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CHAPTER ONE

The boss of the fashion magazine was Jennifer Brownlee. She was a finely shaped mature woman, 45, with a little bit of a gut, a sizable ass, and thick thighs, but her large breasts helped everyone in the office be reminded she was still a woman, no matter how much of a man she seemed like on some days. She loved to push and shove all of them around. It had taken Jennifer years to break through the glass ceiling, to become the first editor for a woman’s magazine, and then took over total control of it after her old boss retired to the Virgin Islands.

At about 6’1”, she was always a domineering force. Most of her employees were women, and most of them were around a more typical female size, between 5’ and 5’7”. So, Jennifer, always in her heels, was certainly someone to look up to. And she always kept her long brown hair tied up into a neat bun on the top of her head. Not only giving her a slightly more masculine appearance, but it also added a few more inches onto her already intimidating height.

The boss always appeared well pampered. She indulged in the finest of drinks and clothing, and when she had to take one of her employees on the road to a fashion show, she always treated them well. She was known to like both submissive men and women and have a preference for smaller frames which would not intimidate her. She loved the feel of being in control of her own universe. Little did her staff know, but Jenifer’s greatest passion was making her lovers humiliate themselves, whether willingly or coerced.

Jennifer had employed the same secretary since she became the boss, for years ago. He had run off to St. Croix with one of the bimbos in the company, and the last anyway had heard, he was spending all of his time parasailing off of Cane Bay with a coconut rum in his hand. Retirement was definitely treating the old guy well. Shirley missed him and regretted how low she had gone to keep her new boss happy.

Shirley was 62 years old, and Jennifer seemed to delight in making Shirley work long hours and running back and forth for her until she was breathless. If having to go to Starbucks every day wasn’t enough, sometimes Jennifer pulled a collapsible massage table out of her office closet and set it up and ordered Shirley to give her a back massage with massage oils to relieve her stress. Shirley would also have to come in, watch Jennifer strip off her nylon, and recline in her desk chair while Shirley gave her a pedicure. Sometimes, just for the thrill of it, Jennifer had discretely removed her panties off before calling Shirley into her office, so when Jennifer hiked up her skirt to remove the nylons, Shirley could see that she was wearing nothing underneath, and will be given a full show throughout the nail job.

Just last week, Jennifer felt like punishing Shirley for taking too long to edit a magazine article for her. Jennifer slipped into a plus size bathing suit and called Shirley on the intercom. Jennifer was staring at herself when Shirley walked in, saying “Miss Brownlee, I’ve finished rewriting your editorial…”

Jennifer made Shirley’s skin crawl when she stopped her in mid-sentence and said, “Shut the fuck up and get on your knees, you old bitch.” Jennifer made Shirley crawl to her on her hands and knees, and then Jennifer jumps on top of her back like she was playing horsey.

Jennifer collapsed Shirley with a moan to the carpet almost immediately. “Stop fucking around, grandma, you will live.” Jennifer rolled Shirley onto her back, and then stood up and placed her feet against Shirley’s ear. “How’s that Grandma, is the boss getting the better of you?” Shirley moaned again and passed out. When she came to, the lights in the office was out, as was her own office. She glanced at her cell phone and saw it was now 5:30, well past quitting time. Shirley went down to the mailroom to get an empty cardboard box, and then packed up all of her stuff and left. “Fuck her,” she said, as she closed her office door for the last time.

Emily Feller, 38, was one of Jennifer’s reporters. She was from Des Moines, Iowa, the daughter of a corn farmer and somehow related to the baseball legend Bob Feller. He was a distant cousin or something. Emily was very short, at 5 feet tall, and had little pear-sized breasts and a tiny little ass. For a fashion reporter, she tended to dress very conservatively, very professional. She often wore long skirts or pants suits, and never the trashy tee-shirts and shorts that she saw girls wearing on the streets.

Emily was divorced and lived with her employed daughter living with her. Emily’s marriage had broken up the summer before, when she left work early with a bug and walked right into her husband fucking one of her daughter’s mothers. She felt frustrated and disgusted at her lover and decided never to talk to him in future outside of the courtroom.

Emily had known the wrath of Jennifer when she failed to turn a piece in on time or hadn’t remembered to clean up her desk at the end of a long week. But in general, Emily mostly knew Jennifer as just “the boss.” Jennifer resorted to a juvenile sometimes, leaving a sticky note with a frown on it onto Emily’s computer screen. It was stupid, but it did make the point.

Weeks went by, and Emily knocked on Jennifer’s door to deliver a piece she had written about the new underwear line coming out next year by Victoria’s Secret. Jennifer looked up as Emily entered the room and said, “You know Emily, you are going to have to step up and give me more help around here. I can manage a whole company without a functional secretary.”

“What do you mean, Miss Brownlee?”

Jennifer stood up, and said, “Well, for starters, you're gonna give me a massage and a pedicure right now, since old hag isn't here to fulfill her lot in life," stated Jennifer.

Emily was startled but figured her job demanded on keeping the boss happy. With her child, and time at Planet Fitness, it's not like she hadn’t seen a naked woman before. Jennifer locked the door to her office and pulled her secret massage table and a bottle of oil out of her closet. After she set the table up, she took off her clothes and laid down on the table. Emily began to work the oil into the boss’s back, and then down her long thick legs. 

