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Originally published as The Flower Girls of the Blue Lotus Club Rose in 2019. This book has undergone some major rewrites; however, the underlying story remains the same.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without a written permission from the author, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review. All rights reserved. Except as permitted under the UK Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Whether we make our own money or rely on someone else, many of us would rater pretend our financial matters don't exist. Or we hope they'll just take care of themselves somehow. My ex-husband was like that. He always said, "I bank by prayer. I go to the ATM and pray that money will come out." 

—Author: Nancy Levin
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Welcome to the Blue Lotus Club and thank you for joining us for the third book in the Flower Girls series. Before you start to read this story you should be aware all stories in the Flower Girls series are written for the Adult Reader and contains bad language, violence and not forgetting scenes of a sexual nature.

The stories in the Flower Girls series are loosely linked and are best read in sequence. If you are new to the Flower Girls series, may I suggest you start the series by reading Book One, Grand Opening.

Rose's story was originally going to be the first story in the series. After writing most of this story some thoughts came to me, there is no background story, what about the Blue Lotus Club? How did it come about? This is when I put Rose to one side to write Grand Opening and Defaulters at Ten.
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Chapter One

Rosanne
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Suddenly I awake from my recurring nightmare, the nightmare that has been haunting my existence for over three years now. The sweat is pouring from every pour of my shaking body. Today this nightmare has taken more out of me than normal. After ten minutes of being woken with the force of a freight train my eyes are just becoming accustomed to the sharp early dawn light cascading through the parting in my bedroom curtains. My heart aches knowing this is the last time I will wake up in here. My eye's weep as I look towards the photo on my bedside table, "Mumma I'm sorry I've lost your beautiful house, this house all because I didn't listen to your all knowing wisdom".

Leaning over I pick up the photo and kiss the picture of my Mumma holding the magazine with my first cover shot on it. The tears are streaming down my cheeks running down the silver frame as my tears drop from my chin. My finger gently wipes the tears from her face and I kiss the photo as I have done every day since my darling protector passed. 

Finally I get up carefully packing the photo in my case, not knowing when or where I will be placing it by my bed again. After a long cold shower I get dry and take the carton of milk and give it a sniff. "No I don't think so". Instead I go for the warm orange juice sitting next to the remaining content of my fridge that was taken away yesterday. The Russian bastards took everything that wasn't in my bedroom. They are coming back for what's left today together with the keys to the house my mother left me in her will.

Sitting naked crossing my legs as my bum makes contact with the floor. Again I go over and over the paperwork from the court house taking my mumma's house as part payment for the debt my no good ex husband run up in my name over three years ago. Now all the heartache of what that piece of shit has taken from me comes flooding back.

It's been nearly three years since my modeling career came to an abrupt halt. I remember when my face was on the front cover of all the major mags, I went to all the best parties and restaurants where I ate some of the most amazing food and lived in a wonderful apartment in New York overlooking Central Park. Not only that and I didn't get out of bed for less than fifteen thousand dollars a day. That all ended when my ex shit of a husband Jack, gambled it all away and some. All of his debts, my dear bastard husband Jack secured with my earnings and my Property which against my mums advice was unprotected by not having a pre-wedding agreement.

Jack was not only my arsehole of a husband and lawyer he was also my manager. When he got involved with a gambling syndicate run by what now turns out to be Russian Mafia, I unknowingly secured his debts by signing the papers he constantly put in front of me. When he ran out of money, they didn't threatened him, they went straight for my assets legally through the court's, and got everything I had and more. They even got my name Jane Roseanne Beckett as it is registered as part of my assets, on my manager's advice I had my name copyrighted and the court handed it over as part payment. My lawyer did get the Judge too agree I could have full copyright of my name back once the entire debt was paid off. The Russaian's or I should say their fucking layers persuaded the Judge to also stop me from modeling or being published until the debt, yes you guest it until it is paid in full.

