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Spanking the Girl Next Door: An Office Discipline Story

by

Flora Banks


Christina

"Ms. Lawson," a calm, husky voice whispers behind me as I sit at my desk. "Can you step inside my office, please?"

An icy shiver runs down the length of my spine, undressing me until I'm left bare. Ms. Lawson. In all the time that I've worked at this insurance company as a lowly secretary, my boss, Mr. Cohen, has never addressed me by my last name.

My innocent heart begins to pound inside my chest. I take a deep breath— then swivel my chair to face him as I smile softly. With his height, I have to crane my neck in order to meet his gaze. His mouth is tightened into a thin line, darkened by his five o'clock shadow.

"Sir?" I ask. Compared to his voice, mine is so quiet that it may as well be carried away by the wind.

"You heard me," he barks before taking his leave. "I'll see you there in five minutes."

My mouth hangs open. I'm utterly speechless. His tone has never been so impatient and strict, not to his employees and certainly not to me. Does that... mean what I think it means?

I shift in my seat, my bruised bottom already awaiting the punishment he must have in store for me. For a brief moment, I lean back in my chair and grin to myself, happy as can be. My boss is going to spank me again.

My boss, my wonderful, clandestine fiancé, is planning to tear my clothes off and spank my ass raw.

It's a working relationship that began the day I interviewed for the position as his personal secretary, although he wouldn't properly discipline me until much later. I was young, naive, and ridiculously under qualified, but there was something that John had saw in me, even after I had spilled the very first coffee cup he asked me to bring him when I tripped in my high heels. He thought that I would be an excellent secretary given the right 'training'. More than eager to be his pet, I agreed.

The work was harder than I thought. Two weeks into the job after failing to remind John of a meeting with an important business client, he brought me into his office, laid me across his desk, and spanked my ass until I could hardly think straight—only for him to them hold me in his arms as he fucked me softly. The punishment always had to match the infraction, according to him, but rewarding me for good behavior was never out of the question. He wanted to teach me how to be the best obedient secretary I could be. Before long, I found myself at his place, half-naked, desperate for him to do more to me than what he could in the relative privacy of his office. After that, It didn't take much longer for him to ask me to marry him. Now, he may have been my boss, but I would've been crazy not to say yes. I needed to be this man's wife—even if he wanted to spank my bare bottom every day for the rest of my life.

Of course, being the naughty little secretary I am, he finds a compelling reason to bring out his paddle each day anyway.

I love that about him.

"Mr. Cohen looks upset with you today, Chrissie," my co-worker Ashley whispers as she lifts her head over her cubicle wall to face me. Nobody in the workspace knows about our relationship, although with how often John spirits me away into his office, there is always a rumor or two floating around.

"Is it about the reports we forgot to file yesterday?" Ash continues with a slight frown. "I hope you're not in trouble because of my screw up..."

I laugh it off as I stand up from my chair and brush off my long grey pencil skirt. John always wants me to wear the shortest skirts imaginable, but I always tell him that I can't—not unless he wants the whole office to see my bruised ass cheeks. I turn to Ashley as I back myself into the corner. Long skirt or short,  I'd rather not take any chances.

"Oh, don't worry about me, Ash," I say, hoping that my smile will help calm her nerves. "I'm sure it'll be fine. J—Mr. Cohen can be a bit much, but it's nothing that I can't handle. Are we still down for coffee after work?"

That seems to brighten Ash's day. "Sure! Thanks for reminding me. Same place as before, right? I'll see you there!"

I give Ashley a thumbs up before stepping away from my cubicle, mentally preparing myself for whatever punishment my 'boss' has in mind for me today. Another round of spanking is likely, as is a rough fucking that would make me smell of him for the rest of the work day. Long ago John had his office soundproofed so the clap of his paddle wouldn't catch the attention of his employees, and I've been a happy wife-to-be ever since. Does he plan to use his paddle today? No, that would be too boring. What about his hands? He has certainly spanked me with just his palm before. No, that can't be it: John is not the kind of man to playfully yell at his secretary and order her into his office without something more. He is too intelligent, too crafty, too devilish. There is a plan up his sleeve, even if I can't see it yet.

I bite my lip once I'm in the hallway, out of eyeshot from my co-workers. Is it possible that I've upset him? I've never been the best secretary, or the best girlfriend, especially when it comes to our finances. Once, he spanked me because I spent too much money on jewelry to show off at work—I wasn't able to sit properly for days afterward. Maybe the same thing has happened here? Somehow, I've wronged him, and now he has to discipline me, even if I don't know why.

