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 Daddy’s African Vixen

The Interview

“Mr. White is ready to receive you now,
please come in.”

I breathe in and breathe out, very slowly,
trying to calm my nerves.

It doesn’t work.

My fingers tremble and I squeeze the door
knob extra hard to hide it. This is my last chance and I need to
make a good impression on the gentleman behind the door or get
deported back to Congo.

I can feel how Mr. White’s assistant is
literally burrowing a hole in the back of my head with her
irritated gaze and realize that I can’t delay this any longer. I
push and nothing happens. I push even harder and the door doesn’t
budge. I feel the burning flame of panic in my chest.

Is it a mistake?

Is it a prank?

Or is it…

“Pull to open.”

The assistant’s voice reaches my ears a
moment before I realize it myself.

Of course. If pushing doesn’t work, then you
need to pull.

I pull and make a step inside the room. The
door automatically closes behind me and for a moment I am
overwhelmed by the minimalism of the black-and-white interior of
the room. Clean white walls and a couple of columns are in stark
contrast with pitch-black chairs and a huge office table in the
middle of the room. And the whole room in turn is in contrast with
the panorama of the city perfectly visible through the full-height
window. The intricately detailed city landscape looks like a busy
ant colony.

One detail is missing though.

Mr. White.

The owner of the table, this room, this whole
building and thirty percent of rental properties in the city is
nowhere in sight.

“Amara, please take a seat.”

Incredibly deep, slightly raspy and at the
same time somehow velvety voice startles me. And yet my body obeys
immediately. As I walk towards the closest chair, a tall and dark
figure steps from behind the column. I don’t dare to look at him,
but I can’t help but notice the perfectly-tailored dark suit and
the large frame of a former wrestler.

Considering Mr. White’s reputation of a
playboy, I didn’t expect to see a typical out-of-shape middle-aged
white guy, but I admit that the thought that an older white
billionaire can have a body this hot didn’t cross my mind
before.

I dart towards the chair and take a seat,
carefully examining the perfectly clean and pitch-black surface of
the table. Mr. White slowly walks towards the table from his side,
like a proud lion patrolling his territory. And yet he doesn’t sit
in his luxurious office chair but rather walks around the table and
comes closer to me.

My deafening heartbeat goes out of control as
he sits on an ordinary chair right next to me and I catch a whiff
of his perfume. The scent is somehow both light and masculine and I
realize that it probably costs more than I spent on plane tickets
from Congo to America.

We sit next to each other in silence for
several seconds and I still don’t have the courage to meet his
gaze.

“Are you nervous, Amara?”

I feel blood rushing to my face. All my hopes
of holding myself together crumble and I find myself unable to
think about leaving a good impression… so I decide to do something
that not a lot of people do on work interviews.

I decide to give honest answers.

“Yes, Mr. White.”

I don’t see his face, but I can feel his
smile.

“Don’t be. I suppose it is unconventional for
a billionaire CEO to interview a candidate for the position of a
cleaning lady.”

I am nervous for another reason, but it does
indeed seem weird when he puts it that way.

“Firstly, I personally interview all people
that I will see in this office. It is important to be surrounded
with people you like and my first impression of you is most
definitely positive.”

It takes me a whole second to realize that he
just made me a compliment. It takes another second for a smile to
appear on my lips and then I do a mistake.

I look at him.

Now I realize why he has the reputation he
has. I never found white men especially attractive, but Mr. White
is handsome beyond belief. His perfectly masculine cheekbones and
jaw look like they have been cut from stone. He has the eyes of a
hunter and his hair is pitch-black. A slight smirk on his face is
surrounded by a five o’clock shadow and now I just can’t keep
myself from staring deep into his eyes.

“That’s better, Amara.”

He smiles again and I grin like an idiot as
he continues.

“But there is another reason, though. You
see, the job of a cleaner is very underrated. Dirt, dust and
clutter do influence people’s mindsets and it is not a weird idea
of a rich and extravagant neat-freak. There are numerous studies
that show that a clean office increases productivity and even
health. So it is a very important position that I seek to fill with
a person who shares my vision and is very motivated to keep the
gears grinding. I don’t want a person who will robotically do the
bare minimum necessary to get by. Now I need you to help me decide
whether you are motivated or not, Amara.”

His smile is gone and it feels like his gaze
is piercing me through.

I don’t know why, but I like the feeling.

A myriad of thoughts fill my head. What
should I say to convince him? I look into his eyes again and
realize that I just can’t think straight, so… I guess I will have
to tell the truth again.