The Court did agree that I could change my name to Rosanne Manford, Manford being my momma's maidan name. But did not agree to me still working as a model even though it would have been the easiest way for the debt to be paid. The Judge said that it should a warning to anyone in the public eye that all debts have to be paid no matter who you are. Which I thought was a bit harsh of him especially when it was my shit face husband that had run up the debt.

So there I was no money, no home and no job and that's when Mumma gave me a life line allowing me to move back home, for two years I worked waiting tables sometimes getting noticed as the model who gambled all her money away. Slowly changing my image to become less noticeable, blending in with the crowd. Eventually turning into a long haired brunette nobody from a short blonde haired Model did make a difference but not as much as the grungy ill fitting clothes and hoodie that covers my curves and face, turning me into a completely unknown plain Jane.

Mumma supported me while all of my earnings from waiting tables and the other part time jobs I managed to get from time to time went to pay the Russian bastards who knocked on the door each week, holding their hand out and reminding me with laughter in their voices how much was left to pay off. Even on the day of mumma's death six weeks ago the bastards demanded my wages, then two weeks ago at the reading of her will they produced a court order taking my mumma's house and contents that she lovingly bequeathed to me, giving me two weeks to find somewhere to live. Which I have have not managed to do with the available funds I have.

Yesterday the day before being forced to leave my home I get a phone call from my lawyer Mr William Slade Snr saying he has been contacted by the consortium that Jack's debt or should I say my debt is owed, with what he is saying is good news. I have been offered a two year contract to work for them at the Blue Lotus Club as a hostess. He has looked over the contract and in his words it he would recommend that I consider taking it, accommodation, food and a small wage has been offered and after the two year contract has ended I would be free of my debt too them and would be able to use my name again. I have been invited to attend the Blue Lotus Club at 3pm today, Mr Slade is going to meet me there to go through the contract with me and introduce me to potentially my new boss.

I'm thinking it's no good me keep going over and over this so finally I put the court paperwork away and get dressed in the one clean outfit I have left. Which is one of the downsides of not having a washing machine or enough money for washing powder. Finally I take a long look around our house for the last time before placing my case next to the front door, Mr Slade said I can leave it here until after the meeting. Walking out of the front door for the last time, tears forming as I lock the door. Slowly I head towards the bus stop with the fifty dollars given to me by Mr Slade. Luckily I don't have long to wait before my bus pulls up. The driver smiles as I hand over thirty dollars too take me to one of the most wealthiest parts of the City.

My mind is wondering as I gaze out of the window watching New York as it goes about its business. Eventually the driver calls to me "this is you Miss". I stand and make my way off the bus looking to the sidewalk as I pass each window of the bus, finally saying goodbye and thank you to the driver. Taking a moment I look at the map Mr Slade has given me, which I follow until I reach the entrance gates too the Blue Lotus Club. After I press the intercom a foreign gentlemen speaks "yes" is all he said I press the button again and speak with confidence "hello Roseanne Mansfield to see Mr Slade". The intercom come back to life "he not here yet, you go wait by front door". With that the gate opens and I just manage to walk through them just as they begin to close.

I check my watch 2:10pm, Mr Slade has requested I meet him at 2:30pm and as usual I am a little early so I stand a while and take in the beauty of the Blue Lotus Club which is set back off the driveway in its own magnificent gardens. The building itself is of an old wooden design mainly appropriately blue in colour, I walk down it's driveway taking in all of splendor, slowly I move towards my future. When I reach the building I look around to see if anyone is watching me. No I don't see anyone so I decide to take a sneak peek through the front door my first thoughts and impressions are that the Blue Lotus interior is beautiful, decorated almost in the style of the 1920s, the architecture is stunning.

Turning as I hear the sound of a car behind me I see Mr Slade's chauffeur driven limo pull up, by my cheap watch it is 2:20pm, and at this point I'm thinking I am most definitely paying him too much. His driver gets out and comes around to open the door Mr Slade pokes his head out first before finally getting out saying goodbye to the driver, and greeting me with a smile. We walk to the front door. He presses the intercom announcing our arrival. 