Jennifer demanded, “Rub the oil in my ass for a while.” Emily worked the oil into her boss’s ass and wondered how often nice little Shirley had been subjected to this stuff. Jennifer was obviously getting aroused and said, “Ok, now you will use both of your tiny hands and spread open my ass cheeks," demanded Jennifer. Emily was really humiliated now but complied. “Ok what, finish the job and give me some tongue on my brown eye you dumb little bitch!” snapped Jennifer.

Emily couldn't believe what was happening but realized she should comply as she really needed to keep her position at this firm. She reluctantly lowered her head and stuck her tongue into the boss’s asshole. Jennifer softly cooed having an employee in her full control totally humiliate herself for her own pleasures. After a while, Jennifer rolled over and said, “Time to fuck honey.”.

Emily spread Jennifer’s legs apart and began to massage her clit with her oily fingers. Then she lowered herself to use her tongue instead. Jennifer reached down and pushed Emily’s head hard into her crotch. After making Jennifer come, Jennifer said, “OK, bitch, now worship my feet.” Jennifer leaped from the massage table and sat on her office chair. She leaned back, as Emily placed her toes into her mouth one at a time. The phone rang, and Jennifer answered it, discussing an option to purchase a nearby apartment, all the time with Emily sucking on her naked toes.

Finally, the phone call ended, and Jennifer said, “Okay, decent job. Now, bitch, I’m really getting tired of not having someone here to do shit like that for me. You are too important as a writer to ask you to come back too often. So, I am giving you 24 hours to find me a competent secretary, or else!”

Emily left as Jennifer was wiping up the cum from her pussy with tissues and starting to get dressed. She was really depressed as she walked slowly back to her desk. Not only had she been totally humiliated, now she had an impossible task to do, or she could lose her job.

Emily spent the rest of the afternoon on the phone, calling temp agencies and even resorting to the resume section of Craigslist, looking for anyone who was made to be appropriate for that lesbian bitch. Most of them seemed too nice, too hardworking, but she called a few, and there was always some kind of issue. The Millennial Generation really didn’t want to work; they all just wanted everything given to them on a silver platter instead. It seemed hopeless, so Emily finally went home feeling like a failure, and with a splitting headache on top of it all.

When she entered her apartment, she saw her daughter laying on the couch, watching the latest episode of “Big Bang Theory.” Robin was also petite like her mother, at 4’11” and only 81 pounds soaking wet, she was only 22 but looked more like 15 with her little A-cup boobs and her Miley Cyrus pixie haircut. Robin said, “Hi Mom, how are you?”

Emily looked over at her and said, “Horrible. It has been a totally bad day at

work, and I have a killer headache on top of it all. The boss has no secretary, and she threatened my job as if I don’t find her somebody by tomorrow.” 

Robin sat up from the couch and looked at her mother. “Maybe I can do it. I do have a business degree, I am a hard worker, and you have always said I was smart and picked up new things quickly.”

Emily hesitated, after what she had just gone through, and knowing that her boss was a complete bitch anyway. But her back was against the wall at this point. At least I can protect her there, she thought. Emily looked at Robin and said, “Ok, honey. I guess we’ll give it a try. You need to be ready by 7 AM, no farting around, capiche?”

“Yes, mom. Awesome socks, my first real professional job!”      

The next day, Emily took Robin on a tour of the office. Jennifer was a little late, so it gave Emily time to show Robin where to find the bathrooms, the supply closet, the copier room, the cold computer room, and the break room, introducing her as her daughter to some of the people who were there working early. Then she heard Jennifer’s heels clacking across the tiles in the hallway.

“Hi, Emily. Well, who do we have here?”

Emily said, “Good morning, Miss Brownlee. I’d like to introduce you to my daughter. She is a graduate of the University of Pennsylvania, School of Business, and your new executive secretary, I hope. Robin is very energetic, smart, and willing to do anything you ask of her.”

“Okay fine, Emily. Just have Robin report to my office, alone, in 10 minutes, so I can interview her personally.” 

A few minutes later, Robin entered Jennifer’s office. Jennifer was impressed by Robin’s tiny frame, her little succulent breasts, and knew immediately she had to have her. “Have a seat, Robin.” Jennifer proceeded to walk around the room, telling Robin of all the duties that she expected here secretary to perform. At least the typical ones. Jennifer leaned against her desk in front of Robin and said, “Do you think you can handle all of that?”

Robin said, “I will do my best for you, Miss Brownlee.” Jennifer kicked off her heels and sat down in front of her on the desk. She then put her stocking feet onto Robin’s legs and smiled. Robin thought it was all very weird. But didn’t say anything.

Weeks went by, and Jennifer decided to just leave it be for a while to get to know the girl and concentrated on the new issue of her magazine. It was busy enough anyway. Things were working out well, and the energetic little Robin was flying around the office like a bird, helping everyone with little tasks.

Then, one day, Jennifer came in late again and called Emily on the intercom. “Come to my office,” she demanded. Emily took a deep breath, and thought, god, what now? When she got there, she saw Jennifer in the desk chair, her feet naked and stretched out in front of her. “You know the routine, baby girl.”

