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With My New Boss

Chapter One

The office buzzed with the usual Monday chaos—keyboards clacking, phones ringing, the faint scent of fresh coffee drifting from the break room. I, Dena, stepped through the glass doors of the marketing firm, my heart already racing from nerves. It was my first day as the new junior copywriter, and I clutched my portfolio like a shield. 

That's when I saw her. 

Kendra, my boss, stood at the far end of the open-plan floor, her blonde hair pulled into a sleek ponytail that accentuated the sharp lines of her face. She was mid-conversation with a colleague, but her gaze flicked up and locked onto mine. Those eyes—piercing blue, unyielding—held me in place. 

My breath caught, a flush creeping up my neck. She was everything I'd fantasized about in quiet moments: confident, commanding, the kind of woman who owned every room she entered. I forced a shy smile, my eager eyes dropping to the floor as I hurried to my desk, but the weight of her stare lingered, stirring something deep and unspoken inside me. 

By the end of the day, I'd barely settled in when Kendra appeared at my cubicle. She leaned against the partition, arms crossed over her crisp white blouse, the fabric hugging her curves just enough to make my pulse quicken. 

"Dena, right?" Her voice was low, smooth like velvet over steel, carrying that commanding edge that made my stomach twist. 

I nodded, looking up at her with wide eyes, my brunette waves falling slightly over my shoulder. 

"You've got potential. I can tell. How about drinks after work? Just to chat about your role." 

It wasn't a question; it was an invitation wrapped in authority. My mind raced—workplace rules, professionalism—but the pull of her presence drowned it all out. I wanted this, craved the chance to be near her, to feel that gaze on me again. 

"Yes, I'd love that," I said, my voice coming out breathier than intended, my shy smile betraying the eagerness bubbling inside. 

My heart pounded against my ribs as I grabbed my bag, following her out of the office. The elevator ride down was silent, but the air between us crackled with tension. I stole glances at her profile, the way her lips curved slightly, as if she knew exactly the effect she had. 

Outside, the city lights were flickering on, the cool evening air brushing my skin like a tease. We walked to the bar a block away, a dimly lit spot with leather booths and the murmur of after-work crowds. Kendra chose a corner table, sliding into the seat with effortless grace, her knee brushing mine accidentally—or was it?—as she settled in. 

The waitress brought our drinks—whiskey neat for her, a gin and tonic for me—and Kendra raised her glass, her eyes never leaving mine. 

"To new beginnings," she said, her tone laced with something playful, probing. 

I clinked my glass against hers, the ice clinking softly, and took a sip, the bitterness grounding me even as my nerves hummed. 

"You seem tense, Dena. First days are always rough. Tell me, what drew you to this firm?" 

Her question was casual, but the way she leaned in, her sharp gaze dissecting me, felt like a test. I swallowed, feeling exposed under her attention. 

"I... I admire strong leadership," I admitted, my voice soft, cheeks warming. "And from what I've heard, you're the best at it." 

It was bold for me, flirtatious even, and her laugh was low, appreciative, sending a shiver down my spine. 

She set her glass down, her fingers tracing the rim slowly, deliberately. 

"Flattery will get you everywhere," she murmured, her eyes darkening with intent. 

The booth felt smaller now, her presence overwhelming, dominant in the way she held the space between us. I shifted, my thigh pressing against hers under the table, the contact electric. 

"But I like honesty more. What do you really think of me? Be direct." 

Her words were a command, testing my limits, and I felt the power dynamic shift palpably—she was in control, drawing me out like a puppet on strings. My breath hitched, the romantic tension coiling tight in my chest. I wanted to impress her, to earn that approval, but the hunger beneath it all was real, restrained only by the bar's public gaze. 

"I think you're intoxicating," I whispered, my eager eyes meeting hers for a beat too long, my shy smile turning tentative. 

The admission hung in the air, charged, as she reached across the table, her fingers brushing mine lightly—a subtle seduction that made my skin tingle. 

"Good girl," she replied, her voice dropping lower, the praise hitting me like a wave of warmth. 

