But for some reason, there was this
‘difference’ when she walked in this morning. There was this
‘distance’ because of the way she looked. The way she strutted in
those heels, the amount of leg that she showed. The amount of
jiggling swaying cleavage that she showed and it was like because
of this, there was this barrier put up between her and those she
worked with.

For some
reason she could feel the thickness of the lip-gloss on her lips.
And she could feel the weight of the mascara on her eye lashes. And
those lashes did drip with mascara. Then there was the way her high
tight pony tail bounced and swept across her exposed back with the
strut that those high heels produced. And there was the tightness
of the dress - the way it stretched over and clung to her figure
and the way the hem was tight to her upper thighs. And then the way
the pantyhose, even though nude, were of a shade enough to
emphasise her long legs. And then there was the wetness. Yes the
wetness was still there even if it was packed up and secure in her
nude panties under the pantyhose that slippery wetness was still
there. And it wasn’t less wetness it was more and this was
something that was loud and clear in Lola’s own mind. And now it
was like people were turning to take the whole of her in but didn’t
want to interact with her because she looked less than decent and
because they knew about that wetness - it was like a trick that
Lola’s own mind was playing on her. It was like every one of those
who turned their heads and eyes towards her didn’t want to be the
first one to say, ‘good morning’. There were eventually those
greetings, but they were muted, and almost non-existent but then
the work day begun. And that was another struggle for
Lola.

The walk
of shame had been done and Lola could kind of breathe a sigh of
relief. Except that she couldn’t not really because she had that
‘feeling’ with her all day. She had that feeling that she was being
outcast by the people she had worked with, the people that she
considered, at least loosely, her friends. It was like a feeling
that she had never had before. It was like an invasive, insidious
feeling that she had never experienced before. But then she
wouldn’t have experienced such a feeling because she had never
behaved the way she was behaving now, before. But it was something
that ate at her mind for the whole day. If she was honest with
herself, once she got over that walk of shame, and once she was
used to, or had adapted to that feeling of being outcast, she felt
better when she remembered why she was being like this and why she
was doing this. When she remembered Greta again, it all seemed to
be alright again. And when she remembered Greta and then realised
her wetness was still very present, was still very much there, she
could smile inside again.

There
would have been a time when she would have been distraught and,
destroyed at even the thought of being outcast, and looked on not
in a good light. But she didn’t feel like that now. She didn’t feel
like that in the slightest. There were moments, like split seconds
of guilt but then she thought about Greta again and all was well
with the world. It was odd - when she thought of Greta it was good.
And it wasn’t that it was just good, it was all that really
mattered. She wanted and needed to impress this woman so much that
nothing else mattered. It wasn’t even as though she was unaware of
the change in her. She knew that she’d changed, that she’d changed
in the space of a day. She knew it and yet she didn’t care. She
felt strange, strange with how much things had changed in a day.
And yet she had that sexual undercurrent to keep her company when
all of her, what she thought were, friends, brushed past her
hastily avoiding conversation with her. And she turned to look at
little huddles of people looking at her, whispering about her and
then turning away when she looked at them, she didn’t care because
she thought about Greta again, and she could feel her wetness.
There was this feeling, this overwhelming feeling that she was at
least looking down some dark and deep rabbit hole. Not that she had
gone down that rabbit hole just yet - just that it was there
beckoning her and that Greta was in these waiting for
her.

If Lola
analysed that day in work, Tuesday she would have known she felt
lonely. That was it - lonely but with Greta there in the
background. She would have felt as though life wasn’t all it was
cracked up to be. That people, and friends weren’t all they were
cracked up to be. She would have realised that the line between her
success and her failure or fall, was a narrow one, and a fragile
one. But she didn’t analyse herself, maybe she should have. What
she did most of the day was think about Greta, and think about her
wetness. And then gradually she began to think about when Greta
might message her again. For some reason there was this thing in
her mind that the previous day, the previous night had been so
‘good’, so ‘amazing’ so ‘out of this world’ that Greta would get
into contact with her at some point before the day ended. Lola did
consider messaging Greta first. Indeed she would do that eventually
but not straight away. For some reason there was this thing in her
mind that told her that if this woman was as keen as she was to
meet again, and to do the whole week of meetings right up to the
weekend, then she would message her. That Greta would be the one to
contact her and not the other way round. In that there was this
small tiny piece of self-entitlement about her, but she wouldn’t
see it like that.

Had Lola
realised that this was part of the game - had she realised that
this day of what was to be isolation to her, was part of the game
plan then she would have smiled about it, maybe. She wouldn’t have
understood it, but she would have smiled anyway. The thing was that
she didn’t know it was a game. She’d had a feeling, or an
inclination that she was in the middle of some kind of game, but
that had been just another thing that was rushing through the white
noise in her mind. That was just something else that she was toying
with in her mind. It was something else that her mind had run away
with at the same time and during the same process that her
sexuality was becoming alive - that her arousal was coming alive.
There was that constant checking her phone for messages. She even
changed the message tone from Greta so that if a message did come
in in between those obsessive checks then she would hear it
straight away and once midday came and went and she hadn’t had a
message, she began to become irritated and agitated
again.

That same
girl came up to her, the only one to do so, to ask her, “Lola I’m a
bit worried about you. Yesterday, and today. It’s like you’re being
distracted. Others are noticing as well. You sure you’re ok?” The
girl, a Chinese girl, sounded sincere and she did sound concerned.
She whispered to keep it discreet but there was nothing bitchy
about this girl. She did really sound concerned, although she did
hint that bitchiness might exist in the others who had ’noticed’
the change in Lola. “Li, I’m fine I promise you I’m fine. I’m just
doing things a bit different these days that’s all. Nothing for you
or anyone to worry about though I promise.” And Lola did manage a
sincere, though thickly lipsticked smile. She even managed a direct
look into the face and eyes of the Chinese girl. “Ok, but look, if
you need to talk, if you need a shoulder, come see me right?” And
maybe inside Lola was beginning to irritated at her persistence but
she smiled again. “I will. I promise I will.”

The
moment Li returned to her work Lola took out her phone as though it
was imperative that she check for messages from Greta that she
could have missed during the exchange with Li. There were none and
that got her agitated again. She’d managed to muddle through her
work - and it was that, a muddle through. But it wasn’t the same.
Others were having to pick things up that she normally took care
of. Others were taking up the slack and it wasn’t going unnoticed.
She took out her phone one more time, no message. So she opened up
her messaging app and typed in a simple “Just saying hello. Hope
you’re ok. Yesterday and last night was amazing, thank you.” And
that was it, she pressed ‘send’. And for some reason Lola was
expecting an immediate reply. Their short exchange the day before
had been immediate. Lola wouldn’t look on it like this, but again
there was this feeling of entitlement about her. She felt that she
was doing her bit and the least that Greta could do was her bit in
return. It was born of frustration and impatience. She’d had this
huge change sweep over her in the space of one day and she was
having difficulty dealing with it. She just didn’t know how to deal
with it. Greta had become the most important thing in her mind,
even more important than her job and career, and now there was this
sense that Greta wasn’t doing her bit. It was all part of the mind
fuck that the day was becoming for her.

Lola
wouldn’t get it that Greta would open up the message, read it, and
then sit back and smile to herself. She would know that Greta had
read it, because there was this little tick by the side of the
message to show that it had been opened and read. If it hadn’t been
read she would understand that maybe Greta was busy and that she
would open her messages later. But Lola couldn’t in any way
understand that what Greta was doing was prolonging her isolation,
prolonging her torture if you like. Lola would do this little
‘growl’ to herself as she thought that here she was, dressed and
made up like nothing more than a whore in the middle of the working
day, and her own sexuality swimming round her saturated panties,
and this woman can’t even respond to her. She reasoned with herself
that if Greta knew what she had put on the line, and what she was
going through, that she would indeed respond to her at the earliest
opportunity. And there was that entitlement yet again.

The fact
was that Greta had read the message at her leisure and she had
smiled to herself. And then she had enjoyed a cigarette as she
looked out over her extensive property in the Eatons. And there was
something, a look on her face, a different look. Yes there was that
smile but even that smile was different. It was almost as though
this Greta was not the same Greta who had courted and captured the
attentions, and other things of Lola the day and the night before.
There was just something about her demeanour, about her body
language and about her stature that was different. Eventually she
did respond to the message, but that was two hours after Lola had
sent her’s. “I’m a little busy at the moment. But we have a date
later right? And you are going to impress me, right?” And that was
it. Lola didn’t know what to make of it. It was a message and that
was what she wanted most of all to get. And there was the
confirmation of their arrangements for later in the day so her
pulse rate went up again.

But there
was also this dismissiveness in Greta’s message. Or this almost
disinterest and at the same time this edge to it. As though it
wasn’t meaning as much to her as it was to Lola but that there were
rules to follow. And again Lola was being filled and flooded with
self-doubt. Had she got it all wrong? Had she got the whole thing
wrong? She didn’t know and yet she still had to impress this woman
- she still had to spend the rest of the day dressed and made up
and then leave to go to Greta’s and hopefully impress her. And now
there was the danger, at least in Lola’s mind that she’d got it all
wrong. It raised questions in her mind again about whether she had
gone over the top or not in her look. But Greta, in her huge triple
mansion was smiling as the response to her message came in. “I am
going to TRY to impress you. See you later. I finish at 4 today.”
And she pressed send. This time the response was immediate. “Report
to me directly. Don’t go home. Don’t go anywhere else. No response
required.” There had to be no doubts now that Greta was playing
this younger woman. That she was playing her into a larger bigger
picture. And that for now she was just painting that
picture.

 



CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


TUESDAY – 4 Days Ago

 


Lola read
and re-read that last message. There it was again, that
dismissiveness or that edge that seemed to be the same thing. Or
was it something else? She couldn’t work it out and it made her
feel unsettled inside. She wanted to respond but she had been told
not to. And yet, Greta’s instructions had been clear. She obviously
wanted to see Lola again and that made Lola feel good inside. The
instructions, or the tone of the instructions she hadn’t been
expecting but, in a way she liked that. And in a way it brought a
new emphasis to the wetness inside her panties. And that was the
thing - there was the wetness in her panties. It didn’t matter that
she was going through phases of being unsettled, and frustrated, or
that things didn’t appear to be unfolding how she thought they
would, there was still the wet panties. There was still the slick
wetness that was leaking from her and soaking into the crotch of
her panties and to an extent the crotch of her pantyhose. There was
still those inappropriateness of her thoughts towards Greta. And
she was going through periods of that - thinking that her being
turned on like this, thinking that she was more than simply
attracted to this older woman were inappropriate. And then she just
had to look down at herself - at the way she was dressed and how
she was made up. It all seemed to be mounting up for her - against
her even.

It was
true, there were periods, like split seconds in time when she was
getting these flashes of clarity. That she was asking herself what
she was doing, and that she should pull herself together. In fact
periods of time where she thought she was throwing her life down he
pan, that she was throwing her life away. She was getting that
clarity and it was hitting her hard but it was just flashes of that
clarity. Just very quick, but sharp hits of it. And then it sank
back again. Then she thought about the day before, the meeting at
the Saatchi, then the evening and then that sexual charge that just
seemed to come into being unannounced. Like it wasn’t there, and
then it was there. And now it was with her all the time. She was
being driven by that sexual high that was mostly in her panties in
the form of that wet slickness. There were periods during this day
that she held her head in her hands with the despair that seemed to
be growing and growing inside her but then she pulled herself back
together again and she was able to continue with her work. And that
was what her day consisted of - just periods where she was neither
in one place in her mind, or the other, but then others times when
she could do some work. Her day was fucked up, she could sense
that. And since those messages with Greta, that fucked up day got
even more so.

That was
when the other things started to creep in. The other things like
the need to be out of the museum and back at the triple mansion in
the Eatons. And that was the thing that made the most sense to
Lola. Throwing all of this in, like throwing the towel in and then
just going to Greta. It was like Greta was the answer to
everything. It was like she could do without all of this now,
without the work, the pressure, the isolation, the discovering that
her friends weren’t her friends at all. It was as though she was
realising that her making her work the most important part of her
life, was the worst thing she had ever done. It was like she was
coming to the conclusion that she had been hoodwinked into all that
swatting up and career chasing. That it was all bullshit. And that
right at this point she could throw it all away and just go to
Greta. But there was Lola getting ahead of herself again. She was
assuming that this attraction, that this meeting between the two of
them, that this ‘thing’ was something that was going to end up
beautiful and mutual. That it was going to end up to be a beautiful
thing between them.

It was a
fact that Lola was going up and down in her mood, in her thoughts,
and in her emotions. “Lola, why don’t you go home early? Get some
rest. Take a few days off if you want to. And come back refreshed?
Its ok, we can take care of things here.” That was Li again. She
was simply echoing what all the others thought. They had obviously
been talking about her behind her back. They had obviously come to
a collective decision about her. That she should leave work early,
that she should get some rest. That they obviously knew better than
she knew herself. Lola just looked up from her desk and directly at
Li. “Why would I do that Li? Go on tell me why I would leave work
early and why I need to get some rest so that I can come back
refreshed?” There was this simmering anger in Lola’s voice and it
was coming out in the way she spoke up to Li. Li took a step back.
She had been quite taken aback at the reaction of Lola. “I just
thought, we just thought that…..” And there it was confirmation
that the rest of the staff had got together and decided that Lola
shouldn’t be there anymore.

“That’s the trouble isn’t it, you all ‘just thought’? Fuck you,
all of you. I’m here to do a job and I’ll do it.” And Lola raised
her voice so that it could be heard by all in that immediate space.
Li just retreated. She didn’t want to have a stand up with Lola. In
fact this was a young girl who had never seen this side of Lola
before and she didn’t know how to handle her, or what the best way
to handle her would be. None of the staff had ever seen Lola like
this. As far as they were concerned this was a different young
woman to the one that they knew. And Lola turned her head down
again to get on with the paperwork that she had been struggling
with for most of the day so far. She looked at her wristwatch, it
wasn’t even 2pm. It was another two hours before she could leave
and report to Greta. And that was in her mind, that she had to
report straight to Greta after she finished at 4pm. She thought
about messaging Greta, asking if she could go to her earlier. But
the earlier messages had left her in no doubt as to the
instructions that she should follow. Greta would have arranged her
day around that 4pm finish, not 2pm. So she couldn’t possibly just
turn up earlier even if she had the courage to text message Greta
and ask her.

And so
these little things just piled and piled up in Lola’s mind. Like it
was all coning in on top for her. She had to kill another two hours
so she would have to keep on top of whatever she was doing. Or she
would have to make it look like she knew what she was doing. And
because she had to do this pretence thing, she was retreating into
herself again. Whereas she was always outward, happy and mixing in
with the staff above and below her in the food chain, now she was
just alone at her desk and she was sinking back into herself. And
the thing about that was that she was thinking that it was the best
place for her to be. She was feeling that she was in the right
place. That she couldn’t be in a better place right now. She was
feeling further and further away from her friends and colleagues.
She wanted the next two hours to slip away so that she could do the
same at 4pm. She was counting down the minutes. The truth was that
her day in work at the museum was the worst day she had ever had.
She needed Greta more than she had ever needed anything or anyone
in her life. She needed this older woman more than she had needed
that job back in the day. And literally by the time 4pm came, the
time had been crawling. The time had pretty much come to a
standstill in Lola’s mind. When she left the museum at precisely
4pm, she did so without saying anything to anyone. There were no
hugs and kisses, which there always had been, there were not even
the oral goodbyes, or eye contact. It was like Lola had slunk out
having been ostracised. This was how her mind was working. There
had already been a stark and disturbing change in how this young
woman’s mind worked and how she felt.

 


Lola
would never forget the ‘look’ that Greta gave her when she turned
up at the Eatons. She was a mess. She had tripped on her heels,
turned her ankle and gone down laddering her pantyhose. So there
was a hole in one knee and a trickle of blood. The look that Lola
had created had been ruined and there wasn’t the time to put it
right. All she had been able to do was go to Greta, at the time
instructed and explain to her what had happened. The trouble was
that by the time she got to the Eatons, she was a blubbering mess.
The day had gone from bad to worse and now she was more than sure
that she wouldn’t be impressing Greta with how she looked. It would
have been touch and go with her in flawless whore mode. But
bedraggled, messed up and with laddered nylon sheathing her legs,
and a trickle of blood from her knee, and mascara that was running
down her face and it seemed like there was nothing worse in the
world for Lola right at this point. Things had started to go
downhill when she wasn’t with Greta, and when she was with her like
the day before, it had been perfect. It had been something that
would stay with her as she went into her downward
spiral.

Greta
opened the massive front door herself, wrapped in a silk housecoat
that looked slightly more than mere expensive, and she’d just
looked Lola up and down. She didn’t say anything at first and that
just made it worse in Lola’s mind. She could feel the older woman’s
eyes start at her arched feet in the stilettos and then up over her
bedraggled legs, and then settle on her face. Lola’s face had been
expertly, if overly made-up but it wasn’t like that now and she
could feel the tear streaks that carried her mascara with them.
Greta didn’t even say anything when she stood aside indicating that
Lola should step inside. There was just that ‘look’ from Greta.
Lola only caught her eye briefly because she was doing everything
she could to avoid eye contact of any kind. Even when she stepped
inside she kept her head down looking at the floor. This should
have been an exciting time for Lola. What she had been looking
forward to since the night before. And it was. It was good for her.
She felt like a weight lifting off her shoulders when she stepped
into the triple mansion. She felt ‘good’ and yet she was so down.
But even in that down there was that sexual excitement and that was
something that she didn’t understand. That was something that was
bemusing her if she was honest - to be feeling how she was feeling
and yet still feeling that sexual urge in herself - and between her
legs.

“And you thought THIS would impress me?” The first thing that
Greta said set the tone for how this was going to go. “No, no, I
tripped, fell…. I’m sorry.” But Greta cut her off by holding up a
hand and extending one finger. “You had one thing to do. Just one
thing. You had to turn up here and impress me. Do you think I’m
impressed, right at this moment in time?” Greta was leading Lola
into one of the immense reception rooms of the mansion. “No, I know
you’re not impressed. I know that. I don’t need to be told that. I
just know it.” Lola was keen to assure Greta that she knew exactly
that she had not impressed her. “You could have messaged me, said
you were running late and gone and cleaned yourself up and
re-presented yourself to me. But you didn’t. You turned up like
this.” And the tone of Greta was one of edginess yes. But it was
also one of disappointment. If she was trying to confuse and bemuse
a seriously depleted Lola then she was succeeding.

“I didn’t want to be late Greta. I had my time and knew you
would be expecting me at a time, and that was what I went with. It
was what I needed to go with but I know now I got it wrong.” Lola
was snivelling a little bit but not quite sobbing. “And you thought
turning up like a dishevelled whore was the right thing to do?”
There was not even the hint of a smile, or anything kind coming
from Greta at this point. There was this feeling that she was
working to an agenda but Lola wouldn’t have known that. There was
this feeling that however Lola had turned up Greta would have
ripped her to pieces about it. In Lola’s mind, at least she was
with Greta now, and at least she would be able to put things right
again. She could do that better when she was with the older woman
than when she wasn’t. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry, I’ve got it all wrong.
I’m sorry Greta truly I am.” And Greta just didn’t say anything.
She let that apology from Lola hang in the air. She let those words
hang in the air and that in itself had an effect on Lola. “Yes, you
HAVE got it all wrong. And I am far from impressed.” Greta was
confirming Lola’s worse nightmares. All she had lived for, for
twenty four hours was impressing this woman and continuing where
their pleasant night had ended the night before. But now there was
the chance that it was all ruined. Now there was a chance that she
had ruined her own chance of progressing with Greta - whatever
progressing meant! Now there was a chance that she had ruined it
with Greta and she had ruined it at work. It was literally all
falling apart for her.

Probably
at this point Lola couldn’t have felt any worse. “I know. I know
Greta, but please give me another chance, please let me put it
right, want to put it right, I really do. Please Greta?” And there
was this almost wretched tone to Lola now. It was beyond remarkable
how a period of 24hrs or so could change a young woman. “You WANT
to put it right Lola, but do you NEED to put it right? Think
carefully before you answer.” And that would have set an alert off
in Lola’s mind. She was being tested. There was a chance that Greta
was not going to bring their brief dalliance to an end but she was
testing her. She had to answer the right way. She could have lied
and said yes she NEEDED to put it right. But the fact was that she
DID need to put it right. “Greta, I’d do ANYTHING to put it right.
Literally I would do anything to put it right.” The fact was that
she didn’t need to put anything right because she hadn’t done
anything wrong but that wasn’t what she was feeling. What Lola was
going through right now was a product of her own imagination and
her own psychology. But with a little help from Greta under the
radar. “Let’s forget the dishevelled way you turned up here - the
mess you look. Let’s go with the original ‘look’ you ‘intended’ to
come here with. Which part of that did you think would impress me
Lola, tell me?”

And now
they were sitting in those two chairs again, facing each other, in
the bay window looking over the gardens of the triple mansion. Lola
was trying to repeatedly tug the hem of the short dress over her
thighs in that awkward way she might one easing that in fact the
dress was too short, way too short and tight. She had become very
self-conscious of how she looked. Not because of how she looked due
to the trip and fall, but how she had intended to look and turn up.
“I don’t know Greta. You said about my legs, my figure, my
prettiness. I was just trying…. I don’t know what I was trying.”
And again Greta didn’t respond straight away preferring to let
Lola’s words hang helpless in the air around them both. If it was
Greta’s intention to wear Lola down then she was doing that but she
was doing it effortlessly. “I’m curious as to why you made it
sexual Lola. THAT is what I am trying to get at.” And that was like
a bolt out of the blue for Lola. Yes she had made it sexual but she
thought she was doing that in her own mind. And she was wishing or
hoping it would develop naturally, or nor at all. She had not been
expecting to be quizzed on it so directly. She didn’t think not
even for a second that Greta had picked up on it. Or had read the
signals, but it was obvious now she had.

“Uhm… I haven’t made it sexual. I don’t know what you mean!”
Lola was lying of course and she was in a defensive mode. “Lola,
you’re wet, between the legs. I can smell it.” And again that was a
more brutal bolt out of the blue. And it was one that made Lola
even more self-conscious or self-aware and if truth be known more
disgusted with herself. It was like she was traumatised of even the
thought that this woman could ‘smell’ her sexual wetness. But in
her mind, it made sense that Greta would be able to smell her in
that way - like some kind of bitch-in-heat. She had been leaking
for pretty much twenty four hours. And that leaking had got
thicker, and slicker. There was the sense attached to the notion
that there was a sexual smell, a sexual odour to her because of it.
“I don’t know what to say. I really don’t.” And that was the truth,
she didn’t know what to say. “You don’t deny being wet. Being
sexually excited. I woke today looking forward to being impressed
by you. And instead I get this.” Greta stopped speaking again
because she wanted her words to sink into the psyche of Lola.
Lola’s mind would be warped at this point. She’d thought she had it
cracked when she left the flat this morning, but she’d had the
worst day possible at work. That only got worse when she left the
museum. The second walk of shame of the day ending in her tripping
and falling off her high heels and turning up at Greta’s
dishevelled and looking less than ‘decent’ and even Greta had used
the whore word within minutes of them being in each other’s company
again. It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

And now
that she was back where she had longed to be since she left the
night before, she was being systematically destroyed by the very
woman she was sexually attracted to in the most insidious way. “I
cannot deny anything. I’m sorry, I’ll just leave and you don’t ever
have to see me again. I’m ashamed of myself, I really am.” And
Lola’s voice was tinged with regret and the kind of regret that
came from deep. And once again Greta did not speak immediately. As
though she was considering letting Lola go right there right then.
“You think you deserve to be allowed to just ‘leave’ here? Do you,
honestly?” Greta spoke with an almost alarmed and disbelieving tone
- she was really playing Lola now. “I think, no, I KNOW that I can
help you Lola.” And there it was - the suggestion that there was
something wrong with Lola that she could help her with. A classic
control move. It was Greta leading the way - just paving the way
ahead. And once again she was letting her words sink into the
psyche of Lola.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHT

 


TUESDAY – 4 Days Ago, The Eatons

 


I’m not
sure what I deserve if I’m honest.” Lola sounded like a sulky
child. A weepy, sulky child. Greta’s words were working, all of
them. For the older woman, there had been this plan that she needed
to work to and that plan had fallen into place perfectly. Lola
turning up in the state she turned up had been just an added bonus.
It had given Greta an easy way into her mind on the doorstep before
Lola had even stepped inside. “It’s a good thing that I do know
exactly what you deserve then isn’t it Lola? It’s a good thing that
I know exactly what girls like you deserve?”

The words
that Greta used were designed to cut deeply into the psyche of Lola
even suggesting that ‘punishment’ was an option. And because Lola
was Lola, because she was the way she was, those words did what
they were supposed to do. Greta had set out to diminish Lola as a
young woman. She had set out, from the very first moment she saw
her at the Saatchi, to get into her mind and under her skin and
that is what she had done. She had set out to light a sexual fuse,
a sexual touch paper that was set to smoulder and burn towards the
main event. And now she had Lola in front of her, teary,
dishevelled and wondering what the fuck was going on. She had her
questioning her own decency and sexuality. She had her feeling
guilty that she had been turned on by their meeting when that was
what she had intended to do all the time. Greta had intended to
manipulate and twist Lola up and the most disturbing thing was that
she had done it with ease. She had done it without really getting
into second gear. And there were those words, ‘girls like her’.
From that Lola would have been getting that she wasn’t like other
young women - that she was somehow different because of the way she
had been acting and behaving this last twenty four hours or so. She
was being singled out as different.

Greta had
played her cards with skill, and with a brutality that saw Lola
have no chance at all. “There’s work to do with you Lola. It’s as
simple as that. It isn’t easy work, it’s complex and deep work up
here.” And although Greta’s tone had softened somewhat, she tapped
the side of her own head indicating that the work she needed to do
was inside Lola’s head. “Would you like me to help you live your
best life Lola? I can do that you know. I can make sure I help you
to live you very best life. But you have to be ‘in’ for that.” And
Greta’s tone was like a drone, but it was soft as well. It was the
kind of voice a wounded animal would listen to and be comforted by.
And Lola was comforted by it, that was the thing. Greta wanted to
help her and that could only be a good thing right? And she wanted
to help her live her ‘best life’ and that was a good thing as well
right? After the day that she’d had she could do with some help to
get back on an even keel. She could do some help from this woman.
Her sex was throbbing and she knew the wetness was even more now.
She didn’t understand that but now that Greta knew that there was a
sexual element - or now that the sexual element was out in the
open, there was a chance this could be cleared up. That maybe it
wouldn’t be so bad after all.

