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Author’s note
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Unlike the BDSM Erotic Stories, this series is pure fantasy. Some of the scenes are possible, other’s are just fun. Safety and aftercare are included in these scenes, but the scenarios can be a bit out there.

Therefore, please keep it safe, sane, and consensual in real life!

Now, without further ado: enjoy this fantasy!
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Chapter One
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I woke up early, feeling more refreshed then I had in a long time. I grinned as I remembered how satisfying yesterday’s actions were. A beep had me jumping out of bed and heading straight for the shower. I didn’t want to be late. 

Allan wanted me to find something sexy to wear? Shit. I didn’t have anything. That’s what living on my meager income had done. My closet was bare, what little I had was on the bed, and the sexiest thing I owned was the pencil skirt and white blouse that I wore the day before. I'd thrown away every item I'd ever worn when I left my ex.

Yesterday's outfit would be it. Makeup, shoes, jacket, and I was on my way to work.

“Greta, get in here, please!” Allan yelled from his office. I hadn't even taken my coat off or put my handbag away.

Opening my coat, I checked my blouse making sure I undid an extra button before I entered his office.

“Go through that door,” he pointed to the left, “and put on the clothes that are lying there, after applying the cream to your entire body.”

I’m not sure what I expected, but to be dismissed wasn’t it. I opened and closed my mouth.

“Something the matter?” With an irritated sigh, he lifted his head to glare at me.

I shook my head and hurried over to the door, my heels clattering on the ceramic floor.

Walking through, it was as if I’d entered an alternative universe. The door closed softly behind me. Inside, dim red light illuminated a room out of my biggest, baddest fantasy. Fantasy being the operative word.

The walls were padded in black leather with a plush red love seat placed in the middle of the room. One wall was decorated with all sorts of sex toys, dresses, cuffs with and without fur, leashes, a multitude of leather whips, dildos and vibrators in various sizes, and butt plugs. 

I didn’t have time to inspect it all too closely since he’d told me to change.

Across the room, a black silk curtain covered the dressing room. I tiptoed closer to a stool sitting in front of a mirror with a makeup table. A long, white dress hung on the wall next to it. There was a huge assortment of eye shadows, pencils, lipsticks, and anything else I might need to go crazy with my inner makeup artist.

A white plastic pot dominated the middle of the table. On the lid were simply instructions: ‘apply all over, inside and out’. Frowning, I tried to figure out what that meant.

Well, with all the sex toys, maybe I had to smear it in my pussy. I certainly wasn’t putting it in my mouth.

Shrugging, I undressed and searched for a place to put my clothes. Underneath the table was a small cupboard, perfect to store my purse, underwear, and clothes.

Checking out my nude body in the oversized mirror, I was quite happy that even though my breasts were large, they didn’t sag. My dark nipples stood at attention with the cool air caressing them. My stomach was flattish with a slight rounding ending in my venus hill. My gaze followed my hand. I grimaced when I noticed how red everything was. Shaving all over the day before had sounded like a good idea yesterday.

I grabbed the cream and started applying it. The silky feeling calmed my sensitive skin. I slathered it all over my body. Shaking my long hair out of the tight professional bun I’d had it in, I let it fall in a wave of blond curls down my back.

A beep followed by Allan's voice, made me jump.

"Greta put on the dress. I'll be with you in a minute. And drink some water, please," the clear sound of his voice made me wonder if he was spying somehow.

When I slipped the seemingly modest dress over my head, I noticed straight away that it wasn't designed to be modest.

A deep V neck in the front came down to my belly button, and the scraps of cloth barely covered my breasts. An elastic kept the waist tight, while the length of the dress flowed with extra fabric. The sides had long peek-a-boo slits in the fabric, barely covering my butt or pussy. No underwear was provided, so I went without.

The door to the office opened and Allan, my boss, strolled in. Inhaling his spicy, masculine scent as he entered, I closed my eyes for a second, enjoying it.

His broad shoulders nicely filled out the black suit he was wearing, and he stalked toward me with the confidence of a tiger about to pounce. I wasn’t short or thin by any standard but I felt petite in his presence, something I relished. He closed and locked the door behind him, making me swallow my now dry throat. Grabbing the bottle of water, I twisted the cap off, and took a large gulp.

“Bend over the love seat, please,” his command rumbled through the room and straight to my clit.

I gladly did as he asked, peering over my shoulder as he approached, his footsteps muffled on the thick carpet.

“Face forward.”

My cheeks flushed as I obeyed.

His large hands caressed my butt as he brushed the silky fabric of the dress aside. Cool air caressed my exposed behind, and I bit back a moan. His thumbs slipped between my butt cheeks and pulled them apart.

“There isn’t enough cream applied here,” he murmured. I hadn't paid much attention to the amount of cream I'd rubbed into my skin.

His hands traveled lower to my pussy, and pushed down on it with the heel of his palm. This time I couldn't stop the moan from escaping.

He chuckled a low rumble. “There’s enough cream here,” he said.

I hid my head in my hands, and groaned.

“Stay here,” he commanded and gave my ass a light smack.

I shivered at the loss of his warmth. Allowing him to control me to this extent, excited and scared me.

When he came back, he opened my crack and applied more cream. The tip of his finger massaged my rosebud and even ventured a tiny bit inside. I groaned when he pushed in further.

“A bit tight here, we’ll have to see about loosening you up later,” he commented.

Next, he applied the cream to my clit, and I nearly jumped out of my skin.

“Sh, it’s okay, just some extra cream.” He caressed my thighs and butt with one hand, relaxing me again. “Stand up and turn around.”

Confused, I did as I was told. He wasn’t going to fuck me? I swallowed my disappointment and faced him.

"Hands behind your back," his graveled voice commanded.

With one finger he caressed the fabric of the dress aside, baring my nipple so he could apply more cream. However this cream wasn't white like the one I used earlier, it was translucent. He repeated the process on the other nipple. Putting the fabric back into place, my nipples poked through the white fabric where the cream or gel had made the white almost see-through.

Grabbing my chin between his thumb and forefinger, he tipped my head back, forcing me to meet his gaze.

“Now, we’re going to go into the next room where I have two very important clients waiting to check out the brand new product,” he said, his voice husky. “There are two products. Remember, you agreed to stay quiet and do what I and the clients request at all times, right?”

I searched his eyes and didn’t see any compassion which worried me. I’d gone this far, and now all I could think about was getting fucked. My skin was aching to be touched, and my clit was painful and rigid. My body was screaming for satisfaction, especially after feeling his hands stroke me. Not to mention, this room brought every fantasy I’d ever had about submission and sex to life.

“Yes, Sir,” I replied without hesitation.

The widening of his eyes pleased me to no end. He stroked my cheek and kissed me hard. I wanted to wrap myself around him but he’d already let go.

“You get one word. Use it only when absolutely sure. This word will not get you fired, it will not get you in trouble. It will only get you sent out of the room for the remainder of the discussions and sales pitch.” His gaze laser focused on mine.

“Apple,” I said loud and clear, understanding perfectly what this was all about.

The room we were currently in and my research over the years, gave me that much of a clue at least of what to expect. I had this strange desire to not have
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