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She had borrowed the skirt. It was a slim,
charcoal gray, the hem falling to almost her knees. She wore a
white blouse she'd picked up on sale at Wal-Mart, had had her
makeup applied by one of the girls at Target in a free makeover.
Her hair was the only thing she'd done herself, but that was mainly
because it didn't need much doing.

Her hair had always been a soft, full, silky
mahogany brown which fell beautifully around her face and spilled
over her shoulders.

The look on her face was attentive, and
showed no trace of the nervousness she felt as she walked into the
interview room. But then, she'd had a lot of practice in not
showing her emotions.

The woman behind the desk looked like she had
a scowl permanently embedded in her forehead. She was plump, jowly,
gray haired, and had thick framed glasses on her oversize nose. She
stared down at Robin's resume and application, then looked up at
her, then looked down again, then looked up, the same scowl on her
face.

Robin kept a sort of faint look of interest
plastered on her face, telling herself that her references would
already have checked out or she'd not be here. Which meant her
friend Karen, who worked at Trump Tower, had lied about her having
worked there.

In fact, Robin's actual resume to date
contained little more than working at Burger King, and at a bar
known for short-skirted waitresses in stiletto heels. She'd
included both of these, but it was the Trump Tower one she was
hoping would get her hired

The Royal was a very expensive hotel and
apartment building in downtown New York. The first fifty floors
were hotel and the next thirty were for very high-priced condos:
condos for the wealthy.

Robin was not, of course, wealthy by any
imaginable stretch of the word. Her parents had been middle class,
and she'd had a year of secretarial courses in community college
but her life had gotten sidetracked since she'd met Derek.

Derek kept trying things he hoped would make
him rich, but nothing ever seemed to succeed, and then he'd jump to
something else. Robin worried that was because he drank so much,
and smoked so much, but he definitely wasn't interested in her
opinions in that regard!

So one or the other of them, or often enough
both of them were on welfare, and barely able to meet the rent in
their squalid little apartment in the Bronx. And even then mostly
because he sold drugs. It wasn't the hard stuff – that was too
dangerous – so he didn't make that much, but it kept them off the
streets.

Of course, if he didn't spend so much on beer
and weed he wouldn't need to deal drugs at all, she thought. That
was an opinion she'd offered up to him a couple of weeks back which
had gotten her a black eye.

“As you will understand, Miss Evans,” the
woman said. “Our guests and residents pay a premium for their stay
here, and for all the services we supply. That means they expect a
certain measure of respect in return in their dealings with
staff.”

Well, duh, Robin thought.

“Yes, Ma'am,” she said with complete
agreement, bobbing her head.

“In addition, with great success, and all our
guests and residents are very successful, comes, at times, a degree
of confidence, even arrogance, which could cause offense. Our staff
are expected to not take offense. Do you understand my
meaning?”

“Of course, Ma'am!” she said with a
certainty.

Being as deferential and careful around Derek
as she'd had to be these last six months should certainly make her
able to tolerate anything these rich assholes might throw at her,
she thought.

The woman steepled her fingers as she
examined Robin.

“There are several qualifications for front
staff,” she said. “Capability is first, of course. A personable,
respectful, and helpful attitude is second. Third is, let us be
honest, attractiveness.”

Robin blinked in surprise, but gave no other
sign of it.

“The owner of the Royal has put enormous
amounts of time, effort and money into making every single corner
of this building as pleasing to the eye as possible. The finest
materials from around the world, the finest designers, the finest
artisans. We therefore expect our staff to maintain that image of
regal, subdued, sophisticated beauty.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” she replied.

What else was she to say?

“In other words, Miss Evans, you will wear no
visible piercings other than in the ears, and those will be –
subdued and conservative. You will not get any sort of tattoo which
is visible over your uniform. You will not wear any kind of heavy
makeup which looks cheap or trashy. Which includes such things as
bright red, or for that matter, black lipstick or nail polish.”

“Yes, Ma'am!” she said.

“You will speak in a quiet, respectful voice.
There will be no high pitched squeals or giggles for whatever
reason. You will smile in a friendly manner whenever any guest
speaks to you. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Ma'am!”

“Your hair will be neat and tidy at all
times, clean and in a conservative cut such as what you are wearing
now. Your looks are not why you are being hired, Evans, but they
are a part of it. If they change substantially, including your
gaining substantial weight, your services here might well no longer
be needed. Am I making myself understood?”

“Yes, Ma'am!”

Living with Derek had taught her a degree of
empathy, that is, recognizing what a person with power over her
wanted. It was clear to her this woman wanted nothing from her but
obedience. Which, she thought, was pretty much what Derek usually
wanted, too.

Derek, of course, was considerably sexier
than Mrs. Abrams.

“Very well,” Abrams said. “You will go to the
desk and ask for Mister Tollins. He will provide you with the forms
you need to fill out, as well as your uniform, and will provide you
with a schedule and a start time.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Abrams!” she said with
unfeigned enthusiasm.

“Remember, Miss Evans, that an offer made can
be just as quickly withdrawn,” the woman said, scowling.

“Yes, Ma'am!”

*

Her excitement at having gotten the job
didn't win her a lot of congratulations at home.

“Sucking up to rich fucks,” Derek
sneered.

“It pays well,” she said with a shrug.

“Because they have all the fucking money and
everyone else gets screwed.”

He was not in a good mood, she sensed.

“How is the uhm, house hunting going?”

“Fuck off!”

She pursed her lips and decided to do just
that, moving into the bedroom to get out of her clothes, especially
the skirt, before they got dirty and she had to wash and iron
them.

Derek's latest scheme came from a book and
DVDs he'd bought on the internet which claimed there were thousands
of houses out there whose owners had gone bankrupt, and which you
could buy for a few hundred dollars, then re-sell for the full
price.

He came into the room as she was hanging up
her blouse, and his eyes flicked up and down her lithe young
body.

“I know one sure way to make money,” he
said.

She felt a sense of anxiety.

“I'm not doing a sex site,” she said
flatly.

“What the fuck do you have to be ashamed of
anyway? You have a gorgeous fucking body!”

“You're pretty gorgeous too,” she said with a
smile.

He did indeed have a powerful body, and his
face was handsome, with a rugged look to it. His head was shaved,
and he was, as always, a day past where he should have shaved.

“Yeah, but bitches won't pay to see hot naked
guys on the internet.”

“Gay guys would,” she said thoughtlessly.

She gasped as he lurched forward and grabbed
her by the neck, then shoved her roughly against the wall.

“You calling me a faggot?”

“No! Of course not!” she gasped. “I know
you're all man, Derek!”

“Fucking arrogant bitch. You always think
you're too good for me!”

“I don't!” she said anxiously.

His big hand held her pinned to the wall as
the other thrust in against her bare buttocks.

“Fuck you have a nice ass,” he said, stroking
her soft skin around the thin black thong.

She felt his fingers thrust up through the
waistband and gasped as she felt her thong digging into her soft
sex, then squealed as he used it to pull her backwards, swing her
around and send her spinning onto the bed.

He was wearing a tank top, and peeled it off,
showing his powerful chest, half covered in a tattoo of a dragon.
He jerked his shorts down and off, and Robin felt a little thrum of
heat between her legs. He had such a powerful, such a … a male
body!

He leaned forward and grabbed her by the
ankle, and she gasped as he yanked her effortlessly towards him,
her lower body spilling over the side of the bed.

Crack! His hand slapped her sharply,
stingingly on the ass, and she yelped in pain.

He peeled her thong roughly down and off.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Moaning, Robin quickly obeyed, and his big
hand thrust in between her thighs, cupping her sex and squeezing it
somewhat painfully.

“Remember who this belongs to, bitch,” he
said, squeezing and rubbing her. “You start putting out for them
rich hotel guys and I'll beat the shit out of you!”

“I-I would never do that, Derek!” she gasped.
“I love you!”

Crack! His open hand slapped sharply
against her bottom again.

Then he spit on his hand and rubbed it
against his cock, rubbing that, in turn, up and down along the line
of her sex.

He stopped, then undid her bra, taking it
off. She felt him gripping her arms and yanking them back behind
her, and she felt her wrists being tied together. That didn't
surprise her. He often tied her up. And it even kind of excited
her.

He yanked her off the bed, then, and gathered
up her hair, pulling it sharply enough to make her gasp in
pain.

“Suck my cock, slut,” he growled.

He pulled her in against him, and she licked
quickly up and down against the head.

“Open your slut mouth!”

She anxiously obeyed, opening her mouth wide,
and he pushed his cock in, jamming it in against the inside of her
left cheek repeatedly as he twisted her hair, before turning her
head again and then pushing it deeper into her mouth.

Robin braced herself and gurgled as he shoved
himself deep into her throat. He pulled her forward by the hair and
head, jamming her lips against him so hard they ached, and holding
her there for long, long seconds before easing back.

Then he started to fuck her, hard and fast,
jerking on her hair as his hips pumped in and out, his thick cock
moving swiftly up and down in her throat as she gurgled and
occasionally gagged, and fought desperately to breath.

She had considerable experience with his
rough sex, of course. She even liked rough sex, at least, from a
powerful, macho man like Derek. But this part of it, fucking her
face, was never easy because he was always too rough.

He pulled out at last and she gulped in air,
gasping for breath as he used his grip on her hair to force her
head back and make her back arch sharply.

“Hot little slut,” he said, roughly groping
her breast.

He pulled her back upright, holding her head
in both hands as he drove himself down her throat once again and
fucked her hard and fast, pulling out only to occasionally let her
breath, but not for long, leaving her gasping, dazed and
light-headed.

Then he came in her face, holding her firmly
by the hair as she knelt dazedly in front of her, and spraying his
semen over her in thick, pumping spurts.

He laughed, then and released her hair.

He left her, going back into the living room
to his beer, and Robin knelt there gulping in air for a long minute
before getting up to follow.

“Could you untie me, please, honey?” she
asked in her meekest, most little-girly voice.

“Who says I want you untied, bitch?”

She smiled meekly.

“I can't make lunch or anything if I'm tied
up,” she said.

He yanked her across his lap and she
gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“I don't need you to make lunch, bitch,” he
said, his hand thrusting between her thighs and squeezing her.

Crack!

“I need you to do what I fucking want.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Please! Oh! Derek! Oh!”

He chuckled and then he fingered her
clitoris. She felt his thumb sinking into her sex, which, despite
how rough or perhaps because of how rough he had been was already
somewhat wet. Feeling herself penetrated, as always, aroused her
more, especially as his other fingers began to skilfully stroke and
rub and massage her clitoris.

“I know what a hot little whore you are,” he
said. “You pretend you're some kind of fucking nun. Won't strip.
Won't do porn. But you come like a whore when I stuff something up
your tight cunt.”

Robin moaned and writhed there across his lap
as his fingers pumped and stroked her, and the other slid over her
body, kneading her breast and then gripping her hair and jerking it
up and back.

“Let me see you come, whore,” he said.

She whimpered and moaned, the rising heat
spreading through her body as his fingers manipulated her.

Sometimes she thought she really was a whore,
just like he was always calling her. She certainly loved sex, at
least with him. When he was pounding away at her she felt like some
kind of wild animal! And all she cared about was that hard cock
punching into her!

He tumbled her roughly onto the floor, then
used her hair to drag her mouth back to his groin to suck and lick
him again. She sucked his balls into her mouth as he roughly groped
her breasts, and licked her way up and down his shaft as it
hardened.

When he was hard he pulled her up by the hair
until she was straddling him, then sank her down onto his slick
shaft. His hands slid beneath her buttocks and he began to jerk her
up and down as she squealed and gasped and moaned in both pain and
pleasure.

She leaned in and he began to suck and chew
at her breasts and nipples, drawing his hands back from under her
buttocks to squeeze them repeatedly.

He slapped her ass.

“Ride me, slut!”

Panting and moaning, Robin obeyed, riding up
and down on his cock as the heat spread and deepened within her.
Her breathing became more ragged, her gasps noisier and filled with
passion, and then just as she began to come he wrapped both hands
around her throat and choked her hard, making her eyes bulge.

She gurgled dazedly, eyes bulging as she rode
frantically up and down, crying out – nearly silently, as he choked
her, her lips opening and closing wide, like a fish as she came
light-headed again.

He released her throat and she gasped
explosively as he chuckled, grasping her breasts again – hard, and
using them to force her to continue riding up and down on his
cock.

The orgasm faded, leaving her shell-shocked,
feeling boneless and weak. But he forced her to continue riding him
until his own orgasm arrived and he shot his seed into her
overheated belly.

Then he flung her off, untied her and opened
another beer.
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Robin had a delicate looking face, slim, with
high cheek bones and a small mouth with full, sensual lips. She had
bright brown eyes and flawless porcelain skin that shone. She knew
she looked good, and relished it. It was one of the few things she
could take pride in, after all.

She examined her buttocks in the mirror, clad
in another black thong (Derek liked black) and matching string top.
Yes, she had a nice ass, a flat belly, and full, high breasts to go
with it. That was why he claimed they could make a lot of money if
she let him set up some kind of webcam.

She had even considered it. Her parents were
unlikely to find out about it, and she was not, just as he'd
pointed out, particularly shy. But.. it all just seemed so...
greasy. It would be like stripping, a sordid sex thing. Nor did she
have any confidence in his promises that it would just be her and
him.

He had given her body to others before. He
had wanted to see her with another man, and with other women. So,
under pressure, she had done several threesomes with him. They had
not done much for her. They just seemed... dirty.

At twenty, she was under no illusions about
the value of her looks and body. It mattered how hot you were. It
wasn't supposed to, but no one believed it didn't. Her being hot
had always made her popular, had always gotten her into the right
parties, had always gotten her into the right clubs, and had gotten
Derek, who was a very hot guy.

What would she have and what would she be if
she was fat and out of shape and ugly? Nothing, that was what.

So it certainly came as no surprise to her
that the Royal required her to look hot. Well, not hot, maybe, but
pretty.

The uniform was a very, very dark green
jacket and skirt combo with a white silk blouse and a white and
green scarf. Because Mr. Tollins had told her that any jewelry she
wore had to be gold, she wore her gold (not really of course)
earrings.

She took the bus to the subway station, the
subway to Manhattan, and then walked to the hotel for her first
shift. It was a midnight shift. As Tollins had pointed out,
everyone preferred days, and they did need more people in the day,
but newbies started on the midnight shift.

She changed into her uniform in the locker
room and began her first day of training with Paige, one of the
girls at the front desk. She was a cute blonde with long, flowing
hair and bright blue eyes.

“Be enthusiastic,” was what Paige told her.
“Pretend you're really happy to see whoever it is that shows up.
But don't overdo it.”

There were keyboards built into the desk, and
monitors beneath the counter. She spent some time showing her how
the software worked. That included color codes for different kinds
of guests.

“The permanent guests are in green. The hotel
guests are in blue. Prioritize the permanent guests. If their entry
is red then really prioritize them. Those are the ones that are
most important, including Mister Cutter.”

“Who's Mister Cutter?”

He owns this whole building. He lives on the
top two floors. I've never been up there but the ones who have say
it's an incredible place. He's like, a billionaire.”

“Mmm, is he married?” she asked lightly.

Paige snorted and looked around.

“Yes, and Mrs. Cutter is a class A bitch. She
acts like everyone else is garbage. She has this Boston accent and
has her nose in the air all the time. Her husband is no catch,
either. He's nice enough to look at but he's a cold fish. Never
seems to show any sign of emotion. Never smiles, or says please or
thank you. Never remembers your name. At least he doesn't snap at
you or insult you like his wife does, though.”

“Nice,” Robin said.

“Not even a little. Do not smile at either of
them. Just do whatever they want immediately and without question
or argument. No matter what it is, say yes. Even if you don't know
how or think it's not allowed. Just say yes sir or yes ma'am and
then bring the request to a manager. She's usually not here but
he'll be in and out every day, sometimes many times.”

“Mrs. Cutter needs you to fawn over her and
apologize for whatever it is that's pissing her off, even if you
had nothing to do with it. Don't bother apologizing to her husband.
If you did something wrong you'll be fired anyway. If you didn't,
he won't take it out on you – unlike his bitch wife. Just answer
any question he asks immediately. If you don't know, tell him
you'll check.”

Robin was not looking forward to
meeting these people, and said so.

“You probably won't anyway, not on the
midnight shift.”

After she'd shown her the front desk she
explained the different buttons on the phone and how to answer it,
and how to transfer callers and who to transfer them to. Then after
their break she took her up to a few of the vacant rooms just to
show her what they looked like.

Robin was very impressed. She stared at each
room with a kind of a hushed attitude, as if she was in a church.
They were so gorgeous! So rich and luxurious and comfortable
looking! Even the smallest room was so much nicer than any place
she'd ever lived!

As for the suites, the idea of living in one
would have more than satisfied her most fabulous fantasies! The
bathrooms alone were bigger than the bedroom she and Dennis shared
in the Bronx. And they all had huge soaker tubs along with separate
shower stalls that could fit multiple people.

Everything was so clean, so perfect, so quiet
and luxurious and gleaming! She could only shake her head at the
way the other side lived, glad that Dennis couldn't see it. Dennis
was already filled with resentment towards those who, unlike
himself, had money.

One of the suites she was shown rented out
for $2500 a day! Who could afford that kind of money!? And it
wasn't even one of the most expensive suites! Some went for six
thousand! A day! Robin had made about twelve thousand dollars the
previous year for both welfare and a variety of short term jobs.
The idea someone could spend that for two days in a hotel without
caring just about blew her mind. She had thought she understood
what it meant to be rich before, but this really drove it home!

Or so she thought.

It was hard getting used to the midnight
shift, and Derek didn't help. He wanted sex when he wanted it, and
it didn't matter if she'd just gotten home from a long midnight
shift, or if she was late for the bus to get to work. And it was a
small apartment, and he liked to watch sports on TV and cheer for
his teams. She took to wearing sleep masks and earplugs. And that
also took some getting used to.

He was also not very happy about the idea of
making his own dinner, so she had to abandon the idea of coming
home and staying up a while, then going to sleep to waken just
before work. She had to go to bed as soon as she got home so she
could get up in time to make dinner.

That meant she'd already been awake for six
or seven hours by the time she started her midnight shift, which
added to the problem of staying awake and looking bright and
alert.

Still, she quickly came to feel a degree of
pride in the building, and in her place there. It had a hushed
atmosphere after midnight, with the lighting dimmed and the heavy
carpet and sound absorbing in the walls giving it a sense of quiet
and peace.

Her normal position was behind the long, dark
counter of African blackwood. It was a gorgeously polished counter
that gleamed with richness, and it overlooked a long, wide lobby
with a light brown marble floor. Dark green, patterned rugs ran out
along the side corridors, and the walls were done in a geometric
pattern of alternating shades of undulating wood.

The lighting was recessed behind the strips
in the walls and the coffered ceiling thirty feet above, and small
gatherings of upholstered chairs in dark green on matching rugs
were scattered about. There were also twenty foot flowering trees
growing within the lobby next to marble pillars.

With few people in it, she found it a
wonderfully peaceful place, and didn't even mind the barely audible
classical music that came from hidden speakers. It was so different
from her Bronx apartment it struck her as almost being another
world.

And then, a week after she started, Mrs.
Cutter arrived just before one in the morning. And that wasn't
peaceful at all.

The night doorman, Ed, and the bellhops on
duty scrambled to get her luggage into the luggage carrier and race
after her as she strode into the lobby.

“You!”

She looked up to see the scowling blonde
woman in the dark blue dress walking past her gesture peremptorily
at her, indicating she should follow.

“Move!” Paige hissed anxiously.

Robin hurried around the counter, uncertain,
but guessing this was Mrs. Cutter from the way Paige, and now the
others were acting. She hurried after the woman as she strode to an
elevator and halted.

Robin stopped as well, looking at her
anxiously.

The woman glared at her.

“Well push the button, idiot!” she
snapped.

Startled, Robin turned and pushed the button
for up and the elevator doors slid aside. The woman got in and
Robin hesitantly followed.”

“Push the button,” the woman snapped
again.

Robin looked at the others hurriedly pushing
the luggage cart forwards.

“Uhm, shouldn't we wait for them?”

“I'm not going to be squeezed in by a luggage
cart, you brainless moron!” the woman snapped.

“Which button, Ma'am?” Robin asked, now very
nervous.

“Which button? Do you know who I am, you
stupid little twerp?!”

“I... I'm not sure. I just started this
week!” Robin gulped.

“Penthouse!”

Robin stabbed the button for the penthouse
and the doors closed as the woman glared at her, then up at the
buttons, fuming.

“What's your name? No, never mind. I don't
care. I'll just call you idiot.”

“I-I'm sorry, Mrs. Cutter but I just
started!” she said anxiously.