My breathing becomes tense. Whatever it is, his anger toward me is unusual, if not a cause for alarm. I need to be on my best behavior when I step into his office. Otherwise, I might not be able to sit down for a whole month!

From the hallway, I walk past another office space full of cubicles before finding myself at Mr. Cohen's door. Through the glass, I can see him jotting down notes at his mahogany desk. That's a good sign. The busier he is, the less likely it is that he has time for me. Before I open the door, I undo the first three buttons on my blouse, then tighten my fishnet stockings by pulling them all the way up my thighs. Finally, I take my curly hair and tie it into a ponytail, making sure that my cleavage cannot be hidden from him. There's not much else I can do short of stripping in the middle of the office, but this will have to do for now. There's no way he's angry with me. I'll just have to hope for the best.

I take a deep breath—then knock on the door twice. "Sir? It's C—Christina," I say, my voice cracking in every possible way. I've never been this nervous before, not in a million years.

I wait for what feels like an eternity before John's voice tickles my ear drum. "Come on in," he says, toneless, yet testy all at once. "Shut the door behind you."

I do as I'm told. Following our routine, I lock the door with the hidden key we keep underneath a potted plant at the top of one of his filing cabinets, then, one by one, shutter all of the blinds. With the outside world no longer a concern, I turn to face him. There's no doubt about it now: the air between us is thick.

"Hello, sir," I say. Even though he is my fiancé, I'm not allowed to address him by name in the office. Here, he is my superior. Here, he is king.

He doesn't respond. He looks to me with his soft brown eyes, as if to strip me naked by presence alone.

I stumble over my words in order to please him. "You asked me to come see you?" I ask. "What's the matter, Mr. Cohen?"

His frown deepens. "You can drop the bullshit now, Christina," he barks. His attention falls to my breasts, only to abruptly rise back up to my eyes. "Did you really think that cleavage will get you out of your punishment? Be honest with me. Did you?"

I smile nervously. I'm not busty by any means, but John has always says that he is madly in love with my body. "I—I didn't know you were about to punish me, sir!" I say, keeping my voice quiet even though nobody outside of these walls can hear. "Please, I really didn't know. What have I done wrong this time?"

John stands up from his desk and makes a short walk to face me. I lower my head in response, only for him to lift up my chin with his finger. His eyes pierce deep into mine. The aroma of his cologne is almost intoxicating.

"You know exactly what you did," he whispers. His hand lets go of my chin, and instead caresses my cheek. "Hand me your uniform. Now."

My eyes grow wide. He's never been so blunt with me before. "Sir?"

His smile is devious as it is serious. "You heard me. Take off your fucking clothes."


John

Like most women, Christina is difficult to discipline. She is obedient, yet independent. Quiet, but also bratty. The more I punish her bare bottom with my paddle, the more she falls helplessly in love with me, while at the same time neglecting to follow the rules and commands I give her. She is impossible to control. Even as she undresses in front of me in the privacy of my sanctuary, I can see the fire in her eyes telling me that she cannot be tamed.

Today, I plan to change that. Today, I plan to make her mine. If she is going to be my wife, then she will have to learn how to finally submit to me like a good, dutiful wife should. A spanking by itself will not achieve that, as much as I enjoy having her on my lap. No, I need to do more.

Humiliating her in front of the office will do. It is about time that my employees learn about our relationship, after all.

I turn to Christina as I check my Rolex for the time. She is naked now, with her secretary uniform neatly folded and placed on top of my desk. There's no doubt that she is an elegant specimen to take in: her curvy, hourglass shape, her petite, suckable breasts, the delicately trimmed patch of brown pubic hair above her needy sex—everything about her is perfect. She is a woman like no other. But her beauty isn't the only aspect I adore about her: her willingness to be good is why I've made it a point to train her. Christina wants to be a submissive, obedient wife. She just needs the proper guidance, the right touch, the correct paddle to punish her soft behind.

"Turn around for me, now," I command, without bothering to look at her. "I want to see my handiwork."

She does exactly as she's told as I take a sip from a piping hot cup of coffee. As expected, her curvy, plump bottom is still bright red from my spankings the night before. If I use my paddle on her again, I'll no doubt leave bruises—but that wouldn't be such a bad thing, now would it? I smile to myself as I stand from my desk and walk to meet her. I tap her shoulder, letting her spin back around.

