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(The Flower Girls series #1)

By Colin Ginn
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Originally published as The Flower Girls of the Blue Lotus Club Grand Opening in 2018. This book has undergone some major rewrites; however, the underlying story remains the same.
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"Debt, n. An ingenious substitute for the chain and whip of the slavedriver."

— Ambrose Bierce
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Welcome to the Blue Lotus Club and thank you for joining us for the Grand Opening. 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 contain bad language, violence and not forgetting scenes of a sexual nature. 

The Flower Girls series started as a random thought while I was walking through a garden and has gone on to be a passion of mine. This series has been with me for sometime now, my approach to the way I write has changed over time. So I was thinking it was time to re-visit it's pages and approach my earlier stories in the same manner as I do now. For those who have read the original series you will see a number of changes. If you are new to the Flower Girls series, together with Boris Popov our General Manager and the Flower Girls I welcome you to the Blue Lotus Club.

The original Cover of Book One was an image of Coleen Armstrong and I don't want forget the amazing model on my first published story. Coleen will always have a fond place in my heart and my memories she always will have her place within the Flower Girls family.
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Chapter One
Boris
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After a shit start to my day Ivan my driver has picked me up from my new home over looking Central Park. Ivan and his twin brother Egor, as well as being old friends form part of our security team as do all of our drivers. It's just after 8am and we have been driving through the crowded streets of New York for about ten minutes, the rush hour traffic has begun to build as we turn away from Central Park. We are heading for the outskirts of the Lenox Hill district the traffic here is thinning out. 

It's not long before we reached the entrance to the grounds of the Blue Lotus Club, and as I look out of the car window the magnificent wooden framed plantation style house comes into view now painted blue it looks majestic seated in the heart of it's well maintained grounds. The estate was a gift to the Brotherhood in lieu of services rendered to the previous owner.

We pull up at the rear of the building, Ivan opens the door for me and I get out and head for the side door "thank you Ivan I'll see you later". As I enter I hear the sound system playing the Flower Duet, I love the melody although I don't understand a bloody word they are singing about. Walking up the stairs, the smell of flowers being pumped through the air vents fills my nostrils. Which is definitely helping to take the edge of the smell of paint.

Reaching the second floor I hear hammering, a couple of workers are fitting the new kick boards. After inspecting their work I arrive at my office to see my name has finally been engraved onto the brass plate.

BORIS POPOV

GENERAL MANAGER

Now it feels official that I am the boss, opening the door I take in the splendor of my office, my eyes are drawn to the oak desk and leather bound chairs. Just as I sit down there is a knock at the door. I have mastered some basic English words so I almost shout "enter", the door opens and in comes the Forman. "Good morning Mr Popov are you ready for your daily update?" Although I don't smile much I do manage a half smile as I am picking up the phone. "Good Morning Mr Jones sit, you want coffee?" He nods as he takes a seat. The switchboard answers most of my staff speak Russian so making it easy for me to ask for coffee and pancakes which are fast becoming a favorite of mine.

I put the phone down and switch on the new state of the art purpose built monitoring system that has been installed in all of the rooms in the club and the rooms of the girl's houses. The monitor is tuned into the first girl's house to be occupied, on the main screen is Dahlia and Poppy and one of the new girls I've forgotten what her name is, I will need to remember all of the girls names if I am ever going to keep control . As I turn my attention to Mr Jones I can see his eyes glued to the screen, the new girl is naked and has her legs spread as Dahlia inserts her fingers into the girls pussy this is part of her daily inspection of all the girls. Dahlia is a trained nurse and is checking for any health issues amongst other things especially drugs, we will come down hard on anyone working here found with drugs especially if they haven't been brought from the Brotherhood .

"Mr Jones shall we get on?" Because of the language barrier we have devised a system where Mr Jones shows me the plans of the building, which have been written in English and Russian, each day he ticks the parts that have been completed. We open tomorrow so we are at the snagging stage putting right a few things like covering screw holes, touching up paint, making sure all the lighting systems work, really it's just fine tuning. The coffee and pancakes have arrived and as we tucked into them Mr Jones goes through the last of what needs doing he sounds a little distracted as he keeps glancing at the screen which is still showing Honeysuckle's room, that's her name I new I'd remember it eventually. 

"Are you married Mr Jones?" He turns to face me, he looks sad "not anymore my lovely Susan died of cancer some five years ago, the day before our Fifteenth wedding anniversary" I quickly say "me sorry". He nodded and with a half smile he spoke with a gentle tender voice "That young lady reminds me of Sue when she was younger". He looks back at the screen. “Her long blonde hair slim body and face that had a Spanish look, she was my angel, my life. I loved the way she used to sit on the floor one leg under the other wearing one of my jumpers that was so sweet, I miss her dearly". He showed me a photo on his phone and it is uncanny, how similar Honeysuckle is to Mrs Jones.