Emily got onto her knees and began to lick on her toes. Then she saw that Jennifer was pulling up her skirt and exposed her naked bottom. She spread her legs apart and began to finger her pussy. Jennifer slid down and wagged a finger to tell Emily to stop and her toes and to suck on her pussy instead. Emily complied. Holding onto the chair as she pulled Jennifer’s crotch into her face and began to suck and lick on her clit.  

Just then, the office door swung open, and Robin walked into the room. “Oh, my god, I..I didn’t know you guys were…,” Robin said.

“It’s okay sweetie. Your mom was just giving me a little stress release. Why don’t you have a seat?”

Robin was dressed in a light-yellow sweater and fashionable tan slacks, with black flats on her feet. It was obvious that Robin and Emily were both uncomfortable, but they knew the boss had their lives in her hand. And honestly, Robin began to get a little excited peeking at her mother licking Jennifer’s snatch. She didn’t think her mom was like that. 

Jennifer was really getting horny at this point and decided to up the stakes by removing her blouse and bra, exposing her ample tits to both of them. She pulled on her nipples, helping them to become fully erect. She unbuttoned her skirt the rest of the way, giving Emily a chance to breathe and tossing it aside. Emily looked up, and said, “Don’t you want me to lick you more, Ms. Brownlee?” It was a futile attempt to distract the boss from staring at her daughter.

Jennifer got up from the chair and walked around the desk. Emily was still kneeling on the floor, and she saw the boss walked to her daughter and asked, “Don’t mind if I sit, do you?” She looked back at Emily, and said, “You stay there and just enjoy the show.”

Robin stammered, “I..I don’t think.”

Then Jennifer plumped her naked, ample frame onto the lap of her only child, her sweet little girl. Her large breasts were right in Robin’s face. “That’s right, child, don’t think.” Jennifer grabbed the girl’s head and pushed it onto her breast.  “I can tell both you and your mom weren’t fed well, with those sweet, tiny little breasts you have. You just let Mommy feed you.” Robin got the hint and started to suck on Jennifer’s nipple. Jennifer reached out to caress the young girl’s breasts too, feeling the nipples starting to grow under two layers of fabric.

Emily just sat there, mesmerized, as her worse fears were coming true, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Then, Jennifer said to Robin, “How about licking my pussy, young lady?” She grabbed Robin’s hand and thrust it into her crotch to emphasize the point.

At this point, Emily’s maternal instinct finally kicked in. She stood up, and screamed, “Get the hell away from her, you fat ugly bitch.” Robin didn’t know how to respond, she was getting turned on by her naked boss. Emily began to choke Jennifer with one arm and swatted her arm away from Robin with the other.       

Jennifer grabbed Emily’s arm and flipped her over the chair. When she did, Emily’s head hit the corner of the desk. Dazed by the impact, Jennifer stood up and dragged Emily to the corner of the desk and ran over her to open a drawer and pull out a pair of handcuffs. “Now you will enjoy the show, you stupid bitch. I know I will.” 

Jennifer walked back to Robin, and said, “Now where were we, young lady?”

With that, Robin grabbed Jennifer’s ass and started to lick her pussy. She pushed the boss onto her desk and spread her legs apart so she could have complete access to the older lady’s clit. Jennifer moved slightly so Emily would have no choice but to watch Robin sucking on her.  Jennifer moaned, not only enjoying the teen’s tongue in her slit, but also enjoying watching the girl’s mother watching in disgust, but helpless. Jennifer cried out “That’s it, baby, lick me, lick me, make your mommy’s pussy feel good.”

Jennifer reached onto Robin’s sweater and began to pull it up over her head. “Okay, babydoll, from now on, when you are here in my office, you refer to me as ‘Mommy’ and to your mother as ‘Emily’.” She caressed the firm little breasts and pulled down the straps of her bra.

Same goes to you, Emily. You will not refer to Robin as your daughter any more around here. She is mine whenever I need her to be, just like Shirley was. So, get over it. You can both keep your jobs and keep making a lot of money if you do as you are told.”    

Jennifer reached around to unclasp Robin’s bra, and her pert little boobs popped out. Her nipples were only the size of a quarter, but her nipples stood out for a half-inch, begging to be sucked on. Jennifer willingly complied.

Then she motioned the girl to get up off her lap and grabbed the front of her pants. She unbuttoned the fly and pulled down the zipper. Then she hooked her thumbs into the waistband, pulling down both the slacks and her panties underneath to her knees. Jennifer likes the fact that Robin had a neatly trimmed bush, not too bald, but it was not too bushy either. She had known from past experience that really bushy pussies had a way of getting stuck in your teeth.

Jennifer moved Robin into her office chair and pulled Robin’s legs over the armrests. Now her pussy was wide open for the boss to lick at her pleasure. Emily squirmed at the sight, but she was actually getting a little disgusted at herself by feeling aroused by the sight of it. “Oh mommy, oh mommy,” Robin cried, “Lick me, suck on my clit, make me cum, mommy.”

Jennifer looked over at Emily and saw her rapt attention on the action. She figured it was about time to have her join it. “Robin, go take off Emily’s pants. I want to see what’s underneath.”

Robin got up and knelt next to her real mother and grabbed her pants and pulled them off. Emily was wearing cute little Victoria’s Secret pink panties underneath, and Robin recognized them as something she had given her mother, the previous Christmas. Robin pulled them off and saw that her mother was sporting a trimmed Brazilian cut, only a half inch of hair with a bald pussy on either side.