Cutter ignored her, pulling out her cell
phone and pressing buttons. Robin desperately hoped she wasn't
arranging to have her fired!

The elevator stopped and the woman strode
out. Robin uncertainly followed. She wasn't normally supposed to go
beyond the lobby, but if Mrs. Cutter told her to do something then
she supposed she had to do it.

There were a pair of large double doors ahead
of them, both already open. A tall, wide-shouldered man wearing a
black suit stood aside, and bobbed his head lightly as Mrs. Cutter
swept past without acknowledging his existence.

Robin started to follow in starts and stop,
looking anxiously at the man for guidance. He jerked his head to
the side, and she gratefully scurried through the door after Mrs.
Cutter.

Cutter strode down a corridor which had a
black marble floor, and more restrained lighting. The walls were
also of marble, but in a gray pattern. The ceiling was twenty feet
above.

She had little time to gawk as she hurried
after Cutter and then into an enormous bedroom. There she did gawk.
The bedroom was far larger than her apartment. The bed itself was
bigger than her living room!

It had solid, dark wood columns ten feet high
on the four corners topped by wooden crosspieces. Soft beige
curtains were held back against the columns by thick brown ropes.
The headboard of patterned wood with dark brown buttoned leather
ran all the way up to the top of the posts.

Robin thought there was probably room for at
least four people to sleep comfortably on the enormous thing!

The floor to ceiling glass wall took her
attention, momentarily, with its incredible view of Manhattan's
lights and the bay beyond.

Mrs. Cutter flipped off her high heels and
stalked towards an open doorway.

“Put those away, idiot,” she said over her
shoulder.

Robin flushed angrily. What a bitch!

She picked up the shoes, though, then looked
around doubtfully. Cutter herself had obviously gone into an
attached bathroom, so she went to another door and pulled it open.
It led to an enormous walk-in closet.

She turned on the lights and gaped for a few
seconds. The room was at least twelve feet long and probably almost
as wide. In the center of the room were dark wood cabinets four
feet high with doors on either side. On the right and left, were
more cabinets, higher ones.

She began opening cupboard doors, and then
found one with shoe-sized cubby holes. The cubby holes were padded
and angled, and there were, she guessed at least thirty pair of
shoes in them. There were no empty cubby holes, so she opened the
next door, and found another thirty pair of shoes.

Then, almost by accident, she noticed a
button on the side and pressed it. The cubby holes moved upward and
then back, replaced by more of them!

“God!” she whispered.

She spotted an empty cubby hole and put the
shoes in it just as Mrs. Cutter came into the room.

Crack!

She yelped and leapt forward at the sharp
slap to her bottom.

“Not there, idiot! They're arranged by
designer!” the woman snapped.

She pulled the shoes out of the cubby hole,
glowering down at Robin, then pressed the button again so the holes
rolled up and new ones appeared below. Then she placed them into
another empty hole.

“Note the labels, idiot,” she growled,
turning away.

“Put them by the floor by the dresser,” she
shouted at someone.

Robin followed her out into the bedroom and
saw Dave and Juan hurriedly unloading suitcases. Once they'd done
that they turned and left, not pausing a moment in search of a
tip.

“Close the door, idiot,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

Fuck you, lady, Robin thought as she crossed
to the door, went out, then closed it behind her.

A moment later it was yanked open again.

“Get in here, you moron!”

She gaped over her shoulder, then, flushing,
hurried back in.

Crack!

Mrs. Cutter slapped her bottom even more
sharply as she passed her, and Robin yelped again, leaping
forward.

“Did you think I brought you all the way up
here to put my shoes away, you brainless simpleton?!”

She pointed at the suitcases.

“Empty them. The black suitcase contains
clothes which need to be laundered. See to it. Put the rest in the
dressers and into the closet where they belong.”

“H-How do I know where they belong, Ma'am?”
she gulped.

Mrs. Cutter shook her head as if Robin was a
complete moron.

“Open the dressers and see what goes in which
drawer.”

She turned and presented her back to
Robin.

“Undo me,” she commanded.

Robin quickly reached up and undid the clip
and pulled the zipper down, and Mrs. Cutter moved away, stripping
her dress off, then kicking it backwards. She stripped off her bra
as she headed for the bathroom, then peeled her thong down and off,
leaving both on the floor behind her.

Mrs. Cutter, Robin thought grudgingly, had a
pretty nice body for someone who looked almost forty. She was tall,
for a woman, and had long, nicely sculpted legs. Her bottom was
firm and there didn't seem to be much, if any fat on her.

Cutter turned at the doorway, not,
apparently, the least bit embarrassed of her nudity, and Robin
noted that she did have some fat. Her breasts were large – but so
firm, with such perfect nipples, that she immediately knew they had
to be fake.

“Order me a martini,” she ordered before
going into the bathroom.

“Yes, Ma'am,” Robin gulped.

She hurried to the phone and called down for
a Martini for Mrs. Cutter, then picked up her lingerie and dress
and went to the walk-in closet to find where there might be a
laundry hamper. She accomplished that fairly easily, then came back
and opened dresser drawers

There were a lot of dresser drawers. The room
had two tall and three long dressers, all in deep, gleaming dark
wood. It was actually something of a mannish room, Robin thought,
with all the dark wood.

She heard the water running in the bathroom,
then music came on in there. She opened the black suitcase, looked
inside, then closed it, carried it into the closet and dumped the
contents into the laundry hamper.

She came back and opened another suitcase,
then opened dressers drawers. It soon became obvious the tall ones
were filled with a man's clothes – Mr. Cutter, no doubt – so she
concentrated on the short long ones.

Most of the clothes were surprisingly casual.
There were a dozen bikinis in the dirty suitcase, for example, and
nine more which she'd apparently not used on whatever trip she'd
been on. She put those into a dresser drawer which contained still
more, carefully folded.

The lingerie which hadn't been used went into
another drawer, then tank tops and t-shirts and golf shirts into
two more. One whole suitcase had shoes in it, and she carried it
into the closet and then tried to figure out where they went by
checking their labels.

Room service showed up very quickly with a
martini on a tray, left it on one of the dressers, and ran off.
Glaring at the coward, Robin picked up the tray and carried it into
the bathroom. The door was still open, so she didn't think Mrs.
Cutter was the shy type. She knocked anyway, before peeking around
the corner.

The bathroom was even more luxurious than the
one she'd seen in the suite below. It was at least thirty feet long
and twenty feet wide. Her eyes were drawn to the bathtub at the far
end and on the left. It was square, and twice the size of any
bathtub she'd ever seen, farmed by marble with high marble columns
on the inside corners.

Past it was a wall of darker patterned brown
marble, with a makeup counter and gold framed mirrors. On the right
was an enormous marble walk-in shower with gold framed glass
windows. Nearer, there were counters with sinks on both sides of
the room. The cabinets were a deep, dark brown, while the counters
were a light beige.

She had never seen anything like this room in
her life, nor even imagined one.

Mrs. Cutter, who had just gotten into the
bathtub, snapped her fingers, and Robin hurried over to her,
bending over and handing her the glass. Now that she was at the tub
she saw that there was a toilet and a bidet past it.

“Get some bubble bath and pour it into the
water,” Cutter said.

Robin looked around wildly. Then on impulse,
hurried to the cabinet nearest the bathtub and opened the
cupboards. There were several kinds of bubble bath, and she
hesitated.

“Which kind, Mrs. Cutter?”

“The Deroges.”

She fumbled through the bottles until she
found one with that name on it, then hurriedly straightened and
went to the tub. She poured some into the tub, whose waters were
swirling and foaming already from the jets under the water.

“Not too much, idiot,” Mrs. Cutter said,
though at least she didn't sound angry.

Robin poured a bit more, waited to see how
much bubbles there were, and when Cutter seemed satisfied, put the
bottle away and left the room, returning to her job of putting
clothes away.

She opened another dresser drawer and blinked
as she saw, neatly laid out, a collection of sex toys. There were
dildos in various sizes, some enormous, various kinds of what
looked like vibrators, and other things she couldn't even identify.
She hurriedly closed that drawer.

“Another martini, idiot,” she heard the woman
call out.

Again, she didn't sound angry. She was using
'idiot' as if it was Robin's name!

Bitch, Robin thought.

She called room service, though.

Does the woman do anything for herself, she
wondered.

She was almost finished when room service
arrived, quickly deposited another tray, took the first tray, then
literally ran away.

She closed the door, carried it back into the
bathroom and over to the bathtub.

“Your drink, Ma'am,” she said.

She went back to unpacking and finished, then
took the laundry bag out of the hamper and carried it to the door.
She'd take it down with her and deliver it personally to the
laundry.

“Idiot,” Mrs. Cutter called.

Robin glowered.

She went into the bathroom and saw her
relaxing in the tub, head laid back against one end, which, she
saw, had an odd sort of curved, padded headrest.

“Do my hair, idiot,” Mrs. Cutter said, then
yawned.

Robin stared at her uncertainly.

Mrs. Cutter rolled her eyes.

“On the makeup counter,” she said. “In the
cabinet. The Oribe. Get conditioner, as well.”

Robin frowned but hurried over and found the
bottles, returning with them. She put them on the marble side of
the tub and waited anxiously.

Cutter rolled her eyes up at her and gave her
another of those looks – as if she thought Robin were a moron.

“Well?” she demanded.

“Uhm... you want me to... wash your
hair?”

“Duh.”

“Uh...”

Robin considered advising the woman to go to
the hair studio in the morning and decided against it.

“Well take your jacket off, idiot,” Cutter
said.

Robin nodded and removed her jacket, putting
it on a hook behind the door, then came back.

“And the blouse, idiot,” Cutter sighed. “Do
you think you're going to go back to work with it all wet?”

“I uhm, shouldn't get it wet,” Robin
said.

Cutter glowered at her. “Take it off,
idiot.”

Gulping, Robin obeyed, flushing only slightly
as she hung it up, then returned in her bra. Like most of her
lingerie, it had been selected by Derek, so it was small, black,
lacy and sexy. Still, it was only the two of them, and Mrs. Cutter
was wearing a lot less.

 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


Robin found the little hand shower and tested
the water on her hand, then very gingerly began to pour it over
Mrs. Cutter's head as she lay back.

She'd once thought to be a hairdresser, but
hadn't taken any classes. Still, it wasn't a complicated task. She
wetted Cutter's hair and then picked up the little brown bottle,
poured some into her hands, and then began to lather up the blonde
hair.

“Do you have a boyfriend, idiot?”

“Yes, Ma'am,” Robin gulped.

“What does he do?”

“Uhm, he's a uhm, entrepreneur,” she said,
remembering what Derek liked to call himself.

“What does that mean?”

“He sells... stuff.”

“Shoes? Children's toys? White slaves?”

“Uhm, whatever. I mean, right now he's trying
to buy houses and flip them.”

“In New York? Good luck with that. He better
be rich.”

“Well, he got this book, see, that explains
how you can buy houses for only a few hundred dollars and then
resell them at full price.”

She saw Cutter open her eyes and look up at
her.

“Honey, I might not be into real estate, but
even I know that's bullshit.”

Robin flushed, wanting to defend Derek, but
she kind of thought so too.

“I hope he's at least pretty,” Cutter
said.

“Oh yeah. He's hot,” Robin assured her.

“Is he any good in bed?”

Robin didn't know that she really wanted to
be exchanging intimate girl talk with some woman she'd just met,
didn't like, and who called her idiot as if it were her name. On
the other hand, she didn't want to get fired either.

“Uhm, yeah.”

“My husband has a huge cock,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

Robin was taken aback, and wondered just how
stiff those martinis had been.

“After he's done with you you feel as if your
insides had been pulped,” Mrs. Cutter said.

Robin rinsed off her hair, then applied
conditioner, not knowing what to say to that.

“Don't you like big cocks, idiot?”

“I uhm, I guess, Ma'am,” she said
awkwardly.

“Does your boyfriend have a big cock?”

“Uhm, big enough, I guess.”

“Does he make you come like a whore? If he
makes you come like a whore then I guess he's big enough.”

Robin didn't know how to answer that at
all!

She worked the conditioner into Mrs. Cutter's
hair and then rinsed it off.

“The towel, there,” Mrs. Cutter said, her arm
motioning.

Robin quickly grabbed a towel and wrapped it
around the woman's hair and head as Cutter sat up, then stood up in
the tub, tying it behind her head as Robin dropped her eyes,
flushing a little.

Standing up like that, her body glistening,
Mrs. Cutter was a statuesque woman, her breasts high and firm and
round, her body full and trim, with rounded curves in all the right
places. Soap bubbles covered her here and there was the woman
looked at Robin.

“Rinse me off, idiot,” she said.

She snapped her fingers towards the hand
shower and Robin quickly pulled it out again and sprayed it against
Cutter's breasts – which felt kind of – weird – and then over her
shoulders, the water sluicing down her body to rinse off the
suds.

Cutter put one foot on the edge of the tub
and Robin rinsed off her lower leg and foot, then the woman stepped
out of the tub, completely nude and not the least shy, her body
literally pressing against Robin's so that her big, soft, warm wet
breasts pushed into her own upper chest and almost into her
chin!

Robin hurriedly stepped back

“Towel, idiot,” Cutter said.

She ran and got one and sought to hand it to
the blonde, who eyed her darkly.

“Dry me off, idiot.”

God, talk about lazy, Robin
thought.

She did it, though, being gentle as she swung
the towel around her shoulders, then rubbed her back before doing
her front. That necessarily meant putting her hands very close to
Cutter's breasts, using the towel to rub them dry.

“Do you like my breasts, idiot?”

“Uhm, they're fine, Ma'am.”

“Fine? Do you have any idea what I paid for
these?”

“No, Ma'am.”

Cutter seized Robin's left wrist and pulled
her hand up against her breast.

“Does that feel real to you?”

Robin flushed but the woman's grip was not
easily dislodged, and she pressed Robin's hand firmly into her
breast.

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” she gulped.

Cutter let go of her and Robin ran the towel
down her middle, avoiding looking too closely at her groin, though
it was obviously shaven.

“See this? Laser surgery,” Cutter said.

She was pointing at her groin, and Robin
stepped back, afraid she would want her to feel that too.
Unfortunately, in her nervousness, she forgot how close the tub
was. The back of her foot hit the marble surrounding it and she
lost her balance, crying out as she fell with a splashing into the
tub.

“God, what an idiot,” Cutter sighed as Robin,
sputtering, quickly stood up.

She finished toweling herself dry as Robin,
dripping wet, started to get out of the tub.

“Stop!”

Robin halted anxiously.

“You are not going to drip water all over the
floor,” Cutter growled.

She tossed the towel from around her own hair
to Robin.

“Do your hair.”

Flushing redly, Robin toweled the worst of
the water out of her hair, until, while it was still wet, it was no
longer dripping.

Mrs. Cutter did something and the tub drained
away fairly quickly.

“Take your shoes and clothes off,” she
ordered.

Blushing even more, but seeing no way around
it, Robin took off her polished shoes and set them on the side of
the tub, then took her socks off and wrung them out, setting them
next to the shoes. Next came her uniform trousers. She twisted
water out of those, too.

“Rinse the soap off yourself,” Cutter said,
brushing at her own hair.

Robin sprayed water over her body to rinse
off the soapy water.

“And while you're at it rinse out the
tub.”

That was easily accomplished with the hand
shower.

“Nice little ass you have, idiot,” Cutter
said.

Robin flushed, straightening, and turning
around.

“Take off the underwear, then call laundry.
Tell them to come up and get your trousers and underwear and dry
and press them immediately. Give them the shoes, too. I'm sure they
can do something with them.”

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” Robin gulped, wondering if
she was certain to be fired now.

“Hurry up, idiot,” Cutter said in
annoyance.

She tossed the towel from her own body at
Robin, who, flushed, used it to mop up most of the water from her
body before peeling off her bra and thong and wrapping the towel
around herself.

Cutter herself was completely naked, and
pursed her lips, then strode out of the bathroom into the
bedroom.

Robin gathered up her shoes, put her socks
and underwear in them, then rolled her pants around them and
carried them into the living room just in time to hear Cutter
demanding someone come up at once to dry some things she'd
accidentally dropped in the water.

She hung up and looked at Robin.

“I thought it would cause less gossip if I
did it,” she said.

“Uhm, thanks,” Robin gulped.

Cutter snorted. “I don't care about gossip
about you idiot. It's me I care about. Put those outside the door
and come.”

She went back into the bathroom and Robin,
taking a deep breath, did as she ordered, then followed her.

She thought it was frankly weird that the
woman was so casual about being naked. Sure, Robin was a girl, but
Robin herself was certainly not ever that casual about nudity
around strangers.

Cutter was over by the makeup counter, and
snapped her fingers.

Robin stifled any sign of resentment,
hurrying forward.

“Put this on me,” Cutter said imperiously.
“And be careful. It's expensive.”

The small one-ounce bottle said it was skin
rejuvenation lotion. Robin stared at it, then stared at Cutter's
naked back with dismay. Clearly the woman wanted her to put the
cream on her back, something she was loath to do. She didn't have
much choice, though, and consoled herself by comparing it to
helping a friend put suntan lotion on.

She squirted some into her hand and then
spread it over Cutter's shoulders and upper back, moving her hands
slowly downward to her waist. Where she stopped.

“Well? Keep going,” Cutter growled over her
shoulder.

“Uhm, wouldn't you prefer to do that part,
ma'am?” Robin asked reluctantly.

“No.”

Robin took a deep breath, squirted more onto
her hand, then rubbed it downward across Cutter's buttocks, doing
that part as quickly and briskly as possible then dropping to her
knees to slide her hands up and down the woman's thighs and lower
legs.

Cutter turned around and she found herself
staring into the woman's naked, and completely hairless sex. Robin
flushed and stood up quickly.

“You'd have been more efficient to do my
lower part while you were still down there,” Cutter growled.

Robin stared at her uncertainly.

“Continue, idiot.”

Robin spread more cream over the woman's
shoulders, then down her chest, and then, bracing herself, over her
breasts.

They did indeed feel real, she thought
resentfully. They were too big to be that firm, but she didn't feel
the hardness she knew was supposed to be present in fake breasts.
Then again, she was moving her hands as quickly as possible.

She moved downward to do Cutter's trim, flat
belly, then hesitated again. She was not going to put lotion on her
pussy! Would the woman want her to!? What if she insisted!?

In her anxiety, she pressed the little button
again and then her fingers slipped on the bottle, which dropped to
the floor and broke on the marble stone.

“You idiot!” Cutter snapped.

She snatched the towel off Robin, sending her
spinning, then threw it down over the broken bottle and cream.

“Do you know that this Italian marble? Do you
have any idea what it costs?! And that bottle was two thousand
dollars an ounce!”

Robin stared, appalled. Now she was sure to
be fired!

“Gather it up in the towel and throw as much
of it as you can in the trash can under the sink there!” Cutter
exclaimed.

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” Robin gulped, squatting there
and gingerly pulling the towel in around the broken glass and
cream, then scooping it up.

The bottle hadn't broken into many pieces. It
looked like just three, and she didn't see any small fragments, but
she tossed the towel and the rest into the trash can, then turned
on the water and wetted paper towels, quickly returning to clean
the floor there as Cutter looked on, glaring.

“I-I don't see any small pieces!” she
gulped.

Cutter grabbed her by the thick, damp hair
behind her neck and marched her towards the door, and as she yelped
and stumbled forward Robin thought, in sudden horror, that the
woman was going to throw her out of the apartment naked!

So she was actually relieved when the woman
instead shoved her up against the glossy wooden foot of the immense
bed and kept shoving on her hair and neck so she fell across it
with a gasp.

The foot of the bed was a single three inch
thick slap of polished wood, rounded at the top which her lower
abdomen was pressed against. It rose about six inches above the
mattress so that her bottom was elevated as the startled young
woman wondered what was happening.

“Don't move, idiot!” Cutter snapped.

She opened a dresser drawer, came back, took
position behind Robin and to her left, and then – .

Crack!

“Ahh!” Robin cried as the belt cut across her
bottom with a sharp, stinging blow!

She jerked upright, or tried to, only to have
the woman grab the back of her neck again and shove her roughly
back down.

“I either punish you like a naughty little
idiot girl,” Cutter growled. “Or I punish you like an employee soon
to be an ex-employee.”

The meaning of that was clear, and Robin
cried out again as the belt cut across her bottom a second time.
But she didn't try to move.

“Are you sorry for breaking my skin cream?”
Cutter growled.

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” Robin cried.

Crack!

“Owhh!”

“Say yes Mrs. Cutter.”

“Yes, Mrs. Cutter!”

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Say I'm sorry for being such a clumsy bitch,
Mrs. Cutter.”

