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Chapter One
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Holly’s boss is so rich, she’s buying herself a second house. Over the three years Holly has worked for Miss Tina Parker, her feelings for her boss have grown. Although Miss Parker is twice Holly’s age, Holly can’t get her out of her mind. Miss Parker is everything that Holly wants in a girlfriend. So, when Miss Parker asked Holly to come with her to view the new house, Holly jumped at the idea. To get a chance to be alone with her boss out of the office was way too good a chance to turn down.  

Holly hadn’t been too surprised when Miss Parker had asked whether she would accompany her to view the cottage as she wanted Holly’s opinion. Holly had felt over the last few months that Miss Parker might like her more than just an employee. But maybe Holly was just wishful thinking. 

Despite being in her mid-forties, Holly could see that Miss Parker had kept herself in good shape. Her curvy body always looked amazing under her snug blouses and short skirts, and her long shapely legs seemed to go on forever. Holly had often thought about being between Miss Parkers thighs. Her boss was definitely the sort of woman that she would let fuck her.

But she knew deep down that her wild thoughts were little more than fantasies as Miss Parker was just her boss and really off-limits to Holly. Why would her hot, successful boss be interested in a twenty-two-year-old like Holly. 

As Holly climbed from Miss Parker’s sports car and stared at the ancient-looking cottage, she couldn’t help but wonder if Miss Parker wasn’t trying to put some distance between her and the outside world or why else choose a house that was so remote and so far from town. It didn’t make sense. But no sooner had both Holly and her boss climbed from the car and looked at the stone cottage tucked away behind the low hanging branches of a willow tree; the heavens had opened. Rain came down so fast and hard that it bounced off the car, formed puddles at their feet and plastered their hair and clothes to them.

“C’mon, let’s get inside,” Tina said, fishing the keys to the cottage from her pocket. 

Pulling her jacket tight about her shoulders, Holly stooped forward against the rain as she followed her boss up the overgrown garden path to the cottage. As Miss Parker reached the front door, she heard Holly cry out behind her. Glancing back over her shoulder, she could see that Holly had slipped on the sodden ground and fallen down into the puddles that now covered the pathway.

“Let me help you, Holly,” she said, heading back up the path. 

Towering over Holly, she offered her one hand. Feeling foolish for falling flat on her ass, Holly closed her fingers tight about Miss Parker’s hand as she pulled her back up onto her feet. 

“Look at me,” Holly sighed, her clothes now not only wet through with rain but mud, too. It clung to her jacket, seat of her skirt and streaked the ends of her long blond hair. 

“Let’s get inside and warm up,” Tina said, not letting go of her hand but leading her up the garden path to the front door. 

Miss Parker pushed the front door open on its rusty hinges and ushered Holly inside. They stood and dripped water on the hallway floor as Miss Parker searched for the light switch. The light flickered on at the very same moment a flash of lightning illuminated the windows and the sky overhead rumbled with thunder.

“Looks like the storm is getting worse,” Holly said, beginning to shiver as she stood in her damp and muddy clothes.

“Why don’t you go up to the bathroom and freshen up,” Tina suggested, stepping into a cosy-looking living room. It was a typical cottage, with low ceilings, wooden beams and creaky floorboards.

“But what about our damp clothes?” Holly groaned, following Miss Parker into the room. “I don’t know about you, but I’m soaked through. I don’t fancy sitting in wet clothes on the drive back to town - it took more than an hour to get all the way out here.”

“Why don’t you take a shower and I’ll get a fire going,” Tina suggested, peeling off her wet jacket and heading across the room to the fireplace. “We can dry our clothes before we head back to town.” 

But I’m not going to sit in just my bra and panties until my clothes have dried, Holly was tempted to say.

But before she had the chance to do so and as if being able to read her mind, her boss spoke up and said, “Once I’ve got the fire going, I’ll see if I can’t find a couple of blankets to wrap yourself in and keep warm until your clothes have dried. When I first came to look around this place I noticed that the previous owner had left plenty of stuff behind. I’m sure I saw a box of old blankets – bedding - that sort of thing upstairs in one of the bedrooms.”

“Okay. But I don’t want to put you to any trouble, Miss Parker,” Holly said, still feeling stupid for falling over in the rain. “It was my own fault for falling over.”

“Hey, it really isn’t any bother,” Tina said, shooting her a disarming smile. “I’m sorry for bringing you all the way out here on such a stormy day. And please stop calling me Miss Parker. Call me Tina, it’s not like we’re in the office.” 

“Okay, if you’re sure,” Holly smiled back at her.

Then heading out of the living room, Holly climbed the rickety stairs. She stopped at the first door she came across along the narrow landing. There were only three doors and she opened the first. Holly stepped into a bathroom. It was compact and quite dark and the room was rather chilly. But there was a shower and she reached up and switched it on. To her delight, a stream of water started to flow out. She held her hand beneath the steady stream of water. It felt ice cold at first but slowly started to warm. While she waited for the water to turn hot, she opened a small wooden cabinet and found half a bottle of shower gel and some shampoo.

"This will have to do,” she said, unscrewing the cap on the shower gel. The scent of lavender wafted up her nose and she dipped her hand back beneath the stream of water.

It wasn’t exactly hot but it was warm enough. So, closing the bathroom door behind her, Holly stripped off her wet clothes, removed her underwear then stepped inside the shower. 

As the warm water started to run over her shoulders, between her soft, round breasts, over her stomach and down between her thighs, thoughts of her boss crept into the forefront of her mind again. She hadn’t failed to notice when Tina had taken her jacket off how her damp blouse had clung to her large breasts. But more than that, as she had helped Holly to her feet, she’d noticed how tight Tina had held her hand. This was the first time that she had ever been alone with her boss outside of work. And it wasn’t just the fact that she was now alone with the woman she had secretly crushed over, but they were also miles away from everyone. The only people alive who knew their exact whereabouts where Tina and her. 

So, being so far away from the office with the woman that she secretly desired, even if she was her boss and therefore off-limits, her pussy started to throb. Looking back over her shoulder to make sure that she had closed the bathroom door tight, she slid one hand down her front, then between her thighs. Placing her free hand against the back of the shower wall, Holly leaned forward and spread her legs wide. With her plump, round bottom jutting up into the air, she began to stroke her clit, gently at first, listening out for any sign that her boss might be coming up the stairs in search of those blankets she said she was going to find. But over the sound of the running water beating off her back and shoulders, from below she could hear the sound of logs being thrown into the fireplace.

Confident that she was quite alone upstairs with just her forbidden thoughts and fantasises, Holly pushed one finger between her soapy pink folds and started to rub her clit a little harder and faster. Her swollen clit felt suddenly over sensitive and sparks of pleasure raced throughout
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