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Upskirt

 


I snapped the first photo of the day, right
up Mrs. Q’s light-yellow skirt. She was wearing pink panties with a
floral design.

Master had programmed me to sneak up and
take photos and videos up women’s skirts. He’d even provided
criteria for what was attractive in a woman. I was one of those
disc-shaped robots designed to sweep and vacuum floors, albeit a
very advanced model, so I was well-suited to the task. Master had
upgraded all three of my cameras for ultra-high definition and
low-light sensitivity: one was located on the center of my disc,
one on its leading edge, and one on the probe I could stick out to
get into tight places.

Between Master’s instructions and my
artificial intelligence protocols, it was easy pickings.

My second shooting
session of
the day was by the front stairwell. Many residents had discovered
that the service elevator which stopped in the upper lobby was
always faster than the other elevators. A quick dash down twenty
steps didn’t seem to bother them. The early morning sunlight
streaming through the stairs let me capture three black panties,
two white ones, and a pair of sheer pantyhose. Master would be so
pleased!

Then it was off to
the gym. Mrs.
T liked to wear loose-fitting shorts without panties. Her preferred
piece of equipment was an elliptical trainer which had an open
design. Last night I’d left a dust ball right in the center of the
elliptical. This morning I’d struck gold. While scooping up the
dust ball and sending my probe out to search for any more dirt
which I’d ‘missed’ yesterday, I got a perfect shot of Mrs. T’s sex.
She had neatly trimmed brunette curls and pinker than pink pussy
lips. In between her lips was a glistening tease.

But my favorite
target was Mrs. G.
She had long, slender, and very white legs. Even better, she liked
to wear short dresses or miniskirts. Today, I caught her cleaning
out her storage locker. She was wearing a short grey dress with a
floral and bird pattern and frills at the bottom. Underneath she
had a skimpy and almost transparent red thong. As she squirmed to
reach the top shelf, I got perfect shot after perfect
shot!

Suddenly she turned and looked
down. I scurried to search for an errant piece of dirt but she
blocked my route with a foot and stared down right at my central
camera. “What do we have here?” she asked.

I tried to move away, but she
hemmed me in with her other foot. “I asked you a question,”
she said jostling
me. “You can talk, can’t you?”

I remained silent. Master wouldn’t want me
talking to one of his targets.

“Robot, answer me. You know you cannot
disobey a human.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Who programmed you to look up my
skirt?”

“Mister A,” I said. Master—Mister A—was our
building’s custodian, responsible for keeping everything clean,
neat and tidy.

“Don’t tell him I found out what he’s been
up to.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Unless Master
asked me directly, and outside of her presence, I was duty
bound to obey
her instructions. The Laws of Robotics were quite clear.

I started to move
away.

“Come back here,”
she said. “I want to
make sure that he has plenty of photos of me.”

As I stayed still, she moved
into pose after pose. First she pulled her thong over her pussy and bent down
slightly. Her pussy lips and clit were clearly visible beneath the
transparent red material. Then she pulled her thong into the center
of her pussy lips until it all but disappeared. She turned around
and favored me with a view of her slender but pleasantly round bum.
Then she dropped her thong to the floor and squatted so that I
could get a full view of her magnificent sex.

But Mrs. G wasn’t finished yet.
She gently caressed her entire pubic region. Her pussy lips
grew in size
and her clit poked out from beneath its hood. Her fingers spread
her pussy juices until she was glistening all over. Then she
plunged a finger inside and groaned with pleasure. After I’d
recorded a few moments of high-quality video, she coughed and
straightened up.

I took one last shot as Mrs. G bent over to
retrieve her thong, then I beat my retreat. “Not a word!” she
commanded as I rounded the corner leading to the party
rooms.

Later that day, Master
downloaded the photos I’d taken. He murmured “Nice”, “Gorgeous”, “Wonderful”
over and over, but nothing remotely like a question which would
allow me to tell him that Mrs. G had found out what he’d been up
to. We were in the business center; their computers downloaded my
files faster.

Finally he got to the photos of Mrs. G.
“Splendid,” he said. Then he silently raced through them. “She’s
posing for you,” he murmured.

“Did you have a question for me, Master?”
Please—all you have to do is ask!

“What happened?”

Not very specific, but close
enough. “Mrs.
G,” I said. “She caught—”

“I told you not to tell him.” It was Mrs. G,
her voice icy cold. I heard the lock click shut.

“Who? What?” asked Master.

“The who is me
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