The door opens and the mellow tone's of the Flower Duet is coming from the sound system, as we walk through the doorway we arrive at one of the most lavish foyers I have ever seen, it is beautiful, the detail in the styling is amazing. With care taken to get the ambiance of the place just right from the artwork to the delicate vase detailing what I think is the club motive containing about half a dozen single flowers. Mr Slade ushers me along as we are shown into a side room by a well dressed bald headed man.

The room is in keeping with the splendor of the building. We sit at an oak table on some stunning leather chairs, Mr Slade briefly goes over the contract and is pointing out some of the pro's and cons, but overall it is a fair contract and as he says at this point "you don't have a lot options" I nod in agreement. He then says "ready" and then to my surprise he is on his feet walking towards the door speaking to the bald headed man waiting outside, so I guess we are doing this now. The bald headed man speaks into his walkie talkie then he talks to Mr Slade who in turn is now speaking to me. "lets do this", I try and smile as I get to my feet. Together with Mr Slade we then follow the man into the clubs office. Mr Slade introduces me to Boris a well dressed slightly stocky Russian who runs this club, I would say was about forty-five years old. He explains in his pigeon English with the help of Mr Slade, that the club offers young ladies as companions to the club's wealthy clients. 

In returned for me joining the girls, which in all intense and purposes means having sex with any member of the club, I am offered a place to live, and fifty Dollars a week for me to keep out of a set wage which the remainder would go to pay off my ex husbands debt. Yes that little arse wipe has landed me right in the shit. Reality has kicked in and I am now thinking what the hell am going to do and where the hell am I going to live and the fact that Mr Slade said I was out of options I reluctantly agreed too the terms of my employment as laid out in the contract. So with my lack of choices I pick up the pen and signed and Mr Slade witnesses, now making me one of the young ladies of the Blue Lotus Club.

Boris lifts the phone and speaks something in Russian, a few seconds later there is a knock at the door and in walks an elderly lady, well dressed and presented for someone of her generation. Boris introduces her to us as Dahlia my new house mother. Dahlia then turns to me and says "we need to find you a new name all our girls are named after flowers",

"my name is Roseanne" I say with confidence 

"yes my dear but it no flower", I have a lightbulb moment "how about Rose?" She takes out a little somewhat worn book and flips through it, "Rose okay we call you Rose "Dahlia turns back to Boris and speaks some more Russian all I can understand at this point is Rose".

Boris wrote Rose on both copies the contract and got me and Mr Slade to initial them along side his. At this point Mr Slade says goodbye shaking our hands and as he walked towards the door he turns to me and says "Bye Rose and by the way this consultation has been paid for by the Blue Lotus Club". Well that's a relief I was wondering where the five hundred bucks was coming from.

After the door had closed and from out of the blue Boris mumbled what I thought was "take cloths off", 

"pardon"

"You take cloths off", this time he was more commanding and clear enough. with a little hesitation I start to pull my grey hoodie over my head before starting to undo the buttons on my pink slightly baggy blouse, I can feel two sets of eyes following my every slow and painful release of the pearl buttons revealing my now moist tanned flesh until all the buttons are freed. Now I can feel myself becoming embarrassed, more than I have done in a long while my body is definitely getting hotter almost blushing then Boris waves his hand, indicating the blouse should also go so with a little shrug of the shoulders a move from my modeling days, the now damp pink mess falls to the floor. Not knowing whether to go for my skirt or bra next my hands head down my body towards my skirt, but no I got that wrong when I hear Dahlia who is almost screaming the words "Bra, skirt, panties quick". How impatient I quickly and unceremoniously remove all that is covering my now totally warm and embarrassed body.

As I am being visibly examined by my new boss and his trusty sidekick I move my hand to cover my now very moist lady garden. Then whack I felt the hand of Dahlia land firmly on my backside, as I let out a yelp both of them shouted "hands by sides". So not wanting my backside slapped again my hands go dutifully too my sides as the two of them continued to ogle my now somewhat redder and to my surprise now very turned on body. They start grabbing at me, each one takes hold of one of my breasts, squeezing and then pulling the now tender and perky nipples I let out yet another little yelp as Boris flicked the nipple with his thumb. 

