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It’s freezing cold and the snow is falling faster now than when me and my boss, Max Smith, left the office an hour ago. The snow is so heavy that we couldn’t fly in my boss’s private jet and had to therefor take the train. The roads look empty from the train window and the rolling fields on either side of us are covered in a thick blanket of snow. The journey is so long that we will have to spend the night sleeping on the train, so my boss has booked a berth for each of us with adjoining doors.

I’m not looking forward to spending a week, miles from home, at an extended business conference with a load of boring people talking about industrial finance, whom I have never even met. But there is no way of getting out of it - I’m employed by Mr. Smith as his P.A. This is my first job since leaving college, and at the age of twenty-two, I know I should feel grateful that I’ve been given an opportunity like this by a billionaire boss like Mr. Smith.

I glance over at Mr. Smith and catch him watching me. He immediately averts his gaze and stares out of the window. I try and hide my smile and my excitement at knowing that he fancies me. Or at least, I think he does. I’m sure my boss has been watching me for some time now and to be honest, I’ve been watching him, too. Since I started work for him a few months back, I’ve had the hots for him, and my pussy has ached every time I’ve been close to him. For a guy in his late forties, he has kept himself ultra-fit. When he’s not running his finance company, he’s always working out in the gym at his mansion or doing laps in the pool. Sometimes when I’m over at his place working, I spy on him from the window as he gets out of the pool, the dark grey, wiry hair that covers his muscular chest and rock-hard stomach clinging wetly to him.

But it’s not the only thing that clings to him when he climbs out of the pool. His swimming shorts cling so tight to the huge bulge at the front that they look like they’ve been sprayed on. Many a night I’ve gone to bed and played with my clit over this hot, mature stud. My vibrator has substituted for my boss’s cock fucking my wet hole. And although it’s made me cum, it’s never going to be as good as the real thing—that huge thing I’ve so often seen packing out the front of his shorts.

I lick my lips as I wonder how big my boss’s cock really is—what it would look like standing hard and free. I can feel my pussy juicing-up as I imagine myself with my legs spread wide and my boss positioned in between them. God, I want him so much. But I’m too shy to make the first move. But Mr. Smith isn’t shy. He’s full of confidence, so why hasn’t he made a play for me yet. Maybe it’s because he sees me as nothing more than his P.A. and someone who is half his age. Maybe he wants someone who is older and more mature and successful, like some wealthy businesswoman. What have I got to offer him? And besides, maybe he considers it forbidden to get involved with me—maybe he thinks it would affect our professional relationship. 

But I don’t care about all of that. I just want my boss to fuck me.

I look around the berth my boss has booked for us. There’s an adjoining door into his berth and I’m hoping either I’ll end up in there with him or he’ll end up in here with me tonight. Either way, I don’t mind, as long as I get some cock.

The train rocks to and fro and my big tits sway and wobble in time. I catch my boss looking at them as they bulge over the low cut fabric of my top. I deliberately stretch so my breasts shove forward, giving Mr. Smith more to look at. My nipples stand out like two bullets, a mix of sexual excitement and the cold. If only my boss would launch himself across the small table between us, rip open my top and suck on my nipples. If only he would yank down my panties and eat me.
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