We talked more, her questions peeling back my layers, flirting with the edges of workplace boundaries. She teased about late nights at the office, her foot nudging mine playfully under the table, each touch building the unspoken desire. My body responded despite myself—nipples tightening against my bra, an ache low in my belly—but I held back, savoring the rise of tension, the way her dominance made me feel alive, wanted. 

As the night deepened, Kendra's gaze lingered on my lips, her commanding aura wrapping around me like a promise. The bar's hum faded, leaving only the thrum of our connection, hunger simmering just below the surface, waiting for the right moment to ignite. 

Chapter Two

The promise in her gaze made my decision before I even realized it. When Kendra stood, tossing a few bills on the table, I followed without a word, my heart slamming against my chest. 

"Come with me," she said, her voice a low command that brooked no argument. 

We stepped out into the night, the cool air doing nothing to quench the heat building inside me. She led the way back toward the office building, her strides confident, hips swaying just enough to draw my eyes. I trailed behind, nervous steps echoing on the pavement, her presence heavy and commanding right at my back. I could feel her there, like a shadow that owned me, her perfume—something sharp and spicy—wafting back to tease my senses. 

The lobby was empty when we arrived, the security lights casting long shadows. Kendra swiped her keycard, the door beeping open, and she glanced over her shoulder, her blue eyes pinning me in place. 

"Upstairs. My office." 

My mouth went dry, a mix of fear and excitement twisting in my gut. What was I doing? This was my boss, the line between professional and personal blurring fast. But the pull of her dominance drowned out the warnings, my body aching for more of that intoxicating control. 

The elevator ride was torture, the confined space amplifying her nearness. She stood close, her arm brushing mine, and I caught the faint scent of her skin—warm, inviting. My pulse raced, nipples hardening against the thin fabric of my blouse as forbidden thoughts flooded my mind. What if she touched me? What if she didn't? 

By the time we reached her floor, my legs felt unsteady, but I followed her down the dim hallway to her corner office, the door clicking shut behind us with a finality that sent a shiver down my spine. 

The room was all sleek lines and city views, her desk dominating the space like a throne. Kendra turned to face me, flipping on a single lamp that bathed us in soft, golden light. She didn't speak at first, just gazed me over slowly, her eyes tracing my body with teasing intent. Starting from my flushed face, down the curve of my neck, lingering on the swell of my breasts under my shirt, then lower to my hips and legs. 

It felt like she was undressing me without a single touch, peeling away layers of restraint. My breath came shallow, cheeks burning under the weight of her stare. I shifted, pressing my thighs together against the growing ache between them, craving her approval, her command. 

"You've been holding back all night, Dena," she finally said, her voice smooth but edged with authority. 

She stepped closer, closing the distance until I could feel the heat radiating from her body. Her fingers brushed my jaw then, light as a feather but electric, tilting my chin up so I had to meet her eyes. Shivers raced across my skin, goosebumps rising as her touch lingered, thumb grazing the edge of my lower lip. The contact was intimate, possessive, stirring emotions I hadn't dared name—desire, vulnerability, a deep-seated need to submit to her power. 

Before I could respond, she pressed me back, her hand firm on my shoulder, guiding me until my ass hit the edge of her desk. The wood was cool against my skin through my skirt, grounding me even as my world tilted. She loomed over me, her blonde hair catching the light, that commanding presence enveloping me completely. 

"I want to see that honesty you promised," she murmured, her voice dropping low, demanding obedience as she took full control now. Her other hand settled on my waist, fingers splaying possessively, pulling me closer until our bodies nearly touched. The air between us crackled, thick with romantic tension, her dominance wrapping around my nerves like a vice. 

I trembled under her touch, my hands clutching the desk edge for support, body alive with sensation—the firmness of her grip, the warmth of her breath on my neck, the way her eyes devoured me. 

"Kendra, I..." My voice was a whisper, shaky with raw desire, heart pounding so loud I was sure she could hear it. 

Part of me screamed to pull away, to remember the workplace rules, but the larger part—the curious, inexperienced part—craved this. Craved her. The power dynamic thrilled me, her subtle seduction unraveling my shyness, exposing the hunger I'd hidden since that first glance. 

She leaned in, her lips hovering near my ear, the tease of her proximity making my skin prickle. 

"Shh. No more words unless I ask for them." 

