

There were cries of pain coming from the interior office. Nancy looked down at her notes and tried to ignore the wails of anguish. 


“Arrrgggg”


That last sound was more like a frustrated growl but it was hard to tell, nobody in the office looked toward the interior office.


“Owwwww”


Nancy knew for sure she heard that. She clearly heard someone in pain. She tensed up, waiting to hear the sound again when the air conditioning clicked on. The loud hum filled the whole building, all sixteen stories. That was typical for these ancient buildings in New York. It seemed like these old buildings kept passing all the safety inspections year after year some how. Nancy was just glad she never got trapped in the old ass elevator.


She strained in her uncomfortable seat, pensive and worried that she would hear another loud smack or a wail from the office where her boss resided. The air conditioner thankfully drowned everything out, the dull buzzing casting a blanket of sound over the whole office.


Nancy didn’t even know how she ended up working here. She was always nervous she was going to be the one to be called into the office to get paddled. It was supposed to be a good job; at least that is what she thought at first.


She had graduated from NYMU with over sixty thousand dollars in debt and no plan. With a degree in fashion, it wasn’t like many businesses were beating down her door to hire her. Nancy didn’t feel like she could really go for anything other than fashion. Most things just didn’t interest her. She was terrible at math which made it impossible to do any sort of accounting or insurance. The medical field was just icky to be honest and she was terribly shy which ruled out any sales.


In the end, she ended up with her arrow pointed directly at fashion. The fancy dresses, the excitement of the runway, it was just so glamorous.


The sound in the air conditioning vents died down and the office was silent again save for one employee in the back scribbling out notes on a yellow legal pad. It must be the show notes for the fashion week event that was coming up. This was going to be the biggest week of the year and Nancy was having trouble focusing.


A loud smack could be heard from the office. It was so clear this time Nancy could tell it was the sound of flesh slapping up against flesh. It wasn’t in any sort of rhythm yet so that meant they weren’t fucking. They were still on the foreplay and Mr. Woodward liked his foreplay rough.


Nancy sighed as the sea of numbers and letters on her yellow legal pad swam around on the page. She was dead tired from the long hours leading up to fashion week. Honestly, they could all use a break right now but Mr. Woodward was driving them with a proverbial whip. His real whip…well, that came out on Saturdays.


She got up from her desk and trudged across the office in her calfskin boots. One of the perks of the job was that she was always in the latest fashions. She never paid a dime for any of it. Today it was calfskin boots and black leggings under a tartan skirt and a cable knit sweater. The white sweater came in handy to block out some of the bitter cold winter that swirled and howled outside. Plus, the cream color went well with her long chestnut hair and fair complexion.


As she stalked toward the break room, she paused next to the solid wooden door that lead inside the interior office. What was going on in there right now? Nancy had some idea, but her imagination and curiosity still got the better of her.


She pressed her ear up against the cold wood, straining to hear what was going on inside. There was shuffling and then she heard a deep, booming voice, commanding in every sense of the word. That had to be her boss, Mr. Woodward.


“Have you had enough punishment for today Samantha?”


“Yes sir. You punished me enough.”


TWACK!


The hard snap of leather could be heard clearly through even the thick wooden door. Nancy cringed, and pulled back. It was difficult to imagine being struck with such a stinging blow.


“You don’t get to decide when you have been punished enough. That is why you are the submissive and I am the dominant one in our little relationship. Did you already forget how all of this works? Should I remind you again with the belt?


The sound of leather snapping against itself could be heard clear as day now. Nancy felt her palms beginning to sweat. She was nervous and she wasn’t even the girl in the room being slapped around with a leather belt! She looked down the hallway at the rows of cubicles. Everyone was pretending they didn’t hear a thing. It was eerie how well they could pretend they didn’t care about the situation.  


Nancy braced herself against the door, her hand on the door handle. She was going to barge in and put an end to this. This wasn’t right.


She began to turn the handle when she heard something that stopped her in her tracks.


“Remind me again Daddy why you are the boss. I think my little tushy forgot and I need to be punished.”


Was that Samantha talking to Mr. Woodward? Why was she trying to sound like a little girl? She never talked that way with Nancy. She ran the whole accounting division for the fashion magazine. If people knew she was like this with Mr. Woodward…


The deep and commanding voice returned.


“You need to be punished again Samantha. You obviously didn’t remember our lesson did you? Bend back over the desk. I want you looking dead ahead for this next punishment. No squirming around. I wouldn’t want to accidentally bruise those amazing legs you are sporting.”