“Would you though? Would you help me live my best life? I want
to. I mean it I want to. I’ll give up my job. Chuck it all in just
for you Greta - for your help. I’ll do anything.” And she looked
pleadingly at Greta. Greta just looked right back at her and then
held a hand up gently. “Oh no, there’s no need to give up your work
just yet. That would be too easy for you Lola. That would be way
too easy. Like an easy way out and I’m not prepared to give you
that easy way out. You have a problem, several of them actually and
it will take me time to unravel them with some intense therapy from
me. But in the meantime you need to keep working. You need to know
what ‘normal’ life is like so that you appreciate you ‘best life’
when it comes along. Do you follow me?” And there might have been a
flicker of hope in Lola that she was going to get the best of both
worlds and she would hold on to that flicker for as long as she
could. “Uh, yes, yes I follow you. I want to live my best life
Greta, I honestly do. Please help me?”

And in a
relatively short amount of time this older woman had fucked with
the head of Lola so much that she thought there was something
seriously wrong with her. She thought she was this sexual creature,
even a sexual deviant who needed the help of a mysterious wealthy
older woman so that she could live her ‘best life’. She was even
buying into the terminology. She was even kind of ‘craving’ after
that ‘best life’. For her there was no looking back, at least for
now. For her she was being shown the error of her ways and the only
one who would be able to help her was Greta. She knew that this day
had to get better. That it could only get better! There wasn’t even
the slightest notion in her mind that she hadn’t done anything
wrong. There wasn’t even the slightest notion in her mind that she
had been set up, or that things, events had been guided this way.
All there was, was the fact that she had failed to impress Greta
and that she had been exposed as some sort of sexual freak. That it
was all her own fault. That everything was her fault. She even felt
that she didn’t deserve to be helped but hoped that Greta wouldn’t
rescind the offer. In short even at this time Lola was living on
some kind of knife edge. Even now she was feeling that she could be
rejected. And to her at this moment in time that was like a fate
worse than death.

“I will help you, but it will be done my way, do you
understand?” And Lola just nodded frantically. “You have to be a
good girl Lola. Living your best life means you being a good girl.
And a good girl does as she’s told when she’s told and she doesn’t
say ‘no’ ever. Are you with me so far?” And it was all starting to
make perfect sense to Lola, at least in her mind. “I am. I am with
you yes.” And now Greta was sitting slightly with her own legs
crossed towards Lola and she was seeming to be more attentive. She
was giving Lola some more of what she had felt the day and the
night before and that made that wetness ooze out of her. “So you
have to follow your own lead Lola. You went to work today dressed
and made up like little less than a ‘whore’ so I have to assume
that there is something of a whore in you. Tomorrow you will go to
work again, dressed and made up like a whore. But lose the bra and
lose your panties. I know you are wearing panties because that
‘smell’ from you is muted. That means you must have panties on
because you thought they would save you from leaking too much, and
from being discovered. But I want you like a whore, a proper whore
without a bra and without panties. You must decide own your look,
minus your underwear. Do you understand Lola? We have to get you to
face who you are and what you are in the most extreme ways, and
this is a good start. Do you understand Lola?”

Lola was
absorbing the words that Greta spoke. She was even understanding
them and at first what she was being instructed to do was too
horrifying and scary, and yet too exciting as well, for her to
contemplate. But she was on the way down the rabbit hole now and
she kind of knew what the older woman was saying was right. She had
to do it her way and she would have to deal with what she was told
to do as best she could. It was for her own good, wasn’t it? “So,
what happens next?” Lola’s voice seemed ‘small’. It seemed tiny but
there was like a re-ignited life in her eyes. She had been given
hope by Greta - of course she had. This was all playing out the way
it was supposed to work out. Greta didn’t say anything for just a
few moments. She used that time to pour her eyes over the
dishevelled Lola again. That was just another layer of destruction
that she was applying to this young woman who had done nothing
wrong at all. Nothing!

What she
was actually doing was deconstructing Lola very slowly and very
completely and she was not in any sort of rush to do this. In fact
there was this sense that if she rushed it, it would not be a
complete and thorough job. There was this sense that if she did too
much too soon to Lola that it would all fall apart. There was this
sense that this was a job, a ‘task’ that could only be completely
on a gradual and increasingly darker gradient. It could only be
done at the same time that no stones could be left unturned. That
nothing could be left to chance. That it really did have to be a
complete and thorough job, with no return trip for Lola.

There was
indeed a sense that Greta could do this job with her eyes closed.
That yes she could do a thorough job but that she relished such a
task, such a job. That she even ‘enjoyed’ the deconstruction of
another, younger woman. There was this sense as well that Greta was
just about warming up. That she had barely begun yet. There was
this sense that she was just prepping for the time ahead. That she
was prepping for her own best life. There was this sense that in
Lola she had found the one that she could wreak her own kind of
hell on. That Lola was the perfect one for her to work on. The
perfect one to take down the rabbit hole. But again there was this
serenity about Greta that given the circumstances, given the
picture that she was in the process of painting, was hard if not
impossible to believe.

There was
this aura beginning to form around Greta that would disturb the
senses of anyone with any semblance of normality about them. She
was the sort of woman who was utterly respectable on the outside -
a woman who had been a member of the elite for years. Who had
always been a member of the elite in fact. She was stunning,
statuesque, she was wealthy and she did her bit for charities
throughout the world. In fact Greta was a woman who donated a large
portion of her considerable wealth to charities and yet was still
left with enough to live how she wanted to live and in excess of
the way she chose to live. She was a woman who was flawless in all
ways. At least she appeared to be flawless. And yet she was a woman
who if one spent enough time in her company a child might think
something odd about her. Might even be a little bit scared by her.
A child who might whisper to her totally unaware mother “I don’t
like her mummy”, but that there would be no reason, visible reason
for that and mummy would say, “oh don’t be silly darling. Greta is
a honey.” And that was the aura that Greta built around herself.
And yet that same mummy, if she spent more time than she was
welcome to spend around Greta would begin to get it. She would
begin to get what her little girl had told her. Maybe that was why
Greta was largely a loner. Maybe that was why she spent so much
time on her own. Maybe that was why she didn’t attract many into
her inner orbit because she didn’t want to be, or couldn’t be
discovered for who she was and what she was. Maybe now though, the
makeup of Greta was starting to become apparent. Not that it was
becoming obvious yet, just that it was starting to become apparent
- lust little tiny cracks that were still invisible to the likes of
Lola, or indeed to the eyes of anyone normal.

“What happens next Lola, is that you go home. You go home to
your little ‘whore flat’ and ponder. Think about what’s happened.
Think about what you’ve done. Think about how I am going to help
you. Think about how you are going to do everything I need you to
do, so that I can help you. Think about how you will dress and
makeup for work tomorrow. And then, tomorrow, in the middle of your
day, you message me, tell me how you’re feeling and how much you
are looking forward to coming to me after you finish work. I think
that is enough for you to be getting on with. Don’t you?” And Greta
was looking directly at Lola. She was certainly deconstructing her.
But she was doing more than that. She was convincing this young
woman that she had done ‘wrong’. She was convincing her that she
was a whore and that she lived in a ‘whore flat’. With relatively
few words she was changing the makeup of Lola - in effect she was
changing and shifting the very DNA that made the younger woman up
and she was doing that without even laying a finger on her. In fact
the way she looked at Lola, up and down, it looked like she would
never ever lay a finger on her and Lola could feel that. This woman
was making Lola not only feel wretched but obscene and disgusting.
Greta was a woman who, despite her appearance, her elegance and
femininity was someone who was going in with all guns blazing
because she had found ‘the one’ and she didn’t intend to let her
off the hook now that she could feel Lola wriggling on it. By the
time Greta did lay a finger on Lola, the younger woman would
already be fully submerged in that rabbit hole.

 


WEDNESDAY – 3 Days Ago

 


For the
second day, the second night on the trot Lola had been left
stunned. She’d travelled back to her flat, her whore flat, in a cab
but had been so disorientated by what happened at Greta’s that she
was unable to think straight. She was barely able to think of
anything at all. Just a few short days ago this was a young woman
who had been full of her work, the work she loved. The work she
lived for and now it wasn’t like that anymore. Now her mind was
full of Greta and full of her need to live her ‘best life’. Full of
her need to do it Greta’s way. Now her focus, what focus she had
was helping Greta to help herself. A few days ago she would not
have been standing in front of her full length mirror like this,
pondering if she looked enough like the whore she was. A few days
ago she wouldn’t have thought she was a whore but now she thought
she must be. She looked like one. She decided, she looked like a
whore. She had delved into the her wardrobe of days gone by - the
wardrobe from her university days and she’d hooked out stuff,
adapted it, tried it on, changed it, adjusted it until she got this
look.

The truth
was that Lola hadn’t gone to bed when she got back from Greta’s.
She was on a high but it was a different kind of high. She was on a
wet high. One might have thought that being faced with Greta’s
truth, with Greta’s quest for ‘best life’ stance that Lola wouldn’t
be sexually wet but she was and that just re-enforced that Greta
was right and Lola was a whore. A dirty obscene whore. With such a
change in life one might have thought the wetness would dry up -
that the psychological damage being done to her, would be enough to
stop the sexual urges and wetness - but no, if anything the sexual
element was increased. Not just increased but intensified. And that
was something else that was wearing Lola down. It was something
else that was just there now where it hadn’t before. And she hadn’t
been able to even think about going to bed until she had selected
and adapted and perfected the next day’s whore like outfit that she
would wear to work. And that had been something that she thought
about, it had been something that played on her mind - for instance
how much she had changed in just the space of a few days. And yet
it seemed longer than a few days. It seemed much longer than a few
days. Normally she would have thought about her next day at work,
what she had to do and who she had to contact. All of those things
that normally occupied her mind before Greta came along.

The satin
skirt was garish red and it was tight and it was hemmed to above
her mid-thighs. And the black lace and satin top was a size too
small for her as well. But as well as that it was almost
see-through. It was almost see through in the sense that depending
on the angle of light, on the intensity of light, the fact that she
was not wearing a bra would be not only evident but obvious. It was
always a case of her when being in her whore flat, that her dress
mode seemed more normal, more acceptable than it would be in the
cold light of day. And this was the case now. She looked at herself
and approved. She agreed with herself that there would be no doubt,
if anyone was to look at her, they would think she was a whore. Or
they would KNOW that she was a whore and for some reason that made
her feel good whereas at one time that would have mortified her.
For some reason, that she was looking like she should look, that
made her feel good, and she felt sure that Greta would approve -
and that was the single most important thing for her right
now.

That
satin skirt was a little longer then the dress had been the day
before - a little but not much. But it was long enough, just, to
allow her to wear stockings. It was long enough for her to pull on
black, lace top, self-supporting stockings and for some reason,
even though she had always loved stockings, she now felt more of
whore now that she wore them like this and in these circumstances.
Of course there were no panties. Panties were forbidden by Greta
and Lola did agree with the reasoning behind that. Why should a
whore like her wear panties? She couldn’t think of a good reason
why. In fact she could think of all the reasons why not. But she
could also feel that wetness. And because she feel that wetness
oozing from between her sex lips, she felt more vulnerable, more
exposed especially when she sensed that wetness slipping to the
insides of her thighs. But again she put this down to the fact that
she was a whore and it went with the territory - the same as that
smell that Greta had pointed out. Why had Lola never realised what
she was before these days?

The red
stilettos matched the skirt and highlighted the length of her legs.
And to add a little bit of her own touch she had coated her nipples
with rouge and then nail hardener. She’s found it easier to get
into the mindset of a whore once she’d accepted that this was what
she was. Those hard, erect, coloured and coated nipples would be
visible even if the light was not right, then the poke through of
their thickness and length. She looked at herself again, and now
for some reason, the same reason, she wasn’t thinking that anything
could be over the top for her. She was thinking that she was
appropriately dressed for her status - whore.

 



CHAPTER
NINE

 


WEDNESDAY - 3 Days Ago

 


Lola was
thinking that it didn’t matter what they thought in work, that what
Greta thought mattered more - that what she thought was all that
mattered in fact. The walk of shame this time was not that at all.
The walk of shame this time was more like a slut-strut. The heels
forcing that strut, the wobble of her tits under the see-through
top and the wetness of her panty-less crotch adding to the flavour
in her mind. And she would be sure, positive in fact that every few
steps she took, she got a whiff of the smell of her sexuality -
that she could smell her whore like sex and that smell was in the
place of any scent or perfume. In fact that smell WAS her perfume.
That had an effect on her but it would be an effect that would
build slowly - one that would work on her mind from the inside. It
was something that simply worked to bring her to a level slowly - a
level that she had to be at. A level of being at a lower status -
it was where she was heading, and where not so much she needed
herself to be, but where Greta needed her to be.

And that
the top, in the daylight was completely see through to the point
that the breast flesh colour was not only apparent but obvious.
There was no difference or let up in the light on a bright summer
day. The fact that she was without a bra under a lace and satin top
was obvious. And then of course the poke through of those nipples
and the indication of the red colouring and hardener all signalling
that she was a young woman of loose morals. And despite all of
this, Lola smiled as she slut-strutted up towards the Natural
History Museum. And she was aware of the eyes on her. She was aware
of the double-takes and the stares. She was even aware of the looks
of contempt and disgust from other women who assumed she was
nothing more than a sex worker. But all of this made her smile more
because she was sure that Greta would approve. Not just that she
would approve but that she would confirm that this was all adding
to her ‘best life’ and that it was best for her.

Inside,
Lola was feeling better about herself whereas she shouldn’t have
not really. Inside she was just happy that she could message Greta
a little later, and happy that a little later on in the day, when
she finished she would be going to see this amazing woman. The
woman who was going to help her live that best life of hers. As she
neared work, she was able to look at people right back in the eye.
She was able to simply look right through them and then smile some
more. She was aware of what she was doing, and to an extent she was
shocked at what she was doing, and yet she went with it. It was
like for the first time since this whole thing started there was
some sense to it. That it was making sense to her and that she
could get her head around it. At least that was what she was
feeling.

For Lola
the day was good - maybe it felt better than she thought she was
deserving of it feeling. But she had to go with that. And there
were those looks again as she stepped over the threshold of the
museum. There were the stop-in-their-track looks. And there was the
sense that there was the opinion that she had gone way more over
the top than she had the day before. But Lola wouldn’t need to be
told that - she knew it already. She would just be ‘pleased’ if
pleased was the right word that she recognised that the day before
she mightn’t have been over the top enough. Yes she was recognising
that Greta had deconstructed her - she had used her own whorishness
to destroy her, but she was telling herself that she did that just
to make a point. That the point had to be made to her and that it
was her fault after all that the point had to be made. That she had
to be made to get the point of where Greta was coming from. And she
did get that now and she just took those looks. She didn’t feel
awkward about how she looked. She was out and proud about looking
like a whore and because of that she was more upright of stance,
her body language was prouder. She had this air about her that she
didn’t give a shit what others thought. And that she was what she
was so people better deal with it, because she was.

The thing
was that Lola was getting ahead of herself again. She had the habit
of doing that. She had got ahead of herself before with Greta and
come out on the wrong side. And she was doing it again. She was
feeling good in work, even though she shouldn’t have been. But that
was a false good that she was feeling. She would be taken back to
earth yet again by Greta, and she would be taken to places in her
mind that she didn’t know existed but for now she had to deal with
her working day and this working day was going to throw up more
than a few disapproving looks as to how she was dressed and made
up. “Lola, Piers wants to see you in his office, now.” That was Li
again. It was always somehow as though Li drew the short straw and
had to go see and speak to Lola on behalf of someone else. “What,
now? I’m busy surely he knows that.” And Lola was looking directly
at Li - actually she was piercing her with her eyes. “He wants you
NOW Lola and it didn’t seem like he was pissing about.” And there
was that tone to Li’s voice that told Lola she wasn’t messing
around. Piers was the top man, the director, at the museum. He ran
the place. His word was law. And obviously part of his job was to
ensure that his staff were kept in line. That all of the staff were
kept in line from the cleaners through to the senior curators like
Lola. There was no dress code, except one of decency and one of
common sense. It wouldn’t have taken Lola long to know what Piers
wanted her for.

“Close the door Lola, take a seat. I’m guessing you know why
you’re here?” He didn’t even look up from his desk at first. “Not
really, and I am busy.” Lola wouldn’t normally be dismissive and
disrespectful like this. But she sat and crossed her stockinged
legs, the height of her heels forcing her crossed over knee high,
above desktop level. Piers glanced at the leg and then looked
directly at Lola. “The way you’re dressed, it isn’t in keeping with
the museum standards, is it Lola?” And he kept looking at her. Lola
just looked back at him. “Museum standards? Can I not just be who I
am?” And there would have never been a time when Lola would have
spoken to this man like this but what she did say had a ring of
truth about it - could she not just be who she was? But she was
speaking like she was dressed really. It was like she had this
whore look, almost an arrogant sexualised look and so she was
getting that across to her direct boss. “You look like a sex worker
Lola. I’m sure you haven’t rolled out of bed and ended up looking
that by accident. And so you must KNOW what you look like.” Lola
was a little shocked at the directness of Piers. He was a middle
aged guy with middle aged spread. He’d probably been about a bit
but was good at his job. The best in his field by all
accounts.

“I know what I look like. Sex worker hey? You think I look like
a whore?” And she smiled as though she was staying one step ahead
of him, but she wasn’t. “You said it.” And it was his turn to
pierce her with his eyes. “I’m going to refer you, for workplace
assessment. I think there’s more to this than you rebelling against
decent law abiding society.” And that was a cause for panic for
Lola. She didn’t want to get into trouble. She didn’t want anything
or anyone disturbing what was happening with her and Greta. “No,
look there’s no need for that. I’ll try harder tomorrow I promise.”
Lola was stalling. She was thinking that if she got over today then
she could speak to Greta about this problem at work, and Greta
being Greta would have the answer - that she would tell her what to
do, but Piers was smelling a weakness in Lola. “No I tell you what
Lola, you WILL try harder tomorrow, but for today you had better
give me the best blow job you know how to give.” And he didn’t
flinch as he spoke. He didn’t break eye contact at all. And he
pierced her more with his eyes than he had before. Lola was shocked
to the core. If she had been asked she would admit to being
shocked. And she would admit to not knowing how to handle this from
this point in. She decided to call his bluff. She decided inside
her mind, a mind that wasn’t really functioning as it should, that
he might back down from such a bold instruction before she
did.

“I’ll give you the best blow job that you will ever get. Not
just one that will be better than you have had to date, but one
that will be better than any in the future.” And as she spoke she
could feel her juices oozing from between her sex lips. “Lock the
door Lola. I’m holding you to this.” And again he shocked her to
the core but she was excited. She was sexually excited to the point
that everything Greta had said to her, the whole put down, all made
sense, perfect sense. She needed help from Greta, but for now, she
would have to help herself. And within a minute she was on her
knees between Pier’s spread legs and she was licking his balls.
This was Lola out of her comfort zone. This was her so far out of
her comfort zone in fact that she was on a different planet. She
would never have got up on this morning, even knowing that she was
going to look like a whore, and know that she would end up lapping
and licking wetly at her boss’s balls. But this was what she was
doing. And she was putting her all into it. She would suck that
cock of his, but for now it was too snake like. For now it was too
semi-flaccid for her to take it into her mouth. For some reason she
didn’t want to take that cock into her mouth until it was properly
hard. And until it was oozing juices the same as her pussy was
oozing juices.

“That’s a good girl Lola. I can see we are going to get on just
fine. I like this new you. I like this slut that you’ve become and
this can be our little secret, right?” And Lola should have maybe
spotted weakness in what Piers was saying. She should have been
able to realise that Piers would desperately want to keep this
little coming together of the two of them under wraps. He would be
gone for taking advantage of a younger member of staff. It didn’t
matter that Lola was in a quite senior position. The fact was that
he was her senior and so should have known better. What he was
doing would not look good at all. Lola should have been all over
that like a rash. But then maybe she would have been, had her mind
not been ‘taken over’ in the way it had been. That fact was that it
had been taken over - it had been overwhelmed by Greta and by her
own sex. And now she was licking those heavy, semen loaded balls
like she meant it. And now she was using her own saliva, copious
amount of it to spread around those balls with her
tongue.

And she
was beginning to lick up the shaft as its erection began to become
apparent. Piers was in his chair, sprawled back with his pants
round his ankles, and Lola had crawled in and she was mouth-first
into him. She was turning his sexual organs into a saliva dripping
mess and his cock was thickening and lengthening as a result. His
bell end was peeling out of his foreskin and it was turning blue
from where it was filling with blood. And Lola was working her way
up that shaft of cock with her tongue. And now she had brought her
hands into play and she was wrapping her fingers round the trunk of
cock - that cock so fat, so thick that her fingers didn’t meet. And
she was using her own wetness, her own saliva as lubricant for her
palms and for her fingers. And then when she got to the ridge of
cock that seemed to be overhanging the shaft, she brought her
tongue into play and she was flicking her tongue, and she was using
the tip of her tongue to swipe over the glans of the exposed peeled
bell end of Piers’ cock and every so often there was a groan from
this man as he immersed in what Lola was doing to him.

By the
time Lola slipped her mouth over the head of that cock, sealing it
from the outside world, sealing it into the warm wet confines of
her mouth, Piers’ eyes were rolling in their sockets. Lola was
watching up at him, she was doing what she had to do with his cock,
she was sucking it, and creating this vacuum like sucking motions
that was just about driving him insane, but she was putting her all
into it. She was using his visuals as a guide to what she was doing
with her mouth. Lola was no virgin, she would never pretend to be
one. But even she would be surprised at what she was doing with her
mouth over this cock at this time. With what she had been through
over the last day and a half, the thought that she was now on her
knees, dressed like a whore, acting like a whore, ‘working’ like a
whore, there might have been the thought in herself that she recede
into herself. That she recede altogether. But there was none of
that. By the time that cock had gained its fullest, hardest
erection, and by the time Lola was sucking noisily on that swollen
pulsating cock head, her mouth was making obscene noises. Her mouth
was making the sort of noises that were reserved for sexual acts of
gross indecency. But there was this mindset in Lola - she had told
Piers that she would give him the best suck off that he would ever
get. Not that he had received to date, but that he would ever get
and she was in that mindset to do that. What Lola usually set her
mind to do, she did.

Lola had
never been a cock sucker. Oh she had done it but she had been a
spitter not a swallower. She had done it in university days to be
‘one of the girls’ but back then it had disgusted her. And it had
disgusted her more than her peers because she had never had the
assistance of illegal substances to help her through it. She had
never had that ‘pleasure’ of waking up in the morning and not
really knowing what had happened the night before. Or of wondering
what that strange taste and sensation was in her mouth. She had
always woken up the next morning knowing exactly what she had done.
Oh it had all been done under the slight haze of alcohol but Lola
didn’t do much of that either. So it was even more surprising,
shocking even that she was so ‘into’ it now. That there was no sign
of that disgust that she might have shown back in the day. Now she
was gladly sucking that pre-cum out of the eye hole of her boss’s
cock. Now she was doing things with her mouth with a vigour that
would tell anyone that she was hardly disgusted in herself for what
she was doing. Now she was responding to her own
sexuality.

And that
was it - that she was responding to her own sexuality. Back in the
day, those halcyon days of university, her sexuality hadn’t
matured. She didn’t even know if she was gay, straight or something
in between. She’d had closeish relationships with boys and more
than a few deep kisses and cuddles with other girls. But that was
what it was like. That was what they all did. Even now she didn’t
know if she was gay or straight. Her sexual urges now were being
driven by her meeting and her interacting with Greta, and yet here
she was with a big fat cock fucking her mouth. Here she was sucking
pre-cum out of that pee hole. That had been something that she
would never do, but now she couldn’t get enough of it. Now she
wanted the pre-cum, she wanted to taste that pre-cum and feel it
sliding down the back of her throat after she had sucked it clear
of the pee-hole. And what was driving that was the throb and the
wetness between her own legs. What was driving that was the thought
that Greta had forced her to face that she was a whore, and she was
excited, sexually excited by that and now she was being a whore.
But she was being a whore with her own boss and this was not
something that would, or could be reversed later. This wasn’t a
nightmare or a dream, bad or otherwise, that she would wake up from
and brush off. What was happening as Lola sucked that cock was that
she was being taken down the rabbit hole just that bit further.
What was happening was that her mind was getting just that little
bit more mixed up. What was NOT happening was that she wasn’t
snapping out of it and asking herself what she was doing or why.
What wasn’t happening was that she wasn’t becoming disgusted with
herself because she had gone beyond that point.

And when
Piers exploded in her mouth and down her throat Lola simply
swallowed. She swallowed until she couldn’t keep up with the
explosion of semen. She swallowed until the semen flooded and was
spilling out of her mouth as well as pouring down her throat. She
swallowed until it was running out of her nose and down her face.
And as she did all that, she massaged the balls, she assisted in
this man’s pleasure because that was what whore’s did. They
assisted in the pleasure of their clients. Except Piers wasn’t her
client he was her boss. He was orgasming and he was ejaculating
into her mouth and she was gratefully receiving that ejaculate. She
was gratefully tasting and then swallowing as much of that semen as
she could without spilling it. But what she was doing was scooping
up the spillage with her slender fingers and she would slip those
fingers into her mouth with the cock. She was acting as though she
couldn’t waste any at any cost - but she wasn’t acting - she was
simply putting her all into it because it was a pleasure for her as
well. She was eagerly doing something that would have disgusted her
back in the day. She was drinking this man’s cum and she was doing
it like it was a sexual act for herself. That was because it WAS a
sexual act for herself. She didn’t orgasm - she didn’t squirt an
orgasm, or even have a dry orgasm. But she did get pleasure, sexual
pleasure, intense sexual pleasure from doing what she was doing and
for that reason she was she fully immersed in her task of giving
this man the best blow job that he would ever get,
period.