As I looked sympathetically towards him I say "you come to Grand Opening tomorrow?" He looks at the screen again before saying "Sorry alas I can't make it". I really want to thank Mr Jones in some way for all his hard work in getting the club ready for it's Grand Opening. "That's too bad, it will be good" he nodded before saying "if there is nothing else you need me for Mr Popov, I'll let you get on and I'll chase up these snags". We say our goodbyes and as he gets to his feet, Mr Jones looks back at Honeysuckle. "She is pretty just like my Sue, I'll speak to you later Mr Popov". I smile and hold my hand up as he leaves, closing the door behind him.

As I finish yet another cup of coffee I go over the list left by Mr Jones, the items are all small, Mr Jones has listed the items from the plans and they have been converted into Russian so I can get a better understanding of what is still needed to be done, the list is two pages long which to me sounds alot I'm not sure we will be ready for the Grand Opening tomorrow.

I head out of my office with the list in my hand, I didn't get far before I spotted one of the painters sitting down drinking coffee. I'm getting so frustrated my English is not good and these bloody contractors don't speak Russian, they are not working fast enough, we open in less than twenty-four hours and I still have a list of things to do. "Hey get paint, you finish blue outside", he looks over he top of his coffee "yeah, yeah ". I can't work with these morons, where's is Poppy? 

Taking my phone out of my pocket I dial her number and she picks up in two rings, Poppy speaks Russian so this will be one of the easiest conversation I've had today, "come to the office I need you to do some things", as she spoke I could hear a little tension in her voice "Boris I'm at the house helping Dahlia with the new girls but I can get there in about an hour". That's not quite what I wanted to hear but it will have to do. "Okay Poppy as quick as you can, tell Dahlia to bring all the flower girls here at 5pm and that includes you Poppy, oh and Poppy could you ask Dahlia to ring me when it's convenient for her". After a few seconds she spoke in a soft voice, "will do Boris I get there as soon as I can, see you soon bye".
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Chapter Two
Poppy
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Putting the phone in my pocket and get back to the job in hand. Dahlia has left me with Honeysuckle. "Now young lady lets get you measured for your work clothes" she smiled but I think that's going to change. While I've been on the phone she has put her clothes on, she has not been told to do that which will earn her first punishment. I raised my voice to a level that she is going to recognise from now on as commanding, "HONEYSUCKLE!" Her eyes meet mine, she is looking worried and so she should. "I am going to take your measurements first, then I'm going to teach you that you do nothing in this house unless you are told to do so. Now take off your clothes and stand in the middle of the room". With a worried tone in her voice I just heard her say "yes Poppy".

Honeysuckle slowly took off her clothes shaking slightly as she did, her eye's fixed on me as her garments hit the floor and her fantastically formed, slightly tanned body came fully into view. Although it's not cold in her room, she has goosebumps, her nipples have tightened into two hazelnuts highlighting her cute, and I do mean very cute breasts. I gaze down to her pussy which has been neatly trimmed into a classic pillar box shape, noticing a glimpse of dew forming on her blonde pussy hair.

My eyes return to hers and as I am looking straight into those gorgeous green eyes fixed in my direction. "Are you getting turned on by me looking at your pussy Honeysuckle?" Sternly she says "NO!" I step forward and wipe the moisture from her pussy, as a run my wet finger down her cheek my voice is almost sarcastic "I will ask you again, this time if you lie to me I will wash your mouth out with soap. ARE you getting turned on by me looking at your pussy?" Her cheeks are turning crimson, “yes Poppy I am". I smile "good! Now pick up your clothes, fold them on your bed, then stand in the center of the room, legs together and hands by your side”.

Honeysuckle bent over to pick up her clothes and as she did I could swear her pussy winked at me. I smiled as I found my tape measure and clipboard. Honeysuckle folded her clothes before returning to the centre of the room, standing as I have requested. With some haste I start taking her measurements, jotting down the numbers as I measure almost every inch of her sensational figure. Placing my tools to one side returning to face Honeysuckle.

"Now my sweet, we need to discuss why I think you need to be taught a lesson in following instructions". She looked at me and took a breath as if she was going to speak. I placed my finger to my mouth and she immediately exhaled and closed her lips resigning herself to the fact now is not the time for her to speak. "This morning after your inspection with Dahlia you were told to put on your robe, and wait for me to take your measurements is this true?" Her hands where twitching "yes Poppy" I smile "so tell me Honeysuckle what did you do when I was on the phone?” A look of enlightenment comes over her face "Shit! I got dressed”.

"Precisely, so what am I too do with you? I don't want to spank you this close to the Grand Opening it may leave marks". My mind is working overtime trying to think of a suitable punishment for the crime, then it comes to me. "Honeysuckle, stand up straight, arms by your sides. You are to remain standing here naked until my return, and believe me when I say if you move I will know. Do you understand?" Those sensual green eyes come into view. "Yes Poppy" thinking I might make it a little more uncomfortable for her, in my pocket I find a club token. Placing the token between her knees “hold that in place and don't let it drop".