There was a long drawn out silence and then Nancy could wood creaking like a weight was being shifted onto the wooden tabletop. Nancy bit her lip, wanting to hear more but scared that she would get caught. If Mr. Woodward knew that she was out here listening to him spank Samantha from accounting, she might end up being the next one to bend over for him and take a couple whacks across the ass. 


Strangely, the idea of being caught turned her on. She thought about the stern look she would get from her boss and the possible punishments that he could give her. Suddenly, the idea of being caught in the act by both of them didn’t seem so bad. In fact, the taboo nature of the whole thing was getting her wet.


Nancy pressed the side of her face up against the wood door again, straining to hear every gasp and every grunt. She didn’t have to wait long before another blow landed solidly on Samantha.


Samantha yelped, her spank a bit too much for her to handle.


“Are you ok baby?” asked Mr. Woodward. “Want me to rub it and make it all better?”


Nancy held her breath, silently nodding to herself. Yes, rub it for her. Make her feel good after she has been so bad. 


Samantha started moaning so loud, Nancy was sure that everyone in the office could hear it now. 


“Take it up your cunt. Take my fingers right up that whore cunt Samantha. Good girl. Now lick your own pussy juice up like its apple juice. You are such a good whore for me. I am never going to get another whore like you.”


Nancy shifted in the hallway as her panties got even more damp. This was so hot to listen to in person. The back and forth between the two of them was like something you would hear on a 1-900 number. If she listened very hard, she could hear wet sucking sounds as his fingers went in and out of his employee. Nancy wondered what it would feel like if she was the one spread out over the desk, fingers slipping deep inside her, spreading her puffy pussy lips out and filling her up.


Samantha was breathing hard now, that was obvious. She was probably about to come. Nancy’s suspicions were confirmed when Samantha began to cry out over and over again as her orgasm spread through her whole body. Nancy had never wanted to be in that interior office like she wanted to today.


“You got off whore now I want you to get me off.”


The voice was loud, authoritative. When Mr. Woodward spoke, he commanded respect and attention. Nancy found her hand had slid between her clenched legs and was slowly rubbing herself through her skirt. The urge to begin masturbating was just too much to handle as she began to stroke her hand over her clit with her clothes still in place.


“That’s right whore. On your knees like you are my servants. Don’t suck my cock yet. Kiss the feet first. Show me you really want this cock. Pretend like it can give you everything you ever wanted.”


Nancy heard a few strange sounds and assumed that was Samantha kissing his feet. Mr. Woodward was really degrading her, but Samantha seemed to not have a problem with that. If anything, she liked the degradation.


“Suck my toes bitch and make sure you don’t touch my shoes. That pair is a weeks salary for you slut.”


The unmistakable sound of sucking could be heard clearly through the door. She was doing it. Samantha was sucking on his toes right now, getting him warmed up before she popped his dick in her waiting mouth.


“That’s it bitch. Get up off my feet. You don’t even suck that well whore. You better do a much better job with my dick in your mouth or you are going to have to find yourself a new job.”


Nancy raised an eyebrow. Would Mr. Woodward really fire her? Was this all just part of the roleplay?


Either way, the threat intensified the situation even more. The idea of him using his power to pressure an employee into light BDSM got Nancy really hot. She wanted to be in the room right now, a big cock staring her in the eyes, about to fit down her pretty throat.


The sucking sounds in the room got louder and louder and that in turn had Nancy rubbing her hand between her legs even faster. She was getting close to finally coming. The taboo nature of listening to her boss fuck an employee was just too much to handle without getting herself off. She had to have that release before she could go back to work.


That was when Nancy heard the most shocking thing that day.


“You don’t deserve my cum slut. Get back to work. You can have it tonight only if you beg me.”


Nancy still had a puzzled expression on her face when the door to her employer’s office flew open. She fell inside, her weight pressing the door inward and slamming it against the wall. Nancy was now sprawled out on the floor, her hair in disarray and her skirt bunched up around her waist. Her wet panties were exposed for both her boss and Samantha now. 


She looked up at Mr. Woodward with shame written all over her face.


“I seem to have slipped. Sorry sir,” she said, looking at the carpeted floor.


Mr. Woodward just smiled at her, his hands on his hips.


“Nancy, it would appear we have a bit of an issue now, wouldn’t you say?”


She shook her head, still not daring to look at her boss.


“I don’t know what you are talking about. I slipped in the hall and the door came open when I fell into it.”


The smile on Mr. Woodward’s face didn’t leave him.