“Ok, now Robin, you go ahead and give your mother…, oh, I mean Emily, a little pleasure.”

Robin did as she was told and grabbed Emily’s legs and pulled her totally down onto the carpet. Then she spread Emily’s legs apart and proceeded to dive into Emily’s muff. Emily was actually pretty wet already, so it didn’t take long for Robin to excite her. She stuck two of her fingers into Emily’s pussy, and then licked on her clit as she pushed in and out. She could feel her mother’s ass clench in excitement.

Jennifer got up and came over, her naked body towering over the girls. She crouched down and released Emily’s handcuff from the desk. Then she grabbed onto Emily’s blouse, and ripped it off, exposing her bra-bound top to her. The bra quickly came next, and soon all three of the ladies were naked and excited. Jennifer pushed Emily down onto the carpeting again and moved so she could position her pussy right onto Emily’s face.


CHAPTER TWO

As Jennifer was licking on Emily’s pussy, she bent down enough to massage Robin’s boobs and play with her own pussy while Robin was sucking on her, and Emily was tonguing her pussy. 

Emily began to cum on Jennifer at the same time Jennifer began to cum onto Robin’s face. It was all pretty crazy, arms and legs and boobs and pussy everywhere, and cum splattering all over the office carpet. Exhausted, they all crumbled into each other's naked arms. But Jennifer wasn’t done yet.

“Okay, girls. You’ve made a complete mess of my nice clean carpet. It's not like this that I can leave it for the weekend cleaning crew. You are going to have to clean up this mess yourself.”

Emily and Robin, both still naked, stared in shock at Jennifer. They had just been totally humiliated to keep their jobs, but here the boss was telling them that they had to clean her cum off the carpet too.

Jennifer said, “You both stay right here, or don’t come back tomorrow.” She slipped her clothes back on, not her underwear, and left the office. Emily and Robin just stared at each other in silence. A few minutes later, Jennifer came back with a handful of cloth towels and a bottle of spray carpet cleaner. “They had this stuff in the supply cabinet. Now, you two get on your knees and get to work.”

Emily and Robin bent down and sprayed the compound into the carpet. There was a large wet stain, about 4 feet by 6 feet, that was damp and obviously full of cum. They began to scrub, as Jennifer paced around them, watching them. She bent down so she could see both of their pretty pussies from behind. Jennifer started to berate them both. “It better be spotless, or I'll make you both lick it clean.  Ya know, if you'd lose your attitude and work harder, we might actually get something done around her. I don't know why you insist on being so useless all the time.” 

Then, as they scrubbed, an impatient Jennifer slapped Emily on her ass. “Hard, you worthless cunt.” Then she slapped Robin too, “You are almost as bad as Emily. Get some grease into it.” Jennifer saw her hand marks on both of the girls’ asses. It was exciting to see the immediate reaction to their abuse. Jennifer went over to her desk and opened a drawer. She pulled out an old-fashioned ruler; the wooden kind with a sharp little blade buried into one side of it.

She went back to the girls and slapped Robin’s inner thing with the rubber. She jumped, and it left an immediate welt on her thigh. Then Jennifer turned to Emily and slapped her in about the same place. Rulers hurt! No wonder all those Catholic nuns used them for so many years.

Emily and Robin were finally getting a hand on the stain, and Jennifer told Robin to get up. “Emily, you keep working on it,” she directed.  The ruler had turned Jennifer on so much, she just had to have a little more. She sat in her desk chair and pulled the young girl over her lap. She caressed her ass first and then hit it sharply with the ruler. Robin could see her mother look up at the sound, but she didn’t do anything to stop it either.          

Jennifer caressed Robin’s ass at the welt, and then slapped her other cheek even harder. She was enjoying spanking the young girl, something she had actually never tried before. “This was all too much fun,” Jennifer thought, “I don’t want it to end.”

The phone rang again, and Jennifer used one hand to hold Robin’s naked ass securely on her lap, and the other to pick up the phone. Jennifer told them both, “Shut your fucking mouths up; not a peep.”

Jennifer talked on the phone for about ten minutes, increasingly smiling more and more as the conversation progressed. When she put the handset back down, she pushed Robin off of her lap and said, “Okay bitches, enough of all of this fun. You both get your asses dressed and get the fuck out of my office. You need to go home and pack your bags. I have just arranged for all three of us to get to La Guardia in the morning, pop our asses onto an Air France jet, and get to Paris by tomorrow night. We just got invited with free tickets on an all expense trip to see the Paris Fashion Extravaganza, and I need both of you to come with me. All you need is a couple of days of clean clothes, your toilet stuff, and I’ll show you both how the better half lives. And I expect to get you both to take a lot of notes and photos so we can get an issue full of stories and a handful of blog posts out of this. If you aren’t ready when the chauffeur shows on your door at 6 AM, he is leaving without you both, and I wish you the best of luck at the McDonald’s around the corner.”

“God, what a complete bitch!” Emily thought as she got dressed and watched her daughter get her clothes on too. “But Paris, a chance of a lifetime, I’ll keep doing anything she wants at least until we get back, get the stories written, and get a chance to find a way to get away from her.”

Robin was silent in the car on the way home, not even flinching when Emily put her hand on her knee and said, “It’s okay honey. It’s the way the world is now. We have to do what we have to do to see another door open in front of us.” When they got home, both Emily and Robin headed for their own showers, exhausted, and wanting nothing more than to pack a few things into an overnight bag, set their alarm clocks at 4, and crawl into safe, comfortable, warm comforters.   

