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I always thought I was a
strong woman. From the time I was a kid, I ate up all the Girl
Power stereotypes. I thought I was going to be the first woman
president. I never dreamed that I’d be on my knees in the secret
sex room of one of the richest men in the city who just happened to
be a supernatural creature.

 

I’ve never been one of those
waify types. I think the word Rubenesque describes my body type
better than anything else. I have the type of curves that get you
cat calls on the street. Girl power or not, I spent a lot of my
life being ashamed of how I looked. Standing out in front of my
body were large breasts that I convinced myself were DD so I could
still shop in the lingerie shops in the mall instead of spending a
small fortune online.

 

My belly was soft and
fleshy, rather than being the washboard abs of the girls I watched
on TV. My hips were wide and curved and my ass was the type that
inspired rap anthems. I was as far away from the model type as you
could get.

 

David Masters was beyond
rich. He was the kind of rich that could buy and sell people, and
if he really wanted to, he could make them disappear. Me? I’m
nobody. Just plain old Gina Clarkson, a secretary in one of his
many holdings. The day I met Mr. Masters was one of the rainiest
days we’d had in months. Muddy footprints covered the hallway from
uncaring executives, and the last thing my boss wanted was the big
boss seeing the floor filthy. The janitorial staff was busy with a
clogged toilet upstairs, so guess who had the duty of crawling on
her hands and knees with a roll of paper towels and a bottle of
Windex? Me, that’s who.

 

Mr. Masters walked in while
I was crouched on the floor, my skirt riding up my hips as I
scrubbed at a stubborn patch of mud.

 

“You look good on your
knees.”

 

I snapped my head around,
ready to verbally eviscerate whoever was crude enough to make a
remark like that. When I saw who was standing there my reply died
in my throat. “Thank you sir,” I said quietly. “I was just cleaning
up the mud.”

 

“Continue,” he said,
stepping around me without another glance like I was a scullery
maid and he was some kind of medieval lord. The proud part of me
wanted to throw out some comment about me being just as worthy of
attention as he was, but the biggest part of me was focused on how
wet my panties were from what he had said.

 

David Masters thought I
looked good on my knees.

 

Beyond being richer than
God, David Masters was devastatingly sexy, with wavy dark hair with
just a touch of gray at the temples, ice blue eyes, and a body
that, at least judging by how he wore a suit, was pretty damn cut.
I doubted very much that my panties were the only wet ones in the
office when Mr. Masters was around, but that comment just made me
wonder if I really was the only one who wanted Mr. Masters’s cock
down my throat.

 

I spent the rest of the day
sitting at my receptionist desk, crossing and uncrossing my legs
and trying desperately to get some friction against my clit. My
panties were soaking, and I wanted nothing more than to excuse
myself to the bathroom and finger myself in a bathroom stall, but
stepping away from my desk meant I might miss seeing Mr. Masters
when he left. Too much of a risk.
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