“Nancy, I was the one that opened the door. You don’t have to make up stories. I just finished my meeting with Samantha and I will see her out now.”


He ushered Samantha out, gesturing toward the printer in the center of the office.


“If you can get that looked at immediately, I would be so happy Samantha. It was giving me trouble last night and I had no idea how to fix it. I couldn’t print off a single report.”


Samantha moved back into the office to join the rest of the staff while Nancy tried to pull her skirt back down to cover her wet panties. She probably looked so stupid right now.


Nancy started to get up as her boss extended down his hand to her. She took it, feeling his power and strength and he dragged her to her feet. This man had some power. Nancy noted that he had both of his sleeves rolled up to reveal thick, tan arms, rigid veins running through his forearms to show he spent several hours in the gym each day. She was impressed.


“Sir, I am so sorry about what happened. It won’t happen again, I can promise that.”


“I am sure you can,” he responded with a brief frown. “Did you happen to hear any of the meeting I was having with Samantha?”


Nancy shook her head. “No sir. Nothing. I didn’t hear any of the meeting.”


He laughed giving her upper arm a squeeze.


“You are a really bad liar Nancy. I am going to deal with this later. For the time being, I have plenty of reports that need to be printed.”


She swallowed hard. What did he mean he would deal with her later? Was she going to get fired over this? There was no way to decipher what he had said so she just slowly shuffled out of his office and into the break room. She needed a double cup of coffee to deal with this today.


When she poured her coffee, she thought about what just happened. It was obvious he knew she had been listening to his taboo sex acts in the office, but how would he respond? He couldn’t reprimand her. That would be too obvious and force him to admit what he was doing on company time.


Nancy mulled the situation over for a few minutes and decided that nothing could really come from the whole situation. She wouldn’t be listening at his door any longer however. The whole thing was just so awkward.


With pep in her step from the coffee, she maneuvered quickly through the blocks of cubicles back into her seat. Nothing seemed out of place as her coworkers all around her flipped through fashion magazines and set up appointments with designers. Nancy wondered how they weren’t the least bit curious about the spanking that Samantha just loudly received in the office. Why were they all pretending like it never happened?


Nancy quickly got her answer.


She jumped as her boss brought down a rolled up fashion magazine and smacked it across her desk. The loud sound got her pulse moving quickly and her breathing shallow even though it was just a stupid magazine he had rapped against her workspace.


He towered over her right now as she sat there looking up at him with naïve eyes.


“Can I help you sir?”


“Nancy, I was wondering if you could help me understand something that you wrote in this latest issue. You were working on the piece that dealt with the new line we are debuting in China right?”


“Of course sir. I got the assignment from Rebecca.”


He frowned, pausing for just a second before he really began to verbally jab her.


“I wouldn’t even write my name on this article. This article would be better served at the bottom of my birdcage at my apartment. How much research did you put into this piece?”


His question hung fat and heavy in the air as the whole office turned to stare at the one sided confrontation. Nobody had ever seen Mr. Woodward this angry before. It was not like him to try and humiliate people in front of the whole office.


Nancy began to stumble over her own words like they were barriers at a track meet. 


“Sir, I can promise you that I researched that article for easily two hours before I had it sent for print. I wouldn’t let you down like that.”


He shook his head and raised his hand in the air to cut her off.


“I know you didn’t research this article Nancy. The whole thing was riddled with errors that you should have caught. The line debuts on the sixth. You have it here in print coming out on the twenty-ninth. You misspelled about fifteen different Chinese fashion terms and cities and then of course we have the part where you listed the language of China as Chinese. They have two distinct dialects! You can’t just say everyone in China speaks Chinese. I thought everybody knew this!”


Nancy sank down in her seat, hoping it would swallow her up so that she didn’t have to look at the faces all around her. He was totally right. She hadn’t researched the article on China enough.


“Come with me to my office,” he said sternly. He used the rolled up magazine to point toward the interior office. “I want you to cancel any appointments you have for the rest of the day. We are going to figure how you can make up for this trash we went to print with.”


“Sir, I don’t have obligations for the rest of the afternoon.”


“Excellent, get your ass in there then. The rest of you, get back to work!”


Everyone pretended they didn’t hear the insults that had just been thrown her way and kept their heads down as she marched toward the office now. Nancy was positive she was going to be fired at this point.


The door to the office was slammed behind her with a thunderous crash. Mr. Woodward was pissed and he wanted her to know it.


“Do you know why I called you in here Nancy?”


“You want to fire me because I know all about the affair you are having with Samantha in accounting.”