Her fingers tightened on my jaw, guiding my head back slightly, exposing my throat. I gasped softly, the vulnerability hitting me hard, emotions swirling—fear of the unknown mixed with an intoxicating rush of want. Her free hand slid up my side, stopping just below my breast, thumb brushing the underside in a way that sent jolts straight to my core. 

Wetness gathered between my legs, my pussy clenching at the unspoken promise, but she held back, drawing out the tension, her control absolute. 

"Tell me you want this," she demanded, her tone low and unyielding, eyes locking onto mine with that sharp intensity. 

The question hung there, laced with flirtation and command, testing how far I'd go. I nodded, words failing me, but my body spoke volumes—arching slightly into her touch, eager eyes pleading. The office felt charged, the city lights twinkling outside like distant witnesses to our forbidden dance. 

Her smile was slow, predatory, as her fingers trailed down my neck, leaving fire in their wake. I was caught, trembling in her grasp, the raw desire building to a fever pitch, wondering what command she'd issue next. 

Chapter Three

Her fingers lingered on my neck, the heat of her skin seeping into mine, making my pulse throb under her touch. I swallowed hard, the nod I'd given her feeling insufficient, but her predatory smile widened, satisfaction flickering in her blue eyes. 

"Good girl," she whispered, the words sending a fresh wave of heat through me, pooling low in my belly. 

My body responded before my mind could catch up, melting under her touch as she captured my hands—firm, unyielding—and guided them to her waist. Her hips were curved and solid under my palms, the fabric of her blouse smooth against my fingers. I gripped her instinctively, the contact grounding me even as my knees weakened, the office air thick with the scent of her perfume and my own rising arousal. 

Kendra's body pressed closer, her breasts brushing against mine through our clothes, nipples hard points that made me gasp. She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear, stirring the fine hairs there and sending shivers racing down my spine. 

"Touch me, Dena," she commanded, her voice a low rumble that vibrated through me. "Show me how much you want this. But only where I say." 

The words ignited something deep inside, a spark of bold need cutting through my shyness. My heart hammered, emotions churning—nervous excitement, the thrill of her dominance wrapping around me like a promise. I was inexperienced, but her control made me feel safe to explore, to let go. 

My fingers trembled as they traced the dip of her waist, sliding up the sides of her ribs, feeling the steady rise and fall of her breathing. She didn't pull away; instead, she arched slightly into my touch, encouraging me with a soft hum that vibrated against my ear. Emboldened, I let my hands roam higher, thumbs brushing the undersides of her breasts, the fullness of them pressing into my palms. 

Her skin was warm through the thin blouse, and I could feel the rapid beat of her heart, mirroring my own. Wetness slicked my thighs, my pussy aching with the need to be closer, but I held back, waiting for her lead. The power dynamic thrilled me—her commanding presence versus my eager submission—building a tension that made every brush of fabric electric. 

"Tighter," she whispered, her lips grazing the shell of my ear, teeth nipping lightly at the lobe. 

The bite sent a jolt straight to my core, making me clench around nothing, a soft whimper escaping my lips. I obeyed, pulling her flush against me, our hips aligning in a way that let me feel the heat radiating from between her legs. Her hand on my jaw tightened, tilting my head back further, exposing more of my throat to her gaze. 

She tested my limits then, her free hand sliding down to grip my thigh, fingers digging in just enough to sting, pushing up the hem of my skirt an inch. 

"Do you like being told what to do?" she asked, her tone laced with flirtation and steel, eyes locking onto mine with that sharp intensity. 

I nodded again, words tangled in my throat, but she wasn't satisfied. 

"Say it," she demanded, her thumb pressing against my lower lip, parting it slightly. 

The vulnerability hit me hard—standing there in her office, skirt hiked, hands on her body, utterly at her mercy. But it fueled the desire, the romantic pull of her seduction making my chest tighten with something deeper than lust. 

"Yes," I breathed, voice shaky but honest. "I like it. I want you to tell me." 

Her laugh was low, approving, and she rewarded me by guiding one of my hands lower, pressing it against the curve of her ass. The firmness there made my breath hitch, fingers squeezing experimentally, tracing the line where her blouse met her slacks. 