This is sending messages to my inner core making me wetter and wetter I'm not certain how such longer I can hold back the orgasm that is building between my legs. Then whack "OUCH", my backside takes the blunt of Dahlia's hand once more. Boris bellows "stop moving, stop noise", he is now inspecting my reasonably tidy blonde pubic hair that I call my lady garden, Dahlia is now talking to Boris again, I don't understand a word of it. Note to self must learn Russian. Still talking to Boris, Dahlia looks at me and says "Open legs" and before I had chance to comprehend what she said I feel two no three off her long slender fingers push through the garden into my wanting channel my orgasm begins to rise again then to my dismay she pulls out, I let out a sigh followed by "don't stop". I then hear her almost laughingly say "naughty girl" followed by yet another whack to my now very red backside. 

The chatting between them continues until after a while Boris waves his hand at my clothes and says "on". I gather my crumpled clothes and start getting dressed Boris and Dahlia continue their conversation. Then with what seems like I've now done with you wave towards the door from Boris, Dahlia returns to my side and ushers me out of the office.

Waiting outside is a young girl dressed in what looks like an Air Hostess Costume with a very short skirt and a blouse open to expose her cleavage and a hat with a Lotus Flower emblem on it, she looks a little scared standing there with her head lowered, flanked by someone who could be Dahlia's sister I'm thinking another house mother, behind them is yet another bald headed man in a suit. As we pass them the two older ladies nod and exchange greetings, the man also gives a nod in Dahlia's direction she inturn returns the gesture. Dahlia turns her head and says to me "she naughty girl going to get punished".

"What's she done?",  

"not for you too matter" she snaps. So I shut up and dutifully follow her.

I am led through a maze of dimly lit corridors, we pass many doors with strange noises coming from most of them, some of the doors have nameplates on them but I'm not given much time to take in what they have engraved on them. We head down some stairs and out of a fire exit into the cooling air of a New York Autumn. We walk the short distance to the waiting limo, a tall balding man gets out and opens the rear door. Dahlia announces "this is Egor he drives and looks after us", I hold my hand out and we shake as I say "hello" and he grunts something in Russian, I inturn smile and get in the back seat followed by my new house mummy.

On the way to my new home Dahlia, who speaks somewhat minimalistic English with a Russian accent, told me the timetable and how things work at the club and in the house. I will be working at the club six days a week. she then dropped into the conversion that I will be seeing a doctor tomorrow for a checkup to make sure I am clean and also as Dahlia put it, to make me baby safe. Oh joy more grabbing and poking, I would also be meeting the other girls of the house at Breakfast, by this point I'm just nodding and not really taking much in. I did hear that Thursdays will be my normal day off. Dahlia nudges me on the shoulder as I continue too drift off. She says with some authority "you be good girl or you be punished". Now that I did hear loud and clear, I nod shyly at Dahlia.

Egor shouts from the drivers seat "hear now" the limo pulls into the yard of what is a medium size house in the suburbs. It is surrounded by a high fence and gates and some well kept gardens. Egor gets out and opens the door for Dahlia, she exits the limo with poise and grace, she beckons me to get out, which I do with grace of a elephant on ice. She says with a hint of sarcasm "We need to work on that".

We walk through the oak door into the entrance hall, the inside of the house is larger than it looks. "Come we go to your room, you see rest of house tomorrow". Dahlia leads me up the stair case to the first floor mumbling to herself I think she is saying "must get stair lift". I follow her up the stairs chuckling to myself as we walk along the hallway. I see names on the doors, Lily, Daisy, Poppy, Violet, good God how many girls are here? And are their fates like mine?

We stop at a yellow door with no name on it, Dahlia opens the door and says "in, your room now". Inside it's like a dorm room at Uni, you know clean but just basic, bed, chair, drawers with mirror and a wardrobe with a full length mirror on one of the doors. Dahlia points at a door and says "bath and potty in there" I sat on the bed. She picks up a folder grabbing a pen from the dresser she writes Rose on it and hands it to me, "you read". 