“I-I'm sorry for being such a clumsy bitch,
Mrs. Cutter!”

Crack!

“Ahh! Oh please!” she gasped as her bottom
burned hotly.

“Say I'm sorry for being a brainless little
twat,” Cutter demanded.

Crack!

“Ohh!”

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm sorry for being a brainless little
twat!” Robin cried.

This had all happened so fast and her head
was spinning with it all.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Oww! Please, Miss!”

Crack!

“I'm not a miss, you brainless slut.”

Crack!

“What is my name?”

Crack!

“Mrs. Cutter!” Robin cried helplessly.

Her bottom was on fire! Her breathing was
coming in ragged gasps as tears began to fill her eyes, and she
winced and gasped and cried out as more blows slashed across her
sore, burning flesh!

“Now we can do my hair,” Cutter said in a
calm voice.

Whimpering, panting, Robin cried out as she
felt her hair grabbed and yanked up and back. That forced her up
onto her feet and then Cutter gave her a shove towards the
bathroom, slapping her burning bottom to make her stagger away.

She followed close behind, back to the far
end where the makeup counter was. She sat down and motioned to the
hair dryer.

“Let's go. Use the large brush at first.”

Robin gaped at her. Her bottom was on fire,
and the woman now wanted her to do her hair!? But … did that mean
she wasn't fired?

“Does this mean I'm not fired?” she asked in
a shaky voice.

Cutter looked at her in the mirror and
frowned. “No, idiot. Now do my hair.”

Robin picked up the hair dryer and brush and
began to very carefully brush at Cutter's hair as she applied
heat.

Fortunately, the woman's hair was much
shorter than her own, and since she'd seen it before it had gotten
wet she knew it was basically parted in the middle like her own
was. Cutter's hair was only about collar length, though, and was
longer towards the front than the back.

She brushed at it, then changed brushes at
Cutter's order, and changed settings on the blow dryer, following
the woman's stern directions anxiously as her throbbing buttocks
began to ease.

When she was finished Cutter stood up,
leaning forward to examine herself in the mirror.

“Good enough,” she said. “Now get another
bottle of cream and finish the job you started.”

Robin blanched, but hurriedly obeyed. Her
heart had been thumping since she'd dropped the bottle. She took
another two thousand dollar (!) bottle of skin cream from the
counter and braced herself, then dropped to her knees and began to
spread it down the front of the woman's thighs.

“You know this cream is all-natural,” Cutter
said. “It's even edible.”

She shifted her legs apart on the floor as
Robin reached her ankles, then straightened again.

“You missed a spot, idiot,” she growled,
reaching down and combing her fingers through Robin's thick, damp,
tangled hair.

Robin gasped as the woman jerked her face
forward into her groin.

“Lick.”

Robin's mind flared with denial, but at the
same time she knew she had little choice if she didn't want to get
fired. And besides, it wasn't the first time she'd had to perform
oral sex on a woman she really would have preferred not to. The
times Derek had wanted to see her with a woman had been about his
fantasies, not hers.

She began to lick Cutter's sex, glad, at
least, that she'd just had a bath, and that she was all clean. Her
skin felt amazingly soft, and she supposed that was the result of
the laser hair removal as she licked at her clitoris.

“Dirty little girl,” Cutter said in a pleased
voice. “You've done this before.”

She jerked harder on Robin's head and Robin
gasped as her mouth was jammed up into the woman's sex.

“Suck.”

Robin obeyed instantly, her lips sucking on
the woman's clitoris as Cutter eased her grip on her hair and began
combing her fingers through it instead.

“Lick. Do I have to teach you everything?”
Cutter demanded.

She ordered her to lick harder, then to shift
her tongue in different directions. Then she made her pour cream on
her fingers and slide them up into her pussy as she licked
again.

The blonde woman propped her buttocks on the
makeup counter, spreading her legs wide and groaning in pleasure as
she held tightly to Robin's hair.

“That's it, little slut. Lick me like that.
Dirty little girl. Nasty little girl. Maybe I'll reward you for
your hard work.”

Her hips began to grind against Robin and her
breathing became more ragged as she moaned in pleasure.

Robin continued to lick, her fingers pumping
in and out of the woman's sex on a layer of slick and expensive
cream.

The woman was, she thought, like Derek. No
matter how mad they were you could calm them down with oral
sex.

She thought she was going to make her come,
but instead Cutter pushed her back, then used her grip on her hair
to pull her to her feet and lead her back out into the bedroom.

“Get into the bed,” she ordered.

Heart thumping, adrenaline rushing through
her, Robin obeyed.

“Spreadeagled,” Cutter ordered.

This was actually a position Robin knew from
when Derek tied her up. And sure enough, that was what Cutter
intended doing, for she drew long straps with leather loops from
behind the curtains behind the tall headboard post and slipped the
loop around Robin's left wrist, tightening it.

She crossed to the other side and quickly did
the same, as Robin's anxiety grew. Then she pulled her ankles apart
and slipped straps around them.

She gasped at how far apart her ankles were
drawn. This was a much bigger bed than the one back in the
Bronx!

“What a pretty presentation,” Cutter
said.

Robin looked back anxiously, pulse racing,
wondering what Cutter was going to do to her!
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Cutter went to the dresser, took a squeeze
bottle from a drawer, then one of the big dildos and returned,
climbing into the bed and kneeling between the wide eyed girl's
spread thighs.

“What a pretty little pussy,” she said,
running her fingers up and down the line of Robin's sex.

Robin flinched but said nothing, watching
anxiously as the woman spread the gel from the squeeze bottle over
her stomach, then ran her hands slowly and gently upward. They slid
over her lower chest, then up and across her breasts, with Cutter's
hands moving delicately, stroking and caressing.

Her eyes bored into Robin, who flinched and
rolled her eyes sideways, hearing a chuckle come from above as the
hands slid down her ribs and down her hips, then in between her
legs. Fingers rubbed up and down along her sex, then pushed into
her, and she gasped as they oozed slickly through her taut lips and
into her body.

“Tight little slut, aren't you,” Cutter
said.

Her fingers pumped slowly in and out. They
didn't hurt, though she did ache a little, but Robin watched
nervously as the woman slid lower, her big breasts pressing into
the bed now as she licked her way up Robin's inner thighs, then
slid her mouth in against her sex.

Robin gasped as the woman's full lips found
her clitoris and she began to suck rhythmically. At almost the same
time, the woman added another finger pushing up inside her,
stretching her wider.

“Mmm, tasty little slut,” Cutter sighed.

Robin moaned, dropping her head, staring up
at the canopy overhead, amazed that this had all happened so fast,
out of the blue! She should be on the front desk! Instead Mrs.
Cutter was starting to lick her clitoris as her fingers turned and
twisted inside her.

The fingers drew back and then she felt
another, harder pressure against the mouth of her sex. Robin
gasped, raising her head up to see the thick dildo in the woman's
hand as she pushed it against her. She wanted to protest that it
was too big, for it was certainly a lot thicker than Derek's
cock!

But though she ached, the slickness of the
gel allowed the realistic looking cock to slowly force its way into
her, and the sensation of being penetrated by something so thick
and slick, combined with the way Cutter was licking at her
clitoris, sent a sudden dark surge of liquid heat through Robin's
body.

She gasped, startled at the sensation, even
more startled that she could feel a sense of sexual pleasure! But
Cutter clearly knew what she was doing, and as she laid her head
back, helpless, Robin felt that thrumming heat grow more powerful,
felt the pulsing hunger spreading from her body to her mind, and
then reflected back again.

This was so... kinky and wild and... and
outrageous and... thrilling!

She was spread out and helpless, and tied in
place so firmly, and not by cheap cords that cut into her wrists
either, but by soft leather!

The dildo pushed deep enough to make her cry
out, her insides aching, but the ache was darkly erotic, too, and
she moaned, her hips jerking, her muscles spasming and twitching as
the woman began to pump it in and out.

The heat intensified within her, and she
found herself gulping in air, her body writhing in place as her
mind was drowned in dark, sizzling sexual hunger and arousal. The
dildo ached deliciously as the woman pumped it in and out, and when
Cutter began to suck on her clitoris with short, rapid little sucks
she sobbed and exploded with orgasm.

She twisted and thrashed, her limbs pulling
spastically against the restraints as her back arched again and
again. Her head rolled from side to side and her hips bucked up
against the thrusting dildo and Cutter's sucking mouth.

She went limp with a gasp, her chest heaving,
and Cutter chuckled, shoving the dildo achingly deep, then
straightening.

“Responsive little slut,” she said.

She climbed up the bed, straddling the
panting girl, settling her knees in place on either side of her
head, then sliding her sex forward and down against her mouth.

“Now please your mistress, slut,” she cooed.
“You've already had an orgasm and Mistress deserves at least
two.”

Moaning, breathless, and her body still
thrumming with dark heat, Robin obeyed, sucking and licking at the
woman's sex the way Cutter had just been licking at her. That got
harder as the woman began to grind her hips in and out, rubbing and
mashing her sex back and forth across her mouth.

But then she settled into place, grasping
Robin's hair tightly, cursing as Robin licked frantically until
with a cry, she came, and her sex spewed a warm clear cream into
Robin's open mouth.

Startled, Robin swallowed instinctively as
Cutter ground her sex against her mouth more.

“Keep licking, slut.”

Robin had little option but to obey, so
continued to lick and suck as Cutter gave her further stern
instructions, even reaching back to pinch her erect nipples several
times as punishment. Robin licked her to a second orgasm, however,
and the woman, panting, relented, getting off her.

She went back to the dresser, however, and
returned with a vibrator, which she used against Robin's clitoris
as her other hand roamed over her tautly displayed body.

Robin shuddered and gasped and moaned as the
intensity of the vibrations sent waves of dark pleasure through her
body.

“Come for me, little slut,” Cutter said.
“Come for your mistress.”

Robin's back arched and then held that arch,
a crackling wave of sexual electricity coursing through her body
and along her spine. She gurgled dazedly, her hips twitching and
bucking as the vibrator ground against her.

Another orgasm smashed her mind flat, a
towering, powerful wave of pleasure that thundered through her body
and mind as she cried out again and again, sobbing dazedly as it
finally relented.

Cutter chuckled, then went back to the
dresser and found a short, strange looking object which she pressed
against Robin's tight little back passage.

“Oh! Oh please, Ma'am!” Robin moaned
dazedly.

“Mistress. Call me Mistress,” Cutter
replied.

The thing, slick and round, sank into her,
getting thicker and thicker as it spread her open. Then it abruptly
narrowed and her opening was able to shut – or almost. Something
remained outside, something that pressed flatly against the outside
of her small wrinkled opening.

Cutter began to use the vibrator on her
again, and soon the helpless girl was writhing and twisting and
moaning in pleasure once again.

But then the blonde got off her and went to
the dresser for something other than a sex toy. She pulled lingerie
from a drawer and put it on, then casually went into the walk-in
closet, where she remained for five minutes or so. When she came
out she was wearing a blue dress and matching shoes.

And then, to Robin's astonishment, she
left.

“M-Mrs. Cutter?” she asked timidly.

There was no answer, so she would simply have
to wait. She lay her head back, staring up at the canopy again,
then around the room, then down at her body, feeling awash in a
sense of dark, unsettling heat mixed with bewilderment.

How had this all happened and what was she
supposed to do now!?

After some minutes she craned her head up to
examine the leather straps gripping her wrists. They seemed to be
simple loops, so that the more she pulled the tighter they got. But
loosening them required she move her wrists up and she couldn't do
that because of the tight pull on her ankles from the lower
straps.

How long was Cutter going to leave her like
this anyway!?

She wondered if people downstairs were
already talking, wondering what was going on and where she was and
what she was doing. They would know she had been sort of drafted
into putting away Mrs. Cutter's clothes. That was okay. They were
probably just snickering at her bad luck, and thinking Cutter had
put her on some other menial task.

Little did they know!

After more time passed she began to pull
against the straps, testing, but they were completely
immovable.

Then there were steps out in the hall, the
door opened and she raised her head and gasped in horror as a man
came in.

He seemed surprised to see her, then annoyed!
Robin jerked her head to one side, her face flaming, as he came
over to the bed.

“Who, may I ask, are you?” he asked in a low,
deep voice.

“M-My name is Robin,” she said, her voice a
high pitched squeak.

“I see.”

He was, she thought, around forty, and she
guessed him to be Mister Cutter, the man who owned the whole
building, and, she'd heard, more beside. He was an attractive man,
with a square cut jaw, piercing blue eyes, and long brown hair
which spilled over his collar.

He passed by her and went into the bathroom,
emerging a few minutes later with his jacket off. He crossed to the
walk-in closet and came out again, without jacket or shirt. Robin
sucked in a breath at that, but couldn't help feel a sudden rush of
approval for his powerfully built chest and wide shoulders.

“I take it from the jacket on the inside of
the door that you work here,” he said, sitting on the edge of the
bed, but not looking at her as he took off his shoes.

“Y-Yes!” she squeaked.

He peeled off his socks, and then turned,
running his eyes up and down her naked body, and not missing the
dildo protruding from her sex.

“What … position?”

She flushed, mortified at his gaze.

“I-I... just... just started working... at
the front desk!” she gulped.

He snorted, and stood up, taking his socks
and shoes across the room to the walk-in closet. He emerged without
them and without his trousers, though he wore black boxer shorts
and carried a wallet and keys in his hand.

He ignored her, going to one of the tall
dressers and opening a drawer there. He closed it and then went
into the bathroom, partly closing the door. A few moments later she
heard the sound of the shower running.

These people were crazy, she thought wildly,
pulling frantically at the restraints again.

That got her nothing, however, except sore
wrists.

After about ten minutes or so the water
turned off. A couple of minutes after that the door opened and he
came out, clad in a long black robe. He came over to the edge of
the bed and looked down at her, and Robin looked the other way,
humiliated.

“How long have you been having sex with my
wife?” he asked calmly.

She flushed and felt herself cringing
again.

“J-Just tonight!” she said in a low, anxious
voice.

And it wasn't my idea, she wanted to
shout!

“I see,” he replied. “Did I give you
permission to have sex with my wife?”

“N-N-No!”

“No, sir. I am, after all, your
employer.”

“No, s-sir!”

“And not only should you not be having sex
with my wife you should be on the front desk. Is that not
correct?”

“Y-Your wife told me to come upstairs, sir!”
she gulped.

“Do you work for my wife?”

She shook her head minutely, even though the
question was, she thought, terribly unfair.

“I come home ready to climb into bed and find
a girl in my bed, occupying it fully. I am not pleased.”

His voice had a faint accent, not British,
she thought, but perhaps from the east coast.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and his
eyes skimmed over her body.

“How old are you, girl?” he asked.

“I-I'm oh... T-T-Twenty!” she gasped.

She stared at his hand, which had landed on
her belly and was lightly caressing it.

“Nice soft skin,” he said, his fingers
gliding up and down along her belly and abdomen.

She felt her heart hammering in her ears as
his fingers glided upwards across her breasts, following the
contours of her body. His fingers caught at her left nipple,
rolling it between thumb and forefinger and plucking lightly.

“Do you know why my wife left you here like
this, girl?”

“N-N-No, sir!” she gasped in a strangled
voice.

“Hmm,” he said, his fingers sliding back
down, circling her abdomen, then going lower still.

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

His fingers were tracing the lips of her
taut, straining sex as they clutched tightly around the thick dildo
Mrs. Cutter had jammed up inside her.

“My wife is actually quite a cunning woman,”
he said. “Although most people don't realize it. She often acts
crude and thoughtless, but that's just an act. My wife is always
thinking.”

He found her clitoris and rubbed it lightly
as Robin moaned and strained against the leather straps binding
her.

“You,” he said, “are meant to be a
distraction.”

Robin had no idea what he was talking about,
but the way he was rubbing her clitoris was making her muscles in
her lower belly spasm.

He slid his fingers back up her body, skating
along her flesh, then up through her damp hair and back to stroke
her cheek before tracing her lips and slipping inside.

Robin stared at them, then at him.

“Close your lips, girl. That's it. Now suck,
gently. Lick them.”

Robin gulped but obeyed, because she couldn't
think of what else to do!

His fingers slid deeper, then pulled back,
slid deeper, then pulled back, stroking along her tongue. He slid
them back out of her lips once more and she gasped aloud as they
dropped to her clitoris, rubbing her a little harder, a little
faster than before.

“Do you enjoy your job here, girl?” he
asked.

“Y-Y-Yes, sir!” she squeaked.

He sat back, removing his hand, and examined
her, then stood up and leaned forward to loosen the strap around
her ankle, then he moved up the side of the bed and undid the one
around her wrist.

Robin gasped and pulled her wrist back,
feebly trying to cover herself.

“No, put your wrist back,” he said.

She anxiously obeyed, and he gripped her
ankle, pulling it wide again.

He crossed the foot of the bed, his eyes
boring into her the entire time, then undid the strap around her
ankle, then the one around her other wrist.

Robin lay as she had been, spreadeagled, but
no longer bound.

“Arch your back, girl.”

Robin flushed, but slowly obeyed.

“More.”

Face heating up, she arched her back even
more.

“Lovely,” he said softly. “You have a very...
fit body.”

He moved back.

“Get out of the bed,” he ordered.

She scrambled awkwardly out, grabbing at the
dildo, intending to pull it free.

“Leave that where it is.”

She gasped, her chest tightening as her face
flushed once more.

“My wife put it there, did she not?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she said, horribly
embarrassed.

He came back around to the side of the bed
and she looked up at him, face hot.

“If my wife put it in then you have no right
to take it out,” he said.

His big hand slipped behind her neck and
jerked her forward to the foot of the bed, then released it.

“Put your hands up along the post, girl.”

“Wh-what?” she squeaked.

Crack! His hand slapped her bare
bottom sharply.

“Reach up along the post, girl.”

Gasping, she obeyed, and he stood behind her,
reaching up under the canopy and drawing down another strap. He
gripped her right hand and slipped it into the loop, then did
something which allowed a second loop to form, slipping her left
hand through it and tightening both.

He moved back to the dresser as Robin stared
up at her bound wrists wildly, her body stretched out and her
breasts pressing against the thick wooden bed post.

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair
sharply, and as her head was forced back, her mouth wide, he shoved
a black ball against her open mouth. She gasped, startled, but the
ball was malleable, and he was able to squeeze it in places so that
it fit past her already wide open jaws and into her mouth.

She moaned a protest, but already it was
filling her mouth, pressing down against her tongue and also up
against the roof of her mouth, keeping her jaws open as he drew a
thin strap around behind her head and fastened it in place.

“I want you to remember,” he said, “that you
work for me, not my wife. I am your employer, and you are expected
to do whatever duties I assign you, or, in my absence, the managers
I set over you.”

Robin cried out as he jerked back sharply on
her hair.

“Is that clear, girl?”

She rolled her anxious eyes up and back at
him and nodded helplessly.

“Good.”

His eyes looked past her face to her
breasts.

“I'm also not entirely happy with people who
sleep with my wife without my permission,” he said.

His other hand cupped her breast casually,
fondling it, kneading it, his thumb stroking across her nipple, and
Robin felt a hard jolt of breathless anticipation, anxiety, and a
resurgence of the dark heat which had been gripping her for some
time.

“You have very nice breasts,” he said, his
fingers kneading her breast softly.

He turned her around so her back was to the
post and examined her further, and Robin's face reddened again as
she rolled her eyes away.

“Very nice body,” Cutter said.

His hand slid down her torso and cupped the
dildo protruding from the straining lips of her sex.

Robin gasped, feeling another roll of
embarrassment, and yet also another dark rush of heat as he pressed
against it, his thumb angled up to stroke at her engorged clitoris.
She moaned helplessly, feeling the head of the dildo slowly forced
even deeper into her aching belly!

His thumb stroked her with a strange
quickness that had sizzling, crackling surges of energy rolling up
through her belly, and then he gripped her hair to jerk her head up
and back again as his eyes bored into hers.

“You are a very bad girl,” he said softly.
“Abandoning your duties and sleeping with my wife.”

Robin moaned in denial, but also felt a sense
of guilt and anxiety amid the torrent of dark heat sweeping through
her.

He released her hair and turned to go back to
the dresser – his dresser, where, she thought dazedly, he, like his
wife, had a drawer full of toys!

He returned with a small cord in his left
hand and a whip in his right! She gasped to see the latter, her
eyes bulging, and her head shook frantically.

He ignored her, tossing it on the bed beside
her, then cupped her breast and slid a small loop around her
startlingly swollen nipple. With a sharp tight the loop closed and
Robin cried out as she felt her nipple sharply pinched!

He ignored her cry, turning her to face the
post and then drawing the cord around the post and back. He
squeezed her other breast, slipped the loop around her other
nipple, and jerked it tight, producing another sharp, stinging
pinch!