“That is incorrect.”


He gestured with the rolled up magazine, pointing at his desk. Nancy went to sit at the chair that was opposite his and he swatted at her backside. She clutched her ass, looking behind her with a hurt look. What was he thinking calling her in here? Did he just want to humiliate her before she was fired? He looked like a twisted bastard so he would probably get off on that.


“Nancy, I never told you to sit. I gestured toward the desk. You did a terrible job on this China article. You have to learn your lesson somehow. I am going to administer your discipline and then you are free to go. Only if you fight me on this will I have you fired for insubordination.”


Glumly, she approached the desk and just stood there, a blank look on her face as she stared out the window outside.


“Nancy,” he said, his voice annoying in her ears. “Bend over the desk. You are even more stupid than I thought.”


Nancy was puzzled. Why did he want her bent over the desk here? With the objective of keeping her job, she quickly did as she was commanded, bending over the desk, keeping her hands out in front of her to keep her steady.


Her boss approached, his heavy footsteps so loud in her ears now. She felt a strong hand rubbing over her backside, sculpting her rear, feeling her up. She didn’t say a word. Nancy knew what she did was wrong and secretly, this was the result she wanted. She wanted to get caught by him snooping into his sex life. A part of her wanted this to happen.


His fingers closed on the hem of her skirt and pulled up roughly, exposing her already wet panties. One of his fingers traced up the line that separated her two pussy lips, lodging part of her underwear in the crack of her sweet cunt.


“Nancy, I already know that you wanted me to catch you. It was very obvious. Why did you do it? What made you want this discipline?”


“I have been attracted to you since I started here sir. I didn’t know how to say what I wanted.”


“Tell me what you want now?”


“I want you to hurt me and then make me feel good.”


A hard whack shot through her whole body, the blow solid against her ass. She felt it again, POP, even harder than before and she winced. Whack! Another crack at her ass sent vibrations through her whole body. Her pussy was leaking like a sieve now, her body responding to the erotic fondling followed by the pain. Thwack! Another slap against her ass.


Mr. Woodward was slapping her ass with his rolled up magazine, a symbol of sorts when it came to her shortcomings. She didn’t say a word as he beat her backside bright red with his magazine, the magazine she had let him down with due to her poor research.


The blows continued for a minute straight until he tired of watching her ass turn red. Her backside stung, but she knew better than to see if he was done. She needed her punishment and talking back would just result in something more severe. She had to be a good girl right now if he was going to give her treats later.


“I can tell this is not your first time around BDSM Nancy. An amateur would have winced, would have cried out. You did neither.”


“We are in a crowded office sir. I have to maintain my…respect in the office.”


“What did you say whore? Get up off that desk and go stare at the blank wall.”


Nancy scurried over to the wall, her skirt falling back in place as she moved as fast as she could.


“You want respect in the office? You earn respect Nancy. You earn it by doing good work. Instead, you disrespected my office.”


She continued to stare at the wall, her pussy leaking even more now, hot juices running down her thighs as she looked at the blank wall in front of her. She deserved all of this.


“You need to learn some discipline for the first time in your young life. You will follow my orders to the letter and then, and only then, will you receive any sort of pleasure from this. You are here for my pleasure.”


She felt the touch of cold metal against her lower back and heard the sound of scissors. He was cutting her cable knit sweater right off her body while she wearing it! This sweater was her favorite! She got it for free while on a fashion shoot.


As he continued to cut through the thick fabric, it finally fell away to reveal her black bra. He now instructed her to lean over and press her breasts together with her upper arms. She did as she was instructed, creating cleavage between her two round breasts.


He licked her cheek and growled into her ear as he put his cellphone between her cleavage.


“I just inserted my phone in what you call your cleavage. Your tits are so small and pathetic they can barely be called cleavage. If you move at all and my phone falls, the price of my phone is coming out of your paycheck. You will kiss eight hundred dollars goodbye.”


Nancy nodded to show that she understood.


He grabbed her lower jaw and shouted at her now.


“Speak. Tell me you understand.”


“I understand sir.”


“Very good slut,” he said, this time quietly so the office couldn’t hear what he was saying in here.


“Now it is my time to have some fun with you.”


The unmistakable sound of a vibrator whirring could be heard clearly behind her as she continued to bend over and stare at the wall. Her panties were pushed to the side as something was slowly inserted inside of her. While this was happening, she could hear her boss stroking his dick now, the wet sounds of flesh rubbing against flesh.