The next morning, they were ready when the chauffeur arrived promptly at 7 AM. Jennifer was already in the back seat when Emily and Robin climbed in. She nodded at Emily but gave Robin a big hug and a passionate kiss.  “How’s my pretty little girl doing today?”

Robin smiled and said, I‘m tired, Mommy, but I am excited to go see Paris, I’ve always wanted to go there and see the sights.”

As they meandered through the busy morning traffic on the Long Island Expressway, Jennifer explained, “Well, it's going to take all day and half the night to get there, and by the time we land, it will be too. The taxi’s close at midnight, and with all that yellow vest craziness over there right now. We don’t want to risk anything that late. We will be able to see all the pretty lights of the city though. We have to get rest, the fashion show opens at 12:00, and will go on until 11:00 that night. We’ll probably want to sleep in, but we can spend the afternoon to see the Champs Elysees, the Eifel Tower, the Louvre, and the West Bank. I scheduled a night owl flight back home so we can sleep all the way back.”         

They arrived at the airport, got through security, and boarded the Air France plane. Soon, they were up in the air. When Jennifer had bought the tickets, she made sure she had an aisle seat, with Robin next to her and Emily on the outside. After some idle chatter, Jennifer put her arm around Robin’s shoulder, pulled a tiny little airplane blanket and fell fast asleep.

It was dark when the plane from landed in Charles de Guerre Airport. They got a taxi to a nearby hotel, and Jennifer checked them in. Emily had a room, but Robin was bunking with Jennifer. Emily said “Okay” to Jennifer but whispered to Robin as she was hugging her goodnight, “Be careful honey. I love you always, let’s try to keep our jobs and just enjoy it.”

Jennifer took Robin by the hand, and they went to a room, a few doors down from Emily’s. There was only one large king-sized bed in the room. Jennifer sat her carry-on bag on the bed, and said, “Ok sweetheart, first things first. We both need a shower.” She walked to Robin and took her carry-on and tossed it to the bed next to her. Then she started to unbutton Robin’s blouse for her. Robin kicked off her shoes and unbuttoned the fly on her slacks. Jennifer pushed them down to the floor and began to undress as Robin pulled off her socks and the slacks around her feet. Soon, they were both naked, and Jennifer led Robin into the bathroom.

Jennifer turned on the shower, tested its warmth, and then motioned to Robin to get in. Jennifer followed, and opened up a bar of hotel soap and grabbed Robin around the waist, her back to her, and proceeded to soap Robin’s front, playing extra attention to her breasts and pussy. She then told Robin to turn around, handed her the bar of soap and told her to do the same for her. After they were both clean, Jennifer helped Robin towel off, and then dried herself too.

Back in the bedroom, Jennifer told Robin to lay down on her belly. Jennifer unzipped her carry-on and pulled out a band of long, white plastic wires and a vibrator. “Now I wanna have a little fun before bedtime,” Jennifer announced. She used the zip-ties to lease Robin’s arms and legs to the bedposts, and then with Robin stretched out; Jennifer started to eat her pussy. She tongued the young girl's clit and felt her juices starting to run. Then she stuck a finger into Robin’s asshole, all the way to a knuckle. Since she didn’t have any lube, she was using Robin’s own pussy juices as a lubricant. Then Jennifer turned on the vibrator, and used it on Robin, moving it in and out of her while the young girl started to moan and squirm. Jennifer moved the vibrator from her clit to her asshole and pushed it inside there. IT was another odd feeling for Robin, she had never tried to stick her own vibrator up there.

Leaving the vibrator inside her ass, Jennifer got out of the bed and stood beside her. “Now, my sweetheart, it’s time to remind you who’s the boss here.” Then Jennifer slapped Robin really hard on the ass with her hand. Then again on the other cheek. Two slaps onto the girl’s upper thighs. Then a series of rapid smacks onto her ass cheeks again,

Then Jennifer stopped to lean over and kiss both of her reddened cheeks, and she began to massage the upper thighs as well too. She slid the vibrator out of Robin’s ass, and pushed it back into her pussy, moving it around to hit all the walls and to rub back and forth around her clit. Robin was ecstatic with pleasure. The boss was definitely enjoying herself, but Robin was too. The varieties of plain and pleasure mixed all together like a big ole bowl of fruit salad, and it was leading her to cum and cum and cum.

Jennifer pulled a little nail clipper from her purse and used it to cut off the zip-ties. Robin turned over in the bed, and Jennifer told her, “O daughter of mine, you’ve had your fun, now it’s time to make mommy feel good too. She climbed onto the bed and sat backward onto Robin’s face, so she could hold onto the headboard for support. The tiny little girl gripped Jennifer’s ass, and pushed her pussy into her lips, and proceeded to use her tongue around Jennifer’s clit. The tongue pushed around the flaps of skin on her cunt, and then probed in and out, Jennifer wiggled around onto Robin’s face, and soon she was coming onto Robin’s cheeks and dripping her juices down into Robin’s mouth.

When she was satisfied, she rolled over onto the bed. “Be a dear, Robin. Go get us a couple of warm soapy washcloths from the bedroom.”

