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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.

 


I’ve never been one of those quiet types. I think
the word “wild” describes my personality type better than anything
else. I have the type of curves that get you cat calls on the
street, and I was never afraid to yell right back. Girl power or
not, I spent a lot of my life in and out of trouble until I shaped
up in college and managed to land a job working for Edward
Grayson

 


Edward Grayson 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 Callie
Granger, a secretary in one of his many holdings. The day I met Mr.
Grayson 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. Grayson 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.

 


Edward Grayson thought I looked good on my
knees.

 


Beyond being richer than God, Edward Grayson 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. Grayson
was around, but that comment just made me wonder if I really was
the only one who wanted Mr. Grayson’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. Grayson when he left.
Too much of a risk.

 


I sat there for two agonizing hours before he walked
past me again. He paused beside my desk. “Up off your knees I see,”
he said, a wry smile crossing his lips. “Pity.”

 


I shivered, his words sending a lightning bolt right
to my clit. He noticed. Mr. Grayson reached into his jacket pocket
and pulled out a card and laid it down on my desk.

 


“I am very good at reading people, Miss Granger. If
I’m reading you correctly, I will see you at that address tomorrow
at 9:00 in the evening.”

 


Before I could reply, Mr. Grayson turned on his
heels and walked out.


 


***

 


I should have been offended at his presumption. I
should have walked down to HR and made a complaint that I was being
propositioned like a hooker in a professional environment. I
probably could have gotten myself a fat settlement check because
the last thing someone of his caliber wants is bad publicity.

 


Instead, I found myself sitting on an ornate leather
sofa that probably cost more than my car in room larger than my
entire apartment. Mr. Grayson had yet to show himself. An older man
who introduced himself as Giles escorted me to the room. This man
was so rich he had live in servants!

 


The minutes ticked by as I waited for him to arrive.
I’d been in a constant state of arousal since I’d seen him
yesterday, and, even though my pussy had been aching for any kind
of touch I had abstained. I wanted the next fingers between my legs
to be Mr. Grayson’s.

 


Finally, after what felt like hours, Mr. Grayson
strode into the room. Clad in a dark-gray suit, he looked very bit
the powerful executive. I couldn't wait to see what was hiding
underneath that dark wool.

 


"Follow me," he said, sharply. Without any further
preamble, he turned around and walked out of the room, leaving me
to follow at his heels.

 


The house was enormous, and he lead me through a
seemingly endless number of hallways before stopping in front of a
heavy oak door. He unlocked it with a thick iron key, the type
you'd see locking up prisoners in an old movie, and a started to
feel nervous. No one knew I was here, and Mr. Grayson was rich
enough that he was very close to being above the law.
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