 



CHAPTER TEN

 


WEDNESDAY - 3 Days Ago

 


The
trouble with full immersion is that at some point one has to
un-immerse. One has to come out of that and back into the real
world. And as with anything sexual, there was this deflation that
occurred after that immersion. There was a price to pay once that
pleasure, or once the high of the moment had passed. And Lola was
still tasting, still swallowing dregs of Piers’ semen when she was
coming down from it. When she came out of that immersion it was
like it was hitting her all at once and it was like being hit by a
freight train of reality for Lola. Piers was massaging her face and
her head. He was coming down but he was doing so in a sense of
gratification. He had this dreamy smile on his face as he finished
off those little bucking actions of fucking Lola’s face. He was in
a dreamy state and there was some bemusement there in Lola. He
shouldn’t be so fucking happy with what he had just done. He had
just abused his position and abused one of his staff and yet he was
happy about it. He was deliriously pleased with himself and with
this ‘whore’. And yet the whore herself was asking herself the
question as to what she had just done. She was realising what she
had just done. It was like one of those moments of clarity that she
got except it was an extended moment of clarity that she was
experiencing and that was something that she was not coping with
very well. There was no waking up and brushing it off as a bad
dream. What she had done she could still taste in her mouth. And
that taste of ejaculated semen would stay with her. It would stay
with her beyond this day.

“Be a good girl. Clean me off and you can go home early. You
can just slink off out of a back door and this stays our secret.”
One might have thought that this man would be worried about Lola
spilling this to someone outside the museum or even inside it - Li
for instance. But there was none of that. It was like he was
confident in what he had just done and taken part in and how he had
handled Lola. There was even a sniff of the pre-meditated about it.
There was more than the sniff that he didn’t give a flying fuck.
And even a hint that he thought it would happen again and that this
was the first of many such ‘sessions’ between them.

And in
the meantime Lola was dying inside. She was cringing but she was
cleaning off Piers at the same time. She was sucking the dregs, the
last dregs of semen from him and she was cleaning him off. She was
cleaning the shaft of his dwindling cock with her lips and tongue
and she was cleaning her own dribbles and drools of saliva off his
balls and cock. And she spent some time doing that when what she
would have preferred to do was be swallowed up by a huge hole in
the floor. The trouble was that the hole in the floor did not exist
and what she had to do was finish off this man properly so that she
could slink out of that back door. If Piers had one good idea it
was that she could slink out of a back or side door. “And I’ll be
seeing you tomorrow, slut. You be a good girl in the meantime.”
That was all he had said. No ‘thank you’. No comment at all as to
what she had just done for him. Not even the confirmation that it
had been indeed the best blow job he’d had to date, or likely the
best he would ever get. There was nothing. Just him tidying himself
up and then indicating that she should leave now.

And it
was in something of a daze, Lola found herself in the back rooms of
the museum and then into the side street. Now she had another
stilettoed strut to complete. But first she had to let Greta know
that she’d left work for the day. “I’ve done something so so stupid
Greta. So so stupid. Can I come to you now, please?” And there had
been that pleading quality to her message. The response came
straight back. “It won’t be the last stupid thing you’ll do but
yes, come directly to me, now.” And that was all that Greta said in
response. She didn’t want details - she didn’t ask for any. She
didn’t need to because she would be seeing Lola very soon. Lola
began that walk and this time it was a different walk. This time
Lola didn’t just look like a whore and know that but she felt like
one as well. What she had just done only a whore would do and she
knew that. What she had done was something that would stay with
her. But it wouldn’t just stay with her, it would work her, it
would wear her down from the inside. It would eat away at her even
and that was a fact. That was a fact that she might have even been
aware of right now. But what she wouldn’t be aware of right at this
point was that there would be other things that would eat away at
her. There would be other things that ate away at her personality,
her self-esteem, and her very being. But these were things that
would only come apparent over time. They were things that would
begin to become apparent straight away and yet, the full effect of
that would only be over time.

 


Lola
cried when she told Greta what she had done and the older woman
kind of drank those tears that Lola cried. “I don’t know why I
didn’t just leave. I don’t know why I sucked his cock Greta! Why
did I do that? Can you please tell me why I did that? And why I
‘enjoyed’ it? For fucks sakes Greta I enjoyed it. I’m disgusted
with myself.” And Lola was sitting in her usual chair overlooking
the gardens at the rear of the triple mansion in the Eatons. This
was a world away from where she had been in the boss’s office on
her knees sucking his cock. This was a different world - this was
Greta’s world and at least she could let it pour out here. “You did
it because you are a whore Lola. We’ve already established that.
And we’ve already established that you need help, my help. And this
is what I am going to give you, my help. There are issues to
unravel. Issues that you have that you will not be aware of. Your
sexual ‘urges’ are just a part of that and they can be dealt with.”
And Greta used the word ‘urges’ as though it was a dirty word that
Lola should be even more ashamed of. And this had an immediate
effect. “Lola, I want you to stop crying now and go shower. Go to
the third bedroom suite at the top of the stairs - that’s you’re
room for tonight. Take a shower. Take your time. And when you come
down, just be wearing what I have put on the bed for you, nothing
else. Do you think you can do that for me? I think the sooner that
we begin to unravel what we have to unravel the sooner you can
begin to live your best life. So what do you say, hmm?”

Greta was
smiling, sort of, although there was that air of sharpness to her
voice. As though she was in control and always was. “I’d like a
shower, I really would. I feel so dirty after what I did.” And
there was that look of disgust and disdain on Lola’s own face. A
look that would take more than a shower to wash off. “You are dirty
Lola. You’re a dirty whore who has just sucked the cock of her boss
and I assume you drank his semen as well and I’ll just bet you
didn’t spill a drop now did you, hmmm? How could you? But this is
what tells me we need to start out work now. The sooner we start,
the sooner you can be living your best life, right?” And Greta was
nodding her head slightly as though prompting Lola to do the same
in agreement with her. And she did nod her head as she got up
again. And this time she stood in front of Greta who simply poured
her eyes over her as though she was some sort of wretched creature
from a sexual form of hell. That was what Lola felt like she was
and she wouldn’t deny it, not to Greta anyway. “But for what it’s
worth Lola, I like this version of whore more than the one you came
as yesterday. This one is much more accomplished. It’s much more
appropriate for you.” Greta followed the line of Lola’s torso up
until she met her eyes. Lola was having difficulty in looking at
Greta. Even at this early stage she was feeling less of a woman,
like a lesser in status woman that Greta. That would have been true
anyway, but it was amplified now.

And there
were the conflicting messages that came from this older woman.
There was the fact that she was ‘better’, there was the fact that
Lola was a better whore today than she had been yesterday, and yet
at the same time Greta was congratulating her, more or less, on
being the better whore today - as though it was an achievement -
but then there was the disgust as well. The disapproval and those
eyes of Greta’s - those very nearly evil eyes. Lola might have been
wondering how she was supposed to make any sense of this. Or how
she was supposed to understand it. “Thank you I guess, Greta.” And
now Lola’s voice was tiny. It was almost like it was a weepy
whisper. Greta reached forward and she slid an open palm across the
satin of Lola’s skirt, across her ass. She didn’t stroke her as
such, she just smoothed her and she was letting Lola know that she
was smoothing her ass. Lola had that feeling, the inclination to
stay exactly where she was whilst Greta did this. As though maybe
it was part of the ‘magic’ that this woman was going to do with
her. As though she was compelled to stay there. And Greta would
have been observing. She would have been taking mental notes about
Lola’s reactions. She would have been watching her closely and yet
casually as well. Just taking in the sight of this younger woman
who was in a level of decline now. Greta then just ‘patted’ Lola’s
ass. “Off you go sweetie. Take your time. We’ll have a nice glass
of wine when you come back down.” And Greta was smiling this time.
A wide smile, that toothy pointy smile of hers.”

Lola
stood under the cascade of hot steaming water trying to make sense
of what was happening, and of her day so far. She wasn’t having
much luck with that. There was water coming from above, from a high
round jet of hundreds of tiny holes. And then there were jets
coming into her torso from the side walls. It was like a total
enclosure shower that was micro controlled by Lola herself. But it
felt like heaven to her. She washed off her makeup, washed her
hair, and then her body. There was even an electric toothbrush that
she could brush that taste of spent semen out of her mouth
with.

Greta
literally had prepared everything for her. Lola, as she stood in
that cascading steaming water felt very lucky. There was something
deep inside her that felt ‘happy’ as well and she put that down to
the fact that she had met Greta and now she was in this position of
being helped by this woman. There would have been a case to wonder
what would have happened if she hadn’t met Greta that day at the
Saatchi. Her issues and what she needed this woman’s help with
didn’t just appear, or come into being overnight and so, how would
it have panned out? She couldn’t understand that. She didn’t have
the response to her own questions so she didn’t bother. She simply
basked in the hot water and ‘joy’ if joy was the right word that
Greta was going to help her. And as she basked, she slipped her
fingers between her sex lips and she found her clitoris at the top
end of her slit and then she pressed. She pressed and rubbed that
bundle of nerves until she climaxed. And as she climaxed in that
cascade of water, her knees buckled a little bit and she went down
to the floor of the shower, she was still orgasming in the corner
of the shower, orgasming and shaking. And there was a little
sobbing as well, but that sobbing was one of relief that she was
where she was.

Lola had
seen what was on the bed before she got in the walk-in shower. She
had been a little bit perplexed at what was there. Just a pair of
stockings - expensive, sheer stocking that were self-supporting
like her own. And a simple pair of strapless court shoes with
spiked stilettos, much like the ones she wore herself. And yet
again they were expensive, very expensive. Lola had scanned the
bedroom, and the adjacent dressing room and she’d spotted all the
makeup products she could ever need. She saw anything and
everything she could ever need. And she puzzled with herself for a
few seconds before undressing and getting into the shower - should
she put makeup on again for Greta? Would that be what the older
woman would want to see or would she want to see Lola in her
stripped back form in just her stockings and heels? This was a
decision that Lola would have to come to once she had showered and
dried herself off. And once she had pulled on those beautiful
stockings. Once again she was perplexed - just stockings, and heels
and no panties. In effect Lola would be naked in Greta’s presence
and she was trying to get her head round that. But she was thinking
that with what she had told Greta how her day had been and what she
had done with her boss, that being in the presence of another woman
in just stockings and heels was nothing in the bigger scheme of
things. It was just something that she could do. And would have to
do.

“It’s good that you chose to makeup like a whore Lola. I like
that. That is the canvas I have to work with and the canvas that
you accept.” Lola had indeed decided to go with full makeup even
though she hadn’t been told to. In a way, for her the makeup,
garish, over the top, was mask like. To an extent it was something
that she was able to hide behind. But Greta was right - there was
this penny dropping moment that Lola had - maybe that she’d had
more than one time. And that was accepting what she was, and that
she needed help. She got what Greta said, about the canvas that she
had to work with. She got that and in a way that relaxed her. “I
felt I needed to makeup Greta. I’m sorry, I should have asked.” And
there was this genuine regret in Lola that she hadn’t asked for
clarification as to what she should do. “Nonsense girl. You used
your initiative - as much initiative as a whore can use. You headed
straight for the makeup. That’s what girls like you do.” And
Greta’s eyes were pouring all over Lola and this time there was
even less covering Lola than there had been before.

She was
indeed naked except for those stockings and heels. But what was
obvious was the fact that Lola was a stunning, stunning woman.
There had been that obviousness when she was dressed as a whore for
work earlier. But this was ‘more’. There was the length and the
natural taper of her delicious legs, and the contrast of those
darker tops elasticated to her fleshy upper thighs. And then there
was the neat and tidiness of her sexuality. Lola had always kept
herself hair free and smooth down there. Probably from the first
time she grew or noticed pubic hair she had cut then shaved it off.
She hated hair down there. She simply felt ‘better’ when she was
smooth down there. There was more to that smoothness now though. It
was like she ‘should’ always be smooth. She was a whore after all
and her sexuality was part of her unique selling point and so,
smooth was the way to be. “I like you hairless, and smooth Lola,
it’s how you should be.” And Greta was confirming what Lola already
thought. Greta was still sitting in her window seat and Lola was
standing for her, right next to her. Lola had brought her hair up
again into that high tight pony tail and she was perched on the
tops of those high heels. The trouble was those heels forced
something of an arrogance that wasn’t deliberate in Lola. Rather it
was deliberate in the high heels. One leg straight and the other
splayed out a little bit. And there was that hint of a jutting hip.
All in all it was amplified for Lola. It was like she was aware of
how she looked, how she was standing and what she would have looked
like to anyone else who might have seen her.

But the
thing was that she was now with Greta and so it didn’t matter. She
was with the woman who was going to help her. Greta understood. She
understood her issues and she was going to help with them and that
was a good thing. That made her relax more. She didn’t have to hide
the way she was, the way she stood or the way she splayed her legs.
She could be who she was and Greta was watching her closely, taking
in this younger woman as she absorbed her own issues and then
getting ready to deal with them. “I’m going to help you more than
you might think Lola. You NEED help and I am the one you need to
help you.” Those were words that would be music to Lola’s ears.
“But no more orgasms for you Lola. No more orgasms unless you have
been a good girl and ‘I’ give them to you. Do you understand that
Lola?” That was direct and it was unexpected. And Greta didn’t just
say the words, she pierced Lola with her eyes. “Uh, yes, yes I
understand.” She did understand - there wasn’t that much not to
understand. Greta was forbidding her from orgasming. It was like
this woman already knew that she pleasured herself. She even had
some kind of sense that Greta knew that she had pleasured herself
in the shower already. But that could have been her mind working
overtime. But in any case, now she understood that she couldn’t do
that anymore.

She had
started to think that the orgasms were like a release for her. That
giving herself an orgasm was something that she could secretly do
and that would help her through this ordeal she was going through.
But in a few words, just a few simple words, Greta had put a stop
to that. “If you remain without orgasmic pleasure, you will be more
focused Lola. You’ll get through what I have to put you through in
a more correct frame of mind. Can you see what I am trying to tell
you?” And there was this silence. Lola shifted her weight from one
stiletto to the other, and in doing that she exchanged the splayed
leg for the other one. “Yes, yes I think so Greta. I think so.” And
there was thing in Lola that she was already feeling the isolation
around her growing, and seeding even if she was being brought
closer and closer to Greta.

 



CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


WEDNESDAY - 3 Days Ago

 


The fact
was that she didn’t understand not really. At least she was
beginning not to understand. Lola did understand the basics - that
she was a whore who needed this woman’s help. But Greta was delving
into the depths now. And it was like she was speaking from
experience. It was like Lola was not the first ‘whore’ Greta had
‘helped’ and there was this strange but strong feeling in Lola as
she stood with this woman’s eyes pouring over her at will, that
things would get worse for her somehow, before they got better. She
understood no more orgasms. She got the concept of that - but what
she wouldn’t be getting at this point was what that actually would
mean in practice. The denial of sexual release - she couldn’t
understand that it would be something that would build and build
until she ‘needed’ to orgasm. Not necessarily that she wanted to
orgasm, but that she NEEDED to orgasm. She wouldn’t understand that
it would be something that would affect her psychologically. The
need in her to orgasm, to climax would be a physical thing, but it
would be a physical thing that would morph and blend in with the
psychological. And when that happened, then she would know what the
denial of orgasm meant to her. There was a lot for Lola to learn,
but there was a lot of what would become suffering for her to
endure as well.

“The fact is that you are getting wet again already Lola. That
whore juice of yours is oozing out and that needs to be contained
and we will be containing it.” Greta spoke casually, and she spoke
obscenely but for some reason the way she spoke made it sound like
she was decent, superior, and that Lola was not. Lola hadn’t been
aware of her own wetness at that point but now she was. Now that
Greta mentioned it, there it was - and to her that was odd. “I’m
sorry Greta, really I’m sorry.” And Greta would have liked the
apology from Lola. The apology would have signalled guilt and Greta
like that. It was part of what she did - to layer guilt onto and
into the younger woman and then she could begin to help her. “Never
apologise for what you are Lola. Or who you are. Remember I am
going to help you live your ‘best life’ and that best life begins
now. With an orgasm not attainable for you, you can focus on your
best life. The best life chosen for you.” Again Greta spoke
casually. It was business as usual for her. For her there was
nothing amiss here, nothing untoward. And yet in her mind she would
already be knowing that Lola would be trying, deep down to think of
a way to circumnavigate the orgasm denial or prohibition. Greta was
a woman who had more experience in such things than she would ever
let on in the open. Her’s was an experience that ran deep. An
experience of such things that ran back over years, decades even.
And right now she was more than aware that Lola would have been
using the orgasms to help her cope. Or that she was learning that
to escape and immerse into masturbation would be something that
would help her. Greta was a woman who would have known from the
word go, probably very shortly into that meeting at the Saatchi,
that she had, or would soon be stirring this young woman’s
sexuality and that she would be stirring deep seated urges in her.
She would have known it, and everything she said, everything she
did from the point she knew that would have been to do with that.
Everything she did, said, her tone of voice, her body language
would have been designed to reel Lola in. And she did very much
reel Lola in. The truth of the matter was that Lola was like a
sitting duck with no defences. A very pretty, very attractive
sitting duck, but one none the less.

“It’s going to be ok you know Lola. I’m going to help you every
step of the way. I KNOW how much a whore like you wants to cum. But
what I am going to do for you is not just prohibit you from doing
that, but ‘prevent’ you from doing it. I have something else for
you to wear before I go onto to something else that is very
important going forward. I have to go over something that will
probably shock you. But once you get over the shock you will
understand why and you will realise it’s for the best.” And of all
things, Greta was now speaking in riddles. It was another layer of
non-understanding that was sweeping over the bemused young woman.
Greta was holding up something that was like a belt. Like a shiny
stainless steel belt like device. And Lola was still trying to get
her head round how she was going to manage getting through all of
this with not even being able to orgasm. She couldn’t even grasp
how important ‘orgasm’ and climax would become to her and yet she
was thinking like this. She couldn’t understand how orgasm, or the
lack of it would become part of her psyche. How it would become
part of her ‘life’. How it would become the biggest part of her
life - the biggest torture in her life. This was the crux of it for
Lola, her being hit with that freight train of denial and addiction
and control. She had already been hit with one freight train, one
of realisation, but it would go deep, much deeper than
that.

“What is it Greta? What is that?” And Lola was referring to the
item that Greta was holding up. “It’s a female chastity device
Lola. You wear this and its locked on to you. You won’t be able to
remove it. And at its most basic form it will prevent you from
obtaining any pleasure at all from sex. It will prevent you from
obtaining the stimulation you need to obtain orgasm. But the
important thing is that it won’t stop the desire in you. It won’t
stop the ‘need’ in you. And it is that ‘need’ that I in turn need
to harvest so that you focus on what is now important to you. On
what is the single most important thing for you - living your best
life.” Lola was listening - she was listening to every single word
that Greta was saying and she was taking it in, processing it. And
Greta was talking in a way, in a fashion and speed that allowed
Lola to process the words. “But this device is more complex that
what I have just described Lola. It will also be able to give you
pleasure, if ‘I’ deem that you deserve it. You can orgasm with it
on, but that won’t be down to you to control. You can be given
stimulation but again that won’t be yours to control. There will be
times when the need for stimulation and need will drive you almost
mad, but it won’t be your choice to get either. All of that will be
down to me Lola, do you understand that?”

Lola was
trying, she was really trying to get her head round what she was
being told and as she was doing that so Greta was rearranging
herself so that she could fit the device as of immediately. “This
is permanent Lola. You won’t be able to remove it, even if you feel
desperate to do that - and you WILL feel desperate at times. You
will be able to toilet, more or less as normal once the urethra
tube part of the device in fed down through your urethra and down
into you bladder. The other ‘number 2’ toileting will only be
possible with my help, and my permission in that I unlock the rear
portion - the rear tube that will be up inside your anal canal and
into your bowels. I will decide when this kind of toileting can
take place. You will have to get used to the fact that I control
all of it. You can pee when you feel the need to, for now. If I
feel you need to be further disciplined for any reason then I will
take that privilege off you. Do you understand what I am saying
Lola?” And the fact was that Lola didn’t understand now. She was
being given all of this information, all of these words that she
was being expected to process. It wasn’t as though Greta wasn’t
giving her time to process the words because she was.

And this
was it now - it was at this precise point that things were
changing. It was at this precise moment that Greta was taking
control, complete control of Lola. And the way she was doing it was
as though it was the most natural thing in the world. Lola had
known she was going to be ‘helped’ and that was all that she had
needed to process. But now she was learning what that help
entailed, or at least a little of what it entailed. She was being
told the mechanics of what that help meant to her. Now she was
learning for real that things would most definitely get worse
before they got better. Even the fact that her sexuality would be
controlled, or her sexuality would be taken away from her was
highlighting it. And that highlighting it was stimulating her. If
she was honest with herself right at this point she would easily be
able to orgasm again. It felt like she needed an orgasm right at
this point. She wouldn’t have been like that before. She had always
pleasured herself when she felt like it but now she knew that she
wouldn’t be able to do that and so she wanted it. The denial was
turning her into an addict before it had even been implemented. And
there was that other thing as well - the degradation that was
imbibed in being so controlled by another woman. This was something
that would not be so easy for her to wrap her head around or cope
with.

The fact
that the basics, like her toileting, that were private and personal
to her, would not be any more was something else that she was
having trouble getting her head round. It was like she was shaking
her head to herself inside her mind. It was like she was
experiencing a form of rebellion but that was not coming out of her
mouth at all. It was just in her head. It was just forming like a
white noise in her mind. “I know this is probably all difficult for
you to take in right? All difficult for you to process and I get
that. I truly do understand you know?” And the thing was that it
was like Greta really did understand what the issues were with
Lola. It was like she really actually did know what was required to
unravel these issues. Lola had that bemused look on her face, like
someone might who was just about to be sectioned under the mental
health act for their own and other’s safety. And there was this
‘deeper’ sense of giving up control that was inside Lola’s head
now. There was this sense of a deeper more profound giving up of
her liberty, although whether she would be able to think of it like
that one could only guess. Lola would have been feeling the walls
closing in around her that was for sure. She would be feeling that
things were just tightening up around her and she wouldn’t have
been really in a psychological position to work that out, not right
now. There would have been this feeling of being in an enclosed
space, one that she might want desperately to get out of but
couldn’t.

Greta was
working though. She was working expertly, and precisely. “You just
spend this time thinking Lola, whilst I fit this device. You just
lose yourself for a little while as I do this and when I bring you
back, you’ll be all set. And you know, this device is so, so
clever, I paid for the research and development myself you know?
There is no other device like it. It takes care of, in either
denial or providing, pleasure, it takes care of your toileting
needs and it takes care of any form of punishment, if punishment is
required.” And Greta was introducing another word for Lola to
process. She was introducing the word ‘punishment’, just like she
had introduced ‘discipline’ earlier and that hadn’t been a word
used before so that was tumbling round her psyche now. “I know what
you are thinking Lola. You’re thinking that you won’t need to be
punished because you are going to just do everything I want you to
do, you are just going let me help you. And I know you’ll do that.
But trust me, I know that there WILL be times that punishment will
be required simply because of what I have to do to you and with you
to help you live your best life. But that is all for the future.
That’s all to come. You just relax if you can, I’ll fit this device
to you, lock it, and from then we are good to go. And you know, you
won’t even have time in your mind to look back. Not to any great
extent anyway.”

There was
this sense that Greta was holding something back - even that she
was holding a lot back. There was this sense that she was
emphasising the help that she was giving to Lola to live her best
life, whatever her best life was, but that she was holding
something else, other things back. And that was the crux of it -
that was draw of Greta. It would be the draw for Lola as well. The
mystery of this woman who was becoming more of a mystery every time
she opened her mouth to speak. With everything little thing she
divulged, there were more questions and more mystery to her. Lola
wouldn’t know it but it was this mystery and this uncertainty that
would allow her to, and make her give herself to this woman more
and more. At the very root of it was her sexuality, and her sexual
urges. Greta had tapped into those sexual urges early on in this
process and it was that, that was now gripping Lola. Lola wouldn’t
be able to work this out - she wasn’t supposed to be able to work
it all out. And that she couldn’t work it all out was all part of
the plan, the process of taking her deep, then deeper. Greta’s
voice faded out and Lola was deep in thought. She was aware of
Greta doing things around her, and inside her as she stood docile
for her. She was aware of the lubricated urethra tube being slipped
in and down into her bladder. And then she was aware of her own
‘gasp’ as the anal appendage was slipped up, and then inflated to
make it tight inside her to her inner anal walls. In effect that
anal appendage, the one that hijacked control of her number two
toileting, would become a part of her. It would be like a part of
her physiology - like it had grown with her and into her and there
would be the enlargement of it as well, the inflation of it to
come.

The thing
was that Greta worked with an expertise that was not natural if
anyone was to be honest about it. This was a woman of substance, a
woman of wealth and culture - a woman with contacts in the
hierarchy of the establishment. And yet what she was doing now with
Lola was completely out of that orbit. It was something that was
completely at odds with everything else. She worked with confidence
and a skillset that said more about this other side of her than
anything else. That she was able to disable Lola’s toileting with
little effort was something that almost chilled to the bone. It was
something that defied any sort of realistic belief. And that Lola
was in a space that allowed her to allow this woman to do it was
something else that was questionable. Indeed, that an older woman
could have this level of control after having barely laid a finger
on Lola was something that needed to be questioned at least in the
mind. It was something that never quite settled on the psyche that
well - or not at all.

Lola was
aware of those things inside her, and then the tightness of the
crotch stainless steel band being brought up into place. The waist
band or the belt was already snugly fitted above her hips and the
crotch band was slipped between her legs and first, loosely
secured. That would be fine-tuned and adjusted once Greta had
manipulated the clitoral section. To do that she needed to
stimulate the clitoral bundle of nerves so that they swelled up and
presented themselves to a little hole in the band. Those clitoris
nerves would then be pulled through the hole and that hole then
adjusted so that it was tight around the base of the bundle. That
was the very source, the very core of Lola’s future torment and she
had moaned wetly at this older woman manipulated her. This had been
the first time that Greta had touched her intimately - but it was
intimately in a business like way. She had something to do with
Lola’s clitoris and she just got on with it. Once those clitoral
nerves were restricted and constricted, there was a little cap
placed over so that outside simulation was impossible. And it was
that cap that would be ‘the’ bane of Lola’s life. Once that was all
done, Greta did the fine tuning on the device as a whole. She
tightened it all up, brought the crotch up so that the anal and
vagina appendages and tubes were firmly in place and immovable.
There were little gasps from Lola as she was adjusted like this but
Greta worked accurately and quickly. “There you’re just about done
Lola, are you back with me? The anal intrusion will be gradually
inflated more and more so that you are stretched but this will be a
gradual process. Just focus on me now Lola.” And Greta was speaking
gently. She knew that Lola would have been lost in her own thoughts
as she worked but that was what she wanted her to be.