"Okay but I need to collect my clothes". 

Dahlia says "Ivan pickup cloths from old house bring here". "Who's Ivan?" I say. Dahlia told me Ivan was like Egor, he drives the girls too and from the club and looks after us. I guess that means he is a minder. I ask if there are any other girls home now, I am told they were all working, but looking at the time I should have guessed that. Dahlia leaves my room shutting the door behind her. Looking at the clock it is coming up to 9:30pm time has flown. Sitting on the bed I read the folder trying to take in all that working at the Blue Lotus Club means.

The first task of the day is to get up at 8:30am, have a bath put on a robe and wait for inspection, not sure what it means by inspection. It then says we have breakfast, that sounds good I haven't eaten since lunch. My hunger pains are put on hold with a knock on the door. "Hello, come in" the door opens and in comes Egor or so I thought. "Hello Egor" but it's not it turns out to be his twin brother Ivan. "me Ivan, have clothes" I smile "thankyou and I'm sorry for getting you mixed up with Egor". I think he is smiling he doesn't stay long, seconds in fact on his way out he hands me a Mc Donald's bag "Dahlia tell Ivan get food for new girl". I hold the bag close "thankyou Ivan you are a life saver and by the the way my name is Rose". As he shut the door I notice the name Rose, my name was now on the nameplate.

After eating my big mac and fries I used the loo brushed my teeth I find out my Pajama's and snuggle up in my bed. Well I don't fall asleep straight away, my mind was full of questions. Have I done the right thing? Is the main one that keeps coming back. The last thing I can remember is grabbing my spare pillow and holding tight against my body.

I am woken by a intermittent bell. As I'm looking about to find something to throw at it I notice the time God it's 8:30am, so I guess it begins. Reluctantly I get out of bed and head for the bathroom. Running the bath as I am peeing and cleaning by teeth, a technique I perfected while I was modeling. After the bath, as per the folder I put on my robe and sit on the bed.

There is a knock on the Door and in walks Dahlia and a young girl in her early twenties. "This is Zinnia and this is Rose" we say our hello's then I am told to stand and take off my robe. Once the robe was off  I could feel my nipples getting harder, both women looking me up and down, and a smile comes to my face as Zinnia says only one word "nice".

Dahlia then goes into what must be the inspection routine with some basic commands, open mouth, open legs, turn, bend over. Some of the poking, prodding and grabbing has caught me off guard, and that's when any dignity I had left has been taken from me. What keeps going around in my mind is I have never had a woman touch me like that, come to think I don't think any man has had fingers that far up my lady garden, all this poking about down there has got my body reacting in a way I haven't felt in years. Dahlia brought all my thoughts to an abrupt end stopping instantly before looking me up and down saying "done".

She then out of the blue says "pubes wrong colour". I am little taken back just managing to reply "yes I changed my hair colour from the natural blonde I was born with". Next comes an instruction one I really didn't want to hear "you shave front and back hole". Then like a bolt of lightening she asks "have you been with lady?" Well my answer was honest but has left me almost shaking and nodding like a puppy "no I haven't!" Turning to Zinnia she says "you teach". Zinnia nods as a slight smile starts too form on her face. Dahlia heads for the door saying "clean" and as she was leaving she also says "Doctor come at eleven shave soon then you and Zinnia play". Again I started to blush.

Zinnia says "I am mainly here to take your measurements for your work clothes then too give you the grand tour, before taking you to breakfast and now apparently we are to play. But first things first we must remove the non matching cuffs". We both burst out laughing. Zinnia follows me to the bathroom and yet again another new experience for me. Having a pretty girl watch as I shave my bits, is not something I would have imagined when I woke up this morning. It doesn't take me long, making lite work of shaving my undercarriage, although reaching my butt crack takes a little longer but I think from the way she is looking at me, Zinnia would have preferred me taking my time.