She pushed her dominance further, her body pinning me harder against the desk, thigh slipping between mine to press against my aching pussy. The friction was deliberate, grinding just enough to make me moan, the pressure sending sparks through my clit. But she controlled it, pulling back when I bucked forward, denying me more. 

"Not yet," she murmured, breath hot on my neck as she nipped at the skin there, soothing it with her tongue. 

The mix of pain and pleasure left me trembling, emotions swirling—craving her approval, the intimacy of her commands weaving us closer in this forbidden workplace dance. My other hand ventured up, fingers threading into her blonde hair, tugging lightly, testing her reaction. 

She growled softly, liking it, and captured my wrist, pinning it above my head against the desk. 

Our bodies moved in a heated rhythm now, her hips rolling against mine in subtle thrusts that teased without fulfilling. I explored her boldly under her guidance—fingers slipping under her blouse to trace the bare skin of her waist, feeling the taut muscles there, the slight quiver of her response. 

She kept control tight, her hand on my thigh inching higher, brushing the edge of my panties, feeling the dampness there. 

"So wet for me already," she observed, voice husky with satisfaction, her eyes darkening as she watched my face contort with need. 

The flirting in her words, the seduction of her touch, unraveled me further, my shyness giving way to raw hunger. 

I trembled in her grasp, body alive with sensation—the spice of her scent filling my lungs, the taste of her skin lingering on my lips from that brief nip, the sound of our mingled breaths ragged in the quiet office. Emotions flooded me: the fear of crossing lines at work, the intoxicating pull of her power, the deep-seated want to submit and be wanted in return. 

She released my wrist only to trail her fingers down my arm, goosebumps following in their wake, then cupped my breast, thumb circling my nipple through the fabric until it peaked harder. 

"You're doing so well, Dena," she praised, leaning in to capture my lips in a teasing brush—not a full kiss, but enough to make me chase her, desperate for more. 

The dance continued, her dominance pushing me to the edge without letting me fall, our bodies entangled in a web of power and submission that left me utterly captivated. My hands roamed her curves with increasing confidence, squeezing her ass, pulling her closer, but always under her watchful eye. 

The city lights outside blurred, the world narrowing to just us—her commanding whispers, my trembling responses, the building tension coiling tighter. 

What would she demand next? 

The question hung in the air, my body thrumming with anticipation, ready to obey.


Chapter Four

I couldn't hold back any longer. The way Dena trembled under my touch, her eyes wide with that mix of fear and hunger, ignited something primal in me. My hands gripped her hips firmly, and with a swift motion, I pushed her back onto the desk, the wood creaking under her weight. Papers scattered to the floor, but I didn't care—the office was ours now, silent except for our ragged breaths. 

Her skirt rode up her thighs as she landed, exposing the pale skin that made my pulse race. I leaned over her, capturing her lips in a hard crash, my mouth claiming hers with urgent need. 

She tasted sweet, like nervousness and desire blended together, her soft moan vibrating against my tongue as I deepened the kiss, teeth grazing her lower lip. 

Her hands clutched at my shoulders, fingers digging in as if anchoring herself to me, and I felt the emotional pull—the trust she was giving me in this moment of dominance. 

I broke the kiss just enough to whisper against her mouth, 'You're mine tonight, Dena. Let go.' Her nod was frantic, eyes locked on mine, that shy smile flickering before I silenced it again with another kiss, slower this time, savoring the way her body arched toward me. 

My hands slid to her waist, bunching the fabric of her blouse, pulling it free from her skirt. The heat of her skin under my palms sent a thrill through me, her inexperience making every response feel raw and genuine. 

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her skirt, tugging it up higher, exposing the lacy edge of her panties. She gasped into my mouth, hips lifting instinctively, and I pressed my thigh between her legs, feeling the damp warmth through the thin material. 

'So eager,' I murmured, voice low and commanding, my breath hot on her neck as I trailed kisses down her jaw. Emotions swirled in my chest— the power of having her like this, the seduction of breaking through her shyness, building something deeper amid the urgency. 

I slid my hand beneath her panties, fingers brushing the slick folds of her pussy, and she moaned loudly, the sound echoing in the empty office. 

She was soaked, her arousal coating my fingertips as I circled her clit slowly, teasing the sensitive nub until her thighs quivered around my hand. 