“I think so. Uhm… I think so yes.” But the truth was that Lola
wasn’t having much luck in unravelling her own thoughts right at
this point but Greta knew that as well. It was like this woman knew
the process inside and out. Lola first had to get used to how she
felt with the device fitted. She had to get used to the stance that
it forced. That anal appendage was fitted, slipped up inside her
deeply and then inflated and so that made her feel different
inside. It made her accentuate her own slut stance, if that makes
sense. It made her continuously shift her weight from one stiletto
to the other. It made her splay her long stockinged legs more as
she stood - first one leg than the other. That device, although
looking like no more than something made up of two stainless steel
bands, but that were much, much more, altered more or less
everything about Lola’s femininity. It didn’t just alter the way
she felt, it altered the way she appeared. There was something
about it that actually, changed her very being and she would be
feeling that but not understanding it. She would be feeling that
change and knowing that it had taken place but she wouldn’t be
understanding it and this was what she was having to deal with as
she was coming out of her own deep thoughts.

“You’re doing fabulously well Lola. I’m proud of you.” And
those would be words that would make Lola feel good. Yes she would
be feeling the change in her, not just in her body from that device
but in her mind, and she would want to hear words like that from
Greta. Kind words and not words to scold her or criticise her. She
would be feeling a little light headed and those words would have
helped her. “Thank you so much. I’m so nervous about this.” And
nervous was a word that Lola used to try to encircle all the other
emotions and sensations that she felt. Nervous was as good a word
as any and she was shifting from one high heel to the other. Greta
didn’t respond to her straight away, it was like this woman was
drinking the sight of Lola in. Like she had reached a milestone
herself. Like she just wanted to spend a little time taking it in.
Maybe this was the point at which Greta reached her own personal
point of no return. Maybe with the fitting of that device to Lola
she knew that now, there was no going back. That now she had Lola
where she needed her to be so that she could begin the real work.
That now that real work could begin. “It’s natural for you to feel
nervous Lola. This is a big step for you - the step you’re taking
to live your best life. Nerves are natural although I suspect you
are feeling much more besides. But you shouldn’t worry about a
thing. I am going to take care of everything for you. You don’t
need to worry about a single thing from now on.” And then just for
a little while she stopped talking.
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And there
was that change in Greta’s tone. A big change that maybe told of
that milestone that she had reached. For some reason Lola was
picking up on that as well. Maybe there were the first pangs of
realisation that she was now involved in something that she
shouldn’t be. Maybe even there were the very first pangs of her
regretting what she was involved in now - pangs of cravings to be
in her old life again. To be back in the life she had been in and
had been happy with. Her little flat, not her whore flat at all,
and back in her job at the Natural History Museum - the job she had
lived for, and maybe she was even getting the first realisations
that there was no way back for her, from this point. Maybe that
change in Greta’s tone was a deliberate one. Maybe it was something
that was being layered into her psyche deliberately. Certainly the
longer this went on the more it seemed that Greta had an unlimited
amount of skills on which to call to do the kind of things that she
did to other, younger women.

Lola was
aware of Greta slipping a glass of wine into her hand. “We should
make a toast Lola, to ‘new beginnings’ and to ‘Lola’s best life’.
And Greta was smiling. She was smiling that famous sharp toothed
smile of hers. The more this woman revealed about herself the more
those slightly sharpened fangs made sense. Lola brought the glass
up to her lips gratefully. Probably more than at any time before
this she felt she needed that alcoholic bite at the back of her
throat when she swallowed. But before she took a sip, and whilst
she was in that slightly bemused state she toasted, “to new
beginnings, and to my best life.” And then she sipped. Greta smiled
again and she indicated with one hand and one finger for Lola to
turn on the spot for her. She didn’t need to verbalise it, Lola
knew what she wanted her to do and she did it. She turned on her
heels, on the spot so that the older woman could just look at her.
So that she could just drink her in with her evil eyes.

She still
felt strange, that device fitted tightly to her most feminine and
private bits, and the tightness of it, and the inflated appendage
inside her anus, and all further tightened up and accentuated by
the height of the heels she was wearing. “You really are delicious
Lola. A delicious whore. It’s almost, but not quite, a shame that I
have to help you.” That seemed an odd thing to say, a disturbing
thing to say even. And it was like Greta was reminiscing about what
it could be like, living with Lola the whore and not have to change
her at all. But that was short lived. “You’ll feel a little tingle,
any time now Lola. A little tingle in and around your clitoris. I
want you to feel that tingle because I want you to be focused on
your sexuality for a little while.” Greta was talking but she was
working at the same time. “This little medical bag, it will be
velcro’d to your thigh and the tube connected to the clitoral cap.
The bag will collect your juices. It’s important at all times that
I see how much whore juice you are producing. And it’s important
that you know as well. Its most important that YOU know what a
whore you are now, so that later you can compare - sort of a ‘now
and then’ snapshot.”

Lola
looked down as Greta worked strapping the bag to her thigh, and
then connecting up the tube. There was this sense of ultra
degradation that was existing in Lola. But it was deep inside her
like at core level and she didn’t get that. Did she have to feel
degraded like this? She thought about asking Greta about that but
then the tingling started and she gasped. “Ohhhhh.” And it was like
she swallowed hard right at that point. “Ohhhh indeed Lola. This is
what I need to do. I need you to be focused on that pleasant
sensation you can feel. No-one said you couldn’t feel pleasant
sensations, just that you couldn’t experience orgasm and climax
anymore.” And there was almost this glee in Greta’s voice that was
only just about containing itself. Now Greta was back up and she
was sliding out a big brown envelope from inside a desk drawer
nearby. “How does it feel honey? That feel nice for you?” And all
the time she was enquiring as to how Lola felt, and what she was
feeling because she needed her to be in that special place where
she could only think of that pleasure that she was feeling but also
the words that she was speaking. The truth of it was that she
probably knew more than Lola herself, how she felt at this time.
Just like she knew what she was going through.

“Mmmm that feels so nice Greta, so nice!” And she wasn’t lying.
And neither was Greta’s smile anything but sincere. “It’s beautiful
isn’t it sweetheart? You’ll come to ‘love’ that sensation and more
besides it. You’ll come to crave everything I give you, you know
that don’t you Lola? And when you are in a state of constant
craving then you will begin to live your best life.” And there was
this sense that surely a state of constant craving was not good at
all. There was this sense that a sense of constant craving and
addiction was something that would be insidious. But there was also
a sense that this was what was required so that she could live her
best life. There was this sense that Lola was taking in these
words, these words about craving and addiction, and constant, in a
good way. Like all those things would lead to her best life. It was
like that tingle being sent into the roots of her clitoral nerves
via that device were mushing her mind. Like those tingles, and
those deep sensations of pleasure were fucking with her mind from
the word go. And that was because they were.

“You need to know Lola that I have been in touch with your
boss, Piers.” And those were the words that would have struck
Lola’s psyche at the deepest core. Those were the words that might
have snapped her out of the pleasure trance she was in and she
shifted her weight from one stiletto to the other. Those words did
kind of stop her mind in its tracks. Those words did register and
they were processed. But they didn’t jolt Lola out of it. They
didn’t make her pull herself together and want to get out of this
triple mansion in the Eatons in a sharpish like manner. “Oh. I
don’t really understand, if I’m honest.” And there was this almost
drone like quality to Lola’s voice as she focused on getting the
most she could out of those sensations that her throbbing clitoris
was producing. Greta was laying out large, 12 by 10 pictures in
front of Lola. “These are the stills from your little sessions
earlier Lola - of you sucking his cock. You really are the
accomplished cock sucker aren’t you sweetheart? I have the video as
well. All in high definition, full colour and sound.” Greta spoke
in small snatches like she wanted and needed Lola to hear what she
was saying. And she knew that the younger woman would have been
processing it all infinitely slower. “No, no Greta thank you, I
don’t want to see the video. I’d rather not if you don’t mind. I
don’t need reminding what I am, or what I did.” And Lola was
running her tongue under her top lip because that pleasure was
building in her. More than once her hand wandered to her crotch and
to the device and she stroked it. She tried to get more intense
pleasure from her own fingers but couldn’t. Greta didn’t try to
stop that. The device was tried and tested and it was 100% what it
was designed for. Lola would never be able to orgasm with that
device fitted, UNLESS Greta allowed it.

“I didn’t think you would want to see the video. You will at
some time watch it though. And you will confront what you’ve done
and who you are.” Greta was talking all weird again - she did that
sometimes. But Lola was not getting it. Yes she’d had that shock to
her system that Greta had been in contact with Piers. But there was
no sense of when, or no sense of the time line involved. How could
she have been in touch with him, that was such a short time ago?
Deep down it didn’t make sense - but even deeper down it didn’t
matter to Lola. “We’ve collectively decided that you’re not going
to retain your job at the Museum anymore. Basically you have
finished there and now you will come to live here, with me, so that
I can help you with your best life.” Again there were the short
bursts of speech from Greta, giving Lola time to soak it up. And
Lola was soaking it up, but the pleasant sensation she was
receiving from the clitoral stimulation was fuzzing it out a little
bit. That pleasure was blunting the edges of what she was being
told. She was hearing it and understanding it but he focus was
elsewhere. But that knowledge that she wouldn’t have her job any
more, that was something that registered more than the rest of it.
“My job, gone?” They were the only words she managed to get out
between her red lips. “That’s right Lola, gone. And how do you feel
about that?”

The pure
simple fact was that Lola didn’t know how she felt about it. She
didn’t know how she felt about any of it. She was moving on her
high heels in a way that told Greta she was trying to get the most
out of the sensations she was experiencing through the core of her
femininity and now, through the transparent tube attached to the
clitoral device addition there was a steady flow of her whore
juices being sucked into the bag that was strapped to her thigh..
And every so often she was sucking back a little bit of her spit,
her own drool. “I think it’s for the best Greta. I want to live my
best life and I won’t do that staying at the museum will I?” There
was this resignation in Lola’s voice but there was also that
simmering desire and arousal with what she was feeling between her
legs. There could have been relief that she wouldn’t have to see
Piers again but that was negated by the fact that she would suck
that cock again right here, right now if it was offered to her. The
arousal that the device fitted to her was giving her was something
that was deep, and it was a one way arousal. “That’s absolutely
right Lola. You cannot possibly live your best life if you try to
live like ‘normal’ people live.” There was this thing that Greta
was beginning to introduce something that she had been introducing
all the time but that had been under the radar kind of. That was
the destruction of Lola’s self-esteem. It was something that could
be done completely and thoroughly but it was something that had to
be done cleverly and expertly.

“You see Lola, your whore juices, being sucked from you and
into the bag. That’s a good sign. A good sign that you are where
you need to be for your best life.” There was so many
contradictions to what Greta was intimating and saying. At first
that word ‘help’ had been used, but that would slowly be dropped -
it would slowly be eradicated when it didn’t need to be used
anymore. The fact was that Lola would be taken so far down the road
of ruination that she would know that she wasn’t being helped. She
would know but by the time she did know it would be too late for
her. Bringing Lola’s attention to the bag strapped to her thigh,
with her juices being sucked in, was a tool to enhance her
degradation. It was something else that would eat away at her
self-esteem. It would be just another thing, one of many things
that had been or would be introduced to her mind that told her she
was not like other people, other young women. Right at this point
though she didn’t care. She was feeling that pleasure, she was
feeling that arousal and so it was ok for her. She was of the mind
as well that if she got pleasure like this maybe she could do
without the orgasm that would naturally occur under any other
circumstances. But bless Lola - she didn’t know anything about what
she was starting to go through. Those good feelings, those feel
good feelings were something that she was supposed to get. They
were the feelings that would draw her in - things that would kick
start the addictive process. At this precise time she had not as
single clue about what she would go through as time went
on.

For now
Lola was just being warmed up. “It’s important you know Lola that
all you have to think about now, is your best life. All you have to
know is that the centre of your universe in that pleasure between
your legs. All you have to know is that you don’t have to make any
decisions. That you don’t have to be bogged down with everyday life
decisions, the trials and tribulations because all of that will be
taken care of for you. I am going to take care of all that for you.
You don’t have to worry about a thing anymore. All you have to do
is live your best life.” And Greta, with her words and her tone was
making it all sound almost like a fairy-tale. She was making it
sound like it was the perfect life. That Lola wouldn’t have to
worry about a thing. That she just had to live her best life and
that those trials and tribulations of real normal life would not
affect her at all. And she was taking in those words and she was
processing them. The way Greta spoke made her feel good. Lola was
still in that good place. She hadn’t been moved, in her mind, to
the other place yet. She didn’t even know that other place existed
yet. She would know but for now, and as a tribute to how
intelligent Lola was, and how brain dead she wasn’t, not yet, she
did ask Greta. “But surely there’s a price to pay, for me?” She
wouldn’t know where that question, the bluntness of it came from
under the circumstances but, it was a good question. Not just a
good question, but the best one.

Greta
didn’t respond straight away. She fiddled with something, like a
little remote control and the sensations to Lola’s clitoris were
turned up a little bit. And they had an immediate effect. Lola’s
made-up eyes opened wide, and she breathed out so sharply that she
catapulted a little drool from between her lips. And there was this
sense that she was disgusting for doing that. Here she was, in the
perfection of that triple mansion in the Eatons, and she was
spitting her drool out in an obscene fashion. Greta wasn’t put off
by the question, in fact if anything she was impressed with it. It
gave her a chance to cover more ground with Lola sooner that she
might have. “That’s true Lola. Everything has a price. And your
best life does not come cheap. I don’t mean cheap in financial
terms. I mean it doesn’t come cheap in terms of what you will
become, how you live. All of that will become apparent in due
course. But what you have to realise now is that you have to give
yourself, all of yourself, to me. That is you have to give ALL of
you to me so that nothing is left behind. You might not know what
that means yet, but again that will become apparent in due course.
What you will pay in terms of price for your best life will be
huge, but for you, you will live your very best life. That is the
best life that is available to you.”

Greta
spoke slowly but she also spoke cleverly - Lola’s best life now was
not necessarily a good one. It was the best one under the
circumstances. If Lola had been able to think straight, if she had
been able to think logically, then she would realise how much
things had changed along a timeline that was just a couple of days.
She would realise that this woman had set out to ‘help her’. But
that over the two days or so, that things had changed. That there
was this nastiness introduced - not a direct nastiness but one that
was almost invisible to the naked eye. It was a nastiness that was
dressed up as ‘help’ for her. But that help was slowly being
eradicated and replaced by her need to give all of herself. Being
replaced with her need to pay the price for her ‘best life’,
whatever that best life was. And if she could think even
straighter, if she could just put things into the right order in
her mind she would look at herself - at how she had attended work,
the work she loved for two days and had been decimated because of
looking like a whore. And how she had sucked her boss’s cock until
he shot his cum down her throat. And now how she had now lost her
job in pursuit of her best life. Even if she had been able to work
that much out she would realise that where she was heading was not
to a good place and not to her best life at all. At least, not to a
best life as she had imagined it.

And that
was the thing. Had Lola been able to think straight even about the
past then she might have snapped out of it. There was no certainty
that she would snap out of it. But that was an opportunity that was
not offered to her. That was something that was taken away from her
- the ability to think straight hadn’t been something that she was
able to take advantage of. It was something that had been
deliberately taken from her in the form of having her mind fucked
with. And that was a fact, that her mind had been fucked with from
the time she met Greta in the Saatchi. It bore all sorts of
thoughts and questions about what had happened and how it happened.
It had been like a chance meeting in the Gallery. It had been like
a pure coincidence that had happened between the two women. But was
it really like that? Did it happen like that or was there more to
it? Was it even a chance meeting at all?

Or was it
something for some reason that had been planned and orchestrated?
Lola’s trip to the Saatchi had been random. But that didn’t mean
that she wasn’t being watched and the right time being waited for
so that the meeting could happen, did it? Maybe it was a good thing
that Lola couldn’t think straight because she would have more than
enough to be going on with. And now there was the ponderous,
debilitating thought about what would happen to Lola’s mind if she
knew what the future held in store for her. The recent past was bad
enough. And that recent past was something, more than enough, for
her to have to contend with, if she could think logically. But if
she had even the slightest, the tiniest hint of what the future
held for her, then …. Who knows?

 



CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


WEDNESDAY - 3 Days Ago

 


“I didn’t think of all that. I should have but didn’t.” If
anything, Lola sounded like a lost soul. What Greta had said had
pierced through to her mind and now she was dealing with that. The
price she would have to pay for her best life. She was processing
it, what it meant. How could she be so stupid as to think there
would be no price to pay? But then she didn’t think that because
she had asked the question. But she was shocked by the answer that
the older woman had come up with. She was not just shocked - she
was something else as well. “You didn’t need to think of it Lola.
You have to remember that you are going into something that is
lifelong - a lifestyle. So the obvious will not always come to you
straight away. You will learn in time. This is a journey you are
going on. A journey to your best life.” And there was Greta again,
letting little bits out at a time. Now it wasn’t just helping Lola
live her best life. It was all about lifestyle and lifelong. That
sounded like something that didn’t end. It sounded like something
that was a constant. Greta had mentioned a journey and that might
hint that a journey would come to an end and that somewhere along
the line would have a conclusion. But for some reason there was
this sense that Lola’s journey would not end at all, and that it
would just go on and on - like that constant.

“Will I stay here all the time, with you?” Lola spoke but she
seemed a little distant. That could have been the sensations
between her legs, and the amount of whore juice that had been
sucked from her. But more like it was due to the fact that she was
having a lot, like a LOT of information to deal with and process
all at the same time. Somewhere inside her head she was
understanding that she was in some kind of trouble here. But that
thought was something that came and went in little dumbed out
flashes. And that thought was always drowned out by those pleasure
sensations between the legs. In a way she was grateful for that -
those sensations between her legs because she didn’t want to think
of those other things. She didn’t want to dwell on all of that
other stuff that was forming in her mind. Like, the thought that
she was in some kind of trouble. And this was a sign that the
process that Greta had begun was working. Lola was already using
the pleasure sensations between her legs to forget about the other
stuff and that was a good thing. That was something that needed to
happen. There was a possible sense that Lola was on this edge,
possibly on the edge of snapping out of it and that this could be
the danger for Greta. But there was no concern in Greta for this.
It was like she had it all under control - it was like she didn’t
have a care in the world.

“Yes Lola you will stay here with me, all the time going
forward. Now that this journey has started, you need to be under
constant supervision. Do you understand that? You need to be
supervised, and controlled so that the journey to your best life is
as smooth as it can possibly be.” Again Greta was giving little
hints as to what it would be like for Lola in this best life that
she was being taken to. And Lola was taking it in, she was
absorbing those words but at the same time diluting them with the
pleasure that she was being fed with. “Yes, yes I think I
understand. But I can go out, go shopping, and meet friends and all
that can’t I?” And there it was, another key question from Lola.
That might have been one question that had Greta on high alert. But
not a bit of it. “No Lola. You have to stay here and you have to
stay in. Girls like you don’t get to mix with normal people.” Greta
was using shock tactics, shock words to dumb down Lola and she
already knew that Lola didn’t have many friends, if any. It was
what the older woman did so well, inflicting that shock and
inflicting an undercurrent of subduing and reducing Lola. Once
again she was separating Lola from normal people. Once again she
was punishing her self-esteem with her words before she expanded on
that. “You stay here, supervised and controlled as you do this
journey that you have to do. You don’t get to do what normal, nice
girls do. You don’t get to go shopping. There’s nothing that you
need from shops. Remember, no decisions to make. All of that is
taken care of for you, by me. I am showing you your best life
remember?”

And this
must have resonated with Lola. That she wouldn’t be able to go out.
That she wouldn’t be able to meet her casual half-friends and go
shopping. That she would have to stay in. That would have made her
think about ‘sneaking’ out and back in. That it would be something
that she would have to do. Maybe now she was understanding what
Greta had said about sometimes she would need to be punished. If
that was the case then maybe that would be what she would have to
do and that since it was expected that she be punished anyway, that
it wouldn’t be such a bad thing for her to do. That she sneak out
when Greta wasn’t about. And that she could work it so that she was
out and back before Greta even knew she was gone, or had been out.
And Lola was working it out that if she got caught then she got
caught, then she would have taken the consequences. But that was
Lola not really getting it. Or it was Lola only getting part of it
because she was only being given parts of the bigger picture at a
time. That in fact all she was being given were tiny parts of the
bigger picture at a time so that she couldn’t yet form the whole in
her mind. And a huge part of that whole was that now, she was
virtually a prisoner in that big triple mansion in the
Eatons.

“I guess so. Part of the price I have to pay I suppose for
being shown and given my best life.” And Lola moved on her heels
and there was the click of the metal tips. She sucked in air as
another pleasure pulse raced through her. And as she did that she
pressed her glossed lips together and rolled them in. As she did
that there was this wet, dirty sound of her juices being sucked
into the transparent bag attached to the upper part of her thigh.
“That’s right good girl Lola, just absorb those sensations enjoy
them, immerse in them because you won’t always have them. They will
be taken away from you and given to you dependant on whether or not
I think you deserve it. But you are right. This is part of the
price that you have to pay for your own best life. Everyone has a
price to pay and yours is a lot higher than others. But you’ll
learn that it was worth it, you’ll learn that it is all for your
own good. That it is all for your best life.” Greta was so clever
with her words. She was giving it to Lola with one breath and then
taking it away with another. She was mixing it up and she was doing
that so casually. At least it seemed that it was casually. But
every word she spoke, every nuance that she put into what she was
saying was carefully measured. Her words were measured so that they
had just the right effect on Lola. And Lola was taking it all
in.

Greta
looked at the young woman and she was assessing her all the time.
She was studying her - the expressions, the ways she constantly
moved on her heels, the ways she changed when she was receiving
that pleasure. The way she breathed and the way the coped with it.
She looked at her generous breasts and she smiled because the
nipples were solid, elongated and thick with her desire. And she
was imagining that Lola would have this little throb in the depth
of her nipples that she would be able to feel but not that she
would understand, not really. And that throb forming a little itch
that she would not be able to scratch. For Greta it was all going
swimmingly well. Lola was slowly, very slowly being changed before
her own eyes. Her very essence was being changed in a way that the
young woman wouldn’t get until it was too late.

“It’s almost time to get you downstairs Lola. To get you to
your new home. But I would be interested to know what is in your
mind. What you are thinking right now?” Greta was smiling. Quite a
bit of what she said would have triggered thoughts in Lola. “What
about my flat? My friends, they will be asking about me. Looking
for me?” And in what Lola now asked there was bemusement. Like she
was partly coming to terms with the enormity of what she was
involved with slowly. “You don’t have to worry about a thing Lola.
All that has been taken care of. No-one will be asking about you.
Or wondering where you are. All of that has been taken care of.”
And again there was that cleverness in Greta. Now she would have
been making Lola feel that she wasn’t worthy of anyone asking about
her, where she was or why she wasn’t about any more. And the thing
was that Greta spoke in such a way that it did convince Lola that
was she was saying was right. That was because what she was saying
was right. Lola nodded as though she thought she understood but
again there was that bemusement written all over her face.
“Downstairs? But that’s the cellar right? I thought my room was
upstairs, where I shower and changed.” And again there was this
confusion in Lola’s voice and in her mind she was thinking ‘cellar’
as in a dank dark wet place that she would have to stay in like
some animal. Not quite! “It’s not exactly a ‘cellar’. Its a
basement suite of rooms. There’s a cage down there for you Lola.”
And Greta casually, ever so casually dropped that in but it was the
most shocking thing for Lola to hear at this time. “A cage? I don’t
understand?” And that was true, she really did not understand. Her
mind was switched from thinking about that awful dark damp cellar
with the water dripping somewhere in the darkness, to a place where
there was a cage, her cage and that was causing her some
consternation.

“Oh yes sweetheart, a cage! Because of what you are, a whore,
and because of what I have to put you through, you cannot have a
‘room’ as such. Remember I said you have to be supervised and
controlled at all times, right?” And again Greta was being casual
but what she was actually saying to Lola was shocking and it was
shocking Lola to beyond her core. Way beyond her very core. And one
had to wonder now what was going through Lola’s mind. Certainly the
opportunities to sneak out and back in now were not there. But that
was the least of it. She was dealing with the thoughts, with the
reality of having to be ‘caged’. That was awful in her mind. That
was something that was beyond what she could easily comprehend.
That she would be kept in a cage because of what she was. Now her
very essence was being fucked with. Now she had all these images in
her mind that weren’t good ones for her. She looked at the grand,
statuesque Greta knowing that this woman was going to cage her.
That really was beyond comprehension for her. It was something that
was beginning to give her waking nightmares.

 


THURSDAY - 2 Days Ago

 


Time now
just morphed into Lola’s reality. It just ‘went’ and it didn’t mean
anything anymore. Lola hadn’t been able to get used to the idea
that she would be caged at all. It was unlikely that any young
woman would be able to get used to such an idea. But being brought
down into the basement of the triple mansion via that door under
the grand staircase, it was something that she was having to come
to terms with and having to come to terms with very quickly.
“Remember, you asked where the door led Lola and this is it. I
couldn’t tell you at the time, it was too soon. I had to talk to
you, prepare you and bring your mind to the right place first. But
this is it. This is your new home - at least this is your home for
the foreseeable future. There will be many facets to your journey
and some of them I don’t even know at this point because it depends
on how you react to you journey and how you behave. And it all
means that you could be re-located at any time depending on what I
think your needs are. And the first thing you need to learn Lola,
is as soon as you step down off this bottom step, you need to get
down on your knees and then to your all fours because down here,
you are required to ‘crawl’ not walk but crawl.”

Lola was
listening and absorbing the words that Greta was speaking but there
was this little movement of her head from side to side as though
she ether couldn’t believe what she was hearing, or that she didn’t
agree with what she was hearing. But Greta was ahead of her as she
always was. “I know you’re trying to think of the reason why you
have to be on all fours, ‘crawling’. I get that. It’s a simple fact
Lola that on the outside you are an extremely attractive, pretty
and elegant young woman. But you don’t deserve to be that here, and
definitely you don’t deserve that privilege yet. You don’t deserve
to be tall, and proud like that. There will be times when you will
be. But down here is your crawling place. This is where you will be
at your true level as I take you to your best life.” Greta stopped
speaking again and Lola, strangely had stopped on that bottom step
as though she had this feeling that if she stepped off, her legs
would be taken from under her by some strange invisible force and
there she would be, crawling. Just crawling. And yet Greta was
giving her hope as well, because she had said that she didn’t
deserve it ‘yet’. But was that another in a long line of false
hopes that were being seeded in her mind?