“You must, of course, be punished for being
such a bad girl,” he said, his hand sliding slowly down her spine
and then between her buttocks.

His fingers pressed against the base of the
dildo again and she squeaked in pain.

He picked up the whip. It was perhaps a foot
of smooth round wood, onto which had been grafted another foot or
so of thin black laces.

Robin shook her head again as he took
position and brought his arm up and back. Then he swung and she
cried out into the gag thing as the laces swung forward and down
and cut into the soft flesh of her back.

It... stung. But that was all. She was
actually startled by how little it hurt compared to what she'd been
expecting. The thin laces had little weight behind them, and spread
out before smacking against her pale back, but each of them only
stung a very tiny bit.

Of course, there were dozens of them... so
the sting was multiplied many times, all across her upper back.

Still, what stung more was that her
anticipation of the blow threw her chest into the bedpost, and
caused her back to arch violently as it struck, then as she fell
back her nipples tugged painfully against the loops around
them!

“Such a bad girl,” he said softly.

He swung the whip again, and then again and
again, and Robin gasped and moaned as the thin laces landed lightly
across her back. She didn't jerk this time, and felt a wave of
relief.

He wasn't insane! Thank God for that!

He lowered his aim and she winced a bit as
the laces landed on her lower back, then her buttocks, which were
still a little tender. Then they started up again. As they landed
her skin began to feel more tender all the way up, and began to
warm. The stinging grew more powerful, for her skin was more
sensitive, and Robin began to gasp and moan.

She began to flinch at the blows, which
tugged her nipples against the loops, making them burn hotly!

But there was also a sense of wild, darkly
thrilled energy rippling through her. This was so kinky and wild,
after all! And Cutter was a handsome man, and an unbelievably
powerful and rich one! And here she was naked and helpless like...
like a sultan's prisoner!

He stopped, leaving her gasping, chest
heaving, and she felt his body behind her. His hands slid up and
down along her ribs, then around her, cupping and squeezing her
breasts, lifting them up and together.

He released them, then did something which
freed the loops of the cord, pulling it from her nipples. They
throbbed, and she stared down at them, noting how swollen and red
they were.

“Arch your back, girl,” he ordered.

Chest heaving, Robin obeyed, moaning as he
picked up the flog again, thinking that surely he wouldn't – But he
did!

She cried out as the thin laces flew down and
cracked against the soft, tender skin of her breasts! The light
stinging made her flinch, jerking her body back against the
post.

“I told you to arch your back, girl,” he said
sternly. “I did not say to move.”

Robin stared at him wildly, but then
anxiously obeyed.

“Don't move,” he said.

The flog came down across her taut breasts
again, and she gasped, but held still. Again and again and again
the flog came down, the laces snapping across her breasts with
stinging little jolts of sensation! Her breasts began to turn pink
as he paused and ran his hand over them, then slid it down along
her belly and – .

“Oh!”

His palm grasped the base of the dildo and
pushed, and Robin cried out, her head jerking back, her hips
spasming as he somehow forced the thing even deeper! His thumb
began to stroke across her clitoris and Robin felt the world
spinning around her.

His other hand slid up over her breasts, and
circled her throat, big enough to almost completely envelope it.
She gasped as it closed, not preventing her breathing, but making
her head pound as his fingers pressed against her pulse.

“Do you want to come, girl?” he asked.

Robin moaned and whimpered as his thumb
stroked back and forth sideways across her clitoris, then up in a
series of sharp little thrusts that had her hips jerking back.

“Arch your back,” he said sternly.

She pushed her chest out again as his thumb
stroked her.

“Do you want to come, girl?”

“Y-Y-Yes, pleeeasse!” she moaned dazedly.

“Then beg me to make you come.”

Heat was swirling and churning inside the
helpless girl as his thumb stroked her, but he stopped, releasing
her neck, and catching her swollen nipples between thumbs and
forefingers. He pinched sharply and tugged them up and out, and
Robin cried out at the sudden hot pain, her back arching even
more.

“Beg me to make you come,” he said
softly.

“Please make me come, sir!” Robin cried, her
nipples on fire.

He released her nipples, his thumb stroking
her clitoris again, the palm of his hand pressing rhythmically
against the base of the dildo, and his other hand circling her
throat.

The orgasm swept over her and Robin started
to scream, only to have it choked off as his hand tightened around
her throat. She gurgled and gasped, and croaked, her eyes bulging,
her head pounding, her body trembling and shaking as her hips
rolled wantonly against his thumb.

And then, as her body slumped back against
the post, with Robin gasping dazedly, he loosened the leather
loops, freeing her wrists.

“You may dry your hair and return to your
duties now,” he said, moving away.

He looked back over his shoulder, giving her
an ironic look. “Your regular duties.”
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Robin had been gone from the front desk for
two hours when she returned. Paige smirked at her, while Robin
tried to act as casual as possible.

“And did you enjoy yourself?” Paige
asked.

Robin flinched, not sure what the girl was
implying. She decided to pretend nothing sexual had happened.

“Mrs. Cutter is... rude,” she said.

“She's a bitch.”

“Yeah, well...”

“I bet she didn't even tip you either.”

“No.”

Mr Cutter, on the other hand had caught her
as she was leaving and given her a hundred dollar bill; the first
she'd ever seen.

“For your extra duties with my wife,” he
said.

Robin hesitated, but took the bill and
hurried away. She deserved a tip, after all! Not for the sex stuff
but for the rest!

A hundred dollars, though, was an awful lot
of money! She worried over it in the elevator, wondering if it was
for putting away her things and washing her hair and putting on the
lotion and stuff, or if it was for sex. She wouldn't accept money
for sex. That would be like being a prostitute!

Yet... Mr. Cutter hadn't had sex with her.
That confused her a lot. He clearly liked her looks. He'd certainty
groped her enough! But all he'd done was whip her! And then he'd...
masturbated her.

She blushed just thinking the word!

No one had ever done that before! For that
matter, Mrs. Cutter had done her with the vibrator and dildo
too!

But why hadn't he fucked her? He could have
done anything he wanted to her while she was tied up, and honestly,
even if she hadn't been tied up. She hadn't been in a state of mind
to refuse anything!

“Well, I'm going on break now that you're
back. You can go on break when I get back from mine.”

Paige left, and Robin got to enjoy the calm,
peaceful lobby. It was three in the morning, so not much was going
on. That let her consider the shocking things which had happened,
with both Mrs. Cutter and her husband.

Mrs. Cutter had treated her, oddly, kind of
like Derek did, though she wasn't as... crude. And Derek had never
spent much time performing oral sex on her. That had been kind of
mind blowing – the feel of that woman's tongue on her down there
had been incredible!

Mr. Cutter... his hands had been so soft, and
gentle. They were strong, but they touched her very lightly. He
hadn't cursed or insulted her or raised his voice. His voice had
been quite calm throughout.

Why hadn't he fucked her!?

He had gotten almost naked, taken a shower,
and put on a robe, but she hadn't seen what was underneath.

“My husband has a huge cock,” Mrs. Cutter had
said.

What would it have felt like if he'd taken
that dildo out of her and then given it to her right there while
standing against the bedpost, helpless and naked!?

Or maybe if he got on top of her while she
was laying tied spreadeagled on the bed! She'd had Derek take her
like that, and it had been exciting! It would have been interesting
to see what it felt like with a different man, an older man, a
sophisticated man...

She felt a sense of resentment towards Mrs.
Cutter, but that was colored by the multiple orgasms the woman had
given her. Mr. Cutter, by contrast had been calm and polite and
soft spoken, and he hadn't required anything of her except, well,
that she obey him as he punished her.

He hadn't punished her much, though, she
thought. The whip thing had stung, but not that much, and her pink
skin had faded again almost immediately. The skin over her breasts
still felt a little raw, but just a little. Her bottom still felt
tender from the strapping Mrs. Cutter had given her, though. That
bitch!

Of course, she had dropped a two thousand
dollar bottle of skin cream... She was awfully lucky a strapping
was all she'd gotten for that. She'd expected to get fired!

Although, damn it, putting lotion on old
lesbians wasn't what she'd signed on for!

Not that the woman could be a lesbian, she
supposed, or Mr. Cutter wouldn't have married her. Then again,
maybe he was gay. He hadn't wanted to have sex with Robin, after
all. What kind of man didn't want to have sex with her when he had
her at his mercy?

In her experience, every guy wanted to have
sex with her, and would say and do anything they thought they could
get away with to make that happen.

Mr. Cutter had very skilled fingers, though,
for a gay guy. He certainly knew how to touch a girl to make her
feel a powerful sense of pleasure! And that, she thought, argued
against him being gay at all. So why hadn't he done more to her
when she was completely at his mercy?!

It was all VERY confusing! And she had no
idea what she was supposed to do now! She really liked this job. It
was so different here from her crappy apartment in the Bronx.
Everything here was so clean and shiny and luxurious and there was
such peace and order!

Not to mention her salary!

But the things she'd done shocked her! Not
the things with Mr. Cutter, of course, since she'd done stuff like
that with Derek (though that had never made her feel that kind of a
shattering orgasm) but the things she'd done with Mrs. Cutter!

Granted, she'd had sex with women before, but
only because Derek pressured her into it. And that had been only
mildly exciting and then only because Derek was excited to see
it.

Mrs. Cutter had made her come like crazy! And
that was something she simply did not understand. It went against
her self-image. She'd never seen herself as being the slightest bit
into girls. Nor, in fact, had she been all that excited by the
sight of the woman's naked body.

But she certainly had given in to what the
woman had done to her. It wasn't just the physical, either. There
was something about the way she had tied her up and how she was so
helpless to do anything that had struck a chord with some dark,
kinky side of her mind. But why?

Granted, it excited her when Derek tied her
up, but not that much! Maybe because Derek was so... predictable.
He tied her up but that was just to run his hands over her body a
little, then fuck her. Derek had never performed oral sex on her
like Mrs. Cutter had! Not even close! He'd never used any sex toys
on her either. He'd never spent much time while she was tied up
taunting her and making her say nasty stuff either.

And... she'd never really felt all that
helpless with Derek. She'd known what was going to happen, after
all, and so there wasn't exactly any sense of thrilled excitement.
There'd been no anxiety or uncertainty or stress or shock or
outrage, no sense of being adrift without a paddle.

But why should having all that excite her so
much?

Paige came back from her break and Robin took
her own, which largely meant going down to the staff cafeteria and
getting a coffee.

The cafeteria was everything the rest of the
building wasn't. It was very bright, lit by fluorescent lights
above, with cheap tables and plastic chairs. It was clean, but that
was about the best you could say of it. And at this time of the
day, largely empty. Which let her ponder her situation.

What had happened had been intense. But she'd
gotten through it. What if it happened again, though!? Was Mrs.
Cutter likely to pull her away from the desk to be her little sex
toy again!?

And what about Mr. Cutter? He had punished
her for doing what his wife wanted, but did he really think she
should refuse Mrs. Cutter's orders or was he just using that as an
excuse to punish her?

He had... whipped her! Just thinking of it
made her chest tighten and left her breathless and shaking her head
in astonishment!

It hadn't hurt all that much but still, it
was shocking and outrageous that he'd done such a thing to her!
That he'd tied her up naked and … and done that!

She couldn't help thinking of what more he
could have done, though, couldn't help picturing the scene in her
mind's eye, and imagining him doing her there as she was tied up
against the bed post! How annoying she'd never seen this supposedly
enormous cock Mrs. Cutter had bragged about!

She went back to the lobby and chatted with
Paige, and they dealt with a few customers who showed up late or
came down early or called them. In a hotel this size there were
always people coming and going for whatever reason.

She went home at the end of her shift, still
wondering what she could or ought to do about what the Cutters had
done to her, and whether something else might happen in the future.
She'd only seen a little bit of their penthouse but what she had
seen had awed her.

Her apartment seemed even crummier than usual
when she got home.

She'd eaten at work so she had a quick shower
(it wouldn't do for Derek to smell something funny on her!) and
then climbed quietly into bed. It was only nine so Derek wouldn't
be up for a few hours. She had that long to get some sleep, because
he liked sex when he woke, no matter what time that was.

She fell asleep, and dreamed of Mr. Cutter,
who, in her dream, was a shadowy figure. She knew he was naked but
she couldn't make out his body. They were in a dark room, and he
was circling her, and she felt her skin tingling and her body
thrumming with heat and anticipation.

And then she woke with a start to find Derek
looking at her, half leaning over her, rolled onto his side, his
hand squeezing her bare breasts.

He didn't say anything much, but his hand
slid up and down her body – much rougher than either of the
Cutters', she noted, especially when it slid between her legs. He
didn't spend much time on foreplay, though, and quickly rolled
completely atop her, pushed into her, and began to thrust.

She was, fortunately, already warm and ready,
probably because of her dream, she thought, as he thrust into her
and then kissed her roughly. Still, morning quickies never lasted
long, and by the time she'd started to feel aroused he was finished
and rolling off.

Morning sex was for guys' benefit, he'd told
her. Girls didn't need it.

She sighed and tried to get back to sleep as
she heard the TV going on in the front room. She had to get out of
bed and close the door, though, and then close the blind and
curtains. He didn't like to sleep with them closed since he liked
the night air.

She lay back down and tried to fall asleep,
but images of the Cutters kept appearing in her mind, and the
strange dark things they might want to do to her.

She got up in time to make Derek's dinner,
while having breakfast, herself. He had his buddy Cody over and
they were immersed in a video game for hours, cursing and swearing
as they tried to kill elves or orcs or something on the X-box.

She thought back to the Cutters' big
penthouse, and envied Mrs. Cutter being able to go to another room
if her husband was watching something dumb on TV or playing some
dumb video game. Though she found it hard to believe a
sophisticated man like Mr. Cutter would waste his time on video
games.

It was really hot outside, so she wore a
light skirt and tank top as she took the subway to Manhattan. The
subway car wasn't air conditioned, and she panted tiredly in the
humidity as it clanked along the tracks before finally depositing
her in lower Manhattan.

She was just in time, too! She had to trot
along as best she could on her high heels, and scurried into the
hotel and past the desk – going in the front, which she wasn't
supposed to do – and then downstairs to the locker room to
change.

But she got to the desk practically in time!
Practically.

“You're late,” Mr. Ford growled.

“Sorry, Mr. Ford,” she said meekly. “The
subway was late.”

He snorted and scowled and moved on.

Paige made a face at him behind his back and
then they both worked on the crowd that was coming and going and
calling them at midnight. It only gradually calmed down over the
next half hour, then got quiet as they approached One AM.

After One-Thirty things really quieted, and
the lobby became the calm oasis she liked so much.

But tonight there was a bit of stress
wondering if Mr. or Mrs. Cutter would want something from her.

The call came at Two in the morning. Paige
took it and smirked at her as Robin felt her chest tighten.

“Mrs. Cutter would like your assistance in
sorting through her closets.”

“What? Why me!?” she gulped. “And since when
do we help guests with that kind of thing!?”

Paige laughed. “Since it's the owner's
wife.”

“Well, she doesn't own the place. He
does!”

“You want to try telling her that?” Paige
asked.

“Isn't it your turn?”

Paige gave her a broad grin. “She doesn't
like blondes. I guess she sees us as competition.”

“What competition?”

“Mr. Cutter, according to rumor, has a thing
for blondes. Anyway, you already know where stuff goes in her
dressers and closet, from the other night, right?”

“It's Two AM! Who sorts out their closets at
Two AM?”

“The Cutters do stay up pretty late. You
never see them before noon. If you wind up working one of their
parties you'll see they go until Four or Five, and sometimes
include breakfast.”

Robin pursed her lips and sighed, then glared
at Paige.

“I suppose you don't have to work their
parties either.”

“Nope. Try dying your hair blonde,” Paige
said cheerfully.

Robin took the elevator up to the Penthouse,
her heart beating faster and her chest getting tighter with every
floor it rose.

She got out at the little marble entry lobby
in front of the door and then rather timidly knocked on it. There
was no answer so she rang the bell. A minute later the large man
from the previous night opened it and looked down at her.

“Uhm, uh... “

He stepped back and motioned her inside, his
face expressionless.

Flushing, Robin moved forward, hoping the
man, who she took to be some kind of butler, didn't know about what
she and Mrs. Cutter had done the other day.

She went down the corridor to the master
bedroom and then peered inside. It seemed empty, though the bed was
covered in boxes for some reason. She eased inside and looked
around.

“Mrs. Cutter?” she called.

There was no answer. Pulse racing, she moved
further inside, looking into the bathroom, then went past and
looked out the window, marveling at the view of the city at
night.

“There you are. It's about time,” Cutter
growled from the doorway.

Robin gasped and whirled around, eyes
widening as the blonde swept forward.

“I need a model,” she said abruptly, “and
you're all that's available at this hour.”

Robin looked at her, mystified.

“Come here, idiot.”

Flushing, Robin came around the bed and the
woman pointed at boxes.

“You're going to try these outfits on. See
each group of boxes? Put these on and then come and model them for
me.”

“But I'm not your size!” Robin blurted.

Mrs. Cutter glared at her. “Do you think I'm
as much of an idiot as you are?!” she snapped.

Robin flushed more deeply.

“They're not for me. They're for a friend. I
can't decide which to buy so I ordered several outfits from the
internet to see what they looked and felt like in person. You're
going to try them on.”

She ran her hands disapprovingly through
Robin's hair.

“Didn't you bathe today?” she asked
sarcastically.

Again Robin flushed hotly.

“Of course I did!” she said indignantly. “But
it was hot on the bus and subway and they weren't air
conditioned!”

Mrs. Robin made a face.

“Barbarians,” she said.

“Shower first. I don't want you getting your
filth on these clothes.”

“I'm not filthy!” Robin said indignantly.

Crack! Mrs. Cutter slapped her bottom
stingingly and Robin yelped and jumped.

“I don't need any of your impertinence or
backtalk, idiot!” she growled. “Strip! Now!”

Blushing furiously, and gripped with a sense
of anxiety and stress about what more Mrs. Cutter might want aside
from trying on outfits, Robin stripped off her hotel uniform.

“Shoes and socks, too, idiot. There are shoes
in those boxes.”

Self-consciously, Robin stripped naked, and
Mrs. Cutter pointed at the bathroom. Robin padded across the room
and into the bathroom, then looked at the enormous shower cubicle.
It looked very complicated to operate. It seemed to have buttons
and electronic switches rather than the usual faucets and
handles.

She was leaning in examining the thing when
Mrs. Cutter came in behind her.

Crack!

“Ahh!” she cried, leaping forward into the
shower stall.

“Simpleton,” Mrs. Cutter muttered.

She pressed a button and water gushed out
from multiple shower-heads on three walls and from the ceiling! It
soaked her in seconds, then stopped.

“The shampoo is in the black dispenser. The
body soap is in the gold dispenser,” Cutter said, looking at her
through the glass door.

Gulping nervously, Robin looked to see there
were two rectangular outlines in the wall, one gold, one black,and
each had what looked like a button above a spout. She pressed the
button in the black one and a thick cream poured out of the spout
into her palm.

She used that to shampoo her hair. It
lathered very nice and smelled delicious.

“Make it snappy, idiot!” Mrs. Cutter's voice
shouted from the bedroom.

Robin hurriedly pressed the button Mrs.
Cutter had and water gushed over her, rinsing off her hair and
face. It turned off after a few seconds, and she squeezed another
kind of cream from the other spout and spread it over her body.

It was a strange kind of soap. It was very
slick and slippery, but didn't lather much. She hurriedly began to
spread it over her body with her hands, and sure enough Mrs. Cutter
appeared in the door... except it was Mr. Cutter, wearing what
looked like gray gym pants and a black t-shirt.

She gasped and jerked back as he looked
curiously at her. That seemed to amuse him, for he smiled
softly.

“I believe I've already seen your body,
girl,” he said in that soft deep voice.

She gulped, blushing furiously, then drew her
hands away from her breasts and groin as he moved past. She
hurriedly spread the clear slippery jell over her body and down her
legs, then looked up to see him watching her.

That made her heart pound faster, made her
blood race, made her pulse quicken as she ran her slippery hands
over her body.

“You have a very lovely body,” he said. “Do
you work out?”

Embarrassment and discomfort made it hard to
reply, but Robin finally nodded jerkily.

“Say yes sir or no sir,” he chided.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

He opened the door and stepped into the
shower, and Robin felt her heart pounding in her head.

“Put your hands behind your neck, girl,” he
ordered.

Feeling a wave of dazed heat and anxiety,
Robin obeyed uncertainly.

“Arch your back and spread your legs a
little.”

Again she obeyed, her lower belly thrumming
and her pulse racing.

His eyes looked her up and down.