"Now Miss Rose lets see what size you are", As a model I know what my sizes are so write them down for Zinnia. She smiles and takes hold of the paper "sorry but I've have to check myself", I sounded a little sarcastic "go ahead be my guest". With that she slipped the robe, which I just finished putting back on, back off my shoulder's and as it fell in a heap on the floor began taking measurements of every part of my naked body. 

With a little satisfaction on my part all of Zinnia's measurements match up with what I had written. She turns to me saying "smart arse". Then without warning I feel her soft hand firmly clenching my buttock she is smiling "and a raver cute one at that" with that she smacked my bare arse. What is it with all the arse slapping around here?

Taking hold of my hand she leads me out of the bathroom and when we reach my bed, Zinnia turns my back is towards the bed pushing me backwards. "Time to play my little Rose" is all I hear as I land in a heap on what now seems to my very small single bed.

Zinnia kneels on the bed astride my legs, leaning forward she plants a soft kiss on my lips and as her tongue pushes through my wanting lips coming in contact with my tongue. Okay I find myself kissing her back and without thinking I grab at her tee shirt pulling it over her head tossing it too the floor. My hand instinctively goes in search of her breast, the rush I am getting is sending my body into a nervous shake, "calm my little Rose hold on to the headboard and what ever happens don't let go". Still shaking and with a little sadness I reluctantly lift my arms and dutifully takes hold of the headboard.

Zinna takes hold of my head with both hands and looks me straight in the eyes and says these haunting words "there will be trouble if you cum before I say you can". Then Zinnia gently strokes my face, her hand slowly moves down my neck, her lips following with the softest of touches. As she reaches my breasts she moves from one to another her hands caressing and her tongue swirling round each of my now very sensitive and fully hard nipples, which has me whimpering and squirming as I call out "I need to cum".

"No not yet my little Rose I'm teaching" with that Zinnia takes hold of one of my nipples with her teeth and gives it a tug that has me screening out with pleasure. Her mouth is taking me to places I have only ever dreamed of. She has now sweetly and effortlessly replaced her mouth with her soft hand which continues to flick and pull each nipple in turn. If that isn't enough Zinnia's very pert breast is gently bobbing against my now sweat covered body.

Zinnia continues kissing my stomach occasionally looking up at me, only to see me trying to hold onto my sanity. With a little smile she heads to my now bald lady garden, I suppose I should find another name for it now the grass has been cut. Then I feel it, Zinnia's tongue poking in and out of my very wet channel, her teeth tugging at my swollen nub. The pleasure this girl is giving is almost unbearable, still holding on to the headboard my legs come up and over her shoulders giving her more access. I laughingly cry "your going to need a snorkel at this rate".

To my surprise Zinnia inserts most of her hand into my heated mess of a body and after what feels like hours of her pumping her hand in and out and me screaming the place down we hear a knock at the door and a male voice calls out. "You okay in there?" I can't let a man see me like this, Zinnia can see my fear as she places one hand over my mouth to stifle my screams. "Okay Egor just playing" Zinnia whispers in my ear as she lets go of my mouth, "tell him your okay or he will come in". Realising what she has just said I can hear the words "okay Egor" coming from my mouth.

"Keep noise down". Well that's not going to be easy but nevertheless "OKAY" we both shout out in unison. My mind is awash with colour as Zinnia continues her relentless attack on my emotions. She then says "time to let go my sweet I want to drink you dry". At this point my orgasm erupts into a flood as I hear Zinnia say "thats it my little Rose give it all to me, I want to drink it all". My body just collapsed into a shivering heap in the after shock as Zinnia continues to lap up all of my wetness. My body is just coming down from the highs of the last half an hour and I'm thinking play time has ended Zinnia has other ideas. "Toys we need toys don't move I'll be right back". Move that would be a fine thing as I am thinking, I'm not going anywhere. With that she gets up and moves to the chest of drawers and I watch as she opens the bottom drawer. With a little glee she announces these are your toys, lifting up a number of objects some I have know idea what they are or how to use them.