“It’s part of your journey Lola. Part of the journey that
‘whores’ like you have to take so that they can realise their best
life.” And Greta was indicating to the thickly carpeted floor in
that basement area at the same time as emphasising the whore word.
And immediately Lola stepped down. And she did move and shift on
her heels as though she would go down to her hands and knees
straight away, but there was just the slightest little bit of
hesitation. “It’s ok Lola. There’s no-one here to see you taking
this first step. There’s no-one except me to see you crawling round
on the floor like a whore.” And Greta was being truthful with what
she said. There was no-one to see Lola. It was just the two of them
and Greta was helping her after all. But there was that feeling,
that sense that this woman was using her words to make Lola
something worse than she already felt that she was. There was
something insidious about Greta’s words and how she used them. That
was the thing about Greta, how she used her words. How she was able
to add nuance and meaning to her words that would escape anyone
they weren’t meant for. But for Lola already ‘on edge’ in a way she
didn’t quite understand not yet, was taking those words and she was
applying all the bad parts to herself as though she was a bad, bad
girl. She was taking those words in the way that Greta was meaning
them. Greta was deliberately beginning the process of taking this
girl back to basics - she was in the process of stripping her back
and laying bare all that she needed to work on, and Lola was
feeling that. Today, that Lola felt vulnerable would be something
of an understatement.

Lola went
down to her knees, and then she leaned forward so that her generous
breasts were hanging underneath her and swinging. That would have
been the first thing that she felt, her heavy breasts swinging like
that under her as she got down to her all fours - and there would
have been the pressure of her hanging breasts behind her nipples -
that pressure, that weight adding to the ’throb’ that was there
when she was feeling those pleasure pulses between her legs.. This
might have been one of the first times that Lola was feeling
utterer humiliation at doing what she was doing. “Good girl Lola.
See it’s not that bad. Girl’s like you just need to find and then
maintain your own level. And its lucky for you that I am here to
find you your level. You don’t need to find your level - I have
found that for you.” And again Greta and her words being delivered
in the way that she wanted them to be delivered. She was helping
Lola again now - it was all for Lola’s own good and Lola should be
grateful that she didn’t have to deal with all the unsavoury little
bits of this journey because that was what she was here for. Greta
- the fairy god mother almost. Not!

And it
was in the very early stages of her being down on her hands and
knees that Lola was able to look around this basement space, to an
extent. A large room but not the full basement of the three
mansions and in that it hinted at there being more space - a lot
more space either side, and front and back of this room. This was a
deeply carpeted room - that carpet a deep, deep red in colour. And
yet the room was in darkness for the best part. It was almost in
complete darkness and the side walls were only hinted at because of
that darkness. But in the middle of this space - the very middle of
it was the cage that Lola would have to crawl into, and be locked
inside of. And that cage was lit brightly from above. That upside
down V of light just highlighting the cage and nothing else. It
aided the eerie feeling that was evident. Lola coming to the
conclusion that she wouldn’t have been able to walk into the cage
upright anyway. She would have had to get down and crawl in, even
if she wasn’t on her all fours now. But she was having trouble
coming to terms with was the fact that the cage was small. It
seemed very small for her to fit inside and live inside. But then
she remembered Greta’s words about having to be supervised and
controlled at all times. And that was making her understand the
smallness of the cage. It was helping her to understand why she
would need to be so restricted. But that understanding was twisted.
It was accepted but it was accepted by a mind that had been
severely twisted and to an extent altered.

“Your cage Lola. YOUR cage!” Greta spoke as though this was
something that Lola should not only be grateful for, but that she
should be ecstatic about. And the older woman was indicating to the
cage, she was using one hand, but an extending a finger as though
she wanted Lola to begin the crawl to the centre of the room where
that cage was. The ceiling down in the basement was low and that
added a kind of claustrophobic feel to it and Lola was imaging
that, on top of being inside the cage, locked in. She tried to do a
stocktake of where she was now but she was having trouble with
that. She tried to think a then and now scenario but she wasn’t
having much luck with that either because of those pulses of wet
pleasure between her legs. There were flashes of thinking that she
wanted to be back in her normal life again. There were flashes of
her just wanting to be in her flat, and going to work every day and
of being happy like she was.

But then
the crashing down and into something like despair when she realised
that her job didn’t exist anymore, and that nothing of her normal
life existed anymore. That despair just growing and growing as she
looked around her, like some kind of crawling, bemused animal, as
she headed for the cage. “Good whore Lola. You know this makes
sense. You know it makes perfect sense.” And there was the sound of
Greta’s voice slipping into her psyche as another pleasure pulse
made her clitoral bundle throb and as Greta exchanged her name for
the whore word. And there was that sucking sound as well as her
juices were sucked down that transparent tube and into the bag
attached to her stockinged thigh. This was the beginning - this was
the beginning of the end for Lola.

 



CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


THURSDAY - 1 Day Ago

 


Time
started to mean nothing to Lola anymore. Especially time down in
that basement and in that cage. She could only have a very rough
guess at how long she had been down there. That basement didn’t
have windows to the outside world so there was no sense of night
and day. And she just about remembered that it was coming up to
night-time when she had been locked in that cage. And that was
something that she would never get over she didn’t think. She had
been shown the dregs of degradation by Greta as this woman stood
next to the wide open barred cage door and then watched down at
Lola as the younger woman crawled in. Lola would never get over
that - that very act of having to crawl into a cage like that in
front of this woman. She would never get over that sense of not
being human at all and there was a definite sense of that. That had
been a real, real feeling as she crawled inside a cage that was
really, too small for her - it had been a dehumanising thing for
her and that had made her question, was her ‘best life’ really
worth feeling like she felt at this time? But then the pleasure
pulses between her legs, in and around her clitoral bundle gave her
the answer to that and she sighed, her eyes rolled and she absorbed
that pleasure.

She’d
needed to crawl in and then fold herself up so that she could turn
and get into anything that might have resembled slightly, a
comfortable position but comfort wasn’t really on the cards. There
was no such thing as comfort in that cage. But that had just been
the icing on the cake of ultra degradation she felt on that crawl
in. Her getting in, peering out of the bars with her huge eyes and
then Greta closing the cage door with a metallic clanking sound and
then the click of the heavy brass padlock locking it up. Lola had
never been locked in a cage before. She had never even thought
about it. Why would she? This was something that was not only alien
to her, but also barbaric in her mind and yet, here she was locked
in a cage by another woman as though she was some sort of obscene
criminal.

For some
reason there was the thought that this was worse because Greta was
another woman - that it was another woman doing this to her. If it
was a man, a perverted deranged man then it wouldn’t be ok but it
would be sort of understandable - the evil that men do and all
that. But this was the evil that another woman was doing. Lola was
getting the evil now. She was understanding that an evil existed
and even that she should try not to be here anymore. But that
sensation between her legs, and the throb in her exposed, thick,
hard nipples was dumbing that down. Those sensations were kind of
making it alright, making all of that evil ok in her mind. And
there was a reward for her, wasn’t there, at the end of all this -
that reward being that she would live her best life? And so Lola
was more than aware off her normal life slipping away from her. She
was more aware of that at this time than ever. And she was aware of
a monumental change, a change in everything but she’d never be able
to explain it, not really.

Greta had
stayed with Lola for some time after she had locked that cage. It
seemed that there was this delight in Greta that she was able to
view this younger woman locked in a cage that was too small. There
seemed to be something of a sadistic voyeur about her. She had
circled that cage, and looked into it from various angles and
heights like some kind of successful predator studying her prey.
And she was always looking down on Lola. And Lola’s view was always
from somewhere very low, and looking up through the stainless steel
bars. Looking up to see this woman looking down at her as though
she was this captured oddity. Lola would struggle with herself, to
find the words to describe how she felt at this time. But the fact
was that there were no words. She went through all the obvious
words but never found one that was appropriate for how she felt. Or
there were no group of words to describe what she felt acutely,
bodily and in her mind. “Since this is your first day, locked up, I
will turn up the sensations you feel between your legs Lola. This
will help you get through this time in here. Would you like me to
do that, for you?”

And there
was this tone to Greta as though she was offering to do Lola a
favour in giving her a more acute and intense sexual sensation. She
didn’t say it or ask it as though testing Lola and yet she was. She
was looking at Lola through the bars, looking for a reaction to
what she was saying. Looking to see if there was any kind of light
in her eyes sparking up that she was being offered more of that
pleasure. And inwardly she smiled. “Oh, yes please Greta, would
you. Would you really do that for me?” And in Lola’s response there
was this sense that she felt she didn’t deserve any more pleasure
at all, but that if she got it she would be very grateful. Greta
smiled slightly and just showed a hint of her teeth this time. “Of
course I will my dear. Don’t forget we are taking this journey
together. We are doing it as one. I am going to show you your best
life and I will do everything in my power to make sure the journey
is as easy as it can possibly be for you.” And there was the sense
that Greta meant what she was saying, that she meant every single
word of what she was saying. Even that what she said was from the
heart. It was like she wanted to make the journey for Lola as easy
as she could even if she knew also that it would be anything but
that. And for Lola she was needing to take her mind off trying to
work out how she felt. She wanted to give that up as a total lost
cause and if she detected that extra pleasure being sucked from her
clitoris then, she would go with it. For her disturbingly, it was
win win. “Thank you so, so much Greta. Thank you SO
much.”

It wasn’t
right that this innocent young woman be grateful like this - it
just wasn’t. What it showed was that Greta’s work to date was being
successful. It showed that Lola as a woman was being reduced and
retarded. But now it was like she was being visibly reduced. It was
a cruelty that she might have sensed and yet that she couldn’t see,
or explain. And because she could sense that cruelty in one way or
another, she was showing gratitude for the kindness that Greta was
showing. And that made it, it made HER a sad sight and a sad sound.
Even during the ‘gasps’ when Greta upped the intensity of the
pleasure between Lola’s legs there was this smile from Lola - and
in that smile was sadness because it should not have been there -
she was smiling because of pleasure induced out of cruelty. This
was a young woman who was, or had been at the peak of her sexuality
and femininity. She was a woman who had her whole life ahead of
her. A woman who had been successful more so than a lot her age.
And yet she was in the process of having that taken away from her.
Not just that she was in the middle of having it taken away from
her but that she was having it cruelly taken by Greta. And all the
time that disturbing fact that this was another woman doing this to
her.

“I’m going to leave you alone now Lola, so that you can ponder
and think on where you are now, in your mind. And about how you
feel about being taken to your best life. I want you to spend the
time well Lola. Spend it really analysing yourself and what you are
and where you are being taken to. I will be back eventually, and we
can continue. Just remember Lola, your best life awaits.” If only
Lola could think. If only she could think just two logical words it
would be something. With that increased pleasure, it was even more
impossible than it had been before. And she could hear herself
making noises with her mouth. Wet drooling noises that were not
ladylike. Noises that were as sad as this young woman had become.
Greta smiled through the bars and she paused ever so slightly to
hear Lola half whisper, half whimper the words, “Thank you Greta.”
And Greta stood to her full height as she responded, “You are very
welcome, whore.” And then she was gone. Back up the stairs to the
triple mansion. There was the noise of the door at the top of the
stairs closing and a key in the lock. Now Lola was really on her
own. But that pleasure between her legs, and in the base of her
nipples was incessant. And that pleasure was the only company that
she had. Even the lights were dimmed. That triangle of light was
still over her but was dimmed and that made the blackness beyond
that triangle even blacker. If it was intended that she feel alone,
and isolated, and that she was in a position that she could not get
out of, then Greta had succeeded.

 


An indeterminate amount of time later.

 


Lola was
at the end of her psychological and physical tether. She didn’t
even see or hear Greta coming back down and she may or may not have
sensed the light coming back up, but that was by no means a
certainty. The first she knew was when she peered up through her
own tears of despair and saw Greta looking closely through the
bars, and smiling. “I trust you’ve spent your time well, whore?” It
wasn’t really a question that she expected an answer to. It was
more like she was thinking out loud. And so she wasn’t so
disappointed when Lola couldn’t string two words together in
response. All there was, was this poor young woman covered in a
thin film of sweat from where that pleasure had been incessant and
constant. Had she been able to orgasm then maybe there would have
been the relief - maybe she wouldn’t be in this state. But orgasm
wasn’t on the menu. And the results of so much pleasure for so long
without orgasmic release had to be debilitating at the very least.
But there were Lola’s haunting eyes - blinking, squeezing out tears
over a face with ruined makeup. And then the trembling of her full
rosebud lips - and that was the most telling. Those lips - shaking,
trembling and as though thinking about trying to speak words but
then thinking better of even trying to do that. And there was the
almost sickeningly disturbing way Lola tried to fiddle with the
device that was fitted to her - like she was trying to get to the
most sensitive of her sexual nerve endings and wasn’t in the least
way ashamed of being seen like this. As though she needed that
orgasm. As though she needed to try to give herself that orgasm,
the need for which had built and built over the hours and hours she
had been in this place, in this cage. And it was as though this
woman had reached the end of something that she didn’t or wasn’t
able to contemplate - and would rather not have to. But that was
just it. She had to contemplate it.

The
change in Lola was not only obvious, it was stark. Certainly the
Lola that Greta returned to, was not even a shadow, not
psychologically that, she was. There was this essence of the
original Lola that was missing. Like the essence that had been
taken away. And in its place was this wretched, sexually addled
young woman who would do anything for release. Any release.
Anything! And Greta spent a long time just looking at Lola as
though this poor young woman was her creation and in a sense that
was true - she had created the Lola that was here now. She spent
time circling the cage, letting Lola know that she was there. And
that was important, that Lola knew that Greta was there. That she
was there now with her. She had spent a long time alone - she
didn’t know how long, time meant nothing to her. And if she could
convey what she truly felt then she wouldn’t give a flying fuck
about time anymore.

Greta was
in an expensive silk printed wrap round housecoat that was loosely
tied at the waist. And she had these high heeled fluffy topped
slippers on that gave the impression more than at any time that she
was the Lady of the manor. Except in this setting there was more to
it than that. In this setting there was something sick about how
Greta looked and how she was dressed - all that was missing was the
little toy dog under her arm and that was ‘sick’. Something more
than sickening. There was this perfect woman - this statuesque
woman, Amazonian, attractive, stunning and flawless prowling around
a cage with a younger less than perfect woman locked inside. And
with the knowledge that Lola had been perfect in her own way just a
few short days ago before this process started, there was another
layer of sickness and cruelty there. There was another layer of
absolute cruelty being applied. Greta could have unlocked the cage
and let Lola out, straight away, but she didn’t do that. It was as
though she wanted to study Lola when she was at her worst possible
state. When she was at the bottom of the pit of despair. And what
she was seeing was a young woman exactly like she wanted and needed
to see her. “How do you feel Lola? Tell me? Tell me how you
feel?”

Greta
almost purred the questions to Lola. And when Lola sensed that
voice it was like she held her breath to keep still. It was like
she stilled that trembling and that shaking, and liked she stilled
her attempts to get through to the device that was enveloping and
imprisoning her sexuality. She tilted her head as she tried to make
sense of what Greta had asked her. There would have been a time
when hearing and understanding Greta’s words was easy for her. Yes
it had been a lot to take in but she’d managed it, just about. She
had managed to stay on top of it. But now, it wasn’t like that
anymore. Lola hadn’t just been struck deaf, or partly deaf, it
wasn’t that she didn’t hear what Greta said. It was more like she
couldn’t manage what she had managed with relative ease before. She
couldn’t quite understand what she was being asked. She couldn’t
put the words Greta spoke into the right order in her mind. But she
could see Greta and she recognised her. To an extent there might
have been that relief in her that Greta, the woman who was going to
help her was here now and it would all be ok.

“Greta…..” It was all she managed to get out. Was there any
disappointment in Greta that this poor wretched woman hadn’t
answered her questions? No, rather there was a smile, like a
sideways smile that told of her joy that Lola was not coping, the
way she was. It was like it was a good thing that Lola was in this
‘struggle’ with herself. “Yes darling, I’m here, what can I do for
you?” More questions. And there was this disturbing sense as Greta
spoke like that. She was using the darling word where it would have
been the whore word. And her tone was soft, like she actually cared
about Lola. And there was this further sense that she probably did
care about her but in her own special way. And therein lay the
further worry, that she cared about Lola in her own special way!
Greta leaned down and she slipped the key into the lock of the cage
and clicked it open. That ‘click’ to Lola would have been sharp,
loud. Like her experience so far had enhanced her senses. Like her
experience to date had enhanced her senses from within. “Come out
of the cage Lola, crawl out like the whore you are.” And there was
that switch again, from the soft darling to the more hard whore. It
was understandable enough that Lola was not being able to cope with
what Greta was doing to her over time, that she was confused and
bemused. It was difficult enough without Greta switching it the way
she was but now she was doing exactly that, she was switching it
and this was causing more troubles in Lola’s mind.

But now
there was a let up - now Lola could crawl out and somewhere in
there, there might have been some hope - just a small little bit of
hope. And in a way there was progress because when she’d had to
crawl into that cage she had been humiliated, degraded and
traumatised beyond any kind of belief. In fact at that time, if she
had been able to be perfectly honest with herself, she would have
rather died than crawl into that cage. But that trauma wasn’t there
anymore. The time in the cage had changed all that. It hadn’t
removed the trauma, rather it had changed it - just shifted it
slightly. But there was that little bit of hope in there that she
needed to have now to function. There would have been that shame
and trauma at that crawling, but it wasn’t there now. Now she got
to her all fours in the cage and she crawled out of the open cage
door and to the thickly carpeted floor. And in a sense that
thickness of the carpet, that softness of the pile was a comfort to
her. But it was only a comfort in that she could concentrate on
those sensations between her legs again. The sensations that Greta
had kindly turned up when she had left her locked up.

“Good girl. Good whore. Now stand up Lola. Get back on your
feet for me - I’m giving you permission to stand where you would
normally crawl.” Lola would have been asking herself if she really
heard that - like as though Greta was doing her a favour. Or
granting a huge concession where normally it would be unheard of -
and for that she was so so grateful. Was she really having
permission to stand back up again, on her stilettoed feet? It was a
minor miracle that she had retained her stilettos in that cage. An
even more profound minor miracle that she had come through the
night without laddering or holing her stockings, or dislodging the
whore juice bag and tube. And that wouldn’t have passed Greta by.
Maybe there was a thing in Greta that would have preferred to see
this young whore dishevelled a little bit and that, that would have
enhanced what Lola was being turned into slowly over time. But no,
there was this smile from Greta as she watched Lola get to her
feet. In a way she was impressed and besides there was the
deliciously messed up makeup. Greta was impressed that Lola had
come through visually, clothes wise unscathed. Not that she was
wearing very much. But now, although her heels were intact and her
stockings were even more intact, there was this shell of what she
formerly was. It was almost like Lola was destroyed from the
inside, and that there was this perfect shell left. Perfect but not
perfect because visibly, Lola was shattered. Shattered visibly
because of what she had been through but also shattered inside her
psyche. And that messed up makeup underlined and enhanced all of it
for Greta and she smiled again.

 



CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


THURSDAY - 1 Day Ago

 


Lola got
to her stilettoed feet but she was unsteady. She would have been
unsteady on her feet having been on fours, or folded up in a cage
for so long anyway. But there was more to it now. Those sensations
were still being piled into her clitoral nerves and they were
making her shift on the heels more and more and there was this
weakness in her legs as though the priority was to use her strength
to utilise all of that pleasure she was being given. It wasn’t just
a shifting of the weight on those heels, it was a shifting of these
feelings, these sensations inside her. And with her standing there
was a difference in the way she tried to fiddle with the device she
was fitted with. That fiddling was something that made her look
more wretched, almost pathetic in fact. Or it made her look
‘something’ that was inexplicable. When one worked it out that she
was trying, desperately trying to gain some kind of sexual
friction, some kind of sexual release then Lola was even more
wretched and even more addled. It was like somewhere along the line
this poor young woman had been rewired, or mis-wired.

But this
was Lola now. There was the bag on her thigh, that had been sucking
juices from her since before she was locked into that cage. And
that sucking of those juices had been relentless because the
production of the juices had been relentless. Lola would have been
aware, even through what she was going through, of that bag
strapped to her upper thigh. Aware of wearing something that was
being used to collect her juices - the sexual fluids she was
producing because of her arousal - and that would be something that
was eating away at her self-esteem. It would have certainly been
something that was degrading her, and who knows, assisting her in
hankering after her normal life all over again. She would have been
aware of the increasing weight of that bag, and the swell of it as
the juices were taken from her most private flesh and into it.
There would have been the psychology of that to deal with. Again
this woman Greta doing this to her. That thought process wouldn’t
leave Lola. That would be something that would stay with her and
underline her degradation at Greta’s hands - another woman doing
his to her, another woman reducing her in this way. It was
something that was almost unthinkable and yet something that was
fact.

It was
something that was supposed to stay with her. It was one of those
things that was designed to work her and bring her to where she
needed to be. She needed to know that Greta could be cruel to her
as well as kind, such as when she gave her the pleasure. But also
that the pleasure could be taken away at any time. Any time at all
- such as now. “Lola, I’m taking the pleasure away now. You need to
learn to exist without it. Pleasure is a privilege that has to be
earned and something that is not normally given to whores on an
ongoing basis. You’ve had it because I am helping you to your best
life. You’ve had it to make these early stages easier for you. But
now you need to understand that it isn’t there all the time. You
need to understand how hard, how difficult this is going get for
you.” Again there were all these words being drilled into Lola and
she was hearing them. Yes she had that difficulty in putting them
in the right order - she had that pure undiluted difficulty in
making sense of all those words. But she would be able to pinpoint
certain words. She would be able to prioritise words. Or it would
be a case that certain words would jump out at her in her sexually
addled state. And right now it was the fact that she had realised
that the sensations, the sexual pleasure was going to be taken off
her and that kind of put her onto high alert. It was like deep
inside her somewhere there was this live wire that was just lit up,
and working to bring her down even more,

When that
pleasure was simply stopped with a swipe of Greta’s thumb, there
was this look of total abandonment in Lola’s eyes. She didn’t say
anything she just cried. And it wasn’t just a cry, it was a deep
seated, wretched sobbing that would tell anyone that she wanted
that pleasure to be there again. The shifting of her weight changed
as soon as that pleasure was switched off. It was still happening
but it was happening at a slower rate. And in a way, there was an
eroticism about Lola because her movements were slower. Without
that pleasure all she had was what she was going through. Without
that pleasure she couldn’t escape the cruelty of Greta. Without
that pleasure it was all coming home to her. “How does that feel
whore? How does it feel with no pleasure being given to you?” And
there was this cruelty just oozing from the tones that Greta used.
It was like something that would split Greta. She had wanted to
fuck this young woman up the way she had, but part of her would
wish that Lola could converse what she was feeling. Part of her
would want this woman to be able to use perfect words, perfect
sentences and perfect nuance to tell her how she felt. And in that
Greta was split but she would find other ways to sate her for the
things that were missing from this destruction of another
woman.

But then,
of course, part of her wanted to see and hear that despair as well.
And of course she could see that despair. She could almost feel
that despair that came from Lola. She had watched the younger woman
try to restart the pleasure by nervously, irritatingly scratching
at the device held tight to her crotch. And then she would feel
that absolute frustration because Lola couldn’t get that pleasure.
“Please Greta, please turn it back on again, please?” With the
pleasure off, Lola could think somewhere approaching normal again
and she could put her thoughts into some semblance of order again.
But not totally. The totality of her thought process were not
intact. They wouldn’t ever be intact again but she didn’t know
that. That is she didn’t know it yet. But at least she could string
enough words together to try to get Greta to turn on those pleasure
pulses again. There was the fact that she could play with her
nipples. The pleasure was gone and she could get a degree of it
back by twisting and pinching her nipples but that was a short
lived thing when she realised or discovered that the pleasure she
could get by tweaking her nipples was severely limited. “No Lola.
No more pleasure for you today. Not right now. We’ll see how it
goes for later. See how much of a good whore you are today and
we’ll take it from there, but later. For now you have a new thing
to get used to. You have to get used to existing like the whore you
are, but without the pleasure, for now.”

Greta
spoke slowly because she wanted the words to sink in. She wanted
and needed Lola to understand. Lola stopped moving on her heels for
a very short time as she absorbed those words but there was this
almost rebellion in her eyes. There was almost enough frustration
in her eyes and in her expression for her to give Greta a mouthful
- to curse her and swear at her. But she didn’t do that. She
swallowed what she was hearing and then she moved on her stilettos
again and Greta smiled. She had seen that rebellion. She would
recognise and expect that at any time especially in these early
days. There would be a time when there would be no such rebellion,
that there would be no such spark in Lola’s eyes and then Greta
would smile again. She would smile when there was just this
blankness from Lola. A blankness that hid the frustration and the
torture that she was going through. And that was the thing, there
would be torture under that blankness - there would be a level of
torture that would always be there. But as well there would be an
increase in various tortures. There would be ebbs and flows and
then, right then, Lola would just take it, expressionless and
without any noise. Without any rebellion - she would just take it.
But that was down the road a little bit - that was when she was
inside her best life.

Lola
didn’t need to respond to what Greta had said - eventually it was
in her eyes. “That thing inside your bottom Lola, it has to be
inflated a little bit more. It has to be expanded so that you are
stretched more. You can just stand still, I can do that from here.
You need to know that this will need to be expanded every single
day Lola - sometimes several times a day. You are a whore, and so a
whore needs to have maximum capacity, in all holes. And work on
your anus has to start immediately. We’ll stretch you and make sure
that the muscles are loosened, and broken over time. Is something
you will just get used to Lola. Something you will have to get used
to.” Greta was speaking and Lola was hearing her and now there were
all these other words being fired at her. She probably wished she
didn’t have to contend with all these words being fired at her. But
again she was picking out, identifying the priority words. That
thing in her ass needed to be inflated more. It needed to be
expanded more. And there were thoughts that were derived from that
thought. If that thing inside her was expanded more then it would
hurt her surely? Did she really care about that? And then that it
had to be expanded every day, more and more.

