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    Poppy is fed up with life at the Pleasure Paradise. While the hotel might be a hot-bed of sexy antics, Poppy never sees any action herself, mainly she suspects because of her lack of curves. But Maria the boss is reluctant to accept Poppy’s notice and asks her to organise a fete before she leaves. Rob, a handsome DIY man, turns up looking for work and offers to help her with the preparations. After a session of sexy secrets and soul-baring, he devises a daring plan guaranteed to put Poppy’s name, and the rest of her, up  in lights. But has she got the bottle to go through with it? And once it’s all over, will she go or will she stay?




    Reader advisory: this book contains characters featured in Watchers and Growing Pleasures, but this is a standalone story.


  




  

    Chapter One




    Poppy climbed the stairs to Maria’s office feeling a little sad. Her days of working at Pleasure Paradise were over. She’d handed in her written notice last week and nobody had even acknowledged it until now.




    But a few minutes ago she’d received a summons from Maria, so Poppy assumed she’d be collecting her P45 very shortly …




    The door to Maria’s office was ajar, as it usually was, but she knocked anyway and entered on her boss’s command.




    ‘Hi, Poppy,’ Maria said from the depths of her swivel chair. She gestured to Poppy’s letter of resignation, which was lying on the desk in front of her. ‘Now, what is all this nonsense about? I can’t believe you want to leave us. We think of you as one of the family. What’s the problem? Is it the money? Do you want a bigger room? Whatever it is, I’m sure we can sort something out.’




    Poppy sighed. Nobody ever took her seriously at the Pleasure Paradise, which was one of the reasons she’d decided it was time for pastures new.




    The idea of a belated gap year, travelling with only a rucksack through foreign climes, strongly appealed to her, although just living somewhere different would make a change. Whatever the outcome, Poppy knew that starting afresh would be for the best. It was time to take on the world.




    And besides, she was really far too skinny and flat-chested to be working at Pleasure Paradise. That, along with the fact she was the youngest and most inexperienced member of staff at the decadent hotel, all added to her feelings of unrest.




    ‘It’s not nonsense,’ Poppy snapped. ‘I’ve handed in my notice because I need a change of scene. And don’t forget I’m not really one of your staff. You just inherited me from Alex when you and Ken took over running this place from him. And I suppose that’s part of the problem,’ she said, backing down a bit as she offered Maria an explanation. ‘Pleasure Paradise has awakened dormant memories in me – something I’d been trying to forget.’




    When Poppy had originally been employed here, she’d worked under Alex for Mannings Hotel, which had offered everything you’d expect from a middle-class guest house. But the hotel had seen better days, not to mention that its obscure location made it hard for guests to find. When Maria and her husband bought into the business, they’d taken advantage of that geographical obscurity and Pleasure Paradise was born, an establishment catering for sexual fantasies and little else.




    ‘That’s true, we did inherit you from Alex,’ said Maria. ‘But you’re still part of the team and I don’t want to lose you. The service we provide is unique to the area and you know all about what goes on here. Finding a replacement with the same commitment and understanding might be difficult.’




    ‘But I hardly ever get to see anything that goes on, let alone take part,’ Poppy argued. ‘I’m just the dogsbody. Sometimes I’m on reception, sometimes I do a bit of waitressing. On one occasion I served drinks topless – not that anybody noticed. But apart from that I’m treated like part of the furniture. None of the guests are ever going to request a sexual favour from me and I feel like I’m missing out on all the fun.’




    It sounded plausible, yet Poppy’s innards were in turmoil, and had been ever since the takeover. She’d been going through the daily routines and rigmaroles while feeling she was walking a tightrope.




    Poppy tossed her long, red hair, recently dyed from its original blonde, over her shoulder and glared at Maria.




    Her boss was dressed in her customary suit, albeit of a slightly odd and bespoke design. The fronts were cut as two sharp triangles, the points meeting across her ample breasts and held together by a decorative safety pin.




    As usual, Maria was naked beneath the navy blue suit, meaning much of her impressive bosom was on display. Poppy tried not to stare at it, as the deep cleavage and plump, fleshy overspill made her feel more inadequate than usual. Every woman who came to Pleasure Paradise seemed to be built along the same lines. What chance did she have?




    ‘Is that how you really feel? I had no idea,’ Maria said. ‘Is there anything I can do to help? It’s never been our intention to make you feel like that. But if that’s the case and you’re determined to leave – well, I can only wish you good luck and write you a decent reference to take with you. I assume you’ve landed another job – where is it?’




    Poppy gazed beyond Maria to the photos on the wall. Many depicted Maria naked or semi-nude. Some showed her in the throes of orgasm. There were shots of some of Pleasure Paradise’s guests too, all enjoying various pleasures of the flesh – not to mention other members of staff. Poppy had always hoped she’d be up there one day but it seemed unlikely now. Did she even have the bottle for that kind of fun? She wasn’t sure.




    ‘I haven’t got another job yet,’ she admitted. ‘But once I’m out of here, I’ll have plenty of time to look for something new.’




    ‘Well, OK. I’m reluctant to let you go but I can’t stop you, if that’s what you want to do. You can’t go without saying goodbye to Ken, though.’




    Poppy shrugged. ‘Whatever.’




    Maria picked up a mobile phone and called her husband. ‘Can you pop up to the office, please?’




    A couple of minutes later, he arrived.




    ‘Ah Ken,’ Maria said as Ken padded in and closed the door. ‘It seems that Poppy is going to leave us.’