“Yes, very nice,” he said.

Then his hands were moving over her body, and
Robin felt a tremendous psychic shock of heat and excitement mixed
with alarm as his big hands moved gently and slickly over her soft
flesh.

They pressed in against her abdomen, ran over
her breasts, then slid along her arms and down onto her bottom as
she stood still, adrenaline flooding her system.

When his hand slid between her legs he
pressed his middle fingers in further so that it stroked back and
forth across her clitoris, and Jamie felt her legs starting to
wobble.

I think your abdominal muscles need more
work,” he said casually.

Then the two middle fingers – which were
rather large and long and thick, pressed into her, angled up, and
slid up high into her belly!

Robin let out a squeak of shock, then gasped
and shuddered, rising up onto the balls of her feet, stumbling back
against the wall as his fingers buried themselves inside her.

“Nice and tight. These muscles don't need
much work,” he said, sounding pleased.

Robin shuddered helplessly.

“We have an excellent gym here at the hotel.
Do you ever use it?”

“I-I thought that was for guests, sir!” she
gulped dazedly.

“Yes, it is. I give you special permission to
use it, though.”

“Th-Thanks,” she gulped. “Sir.”

He pulled his two fingers down until just the
tips remained, then added a third. Robin was starting to sink back
onto her heels when he pushed all three up inside her and she
gasped again, forced back up onto the balls of her feet, slippery
back and buttocks pressed back against the tiles behind her.

“I don't think the guests would mind if a
lovely young girl like you were to work out among them,” he
said.

He brought his thumb in against her clitoris
and stroked rapidly, and Robin felt a rolling, crackling wave of
heat and sensory pleasure rushing and swirling up through her belly
as he smiled at her.

He slid his fingers out of her body and she
gasped, dropping back onto her heels. He smiled and nodded and then
turned, sliding the big door back and stepping out. It slid back as
he went to the sink and rinsed his hands under the water, then
dried them on a nearby towel and left the room.

Panting weakly, her mind swirling, Robin
waited for a long minute, then relaxed, turning and pressing the
button to start the deluge of hot water pouring over her.

When that was done she toweled herself dry,
then went to the corner cabinet and began to blow dry her hair. Her
body was thrumming with sexual energy and heat, but she was also
gripped by anxiety, uncertainty and no small degree of
embarrassment.

She had no idea what was going to happen!
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The first outfit she was to try on was a
scoop necked red knit dress with gold sparkles. But the scoop fell
so low down the center it would have shown her panties if she wore
any! The dress had two thin spaghetti straps going over her
shoulders, and the top was sufficiently stretchy to hug her breasts
rather than fall loose. But the insides of her breasts were
entirely visible!

With that box was another, containing a pair
of red high heeled shoes with four inch heels, and a third which
had a choker consisting of enormous round rubies linked with
gold.

Robin put these all on, looking at herself in
amazement in the little red dress. It was so short, and the scoop
was so deep! She couldn't imagine wearing this out anywhere! She
didn't have to, fortunately. She drew in a deep breath, wincing a
bit when she turned at an angle to the mirror to see how much of
her breasts were visible, then headed up the hallway.

She hadn't paid a lot of attention to the
rest of the penthouse since she'd been preoccupied (to say the
least) the times she'd come down the corridor from the front door.
But the 'living room' was obviously that big area on the other side
of the corridor across from the elevator.

Only as she approached, she heard voices, and
felt her anxiety and sense of self-consciousness rise quickly. One
was Mrs. Cutter, but the other was some other woman! She braced
herself, then turned the corner, and her face blushed as she saw
Mrs. Cutter sitting with another about her own age, this one with
short red hair and a dark blue suit with skirt.

Mrs. Cutter herself was wearing a long white
and gray dress with a flowing skirt. Compared to them, Robin felt
like she was dressed like a slut!

Mrs. Cutter snapped her fingers impatiently
and Robin stepped forward, almost ignoring the incredible view out
the great glass wall across from her, and the enormous black stone
fireplace at the side of the room, and the gleaming marble floor as
the two women looked her up and down.

“That's not bad,” Cutter said. “Though I
think it would look better on a taller girl.”

“I wouldn't want to try dancing in that,” the
other woman said.

“Sara isn't very big on top,” Cutter
said.

“That might make the thing less …
impressive.”

“Well, true.”

She swung her finger around indicating Robin
should turn in place.

“Bend over,” she said.

Robin gulped, turning her head around
anxiously. “Why!?”

“Why? Because I want to see if it's decent
when a girl bends over, idiot!” Cutter snapped.

Blushing hotly, especially since she had no
panties on, Robin bent forward a little.

“More!”

She bent forward more, cringing inside,
wondering if the two seated ladies would be able to see her
pussy!

“Very well. Go and try on the other outfit.
And make it snappy,” Cutter growled.

Robin hurried away, her face so hot she was
sure it must be glowing.

“Honestly, it's so hard to get good help
these days,” she heard Cutter say.

She stripped off the shoes and dress and went
to the next collection of boxes. These, at least, had underwear!
The thong was white, very small, and with two thin strings curving
up diagonally over her hips. The bra was half cups, and lacy enough
that even though it covered her nipples they were fairly clearly
visible.

The dress was more modest than the last, but
not by much. It was also a lot cuter, she thought as she donned it.
It was solid white for the most part, but with gauzy lace in
places. The upper part, across her upper chest, was gauzy lace to
the base of her neck. It had a loose, flouncy skirt only a bit
longer than the red one.

From the waist down, though, it alternated
between solid white and gauzy see-through lace down to the hem in
rectangular panels. There was a solid one about the width of her
hand running down the center, then two gauzy see through ones on
either side. Two more solid ones on her sides, then two more gauzy
ones framing a solid one running down the middle of her bottom.

It was a little daring, and she doubted she'd
have the courage to wear it, but it was also cute and sexy both. It
came with cute four inch white heels and a gold choker.

She wore it out to let Mrs. Cutter and the
other woman see, blushing again, but not as much as with the red
dress.

“I like this one a lot better,” the other
woman said.

“Yes, this one is a lot less slutty looking,”
Cutter agreed

She twirled her finger and Robin turned in
place.

“Good. Take it off,” she said.

Robin started to go back to the bedroom.

“Here, idiot,” Cutter snapped.

Robin stopped and turned, blushing more
deeply. “Uhm... here?”

“We want to see the lingerie too, idiot!”

Robin cringed but obeyed, reaching behind her
neck and undoing the dress, then peeling it forward and down her
body, stepping carefully out of it in the very tiny white thong and
bra.

“I like those too,” the woman said.

“The shelf bra pushes her boobs up nicely,”
Cutter said. “That should help even more with Sara.”

“All right, go get the next one,” she
said.

Robin started away in relief, then blushed
hotly again as the man she'd taken to be the butler came in,
holding a tray with drinks on it. He glanced at her with interest
as they passed each other before continuing on.

Robin felt her face burning hotly again and
hurried back to the bedroom. Once there she stared at herself in
the mirror, seeing what the butler had seen, closing her eyes in
embarrassment.

But what was she supposed to do!? She didn't
want to lose this job!

The next box had black boots, the highest
she'd ever worn, with five inch heels, which were also the highest
she'd ever worn. It had a black thong but no bra, and the dress
itself was a black and short and tight – and see-through. From neck
and shoulders down to her thighs, it looked like two out of every
three threads had been removed, leaving thin black strings circling
her body!

They were held together by vertical strips no
wider than her finger, two of which ran down the center of her
breasts, slightly hiding her nipples.

Instead of a choker or necklace to wear it
had a thick black leather collar with silver studs and a big ring
in the front, like those things bondage people used!

The boots came all the way up to her thighs,
almost to the hem of the dress!

Robin anguished about it, but finally decided
there was little she could do but wear them. Hopefully the butler
was out of the room now.

She went back, walking carefully on the
stiletto heels, blushing as she came around the corner and the two
women looked at her.

“I like it,” Cutter said.

“You couldn't wear it unless it was fairly
dim out,” the other woman said.

“For clubbing, it's always dark.”

“Yes, but you have to walk in and out.”

“Sara's a vain little slut anyway.”

“You can see the thong pretty obviously.”

“Well, you couldn't decently go out without
one in that. You'd be arrested. Take off the dress,” Cutter
said.

Even though the dress offered very little
coverage, Robin still blushed as she peeled it up and over her
head, then stood there in just the thong, collar and boots.

“I like this, too, but for different
reasons,” the woman said.

“Yes, this one is very suited to that look,”
Mrs. Cutter said.

“She needs bracelets to go with that
necklace, though,” the woman said, smirking at Robin.

“I happen to have a pair!” Cutter said,
amused.

She got up and beckoned an anxious and
nervous Robin to follow, then led her back to the bedroom. There
she opened one of her drawers and took out a pair of long black
gloves.

“Put these on,” she ordered.

Robin looked at them in surprise. She'd never
seen gloves so long before. Still, she supposed that went with the
long boots, and pushed her hands and arms into them. The gloves
went up well past her elbows, almost to her shoulders!

Mrs. Cutter went to her husband's dresser,
opened a drawer, and took out a pair of leather bracelets with
studs, much like the collar around her neck.

Robin looked on uncertainly as the woman
fastened one around each of her wrists, then stepped back to admire
the look.

“I like this,” she said. “And it seems a
natural look for you.”

She moved around her, then gripped her
wrists.

“Let's try this, shall we,” she said, pulling
Robin's wrists together behind her back.

Robin felt her heart beating faster as the
woman clipped the two things together, then, as she released her
wrists, Robin tugged at them and found them locked together!

Mrs. Cutter moved around in front of her,
looking her up and down, then smiled and went back to her husband's
dresser and took out a gold chain

“Head back,” she barked.

Robin gulped and obeyed as the woman held the
chain in one hand and then squeezed Robin's breast, her fingers
pressing into the soft flesh very firmly behind her already erect
nipple.

There was a thin round loop at the end of the
gold chain, made of some sort of gold fabric. Mrs. Cutter tugged on
the chain and the loop closed as she placed it around Robin's
nipple. It closed tight, and then very tight!

“Oww! Ohh! Please! That hurts!” Robin
squealed, her body jerking back.

“Stop bouncing around, idiot. It will feel
fine in a minute,” Mrs. Cutter said.

Crack!

She slapped Robin's bare bottom and Robin
yelped again.

“Stupid idiot,” Cutter growled.

She lifted the other end of the chain up and
then squeezed Robin's other breast, her fingers once again pressing
in behind the nipple, slipped the loop over it and back, then
jerked it tight.

Robin gasped and jerked in pain, both her
nipples now burning hotly as Mrs. Cutter stepped back, but there
was nothing she could do with her wrists locked together behind her
back!

She stared down to see the chain hanging from
her nipples in a gentle U-shape.

“Hmm,” Mrs. Cutter said.

She went back to the dresser and came out
with two more chains. One end she attached to the back of the
collar around her neck. Then she jerked up on Robin's wrists, and
somehow fastened the chain to the rings in the leather bands,
keeping her wrists up beneath her shoulder blades.

The other was only part chain. The other part
was leather, with a leather handle. She clipped the end of the
chain to the ring in the front of the collar, smiled in
satisfaction, then headed for the door.

“Come, idiot,” she ordered. “Victoria will
want to see this.”

Robin was both alarmed and embarrassed and
didn't want to go anywhere, but she squawked as the chain jerked on
the collar and stumbled forward after her.

“Mrs. Cutter!” she whined. “I don't think –
.”

“Don't think!” Cutter snapped. “Nobody needs
you to think.”

She pulled her along the corridor and then
out into the living room, where, face burning, she dropped her eyes
as the other woman looked her up and down.

“Well now, I can see the attraction in this
look,” she said with a chuckle.

Mrs. Cutter removed the second chain, the
leash, Robin thought wildly, and sat down next to the other
woman.

“Hmm, very nice,” the other woman said.

“I don't know that Sara would appreciate it
but Bennett certainly would,” Mrs. Cutter said.

The other woman laughed.

“Walk back and forth for us,” Mrs. Cutter
ordered.

Blushing furiously, Robin obeyed.

“The gloves are a nice touch,” the other
woman said. “But she's a little over-dressed.”

“Ah, I think you're correct,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

The other woman – Victoria, Mrs. Cutter had
called her – stood up and came over to stand beside Robin, then
gripped the string of the little thong and jerked it down her
legs.

“Oh! Please!” Robin squealed, trying to twist
away from the two.

Victoria snorted and Robin gasped as she felt
a thick, handful of her hair gripped behind her neck and jerked
sharply up and back.

“Step out of them, slut!” the woman
growled.

The thong had already fallen around her
ankles, and Robin saw little choice but to obey, wobbling as she
raised her right foot, then her left.

“Now spread your legs,” the woman
ordered.

Crack!

She slapped Robin's bottom stingingly.

“Now!”

Pulse racing, Robin obeyed, her chest heaving
as her heart pounded wildly. Her wrists jerked spastically against
the leather bands holding them together beneath her shoulder
blades, and she felt a deep sense of helpless humiliation before
the two older women.

But at the same time, a burning hot rush of
something dark and wild was spreading through her body as she stood
there, and her own helplessness and nudity and the wild, kinky and
unpredictable nature of what was going on was driving it.

“Now she looks like a proper little sex
slave,” Victoria said.

Robin felt a wild flood of emotion, some of
it shock and outrage, some of it fear and alarm and embarrassment,
but some of it a breathless dark thrilled sense of sexual fantasy
and eroticism.

She gasped as Victoria's other hand slid down
her taut belly and her fingers caressed her clitoris, which was
already swelling and hot. She moaned helplessly as the woman's
fingers stroked back and forth over her while she still held her
hair firmly.

“Look at the body on her,” Victoria said,
letting her hand slid up Robin's taut body, then back down again to
finger her clitoris.

“Look at the obedience in her,” Mrs. Cutter
said. “That's much more interesting.”

“True. Obedient girls are hard to find.”

The butler showed up, then, with another
tray. This one apparently holding snacks.

“What do you think, Timothy?” Mrs. Cutter
asked.

Robin's chest got so tight she couldn't
breath, and her face flaming as the man looked her over. She tried
to twist away but Victoria held her hair firmly. She tried to jerk
her legs together, and that produced snorts of disdain from both
women.

“Spread your legs again, slut,” Mrs. Cutter
growled. “I didn't say to change position.

“Aggh!” Robin cried as Victoria jerked
sharply on her hair.

She spread her legs apart again, moaning and
trembling.

“Would you like to fuck this slut, Timothy?”
Victoria asked.

“I would not be sorry to do it,” the man
said.

The two women laughed as he set down his
tray, then turned again and left.

Robin's legs were wobbling.

Victoria released her hair, but then walked
past her and reached out to close her fingers around the chain
between her burning nipples. She tugged on it and Robin yelped in
pain, forced forward, then down onto her knees as the woman sat
down on the sofa.

“Have you been teaching her tongue its
lessons, Miranda?”

“Just a little,” Mrs. Cutter said.

“Let's see what she's learned.”

Victoria pulled her skirt up and spread her
legs, and Robin realized, appalled, that she had no panties and
that she expected Robin to perform oral sex on her!

“Oh please! I don't – ! I'm not – ! Ohh!”

Victoria jerked forward on the chain and
Robin's nipples burned, forcing her forward and making her bend
over. The woman seized her hair in her other hand and jammed her
face into her groin.

“Let's see if you're good for anything but
looking pretty,” the woman said.

“Lick her, slut!' Mrs. Cutter ordered.

She leaned in and slapped Robin's bottom
sharply several times, and Robin yelped and moaned, then felt
herself giving in, licking at the woman's sex.

“You have a lot of training ahead with this
one, Miranda,” Victoria said.

“Worth it, I think,” Mrs. Cutter said.

Robin, her head churning, was licking at the
woman's clitoris, her nipples on fire.

“Spread your legs, slut,” Mrs. Cutter
ordered, slapping her bottom again.

Gasping, Robin obeyed.

“Always spread your legs wide when you bend
over. That's the mark of a true slut,” Mrs. Cutter said.

But I'm not a slut, Robin wanted to cry!

“Faster, slut,” Victoria ordered, jerking on
her hair.

Gasping, Robin obeyed.

“Let's see how deep you can push your tongue,
you dirty little creature,” Victoria said, her voice a purr
now.

She spread the lips of her sex and guided
Robin's tongue lower.

Panting, moaning, whimpering, Robin thrust
her tongue into the woman, amazed at herself, stunned and
overwhelmed by what was happening!

“That's it? You need your tongue stretched,
little slut,” Victoria said.

She pulled upward on her hair, guiding her
tongue back to her clitoris, and told her to suck on it, to close
her lips around it, guiding her in performing the way she
liked.

Robin wasn't sure what had happened to Mrs.
Cutter. She couldn't see much of anything the way her face was
jammed in against Victoria's groin. But now she felt fingers at her
own sex, then something thick pressing against her.

She felt the wild rush of sensation and
emotion again, almost stunned by its force! The lips of her sex
stretched and strained wide as something solid pushed into her.

“Slick as a slut inside,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

Which was hardly fair, Robin thought. Mr.
Cutter had pushed his slippery goo-covered fingers deep inside her
pussy and left her still slippery there!

Whatever Mrs. Cutter was pushing into her
slid deep, stretching wide the entire length of her tight little
elastic tunnel.

Crack!

“Raise your ass higher, slut!”

Crack!

“No, don't close your legs!”

Robin shuddered and moaned as the thing
pumped in and out of her now, sure it was some kind of dildo.

She felt a hand cupping her right breast, and
Victoria reached under her to cup the left, releasing her hair.
Another hand took control of her hair, then.

“Lick her, slut,” Mrs. Cutter growled.

The hand came off her right breast, and then
she felt a slap against her buttocks.

Crack!

“Nasty little girl,” Mrs. Cutter growled.

Crack!

“Little slum girl,” she sneered.

Crack!

Robin shuddered and gasped and lick, her head
swimming in dark emotions. Yet she felt it odd that Mrs. Cutter was
speaking from almost above her, as if she was pressed right in
against her bottom. She knew that her hand was the one clutching
her hair, and clearly also slapping her.

Then she felt the dildo push even deeper, and
felt Mrs. Cutter's hips and groin pressing briefly against her
upraised buttocks.

It was like... like Mrs. Cutter had a penis!
Yet Robin knew, of course, that she didn't.

Those hips struck her again and again and
again, as the dildo drove deep inside her, and Robin realized that
she must somehow be wearing some sort of dildo, fucking her as if
she were a man!

Crack!

“Lick, you slut.”

“Lick me, slave girl,” Victoria purred,
spreading her legs wider and drawing her knees back.

“Lick her, sex slave,” Mrs. Cutter growled,
slapping her bottom again.

It was all so wild and shocking and nasty and
bizarre and unbelievable! Robin felt the deep, delicious ache of
the dildo moving in and out of her, and her body rocked to the
now-steady slaps of the woman's bare hips against her buttocks.

Mrs. Cutter was fucking her like a man would,
while Robin licked this woman's pussy!

How had she let this all happen?! It was
insane!

But even so, there was no doubting it as the
two women used her helpless body, and Robin began to feel that wild
dark hunger re-ignited within her.

Victoria was now tugging lightly and
repeatedly on the chain bound to her nipples, and while that hurt,
the sharp little jolts of sensation only added to the furious
overload gripping her mind and body.

The dildo pumping inside her felt deliciously
big and wide, stretching her more than Derek's did, and the nose
felt as if it were punching against the back wall of her sex! It
was all so intense, and the dark, churning sexual heat began to
build up into a powerful sense of pressure and hunger and need
inside her.

A hand roughly groped her right breast again,
and Robin sobbed at the wild, surreal heat of it all as the orgasm
burst within her! Her hips rolled violently back, as if seeking to
impale herself on the plunging dildo, and her body jerked
forcefully against the chain bound to her nipples, the stinging
pain making the sexual explosion burn even hotter.

“Come for us, little slut,” Mrs. Cutter
growled, slapping her bottom.

“Dirty girl,” Victoria said, tugging on the
nipple chain.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Aggghhhhh!” Robin
cried, her body rocking to the hard thrusting behind her as the
explosive wave of sensation swept across her mind.

She felt as if her entire body were spasming
and jerking in violent convulsions as she lost control of
herself!
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“If you're quite finished,” Victoria growled
impatiently.

Robin gasped dazedly, but sharp slaps to her
bottom got her licking the woman again as Mrs. Cutter resumed
thrusting into her, but slower.

Those deep, steady thrusts inside her were
taking over her mind! The sensations as the thick dildo moved
inside her, especially when it thrust so achingly deep, were an
exultant mix of outrageous, and scaldingly erotic!