Zinnia returns with a handful of toys. Looking at me with a big grin on her face I hear "turn over" I dutifully comply, "lift your arse up" okay I am not sure where this is going but my arse nevertheless goes up. Oh my! A cold jell type liquid has shot right up where the sun don't shine, this makes me yell and my butt cheeks are now clenching together. "Steady my little Rose". Zinnia pushes a finger right up where the sun doesn't shine, it's been an uncomfortable couple of minutes the nice tingling feelings starts flooding back. Once again it is taken away from me only to be replaced by pain, burning pain now my new interment friend has inserted a butt plug gently but with some conviction until it is firmly lodged fully in me. She grabs my wilting body rolling me over onto my back causing the plug to send smoke signals to my wanting bald bud as I am now calling my shaven lady garden. With an almost cynical tone Zinnia's voice rings in my ears "hands, headboard, now". In quick time I return my hands to the headboard as instructed.

Zinnia is standing up, my eyes not leaving her for one second, she begins to give me the most amazing strip show I have ever seen not that I have seen that many. She takes off her remaining clothes, slowly and seductively. Finishing off by placing her long slender fingers slowly down the front of one of the smallest thongs I've seen in years. Giving me a glimpse of her fingers as they move in and out of her hot amazing body until finally she takes off the remaining item and wipes her fingers on it.

Leaning over my shattered body she pushes the now crumpled thong into my mouth. Allowing me to taste the sweet rewards of sex. She is taunting me "taste me as I fuck you senseless", as I look up I see Zinnia tightening the buckles of, God it's a strap on. I bet my face is a picture as Zinnia moves forward with this black plastic dick flapping as she walks, I can feel a smile coming to my thong filled mouth. 

Zinnia pushes my legs apart as she takes hold of the "God how long is that thing?" Smiling as she lines up with my bald mound pushing this beast into me she chuckled "this Long". Wow! The beast on has hit the butt plug I am now seeing all the colours of the rainbow all at once. Screaming out with pleasure as Zinnia takes control of all my senses taking me once again to a place I've never been before. As her momentum builds so does mine without warning I Iet go my body shaking once more as I climax. Zinnia is not happy pulling out of me her words come to torment me. "Who gave you permission to cum? You will pay for that but not now. Get up!" She does sound very disappointed.

Still shaking the butt plug is still sending signals too my groin, I finally make it to my feet. To my disappointment Zinnia has removed the strap on, and too my surprise she calmly walks over to me planting a soft kiss on my lips. From the way she reacted I didn't expect that and as I feel her reaching behind me pulling out the plug, I didn't expect that either. She is now wiping the tears forming from my eyes caused by the painful sudden loss. Talking softly in my ear she says "get cleaned up I'll punish you later", a muffled "What?" Comes from my thong filled mouth, "you heard, now go, clean up" whack! My arse gets yet another slap.

I head for the bathroom, removing  Zinnia's under garment from my mouth as I go. After relaxing in a warm bath I head back into my bedroom. Zinnia has removed all the bed covers and placed them in a laundry bag and the toys have gone I assume back in the drawer, I really must checkout that drawer later.
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Chapter Two

Zinnia
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While Rose is in the bath I get dressed minus my thong which has brought a smile to my face as I remember getting Rose to use it as a gag. As I turn I see Rose standing in the door way looking at me. My smile matches hers when I notice her bathrobe sliding off her shoulder. She makes no attempt to return it and I am getting the same feelings I had the first time I saw my Daisy. My body is reacting to every inch of her bare flesh she is flashing at me.

"I need a cold shower", Rose is laughing at me. Responding quickly, my little training as Mistress peaks to the surface "So Miss Rose you think that's funny do you?" Her laugher and smile has gone. "I have a good mind to put a collar on you and teach you how to respect a Mistress of the Blue Lotus Club". 

