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 An Extraordinary
Day

I hear the beeping of the robot vacuum
cleaner and turn around. I see the reflections of my body in at
least three of the mirrors that are lining the walls, and I am
pretty sure that there is another one on the ceiling mirror above
me.

This bedroom is definitely not for
sleeping.

It seems like the source of the annoying
sound is under the bed. I walk to the huge and round fuck-o-drome
in the middle of the room that could easily fit five people and my
hands instinctively straighten silk purple sheets. I bend down and
pull out Squirtle, a bedroom cleaner drone. The poor guy has
something stuck in its suction orifice and I switch him off.

I just love these little guys. Mr. Everest’s
manor is huge, and without robot vacuum cleaners in every room
working here all by myself would be hell. But with my personal army
of these little helpers, each of them named after a Pokemon, most
of the time I am just removing dust from the shelves and furniture.
And since they installed air cleaners in every room, there is not a
lot of that either.

I carefully pull out a torn plastic wrapper
from Squirtle’s maw and release the little guy in the wild after
switching it back on.

The rectangular black and gold piece of
plastic turns out to be a condom wrapper. Huge letters XXXL printed
across the front naturally pique my interest. I remember reading
somewhere that most of the “extra-large” condoms are actually of
regular size and are meant for enormous egos rather than enormous
cocks, and my limited personal experience seems to support this
theory. But this particular wrapper, however, is definitely at
least two times bigger than the usual size.

Once again I think to myself that it would be
interesting to finally meet my mysterious employer. Mr. Everest has
multiple properties and businesses all around the world and so far
I have never actually bumped into him, despite him spending the
night in this manor at least three times during the eight months of
my employment here. My sole contact is always his personal
assistant and occasionally I get to exchange a couple of words with
the cook or the driver, but most of the time I am alone in this
huge house…

… and it suits me just fine.

After my mother died I moved out of our
apartment in the ghetto and living here alone allows me to study in
peace; and a pretty good salary means that my mommy’s dream of me
going to college gets closer and closer with each paycheck. And
yes, I am a servant in the house of a rich white guy and my
grandparents, who were Black Panther members in their youth, are
probably spinning in their graves so fast that it causes all these
earthquakes in East Asia.

But hell, I have no bills to pay, I live in
luxury and have my personal army of potentially murderous vacuum
cleaner bots and I am going to college thanks to all this. And I
have never met the guy, so can you actually say that I serve him if
my brown lips never uttered “Yes, Massah” while sheepishly looking
at the floor?

And frankly, sometimes I wonder if he
actually exists. One of the richest men on the planet, but nobody
knows anything about him except his name. And yet, the extra-large
condom wrapper and the fact that my non-disclosure agreement is two
times thicker than my employment contract probably means that
someday I will meet my mysterious employer and be thoroughly
disappointed because he will turn out to be some old fat white guy
who thinks that red Ferrari will get him his long lost youth.

Well, I will have time for fantasies later,
during my traditional masturbation session in the evening (hey, I
am a healthy and fertile black girl who is only nineteen years old,
I am not ashamed of having a high sex drive), but now I need to get
back to work. I put the condom wrapper in my front pocket, check
under the bed for more sexy surprises and, without finding any, get
back to cleaning the mirrored walls.

Naturally, I see my reflection in the mirror
and the contrast between my brown skin and pearl-white uniform is
so aesthetically pleasing that I have a hard time concentrating on
my duties. I still can’t believe that they had my uniform
tailor-made just for me. And the tailor did a splendid job – the
completely white maid dress makes my booty and breasts look bigger
and my waist looks smaller. I think that I would totally do myself
and begin scrubbing the glassy surface with increased zeal.

After I am done, I exit the room and lock my
stuff in the service locker. I walk along the corridors toward my
room while holding an orange microfiber duster in my hand. It is my
most trusted companion both during work and leisure because its
handle fills my tight pussy just right. I obviously wasn’t thinking
about tools for self-pleasuring during the process moving here and
it’s not like I can just walk fifty miles to the city and get
myself a proper vibrator… and I really, really don’t want to order
sex toys to my employer’s address.

I am only several dozen feet away from the
corridor that leads to my room when something catches my eye. It is
just a feeling at first, but then I see a small green led light on
the lock panel of the door leading to Mr. Everest’s cabinet.
According to my employment contract, I am supposed to clean every
room that is open to me, but this particular room is usually closed
and I have never been inside.