She shuddered and gasped at the continuing
strokes, at the rush of heat every thrust sent swirling and
churning through her body and mind. She could hardly focus on
anything else, even as her hair was tugged and she was directed to
lick more steadily at... at whatever was in front of her.

She was too intoxicated on the raw, carnal
pleasure to care!

And the impact of Mrs. Cutter's hips against
her buttocks now sent a followup rush of sensation, deeper than the
first, but resonating through her body. Again and again those
sensations swept through her, and swept her into another orgasm as
the women sneered and slapped her and groped her breasts and used
her for their own pleasure.

Dazed, she gasped and moaned as the orgasm
faded, and the woman slapped her bottom again and jerked on her
hair and tugged on the nipple chain to focus her attention back on
licking. She gasped and moaned breathlessly as she tried to obey,
gurgling helplessly as someone stroked their finger back and forth
across her clitoris.

“Filthy little whore,” Mrs. Cutter said.

“She loves that cock of yours too much,
Miranda,” Victoria said. “You should fuck her ass. I bet she'd
still come, the little slut.”

Robin gasped as her face was jammed into the
woman's groin and someone slapped her breast.

“Lick, whore!”

She licked dazedly, moaning and panting as
Mrs. Cutter continued to thrust into her and the two older women
continued to sneer at her.

“Lick me, welfare slut,” Victoria
demanded.

“She's probably a crack whore,” Mrs. Cutter
said, slapping her bottom sharply.

“Dirty little girl!”

“She lives in a slum and probably services
the Blacks and Hispanics,” Mrs. Cutter laughed.

Robin gasped as her breast was slapped
again.

Then the pumping behind her halted, and she
felt a cool, slick finger pressing against her back passage.

“Lick, whore,” Victoria said, jerking on her
hair and the nipple chain simultaneously.

Yelping in pain, Robin licked harder even as
that finger slid down into her ass, twisting and turning and
pumping in and out. It pulled back, and something thicker pushed
into her there!

It was another wicked and outrageous thing
but she was too dazed to protest, even as she felt herself slowly
spread wide as whatever it was pushed into her body.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Cutter started pumping her
hips in and out again, though not as deep. The thing in her ass
pumped in counterpoint to the one in her pussy, and Robin gasped
and moaned as her bottom was slapped again, and her breasts groped
and her nipples and hair yanked.

“Whore!'

“Slut!”

“Slave girl!”

“Lick me, bitch!”

“Suck her pussy, welfare girl!”

Victoria slumped down more, moaning,
spreading her legs wide to either side, her hips starting to grind
up against Robin's face now as she gripped her hair in both hands,
jerking her downward and arching her own back in pleasure.

“Yeah! Lick me! Lick me, slut!” she moaned.
“Lick your mistress, whore!”

Crack!

“Lick her, you slut!”

Crack!

“Harder!”

Crack!

“Faster!”

Robin shuddered and moaned as the thing in
her ass pushed achingly deep now, giving her cramps. The dildo in
her pussy was pushing deeper now too, and her abdomen felt
incredibly full!

Derek had, of course, sodomized her before.
But she'd never had two cocks in her body before, except where one
was in her mouth! The sensation was deeply and wickedly arousing!
As they both moved deeper and pumped harder she felt the sexual
tension rising in her yet again, felt herself losing control,
losing care of what she did, her mind fading in and out as the
sexual fever grew!

Another orgasm tore through her and she cried
out again and again, hardly paying any attention as Victoria came,
grinding her pussy hard against her face.

*

The master bedroom was so large it had a
living room, or so it seemed to Robin. Despite the enormous bed,
the multiple dressers, the big square chest at the foot of the bed,
and the chairs by the door, there was also a grouping of plush love
seat and chairs at the other side near the big window, with a large
round ottoman between them.

The ottoman was more of a table, though it
had a thin covering of padding below the leather.

Robin was currently kneeling on the edge of
that ottoman, her bottom raised high, her legs squeezed together by
a strap which went around them, and which bound her thighs and
buttocks tightly around the base of the two dildos.

Those dildos seemed like they were buried
deep inside her, but the base of each pushed out enough to be very
clearly felt against her soft thighs and buttocks. Not felt with
her hands, though, since, of course, her wrists remained locked
together behind her back by the leather restraints.

Mrs. Cutter had placed her here like this
half an hour ago, and Robin had now gotten over much of the sense
of being shell-shocked and dazed she'd felt earlier and was now
feeling anxious and worried about how long she would be kept like
this and how she would explain it downstairs – not to mention what
the woman intended to do to her now!

Between her anxious thoughts on that score
was a sense of wonderment at what was happening, and that she had
allowed it to happen, and a swirling sense of guilt and
embarrassment about not having done something to see that it
hadn't!

This was all incredibly, insanely impossible!
What was she doing here!? Mrs. Cutter was a crazy person!

Finally, the door opened. She could move her
head a little, though her neck was starting to ache, but couldn't
see behind her. She just heard the door open and then close, and
the adrenaline rush that caused made her gasp.

She heard movement behind her, and then a
hand on her bottom. She twisted her head further to the side, and
felt another shock. It wasn't Mrs. Cutter! It was her husband!

“Hmmm,” he said. “What have we here?”

Robin's face burned as she jerked her eyes
away, her mind squirming as his hand caressed her buttocks, then
tugged lightly at the dildos protruding from between them.

“Been playing with my wife again, I see,” he
said.

Robin cried out as he pressed the palm of his
hand against the base of the dildo protruding from her sex, trying
to force it deeper.

“I think I informed you the other day that I
did not approve of you abandoning your duties downstairs to come
and have sex with my wife,” he said in a mild voice.

“I... but she... she made me!” Robin gasped
helplessly.

She heard a snort from behind her, then
sensed him moving away. His voice came from further back in the
room then.

“Made you? Did you go downstairs and drag you
up by the scruff of the neck?”

“But... but she called and... and Paige said
I had to go!”

“And who is this Paige person?” he asked, his
voice coming back.

“She works at the front desk!”

She heard a sound like paper being cut, and
then a sharp stinging blow across her buttocks!

“Oww!”

“Sir, I think you meant to say. Did you not?”
he asked.

Rolling her head and eyes back she saw he
held in his hand a thin dark looking crop of some kind, thinner
than a pencil and about two feet long!

He swung it back and forth in the air and it
made a swishing sound as she gulped anxiously.

“Sir!”

“So, who is this Paige person? Is she another
desk girl or is she in a management position?

“I-I... she... just works there!” she
gulped

She heard the swishing sound again, then a
light, high pitched sound as the crop cut across her buttocks with
a light but stinging blow.

“Oww!”

“Sir,” he said.

“She works there, sir!”

“But she is not a manager.”

Robin hesitated. She knew Paige wasn't a
manager but that didn't really matter! Mr Cutter was being very
unfair!

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Is she?”

“No, sir!”

“So you came up here willingly to have sex
with my wife again.”

That was so unfair, Robin thought wildly.

Crack!

“Ohw!”

“Answer me.”

“I-I had to do as she told me, Sir!”

Crack!

“Ohhw!”

“Untrue. You only have to do what I tell
you,” he said in that same deep, but calm voice.

“But if she tells my manager I'll be
fired!”

Crack!

“Ohhw!”

“Sir,” he said.

“Sir!”

“My wife has no power to fire anyone. I've
made that quite clear to the managers here. If she gives such an
order they are to check with me, first.”

Crack!

“Do you hear me, girl?”

“Y-yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Did you enjoy having sex with my wife?”

“Oh! Please, sir!” Robin gasped.

Crack!

“Answer the question, girl.”

“I-I... I... I guess!” she moaned
anxiously.

Crack!

“Ohww!”

Crack!

“Ahhh!”

Crack!

“Aahh!”

Crack!

“Ohh! Please! Please, sir!”

“Answer the question properly. Did you enjoy
having sex with my wife, girl?”

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“I see. Are you a lesbian, then?”

“No, sir!”

“No? Usually I would think it would be
lesbians who would enjoy having sex with other women,” he mused,
his hand caressing her bottom.

She felt his hand slide down to the strap
around her thighs, then undo it. It fell away, and his big hands
gripped her thighs, spreading her knees wide. Then they gripped her
waist, jerking her back further, drawing her thighs in against her
belly and bowing her back more severely.

“Keep your bottom lifted high, girl,” he
said.

Robin gasped anxiously as she felt the thin
shaft of the crop sliding back and forth across her clitoris, then
over her buttocks and down her back.

“What a pretty view,” he said.

Robin cringed.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“Y-Yes, sir!” she moaned.

“So, cheating on him, are you?”

“But... but it wasn't my idea!”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Sir.”

“I-it wasn't my idea, sir!” she
protested.

Crack!

“Ohhhw!”

“What matters whose idea it was. You were a
willing participant, and thoroughly enjoyed it. Isn't that
right?”

“But – !”

Crack!

“Isn't that right?”

“But I was – !”

Crack!

“Isn't that right, girl?”

“Ohh! Yes, sir!” she moaned.

She felt pressure on the base of the dildo in
her sex, and gasped as it somehow found space, slowly sinking even
deeper into her belly!

Mr. Cutter than came around to the front of
the table and sat down before her, holding a glass of wine as he
regarded her with interest.

“Have you ever been a sex slave before,
girl?” he asked.

“I-I'm not a sex slave! Sir!”

“Could have fooled me. Certainly are acting
like one,” he said, sipping from his glass.

“Are you a natural submissive? Hmm? Are you
used to obeying others?”

She wasn't! Or at least, Robin didn't think
she was! Of course, she obeyed Derek, but anyone would do that!
Derek would get angry and sulk otherwise, and sometimes he'd slap
her around!

Mr. Cutter put down his drink and stood up
before her, then wrapped her hair around his fist and pulled.

Robin squealed in pain as her torso was
lifted up off the leather ottoman to hang in mid-air, bent over at
a ninety degree angle in front of the man.

“You must learn to answer questions when they
are put to you, girl, and answer them properly,” he said.

And as he spoke he thrust the thin crop up
under her and began to slap it up lightly against her nipples!

Her nipples had become sore, swollen and
extremely tender because of the chain which had been attached to
them. Even after that had been removed – which was just before she
was placed here, her breasts had been squashed under her weight
against the ottoman below.

There was a thin floppy little leather loop
on the tip of the crop, about a half inch wide and an inch and a
half long. She yelped and gasped and moaned as it snapped against
her nipples again and again as Mr. Cutter held her easily in
place.

“Please!” she cried as her nipples ached,
“Please, sir!”

He stopped slapping at them, but rubbed them
instead.

“Now then. Are you a natural submissive?”

“I don't know, sir!” she cried.

“Have you had sex with women before?” he
asked, caressing her breasts with the crop.

“Y-Yes, sir!”

“I see. Because they made you?”

“N-No, sir! My boyfriend wanted me to!”

“Ahh, I see.”

Robin's scalp ached, and she tried to use her
own stomach muscles to hold herself up, but it was an awkward
position, and unbalanced. Her knees were wide, but she was bent far
forward with her hands behind her back and thus unable to brace
herself.

“Have you ever been a prostitute?”

“No, sir!”

“You could earn quite a sum of money that
way, you know,” he said.

She felt the leather tip of the thing sliding
along her abdomen as he reached forward, then rubbing at the top of
her sex, against her clitoris.

“You appear to be enjoy the act,” he
said.

He put down the crop and unzipped the
trousers of his dark suit, and Robin gasped despite herself as he
pulled himself out into the light. He was not fully erect, but
already he seemed incredibly long and thick!

He held himself in one hand as he held her
hair in the other. Which was fine with Robin since it left him no
hands free for the little crop! He rubbed the head back and forth
across her cheeks, then, as it hardened and thickened, slid it back
and forth along her lips.

“Open your mouth wide, girl,” he said.

Gulping, moaning, Robin obeyed, and he guided
the head to her mouth, sliding it along her lower lip.

“Push your tongue out. As far as you
can.”

Panting, her heart racing, Robin obeyed, and
felt his soft flesh against her tongue. He rubbed himself against
her tongue, then pushed slowly forward into her mouth. She rolled
her eyes up, then down again, staring at the thick shaft as it slid
forward, feeling the head sliding along her tongue, pushing
deeper.

“Swallow, slave girl,” he said softly.

She gurgled and choked as the head entered
her throat, but Derek had fucked her throat many times, and while
he wasn't as big as Mr. Cutter, he was rougher. The thick head
pushed into her throat and slid deeper as the shaft slowly
disappeared and her view was limited to the pinstriped fabric her
lips were pressed against.

“Very good, slave girl,” he said.

He ground himself against her, but not
harshly, then slowly drew back – about halfway, before stopping,
and sliding fully into her once more. He pumped in and out a couple
of times, then drew completely back and out as Robin gasped and
panted and coughed and gulped in air.

“You said you weren't a sex slave. I think
you are,” he said, rubbing the now-slick head along her lips.

“Tell me you're a sex slave,” he said, his
voice suddenly very firm, if low.

“I-I... but...”

He jerked lightly on her hair and she
gasped.

“Say the words, girl.”

“I-I'm a sex slave!” she gasped.

He jerked on her hair again and she cried
out.

“Sir,” he said.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she moaned.

He pushed himself into her mouth again,
forcing her lips aside, pumping in and out of her mouth before
pushing deep into her throat once more. Again, he buried every last
inch so that Robin's lips were pressed firmly against the fabric of
his suit trousers, and held her there as she moaned and
shuddered.

His other hand came down to gently knead her
breast, then he began to pump slowly in and out.

“You have very fine prospects, girl. I think
you can become quite a good sex slave,” he said.

It was a ridiculous comment, but then the
entire situation Robin found herself in was ridiculous! What was
she to make of these bizarre people and their dark, kinky sexual
desires!? She wasn't a sex slave! The very idea was a silly,
preposterous fantasy!

Of course... it was a dark, kinky, oddly
erotic fantasy...

And as her head pounded from lack of air and
she squirmed helplessly with his cock pumping in her throat, it was
a believable fantasy.

He pulled out and she coughed again, gulping
in air, blinking her eyes rapidly as he gently lowered her torso to
the ottoman. He released her hair and moved behind her, and she
felt his hands caressing her buttocks, but most of her focus was on
breathing.

“Lovely ass,” he said, his fingers gliding
over her skin, then tugging the dildo out of her sex.

She felt his cock against her, then, the head
pushing against her opening, but not going deep. Instead it slid up
and down the line of her sex, rubbing especially across her
clitoris.

“Tell me you're a sex slave, girl,” he
said.

Panting, Robin moaned.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!” she gasped.

“Again,” he ordered.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

His cock was still sliding up and down her
entrance, and Robin found herself waiting more and more anxiously,
wondering what it would feel like, a cock that thick, that
long.

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

“I-I'm a sex slave, sir!”

She moaned as he pushed forward, forcing the
lips of her sex in and then slowly stretching them wide.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

She felt the thick head pushing into the
mouth of her sex, then stretching out her narrow tunnel, pushing
deeper and deeper.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

She felt a rising sense of sexual tension and
pressure as she knelt there. The idea of her being a sex slave
might seem silly, but here she was, all tied up naked and bent over
while an enormous cock pushed into her body!

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

His hands slid over her buttocks, then she
felt a hand grasping her hair and cried out as it jerked her head
up and back. The other hand slid under to knead her breasts.

“Again!”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

He pushed deep, achingly deep, but that ache
sent a wild dark thrill through her body and mind, and Robin moaned
as she felt the head pushing against what must surely be the very
back wall of her sex! Yet it continued to push, to jab at it as he
pumped in and out.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

Maybe she was a sex slave, Robin thought
dazedly, at least for now, in this room! Another dark thrill swept
through her at the thought of her, a sex slave! A sex slave!

To billionaires!

He thrust harder, using longer strokes, the
head punching against the back of her sex until, somehow, it forced
its way deeper, and his hips began to strike her buttocks. There
was another wild rush of heat at that, and Robin felt herself
surrendering to the moment, to the wild, outrageous passion as her
body was stretched and pummeled by the man's huge organ.

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

“Again.”

“I'm a sex slave, sir!”

His hips beat a powerful tattoo against her
upraised buttocks as her scalp ached and stung and his free hand
alternated between kneading her breast and sliding under her hip to
finger her clitoris.

And then the sexual pressure grew enormous,
so that she was panting and gasping, her eyes getting glassy, her
mind drowned in dark passion and heat. She rocked to and fro as his
hips slapped against her and his big cock spiked deep into her
aching, burning sex. And then the orgasm hit and she jerked and
cried out, grinding herself back, sobbing with the overload of heat
and sensation as he picked up the pace and thrust harder.
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“Why would they change your hours all of a
sudden?” Derek demanded.

Robin shrugged helplessly. “It's actually
better this way. Working ten to six will be less tiring.”

Derek scowled. “I won't see as much of you,”
he said.

At first Robin thought that was sweet of him,
but then she realized from his scowl that it wasn't because he
would necessarily miss her but that he'd miss her body. Maybe, she
thought unhappily, he thought of her as a sex slave or sorts
too.

“You spend most of the evening playing video
games with Brad or Cody anyway.”

She was willing to bet Mr. Cutter didn't
waste his time playing video games.

There was a knock at the door and he went to
it, peeked through, then opened it as far as the chain. He spoke
softly to someone, took something from then, and closed the door,
then went past her into the bedroom. He returned with something in
his hand, opened the door, and passed it through before closing the
door again.

“You're selling drugs from here!?” she
demanded. “Are you crazy!?”

He glared at her. “It's fucking raining
out.”

“So!? You promised you wouldn't sell drugs
from the apartment!”

“It's my apartment too, so don't be so
fucking prissy.”

“I don't care! I don't want to be
arrested!”

“You're not going to be fucking arrested, you
dumb cunt,” he snarled.

“If you keep selling – .”

“Just shut the fuck up!” he yelled.

She glowered sulkily and retreated to the
kitchen while he dropped heavily into the chair in front of the
TV.

“I thought you were going to make money house
flipping,” she said.

His expression got angry again and he turned
to glower at her.

“That's a waste of fucking time!” he snarled.
“I don't have a car and it would take fucking forever for me to go
to every fucking place and see which one is worth buying.”

“Well, what are you gonna do?”

“I don't know. I've got a few ideas I need to
talk to people about. You could help out if you weren't such a
fucking prude.”

“I'm not stripping!”

“Why the fuck not!? You're great at it! You
give a great lap dance and you have a perfect fucking body!”

“Because I'm not! Maybe you should get a job
for once!”

That was the wrong thing to say, for it
enraged him. He jumped up and rushed into the kitchen, yelling at
her, then grabbed her by the hair and shoved her face into the sink
– which at the time was filled with soapy water and dirty
dishes.

He jerked her back up again, but only after
keeping her face under water for long, long seconds, and leaving
her gasping for breath.

“If you're not gonna fucking help then keep
your fucking mouth shut!” he yelled, shoving her hard enough she
staggered out of the kitchen, dripping water.

Robin had to take a quick shower, then, and
do her hair. She couldn't show up at work looking like a mess. They
had made that perfectly clear in the interview. When she came out
again, wary, his friend Cody was there and they were playing video
games.

Unfortunately, it looked like he was losing,
which didn't help to improve his mood. She went into the kitchen
and finished doing the dishes.

“Bring me a fucking beer!” he yelled.

She sighed and opened the fridge, then took a
can from the shelf and went out into the living room to hand it to
him. Cody was smirking over something, probably related the video
game.

“You can't even fucking pop it?” he snapped
as he took the can from her.

He popped it himself, which caused some beer
to spurt and fall onto the floor.

Robin hurried back to the kitchen, got a rag,
and came back, dropping to her knees to clean it off.

“While you're down there,” he said, his voice
suddenly changed.

She gasped as he reached down and gripped her
hair, pulling her up across the edge of the sofa between his
legs.

He smirked down at her.

“You ever see a prettier mouth on a girl,
Cody?” he asked.

“Nope. She's got a pretty mouth,” Cody
said.

Derek pulled her face in against her
groin.

“Got something you like here, baby,” he said,
rubbing her face against him.

Cody laughed.

“I-I gotta go to work soon, Derek,” Robin
said, blushing.

“So you can help a guy out before you go,” he
said.

He unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock
out, then jerked on her hair to press her mouth against it.

Robin's face flushed darkly, but she had
little choice. She started to suck on him and he hardened rapidly.
She knew he was doing it both to punish her for telling him to get
a job, and to show off to Cody. She sometimes felt the thing he
liked best about her was that his friends were all impressed he had
such a hot girlfriend.

She moaned as he thickened, and he pulled
down hard, forcing himself deep into her throat.

“She's a pro, is Robin,” she heard him
saying. “She should fucking charge for this.”

“I'd pay,” Cody said as he worked her head up
and down on him.

“Yeah? How much?”