Christina looks up to me, patient, yet desperate for my attention all the same.

"You..." she begins, waiting to see if I will chastise her for speaking without permission. She's allowed to speak freely in our relationship, of course, but when she is submissive all of her agency falls to me. It's a good quality to have in a wife. If only she was this obedient all of the time.

I cross my arms—then nod, granting her the right to finish her sentence. I make note of her goosebumped skin as the air conditioner raises tiny hairs all over her body. Her nipples are erect, and wetness already stains her thighs. She enjoys these inspections far more than she'd ever be willing to admit, doesn't she?

"You still haven't told me what I've done wrong, sir," Christina asks, playfully biting down on her lower lip. "I will accept whatever punishment you think is best for me... but don't I deserve a right to know how I've upset you?"

"You do," I answer simply. Readying myself for spanking her, I roll my sleeves up, revealing my muscular forearms. "A wife should come to understand her husband's mood, so she can better prepare herself to treat him well in the future. Still, it won't change your punishment. You can't talk your way out of this, Christina."

My fiancée's cheeks redden. "I understand, sir," she says. "Do you want me to present myself for you while you tell me?"

I raise my eyebrows. She really wants to impress me today. "Yes, do that," I say with a hint of a smile.

Christina places her hands on her head, then spreads her legs as far as they can go, exposing her shaven pussy lips to the cool air. There's not a hair on her body except for what's on her head. She couldn't be more vulnerable if she tried.

I think to myself for a moment as I watch her hold the pose like a nude model or a marble sculpture. She's doing well. It wouldn't be fair to withhold the reason for her punishment now. I look at her, then sigh.

"You confided about us," I say, my voice tense. "Our relationship is supposed to be a secret, Christina, but you've made sneaky comments to just about everyone in the office. People are talking, and not just my employees. Some of our business partners have been wondering why I've been so flirtatious with my secretary. Do you understand why that might be a problem?"

Christina shivers, and not because of the air conditioner tickling her exposed skin. "I didn't mean to, sir!" she blurts out, admitting the truth without another thought. "I'd never jeopardize our relationship. I was just being..."

"Chatty?" I butted in, with my arms crossed.

"...A little, sir," Christina says with her eyes to the floor.

I step away from her to retrieve one of the many paddles I have hidden in a drawer inside my desk. I test the wood by hitting it against the palm of my hand. Even a light swing is enough to draw pain. I grin to myself, satisfied. This one will do.

"What did you say to them?" I ask. At this point, no more words need to be exchanged for Christina to place herself at the end of my desk. She knows what position to take, when to prop up her ass, how to stay silent even as I spank her again and again. All that matters now is clarification.

I notice Christina choose her words carefully as she lowers her chest onto the smooth mahogany wood. I particularly love her ass in this pose: her soft, petite thighs allow a picturesque view of her sweet pussy lips, especially as they spread farther apart.

"I didn't say anything specific..." Christina murmurs as I gently caress her bare bottom with my paddle's surface. An adorable moan escapes her lips from the sensation. It's perhaps a small wonder that she can enjoy such small amounts of pleasure knowing how much pain is about to come.

"Continue," I say, paddle against her ass cheeks, the first of many spankings ready to be dealt. I notice wetness begin to trail down her inner thigh. Christina is so predictable, isn't she?

"I just told them that I had a new boyfriend!" she says. "I was only—"

Smack!

If she planned to say more, then her voice was lost in the sound of her ass being hit hard. I watch in silence as the weight of her body shakes my desk, knocking loose papers to the floor. What a good obedient wife she'll be.

"Speak up, I can't hear you," I say with a cocky grin. "What the fuck did you say about us?"

"Sir..." Christina whispers in a sultry tone, a bright red blush on her face almost the same color as what's on her ass. "I was only saying—"

Whack!

Christina prepares herself for this hit by gritting her teeth, but it's no use: my second swing causes her ass cheeks to bounce up and down from the impact. I take a step back and take in my handiwork from afar. Two measly swings and a tear is already running down my fiancée's face. A secretary of mine can't run around with ruined mascara, can she?

"Now say thank you," I command. "I could've spanked you much, much fucking harder."

"...Thank you, sir," Christina whispers as she readjusts herself, doing her best to keep her ass propped up for my enjoyment. We both know I can't spank her again without risking the office hearing us, which is making her cocky and unruly. This time, however, I want them to hear.

Another spanking lights the fire in Christina's disobedient eyes. "Sir!" she yells.