She tried
to work out how she felt about that but she wasn’t having much luck
with that either. That her muscles would be loosened over time -
what did that mean? She hadn’t quite got to grips, not yet, with
the fact that she would lose total control of her bowels in this
way. That she would not have any ability to prevent her bowels from
evacuating themselves if she was that stretched and that loosely
debilitated there. It was more than a probability that she hadn’t
thought that by the time she had been stretched to the required
amount, that she would need to be constantly plugged and that would
be one of the biggest hits to her self-esteem and her femininity.
That would all come to her, eventually but for now she was just
thinking about the daily stretching. All the rest of it would come
to her in time. The enormity of what was happening to her and what
was being done to her.

And Lola
sighed out loud when she felt that appendage inside her lengthen
and thicken. She felt the movement and she felt her inner anal
walls being stretched and pushed - she felt the softness of her
flesh being stretched thinner and thinner. She felt that thing
getting bigger and bigger inside her and she looked at Greta. She
made eye contact with Greta as that thing grew and grew inside her.
And then, at the end of the pre-set of inflation she got the first
spasm of pain. Like her anal tract was going into cramp or spasm
and she almost doubled up but didn’t, not quite - but she did cry
out, she couldn’t prevent herself from doing that. This was just so
far removed from what she thought, or what she might have thought
her trip to her ‘best life’ was going to be like. That fact was
that she didn’t know what her trip to her best life would be like,
she had no idea, how could she? She had been told that she would be
shown her best life by Greta and she had believed her.

She had
bought into it - the words ‘best life’ just exuded something that
would be ‘good’. There couldn’t have been an ounce of imagination
in Lola that would tell her that her ‘best life’ was something that
was best for the creature that Greta had in front of her, and not
Lola at all. That best life was something that wasn’t good for Lola
at all. It was something that was ‘best’ for her in the eyes of
Greta. Truth be known she couldn’t have imagined even what she had
been through so far, let alone what she might got through in the
future. Lola did double up from that pain but then she got back up
again. It was as though she was trying to retain some of her
dignity, almost like she didn’t want Greta to see that she was
suffering. But it was too late for that. Greta smiled as Lola
righted herself and then stepped her weight from one high heel to
the other.

“It hurts doesn’t it sweetheart? Its ok, you’ll get used to the
pain.” And Greta had that kind tone about her again now - she had
switched it again and this must have been confusing for Lola -
everything must have been confusing for her. “Yes, yes it does.”
She almost tearfully confirmed that pain and yet at the same time
she was trying to hide it. “Pain, Lola is a big part of your
journey to the best life. Pain and pleasure but not always in equal
amounts. You won’t get that now, but you will in time.” And again a
very nuanced change in her tone all working to confuse and place
Lola in the kind of headspace that Greta needed her to be in. The
kind of head space that would eventually be permanent. The kind of
headspace that was a status, as opposed to a state. And yet once
again there were those words being absorbed by Lola. All of those
words, all of the things that she had been told, and shown and that
were happening since she had come into the clutches of Greta. Lola
was an intelligent woman. Granted she was an intelligent woman who
was being controlled and debilitated by what was happening to her,
but she had enough left in her mind, in her brain to realise by now
that she was being played or that she had been played. And if she
had enough left to know that, then she had enough to realise that
it had gone too far for her to do anything about it. But also that
there would be a spark, no matter how small, of light at the end of
the tunnel.

And that
was the thing - it being too late for her to do anything about it.
Lola would at some point be thinking that had she become aware
sooner, had she become aware for instance that first visit to the
triple mansion, then she could have got out. But she had been too
excited - too sexually excited by Greta. And because she had been
so sexually exited by her, because she had apparently got ahead of
herself, she had come across as disgusting and obscene. Lola might
even recognise that as her downfall. She might even recognise that
as the time when all of the fault could only be on herself. It was
where her real life morphed with her sexual fantasies and her
arousal. It was the absolute point at which she could have got out
of it, but when guilt probably did grip hold of her. And when it
had her, even just a little bit, it was the bit that Greta was able
to cling onto and seed. She could seed that guilt in a way that
Lola was just brought right in. There had to be a time when Lola
realised that she was inside a bubble that she couldn’t burst out
of and this was as good a time as any.

With that
pleasure switched off and with that appendage inside her anus
inflated and stretched more - that pain would be accentuating her
realisation. If this was the journey to her best life, then what
would her actual best life be? And now she wanted to feel that
pleasure again and that was what was taking up her mind now - it
didn’t matter now what she realised and what she didn’t realise
yet, she needed to be a good whore so that she could feel that
pleasure again. She knew it was too late for her, she knew that she
wasn’t going to get out of this situation with Greta intact but
that didn’t matter now. Her priorities and focus were changing, had
changed. She’d made a mistake, she carried guilt and now she had to
pay the price for it. There was a tiny bit of her mind telling her
that if she got the opportunity to escape this woman then she
would. But that wasn’t a huge thing in her mind. That wasn’t
something that she would spend too much time concentrating on. It
wasn’t something that was going to consume her, or her thoughts.
She had made a mistake, she had been a disgusting, obscene whore
and she was in the process of paying the price, and that was what
she had to do, pay the price.

“We need to take that bag of whore juice off your thigh Lola.
That gets kept for a little later on.” And then we need to go into
another room down here so that we can take another step towards
your best life - how does that sound whore?” And there were
undertones of nastiness to Greta’s voice. She would know more than
anyone that she had Lola where she wanted her to be now. She would
know the absolute signs of being past the point of return for Lola.
She would have known the pressure points at which Lola could snap
out of it and cause problems for her. And she would have known that
at that time she would have cut her loose and let her go, even if
that would have more than slightly annoyed her. But she knew when
she had this poor young woman where she wanted her to be. She knew
the signs of resignation in Lola, and of guilt. And of that
addiction to the pleasure that she could turn off and on at will.
That was worth a smile to herself and Greta did that, she smiled to
herself.

“I think it sounds perfect Greta, just perfect.” But there was
this tone to Lola’s voice that told of all that realisation and all
of that guilt and of the fact that she was simply playing the game
now. That she was simply doing what was expected of her, she could
do that without the pleasure being there. She could do that without
that intense pleasure being there. She could do that without having
to constantly search for an orgasm that wasn’t there. She could do
that now and that was the irony. The only time that she could
‘feel’ as though she had any semblance of control was when she
didn’t have that pleasure that she craved so much. And that was the
problem - that craving and that addiction would be something that
Greta would work on. There might have been this little light at the
end of the tunnel for Lola right now, but that wouldn’t be
something that Greta didn’t know about. Greta knew everything to do
with the process that she was putting Lola through and she would
ensure that the light at the end of a very long tunnel always
stayed just out of reach, or eradicated altogether. And she knew
exactly what this young woman would be thinking about now that the
pleasure wasn’t there anymore. The older woman smiled to herself as
she cast her eyes over the stockinged, heeled and deviced up
Lola.

 



CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

 


THURSDAY - 1 Day Ago

 


Lola
extended her leg for Greta to detach the tube and then the bag from
her thigh and there was an extended sigh as the suction to her
saturated, slippery clitoris was released with the removal of the
cap. Greta’s words had been resonating in her mind. Her mind was
clearer now, without that pleasure. She was able to think and she
was wondering what Greta meant by keeping the bag. She was trying
to work out what that meant or what the point of keeping that bag
of her juices would be. She kind of shrugged it off. It didn’t
matter to her. The degradation of that bag being attached to her
thigh, and then taken off by this woman was at its highest right
now when there was nothing to dumb it down. That was something she
was having to contend with now. And she may have been able to think
without the pleasure but that had its trade-offs as well. If she
could think she could also feel the degradation and the humiliation
and she could also think about ramifications of what was happening
to her without her desire and arousal being the interference in
that. And that was a fact - she could feel it all as though it had
been magnified and accentuated. “Why are you doing this to me
Greta?” Even that could have been a question that alarmed the older
woman - but she didn’t flinch. She didn’t even blink. She carried
on with her work with the bag, the tube and then she came back to
Lola.

“Remember Lola, your ‘best life’.” That was all she said in
response but at the same time she thumbed the pleasure remote
control and there was this instant reaction in Lola. Greta had set
the pleasure to ‘high’ and then she had swiped her thumb across the
remote and that had immediately brought Lola back to where she
needed to be, to understand her ‘best life’. “Can you see what I
mean Lola? Your ‘best life’. This is just a taste, a small taste of
your ‘best life’. This pleasure is just a taste of what can be for
you. Can you see what I mean Lola?” And it was marginally
frightening, the amount of power and control that this woman held
in her hand.

A look at
Lola would say that her eyes had gone blank again. She was staring
but she was not focussing on anything. Her total focus was on that
pleasure and getting out of it as much as she could. “Yes, yes, yes
I get it I get it.” And there was this dribble and drool spilling
over from her lips. She was getting the pleasure and if that was
maintained then she would be needing the orgasm. Just like she had
been craving the orgasm that never came when she was locked in the
cage for all that time. Now it was just the pleasure and all that
mattered was that pleasure. “Don’t ever ask why I am doing this to
you Lola, as though it is MY fault that you are in this position.
Don’t ever question ME when all I am doing is helping you, do you
understand? Because I can make it so that your trip to that
wretched best life of yours can be a hard one - a lot harder than
it is already.” And she waited for Lola’s response.

Now there
had been an addition to ‘best life’ now there was ‘wretched best
life’ and all of a sudden that didn’t sound so good. It sounded
more like it actually was ‘bad’. “Yes, yes I understand I’m sorry.
You’re helping me! Showing me my best life! I should be grateful!
Yes thank you! Thank you so much!” There they were those short
sharp accentuated bursts of something like desperate speech that
she was managing to get out in-between the most intense pleasure
pulses that she had experienced so far. And because the bag and the
tube had been removed, there was this ooze of whore juice that
squeezed from inside the device that was still intact, and then out
through that clitoral constriction. And that added an obscene
element to this vision of Lola. Greta stood back and she looked at
this poor woman trying to cope with what she was feeling but all
there was, was Lola kind of ‘dancing’ from one stiletto to the
other, and then scratching at the device and she was being watched
closely by a slightly smiling Greta. She was watching as though she
was studying Lola and that was kind of more than
disturbing.

And then
Lola brought her fingers and more to the point her finger nails up
to give some attention to her nipples and Greta smiled. She liked
the way that Lola was working out ways of extending, or trying to
extend the pleasure that she was giving her. “That’s right whore,
you go at yourself like the creature you are. And just remember
before you ask me such a question again, just DON’T.” And just for
good measure, Greta tuned the pleasure up the ‘HIGHEST’ and Lola’s
eyes almost popped. But with that came a squirt of her whore juice
and then her thighs getting soaked from them. That juice dribbling
down her thighs to the tops of her stockings and then soaking in,
discolouring them and providing some of that dishevelment and
obscenity that Greta liked so much. And the older woman watched
Lola for some time, in her pangs of absolute delirious
pleasure.

It was
fine for Lola right now - she could take this. She could take more
than this. But it was when the ‘need’ and the craving for orgasm
came that she wouldn’t be able to handle it. There would be a time
when she would have taken so much of that promising pleasure that
she would need the orgasm just like when she was locked in that
cage for all that time. And the time between being given that
pleasure and her needing orgasm would become less and less.
Eventually as soon as the pleasure was given to her she would crave
the orgasm that she wouldn’t get. Eventually the craving, that
need, that absolute need would be there immediately. And a step
further than that, the need would be there even when the pleasure
was off. Yes she would be able to think when that pleasure wasn’t
there, but eventually she would be so addicted, so addled in it
that she would need it, crave for it to be there all the
time.

But then
the pleasure was gone again and Lola was brought to the hard cold
reality of her life right now. Forget about the future for now,
this was now. She grunted as that pleasure just evaporated. And
that grunt was something that was close to as obscene as she had
been to date. And that wouldn’t have escaped her - it didn’t escape
Greta that was for sure. And once she had grunted a second time
there was this almost pitiful wailing sound that came from her. It
wasn’t a sobbing as such although there were tears. It was more
like something that was an audible version of absolute undiluted
desperation. It was more like something that would have resulted
from an act of absolute cruelty and something, a sound that didn’t
belong to a human being at all. “We need to toilet you now, whore.”
Greta announced it whilst being totally unmoved about the sounds
that had been emanating from Lola. The way she said what she said
was something that was not just cruel, it was just mind blowing and
sick. The way she spoke just told clearly that this poor young
woman could not toilet herself. Not just that she didn’t have
permission but that she needed help to do just that.

“I do need to go.” Lola was sheepish in her response. No
pleasure meant that she was getting that degradation in an
undiluted state. She was used to doing her own personal stuff, her
private stuff. But now she had to get used to not being able to do
that. And now that her body, her mind and her femininity had been
bombarded with so much sexual pleasure, she needed the toilet. She
needed it badly. But Greta was looking at her, watching her, just
gaging if Lola was getting the degradation. There was no doubt that
what she was seeing was a young woman out of her comfort zone. A
young woman so mashed up in the head that she couldn’t really think
that straight even with the pleasure turned off. “Come this way.”
And Lola followed although her steps were faltering. Her stockinged
legs, usually strong and that were capable of long strides, were
weak, and she was getting used to the added expansion up inside her
as well. But at least she was thinking that she would get a few
minutes of privacy as she did her toileting. At least she would get
some peace and quiet for however many minutes it took her to
evacuate her bladder and bowels. She knew, at the moment, that she
could pee any time she wanted, because Greta had told her that but
she hadn’t been sure about the other. But now she would get some
peace and quiet.

Of course
she was quite wrong in that. The toileting area of the basement of
the triple mansion was like a walk in wet room. There was no
toilet, just a wide, drain hole in the centre of a floor, all four
sides of which sloped slightly in towards that drain hole. Greta
didn’t do anything, or say anything to start with she just watched
Lola taking in the visuals of this wet room. The first thing she
would have looked for was a sit on toilet. And that was the first
thing she saw was not there. And then in her mind, now that she
didn’t have the pleasure any more, she would have been doing the
maths. She would have sensed the sloping floor, and the central
drain. She would have seen the huge white sink on one wall, taps,
and a heavy duty hose. And then eventually her eyes flicked to
Greta who was looking right at her. “I know, I know what you were
expecting but no, this is it. This is where you will be taken to do
your ‘business’.” And again Greta made it sound like she was doing
Lola a favour. But at the same time she would know that Lola didn’t
have that pleasure any more to take her mind off the cold light of
day facts. And she knew that she would be struggling. “Can I use a
normal toilet, please Greta, please?

If it
sounded like Lola was begging and that was because she was. It was
in her voice. The tone, the teary quality to it. “The answer to the
question is in the question itself Lola. You want to use a ‘normal’
toilet! Do you think, even if a huge amount of allowance was made
that, YOU deserve to use ANYTHING, normal?” Greta didn’t blink she
just looked directly at Lola. This was another of those occasions,
so close to the last that she could have lost it and blown up on
Greta. She didn’t have the sexual pleasure, she just had the cold
light of day facts. But Lola was starting to understand that she
had to toe the line. “No, no I don’t deserve anything ‘normal’
nothing at all.” And Lola was speaking those words even though the
pleasure had been switched off. She was saying the words that she
understood. She would have felt differently about those words, of
course she would and yet at the same time she would be wondering if
there would be any slight chance later-on of escaping this woman.
“You just go to the centre of the drain, squat, and do what you
have to do. You can control your own pee for now, and you will feel
a release of compressed air and the appendage in your anus ‘hole’
opening up so that you can do the other. You don’t need to worry
about a thing. I will be here all the time with you and for
you.”

But that
was the trouble, that Greta would be there the whole time. Lola
truly, truly wished she wasn’t there. She wished she would leave
her alone so that she could get on with it. So that she could have
some dignity at the very least. She was asking herself what this
woman could be getting out of this - why she was doing what she was
doing and what kind of sick fuck was she? But she wasn’t coming
back with any answers. Lola was no virgin - she was a young woman
who understood the ins and outs of sex. But she would have never
delved into the deeper psychology of fetish, of control, of sadism
and of the fetish of bondage, domination and sadomasochism. Those
things would have been so far out of her orbit, so far out of her
world that having it straight in her face like this - coming across
this world of Greta’s was like being transported to a different
planet. And now it was like she wanted or needed a rest from that.
It was like she simply needed to be on her own for just a short
while so that she could relieve her bladder and her bowels. If
could just do that small thing on her own then maybe, just maybe
she would be able to cope with the rest of it. Maybe just maybe she
would be able take these next steps that Greta was taking her on to
her best life.

But that
was the trouble as well as for her. She wasn’t going to get that
time on her own. She’d had that time on her own locked in her cage,
with the light turned down, and that had brought her to the edge of
madness, almost. And now she had Greta here to watch her do her
most personal stuff and that was weighing heavy on her mind. Maybe
if Greta turned the pleasure on then she would be able to do it
easier because then her mind would be taken off the fact that this
woman was watching. Or the pleasure would be such, that it would be
an added turn on that Greta, who had turned her on from the first
time she met her, was there watching her ‘squat’. But she looked at
Greta sheepishly at the same time as taking those faltering steps
to the centre of the wet room where that drain was. Her heels were
so high that she could sense the slope in the floor towards that
drain. “Please Greta, please can I do it alone? Or please, please
can you turn that thing on again, that sensation between my legs?”
The oddness of Lola giving Greta two options of what would make
this whole thing better for, easier for her didn’t escape Greta
herself and she smiled wide. She liked it, but for not for the
right reasons.

She
didn’t even respond to what Lola has asked. She just looked at her
as her smile faded. She looked at her and then she looked at the
centre drain in that floor and Lola didn’t need anything confirmed
or denied verbally she got there and she stood there, one
stilettoed foot either side of the drain. She looked at Greta again
and then down at the drain and back again. She was hoping on hope
that there would be something, anything from this woman that would
make this easier for her. There was nothing. And so she began to
slowly adjust herself, slowly started to get ready to squat. She
reached to the device, and twisted a little grip that would allow
her to pee but would keep the chastity intact. And by the time she
was semi squatting, the urine was in full flow. Greta smiled at the
‘gush’ of steaming piss that came from the attractive though
seriously fucked up young woman. And Lola couldn’t avoid the splash
of urine over her stockings and shoes. This wasn’t something that
she did every day. It wasn’t something that she was well practiced
at, or perfect at. And she had a whole lot of other things going on
in her mind as well. Not least the degradation she was suffering.
Not least the lack of pleasure between her legs as well.

“You’ll get used to it whore. This is how whores get rid of
their wastes. This is how it works Lola.” And as Greta was
preaching to Lola, there was a noise, like an escape of trapped air
from the anal appendage inside Lola. And with that escape of air
there was this little pathetic crying out from the young woman
herself as she realised what was happening. It seemed that her
degradation did not have an end to it. Now she could sense the
need, or the urge to empty her bowels and she squatted a little
deeper. She looked at Greta with her sorry eyes - like puppy dog
eyes. But Greta was unmoving and now there was no sign of any
smile. It was like she was almost expressionless. Like she didn’t
want to give away to Lola what she was actually thinking or feeling
right at this time. Like she was simply underlining the fact that
these minutes were Lola’s minutes. Her minutes to do her most
private things. Her minutes that would not be taken over by
anything else.

In a way
it was like a spotlight was on her. It was like a bright,
unhindered spotlight was on her and that all eyes were on her. And
that was the case. She squatted deeper with her feet parted and her
knees spread a little bit. “You’ll be more effective if you keep
your back straight, ass pushed back, and knees wider, as wide as
they will go.” What Greta meant was that if Lola adopted a more
extreme, squatting, obscene pose then it would look better for her
enjoyment. But Lola did it. She wanted to get it over and done
with. She wanted and needed to be out of this place so she adopted
that pose. And although she held her head up high, she was anything
but proud.

And then
she was emptying her bowels into that drain and this was probably
her most degrading time yet. Maybe now even she was realising that
although she had felt degradation at Greta’s hands and her mind,
nothing came close to what she was feeling now. There was that
escape of air, and then the actual evacuation that she was feeling
every nuance of. She needed to do it and wanted to do it but she
wanted to do it alone. She had nothing to take her mind off it,
such as that pleasure, and all she had was the full and focused
knowledge that she was shitting for this woman’s pleasure. And that
was something that was coming to her full on. That this woman, this
elite of society, this elite woman of the Eatons, was getting some
kind of sick pleasure out of getting her to shit in front of her in
the most degrading and humiliating of ways. And this in Lola’s
currently, relatively clear mind, was something that she was
learning as she went along. And it quite naturally was causing her
to wonder and to worry that if this woman got this kind of pleasure
out of doing this to her, then what else was she capable of? She
was wondering that as she was gently pushing against the anal
intrusion inside her. Or pushing through it so that she could get
all of her waste out. And Lola was finding the most humiliating
thing was the plop plop sounds of shit hitting water deep below the
drain. “Good whore. Now, simply use the hose to clean up the wet
room. Get used to the routine. Shitting! Pissing! And cleaning up
after yourself. It really is that simple, and it really is not that
different to your old, normal life” And that was simply another
nuanced but clever addition and emphasis to her
humiliation.

 



CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

 


THURSDAY - 1 Day Ago

 


The
degradation of squatting and exhuming her wastes in front of the
woman who had coerced her from the time they met at the Saatchi,
was something that cut deep. Even the act of ‘hosing down’ after
herself had cut that little bit deeper again. Surely this cannot
have been her ‘best life’, could it? Had she missed something? What
Greta had said, about her getting used to it, about it being not
that different from her normal life was something that was simply
not true. It was something that actually was a deep cut into her
psyche. And it was something that once again changed the shape of
what was happening to her at this time.

There had
been almost the ‘romance’ of meeting Greta the way she had and then
the romance morphed into the sexual thrill and excitement. And that
had slowly but surely given way to that sexual humiliation, the
dress-up ‘game’ that wasn’t a game at all. The meetings with Greta,
the being shown the Eatons massive mansion. And then the weirdness
all mixing it up. Her being ‘reduced’ - she might not think of that
word, or she might well think of it. But that was what had
happened, she had been reduced and because of that the whole
situation, the whole ‘thing’ she was being affected deeply. There
was the degradation, the promise of being shown her best life and
for her those two things, the degradation and the best life didn’t
go together and yet in Greta’s world apparently they did. It was
like they were as one.

And that
was it as well, it was ‘in Greta’s world’. It was like a world she
was trapped in even though she knew she should get away. It was
like a world that she had to exist in even though she knew she
needed to get away. And she felt she needed to get away no more
than when she was without that pleasure between her legs. And that
was the other thing. Her increasing reliance on being given the
kind of pleasure she could immerse in. But not orgasm to. The kind
of pleasure that made it easier for her to cope with the rest of
it. The kind of pleasure that she needed in her life, her best
life, badly. “Tell me what you’re thinking about whore.” Greta
didn’t have any qualms about using the whore word anymore. She had
easily, absolutely without problem, established that in her world,
Lola was a whore. And now she used the word casually and without
even blinking.

It was
like she was simply stating a fact when she used the whore word. “I
don’t know Greta. I just don’t know.” And that was a simple fact
that she didn’t know. It was like she was knowing less and less
whereas in the normal world she would know more and more. Lola was
standing, still holding the hose that she had used to flush her own
mess further down that drain. She had continued to hose down the
whole of the sloped floor as though she didn’t want to miss a
single little bit of her mess or there would be repercussions. And
Greta had watched her doing that with a smile. She knew that Lola’s
mind was on the decline. Greta knew what was happening in the
girl’s mind - if not the actual intricacies of what was in her
mind, she knew what the process was. The process that she was
putting Lola through.

“It’s difficult I know it’s difficult. Your best life awaits
but you have to get there Lola and all of this, all of it is very
necessary.” Greta sounded almost like the kindly aunt who was
describing the real world to her very young niece. It wasn’t that
she was patronising, it was that she was continuing with the
conditioning of Lola’s mind. She was simply using the opportunity
to further Lola’s journey. “I’ll make it just that little bit
easier for you Lola because I like you. I MORE than like you.” And
Lola felt the pleasure at her clitoris immediately. It wasn’t on
the highest setting or even the high setting. But it was a deep
seated slow setting. It was a pleasure that penetrated the clitoris
and then stayed there, right there in the core of Lola’s
femininity. And immediately she was producing the wetness and the
sexual fluids again. Immediate she was doing that thing that she
did, moving her weight from one high heel to the other. Lola gulped
and she swallowed, but she tried to thank Greta. “Thank, thank you,
so much.” She did kind of get it out but it was in single syllable
words and Greta smiled. “You’re quite welcome whore.” And there it
was again. That thing that she did, just casually use the whore
word as though now it was a fact as opposed to something that would
be fixed.

“I want you to do me a favour Lola. Remove one stocking. I want
to see that one stocking off and one on. Wear both of your
stilettos but remove a stocking. I think I am going to like what I
see.” And although Greta was putting it like an almost mischievous
request - it wasn’t a request at all. She was even using Lola’s
name in that way that Lola herself would have been grateful for.
That slightest nod to her normal word such as using her name would
be like nice for her to hear. She would be likening it to kindness.
It was a show really, a sign of how deep Lola was into the journey
to her alleged best life. And now with this latest ‘request’ from
this woman, there was some puzzlement. But she didn’t mind about
the puzzlement because she had that sensation between her legs. She
had that deep, deep feeling that was feeding her arousal. She was
always wet, and slippery, she could always sense that but now she
was producing more of that wetness again. It was like the tap had
been turned on again. “Of course Greta. I want you to like what you
see.” And that wouldn’t have been something she would say, at least
not when she was feeling no pleasure. But now she was feeling it,
now she was doing that little dance from one high heel to the
other, it was a line that she could say that fed that pleasure.
Greta liking what she saw in her, how she appeared and how she
dressed, was a turn on for her. It was a turn on to turn this woman
on. It was a weird, weird world that she was in now and yet, she
was accepting that she had to work through it in the hope that she
would come to her best life eventually and that once she reached
that best life that it would be different for her,
somehow.