'Dena,' I said, my tone laced with affection and control, watching her face contort with pleasure. 

'Tell me you want more.' Her voice came out breathy, broken: 'Please, Kendra... yes.' That plea fueled me, the romantic tension we'd built all evening snapping into raw action. 

I pushed two fingers inside her, feeling her tight walls clench around me, wet and hot. She bucked against my hand, a whimper escaping as I curled my fingers, stroking that spot deep within that made her eyes flutter shut. 

My thumb kept pressure on her clit, rubbing in firm circles, and I leaned down to capture a nipple through her blouse, sucking hard until the fabric dampened and she cried out, her hands fisting in my hair. 

But I needed more—needed to feel her fully. I withdrew my fingers, ignoring her protesting whine, and quickly unbuttoned her blouse, shoving it open to reveal her breasts, nipples peaked and begging for attention. 

I took one into my mouth, tongue laving the hard bud while my hand kneaded the other, pinching just enough to make her gasp. Her skin was flushed, tasting of salt and her faint perfume, and the way she writhed under me stirred my own ache, my pussy throbbing with neglected need. 

'Turn over,' I commanded, pulling back to meet her dazed gaze. She obeyed without hesitation, sliding off the desk to bend over it, ass presented to me, skirt hiked up around her waist. 

The sight of her like that—vulnerable, trusting—tightened something in my chest, a mix of dominance and tenderness. 

I stepped behind her, hands gripping her hips as I ground against her ass, letting her feel my arousal through my slacks. 'Good girl,' I praised, voice husky, and she shivered, pushing back against me. 

I unzipped her skirt, letting it pool at her feet, then tugged her panties down, exposing her completely. Her pussy glistened in the dim office light, and I couldn't resist—dropping to my knees, I spread her cheeks and leaned in, tongue flicking out to taste her. 

She was sweet and musky, her moan turning into a sob as I licked along her slit, sucking her clit into my mouth. 

My hands held her steady, fingers digging into her thighs as she trembled, the power dynamic thrumming between us—me in control, her surrendering fully. 

Standing again, I shed my own clothes quickly, blouse and slacks hitting the floor, my bra following. Naked now, I pressed my body against her back, skin to skin, my breasts flush against her. 

'I want to fuck you,' I whispered in her ear, nipping the lobe, and she nodded, voice muffled against the desk: 'Please... do it.' 

I guided her hand back to touch me, letting her feel how wet I was, her fingers tentative but eager as they brushed my folds. The intimacy of it, her curiosity blooming under my lead, made my heart race. 

Positioning myself, I thrust my hips forward, our pussies sliding together in a slick grind, clits bumping with each roll. But it wasn't enough—I reached into my desk drawer for the strap-on I'd kept hidden for moments like this, buckling it on swiftly. 

The silicone cock was thick, and I coated it with her wetness before pressing the tip against her entrance. 'Breathe,' I soothed, one hand stroking her back as I pushed in slowly, inch by inch, feeling her stretch around it. 

She moaned deeply, the sound raw and emotional, her body yielding to me. Once fully seated, I gripped her waist and began to thrust—hard, hips slamming against her ass, the desk rocking with each impact. 

'Fuck, you feel so good,' I groaned, the harness rubbing my clit with every drive, building my own pleasure. She pushed back, meeting my rhythm, her cries filling the room: 'Kendra... harder... oh god.' 

Emotions poured through me—the thrill of claiming her, the connection deepening with every moan, our bodies locked in this forbidden dance. 

I flipped her onto her back then, needing to see her face, the way her eyes glazed with lust and something softer. Legs wrapped around my waist, I entered her again, fucking deep and steady, my hand between us to rub her clit. 

Her breasts bounced with each thrust, and I leaned down to suck one nipple, teeth grazing as she arched, close to the edge. 

'Come for me,' I demanded, voice rough with my own building release, and she shattered—pussy clenching around the strap, cries echoing as waves of pleasure hit her. 

I followed soon after, grinding hard against the base, orgasm ripping through me with a guttural moan. 

But we weren't done. Panting, I pulled out, helping her sit up, and guided her to the floor, positioning her on her knees. 'Your turn to taste me,' I said, cupping her chin, and she leaned in eagerly, tongue darting out to lick my pussy. 