"Shut the fuck up and stay still."

Spank!

"That's what you get for being such an unruly whore."

Whack!

"How many times am I going to have to spank you before you fucking learn?"

Smack!

The desk is shoved forward as Christina's legs lose all of their strength. I reach forward and grab her by the waist, keeping her from falling. She must think I've gone mad: soundproofed or not, my office cannot contain the sound of a dozen spankings if someone happens to walk past the door. But when she catches the devious look across my face, the realization hits her. She knows I don't care at all if she gloats about our relationship to her co-workers. The 'reason' for this punishment is a complete farce.

But that won't stop me from punishing her, and training her, and having her submit to me in every possible way—even if I have to spank her in front of an audience to do it.

"You're... going to tell them, aren't you? You—you're not going to spank me out there, are you?" she asks, blushing harder than she ever has before.

"Well, It's about time, don't you think?" I ask, laughing.

"You're evil."

"I know. I love you, too."

"Is this how you plan to punish me, sir?" Christina asks. "By humiliating me?"

"With your consent, of course," I say, rubbing her ass with my palm. She shudders, her skin more than sensitive after uncountable spankings. I don't neglect the rest of her body: I bring her closer and massage her breasts, teasing her hardened nipples with my fingertips until moans grace my ear.

"Mmm..." Christina whispers. She kisses my cheek as I brush against her. "Absolutely. Do I have to do it naked, though? As fun as flashing the entire office sounds... it would be unbecoming of a secretary of my stature, don't you think?"

I think on it for a moment, then smile. "Go ahead, get dressed," I say, "But I still won't go easy on you."


Christina

My ass still stings as I fit my skirt around my waist. I turn to John, an uneasy blush across my face. "Are you sure you want to do this, sir?" I ask, not without concern. "The whole office would see us. It wouldn't be very subtle."

Normally, questioning my dominant in such a manner would warrant more spankings, but since he plans to spank me anyway, I allow my inner brattiness to have fun for a spell. If he plans to humiliate me, his secretary, in front of all of my co-workers, then I should have at least some say in the matter, shouldn't I?

Maybe not, judging by the confident grin John has on his face, more confident than I've ever seen him before. There must be something I don't know yet. Has he been planning this stunt? It would certainly make sense if he had: there's no way he could punishment me in the office proper without some kind of preparation beforehand. There would be complaints to HR, for one thing, on a level much worse than a little flirting between a boss and his secretary would cause.

John looks to me, his arrogant expression difficult to read. "That's good enough," he says, making note of my disheveled outfit. I'm not even half dressed, with only my skirt, fishnet stockings, and high heels properly fitted on me. The rest of my clothes may as well be in the trash. I didn't put my panties on—knowing him, I would just be taking them right off.

But does he seriously expect me to walk into the middle of the office with my bare tits out?

"Sir, I—"

"I said it's good enough," he repeats as he moves toward the windows of his office and parts the blinds. I step to the side, trying to follow where he's looking. My eyes grow wide. The office isn't empty, per se, but most of the employees are nowhere to be seen. I dart my attention to the clock on the wall. It's lunch time. What a sneaky bastard! His whole plan was to distract me long enough for the office to clear out so the real fun could begin.

I turn to face him, but he grabs my arm and brings me to the door before I can utter a word. "We don't have much time. If we're going to do this, we'll have to do it now."

"People will see us!" I yell. My voice echoes far past the door, setting off alarms for anyone in earshot. My heartbeat accelerates until I fear it might jump out of my chest.  "Sir, please, this is too much! A rough spanking is one thing, but doing it there..."

John only laughs as he shoves the door wide open. "Your concern is noted. If you talk out of line again, I'll spank you harder. Now, move."

I do as I'm told, without shielding my breasts. Fortunately, the office is quiet at this hour, with only a few key stragglers left behind besides the janitorial team. I bite my lip as heads turn first in the direction of John—then at me. My milky white skin is impossible to mistake for clothing. I'm naked. I'm so, so naked.

"All of you can keep working," John, or rather Mr. Cohen considering the audience, announces. "Christina has been on my nerves for far too long, so she is going to be punished at her desk for anyone who wishes to watch."

I stare at him, eyes wide, my nervous heart having stopped dead. "You're just cutting straight to the point, aren't you, sir!" I ask. Oh, God. I can't look at them. I can't bear to see what some of my co-workers are thinking at this very moment.