Honeysuckle's face is looking very strained "yes, what is it Poppy?" I take another token from my pocket and begin to role it through my fingers. “These my dear Honeysuckle are what our customers will give the girls as tips, each one is worth Fifty dollars, so I will want that one back, you haven't earned any yet". My attention returned to those amazing green eyes as I gazed into the windows of her soul, I planted a gentle kiss on her cheek before "I have things to do my sweet so I will leave to get on with your task". I headed for the door as Honeysuckle said "Goodbye Poppy see you soon", I laugh as I am closing the door "you wish".

As I walk to my room I speak to security on the radio asking them to let me know if Honeysuckle moves from her spot. Boris is expecting me at the club but first I need to finish unpacking. Entering my room I am almost tearing up, the room is sparsely furnished and a far cry from the luxurious home I have been forced to leave. My life has changed dramatically since I got drunk in a restaurant and threw a bottle of Don Perignon over a Dom of the brotherhood who insisted I was punished. He wanted to send out a warning, so after putting me across his knee and spanking my arse black and blue. My father then convinced him that sending me here to help set up this multimillion dollar making business, would be a benefit to the brotherhood and great humiliation to me. 

My father is high up in the brotherhood, so I'm hoping with his influence I won't be here too long. My mother pleaded with him not to send me to the other side of the world, but alas to no avail, because here I am. My phone beeps reminding me that Boris is still waiting for me. I text back telling him I be there as soon as I finished up here. Most of my clothes are unpacked, I finish taking out the remainder of my underwear. My hand reaches for my Papa Bear, my teddy bear given to me at Christmas when I was seven. I give my Papa Bear a cuddle before tears rolls down my cheek, I use Papa Bear to wipe them away before placing him on my pillow. 

My Mama helped me pack insisting I bring some of my photos, there's me when I got Papa Bear, and one from my confirmation and my favourite picture of me wearing my winter furs. Placing the photo frames on my dresser, I head out of my room, wiping the newly formed tears from my eye. Reaching the office we have in the house, I meet up with Stephan who is going to drive me to the club, after leaving a message for Dahlia to ring Boris, we head for the car. We didn't speak much on the way after dropping me off, Stephan headed back to the house and I go in search of Boris, who was in the foyer.
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Chapter Three
Boris
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"Hello Poppy as your English is better than mine can you take this list and chase up these fixes". Her smile beams at me "sure thing Boris" I hand her the list "I also want a favour from you". Her bubbly voice rings out “If I can Boris", I give her the outline on my plans for giving Mr Jones a thank you treat. "I need you to get a look at the photo on Mr Jones's phone, then get wardrobe onto the outfit". She's writing notes on her pad before asking" who do you have in mind for the task?" I almost laugh as I say "once you see the photo, you will know who", the phone rings, it's Dahlia, I answer and Poppy says "I'll get on and catch up with you later" smiling and waving as Poppy goes.

"Good Morning Dahlia how are you today?" I could almost hear the flirting in her voice "hello Boris, I bet you look as handsome as you sound” I burst out laughing and quickly move on "what I need to talk to you about is... Well the girls need to get use to Egor and the team, so we are going to introduce them to each other tonight at, well shall we say five". Dahlia's soft sexy voice is almost dripped out of the ear piece "okay  Boris I will need to arrange transport". The next bit is not going to be easy, Dahlia was Poppy's nanny and I know has a soft spot for her "Dahlia I'll send you some details on what I think they should wear and what is going to be expected of them. And Dahlia, Poppy is to be treated the same as the other girls". Her voice is now bellowing out of the phone "No! No! Not Poppy she is not the same as them". I try and keep my voice calm "Dahlia, the powers to be think she is, so my hands are tied".

She was still giving me an earful until finally she puts the phone down. I know she's unhappy in the way I'm going to be treating Poppy, quite frankly I'm am too but she has fucked up big time and I have been given specific instructions regarding her rehabilitation back into the family. I'm heading back to my office, I phone for coffee on the way. Arriving at my office the same time as my coffee and donuts get there. I sit and take a sip savouring the flavour of my Russian blend of beans.

The monitor is still tuned into Honeysuckle's room. What is she doing, she is naked and just standing there. I phone Poppy "hello Poppy do you know what Honeysuckle is up too?" Poppy explained that Honeysuckle is being punished for not doing as she was told. I smile thinking that was like the pot calling the kettle black. "Have you seen Mr Jones yet? "the reply was not what I wanted to hear. "Not yet Boris I'm trying to find him". She is definitely getting her back up this morning "time is ticking Poppy so get it sorted” she mumbled something before hanging up.
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Poppy
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"Yeah, yeah give me a bloody chance" I cut the phone off, bloody man he only told me what he wanted five minutes ago and he expects it done instantly. My phone goes back in my pocket and I head to the rear extension, on the trail of Mr Jones. I see him just heading up the stairs  "MR JONES, MR JONES", he turns and smiles. We walk towards each other "Hello Poppy how are you today?" His smile is infectious I can feel my cheeks beaming back at him. "Hello Mr Jones, I'm fine, a little stressed with Boris, he keeps phoning asking how I'm getting on with the list he gave me. "He looks at me sympathetically, "Boris just wants everything ready for tomorrow and so do I”. Smiling back at him "I know he does. You know he's very fond of you Mr Jones, he considers you a friend which a big deal for him. He told me you showed him a photo of your late wife. Boris said she was beautiful”. 