“If I don’t get this job then I will get
deported back to Congo. War, street violence, slavery. This is my
motivation.”

Seconds pass as Mr. White looks at me without
saying a word, his face an emotionless mask.

“Congratulations, Amara, you are hired.”

I should be happy, but all the tension, all
the worry leave my body and leave me empty inside. I will celebrate
later, for now I just need a good night’s sleep.

“Thank you, Mr. White.”

“Call me Robert.” 

The Work

Exactly one month ago I entered Mr. White’s
office and he hired me. His lawyer helped me to handle all the
paperwork and I guess the firm is happy with my performance because
they prematurely ended the introductory period two weeks ago and
hired me permanently.

I work after office hours and the coworking
area is usually empty by the time my shift begins. But I already
began to recognize different people in the office by the way they
leave their workplace. There is this woman who always has a stack
of health and fitness magazines on display on her table, but her
lower drawer is always full of candy wrappers. There is this guy
who always leaves things on his table perfectly arranged and I
actually take a picture of his table before cleaning it to make
sure I leave everything the way it was after I’m done. There is a
man who has several photos of his wife and kids on the table and
whom I considered a family man until one day I found a card on his
table that was addressed to me, with his number and a promise to
show me a “good time”.

From time to time some of these people leave
the office a bit later than usual and it is always interesting to
see how different they usually look from what I imagine them to
look like.

But there is one person who is always there
when I arrive and when I leave.

Mr. White.

Robert.

The man is a machine. He works all day and
every day and sometimes I see him sitting behind the table as I
pass by his cabinet. I certainly don’t mind though – he still is
the most attractive man I have ever seen and after he saved my life
by hiring me I am somewhat obsessed with my boss. I study for
university entry exams in the mornings and work in the evenings and
right now my sex life consists of two things: the memory of how it
felt to be sitting so close to Robert and a shower head set on
maximum pressure mode.

Sometimes, very rarely, I see Mr. White
sitting behind his table burying his face in his hands. For a
moment the façade of a man of steel cracks and I see a man tired of
this tremendous responsibility and I just want to walk over to him,
wrap my hands around his body and just melt in his flesh… these
days are the worst – it becomes a challenge to finish my shift
because it is very hard to concentrate on work when the only thing
you can think about is getting fucked by your boss.

Today is different. In addition to the two of
us there is also Kendra, Robert’s assistant. It feels like she
didn’t like me the second she saw me, but it doesn’t bother me much
since I barely see her. Today she is sitting behind her desk right
outside the door to Robert’s office and is typing something on her
computer and pretending that I don’t exist.

I begin my usual routine – wiping the dust
off the tables, monitors and chairs, emptying the trash bins and
drawers (seriously, how much candy can one person eat?), picking up
pencils and other small things from the floor. I like warming up
with easy tasks first before getting to the main thing – washing
the floor.

I slowly work my way from the entrance to the
tables closest to Robert’s office and Kendra’s workplace. I
obviously won’t disturb her while she is working, but I figure that
emptying her trash bin shouldn’t be a distraction.

I greet her as I approach and she doesn’t
bother with a reply. I bend over and pull the trash bin from under
the table and suddenly a pencil falls down from the table right
next to Kendra’s office chair.

“Pick that up, will you?”

The pencil is right next to her feet, she
only needs to reach down and pick it up. Maybe I misunderstood?

“I’m sorry?”

“I said pick that pencil up and put it back
on the table. And then go and fetch me some coffee, black, no
sugar.”

Blood rushes to my face as I feel anger
boiling inside of me.

“Kendra, it’s right next to you, why can’t
you pick it up yourself? And why should I bring you coffee?”

Kendra rolls her eyes without looking at me
as she keeps typing something on the keyboard.

“You will bring me coffee to be in my good
graces and you will pick up that pencil because it is your job and
you better do it fast and without talking back if you want to keep
it.”

I feel the disgusting sinking feeling in my
gut as I swallow my pride. She is right. I can’t afford to-

“I don’t recall giving you authority to make
such statements, Kendra. Explain yourself.”

The sternness in Mr. White’s voice made it
sound even sexier. Somehow both me and Kendra were so preoccupied
with our little chat that we didn’t notice Robert standing in the
doorframe.

Kendra immediately stopped typing,
straightened her back and smiled at Robert.

“Mr. White, Robert, the help wasn’t
performing her duties and I just wanted to point out th-”

“First of all, Amara is not “the help”, she
is your colleague. Secondly, you were
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