    ‘No! Why?’ he asked.




    ‘Because I don’t fit in,’ Poppy snarled. ‘I’m gawky and skinny and flat-chested …’




    ‘Nonsense,’ Ken protested.




    ‘It’s true. My tits are like two aspirins strapped to an ironing board and everybody else here is curvy or downright top-heavy. I always feel left out. The other day, I forgot my phone and popped back to pick it up. I was wearing a strapless green dress – stupid with this hair colour, I know – but Emma the gardener saw me. She reckoned I looked like a red hot poker – you know, those tall, spiky plants she’s planted in the flowerbeds. She couldn’t stop laughing.’




    Cheeks flaming with indignation, Poppy faced her employers expecting … Well, she wasn’t quite sure what she was expecting …




    ‘I wish I’d seen you dressed like that. You always look gorgeous to me,’ Ken said. ‘But of course I’ve never actually seen you properly. Why don’t you lose your clothes …?’




    ‘What, you mean …’ Poppy couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Her pulse quickened, her heart throbbed. ‘You want me to get undressed?’




    ‘It can’t do any harm,’ said Maria, ‘Not as you’re leaving anyway. And you were just saying about how you never get to join in …’




    Poppy was confused. This was not what she’d anticipated. Yet this was Pleasure Paradise. People stripped off all the time.




    Suzy, the hotel’s slapper-in-chief, appeared naked at the events which took place every evening, and Maria was only ever half-dressed … besides, the idea of baring her all before she turned her back on Pleasure Paradise was something of a turn-on. And Maria was right. If she was leaving anyway, then it didn’t matter.




    ‘I can help if you like,’ Ken offered.




    Poppy hesitated. Ken took the pause to mean yes.




    ‘Hey, there’s nothing to worry about.’ He began unbuttoning Poppy’s shirt. It featured the hotel logo – a couple fucking while two girls looked on – and bore the initials FAYWDAF, which stood for “For All Your Wildest Dreams and Fantasies”.




    Poppy trembled slightly as he eased the blouse off her slender shoulders and chucked it on the chair. The black skirt quickly went the same way, revealing her underwear.




    ‘I think you’re a lovely shape. There’s not an ounce of spare flesh on you.’ Ken ran his hands over her prominent ribcage. ‘Your body is so firm …’




    Poppy shuddered under his appraisal. She wasn’t used to such close scrutiny. Lazily, Ken reached for the hook on her 32 AA-cup bra and unfastened it.




    ‘Hey, they’re beautiful,’ he said as her tiny breasts appeared. He eased the straps down her arms and off over her hands with their varnished nails.




    ‘Fantastic.’ Maria, who openly got a huge kick out of watching her husband turning on other women, seemed excited.




    And she wasn’t the only one. Poppy, thrilled by the situation, was feeling horny too. She’d never experienced anything like this before. True, she’d once witnessed something similar but that was a long time ago …




    Poppy closed her eyes, tried to get her breathing under control.




    ‘Do you need a hand in removing the panties?’ Maria squeaked.




    ‘Don’t be so bloody impatient.’ Ken smiled at Poppy as she opened her blue eyes and stared at him. ‘Are you enjoying this, my lovely?’ he asked as he cupped her boobs in his hands and squeezed the nipples. ‘Is it OK to go a bit further?’




    Poppy, who now hoped he’d go a lot further, nodded her agreement.




    Ken plucked at the sides of her panties and slid them down her narrow thighs, revealing her light thatch. She stepped out of the white lace, wondering what would happen next.




    She was tingling all over, a mixture of nerves and thrills. She wanted to touch herself but fought off the urge.




    ‘I think you’re a very welcome change from all the busty beauties we get in here.’ Ken caressed her nipples again before bending his head to taste them.




    Maria, standing close by so as not to miss anything, squirmed in delight. It was almost as if Ken was arousing her too. ‘I know just what we need,’ she said.




    She went over to the desk. From the top drawer, she pulled out three vibrators.




    ‘One each,’ she said, handing them out like rulers.




    Ken and Maria glanced at each other.




    Then, switching them on, they ran a gadget each over Poppy’s hardened nipples.




    ‘Oh,’ gasped Poppy, her fist tightening over the controls of the toy she held. ‘Oh, I …’




    ‘Switch it on,’ Ken said. Poppy tried to do as Ken asked but it was difficult to concentrate while her nipples were the subject of so much attention.




    Eventually, her dildo started buzzing. Amazed by the sensations she was already experiencing, she slid it into her slit. As she parted her legs to accommodate it at a better angle, Ken slid an arm around her waist for support while keeping up the pressure on her nipples and ribs.




    Eager not to be outdone, Maria whizzed her vibe on and off, applying it in teasing measures to Poppy’s willing form.




    Gasping, Poppy ran her free hand through her pubes. ‘I think I’m going to come,’ she panted. ‘I can’t last much longer …’




    ‘Good girl,’ Maria said, swapping her vibrator for a camera. ‘This is going to be a great photo …’




    Poppy shuddered as her cunt muscles contacted around the vibrator. She climaxed with a scream of pleasure: it was the best orgasm she’d ever had, and it left her limp and exhausted.




    ‘That was brilliant, you’re a natural,’ said Maria, putting away her camera. ‘And I think we’ve covered everything for now. I’m not going to accept your notice, Poppy. I think you need more time to think things over. And don’t forget – there’s a staff meeting tomorrow morning at ten and I expect you to be there because you’re still employed by us at the moment.’
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