What the fuck am I doing "Rose my apologies I have no right too speak to you like that, you are not a Submissive or a defaulter, you are however a beautiful, sexy, pussy teasing young lady". Rose is walking towards me "Zinnia theres no need too apologise to me, you have been a joy to be with and if you want me to wear a collar then as a Mistress I would have to obey".

Straightening her bathrobe and with another peck on her now warm and moist lips I take hold of her hand, whispering in her ear "I need a cold shower", Rose starts to laugh. I snap back responding quickly repeating, "so Miss Rose you think that's funny do you?" I can see the smile being drained from her face again she listens like a naughty schoolgirl being told off by the head Mistress. "My little Rose your continuation to disrespect me will end up with you being put in a collar". Rose looks at me and simply says "sorry" without saying a word my slender hand takes hold off hers leading her to the door. "Time for your tour my little Rose".

Walking slowly down the dimly lit corridor, I start talking softly too her. "Your room like mine is on the third floor there are twelve rooms on each floor and there are three floors, plus one floor used as Offices". She blurts out "thirty six girls" I smile as I say "you're number twenty seven". We continue down the hallway, "this is my room, pop in anytime," and with a smirk in my voice these haunting words came out, "fun and punishments can be had in there". That was ment as a warning of whats to come for her, we move quickly past my door I did notice that she has seen the two names on the name plate.

Without warning she blurts out "who is Daisy?" I stop walking and turn to her smiling from ear to ear. "Daisy is Daisy a beautiful, wonderful affectionate young lady who I have the pleasure of training together with Lady Bluebell". I can see she is curious but not sure if she has the courage to say anything then I hear. "So how does that work, and what is the training for?"

We start walking again and I lovingly tell her about how I help out as a Mistress in the Blue Lotus Club Dungeon and how I am being trained by Lady Bluebell the head of the Dungeon, I go on to say that Daisy is a Submissive in training, who by day is with Lady Bluebell and by night is with me.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Rose
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I think there is a lot more too what she is telling me, and just as my mind begins to wonder what it would be like to be in Daisy's shoes Zinnia has changed focus again. Reaching the stairwell and bringing me back from my startled day dream I hear "up the stairs we have the offices don't go up there unless invited, this way".

As I looked up I see a bald headed man dressed in a suit sitting outside, almost guarding a red door my curiosity is working overtime wondering what was behind that red door. Down the stairs we go and my tour picks up pace flying past several rooms as my guide narrates my journey. "Here we have a gym the equipment is not too bad we are encouraged to use the gym on a daily basis. Next we have the lounge we come here to watch TV and catchup. Moving on we have the laundry room, we wash our own clothes, all our work clothes are cleaned for us. This is the tanning room but I can see you won't need that". Zinnia  is smiling as she seems to be admiring my naturally tanned body, which I have from my dad's side of the family. 

"Are you hungry?" Food! "Oh yes" zinnia leads me into the dinning room. There are about six girls eating the smells coming from the kitchen are making my tummy rumble. Zinnia shouts out "HEY GIRLS THIS IS ROSE", and in what sounds like a choir of angels they all turn round and say "hey Rose". I shouted out "HIYA".

One girl with long blonde hair calls to me "come and sit here". Zinnia places her hand on my back gentle pushing me towards the girl, another girl calls to Zinnia as I nod at the blonde girl and walk over and take the seat next to her I smile and say "hi". The girl introduces herself as Lilly. She spends time telling me she is twenty two and from Uta, in conversation I ask how she got to be here. Lilly tells me she had run up debts putting herself through college and the day after she graduated the loan sharks or as I call them the Russian's came looking for their money. I ask if all the girls came to be here because of debts, before she could answer another girl named Ivy, ahh Ivy I'm thinking to myself that reminds me of Christmas. then piped up and says she is here for the money as she planned to buy her own home over looking Central Park and retire at thirty. Laughingly say "I use to own an apartment over looking the Park".

Zinnia comes over with two plates of food and puts one in front of me. "Thanks", she smiles and goes into "your that girl, the Famous model who gambled all her money away". Now all I can feel is the anger rising in my bones I
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