"We only have ten minutes," he says, his hand gripping my arm, dragging me to who knows where. My petite breasts bounce up and down as I'm led back to my desk, the place he thinks it'll be the most embarrassing to spank me, humiliate me, tease me as much as he can. A dumb-founded Ashley stares at me in silence as I wave to her. I try to think of something to say, but the blush on my face answers all that she needs to know: I'm being punished right now. This is my punishment, for her and everyone else in the office to enjoy.

Before too long I find myself against my desk, bare ass propped up and exposed, my skirt pushed all the way up my waist until all it covers is my belly button. I hear John test his paddle by striking it against his palm—as if he hasn't tested it for the past hour on my body. I close my eyes and allow my legs to spread, presenting my ass cheeks for him. I've never felt so exposed before, or so obedient.

Everything he asks me to do, I do it without question. Has he finally trained me to be completely submissive to him? Has he finally succeeded where other men couldn't?

If he has, then he has all the right to spank me here, at his secretary's desk, with all the force he can muster.

"Spank me, sir," I beg. Not because I want him to go easy on me—because I want him to hit me hard.

Slap!

The paddle collides with my ass, thrusting me forward and shaking the cubicle as if an earthquake was rumbling underneath us. All the air is sucked from my lungs. Fuck. Fuck!

John only laughs at another spanking graces my bare bottom. "You asked for it," he says. He doesn't give me the chance to respond: his paddle hits me again, and again, and again until I'm paralyzed. My legs grow limp. All I can focus on is the stinging sensation emanating from my poor, abused ass cheeks.

"Thank you, sir..." I whisper. I can't raise my head to look at him, so instead my I speak into my desk. I can only imagine what Ashley is thinking about in this moment...

I don't have long to think. Something is caressing my ass, and it's not John's paddle. It's thick, meaty... no, he can't seriously think—

John slides into my desperate sex, without so much as a word, taking advantage of the wetness dripping down my thighs. My mouth hangs open as his cock fills me. "Fuck, fuck! John! What are you—Ooohhhhh fuck."

No more words. Instead moans escape my lips, louder and louder until my voice is aching with pleasure. John grabs my ponytail and tugs it, as if to punish me one final time with pain. I smile anyway, biting my lip, happy to be fucked without a single care in the world.

"Cum inside me," I beg. This time, he has all the reason to follow my lead. "Cum inside your naughty little secretary!"

John groans, his cock pulsing and throbbing inside me, already moments away from orgasm. I press my ass against his waist, teasing his shaft by locking him in place. My ass cheeks sting from rubbing against him, but a small amount of pain is well worth the explosive orgasm that'll fill my womb.

John lets out another moan. He can see exactly what I'm doing. "Fuck, you're dirty, aren't you? Fine," he says, gripping my waist, pulling me closer to him. He pounds me, smacking my ass with every thrust. My breasts hang under the table as I hold myself up with my arms alone. Sweat beads down my forehead, dripping down to the carpet floor.

"Fuck... this is so dirty..." I whisper. In this position, I can't see who is watching us, much less discern what they might be saying. But I'm not stupid: they must think I'm such a dirty whore, allowing myself to be spanked and fucked by my boss like this, right at my desk. My boss, my fiancé, my husband-to-be.

Fuck.

Our orgasms hit each other like battering rams. Hot ropes of cum fill my sex as my pussy convulses and throbs, knocking us both to the floor as my sweaty hands slip from my desk. I take a deep breath, then another, each time failing to get all the air I need into my lungs. Fuck...

"...Wow," I hear Ashley say just behind us. "That was... something."

"Ashley, don't you have work to be doing?" John says as I hear him adjust his belt. He never took his clothes off, so all he needs to do for him to be presentable is to dab the sweat from his face. Unlike his half-naked, cum-soaked secretary.

"I do," Ashley says with a giggle. "But this is a lot more interesting. You two are just lucky that everyone is on their lunch break down the street."

I smile lazily. "I wouldn't say I'm lucky. I did just get punished."

With that, I turn to John. "Did I do good, sir? Was this everything you wanted?"

My boss can only laugh. "You did good, Christina," he says. "Maybe next time, you'll keep workplace gossip to yourself!"

THE END
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After co-ed Emily ruins the house she's sitting by hosting a party for her college friends, the homeowner, Michael, decides that a bare-bottomed spanking is in order. Emily is eager to submit: bent over his knee and stripped naked, a strict case of domestic discipline is exactly what she needs to learn her lesson in this erotic BDSM short story.
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