Her inexperience showed in the tentative laps, but the enthusiasm—the way her eyes looked up at me for approval—made it intoxicating. I threaded fingers through her hair, guiding her, moaning as she sucked my clit, fingers slipping inside me. 

The office air hung heavy with the scent of sex, our bodies slick with sweat, and as another climax built, I wondered how far this night would go, the tension between us far from sated. 

Chapter Five

Her tongue worked with growing confidence, flicking over my clit in eager patterns that sent sparks racing up my spine. I guided her gently, fingers tangled in her dark hair, pulling her closer as the pressure built low in my belly. 

The office floor was cool against my back when I finally eased down, but the heat between us burned brighter. 

Dena's eyes met mine, wide and seeking approval, her lips glistening with my arousal. That vulnerability, mixed with her budding boldness, tugged at something deep inside me—a blend of control and the raw emotion of seeing her open up like this. 

'Just like that,' I murmured, voice husky from the moans I'd been holding back. 

She hummed against me, the vibration pushing me over the edge. My hips bucked, thighs clamping around her head as the orgasm crashed through me, waves of pleasure making my toes curl. 

I cried out her name, the sound echoing softly in the dim room, my body shuddering with release. Dena didn't pull away, lapping softly until I tugged her up, spent and trembling. 

We collapsed together on the office carpet, breathless and tangled, our skin slick with sweat and the remnants of our passion. Her head rested on my chest, rising and falling with my ragged breaths, while I wrapped an arm around her, holding her close. 

The air hung heavy with the musky scent of sex, papers still scattered like confetti from our frenzy, but in this moment, it all faded. 

I savored the intimate aftermath, the way her body molded to mine, soft and warm, her heartbeat syncing with my own slowing pulse. 

Emotions swirled in my chest—the thrill of dominance satisfied, but now shifting to a tender protectiveness, wondering if this was more than just a forbidden release. 

I stroked her hair tenderly, fingers threading through the tousled brunette strands, my touch lighter now, almost reverent. 

'You were incredible, Dena,' I whispered, my voice soft, laced with hints of future desires. 

'This... us... it's just the beginning. I want more nights like this, more of you unraveling under me.' She shivered at my words, nuzzling closer, her cheek pressing against my breast. 

I could feel the rapid thump of her heart, mirroring the mix of excitement and uncertainty in my own. 

She nestled close, her body curling into mine, and I tightened my hold, reluctant to let go. The power dynamic that had driven us lingered, but now it softened into something affectionate, a bridge between boss and employee, dominance and trust. 

Her hand traced lazy circles on my stomach, tentative yet intimate, and I wondered how this forbidden bond would grow. Would we steal more moments in the office, risking everything for these stolen highs? 

Or could it evolve into something deeper, away from the desks and deadlines? 

We exchanged whispered promises, our eyes locking in the low light filtering through the blinds. 'I don't want this to end,' she breathed, her voice shy but earnest, fingers intertwining with mine. 

'Promise me we'll figure it out, Kendra. Whatever comes next.' I leaned in, brushing a soft kiss to her forehead, the tension from earlier shifting to hopeful affection. 'I promise,' I replied, my tone steady, commanding even in vulnerability. 

'We'll navigate this together—secretly, if we must, but I'll make sure you feel wanted, every day.' Her smile was small, genuine, lighting something warm in me amid the lingering ache between my thighs. 

In my mind, thoughts raced ahead: training sessions that blurred into teasing touches, late nights where I'd guide her further into this world of desire, building her confidence while keeping that edge of control she craved. 

But risks loomed—colleagues, rules, the potential fallout if we were caught. Yet, holding her now, it all felt worth it, the romantic pull stronger than caution. 

From her soft sighs, I sensed her own whirlwind: the new hire's crush blooming into reality, heart pounding with questions of sustainability. Could she handle the secrecy, the power imbalance at work? 

Or would this ignite a bolder side, drawing her deeper into my orbit? She lifted her head, eyes searching mine, and I saw the same longing mirrored back—the unspoken 'what's next' hanging between us like a promise. 

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
A First Time Leshian Experience \





OEBPS/image_rsrcBA.jpg