Mr Jones smiled but I could see the hurting in his eyes "Mr Jones forgive me for being forward but I was wondering if I may see the photo of your wife". The biggest grin appeared on his face, he reached in his pocket pulling out his phone and after opening up the picture, he handed the phone to me. "This is my Sue when she used to surprise me wearing my jumpers". I gazed at the photo of a young girl sitting on the floor in just a jumper, shorts and socks. She is beautiful, she is Honeysuckle. "Wow she IS beautiful" I try to distract him as I Bluetooth the picture to my phone. Nearly making a hash of the whole thing forgetting our phones are not paired. It is only by luck that one of the contractors wants to speak to him.

I managed to finish the download and get my phone back in my pocket before I am rejoined by Mr Jones. "Boris was right she is beautiful Mr Jones, great legs". His laughter is infectious "yes she had a very sexy body, and when she was in a playful mood like this, Sue loved to be spanked". I was a little shocked to hear such talk from Mr Jones."Mr Jones you naughty man". The laughter begins to rise again, I hand him back the phone taking one more look at Honeysuckle's doppelganger. 

I take this opportunity to ask him, "while your here Mr Jones, I have crossed a few things off the list, do you know of any other things that have been finished?" He took hold of the list, "now let me see, that's done, so is that" he ticks of several items listed. "Okay Poppy I think your list is inline with mine" I smile as he hands me back the list, "thanks Mr Jones when do expect the remaining items to be completed?" He took a few moments before saying "my aim is to hand over the building at 3pm, 4pm at the latest".

"Thank you Mr Jones, I've taken more of your time than I should I hope to speak to you soon until then I'll let you get on", his wonderful smile reappeared "I look forward to it Poppy, and by the way. PUT your safety hat on". I smile back "will do boss". I head back to update Boris, my phone is ringing "Hello" it is Krill one of the security team watching the monitors in the house, his conversation was straight to the point "The girl has dropped a small object from her legs she is picking it up and now placing it back between her legs". I frowned a bit as I said "bloody hell okay Krill thanks, can you text me with the time etc?" I said goodbye and hung up the phone, moments later I have a text containing the details of Honeysuckle's movements. I put the phone away as I'm thinking how I'm going to deal with that girl. 

But first a have to deal with Boris, he's a cutie really I've known him all my life but sometimes he comes across like a grizzly bear, and today's one of those days I suspect he's worrying about opening on time, so I will forgive grumpy old Boris bear. Walking down the hallway the smell of coffee is getting stronger as I get closer to old grizzly's office. I knock the door and wait.

"Come in Poppy", he's watching me, I look up and smile at the camera before opening the door and heading in. "Hello Poppy coffee, donuts?" I sit in the chair opposite him "yes please Boris". He pours me a wonderful cup of coffee and pushes the donuts in my direction. "Thanks Boris just what I need". We sip our coffee and enjoy the donuts and go over what's left on the to do list. The conversation comes round to Mr Jones and the surprise that Boris wants to give him. I explained to Boris that I managed to get a copy of the picture, and talking to the wardrobe Mistress is the next thing on my list, before heading back to the house to sort out Honeysuckle.

I must have sounded a little concerned when I said "are you sure this a good thing?" He nearly bit my head off. "YES I do, Mr Jones is a lonely man and deserves some company and I want to give him a gift that will remind him of the love he had". I am trying to resist raising my voice to my grizzly bear, but now I calmly say "but what if he takes your gift in the wrong context?" Boris takes a few moments before looking me straight in the eyes, "I hope he likes the time with Honeysuckle, but just in case I think we should talk to him first and let him choose". I nod "yes, we should try and make him feel at ease if he doesn't want to spend time with Honeysuckle he should know that's okay with you". Boris nods before taking another sip of his coffee.

I finish my coffee and smile at my grizzly bear "Boris if you can spare me, I would like to get back to Honeysuckle, I need to discuss her disobedience". He looks up at the screen, Honeysuckle is still standing, although she does appear to be fidgeting a little. "Yes sort out the her clothes with wardrobe first, then go sort out Honeysuckle. Brief her on what will be expected of her with Mr Jones, and Poppy DO NOT mark her I don't want Mr Jones to see his wife or someone who looks like her all beat up". I look at Boris "I like him too, she will look beautiful. I'll speak to you later Boris, thanks for the coffee" Boris smiled as I leave the office.