Robin did and watched as Jennifer’s laid there and washed her pussy juice away, while Robin placed one leg onto the side of the bed to wash her own clean. Then she took both washcloths back to the bathroom and tossed them into the sink. Jennifer got up and noticed that there was an honor bar in the room and walked over to it. Bending down, she pulled out two tiny bottled of rum, and two 6-ounce cans of coke. “I’m sure you’d like a little drinkie before we went to bed. It was a long day for both of us.”

Then Jennifer added, “Oh dear, looks like we will need some ice now. Just wrap a towel around you. Take the ice bucket and go run down the hall for us.” Robin shook her head and did as she was told.  She returned a minute later with bucket office chips, and then made a glass of rum and cokes for each of them. Jennifer was sitting on the edge of the bed, and Robin handed her a glass and sat down next to her.

After they had relaxed, Jennifer pulled one side of the blanket down and told Robin to crawl in. Jennifer then crawled into bed next to her and wrapped an arm and a leg around the petite girl. Soon they passed out together in exhaustion.

The next morning, Jennifer was up before Robin and was on the phone making a business call. When she finished, she called Emily’s room, and told her, “Emily, get up and get down here. I need to talk to you…No, no, don’t get into the shower yet, just come down in a towel. This won’t talk long.”

When Emily arrived, all three of the women were wrapped in the large, white hotel towels. Jennifer said, “Emily, since they say Paris is for lovers, I want to watch a little show before we get dressed. I want you to fuck Robin.”

Robin looked at her mother, wondering if she’d object again, but this time Emily just smiled at her. She stood up, grabbed Robin by the hand and helped her to stand too, and then Emily pulled the towels aside from both of them to the floor. Jennifer took off her towel too and sat in an Indian position on the bed to watch. She put one hand onto the bed, and the other onto her pussy, so she could play with herself as she watched.

Emily touched her daughter in ways that she had never imagined she would do. She held her close, to French kiss her, and rub their breasts together. Then she ran her hands down Robin’s back and grabbed onto her ass cheeks. They were still sore from the spanking she had gotten the night before, but she didn’t say anything. Not knowing, Emily gave both of them a tiny light pat, which hurt more than they should have. Robin was also fondling her mother, kneading her breasts and playing with nipples.

Jennifer was delighted to see the two of them fondling each other and had two fingers rubbing her clit around briskly.

Emily stopped and reached for Robin’s hand, and then led her to the foot of the bed. Robin laid down, her chest coming right up to wear Jennifer was sitting. Emily grabbed her legs and moved one over the foot posts of the bed, and the other next to Jennifer. Emily then knelt down to the carpet and proceeded to eat Robin’s pussy. Jennifer also joined in, to massage the tiny girl’s little boobs and stick one of her cunt dripped gingers into Robin’s mouth.

Emily pushed Robin’s clit around with her tongue, and then inserted three fingers into her vagina and started to move more rapidly then in and out. Emily started to come again,  and this time on her own mother’s face. The cum dripped down off of Emily’s child and dripped down onto the carpet. Both of the girls had obviously given up on the traditional mother-daughter roles at this point.

“Okay, girls. Now that you’re done licking me,” Jennifer ordered. Always the boss. She pushed herself up towards the top of the bed and laid down on the pillows and spread her legs wide. Emily got on one side, and Robin on the other. They took turns licking Jennifer’s pussy and sucking on her tits. Emily had her mouth on Jennifer’s cunt, while Robin played with Jennifer’s clit. Then they changed positions, and Emily played more attention to Jennifer’s boobs and her erect nipples.

Jennifer finally came, and then said, “We need to wash up now before we get dressed. Get in the shower together ladies.”

Emily hadn’t been in a shower with Robin since she was 6 years old. But they soaped themselves up, not wanting to touch each other again. Emily wanted to push Jennifer out a window or something, but after everything else that had happened, oh, what the hell. Emily whispered, “I’m sorry honey, I never should have gotten you this job. I should have just let the bitch fire me and found something else. You don’t deserve all this.” 

Robin looked at her and said, “It’s okay, Emily. I love my mommy. She is treating me better than I could have ever imagined, better than you ever did.”

Emily was shocked to hear her daughter say this, without being prodded or watched by Jennifer. It was Robin’s admission that she was transformed by the boss. Robin couldn’t see, but Emily turned her back to her in the shower and tears started to fall from her eyes. She had lost the only one that she ever really cared about. She had lost it all to that bitch.

The girls finished up and toweled off, and then returned to the bedroom. Jennifer was back sitting cross-legged on the bed waiting. “Okay, now it’s time to put our faces on and get dressed. We only have a few hours to get ready for the long day ahead of us.   

Emily left for her room, and Jennifer and Robin both went into the bathroom with their makeup bags. It took nearly an hour to get their rouge and eyeshadow and lipstick just right. Then they both went into the bedroom. Robin began to dig through her bag for a bra and panties, but Jennifer stopped her. “No dear, this is Paris, and we’re going to a fashion show. Nobody wears any underwear to these things. Not the models, and not the guests. Hell, just last week at a show here, the models wore nothing except paste-on bikinis.”