“How much you want?”

“A hundred bucks.”

“For a hundred I should get to fuck her. I
might go fifty for a blow job.”

“Come on. She deep throats.”

“Can I squeeze her tits while she sucks
me?”

Derek laughed and Robin felt his big hand
roughly groping her breasts through her t-shirt.

“Nawh, her tits are just for me. I'd want a
lot more for someone to fuck her. I bet she could make a thousand
bucks a night as a stripper. Shit, she could get ten bucks just for
a lap dance, maybe twenty. No sex involved.”

Fortunately, he came very quickly, and Robin
stumbled back, gasping for breath, grateful he hadn't tried to
force her to give Cody a blow job.

She knew, though, that it wasn't for her
benefit. She was his possession, and he was using her to brag to
Cody about what a big man he was. Letting Cody use her for a few
bucks would rob him of that pleasure.

She went back into the bathroom to fix her
hair, and then left soon after, glad to be away from them. Walking
into the lobby, she realized she felt more comfortable and at home
here than she did at home. Paige wasn't at the desk yet, though. It
was Jennifer and Mr. Tailor.

“Hey,” she said.

“Miss Evans. Mister Tollins said for you to
see him when you arrived,” he said.

She shrugged and went downstairs into the
employee area where some of the staff offices were, and found Mr.
Tollins on the phone. She waited until he'd finished, and he looked
up at her, scowling.

“Mister Cutter has arranged for you to be
reassigned to the penthouse for the next week or so,” he said.
“They're having a lot of social occasions and they want a general
purpose girl there to take coats and pass out drinks and the like.
Mrs. Cutter was impressed with you the last couple of times you
went there so you're it.”

Robin felt as if she'd been struck. She
froze, her heart giving a lurch. Upstairs? Full time? Doing what!?
But what could she say? She could hardly tell him no!

“Y-Yes, sir,” she said.

“Don't bother to put on your uniform. They'll
have some kind of maid outfit for you.”

“But I'm not a maid!” she blurted.

“It's a fifty percent higher salary so don't
complain,” he said.

Fifty percent more!

She got thirteen dollars an hour so that
was... that was like over twenty dollars an hour!

But spending that time around Mrs. Cutter
would be incredibly hard! Even if she did give her multiple
orgasms! The woman was a bitch!

She went back to the elevators and took the
elevator up to the top floor, then knocked timidly at the door.
After a moment, Timothy opened it and she flushed as he looked down
at her.

“Uhm... I was told –.”

“Come in,” he said, stepping back.

She stepped inside warily and he closed the
door behind her.

“I have your uniform, taken from the size you
gave for your hotel uniform.”

“Uhm...”

“Come.”

He led her down the hall towards the master
bedroom, but then stopped in front of another door and opened it.
It proved to be a bedroom, too, if not as large or grand. Still, it
was enormous, and had a huge four poster bed.

There was a bag, and a pair of boxes on the
bed.

“Mrs. Cutter instructed you to dress in the
clothing here,” he said. “When you are done you may come and find
me in the kitchen and I will instruct you on your duties.”

“Uhm.. uh, okay,” she gulped as he left.

She opened the bag warily and found a thong
and black bra. Why would a uniform come with underwear? She opened
the smaller box and found a pair of black high heels. Then opened
the larger box and found a maid's uniform – of sorts.

She looked at it in dismay!

It was very lacy, and very see-through in
parts of the front. Her heart sank and she began to feel her
anxiety rise as she looked at the filmy thing. But again, she
didn't think she had much choice but to at least try it on.

She made sure the door was locked, then
stripped out of everything and donned the thong and bra. At least
they were the right size, though the bra was very lacy and only a
half bra. The maid's outfit was black with a lacy white fringe
along the hem.

It left her arms and shoulders bare, and the
entire front section above the little white apron was of white
lace. That was attached to a black collar that went around her neck
to hold the thing up. The hem was very short in front, and
non-existent in back!

The lower dress folded around her hips like a
pair of curtains, but left her buttocks almost completely bare,
joining together above the small of her back! Robin gaped at
herself in the mirror, wincing as she turned her back to it!

It wasn't so bad in the front but in the
back! Well, it was so bad in the back she could actually think it
wasn't so bad in the front! The hem was so short that even when
standing upright you could easily see her thong covering her
crotch!

She couldn't wear this! Well, she could,
perhaps, around Mrs. Cutter... and Mr. Cutter... but not around
Timothy!

She anguished about it, trying to decide what
to do, for so long that he apparently lost patience and came to see
her.

She jumped at the knock to the door.

“Miss Evans? Is everything all right?” he
asked.

“I.. uhm, no, this is... uh, too small!” she
blurted.

“Unlock the door,” he ordered.

She cringed. But what could she do!?

She hesitantly went to the door and opened
it, blushing hotly as she stood back and he examined her.

“It looks quite acceptable,” he said. “You
have an excellent shape, Miss Evans.”

“But.... it's really... slutty!” she
blurted.

He smiled thinly. “Social and sexual mores
are flexible in our society, you know. They depend on the
interpretation of individuals.”

Robin stared at him.

“It will not be considered a uhm, faux pas to
wear it here,” he said.

“But I can't! I mean... I mean the back is...
Is like naked!”

“I've heard Mrs. Cutter say you had an
excellent bottom,” he said. “So you should have nothing to be
ashamed of. Now, put on your shoes and I'll instruct you.”

“But I can't – !

“Now, Miss Evans,” he growled. “I'm a busy
man.”

And so, helpless, she put on her shoes, and
he motioned her out of the bedroom. She tried to keep her front to
him but he snorted and simply turned her around so he could see the
rear.

“Very nice,” he said as she blushed
hotly.

Well, he'd seen her then, so she supposed it
was pointless to try and hide herself.

But it felt very weird! He led her to a
kitchen that was enormous. It was all gleaming dark wooden cabinets
and miles of granite counters! There were multiple ovens and
refrigerators and a wine closet. He took some time with her in wine
closet to show her where different brands were, then gave her a
tour of the apartment.

It was... astonishing! She'd never seen
anything like it in person, only on television, and the TV hadn't
done it justice! Rooms with walnut paneling, and wooden coffered
ceilings fifteen feet high, enormous glass walls looking out on the
city lights below, acres of marble flooring and thick, rich carpets
more comfortable than her bed at home!

There was a games room with billiard tables,
games tables, old-fashioned pinball machines, dart boards and a
bar, an enormous two level library filled with more books than she
had ever seen in one place, a gleaming gym with every machine that
had ever been invented, and a theater with rows of luxurious
leather chairs facing a big screen.

And a swimming pool. It was huge, and it ran
up against a glass wall and then under it to emerge on something
far too large to be called a mere deck. The pool on the outside was
lit up by lights under the water, and surrounded by plants and even
trees as well as comfortable conversation groups of tables and
chairs.

She'd sort of gotten used to having Timothy
see her bare butt as he led her around, perhaps because he was so
casual about it, neither staring nor commenting after his initial
remarks.

When he led her back inside after she admired
the pool, though, and back to the main room, Mrs. Cutter was there,
and Robin blushed as the woman looked her up and down and
frowned.

“You're missing part of your uniform, idiot,”
she said.

“Uhm... I am? I mean, this is what – .”

“Timothy, take her back and dress her
properly,” Mrs. Cutter growled.

“Yes, Ma'am,” he said.

He took her arm firmly but not roughly, and
led her back up the hall.

“What's missing?” she asked him.

“We shall see.”

“And punish her,” Mrs. Cutter called after
them.

Robin gulped and felt a jolt of anxiety and
embarrassment. What did she mean by that!?

Timothy ignored the words, or seemed to. He
released her arm and led her back to the bedroom, then opened the
door and went inside.

“Here,” he said, as he took two garters from
the box. They were white stretchy lace with little black
ribbons.

“Put these on.”

“I didn't notice them,” she confessed.

She took off her shoes and sat down, blushing
as that left the little hem so high all of her thong was visible.
She slid the lacy white garters up her legs, along her thighs, and
then Timothy showed her something else she hadn't noticed. They
were much like the garters. Lacy white stretch fabric with black
bows.

“For your wrists.”

She slipped them on and stood up
uncertainly.

“That's good,” he said.

He pulled the hard backed chair out of the
desk next to them and swung it around, then sat down as he grasped
her wrist just above the lacy little wristband.

Robin gasped as he pulled her over his
lap.

“Oh! Wait! What are you – !?”

“Mrs. Cutter must be obeyed,” he said.

Her bottom was mostly bare even standing up.
It was certainly completely exposed bent across his lap!

“But – !”

Crack!

“Oh!”

Crack!

“Oh please!”

Crack!

“Oww!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Robin squirmed and kicked her feet wildly as
his hand slapped her bottom repeatedly, but then he set her on her
feet.

“There, that should do it,” he said, standing
up and putting the chair back. “Come.”

He headed back for the door as Robin tried to
get both her physical and emotional balance!

He turned at the door and raised his
eyebrows. “We don't want to keep Mrs. Cutter waiting,” he said.

Breathless, face hot, and more than slightly
disoriented, Robin gulped and hurried past him, rubbing her
stinging red bottom. Then, of course, the fact he was following
behind – staring at her bottom – which he had just spanked –
caused her further dismay.

Timothy indicated she should go to the
kitchen, and there he showed her a panel.

“There are buttons in every room. When your
mistress or master desire something, they will press the button and
you will go to see what they require,” he said calmly.

Master? Mistress!? Robin wanted to tell him
the words were crazy, but given the man had just spanked her
she was reluctant to challenge him!

“Now go and show your outfit to your
mistress.”

Robin left, or perhaps fled his presence. Of
course, that meant she had to be in Mrs. Cutter's, which wasn't a
big improvement.

“Come here, idiot,” she ordered.

Gulping, Robin stepped forward as Mrs. Cutter
looked her over.

“Hmm, better, but it still needs changes. You
probably don't need the bra. Remove it.”

Robin felt a rush of anxiety and
self-consciousness, and looked over her shoulder at the
doorway.

“Now, slave girl!” Mrs. Cutter barked.

I'm not a slave girl, she wanted to say, but
didn't. Instead, blushing, she reached up and undid the black
collar, which lowered the front of the dress. She took a deep
breath to brace herself, then undid her bra and slipped it off
before pulling the front of the dress back up and doing the black
collar around her neck.

The white lace cutout in the middle took up
almost the whole of the dress above the waist but the lace was not
entirely see-through, and her nipples had flowers on them so they
weren't completely visible. The black portion of the dress did
cover almost half her breasts, the outside of them, that was.

“Better.”

She pulled a dildo from the sofa beside her
and held it before her.

“Suck.”

Robin gulped and then dropped to her
knees.

“Hands at your sides, slave girl.”

Robin obeyed, heart beating faster, pulse
racing, as she hesitantly slid her lips over the silicone cock,
then began to slide them down its length, rolling her eyes up at
Mrs. Cutter, who watched her with a disinterested gaze.

She bobbed up and down on the dildo, then
forced herself to go further, taking it into her throat, sliding
her lips all the way down to where Mrs. Cutter's fingers clutched
the base before slowly pulling back off and gulping in air.

“Excellent. Turn and bend over, and spread
your legs.”

Robin felt extremely intimidated by the
woman! At the same time she was also feeling a growing sense of
dark sexuality and sizzling sexual pressure. What she was being
told to do and wear was outrageous but it was almost like the
penthouse was a different world, where different rules applied.

Blushing hotly, she bent over and shifted her
legs apart. She flinched but was not surprised to feel Mrs.
Cutter's fingers against the crotch of the thong. They tugged it
aside to bare her and then her fingers slid up and down before
pushing into her.

Robin was surprised that she was moist and
hot inside, but then again, she'd been feeling a sustained sense of
sexuality and sexual anticipation ever since she'd arrived in the
penthouse. The finger pulled back and the dildo pushed into her,
spreading her, stretching her wide.

She gulped in air, moaning softly as the
dildo twisted and turned and pushed deeper and deeper. It was
thick, but not as long as some of the others Mrs. Cutter had used.
She felt it sliding way up inside her until the woman released it,
with the base just within the tightly clutching lips of her
sex.

Then she felt something else pressing against
her back passage. She groaned as it slowly forced her wider and
wider, then abruptly narrowed, leaving a small flat something
against her outside. It was a butt-plug then, she thought.

The crotch of her thong was pulled back into
place and her bottom slapped.

“Go and get me a glass of wine, slave.”

“Y-Yes, Ma'am!” she gulped, scrambling to her
feet.

“Stop!”

Robin quivered and turned, red-faced.

“That is not how you address your mistress,
slave girl.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” she said awkwardly.

“Good. Go.”

This was so crazy! And now she had to walk
around with this dildo almost sticking out of her! She looked down
once she was out of the living room and then dropped her hand to
the crotch of her black thong. She could see the outline of the
thing pressing against it!

She flushed even more hotly as she entered
the kitchen, trying to keep her thighs close together.

“Mrs. Cutter wants a glass of wine,” she
gulped.

He gazed at her calmly.

“Who?”

“Mrs. Cutter.”

“Who?”

Robin flushed.

“Mistress,” she gulped.

He nodded. And did she say what kind of
wine?”

Robin looked at him helplessly.

He sighed and took her arm, firmly but not
roughly, pushed her against one of the counters, and then brought
his hand up to grip her neck before bending her over.

Robin gasped as her breasts pillowed out
against the counter, and then..

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She gasped and moaned and shuddered as his
hand slapped her bare bottom several times.

“Now go back and ask your mistress what kind
of wine she wants, slave girl,” he said.

Flushed, embarrassed, and anxious,
self-conscious and confused, Robin scurried back to the living
room, where Mrs. Cutter was examining her phone. The woman looked
up in annoyance.

“Uhm, Timothy wants to know what kind of wine
you would like... Mistress,” she asked timidly.

“Do you not think you should have ascertained
that before leaving, idiot?” she demanded.

“I-I'm sorry... Mistress!” she gulped.

“And you will call him Mister James, not
Timothy. Slave girls don't get to use people's first names. Is that
clear, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!”

“Come here.”

Robin stepped forward, then closer, and Mrs.
Cutter reached up and gripped her wrist, then yanked her forward so
that she fell sprawling across her lap!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please what?”

“Please, Mistress!” she cried as the woman's
hand stung her bottom.

“Naughty little girl,” Mrs. Cutter
growled.

Robin felt her fingers against the base of
the dildo and cried out as they pushed hard, trying to jam it
deeper.

Crack! Crack!

“Such a naughty little slave girl.”

The woman tugged the crotch of Robin's thong
aside and gripped the base of the dildo, then began to pump it in
and out, extending her middle and index fingers along the bottom of
the shaft so that as she thrust it in and out those fingers stroked
firmly across Robin's clitoris drawing a wild dark rush of
sensation!

Crack!

“Are you a bad little slave girl?”

Crack!

“Are you?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Robin cried.

This was so kinky, so outrageous, so... so
forbidden and... thrilling!

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a bad little slave girl, Mistress!”
Robin cried helplessly, her insides thrumming with a growing sexual
power.

Crack!

“You certainly are.

Crack!

Robin squealed as the dildo pumped in and out
harder and faster, and then Mrs. Cutter gripped her hair and yanked
it up and back.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” Mrs. Cutter
demanded.

“P-Please fuck me, Mistress!” Robin cried,
heat growing more intense within her.

“Dirty girl. Slutty girl. Beg me to fuck my
little whore slave girl.”

“P-Please fuck your little whore slave girl,
Mistress!” Robin cried, the dildo plunging deeper, her clitoris
throbbing against the woman's fingers.

Then the orgasm swept over her and she
gurgled breathlessly, her body writhing and jerking and twisting on
Mrs. Cutter's lap as the dildo continued to plunge into her aching,
burning sex.
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Robin shuddered as Mrs. Cutter jammed the
dildo all the way into her trembling body, then tugged the thong
back across it and rolled her off her lap.

“Now you can try to make it up to me, slut,”
Mrs. Cutter growled.

Robin yelped as she tumbled off onto the
floor, but the woman had kept hold of her hair, and yanked it
cruelly up to force her to twist around and crawl halfway back into
her lap!

Cutter jammed her face against her sex as she
lifted her skirt.

Robin didn't need any further instructions,
and began to breathlessly lick at once as Cutter combed her fingers
in her hair.

“Such a dirty, nasty, filthy little slave
girl,” Cutter purred. “You obviously need considerable training and
discipline.”

She drew her feet up onto the sofa, spreading
them apart, and twisted Robin's long hair around one fist, jerking
and tugging it.

“Welfare slut,” Cutter sighed. “We'll teach
you how to treat your betters.”

Robin licked frantically, until Mrs. Cutter
slapped her head sharply.

“Is that how you lick? Like a dog? You're a
bitch in heat but you were taught better!”

Robin gasped and slowed her licking, then
alternated it the way Mrs. Robin had showed her before.

“That's better. Nasty little sex slave.”

Robin licked her to orgasm, then was ordered
to go and get her wine. Panting, flushed, she got to her feet and
stumbled back to the kitchen, where Timothy showed no sign he had
the slightest idea what had been going on in the living room. Then
again, given it was up the hall and around the corner, perhaps he
didn't.

“Well, slave girl?”

Robin stared at him helplessly and he looked
back.

“What wine?”

“I-I forgot to ask!” she said meekly.

He rolled his eyes, then took her arm and
bent her over the counter again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

Robin yelped and moaned and gasped and cried
out as the big man's hands slapped her bare bottom repeatedly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” she gasped. “Please, Mister
James!”

He snorted and pulled her upright.

“Go back and ask your mistress.”

“Yes, Mister James!” she gasped, stumbling
away.

She returned to the living room and Mrs
Cutter, who had her skirt down again, looked up in annoyance.

“Well? Where is my wine?”

“You didn't tell me what kind, Mistress!” she
said anxiously.

Mrs. Cutter glared at her, then pointed at
her own lap.

Groaning inwardly, Robin moved forward, and
was yanked across her lap again!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“Stupid little slave girl.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Learn to do as you're instructed.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I dislike open displays of idiocy.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do you understand, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Robin cried, her bottom on
fire now.

Mrs. Cutter dumped her onto the floor, and
Robin rose, panting, to her feet.

“Can I ask... what... kind of wine... you
want... Mistress?” she panted.

“The 79 Rigeau.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She staggered back to the kitchen.

“She wants the 79 Rigeau,” she said when he
looked at her.

He snorted and grabbed her arm, pulling her
to the counter again.

“Oh! But she does!” Robin squealed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“The proper way for a slave to announce her
mistress' wants it thusly,” he said.

Crack!

“My mistress would like a glass of 79 Rigeau,
Mister James.”

Crack!

“Do you understand, slave girl?”

Crack!

“Y-Yes, Mister James!” Robin cried.

He let her up and then looked at her.

“Well?”

“M-My mistress would like a... a glass of 79
Rigeau, please, Mister James!”

“Much better.”

Robin's bottom was now extremely hot,
throbbing and aching. She watched as James went to the wine closet,
until he gestured her over. She hurried over and he showed her
where the Rigeau was, but then brought her to the wine fridge where
white wine was kept chilled and ready, and a bottle of this
particular wine was already open.

Then he got a crystal wine glass from a
nearby cupboard, and a tray from a shelf. He put the glass on the
tray, poured the glass, and then looked at her.

“Take it to your mistress, slave.”

“Y-Yes, Mister James!” she gulped
anxiously.

She picked up the tray and went back to the
living room, then over to Mrs. Cutter, who ignored her. She stood
in place, heart thumping, bottom throbbing, pulse racing, feeling
the thick dildo inside her and a dark, swirling confusion of sexual
heat, hunger and anxiety gripping her mind and body.

“Here's your wine, Mistress,” she finally
said.

Mrs. Cutter looked up at her and Robin
gulped, wondering what she'd done wrong.

“Did you think I didn't see you there,
slave?”

Robin looked at her helplessly.

“You were in a hurry, perhaps? You had
something else you wanted to do?”

“N-No, Mistress!” she gulped.

“Then you will stand there silently until I
say otherwise.”

The woman dropped her eyes to her cell phone
again, then tapped in a message to somebody, read another, then
finally reached up and took the wine glass off the tray. She sipped
it, and set it down on the table beside her.

Robin stood in place uncertainly. What was
she supposed to do now?”

“Go and stand against the wall until I need
you,” Mrs. Cutter said without looking up.

Robin obeyed her, still gripped by a deep
sense of anxiety, wary about what the woman would want of her next,
but also gripped by a dark, confused heat. And then Mr. Cutter
entered the room, accompanied by another man, a stranger!

Robin flushed hotly, squirming as the man
eyed her with considerable interest.

The two came in and sat down across from Mrs.
Cutter.