“Spectacular whore. Absolutely spectacular.” And Greta said it
like she meant it. She’d watched Lola remove a shoe then peel the
stocking down her long leg and then she had watched her slip her
arched foot back into the shoe. And there was something in what she
had got Lola to do. There was something there that far from making
sense, just didn’t. There was something that was more than erotic
about the sight of Lola with one of her long legs sheathed in the
sheerest of black nylon, and yet the other one not. That was
providing stark imagery. The stance the high heels produced, that
‘perch’ on the top of her high heels was still there and there was
this little ‘splay’ of her legs. Or one legs being kept straight
and upright and the bare leg then splayed out to the side. And it
was like Lola was knowing what Greta wanted to see. It was like in
her own arousal, it was like the pleasure between her legs was
giving her the ability to know what Greta wanted to see. Her
‘request’ had been to highlight those long legs of hers, and so she
just knew how to stand and how to appear for this woman and it was
like she wasn’t ‘acting’ at all. In this state she was simply being
natural. And that look was like a statement but there was this lack
of knowledge as to what the statement was.

“Follow me whore.” There it was, the whore word again and in a
way that brought Lola back into line after the very small show of
kindness. But it didn’t make her want to be any less pleasing on
the eye to Greta. Greta took Lola to another of those basement
rooms. It turned out that it was a maze down there. There was that
central room that Lola’s cage was placed in the middle of and then
there was the wet room off that room. But there was a maze of other
rooms that seemed to define Greta’s world. That seemed to make it
clear to Lola that this was where her best life would be reached
and where she would reside, most of the time. Greta took Lola to
this other room. It was an odd room. Odd in the sense that once
they were in and the door was closed there was this sense of being
in a vacuum. There was a sense of isolation in that basement as a
whole, but in this room there was more to it than that. It was like
the isolation was complete. Like it was a total isolation. And this
was so much so that there was a little ‘popping’ in both of Lola’s
ears as that vacuum and that sound proofing was
established.

“We’re going to spend some time in here Lola. I want to get to
the very essence of you. I want to get to know you inside out and I
want to discover your absolute limits - until you are broken. I
need to do this so that once your best life is established, it
really will be the best life for you. There is nothing that I don’t
want to know about you. Nothing I don’t want to discover about
you.” And by this time Greta had put Lola into the ‘sling’ and her
feet were dangling. She had brought her arms behind her and she had
bound them tightly inside the arm binder. This had been a shock to
Lola. Bondage - she knew about bondage of course she did but she
had dismissed it as something perverts did in weird dark
underground clubs. And it was something else she was now having to
contend with - was Greta one of these perverts in the dark
underground clubs?

She had
kind of whimpered as her arms had been brought back and then her
elbows together. “I know, it’s uncomfortable but it is for your own
good Lola. It is for the best life after all.” And Lola had taken
those words in and she had let them tumble round her psyche. The
same then when her dangling legs had been spread. She had never
thought that her legs would spread so wide at the knees, but they
did and there was this pressure on her hips because they were so
wide. And once Greta did all of the adjustments and fine tuning she
stood back and she looked at Lola. Once again she was doing that
thing where she was drinking her in. There was that one stocking
on, one off vibe going on. And because of the spread in her legs,
there was a pattern there. Like a semblance of an irregular regular
pattern if such a thing exists.

And there
was the quite alarming, disturbing sight of Lola being deformed
with her arms bound behind her in such a way. They hadn’t been just
bound, they had been pulled out and back parallel with the floor
and then with a feed wire, anchored to the wall behind her. And
there was that thing, that leaving her lower legs just dangle and
swing. And they did that. “Don’t drop your stilettos whore. I need
the visual to remain complete. I need it not to be disturbed. If
you drop a stiletto off your foot, there will be consequences.” And
in that there was this tone that had not been used before by Greta.
It was the kind of tone that might have told anyone who was capable
of it, to work out that she felt she had arrived at the business
end of what she was doing with this young woman. Like a tone that
told that she had complete control of her now and that she knew it.
There was this aura of complete and utter confidence about Greta.
That had been there all the time, but this was just underlining it,
emphasising it and maybe telling Lola that it was the way it
was.

There
wouldn’t be anyone alive who could say that Lola didn’t look
distressed. That spread of her legs created that other aesthetic
with the fitted device. It created this pattern that blended in
with the one bare leg and one nylon sheathed. And it was this that
Greta looked at and studied. To her it didn’t matter that Lola was
distressed. Our it didn’t matter what the level of distress she was
in. The distress added to the ‘artwork’ that was Lola, but it was
the visuals for now that Greta was taking in. “I need to ruin your
bum hole a little more Lola. What you need there to be is a loose
whore hole - that’s what you bum will be. A loose dysfunctional
anus, a whore hole.” And those words would have struck fear and
terror into Lola because she knew what Greta meant by ruin her bum
hole a little more. Her eyes popped open whereas they had been like
slits of a pained expression. But immediately there was that ‘hiss’
of something like compressed air released from somewhere, cleverly
in the device. And there was this scream from Lola. Like a single
loud absolute scream that told of the movement in her anus. But it
wasn’t just ‘movement’ it was a stretching. With her legs spread,
feet dangling uselessly and her arms brought behind her and
anchored out and elbows touching, the way they were, it made her
all sorts of levels of ‘tight’ inside and so that movement and that
stretching, and pain in her anal tunnel was emphasised and
amplified.

And the
thing was that the pain was immediate. The pain, a cramp like spasm
wasn’t something that hit and then died back. It was something that
stayed with her. The movement, the swell of thickness and length of
the appendage inside her was only very little increments at a time
but it didn’t feel like that. It didn’t feel like the expansion and
the stretching were small increments. Everything was accentuated
and amplified. And yes, there was that distress on Lola’s face but
it was more than distress. It was like she had just been introduced
to her new self and this was it. This was her being laid bare to
herself. This was her life now. She curled her toes in the
stilettos and with her toes curled tightly like that there was no
way they would drop off, but it was when the pain wasn’t there
anymore and when her swinging feet relaxed that she was in danger
of losing one or both shoes. And she had already been warned about
that. And so a whole new lot of stuff was being introduced to her
that she had to cope with. But how was she supposed to cope with it
she wouldn’t know the answer to that, she would simply have to go
with the flow and see where it took her.

Lola
screamed again as the appendage crushed into her colon inside and
as it opened her up more and more. There would come a time when the
muscles, her anal muscles would give up and just break. That was
what they would do, they would simply ‘break.’ And function no
more. “You know Lola, you’re getting the pain because your anal
muscles haven’t broken yet. Once they break then those spasms of
pain won’t be there anymore.” And Greta was filtering in this
information at the same time that she was torturing Lola. And this
was the ying and the yang of Greta. She was torturing her but she
was keeping her informed as well. And it wouldn’t take Lola long to
work out that she wasn’t sure if this was a good thing or not, for
her to actually know what Greta was doing and what her objectives
were. To hear about her anal muscles ‘breaking’ sounded
unimaginably horrific. But then again knowing that when that did
happen there would be no more of the kind of pain she was feeling
right at this time was of small comfort to her. Greta swiped the
remote control to intensify the pleasure between Lola’s legs and
the effect was immediate. The effect was always immediate. And to
an extent that effect took away at least some of the pain. But the
expansion inside her was not switched off. She was getting pain and
pleasure at the same time and now there was no telling which was
which and that was written across Lola’s distressed
face.


Eventually the expansion was turned off and that made
everything so much tighter and ‘fuller’ for Lola. It took some
getting used to each and every time she was stretched and expanded
inside. And she had to get used to that pressure on the bend in her
colon. That pressure became a permanent feature of her suffering.
When the expansion inside her hadn’t been so great, there was no
pressure on her colon. But now that the colon had been touched, and
pressed, it was there and there was no getting rid of it. She would
adapt to the added volume in her, but not so much to that pressure
on her colon. “You’ll recognise this whore. It’s the bag of your
whore juice. And it’s recycle time. You know in this day and age,
nothing should be wasted, everything must be recycled. And for you
this means that you will drink and consume your juices because they
are not something that we can send to landfill because whore juice
has its own toxicity that only YOU deserve to consume.” Greta
coming across as some kind of eco warrior was as bizarre as it was
disturbing. But Lola had learned how to isolate words, and tones
and nuances. She had learned that since she met Greta. And now she
would have been isolating the fact that she was expected to consume
her own collected, harvested sexual juices, and she didn’t quite
know what to make of that. She couldn’t process it at first but the
sexual pleasure between her legs was helping her with that - and it
was right, only a whore like her deserved to drink her own whore
juice.

Consuming
deliberately, her harvested juices should have horrified her to the
limits but it didn’t. Because she was being so aroused again,
because she had been brought back into ‘that’ headpiece again there
was this willingness to consume her own bodily fluids in this way.
There was more than a willingness to do it - there was this
absolute craving to do just that. “Yes, yes please Greta, yes
please.” And those words were hissed all breathy from between her
rosebud lips. And Greta smiled. This time she smiled that toothy
smile of hers. That one that made her slightly resemble someone who
had a mouthful of fangs. “I thought you’d say that Lola. In fact I
was pretty sure that you would do exactly that.” And there was this
trembling to the rig that Lola was on. A trembling in the sling and
the arm binder. And this trembling in her upper legs, her very
upper thighs as she was contending with what Greta was doing to
her. The fact that she was dribbling from her rosebud lips before
Greta even offered the cut open bag of whore juice was testament to
the expertise of Greta.

This
wouldn’t be something one human being would do to another at any
time in their lives. But if it was to be done - if one human being
had to, or needed to do this to another then Greta would be the
benchmark of expertise required. By the time Lola was sucking that
juice of her’s into her mouth, by the time she was tasting and
swallowing it, she was also craving it to be in her digestive
system. To Lola in this state, in this sexual state, there was
nothing too dirty, or too kinky for her and Greta turned up the
pleasure slightly. She wanted to see and hear Lola feeding off her
own whore juices hungrily and needily and this is what she did. She
sucked the whole bagful into her mouth making sure she tasted it,
and herself and then she swallowed. She did that until the bag was
empty and then she licked her lips as more whore juice oozed from
the chastity device. It was like she wanted more. Like she was
craving more. And already Greta had another bag ready to strap to
Lola’s thigh. Greta was camping in for a long stint. She could
sense the end game.

 



CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN

 


DAY 5 - NOW continued from Chapter 1.

 


“You’re going to ‘need’ this girl. You’re going to ‘need’ the
bondage and the addiction for you to be able to exist going
forward. You’re going to ‘need’ it so that you can live. If you
don’t have it, you will wither away. You will cease to be.” Those
words sounded terrifying. They would sound terrifying to anyone
normal, anyone from the outside who heard them but to Lola - one
couldn’t imagine what effect such words would have on her psyche
and wellbeing. But then she had been through so much already.
Already she had been taken to place in her mind and her psyche that
she wouldn’t know the way back from. Greta had turned the pleasure
up to ‘maximum plus’ and that was hours and hours ago and now the
scene inside that soundproofed room and inside that upside down
beam of light was like some kind of psychological slaughter
house.

“Greta, Greta, orgasm, please orgasm.” Lola got the words out
but they were words that came in little short sharp bursts and with
gaps in between where she was simply taking in deep breaths, trying
to cope with what was happening to her. The pleasure through the
device, and through her clitoral nerve endings was something that
she would not have been expecting, and definitely not something she
would have been expecting to cope with. But she had only
experienced a ‘hint’ as to that pleasure before. Even on the
moderate and then high, and then highest settings there had been a
semblance of her being able to get through it. Although to do that
on a prolonged basis like this would be something to see her
attempt to do. But there had been another setting, a setting beyond
maximum that was like a sexual microwave in operation. That setting
didn’t just stimulate the clitoral nerves, it absolutely penetrated
them and then stayed right there working them. That setting, that
maximum plus setting was the undiluted cruelty setting. All the
settings on the device that Lola was locked into were cruel. But
this was undiluted cruelty. The torture built and built and then it
simply stayed there. The torture built and built until the natural
next step would be to orgasm.

But there
was no orgasm. There was no slipping into orgasm. If there had been
the option of orgasm then for a short time there would have been
some relief, or even some kind of hyper pleasure. If that had been
the case then Lola could have OD’d on orgasms. If she had been able
to do that then the orgasm would have released the pressure. But
that was just it. There was no release. There would have come a
time when she would have caught on to the fact that the orgasms
were being held back from her and that she was being stimulated
beyond any kind of understanding. Even in her sexually dripping and
addled state it would have dawned on her that she was being stopped
from orgasm. She didn’t understand it but it was somehow happening.
Somehow she was being given all of this pleasure and then there was
no relief, there was no end game to that pleasure. No explosion of
pure pleasure for her the to recover from. And when that
realisation dawned on her, it would have been another layer of
torture for her to deal with. It would have been another terrible
torment for her to have to navigate.

That was
the question though, would she be able to navigate it? The simple
answer was no. Lola’s ability to navigate had been taken off her
over time - over days and hours. Greta had taken this young woman
out of her normal life without so much as asking her. She had
simply coerced her and then once she had fucked her life up enough
she started on girl herself. And now Lola was dripping with sweat.
She was dripping with sweat from the effort of trying to ride the
waves, the internal waves and external ones of pure pleasure that
she was experiencing. That was a physical effort and the sweat
proved that. But the psychological effort that she had to not put
in in short bursts, but that she had to maintain throughout was the
kind of effort that would break her. The kind of effort that
eventually would simply break her. But for Greta, Lola was a good
one. For this older woman, Lola was providing pleasure for her. She
was surprising Greta with how much she could take. She was
surprising her with how much it was taking her to break down. There
was no doubt that Lola was breaking down, but she was doing it at a
slower rate than what Greta knew most women would.

“Orgasm? Orgasm is for good girls Lola. You are not a good girl
you are a whore. I need you to break Lola. To be a good girl, not
in short bursts but permanent, you need to break. To live your best
life you need to break.” And Greta was kind of laying down some
kind of gauntlet to Lola. Lola had this inbuilt survival system
that kept kicking in - at least that was what it seemed like. And
for this reason she could be taking Greta’s words and treating them
as a challenge. Maybe there was this attitude in her that right,
this fucking woman wanted her to break so she wouldn’t break. That
didn’t mean that she couldn’t ask wetly for an orgasm, did it? But
then there was something that said that Greta wouldn’t be leaving
anything to chance.

This was
a woman who had taken Lola out of society, out of her job, her
home, her circle of colleagues and friends with ease. So there had
to be this sense that she was not leaving anything to chance now.
There had to be this knowledge in Greta that she needed to leave
Lola with ‘something’ of her own mind. There had to be something
that told that Greta left something of that fighting spirit in her
or when the time came that the young woman broke, it would mean
nothing because she wouldn’t know anything about it. She would be
so broken that it wouldn’t mean anything to Greta and that was not
acceptable. There had to be this absolute thing that she leave that
little bit of Lola intact so that when the ‘break’ came, she knew.
And it was at THAT point that Greta would get her deepest personal
joy - that absolute breaking point that Lola herself knew had been
reached, and passed.

One could
ask why a woman would want to do this to another woman? Good
question. But there was no definitive answer. The evil that people
do - that was the only thing that could be put in not as
justification, but as a reason. And what Greta did, and was doing
to Lola was ‘evil’. It was cruel, inhumane and it was evil - no
other words would suffice and no other words would be necessary -
and yet, there needed to be other words because those three words
didn’t seem enough, they just didn’t seem to be enough, at all.
Lola was being held rigid and yet she trembled as well. The
transparent, medical type bag that was strapped to her
un-stockinged thigh, and the connected tube was sucking her juices
from her, harvesting them for her later recycling and consumption.
And that should have been something that sickened her - should have
sickened that little bit of her that was still intact. But it
didn’t. The pleasure she was being given was feeding her desire.
That pleasure was doing much more than making her crave orgasm.
That pleasure was getting into her clitoral nerves and beyond yes
but it was also getting into her head. And that pleasure was like a
drug. It wasn’t like a one hit of sexual crack, rather it was more
like one that delivered the addiction a little bit at a time. There
was no need for the one hit type of sexual crack that undoubtedly
Greta possessed and could inflict. Lola was where this woman wanted
her and there was no way that she was going anywhere and so that
slow drip of absolute addictive sexuality was what was called
for.

And that
drip drip of sexual pleasure was a constant. It was a constant
without the orgasm. It was a constant that was letting Lola know
there was no orgasm and now Greta was confirming that. There was
probably a time, like now, when Lola would break herself so that
she could orgasm. There was no doubt that if she could do that, she
would. That device was bringing her to the edge constantly and then
just letting it go. It was doing that time after time. It had been
doing it for hours and hours. In fact that time meant nothing to
Lola. All she had was that continuous feed. Greta moved in close
and she brushed a finger pad over one nipple and Lola screamed out.
That very light stroke, that very light brush of the finger over
the one nipple tip was like an electric shock that held just that
little bit more intense and almost putrid sexual pleasure. “You
have to break Lola, I know you want to break. And this is what you
have to do. This is where you stay until you break. There is
nothing else for you to look forward for you now. Breaking in the
next stop and then you can begin to live your best life. But you
can’t get there until you break. You MUST break.”

Greta was
letting her hot breath wash over the sweating, distorted face of
Lola. This type of torture, this type of sexual oblivion was
something that allowed Lola to hear and understand everything being
said to her and done to her at any given time. She was feeling
Greta’s breath and that breath would be causing her to feel the
desire increase. There was a thought in Lola as she felt Greta’s
breath that she wanted her to kiss her. That would have been like
some kind of bizarre cruel comfort to her. That the woman who was
doing this to her was now kissing her full on the mouth, tongues as
well. But Greta didn’t do that. She would have known that she could
and she would have known the likely effect on Lola if she did but
she didn’t. It was yet another level of her cruelty. It was another
level of torment that she didn’t have to expend any energy to
inflict and yet a level that was beyond effective. It was the kind
of torment that made Greta smile. “Please Greta, please, please
orgasm please?” And Lola was letting her hot and needy breath wash
right back over Greta but Greta just breathed it in. It was like
again that she was drinking in the breath of Lola. Like she was
breathing in Lola’s breath of despair and she did that for some
time. She stayed in close to Lola, as though she was trying to
listen for some vital sign or other but in fact was just wanting
and needing to stay there so that she could experience this young
woman’s downfall in its entirety and from close up.

And there
was another word, downfall. If Greta was sure of anything it was
that Lola would fall. She would break. It was just a question of
when she would break and fall. “No Lola, no orgasm. After you break
there may be some orgasms for you. After you break there may be
lots of ‘treats’ for you, but for now you have to break. You have
to break completely and utterly.” And it was like she was letting
Lola know that she had a choice. But at the same time knowing there
was no choice. For Lola that would have been added torment. Maybe
there was a way she could accelerate her breaking just so that she
could orgasm. But at the same time Greta had only said maybe there
would be orgasms and not that there would definitely be any. All of
this was adding to the psychological destruction of Lola. All of it
was wearing her down but she had to have been thinking that she was
missing something and that she could just break herself. If she
could do that, break herself, or let herself be broken then at
least there was the possibility that she would be allowed to
orgasm. Maybe her inner self, that survival instinct side of her
was preventing her from reaching and then tipping over into the
broken zone. Maybe even there was a way that she could cheat an
orgasm. That yes this device thing was preventing her from
orgasming but there must surely be a way of her circumnavigating
that? Surely she could cheat an orgasm.

That
would be simply Lola’s damaged mind playing tricks with her. That
would be her mind not having completely grasped the situation she
was in. But she was starting to understand. If she could think
about ‘cheating’ then she could also understand when she learnt
that the cheating wasn’t possible and that all that there was for
her was to break the way she was supposed to break. Lola needed,
badly she needed to reach her best life. She needed that. If only
she could cheat, but no she couldn’t do that. Her rosebud lips
trembled as more sweat poured from her. The pleasure she was
feeling from the device would be something that she would pay for
if she discovered it in her real and normal life. But not like
this. She would pay for something that she could switch on and off
to suit herself. Not this incessant absolute pleasure that was just
there all of the time. “Your anus, whore. Let’s do a little bit
more with that - help to take your mind off the orgasm you are not
going to get, just for now.” And those would not have been words
that Lola would want to hear. She knew that at any second she would
be hit with that pain again as the appendage up inside her was put
through a series of expansions that would see her stretched a
little bit more.

“Who knows, maybe once your whore hole breaks, then the rest of
you will follow?” And Greta’s words were always measured and
deliberate. None of her words were spoken by accident. There was a
measure of hope in there for Lola. If her whore hole, her ass
broke, if those muscles just gave up the ghost and broke, then
maybe the rest of her would follow and then maybe, just maybe she
would be given an orgasm. Lola was able to think like this. That
was the survival in her. She was able to think like this though
because she was being allowed to. She was being granted that
ability to think of these different little things. What she wasn’t
being given was the ability to just ‘break’. But then she screamed
out loud. The anal appendage lengthened and thickened in her again
and when it did that it all came back to her. The pleasure made it
possible to think of the deformation and the stretching of her ass
to beyond its normal limits. But the reality of pain brought it all
back to her. And it brought more besides. This was a young woman in
the process of being ruined comprehensively by an older woman, a
sadist. That pain brought back in waves that absolute mortification
that she felt of being denied her real normal life anymore. It
brought back what was happening to her in the most sickening way.
It brought it back in a way that affected her psychologically and
deeply. It affected her in a way that a woman her age should not
have to suffer.

So Lola
cried but she did so out of realisation of what she was going
through. She could feel the delicate anal flesh ring being
stretched and then her inner tunnel being pushed out further and
further. She could feel that movement and then that added pressure
to her colon. And that pain made her scream out in little bursts
but it was the crying that was of interest to Greta. The older
woman got in closer again. She wanted to feel Lola’s hot breath of
despair again and that was what she did. She got in right close
almost allowing her nose to touch the sweat soaked flesh of Lola’s
cheek. But only nearly. “That’s right you let it all out. Just go
with the flow whore. You are going to be so pleased with your best
life, do you know why?” She didn’t really expect an answer so she
continued any way. “Because I am going to tell you to be pleased
that’s why. When you get to your best life you will do everything I
want, suffer in any way I want because I tell you to - do you
understand that?”

Lola
would have understood what Greta was saying but all she could
manage was a nervy, shaky desperate nod of the head. She would have
been taking the words in and absorbing them. Lola had come to crave
her best life. She had come to want to be there and to need it
badly - so badly that she would do anything to get there. But now
there was more doubt being cast into her already fucked up mind.
Now Greta was telling her that she would enjoy her best life
because she would tell her to. And that, at least in Lola’s mind
would mean that her best life wouldn’t be such a good life after
all if she need to be told to enjoy it. And that was something else
that she was now dealing with. That was something else that she had
to contend with in her mind. She screamed out again as another
spasm of pain careered through her anal tract and seemingly into
the rest of her femininity. “Let it out, let it out there’s a good
whore.”

Greta was
beyond cruel. She stayed in close as that intense, acute pain ran
its course and then she breathed in Lola’s breath when the pleasure
took over again. The pleasure hadn’t been not there, it was just
that the pain numbed it out a bit. And now it was back. Now that
incessant pleasure was back working her. And Lola didn’t know how
much longer she could hold on for. And what would that mean? Would
that mean that she couldn’t hold on so she would just let go and
break? Maybe this was it. Maybe this was what she needed - let it
out, let it go and just break? Having the pleasure back feeding
into her clitoral nerves again with such intensity was like her
starting all over again and she didn’t know, couldn’t know if she
could deal with that. She could feel her sexual flesh, all of her
sexual flesh undulating as though it had a life of its own and now
she was feeling ‘fuller’ more ‘packed’ in her anus, that was adding
to the feed. That anal appendage always added to the feed, it had
since it had been fitted. But now it was like it was part of it. As
though the pleasure wouldn’t exist without it. Like it was all
becoming one for Lola. Even she was needing to break now. Even she
was desperate for herself to ‘break’ now. Whatever break meant.
Greta moved back and she was looking - she was looking with her
head tilted to one side slightly - was sensing that Lola was
getting nearer to that breaking point. And the older woman was
knowing that she couldn’t miss that bit. It could come very soon,
or it might take some time. But she was ready for the
wait.

 



CHAPTER
NINETEEN

 


DAY 5 - NOW – Fast Forward 18 Hours

 


If Lola
in her diminishing mind thought that the was being tortured during
that time in the cage, then she didn’t have the slightest clue what
Greta’s form of torture was about. Her time in the cage was just a
warm up. Just the setting of the scene as it were.

Even the
noises that Lola was making weren’t ‘normal’ now. They weren’t
anything like the noises she had been making before. It was like
this young woman had been infested with something that was too
terrible to explain or describe. It was like she had been so worked
on over time, like she had tried to fight it, contend with it and
tried to beat it so much that now there was nothing else left. Now
there was just this noise, this constant noise that came from her.
Like a noise that came from the pit of her soul and a noise that
she herself could not control. Greta was in close again, she sensed
now it was closer than ever. Things had ebbed and flowed as this
young woman had gone down into the pits of despair. But the ebbs
and flows had got less and less the deeper she went. The ebbs and
flows had morphed into each other to this point. This was the point
where the noises that were coming from her were not human - not
really, anymore.

“Almost there now whore, almost there. Just a little bit longer
and you’ll be there.” And Greta was whispering, hissing right in
close to Lola. She was speaking like she recognised the signs now.
That she recognised that Lola was close to going to the other side
of the line. The line had been one that said on one side unbroken
and on the other side in bold capital red letters, BROKEN. And now
that line was becoming more indistinct. It was greying out a little
bit as Lola crossed it. But this woman, this older woman wasn’t
giving any indication of ‘what exactly’ broken was, or what it
would look like when it came. All that was clear was that Greta
knew what she was looking for but for this time she was not sharing
that with us. “There’s a good girl. You can feel it now can’t you?
You can feel it, almost like you’re floating and that you don’t
want to fight it anymore. That’s right whore, just let yourself go.
Just let yourself float and before you know it you will be
broken.”

Greta was
using that almost hypnotic tone but at the same time she was in
close to Lola and she was nuzzling her with her nose. Lola was
dripping with sweat but that didn’t matter now. Greta was inside
the journey with Lola now and she wanted to be in as close as she
could be. She was talking, whispering, hissing to Lola, letting her
know that she was there with her. And those noises from Lola were
such noises of desperate, wretchedness that they couldn’t be
recognised as noises that Lola would or could make.

From time
to time Greta pulled back to see Lola’s face in its entirety. She
needed to do that - she needed to take in the bigger picture so
that she would recognise how close Lola was to breaking point.
“Good girl Lola. Good girl. Just breath, breath in and out, in and
out. Feel yourself getting closer.” And what Greta said did make
sense. There could and should have been a sense that she was so
close to ‘something’ that she could just float in and ‘break’. But
Lola was being tortured by pleasure. The pain of that anal
appendage had died back but the pressure, intense pressure against
the bend in her colon was still there and it was that that forced
her to take in sharp, deep breaths from time to time. But now that
pleasure, on HIGHEST Plus setting was something that was taking
Lola into the realm of being broken. Yes, the state of ‘broken’
wasn’t far away now. It was close, so close.