Robin nodded her head in acknowledgment, and then took out the fancy dress that she had brought for the occasion. It was a frilly white dress with mid-calve length and little ruffles around the buttons. It was very cute and appropriate for a young, petite girl. Jennifer, on the other hand, had brought along something to get a little more attention.  The dress she put on: the blue, very see-thru, and only had a little extra fabric to hide most of her tits and pussy and ass. As she moved around the room, Robin could tell that if you caught it at the right angle, you could pretty much see everything that Jennifer was trying to keep covered. When Emily knocked on the door, Robin saw that she was wearing a very business-like pants suit. Of course, since Emily hadn’t been instructed, she was wearing her bra and panties under the suit.


CHAPTER THREE

All three took a cab to the hotel where the show was to be held, and when the doorman opened the door for them, they got out. Jennifer held out her purse for Robin to carry. “You’re my personal assistant, so assist.” She then proceeded to stroll very slowly up the red carpet towards the door. A crowd of people stood on either side, most of them holding cameras or cellphones up, to shoot all the visitors to the show. It was evident to them that Jennifer was wearing nothing under her blue dress. Out in the mid-day sun, she might as well have just taken it off. It really left nothing to the imagination.

Robin followed behind her, and then Emily stopped to take her own camera to take a bunch of photos of Jennifer, with the adoring crowd in the frames. This would probably make a great cover shot for the magazine, she thought. Then they all finally entered the lobby, and here directed by men in a tuxedo to the hall where the show was. Another tuxedoed gentleman opened the hall door for them, and when they entered, they saw it was nearly full of eager fashion reviews, designed, news people, and noted celebrities. There were photographers taking pictures of the stars there, Rosie O’Donnell, Cher, Madonna, Michelle Obama, and even the president of France, Macron, with his wife.

They were led to a table with their names on it, and then a waiter came by to give them all tall glasses of champagne. The lights dimmed a little, the music started, and for the next four hours, ladies of all shapes and sizes strolled up and down the catwalk. An announcer on a loudspeaker called out the names and locations of each of the designers, and around the room people were talking into recorders in hushed tones about which designers they might want to contact later, to perhaps add their fashions to their own up-coming clothing lines.

While Jennifer and Robin slowly sipped their drinks, Emily proceeded to do her job. She walked around the room like a paparazzi, shooting the faces she recognized, and took lots of photos of the models. She did her best to keep up and took down the names of the designers as she went around the room. It was sorta pissing her off, that her daughter was sitting there with the boss like a couple of queens, or a queen and her princess, while Emily did all the real work. But after being forced to watch Robin humiliated, and herself too, just for the sake of her job, she admitted to herself that she was pretty much already in bed with the devil, might as well just shut up and make the best of it. The thought reminded her of the movie about a fashion designer, “The Devil Wears Prada,” which was pretty appropriate in this case. Maybe it will lead to a better life for Robin, which is all a parent really wants anyway.       

When the fashion show was finally over, Emily had a chance to sit down. Her own champagne was warm now, but it was evident to her that both her boss and her daughter had more than just a few drinks. They looked pretty loopy actually.  And there was a man at the table, sitting next to Jennifer, with his hand under the table and on Jennifer’s knee. “Hi Emily, this is Andre. Andre, this is Emily, a writer, and photographer for my company. I brought her along to let her get some experience in the world of fashion and fill up out next issue with her photos and insights.”

Andre smiled at Emily, and said, “Oui, oui, madam. Bonjour.” The Frenchman was about the same height as her daughter, but he had a pencil thin mustache, robust chest and well-muscled arms, and was probably at least 50 years old.

Jennifer looked at Emily and said, “Emily, I am planning to take Andre home with us. Not home, home, but you know, to the hotel, our home away from home,” she giggled. “You need to let my daughter sleep in your room tonight. I may share my women, but I am pretty greedy about my men.”

Emily sneered at Jennifer, knowing she wouldn’t remember it in the morning anyway, offended again that she had just called Robin, her own daughter in front of this groping stranger. Robin looked a little dejected that Jennifer was blowing her off for this guy, and not even allowing her to take part or watch her getting fucked.

The four of them crammed into the back seat of the cab, with Andre making Robin sit on his lap for the ride. Jennifer was in the middle and Emily on the outside. Since Andre, Robin and Jennifer were all pretty toasted, Andre figured he could get away with fondling the young girl on his lap. He began to fondle her breasts from the outside of her dress, and then unbuttoned the top buttons of the blouse part to be able to reach inside and play with her nipples directly.

Robin leaned her head back onto Andre’s shoulder, obviously enjoying this man’s touch. It was different than both Emily’s and Jennifer’s, much rougher, much firmer, much needier. Then she felt Andre push a hand up under her dress, and she spread her legs apart as far as she could in the crowded cab to allow Andre to play with her pussy. She could feel his dick growing under the thin fabric of her dress. She so much wanted to stop the car, jump out, and kneel on the shoulder of the road to take his dick into her mouth, but she didn’t want to upset Jennifer, so she just lay there as Andre groped her.

When they got back to the hotel, Robin climbed out and helped Andre and Jennifer emerge. Emily opened up her own door and got out from the other side. The three drunk ones walked into the hotel together, both with an arm around Jennifer’s waist. Emily had to almost run around the cab, carrying her purse and her camera bag, to catch up to them before the doorman opened the front door.