I spend the next ten minutes talking to the Wardrobe Mistress, before getting a lift back to the house from Pasha. Swinging by my room to pick up a bar of carbolic soap, slipping it in my pocket before I head for Honeysuckle's room, when I get there I dodn't knock I open the door and go straight in. 
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Chapter Four
Honeysuckle
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It feels like I've been standing here for hours, my knees are getting sore from trying to keep the token between them. I'm hoping that Poppy won't figure out that I have dropped it, after all it was only the once and I quickly put it back. Surely that doesn't count. My legs and ankles are hurting so much, and as for my bum cheeks! They have glued themselves together, I've even tried passing wind in the hope they would part, but alas, apart from a little vibration the attempt was a failure, but the smell was intense I must make a note to self. No Onion Bagels for breakfast. 

My palms are getting sweaty, as they begin to cling to my thighs, apart from the brief moment when I picked up that dam slippery token thing, I have been standing up straight with my legs together and arms by my side. I know Poppy has told me to stay here until she returns, but I am very tempted to sit in the chair for a bit. 

I could do with a drink and come to think about it I could do with a pee, something haven't done since breakfast and that third glass of orange juice is beginning to take it's toll. What the hell, I'll wait another 10 minutes then I'll take the risk that Poppy won't come back while I'm in the loo. Oh bugger all this thinking about peeing has sent my pussy into a painful spin. Now my legs are twitching and I'm doing the I want to pee poker.

Get a grip Honeysuckle or you will be peeing all over the floor. Concentrate, concentrate, yes yes I think the feeling is under control well at least for he time being. Where the hell is Poppy, I been waiting for hours, she's doing this deliberately the cow. Enough I'm going to have a pee. 

I hear the door opening....
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Poppy
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"Hello Honeysuckle how are you?" I sounded a little sarcastic but she replied with confidence "Hello Poppy, a little sore around the knees and I could do with a pee, otherwise fine". I laughed as I walked round to face her, I held out my hand "Token". I could see the relief on her face as she lent forward, moving her hand and allowing the token to drop into it. Her mouth opened into a beaming smile as she handed me the token.

"Thank you Honeysuckle, now go to the loo and then will have a talk". Well I've never seen a woman move so quick, she was almost skipping, all I could hear was "thank you, thank you, thank you", as her cute little arse disappeared into the bathroom. A few minutes passed then I heard "phew that was close". I burst out laughing as Honeysuckle joined me back in the room. "Come and sit on the bed Honeysuckle we need to talk".

Now looking a little timid she slowly walks to the bed, sitting down she let out a little yelp has her bum came in contact with the mattress. She rests her hands in her lap, hiding her pussy and tits from my view. Those piecing green eyes fix their gaze on mine, I begin to smile as does Honeysuckle. "Now my little one, first move your hands away from your pussy and rest them on your thighs. Don't hide your beauty from me". With a little jerk she did as I ask without losing eye contact with mine. Her fully open pussy comes back into view and those gorgeous little nips come peaking from behind her out stretched arms. “That’s better now Honeysuckle I have been asked by Boris to talk to you about a task he has for you".

She is now looking more relaxed and I must say intrigued "Boris would like you to entertain a very good friend of ours, you may know of him, Mr Jones!" She Smiles and nods "yes he's the nice man in the White hard hat that some of the other girls have spoken about, I've seen him around the club but not met him". I nodded "yes, he has had a hard time in recent years, the death of his wife was a big lose and has left him lonely". Honeysuckle bowed her head slightly, I could see she was crying her voice was shaky "that's so sad, how did she die?" my voice is soft "Cancer", I gently take her hand "don't cry my sweet, let me show you a photo of Mrs Jones". Looking back at me a half smile appeared on her tear tracked face and there was a moment when she squeezed my hand.

Letting go of her hand I open up the photo on my phone, I watch her face as she took hold of the phone, then! "WTF! That's me, but it's not me". Patting her leg I smiled yet again "yeah I know you have an uncanny resemblance to Mrs Jones". I spent the next ten minutes or so explaining that Mr Jones and his wife used to play and when she used to wear his jumpers he used to spank her. Also I said that he doesn't know about this and he will be told that he can walk straight out if he feel he doesn't want the gift. I also tell Honeysuckle that if he does not want to be with her she will not be penalised and she speaks softly "Poppy when is this going to happen?" I place my hands on top of hers "tonight after the meeting at the club”. "What meeting?" Looking straight at her I say "All the girls have a meeting at the club at 5pm, Boris wants to introduce the security team to the girls". She smiles as she wipes a tear from her cheek, and as she does those amazing little nipples almost stand to attention as her tits do a cheeky little dance. My eyes are having a feast on her beauty, but time is ticking and it's now time to address Honeysuckle's inability to stand still. "Now Honeysuckle if you would be so kind as to stand in the middle of the room again". 