“Ellen is bringing her newest,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

“Oh joy,” Mr. Cutter said.

“Arthur can't make it but Connor is
coming.”

“Alone?”

Mrs. Cutter made a face.

“Ah, I take it he's bringing Hannah.”

“Unfortunately. How are you, Kyle?”

“Fine. You have a new, er, maid?”

“Sex slave.”

Robin flushed hotly.

“Lucky you.”

“Not so lucky. She's completely untrained.
Silly little idiot.”

“I'm sure you'll put her to rights in no
time,” the man said.

“She has a certain natural skill,” Mr. Cutter
said.

“You mean she has nice tits,” Mrs. Cutter
replied.

“Well, nice everything really. She's quite an
attractive young thing,” the man said.

“Lucky for her since she hasn't got a brain
in her pretty skull.”

Robin wanted to object to that but didn't
dare.

Mrs. Cutter snapped her fingers towards
Robin, who, blushing, stumbled forward.

“Y-Yes.... Mistress?” she gulped, blushing
even more hotly.

“Bring drinks for these gentlemen,
idiot.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!”

She turned her face to Mr. Cutter.

“Uhm, what... would you like... Master?”

She cringed at using the word! It was both
degrading and silly, but it also sent a strange hot rush of
sexuality through her body.

“I'll have a cup of coffee. One sugar, two
milk,” he said.

“A-And you... sir?” Robin gulped at the other
man.

He was certainly in his late thirties,
shorter than Mr. Cutter, and skinnier, with blonde hair, and
wearing an expensive dark blue suit. He smirked at her, but there
was a very clear sense of lust and desire on his face as he
examined her.

“Coffee, tea or me?” he asked with a
smirk.

“If you want her, take her. You know where
the spare room is,” Mrs. Cutter said negligently.

“I thought you'd never ask!” the man said,
getting to his feet.

Robin's stomach gave a lurch as he gripped
her arm and led her to the hallway. What was she supposed to do!?
Whatever he wanted!? But she didn't even know who he was!

Nevertheless he pulled her along, and she was
too flustered to object or even say anything! They went to the
first vacant bedroom, and he led her inside and closed the door
firmly behind before swinging her around and back against a
dresser. He plunged a hand down the front of the little black
thong, and laughed as he discovered the base of the dildo.

“All ready for me, eh?”

He swung her roughly around and bent her over
the low dresser, then slapped her bottom and jerked the thong
down.

“Very nice!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!”

He laughed and slapped her bottom again! It
had faded to a light pink, but was still sore. Now it began to
redden again!

“A man can do whatever he likes to a slave
girl,” he said.

Robin felt the dildo pulled free and then
heard a zipper going down. A moment later something not quite as
thick pushed into her and she gasped as he began to thrust in and
out.

Her mind was swept by confusion and a wild
dark chaotic sense of wonderment. Was she to let anyone who wanted
to just... just fuck her!? Was she going to act like she really was
a slave girl and just let people do anything they wanted!?

The man undid the black collar which held the
front of her dress to her chest, then jerked back on her hair.
Robin cried out, back arching up and back as his other hand roughly
groped her breasts.

“What a beauty you are, little sex slave!” he
growled.

He shoved her down again, pumping into her
rapidly, his hips slapping against her buttocks as he used her. It
didn't take long, and then, giving her bottom a final slap, he
turned and left the room, leaving her gasping and her mind still
swirling.

After a minute she got up, gulping in air as
she pulled the dress back into place. She looked at the dildo,
which he'd left on the dresser and then, staring at it, bent
herself over and slid it back into her throbbing belly. She pulled
the thong back up and awkwardly made her way back to the kitchen to
get a coffee for Mr. Cutter.

Her personality was in flux. Her mind had
been given another hard jolt, and she was trying to come to terms
with what was happening and what and who she was. She wasn't a
slave girl, obviously, and yet... they were treating her like one
here! But what should she do about it?

She should quit, she knew, but that would
mean giving up the twenty dollars an hour and going back to the
cramped little apartment in the Bronx and spending all day there
with Derek. Neither thought appealed to her.

She brought Mr. Cutter his coffee, blushing
again, then timidly asked the other man what he wanted.

“You, naked in my apartment,” he said.

“She's not for sale, Kyle,” Mrs. Cutter
said.

“But you're wasting her. You let her wear
clothes, for example! She should be completely naked!”

“Complete nudity gets boring after a while,”
Mrs. Cutter said. “Have a little sophistication, Kyle.”

“I'm willing to take the risk of
boredom.”

“But I get bored more easily than you.”

“I'll take a Dom perignon, then, slave girl,”
the man said.

Robin went back to the kitchen and gave his
order, then brought it back, self-conscious as all three examined
her.

“Take off the maid outfit, slave girl,” Mrs.
Cutter ordered.

Robin froze and her heart stopped briefly,
but then, her face heating again, she obediently reached up and
back and undid the collar. All three had seen her naked, after all,
and had all had sex with her. Still, she squirmed even more as she
dropped the front of the dress, then reached behind her and undid
the zipper down the back of the skirt.

She slid the maid outfit off, then
hesitated.

“Kneel.”

Heart thumping faster and faster, she knelt
down as the three turned to look at her.

“Legs spread wide. Sit on your heels,
slave.”

Robin felt her chest tighten to the point it
was hard to breath, but she obeyed again.

“Hands behind your neck, interlace your
fingers.”

Again she obeyed, essentially flaunting her
body to the three. Her nipples throbbed hotly and she was
desperately aware of the base of the dildo protruding from inside
her.

“I presume you took that out before fucking
her,” Mrs. Cutter said. “Did you put it back again?”

“No. I suppose she did it,” he replied with a
grin. “I guess she likes having it inside her.”

“Lay on your back, slave, with your feet flat
on the floor and legs apart,” Mrs. Cutter ordered.

Robin obeyed again, her chest fluttering, her
body gripped by an almost suffocating heat.

“Now masturbate with the dildo. We want to
watch your climax.”

Robin thought she'd heard her wrong at first,
and was gripped by a sense of shocked disbelief! Surely she
couldn't be telling her to... surely she shouldn't be expected to –
!

“Now!” Mrs. Cutter barked.

Her fingers trembled as they slid down her
body, found the base of the dildo and then... slowly, as if in a
daze, began to pump it in and out.

“Rub your little clitoris. I can see how
swollen it is, slut.”

Shuddering, Robin obeyed, rubbing her
clitoris as she pumped the thick dildo in and out of her now
dripping wet sex. The sense of unreality settled more strongly
about her as she looked down the line of her naked body, as she
stared at the dildo she was pumping in and out of her sex – while
people she barely knew watched!

It was humiliating, but some part of her
reveled in that humiliation, in the way she was degrading herself.
It was outrageous and so it was darkly thrilling! And this wasn't
like anywhere else. This was a fantasy world of the wealthy, high
above New York, with people completely divorced from her regular
life!

The physical sensations were building in
intensity as her body resonated with the dark, arousal in her mind,
and her chest fluttered as she drove the dildo in faster and
faster, laying her head back and moaning low in her throat as
sexual electricity crackled through her body.

She arched her back, gasping, and arched it
again, crying out helplessly as the sexual heat swept her into a
fever dream of breathless hunger and passion. Doing this was
shocking, and that shock was reflected in the wild, frantic hunger
beating at her!

“She certainly looks in her element,” Mrs.
Cutter said. “A natural slut.”

“You sure you won't sell her?”

“I've only started training her, Kyle.”

The orgasm took Robin and she arched back
again, violently, again and again, crying out as waves of pleasure
rolled over her and through her. She jammed the dildo painfully
deep, wanting the pain, needing it, her fingers stroking wildly
across her swollen clitoris as fire roiled through her.

Her thighs ached as she jerked her legs
wider, her hips bucking up against the dildo and her stroking
fingers, and she lost herself in the wild turmoil of spasming
muscles and crackling nerve endings as her nervous system was
overloaded by the pleasure.

She lay back, chest heaving, staring up at
the ceiling – until Mrs. Cutter appeared over her, scowling down at
her.

Then one of Mrs. Cutter's shoes was pressing
against her mouth. Robin's hands rose, gripping the woman's
ankle.

“No! Bad girl!” Mrs. Cutter barked. “Bad
slave girl! Put your hands back on the floor! At once!”

Moaning, Robin obeyed, her arms dropping to
the floor out to either side as the woman rubbed her foot along her
lips.

“Lick, slave.”

Shuddering, Robin pushed her tongue out,
licking at the bottom of the woman's shoe as it rubbed lightly
along her lips. Then it moved further forward and the heel pushed
into her mouth.

“Suck, slave.”

It wasn't a stiletto, but it was four inches
long. Robin closed her lips around it, sucking and licking as the
woman stood over her, glaring down. Then the heel came free and
Mrs. Cutter turned away with a sneer, going back to sit down.

“Get off the floor, slut. You're in the
way.”

Dazed, Robin sat up, still gulping in air,
Then got shakily to her feet.

A few moments later Timothy showed up.

“Take her to the bedroom and have her wait,”
Mrs. Cutter said.

Timothy nodded his head and grabbed Robin's
upper arm firmly but gently, then pulled her away from the other
three, leading her out of the room and up the hall again.

He brought her into another luxurious
bedroom. This one also had a four poster bed with canopy and
curtains. There was a long box on the bed, and he led her over to
it, then matter of factly opened it and took from it a black
studded collar, turning to place it around her neck.

Robin had her breath mostly back by then, but
was still more than a little shaken at what she'd done, awed at
having done it in front of people and amazed that she'd agreed to
do it. If she would do that, what wouldn't she do, she wondered,
dazedly.

Certainly she made no objection as Timothy
placed the collar around her neck, only starting to get embarrassed
as she realized she was completely naked in front of him.

He pulled off the fabric cuffs, and placed
studded leather ones around her wrists, then had her don thigh high
black leather boots with high, stiletto heels and a leather
G-string. With that done he locked her wrists together behind her
back, then attached a chain to the ring set in the collar, and
placed the other end high up around one of the bedposts at the foot
of the bed, then left without a word.

At first she was relieved at his being gone,
and the blush slowly began to fade from her cheeks, even though her
mind was still spinning at what she'd done.

Sex slave! The idea was ridiculous! But it
was also breathlessly exciting in a dark, kinky, outrageous sort of
way!

She was chained to a bed! And practically
naked! She couldn't sit on the edge of the mattress, either, for
the chain was just too short – just – which left her standing there
in the uncomfortably high stiletto boots waiting for – for whatever
they intended to do to her!

But what!? And who!?

Would it be Mrs. Cutter, or Mr. Cutter? Or
would it be Kyle or... or Timothy!

Her bottom was no longer sore, but she still
remembered the sharp, stinging blows from being spanked by both
Mrs. Cutter and Timothy! And she certainly remembered the
punishments of the other day!

Still, they didn't hurt as much as some of
the times Derek had been angry at her. And they wouldn't likely
leave bruises either.

She shifted her weight from one foot to the
other, looking around the room, imagining what life would be like
to someone who lived in a place like this. It was literally a
different world from life on the ground – down in the Bronx.

Long minutes passed, and then more long
minutes. It was hard to keep track of time. There was no sound in
the room, and no sign of clocks. Her legs got stiff from standing
in the same place. She thought that surely an hour had passed and
still she stood there alone – awaiting the attention of whomever
decided to come and see her.

And then, finally, the door opened, and Mrs.
Cutter came in.

Robin's pulse rate quickened and she felt her
chest tighten as her heart beat faster. A dark tide of heat began
to rise within her, anticipation and anxiety, hunger and fear
swirling and churning as the woman closed the door and walked
across the floor to stand before her.

Robin looked down, face hot.

Then she gasped as the woman seized her hair
behind her neck and jerked her head up.

“Such soft hair,” Mrs. Cutter said.

She kissed her on the lips, a full, firm,
moist kiss that went on and on as her other hand rose and began to
knead one of Robin's breasts. Robin moaned into the woman's mouth,
feeling the tongue sliding across her own. She responded
hesitantly, uncertainty, but then with growing passion as the kiss
continued.

The hand on her breast slid downward, pushing
into the leather G-string, and she gasped as it found her clitoris
and began to stroke it. She felt swollen and hot, and her clitoris
burned as the woman's fingers caressed her.

Then, suddenly, she drew back and slapped
Robin's face.

Robin gasped, thrown against the post.

“Are you my sex slave, slut?” Mrs. Cutter
demanded.

Robin gasped, shocked, then was slapped again
on the other cheek. She was more prepared for this one, but still
gasped.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she cried.

“Say it.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” she exclaimed
anxiously.

Mrs. Cutter smiled. “Dirty girl,” she said,
her voice purring.

She grasped her hair again, yanking it
cruelly up and back so that Robin cried out in pain, her back
arching. She could only see the ceiling above as she felt the
woman's mouth close on the center of her left breast, felt her
teeth biting into the soft flesh, chewing painfully, her tongue
stroking across her nipple as she sucked.

Her other hand pushed down into the G-string
again, rubbing her clitoris and pushing against the base of the
dildo. Then it came free and she released Robin's hair. She
unsnapped the G-string at her hip and it fell away as Mrs. Cutter
gave her a fierce look and dropped to her knees before her.

“Spread your legs, slut!” she ordered.

Gasping, Robin obeyed, and Mrs. Cutter
pressed against the base of the dildo.

“Pay attention to what I'm doing, idiot. I
expect a better performance from you in future.”

She began to lick Robin's clitoris, and dark
surging heat spread up her body as Robin moaned and gasped at the
rising passion and hunger. She laid her head back against the post,
moaning and whimpering, her hips starting to grind against Mrs.
Cutter's sweeping, flicking, lapping tongue and the rhythmic
suction of her full lips.

It took only minutes to bring her to orgasm.
Then it was her turn, as Mrs. Cutter freed the chain from the post,
but used it as a leash. On her knees, Robin licked at Mrs. Cutter's
clitoris in turn, until she too climaxed.

Mrs. Cutter then attached the chain to the
bedpost again, high up, and left, Robin standing and waiting
obediently for more attention.

This is so insane, she thought wildly.

She didn't have to wait as long before the
door opened and Mr. Cutter came in. She gulped as she saw the
riding crop in his hand.

“So,” he said. “You've been a bad girl again,
haven't you, girl?”

Robin gulped anxiously. “Y-Yes, Master!”

“Turn around. Let me see that lovely
bottom.”

Robin turned and felt a jolt of anxiety as he
brought the crop down against her rounded buttocks, but it was a
gentle blow, the crop staying in place, then stroking up and
down.

“Bend forward.”

Robin squirmed her feet back and bent forward
as the crop stroked her buttocks. He undid the clip of the G-string
so it again dropped off her to leave her naked, and the crop pushed
between her thighs, sliding up across the base of the dildo and
across her clitoris.

“Such a naughty sex slave,” Mr. Cutter
said.

Robin felt his fingers sliding along her sex.
The dildo was now flush with her body, its head aching deep inside
her. Then his fingers pulled lightly at the base of the butt-plug,
slowly forcing the thicker bottom out, before pushing so that it
sank back inside. Again he pulled it out, then let it sink back
inside.

Thwick!

The crop snapped across her bottom with
stinging force and Robin cried out, her hips jerking forward.

“No, girl. Do not change position,” he said
sternly, pulling back on her hips.

Whimpering, Robin obeyed.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl?” he
asked.

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

Thwick! Thwick!

“I don't hear you apologizing.”

Thwick!

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!”
Robin exclaimed.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“You don't sound very sincere,” he said.

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!”
Robin cried.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

The little crop snapped across her bottom
with sharp, short little stinging blows! It seemed to have little
weight, but the stings were turning her bottom red and hot!

Thwick!

“You still don't sound –,” Thwick! “ –
very enthusiastic.” Thwick!

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!”
Robin cried louder.

Thwick!

“More passion, girl.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!” she
cried.

Thwick!

“More.”

“I'm sorry for being a bad girl, Master!”
Robin cried.

“Are you?”

Thwick!

“Yes, Master!”

“Are you my slave girl?”

Thwick!

“Yes, Master! I'm your slave girl, Master!”
she gasped.

“Then... this body belongs to me, does it
not?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped as the tip of the
crop slid up and down along the line of her sex.

“Say it.”

“Th-this body belongs to you, Master!”

“And I can do anything I want to it, can't
I.”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

His fingers pried the butt plug up again,
letting it slide out of her body completely this time. And Robin
felt a rush of relief as his cock pushed into her in its place.
That meant, after all, that he was done cropping her bottom!

She moaned as he pushed deeper, spreading her
legs as his hands slid along her hips and pulled them back
more.

“Such a warm, tight little slave girl,” he
sighed, working his big cock deeper and deeper.

“Oh! Ugh!” Robin gasped as she began to ache
inside.

His hands gripped her hair, combing it
together into a tail, then jerked up and back to force her head
back as he thrust faster and harder.

Robin shuddered and moaned, eyes rolling as
she felt the big shaft moving back and forth in her abdomen.

Slave girl! She was a slave girl! How
outrageous!

His hips began to slap against her buttocks
now as he succeeded in burying the entire length of his shaft
inside her quivering belly. Her body shuddered to the blows of his
body as the big cock skewered her, jamming so high she felt sharp
cramps each time it punched against her insides.

But she stood in place, bent over, legs
spread, grunting and gasping and moaning as Mr. Cutter sodomized
her, and the dark heat began to rise once again inside her, as she
felt herself assuming the role of a sex slave – a bound, helpless
naked sex slave!

And then he finished, grunting in pleasure,
releasing her hair.

“How would you like to move into this room,
slave girl?” he asked.

Dazed, Robin stared at him in confusion.

“I think it makes sense to have our sex slave
living her in the penthouse,” he said. “And we certainly have room
to spare. Your training could be accelerated that way, as
well.”

The thought of living there was astounding.
Living in this penthouse!? Like some rich woman!?

“Well?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she gulped.

He smiled and patted her cheek. “Very well.
I'll have Timothy arrange things.”

He left here there staring after him, still
trying to come to terms with what he'd offered. Living here in the
penthouse!

But what about Derek!?

Then she set her jaw. Screw Derek. She was
sick of his attitude and the way he treated her anyway. This was
far more exciting!

When Timothy returned he removed the chain
from her collar, then the collar and restraints. As she was taking
off the boots he returned from the walk-in closet with another box
and set it down. When he opened it Robin saw that it contained four
gold rings and, of all things, a gold butt-plug.

The rings were exactly that, perfectly round
and rounded. One, of course, was much larger, and this went around
her neck. The other four went around her ankles and wrists. There
did not seem to be any openings in them or any way to get them
off.

The butt-plug, of course, went into her
bottom.

“Your master wants your bottom kept ready for
him at all times,” he said. “You will find an enema pack under the
sink in your bathroom. Use it twice a day.”

Robin blushed hotly.

“You have the run of the house while your
master and mistress sleep. If you make a mess you will be punished.
If you move anything out of position or take anything but food or
non-alcoholic drinks you will be punished. I will be back tomorrow
afternoon. Do not open the front door. The alarm will be set.”

He turned and opened the door, then paused
and turned back.

“Oh yes, your salary is doubled from your
maids salary.”

And with that, he left.

Robin, dazed, looked after him.

Doubled? To forty dollars an hour?!

She looked at the metal rings around her
wrists with interest. They were each about as thick as her thumb,
and completely rounded. The only thing marring their smooth surface
were clips, which, she was sure, would allow them to be fastened
together.

She got up uncertainly and looked around. Her
room?!

She inspected it with fresh eyes, going to
the window and looking out at the city, then at the desk with its
computer. She went into the walk-in closet and found it filled with
clothing that fit her – but most of it was not something she'd
willingly wear in public.

The bathroom was enormous, and left her
shaking her head. Then, tentatively, she left the bedroom and
looked around. She spent the next few hours exploring the
penthouse, and even took a lazy dip in the pool, swimming under the
glass wall and out onto the deck.

For long minutes she walked along the rail
outside, completely naked to the world, staring, entranced, at the
city around her. Finally, she went back inside and got something to
eat in the kitchen – making sure to clean everything up behind her,
and returned to her bedroom.

Her bedroom!

She considered her cell phone, then smiled
thinly. She texted Derek, and told him she had been offered a
live-in position, and that they were through. There was nothing at
the apartment she needed anyway, except clothes she'd bought at the
thrift shop or Wal-Mart.

Even if she eliminated the sluttiest clothes
from the closet she still had far more to wear, and far nicer to
wear, than she'd ever had in her life.

She began to try it on, delighting in how she
looked in it, and finally, as the day dawned, closed the blinds and
climbed into her bed.

Her bed!

Life as a sex slave was going to have its
moments of anxiety and pain, but it almost had to be better than
anything else she'd been doing with her life! She was about to find
out!

 


End
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