They rode the elevator together, and the air was consumed by the scent of alcohol. It was going to make Emily puke, but finally, the doors opened, and fresh air came in. Jennifer grabbed Andre’s hand to lead him down to her door, and Emily and Robin walked to Emily’s room. As they unlocked the door, Robin looked down the hall and could see Andre smiling at her, and giving her a thumbs up, until an arm reached out to drag him into the room.

Robin flopped down on the bed, drunk. Emily thought she should join her and scrounged into the courtesy bar and pulled out two bottles of vodka and a small can of pineapple juice. She didn’t worry about ice, she just poured the contents of all three into a hotel glass and swirled everything around with her forefinger. She never really liked sleeping in a hotel room bed and was pretty pissed off about how Jennifer had taken over Robin from her, but at least the booze might help Emily sleep better tonight.

Emily was actually feeling pretty good by the time she finished her glass. She had forgotten how much of a lightweight she was for alcohol. She could drink beer or wine coolers, but straight liquor went right to her head. Soon, she passed out next to her daughter. Both of them were fully clothed.

It was about three in the morning when Robin got up with the urge to pee. She went into the bathroom without turning on a light and hiked up her dress and let it flow. She was just wiping herself when she heard a strange tapping noise, like a key rapping gentle on the hotel door. She opened it carefully, just a crack, to see Andre there. He still looked drunk, and was disheveled now, his hair all messed up. “Hey, baby girl. I just spent the last few hours fucking your mom, or your boss, or whoever the hell she is, and thought maybe you might be missing me.”

Robin only had a passing memory of the Frenchman groping her in the taxi but remembered enough to remember she enjoyed it. She whispered, “Hey, yeah. My real mom is asleep though. Come on it, and I’ll give you a blowjob in the bathroom. I wanted to do it right in the cab, but there wasn’t enough room.”

Andre smiled and let Robin lead him into the bathroom. She turned on the bright overhead light, and Andre unzipped his fly. Robin told him to go put the toilet seat down and sit over there. He did and pulled his trousers all day way down to his shoes. Then he added his white boxers too. His partly erect dick sprang out from the underwear, and Robin kneeling on the tile floor. She began to lick its head and cupped one hand under his balls.  His dick grew bigger and bigger as she sucked on him, moving her head in and out over the shaft, licking the head, toying with his pee hole with her tongue. She took one hand and began to pump it up and down. When he was almost ready, he stood up and took over masturbating himself, until he shot a load of cum all over Robin’s face. She had never actually gotten a “facial” from a guy before. It seemed fun and dirty at the same time. Now satisfied, Andre pulled up his pants and gave Robin a big hug. He reached down to grab her ass, and then one of her tits, as the French kissed. French kissing a French man, how funny, she thought.  

Andre left after saying goodbye. Robin quietly took off her dress, and slipped under the blanket, carefully, to leave her sleeping mom laying on the top of the covers. She turned over onto her side and drifted off to sleep.

The next morning, they got together for morning brunch, as they had been instructed by Jennifer to allow them to sleep in a little. They were all dressed more casually, in shorts and tee-shirts, to enjoy a day sightseeing. Emily brought her camera bag again, but the other two only had small clutches on the table. They enjoyed coffee and orange juice and a few cream cheese crepes, and then they were ready to start the day.

The three walked down the Champs Elyse to photograph the Eiffel Tower, with Jennifer and Robin posing for Emily’s camera, and then Jennifer alone for a possible magazine shot. They walked under the Arc de Triumph, built by Napoleon, and then caught a cab to the Louvre. There they spent hours wandering around, taking photos of the most notable displays. When they got to the Mona Lisa, all three of the girls hammed it up for the camera, taking turns, while they tried to imitate the famous model’s half-smile and dreary eyes.  They saw the Louvre Pavilion, the Winged Victory of Samothrace, Michelangelo’s “Dying Slave,” the Venus de Milo, and the Great Sphinx of Tanis. It was all so cool, just like they’d imagined.

Then they caught another cab over to the West Bank and strolled along to look at the wonderful paintings and sketches the students doing. Jennifer told them that they were allowed to each pick out one memento. Emily chose a little turquoise necklace, beaded by a young girl, and Robin picked a sketch of two naked women embracing each other. “I’m going to keep this on my desk, to remind me all the time of you and Paris.” They walked on until they found a little bistro, with tables outside the place. They sat down and ordered up soup for an appetizer, and then a pasta dish full of cheese and garlic, and a long loaf of French bread to share. It was a pleasant ending to a memorable day. Emily had almost forgotten about all the bizarre sex stuff from the last few days. 

After they had returned to their hotel, they got their bags from the desk where they had left them after checking out in the morning and caught a cab to the airport. It was 9 when the entered the airport, and almost 11 before they were able to enter the plane. They boarded the plane and sat in the same type of seats they had flown over in, with Jennifer in the middle and Robin at the window. Jennifer ordered a bottle of whiskey from the attendant and chugged it down in one gulp. “Might as well try to knock yourselves out. We can’t do a lot more than sleep on the way home.”

Robin leaned into Jennifer, and whispered, “Thank you, mommy. I had a wonderful time. I love you.” She curled up into Jennifer’s lap, as the plane flew off through the night sky. Jennifer put an arm around the girl’s waist, and Emily reached over to put her hand on Robin’s shoulder. They all cuddled up for the long 8-hour flight back to New York City.   


THE END

Thank you again for purchasing this book, I hope you have enjoyed it!
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