Her smile has almost gone as she gets up from the bed "sure thing Poppy". As she stands, that nervous look reappears on her face. I come to stand in front of Honeysuckle and my face put on one of it's finest of smirks. "Now my sweet I left you standing here earlier with one task, which was to stand still. So tell me Honeysuckle did you complete your task, did you stand still all the time I was gone?" She didn't speak straight away, I could see from the expression on her face that she was not sure what to say. 

"Well! Honeysuckle answer the bloody question did you keep still?" I want her to say no, I want her answer to be honest, because the last thing I want to do today is to punish her. Her eyes pieced mine as she finally opened her mouth. "YES, Poppy I was still". I speak with praise but deep inside I feel the hurt with the pain that she has lied to me. "That's brilliant Honeysuckle, that deserves a gift, wait there". A half smile appears on her beautiful face as I walk away from her to get her surprise gift, I rustle about in one of her drawers before returning to stand in front of her.

I took hold of her hands and as I rubbed my thumbs across the back of them, I look deeper into those haunting green eyes before verbally going for her throat. "Now my sweet tell me what you did at eight minutes past eleven this morning". Her face was a picture "I, I, I", interrupting her I continue ”you dropped the token bent down and picked it up and put it back between your knees, in other words YOU MOVED!" Now her face has turned grey and her lips are quivering as she tries to speak, "I'm sorry Poppy I reacted without thinking sorry, sorry".

"Honestly Honeysuckle the fact you moved doesn't hurt as much as you LIED to me". Her look became one of terror when I placed her hands back on her thighs as I said "I been asked not to mark you, otherwise you would be bent over and your arse would be black and blue". I reach in my pocket for the soap "open your mouth", she took her time but finally she opened her mouth, I shoved the soap in "bite and chew". I held the bar in place until she took a big chunk into her mouth, and as she begins chew her face is looking rabid as the soap is frothing down the side of her mouth. I'm beginning to smile as the sound of disgust is coming from Honeysuckle.

The froth is still foaming from her mouth as I said "keep chewing your not done yet", it is now rolling off her shoulder and heading towards her tits. I couldn't help myself, reaching and cupping her tits and start to massage the soap froth into her nipples.
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Chapter Five
Honeysuckle
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Arhh this tastes horrible why the hell did I lie to Poppy, and now she's playing with my nipples. Ohhh! Fuck! Now every part of me is tingling, I stopped chewing this awful bloody soap. Then I heard what I didn't want to hear "keep chewing until I tell you to stop then we'll discuss your punishment for moving". I started chewing again, I'm going as slow as a can allowing the soap to dribble out of my mouth. Must try and concentrate but it's becoming more diffic.... Wow, she has just pushed her fingers up my Pussy.

Poppy leans forward and begins to whisper in my ear "now my sweet I'm going to take you to the edge, then if you're a good girl I'll push you over". My whole body is now singing, "I'll be good, I'll be good" as Poppy's fingers are twirling in and out of my pussy. Oh God she's good, my legs are beginning to buckle, then... Nothing! She has stopped, no,no. She starts again as she tells me "Honeysuckle go to the bathroom and spit out the soap". 

As I start to move, Poppy moves with me continuing her onslaught on my pussy. We finally make it the bathroom sink, where I spit out the remainder of the soap. Then WOW! “Poppy I'm at the edge, now push me, please push me over". Her smile reappears, and her eyes they looked possessed. Her fingers go into overdrive all most lifting me off the floor. Moving me towards the shower, Poppy  pushes me up against the tiled wall, she is now using her free hand to pinch my nipples "Honeysuckle turn on the shower".

I'm reaching for the shower tap, but it's not easy with my legs all a quiver and with Poppy's continued attack on all of my senses, the rest of my body is not far behind them. Finally I get the water flowing. Poppy's is getting the blunt of it as she begins to grin from ear to ear, I am pulled towards her, taking her place under the torrent of warm water. Then with a laugh in her voice she let out her command "wash that soap out of your mouth".

Tilting my head towards the endless stream of warm water, I open my mouth and quickly close my eyes to ease the stinging the water has created. Poppy shouts above the noise of the shower "STICK YOUR TONGUE OUT". I do as I am told which is a new concept for me, and as my tongue felt the touch of the water bouncing of it, Poppy encased it with her mouth, throwing my senses back into overdrive. Then our lips met, Poppy begins to twirl her tongue around mine and my body has given in to her charms, releasing the most amazing orgasm I have ever felt, forcing me to hang onto her for dear life.

My hands automatically taken hold of the bottom of Poppy's vest, her hands have gone up as I tug her drenched garment over the head. Getting stuck for a moment until our lips parted to allow me to complete the task. Our lips reconnect as my hand move down her body, until I found myself undoing her jeans. With a lot of jumping from Poppy the jeans are off. 
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Poppy 
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Our bodies are touching almost from head to foot, but I want some fun so my hands go on Honeysuckle's shoulders pushing her on her knees. The warm water rushing over me and onto Honeysuckle making it difficult for me to be heard, I find myself shouting down to her "NOW GET THAT CLEAN TONGUE OF YOURS DIRTY IN MY PUSSY".  