Her dripping cunt took the vibrator with ease, her own natural lubrication more than enough to let it slip deep inside her. The vibrations began to fill her cunt, the epicenter of all of her pleasure. 


Mr. Woodward was breathing hard as he twisted the vibrator around in her cunt, getting himself off as he lorded his power over her. It turned him on to know that she couldn’t really give into the feelings spreading through her cunt, otherwise, she would let the phone fall to the floor and cause it to shatter.


“Do you like a fake dick inside you whore?” he breathed into her ear.


She nodded, trying to keep control of herself but her body was betraying her. Her thighs began to quiver and quake. 


“Would you rather have something else inside of you slut?”


“Yes sir.”


“Tell me what you want cock holster.”


“Your cock instead.”


“Good choice.” He pulled the vibrator out of her and gave her a hard slap on the ass. The blow pushed her whole body forward but she was able to maintain her stance and keep the phone from falling. She couldn’t believe she just asked for his dick, but if she had to feel that vibrator for even thirty more seconds, she would have reached orgasm and the phone would have fallen.


She could hear his belt hit the ground as his pants fully came off now. He was already hard so it didn’t take long for him to line up his dripping cock head with her wanton slit.


Nancy was shaking in anticipation, silently willing him to stick it in and ride her hard like a man would take a prostitute after a sexual drought. She grunted as his body pressed against her from behind. He was fully inside her now and she could feel his warmth all over her body, pressing against her, consuming her and enveloping her body in his.


He began to touch her cunt from behind and she almost exploded in an orgasm. It was hard, but she managed to control herself. It had been so long since she had been fucked and each touch was like lightning running through her soul.


The hand that wasn’t playing with her clit now found one of her nipples, tweaking it, threatening to pull her tit so hard that he would cause the phone to fall. She fought against him, keeping her arms firmly in place, keeping the phone trapped between her two breasts.


“You are quite obedient slut. Who trained you before I got to you? I can tell you have had Daddy’s before me. Men that took control of this tight little body and used it for their own selfish purposes.”


“This isn’t my first rodeo sir, but I am not the type of girl to fuck and tell.”


He laughed, squeezing down on her nipple hard. She gasped but didn’t break her stance.


“Tell me whore and you get to walk out of here with both of your nipples still intact.”


She didn’t say a word as he continued to thrust into her from behind, his breathing becoming more and more ragged. He kissed her earlobe and nuzzled her neck, becoming more and more amorous as his climax started to approach.


“I’m going to come soon Nancy. I am going to shoot my seed inside you. I hope you are on birth control because I have some real swimmers built up in my balls right now.”


Still, she didn’t respond, taking her fucking from behind like a champ each time he rammed into her hard. He was using her cunt like he wanted to, hard and fast, unprotected and on the edge. 


Secretly, she was responding to him because she wanted him riled up. She wanted him intense like a bull staring down a matador. That would make his climax all the hotter.


As if on queue, he plucked the phone from between her breasts and tossed it on his desk, the hard plastic clattering against wood. He then grabbed her hair and jerked her up to a standing position while he pressed her up against the wall so he could really hammer her pussy. She took it all like a good, little employee.


His seed began to flow out of his pulsating cock and fill her up, hot jizz burning deep inside her. He kept one hand tangled in her hair and one hand between her legs, rubbing up against her clit the whole time he was shooting his cum inside of her.


“You can cum slut. Cum all over this dick while I give you a cream pie you never forget.”


She let go, her orgasm causing juices to spill out of her, mixing with his own hot semen. Her pussy clenched down on him in an erotic rhythm, her body attempting to pull as much of his cum inside of her. Each time her pussy pressed down on his length, more cum would flow out into her body. Nancy felt like she was sailing on a cloud.


Finally, he let her off the wall, his body no longer pressing her face up against the hard surface. She had satisfied his animal urges and he had satisfied her.


“Get your clothes on whore but don’t you dare clean out your cunt. I want you walking around the office with a pussy full of cream. We are going to do this each day until you learn some manners and a good work ethic.”


She turned to him, cum sliding out of her tight body.


“Doesn’t sound like much of an incentive to get better at writing sir.”


THE END


Ready for even more hot BDSM action that is going to be nasty and dirty? The sex in Shared by the Cartel is very raunchy where a flight attendant learns why you don’t mess with the Cartel! 


https://www.amazon.com/Shared-Cartel-1-3-FMMM-Bundle-ebook/dp/B083K7NPM6/ref=sr_1_2?keywords=shared+by+the+cartel&qid=1578582430&sr=8-2
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