She
wasn’t just being broken, she was being ruined as well. Were broken
and ruined the same thing? No, they couldn’t have been the same
thing. There were degrees of ruination and one had to assume that
Greta had mastered all of the degrees of ruination. One had to
assume that she had mastered them to the utmost. And that was what
she had done with Lola. She had taken her through several levels of
ruination. She had taken her through all of those levels. And the
only thing left now was to break her. And if one were to stand
back, just stand back and watch this poor wretched female human
being one would get that. One would get it to the point that they
understood there would be no going back for her. That there was
only one way and that was forward to the breaking point and beyond.
Lola would have passed the point by now of needing and craving that
orgasm that she, in her mind, wasn’t going to be given. She would
have been long, long past that. She would have to an extent still
wanted the orgasm but learned to live without it. At least it would
seem like that. But that sexual pleasure, that constant sexual
stimulation she was being given, that sexual stimulation she was
being overdosed on was what was in effect breaking her. The noises
she was making were like noises that might come from someone who
had ‘given up’. Like noises that were coming from someone who knew
they were beaten. Like someone who was existing, or about to exist
on a different plane.

But there
was more to those noises than even that. Greta moved in again and
she looked at Lola in the eyes. She got right into her face and let
her breath wash over the sweat dripping face of Lola. “I’m here
darling. I’m here. When you’re ready you can just float on by. Just
float past the sign in your head ‘broken’ and then you will be in
your best life. Greta used one hand, one set of fingers to tweak
and slightly pinch each of Lola’s nipples. Those nipples were as
obscenely erect, thick and blackened as they could be and when
Greta tweaked, Lola sucked in air sharply. And this showed that
this woman was far from done. She might have been close to breaking
point. That point of her breaking might have been as close as it
ever had been, but Lola was not a spent force, not quite and not
yet. And that was what Greta would have been looking for. That was
what she needed to see, that Lola hadn’t been taken too far. Or
that she wasn’t being taken too far before the breaking
point.

Greta
didn’t want Lola to lose her mind completely whatever side of the
breaking point she was on. But if she tweaked those nipples and
found her to have lost her mind on the wrong side of the broken
line then it would have been a failure. The whole of the Lola
‘project’ would have been a failure and that wasn’t an option. One
had to have that feeling the Greta didn’t fail, that she didn’t
fail at anything she put her mind to.

“Good girl Lola. Good girl.” Greta whispered, she pleaded to
the bit of mind of Lola that was left. It was just that bit of mind
that she had to persuade, that she had to coerce into taking that
step over the line. She stepped back again and looked at the bag
strapped to Lola’s thigh. The flow of juices into that bag had been
profuse to say the least. Ever since that highest of all settings
had been set on the device that Lola was locked into had been set,
there had been like a new level of flow from her sexuality and
sucked into that bag. If someone, say someone from the outside were
to see that bag - if they were to see this scene full stop, and
then work out what was happening then there would be this sorrow
for this young woman. There would be sorrow yes, for the obvious
suffering, but as well there would be realisation of the
degradation that she was being put through. And if that realisation
went further in that they knew that Lola knew what she was going
through then the sorrow and the sympathy would only be more. And
there would be the question, again that question about how could
one woman do this to another? And how could one human being do this
to another?

“Lola held her breath - like she was feeling a shift in the
sensations, or in the way her mind was processing them. Her eyes
had been sweat dripping slits but now they were open wide. They
were bulging like she was teetering on some kind of edge. That was
it - she was teetering on the edge and this was what Greta wanted
and needed to see. She needed to see this younger woman on the very
edge of madness - just teetering there. Then she looked down to
Lola’s sexuality - she looked down to that device and then the
flesh and it was like that flesh had a life of its own. There was
this ‘movement’ there. There was this absolute undulation of that
live flesh and Greta would know that behind that clitoris that was
all restricted and capped up in a world of its own, would be
throbbing.

And she
knew that Lola would be feeling that throbbing. She wouldn’t be
understanding where that throbbing was coming from because she
would have been dealing with the little tweaks, and the little
pinches of her nipples. She would have been trying to make sense of
it all but failing. Greta knew that much - she knew that inside her
mind Lola at this point wouldn’t be very functional. This would be
the point when she was at her least functional. This would be the
point that nothing much made sense to her. This would have been the
point when that need to orgasm would come back to her. The point
when those throbs and sensations being fed through and into her
sexuality were at their most intense. This would have been the time
when bemusement, pleasure, torture, anxiety, distress, all became
one. And there were no lines dividing them - they were all the same
mixed up in the same melting pot.

Greta was
watching the drool spill over the bottom lip of Lola. That was
something that might have spurred Lola on to sucking back that
drool to at least afford herself a little dignity. But there was
just this blankness in her eyes now. And it was really a blankness.
Those eyes had been bulging as though she was trying to focus on
something that was in her mind only. But now they were blank - now
it was like she was in a state of total abandonment. Now it was
like she knew there was no going back. She tried to whisper, tried
to hiss back to Greta, “I’m, sorry, sorry, Greta, sorry, sorry,
sorry.” And she got the words out but it was only just that she got
them out. And Greta had to get right down to hear them. She had to
get right next to Lola’s drooling mouth in order to hear those
words. And Greta smiled when she heard those words. She smiled
because there was the guilt there. Lola was intoxicated with the
breaking point that was so close now but she was guilty as well.
She was saying sorry to Greta - she was apologising for something
that she hadn’t done. She was feeling guilt running through her
core and there was no need for her to be feeling that. There was no
need for any guilt what so ever to be washing over Lola. But for
Greta that guilt was like liquid gold coming out of Lola’s mouth.
Those words dribbling out with the drool that was on constant
flow.

Greta was
watching intently now. She was watching closely and focussing in a
way that didn’t even allow her to blink. Greta knew that the time
had come. She knew that the precise time when Lola would break had
arrived and so she got in even closer. She wanted to feel the
essence of the old Lola leaving her to be replaced by the broken
one. But most of all she wanted to feed Lola a once in a lifetime
orgasm that would shake her very foundations. And she did that -
she reached for her remote control and she swiped a red button.
That was ‘the’ button. It was the button that forced the orgasm
that had been denied for so long. But it was the buttons that
inflated the anal appendage to a degree that her muscles broke at
precisely the same time as Lola herself broke. There would have
been that pain but she wouldn’t recognise it as pain. And there
would have been the mind blowing orgasmic sensation that she could
ride but that she would never attain ever again. It was the dose of
‘sexual crack’ delivered at precisely the same time as Lola’s mind
gave up all but that little bit. It was the dose of sexual ecstasy
that would leave her searching for it forever more going
forward.

Lola
would have been bemused through these seconds and minutes. And it
would have been like she didn’t have any of her mind left anymore.
But that wouldn’t be accurate. Lola would feel everything she was
supposed to feel, and she would KNOW that this was the point that
her life changed in the kind of cataclysmic way that meant that it
would not ever be the same again. There would be something in
Lola’s mind that told her that any thoughts of getting away, any
thoughts of her going back to her old life, had evaporated. Lola
would have been feeling the kind of ‘numbness’ that she didn’t know
existed. The kind of numbness that she didn’t really know what to
do with. She would have been ‘aware’ but then not aware at the same
time. She would have been loose, or as loose in that sling and
bondage that it was possible for her to have been. That orgasm had
fucked her up. Yes that was a good assessment - that the orgasm,
that was above and beyond an orgasm had fucked her up.

And now
that the orgasm had been brought to an abrupt end - because it had
been brought to an abrupt end, there was just this constant craving
for it to be back again. There was this difference in Lola, this
change that’d occurred in her that was now stark. The old Lola, the
curator and beautiful young woman had been replaced by this other
one. And this other one was quite simply one that was ‘hungry’. She
was hungry for that sexual crack of orgasm to be back. And she was
needy - so needy. There was that fluttering of the eyes, that
flicking of them not being able to focus on anything. And there was
this constant movement of her mouth and then the more prolific
production of the whore juices that were being sucked into her
little thigh bag.

The
orgasm had only just been switched off, but the addiction had been
instant. It had been instant and it had been irreversible. The Lola
in this bondage, in this sound proofed room was not the same as
that old one. The breaking had occurred - it had occurred at some
point during that orgasm. And it was during that orgasm that her
anal muscles had given up the ghost as well. From the anal
appendage, where it was allowed to ‘breath’ there was a trickle of
blood. That was the sign of anal breaking, that little trickle of
blood that would stem itself in due course.

Because
Lola had been subjected to that orgasm at the same time as her anus
was broken, she hadn’t felt that pain. In fact there hadn’t been so
much pain this time. All of the pain, or most of it had occurred
when she was being stretched throughout the process. Most of the
pain had occurred when she was supposed to feel it. Now, as she
came back down into her new real world, she would have been aware
of that looseness of her anal tract. She would have been aware of
the degradation as well - the degradation of being not only
psychologically ruined by another woman but, physically so as well.
In lots of ways she was coming down from what she had been through
but not at the same time. Yes she was getting that guilt and that
shame, and that degradation, but the addiction and the hunger was
keeping her in check. It was like before, she had an escape route
with the orgasm when it was given to her - she could be lost in
that. But now, now it was all jumbled up as one and just because
she had this craving, and this need, just because she had this
hunger, this greed for sexual pleasure and this craving for more
orgasmic sensations she also had the reality of it. For Lola it was
like she was outside the bubble of herself looking in. And it was
like she couldn’t get out of that bubble. She was where Greta
needed her to be now. She was there, right there.

“I’m fucked. You’ve fucked me up Greta.” Lola’s voice was
monotone. She was still in that sling, still in that room, still in
that upside beam of light from above. “Yes you are and yes I did.
Very good whore, you know what has happened to you and that is a
good thing. If you know now what I have done to you, then you will
recognise going forward what is happening to you and that is was
‘I’ desire. And what you will learn is that what ‘I’ desire is what
matters. Now I am ready to show you your best life. That is, the
best life that is available to you.” And Greta stopped speaking so
that her words could sink in. “But why I don’t understand why? I
don’t understand why you would do it to me?” Lola was speaking but
she was doing it in a drowsy, conversational way. She appeared
drowsy because of the intensity of what she had been through. That
would wear off, and then it would hit her all at once - where she
was now, what she was now.

“Why you? Because you were ‘perfect’ Lola. You were, you ARE
perfect for my needs and that is basically the reason, the only
reason. What I am will become apparent and crystal clear to you in
due course. But what you need to know from this get go, is that
your ‘best life’ means something quite different to what you may
have taken for granted. What it actually means is that you will
simply live the best life that is available to you. The best life
that I choose to give you. The best life that I think is possible
for you at any given time. Your best life in my world is not a
static thing. It is a life that will be organic. It will be a life
that will change and evolve over time. Your best life will never be
something that you can settle into, comfortably. It will be
something that will change on a daily basis. Something that will
continue to work you psychologically and physically. It is
something that, now that you are broken, and I understand that you
understand now that you are broken, will simply bring you to a
place that is lower, and darker than any place you can imagine in
the little bit of mind that you have left. And again, why? Why
because I have needs Lola - needs that I will sate with you. Needs
that I will seek to gratify when I continue giving you your best
life. In short Lola, you are nothing except my fucked up
plaything.”

Greta
sounded quite mad and when she spoke like that she diminished Lola
even more. And she sounded nothing like the lady of the Eatons she
was in her real life, outside the triple mansion. But she sounded
normal as well and that was disturbing. What she had been
explaining or describing to the broken Lola was like a hint at some
kind of nightmare that would never end. And if she got that across
to Lola, then she was the kind of sadist that she had always set
out to be. She didn’t say anything else and neither did Lola. There
was just this period of prolonged silence. Absolute silence except
for the little noises that Lola made. She needed that orgasm again.
She needed it badly. But of course she wouldn’t be given
that.

 



CHAPTER
TWENTY

 


3 MONTHS LATER – The Natural History Museum, London

 


Lola
looked ‘normal’ to a degree. But then there’s normal and there’s
normal. Anyone who didn’t, or hadn’t known Lola before might not
notice anything amiss. And yet a closer look at those heavily made
up ‘perfect’ eyes might see something in there. They might just see
something that was more than distant in there. And that was the
problem - seeing something that was distant. Like a little light in
there that kept flickering as though it was about to go out. That
could easily be mistaken for someone who might be on the wrong side
of a drug binge. And for anyone who knew Lola, who had known her
before, who knew how full of life she was, and who recognised her
now, they would definitely know there was something wrong with her.
They would absolutely spot that there was something more than wrong
with her. There was her body language for a start. Like she had
been trained, or scared half to death to stand and move in a
certain way. Like she had been through a lot to get to this point
in her life and like she didn’t want to go through any more of that
shit. There was the increase in her bust size. Her breasts had
always been a perfect balance with her height and body type. But
now they were increased - now she was top heavy and that to an
extent dictated how she moved, how she stood and how she appeared.
But that was only to an extent because there was that ‘training’
that she must have had.

Of
course, the way she was dressed and made up, although sluttish, and
revealing, didn’t immediately reveal what had been down at the core
of her femininity. It didn’t reveal the extent of the ‘work’ that
had taken place. And that was by far the most shocking and
disturbing thing that could be discovered about this version of
Lola. One had to say ‘this version’ because this was not the Lola
of old. This was not the old Lola who was full of life, and full of
love for her job at the Natural History Museum. Her friends and
colleagues at the NHM wouldn’t recognise her now. It was a fact
that they wouldn’t recognise her because this was where she was now
- right at this moment in time. This was where she was with Greta -
it was like one of Greta’s sicker little treats and days out for
Lola. They were customers, punters in the Museum and it was like a
little test that Greta was carrying out. Like a little game she was
playing because she knew that changing Lola’s appearance from the
old Lola was something that she could do to such an effect that
no-one would recognise her. Of course, she hadn’t accounted for
Li.

Taking
Lola’s dirty blonde hair, all of it, down to the scalp had been
something that had been a trauma for Lola. That was like something
that would affect any female human being almost in all cases
cataclysmically. For Lola it had given her nightmares and
flashbacks and a longing for her dirty blonde hair to be back.
Lola’s hair had been part of her identity. And the thing was that
the long dead straight jet black wig that replaced her dirty blonde
hair for outings like this didn’t do anything to heal her
psychologically. It didn’t give her, her identity back. That was
something that wasn’t possible. It was far too late for that and
besides Greta would only ever prolong the psychological suffering
for Lola. Physically the loss of her hair was the least of it. What
Greta had done over time to her intricate and complex and private
femininity was something that couldn’t be imagined. This was a
young woman who had been systematically over time totally
debilitated and destroyed. She’d had her dignity removed, and any
semblance of hope simply extracted from her psyche.

Lola’s
anal tunnel, including her puckered ring, had been stretched and
opened and then retained that way until the muscles gave up hope.
That meant that she lost control any control whatsoever of her
bowels and bowel contents. This in turn meant that she had to be
‘plugged’ to prevent her from losing the contents of her bowels -
but it meant also that the plug was ‘locked’ inside her so that she
could not simply unplug herself so that she could toilet. There was
the dignity of that or the indignity of that. And the indignity of
‘needing’ Greta to do that for her. Those couple of indignities
leading to something like a severe form of degradation for this
young woman that would be hard to comprehend for anyone who might
know about it - except Greta of course. In ruining Lola’s ass,
stretching her ‘whore hole’ and installing the need in her to be
permanently plugged, ensured that not only was a mass form of
degradation installed but also, that it didn’t diminish over time.
That it didn’t in any way, lessen. It would be something that Lola
would live with, and sleep with every single day, every single
night and in-between.

The
device that she wore to prevent her from self-orgasms was
permanent. It prevented her from pleasuring herself in any shape or
form. It could deliver pleasure but again that was down to Greta
and her kindness, or not. The same with her urination. She couldn’t
just go - she couldn’t just lose the contents of her bladder any
more than she could the contents of her bowels. There was a
catheter that was a part, or an accessory of the chastity device.
That catheter was fed down her urethra and into her bladder. That
catheter was electronically controlled via the remote control that
Greta carried with her as though it was a matter of life and death.
Lola had been able to urinate herself in the early days. Greta had
allowed that, but that ‘privilege’ had been taken away from her as
her training and ‘best life’ continued. Taking that away was like
the final piece in that particular jigsaw of Lola’s
retardation.

Likewise
the anal plug, that was locked in place - locked in place and not
only immovable but tamper proof. But there was a dedicated button
on the remote that didn’t unlock the plug, rather it opened up the
base of the plug and allowed the contents of Lola’s bowels to
simply pour out. One could try and work out how Lola would feel
about this but nothing of any sense would be forthcoming. One could
not take into account Lola’s state of mind on this because there
was no state of mind as such. She was in a position that she could
not change or influence in any way whatsoever. She knew about that
deep rooted, seeded degradation and humiliation, but that was
something that she simply lived with, or existed with every waking
and sleeping minute of the day.

But
again, to look at this young woman, with this older woman at the
NHM, one wouldn’t think there was anything wrong with her, not on
first glance anyway. One wouldn’t even imagine that such ‘work’ had
been done to her. It was hidden under her garish clothes that
invited ‘looks’ and ‘comments’ - and because she had been
conditioned in such a way, there was that distance in her eyes,
even that blankness in her eyes but there were no expressions as
such. Even though she was experiencing intense sexual pleasure as
they made their way from hall to hall, there were no expressions as
such. There was the slight issue when they stopped to look at
displays. Lola was not good at a standstill. She was having to deal
with that pleasure and she was having to deal with the suction as
her whore juices were sucked from her and into that bag strapped to
her upper thigh. And because of that intense pleasure and those
continuous sensations she couldn’t really stand still. She was
doing that little dance that she did from stiletto to stiletto and
that drew more attention to herself.

“You may cum Lola. You may cum NOW!” Greta had moved into the
side of Lola very close and slipped an arm around her neat waist.
The orgasm was instant. It was another trick that Greta had
perfected with Lola. She had broken and trained this young woman to
such an extent, she had taken her to such a place emotionally and
physically, and she had ‘trained’ her to be able to orgasm ‘on
commend’. It was the single most strange thing that could be
happening. Lola could not stimulate herself - she could not
masturbate, or give herself any pleasure at all. She was totally at
the mercy of Greta and the device that she was wearing. And yet,
Greta had been able to without any effort, just by whispered words
alone, made it possible for Lola to cum on command and that was
like something that was a step too far for the mind to comprehend.
Certainly it was a step too far for Lola’s mind to comprehend with.
No sooner had Greta given the instruction than Lola was in the
midst of orgasmic turmoil throbbing from her sexuality and a closer
listen would reveal dirty wet noises emanating from the back of her
mouth and throat.

And that
was enough surely? But no, Lola had been trained and she had been
conditioned to suffer both pleasure and pain in a totally
expressionless way. And that had to be something that sapped more
energy from her, must have drained her so much psychologically that
it seemed illogical that she could remain expressionless. But that
was it, she did. As they stood, there was this orgasm careering
through Lola but that was not visible on her face. If one looked a
little closer there was the little roll of her throat as she
swallowed and that swallow was more than normal. That was the sign
that Greta would recognise, that this young woman was in that
orgasmic state. But that would be just for her. A sign for her and
no-one else. “Good girl, enjoy Lola because I am so, so pleased
with you.”

And Greta
didn’t really let up on the head fucking of Lola. There was this
overall, constant and all enveloping cruelty that just existed in
her life now - and around her life. And yet at the same time there
were the occasional kind words from Greta. Words that would
resonate with Lola - words that would make her wag her tail, if she
had a tail. There had to be one of those moments where one stood
back in amazement at what this woman was able to do with Lola. They
were standing in the middle of the Natural History Museum and Lola
was orgasming hard. That suction to her clitoris was working extra
hard to collect all of the juices that she would be later fed on.
And that was the other thing - she had been taken out of the
nightmare at the Eatons and into the normal world. And not only had
she been taken to the normal world but she had been taken to the
place that she had worked at and loved for so long before she’d
been taken cruelly out of it by Greta.

And now
she was standing orgasming, expressionless and those milling around
had no idea. They had not a clue about what was happening even
though their eyes had been drawn to this young woman dressed and
made up a little less than decently. That was the thrill for Greta
- that these people could turn their heads to look at Lola and yet
not have a single clue about what she was going through or what she
was suffering. “Stop now Lola - stop NOW!” And Greta’s trigger word
was ‘now’. That was the word that when used compelled Lola and made
her do what she was being told to do. And Greta was in close enough
to hear the little clearing of Lola’s throat as the orgasm stopped,
like a little cough but no expression. Trying to work out how this
could be happening was beyond any sort of logic. That Lola could
cum, and stop cumming on Greta’s command and yet if she had a
sleepless night, which one had to assume she did indeed have, and
might have wanted, or needed to masturbate, which was a constant
state of being for her, then she couldn’t because it was physically
and psychologically impossible. One had to ask what this older
woman had done to Lola to make this possible? One had to ask what
had needed to be done to this poor young woman to make this
possible?

Again no
answers were forthcoming because it was a situation that defied
belief let alone understanding. A woman, another older woman
passing, then had her eyes drawn by Lola who was in the recovery
stage after that orgasm. “Women like you disgust me. I mean truly
disgust me.” And this woman another one of the elite set by the
looks of it although unknown to Greta because she had completely
ignored her. But Greta stood by, and she listened to this woman
piling it into Lola. “Thank you so much Ma’am.” And that was all
that Lola said - like she had been conditioned and trained to thank
this woman for the verbal assault she had begun on her. “You’re
thanking me? For telling you that you disgust me?” And there was
this disbelief in this woman as she stood back looking Lola up and
down. But Greta’s attentions had been turned elsewhere. Just a
little away from them there was another younger woman just standing
looking at Lola. It was an oriental young woman, possibly Chinese
and a member of the Museum staff which was easy to see because of
her name badge. She had been walking from one hall to another but
had been stopped in her tracks when she’d seen Lola. Greta could
see that her attention, and her eyes were fixed on Lola. And then
she came across to her. The other woman had moved on, flaring her
nostrils as though she had a bad smell under them that she couldn’t
get rid of.

Greta
didn’t intervene. She didn’t do anything. She just stood back a bit
and watched. This could have been a cause for concern for her. It
could have been something that would endanger what she had
achieved. Indeed it could have been something that blew her whole
world apart - especially that part of her world that she didn’t let
out into the open very often. But there was no such concern from
Greta. It was as though the work she had done with Lola, everything
she had done with her was solid. And there was nothing that could
happen that would threaten that. It really was as though Greta had
not a care in the world. “Lola, Lola is that you?” It was all that
Li said. She had come right up to Lola as though she wasn’t sure it
was her, but thought that it could be. And it was like she had
considered not approaching her but then that she couldn’t let it go
and so had come up to her anyway. Lola just looked at Li and there
was this spark in her eyes. Like she recognised Li but couldn’t
quite place her. Lola tilted her head from one side to the other as
though she was trying to put it all back together in her mind. But
she was failing at that so she didn’t say anything. But there was
something more than familiar about Li, and then she got
it.

“I used to work here, now I don’t. I’m living my best life.”
Lola spoke but there was this one tone to her voice. Again one
might have thought that Greta would intervene but she didn’t. “I
know - how are you doing, we miss you, you know?” And Li seemed
relieved that she was being recognised by Lola. “I couldn’t stay
here. I needed to live my best life.” And really, Lola was speaking
to Li as though she didn’t know her at all. She was speaking to her
as though she was merely being polite. “We were all shocked when
you left. Piers said that you couldn’t work here anymore. We just
thought you loved it here so much and would never leave. But there
was those last days, as though you were lost or something.” And Li
was prodding all the time but again Greta didn’t intervene. She
could have but she didn’t. “No, I needed to leave to live my best
life.” It was an almost dead pan way that Lola responded to one of
the girls she had always considered as close to a friend as she
wanted back in the day. Like she had been trained, conditioned,
brain washed into being informative but also evasive. Li was
puzzled. “So what is your best life Lola. How is that working out
for you?”

And maybe
at this point Greta took more of an interest in this little
oriental girl. She was digging a little too much. Most people would
take the distant tone in Lola and assume she didn’t want to speak
and then move on. But Li was not doing this, she was digging and
this got Greta’s attention, so she sidled in a little closer to
listen to specially what was being said. “My best life is what a
girl like me deserves. And it’s working out for the best for me.”
And there as this contradiction that existed in what Lola had said
and Greta smiled to herself. The best life that Lola deserved could
have meant that she thought highly of herself and was living the
life that she deserved - life of Riley even. It didn’t in any way
hint at the truth of it - it didn’t in any way touch the reality of
what Lola’s best life was at the hands and the mind of Greta. And
that it was working out the best for her, again could have meant
two different things. That she had tried this best life and it was
the best thing she had ever done. It didn’t again in any way touch
the reality of her best life, and the horror of the life she was
actually living.

Greta
smiled slightly at Lola who was matching up to the training she had
been given. Greta knew there was no chance that she would or could
slip up. By this time Li had become aware of Greta’s presence and
she looked at her. And then she looked away. She seemed to look
away quickly like she didn’t want to maintain any eye contact.
“Well, Lola it’s good to meet you again. Come in any time and see
us.” And with that she was gone and Greta smiled again. “Come Lola,
let’s get you back to the Eatons. I want to have some fun with you
later today.” And she spoke as they were heading for the main doors
that led onto the Cromwell Road.

 


One hour later

 


“Pier’s, it’s Greta. I want to take that little Chinese girl
you have working there out of there, Li isn’t it? Make it so. I’ll
talk to you later, bye.” Greta was on her own now, Lola had been
taken down and caged. Li had rattled her. She hadn’t done that at
first but with her last bit of digging she had rattled her and now
plans were starting to form in her mind as to what she could
achieve with a girl like this. She had already begun looking into
her life, into her status in the UK and if she had family in this
country. She sat back, crossed her legs and she sipped from a glass
of expensive red wine. She was looking out over the immaculate
gardens of her triple mansion. Sometimes, Greta spent hours and
hours doing this. Doing nothing except this, other than planning,
and fantasising, and dotting i’s and crossing t’s. Now she had
another name to concentrate on, Li.

 


 


THE END

or is
it?
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