Without hesitation her tongue starts to explore my inner Pussy, Fuck! She's good I'm already beginning too buckle and she's only just started. Her tongue is swirling in all directions, taking a step backwards so I'm leaning against the wall, and as my head goes back her tongue goes even deeper.

Finally I give in and release my mother load all over an unsuspecting Honeysuckle, who starts to cough as her tongue got pushed out of my now spent body. She's looking up at me smiling as she licks her lips. I look down and with a half smile and a little sarcasm "you Pussy licking harlot". We look at each other, both burst out laughing.

I slide down the wall of the shower ending up on my knees next to Honeysuckle as the water continues to wash over us. I brush my hand down the side of her face, before kissing her gently on the forehead. We sit in the running water for a few minutes before I take hold of her hand "come on my sweet we need to get on". I get to my feet pulling Honeysuckle up before turning off the shower. 

I look into those bright green eyes and with a hint of a smile "Wait there my sweet". Honeysuckle's eyes scans my body from head to toe, and as she begins to look a little bemused I turned and walked away from her. I pick up a towel and return to my now shivering little play thing, holding out the towel I engulf her damp tender body and begin to rub gently. After about ten minutes of rubbing every little piece of her body, she smiles as my little harlot blurts out, "stay there it's your turn". She tosses her wet towel to the floor and fetches a warm fluffy dry one. Her smile lights up the room as she holds out the towel, and I walk towards it.

My body begins to warm as she wraps it around me, her gentle rubbing covers my entire body, I'm thinking her hands and the way she is using them are unbelievably therapeutic and a real turn on. Honeysuckle continues to take my body to a heavenly place for quite some time, before I pipe up "my sweet we must get on. You go and get your gym gear on then meet me in the Dinning room for some lunch. I'm going to steel your robe and go back to my room for some dry clothes". 

She almost smile as an inquisitive Honeysuckle asked "why the gym clothes?" I snigger with my reply "well my sweet I need to punish you, and you have been standing most of the morning so I think you need some exercise". Her face is a picture and before she could speak, I got in first "don't think about disagreeing with me, just do as your told and I'll met you in the Dinning room in Fifteen minutes". 

With that I drop the towel and walk naked into her bedroom, Honeysuckle followed. Picking up her robe, I put it on and wrap my body in it. Taking a sniff of the collar I smell the aroma of sex, namely Honeysuckle's pussy a smell I've come to know quite well. "Come here Honeysuckle" as she came to face me I lifted the collar to her nose, "What does this smell of?" She inhaled the aroma looking a little puzzled at my question she said "I don't know". I placed my hand on her pussy pushing a couple of fingers into the wonder well swirling them about as Honeysuckle squirms. Pulling out my fingers and placing them under her nose. "Now tell me WHAT does your bloody robe smell of?" 

She took a long sniff before saying "Pussy! It smells of pussy". I take off her robe and say "this needs washing, get me another robe". Then I saw it in her eyes FEAR, followed by sadness in her voice "Sorry Poppy these are all the clothes I own, my debts left me with nothing". I smile and take her hand "come my sweet you really do need to explore your surroundings", I take her to the wardrobe as I open it I smile as I said "you have all this and more". Well the poor girl just burst out crying, I put my arm around her "go and explore, get me a robe and I’ll get a Laundry bag. Her little eyes lit up as her walked into the wardrobe. What seamed like an eternity,  Honeysuckle came out with two robes and some gym clothes "now my sweet all your dirty washing goes in a Laundry bag, leave it by your door and it will be returned cleaned.

"Thank you Poppy I didn't know" I smile and pick up the folder on her dressing table "you really need to read this, but first go back and get gym shorts and take back those legging things back with you, I want to see your wonderful legs". Off she goes returning with the biggest of smiles and the smallest of shorts, holding them up "are these short enough?" I nodded and smile as I put on a robe "Oh yes my sweet much better, I'll leave you to get changed, meet me in the Dining room in Fifteen minutes". I left a more than happy little Honeysuckle to get changed and as I head back to my room the phone rings, it's Boris.

"Hello Boris", he sounds happier than the last time we spoke "Poppy can you bring Honeysuckle here for 3:30pm so she can be ready for Mr Jones at 4pm, and I'll have her change of clothes brought here so she can change for the meeting at 5pm". I reply "will do Boris, we'll leave here about 3pm". I can hear the joy in his voice as he says "thank you Poppy I look forward to seeing you both then, bye for now". With that he has gone, walking through the door of my room I drop the robe off my shoulders, allowing it fall to the floor. 