Well, a job is a job and I guess that my
pussy can stay hungry for a little while. I decide to look around
first to see what kind of tools I need for cleaning his cabinet and
open the door. I step into a huge room with white painted walls and
a high ceiling. To my right, several tables are lining the wall
with about a dozen monitors placed on them. Above these monitors
are three larger TV screens hanging on the wall and above it all is
a really huge plasma screen with some sort of graph on it. The rest
of the screens are showing texts or tables.

All of it looks like a NASA launch control
room or a lair of a comic book villain. I have never seen anything
quite like it before and decide to take a closer look. I am several
feet away from the tables, whe-

CLANK!

The sound of metal hitting metal was so
sudden that my heart skips a beat. My body instinctively turns
around and I see a squat cage on the other side of the room. And
inside the cage, this huge muscular white man is holding a loaded
barbell on his chest.

His eyes pierce mine and I feel paralyzed for
a moment before he pushes the barbell up.

My eyes follow the movement and I see that
there must be at least two hundred pounds of weights on that
barbell, causing it to bend a little in the middle.

The stranger pauses for a second and then the
barbell returns back to his chest.

I look at his hunter's eyes with a barely
noticeable cobweb of wrinkles around them, his square jaw and black
hair with a sliver of silver.

The barbell goes up and I notice that his
forearms are almost as thick as my neck.

Down.

Now my eyes slide down a bit and I notice
that he is not wearing a shirt and his cannonball shoulders look
like two lumps of sexy flesh.

Up.

His biceps are huge and I see a single vein
running down along them, enlarged by the increased blood flow that
is caused by the exercise.

Down.

My eyes slide a lit bit further down and I
see his wide and developed chest that looks like a shield that can
protect me from anything. I can almost imagine grabbing his pecs as
I rid-

Up.

My eyes don’t follow the barbell anymore as I
am unable to tear them apart from this godlike body.

Down.

Now I look at his abs and Adonis belt,
perfectly chiseled and glistening from sweat. I feel a slight
tingling on the surface of my tongue as it desires to lick and
follow the relief of every muscle on this man’s torso.

Up.

I imagine how good my ebony skin would look
on his and my pussy is on fire already. I always thought that I am
not attracted to white men, but my flaming cunt doesn’t think – it
just knows.

Down.

He is wearing gray sweatpants, but these are
clearly tailored and the fabric looks expensive.

Up.

My eyes want to continue their examination of
his perfect body, but then I see this huge bulge and just can’t
help but openly stare at it. I try to tell myself that it must be
just a fold on his pants, but my pussy… it definitely knows. It
feels like someone has put a strong magnet inside my vagina, that
is now pulling me to this enormous cock hidden behind the thin
fabric of his pants. And then I realize that it is completely
flaccid and I just can’t imagine how big it is when he gets
aroused…

Another loud clank brings me out of the
sexual trance of lust as he brings the barbell down on the safety
hooks. He steps out of the cage and turns towards me.

“Ayah, I presume.”

His voice sounds like thunder. It immediately
fills the room and all the place in my head, pushing out my
thoughts as my eyes feast on his glistening chest going up and down
under his heavy breast.

After several seconds some safety system in
my brain kicks in and I realize how weird I am acting like now.

“Y-, yes, I am, I mean, my name is Ayah. I
work here. Are you Mr. Everest?”

“Please call me Robert.”

Please call me your slut.

“I am so sorry Mr. Everest, I didn’t know
that you are here! I saw the green light an-”

“As I said, please call me Robert. I suppose
I might have forgotten to lock the door. It doesn’t matter. You
have been working here for quite some time and show exemplary
results, so it is only natural for us to get acquainted in person.
It is a pleasure to finally meet you, Ayah.”

The pleasure will be all mine when I will
shove the handle of the duster brush down my cunt while thinking
about your divine body.

“It is nice to meet you too, Mr. Eve-”

“Robert.”

“I am sorry, Mr. Robert.”

He smiles and it makes him look like a
Hollywood star. My boss is still half-naked in front of me and my
heart is beating so fast that I forget to smile back. In fact,
smiling is the last thing that my mouth wants to do right now if
you know what I mean…

He steps even closer and now I can see that
he is so tall that the top of my head barely reaches his chin.
Robert’s massive chest is right in front of me. His masculine and
slightly raspy voice is all around me.

“I apologize for the way I look. You see, I
find that physical exercise helps me to work. When I feel that I
begin to lose concentration, I just do a set and switching from
mental stress to physical stress and back restarts the system and I
can work better. I suppose that you don’t
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