I head straight for my wardrobe, picking out a pair of Jeans and a vest top together with some underwear, I head back to my room to get dressed, I'm thinking about what Boris had said about Honeysuckle getting changed at the club, I wasn't sure that Honeysuckle would be at the meeting, but now I know. After I'm dressed I sit on my bed, picking up Papa Bear I have a cuddle as the tears start to flow. Why am I still here? Well even I can answer that I fucked up big time. 

Putting Papa Bear back on my pillow I go and wash my face before heading for the Dining room.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Six
Honeysuckle
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As the door closed behind Poppy I start to get dressed beginning with some nice clean panties, then the jog top, when I get to the shorts I realise the panties are not going to work so off they come. Struggling a bit more than normal I get the shorts on and I'm thinking these are a bit cheeky with most of my arse on full display. I would like to change them, but Poppy will know so I stick with my second skin.

I'm meeting Poppy in about ten minutes so I grab the folder and have a quick flick through. It is very informative, telling me how the club works, when food is available, times when we work. There is lots of info in here that I will have to go through several times before it all sinks in, but now I need to be in the Dinning room. Putting on my socks and trainers, I head for the Dinning room not before pushing my fingers under my shorts trying to ease the material from my arse crack, that didn't work after two steps they back up my butt crack.

As I only got here yesterday I've only been in here twice before. The young girl who works here is nice I think her name is Daff. She calls my name I smile and walk over to her "Hello Honeysuckle would you like tea or Coffee?" My smile shows how hesitant I have become "Hello Daff! sorry it is Daff isn't it?" She smiles and nods "Sorry Daff I haven't got used to all the names yet". Her face lights up "that's Okay, this is new to all of us, now tea or coffee?" I look her in the eyes, "I'm meeting Poppy so if it's okay with you, I'll wait until she gets here". She looked to one of the side tables "Poppy is over there, she has coffee" looking towards where Daff is indicating and there is Poppy on the phone. "You go and sit down and I'll bring you a coffee". I smile "thanks Daff".

I walk over to where Poppy is sitting, she looks up as I approach, she's smiling while she continues her phone call. Poppy raises her hand for me to stop, so I stop just in front of the table. Then she waves her hand in a circle, ah I see she wants me to turn, I smile as I begin to slowly turn to the delight of Poppy who has now finished her phone call. She's looking at me "very nice now get your cute little arse sat down". I burst out laughing as I sat opposite Poppy, the laughter soon died off as my bum made contact with the seat and the shorts made an even closer contact with my arse hole. 

With a little strain in my voice I manage to say "Hello Poppy". She is in fits of laughter when she says "a little chaffing?" Daff arrived with my coffee as I said "just a bit". Daff didn't interrupt our conversation, she just placed the coffee in front of me, smiled and went back to the kitchen. I shouted back to her "THANK YOU DAFF".
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Poppy
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Seeing Honeysuckle in those tight little shorts is bringing out the fun and miscellaneous side of me. She looks very uncomfortable wearing them, so I want to make the most of her discomfort. "Okay my sweet let's go and get something to eat". Well you should see her face, I'm thinking that she doesn't wants to move much, so this is going to be more fun than I first thought. Honeysuckle is looking away from me as she almost whispers "no I'm alright with the coffee I'm not that hungry". Now that statement is like a red rag to a bull. My mind is set she is going to move in those shorts and I am going to get to see them get engulfed by her arse cheeks. "We need to leave for the club at 3pm you need to eat, so come on let's find you at least a snack".

Standing I hold out my hand which she reluctantly takes. She gets to her feet I start to move towards the serving counter saying "after you my sweet, I just want to look at you amazing little arse". The poor girl smiles as she let go of my hand and she begins to walk in front of me. Honeysuckle is beginning to blush, both sets of cheeks are turning scarlet. I'm smiling as her arse cheeks are rubbing together, she looks back at me "I am beginning to regret picking these shorts". I just burst out laughing "no my sweet I love you wearing them they fit you a treat". Her sarcastic voice comes out to play "Yeah right".

We both start to laugh then I slap her cheeky butt. Honeysuckle's laugh comes to a sudden halt being replaced by "Ouch! That's not fair". I rubbed the cheeks of her arse together and with a little laughter "Ohhh now who's got her knickers in a twist then?" Her look is intriguing when she says "you really think there's room for underwear in these shorts? I don't think so". My laughter returns in abundance "have you gone commando for me my sweet?" She is blushing again as she nods, Daff's  voice can be heard over my laughter "what can I get you ladies?"

I look at the array of food on the counter before making my order of baked potato, cheddar cheese with a side salad. Then Honeysuckle says "that sounds good I'll have the same please Daff". Addressing both of us Daff smiles "no problem I'll bring them over to you” we both say "thanks Daff" at the same time, which has got us both laughing again. Returning to our table Honeysuckles face is showing signs of wedgie fatigue. I smile at her "how’s the butt doing my sweet?" Well what she says next nearly had me wetting myself “It feels like it's been flossed".

"Oh my sweet and it's such a cute little butt, I would tell you to take them off but that might just spoil
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