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Chapter 1 – Caught

I knew I was pushing my luck, but rent was due and my fridge was empty. Again. The afternoon shift at Harlan’s Hardware dragged like it always did. I stood behind the register, smiling at the same regulars who bought nails and duct tape, while my stomach twisted with that familiar mix of guilt and desperation. When Mr. Harlan - Daniel - wasn’t watching, I slipped a twenty from the till into my pocket. Then another. Later, when I restocked the tool aisle, I palmed a small set of screwdrivers and a pack of batteries. Nothing huge. Just enough to get me through the week. I’d done it dozens of times before. Small stuff. Harmless, I told myself. But tonight, when the last customer left and the “Closed” sign flipped, Daniel didn’t head to the front to lock up like usual. Instead, he stood in the doorway of the back office, arms crossed over his broad chest.

“Emma. Back office. Now.” His voice was calm. Too calm. My heart slammed against my ribs as I followed him. The office was small, cluttered with invoices and parts catalogs. He shut the door behind me and motioned for me to sit. I stayed standing. He turned his computer monitor toward me without a word and hit play. There I was on the grainy security footage - clear as day. Me sliding cash from the register. Me slipping the screwdrivers into my hoodie pocket two days ago. Another clip from last week. Four separate instances. My mouth went dry. Daniel leaned back against the desk, his salt-and-pepper stubble catching the fluorescent light. 

At forty-four he looked every bit the no-nonsense hardware store owner - flannel shirt stretched across wide shoulders, calloused hands resting on his thighs. “I know about your record, Emma,” he said quietly. “Multiple theft convictions. Shoplifting. Petty theft. You’re one more strike away from doing serious time. Twenty years or more, depending on how the judge feels about repeat offenders.” The room tilted. I gripped the back of the chair to stay upright. “I’ve given you chances,” he continued. “Looked the other way more than I should have. But this...” He nodded at the screen. “This ends tonight.”

My voice came out shaky. “Please, Mr. Harlan-”“Sir,” he corrected, tone even. “From now on, you call me Sir.” I swallowed hard. “Here’s your choice,” he said. “We can walk out of here right now and I drive you straight to the police station. You’ll be arrested tonight. Or...” His eyes locked on mine. “You move into my house tonight and you belong to me for one full year. You will work your shifts at the store, but you get paid nothing. I keep every cent of your salary. You will cook, clean, and keep my house exactly the way I want it. You will accept every punishment I decide to give you. And when I tell you to service me, you do it immediately and without complaint. You will address me as Sir at all times. No attitude. No arguments.” My face burned. “You’re serious?” “Dead serious.” He didn’t blink. “One year. Or prison. Your decision.” The silence stretched until I thought I might scream. Prison again - real prison this time - flashed through my mind in ugly, concrete images. Cold cells. Lost years. No future. I hated him in that moment. Hated how calm he was. Hated that he held every card. “I... I’ll do it,” I whispered, voice cracking. “The year. Not prison.”

“Good girl.” The words sent an unwelcome shiver down my spine. “We’re leaving now. Your car stays here. You ride with me.” The drive to his house was silent except for the low hum of the truck engine. He lived in a modest two-story place on the edge of town - nothing fancy, just solid and well-kept, like everything else about him. When we stepped inside, he flipped on the lights and turned to face me in the living room. “Rules start tonight,” he said. “You sleep in the guest room unless I say otherwise. You cook breakfast and dinner. You keep the house clean - floors, laundry, bathroom, everything. You work your normal shifts at the store, but your paycheck goes to me. 

At home, you wear what I tell you to wear and you do what I tell you to do. Understood?” I nodded, cheeks flaming. “Words, Emma.” “Yes, Sir,” I forced out. The words tasted bitter. He sat down on the wide leather couch and pointed at the spot in front of him. “Over my knee.” My stomach dropped. “What? Right now?” “Now.” I hesitated only a second before the reality of prison pushed me forward. I draped myself awkwardly across his lap, my jeans still on. His big hand settled on my lower back, holding me in place. He didn’t warn me. He simply pulled my jeans and panties down in one smooth motion, baring my ass completely.

The first smack landed hard - loud, stinging, right across both cheeks. I gasped. “Sir-!” Another. And another. Methodical. Heavy. His palm was rough from years of work, and each strike built on the last until my entire bottom burned. I squirmed and kicked, tears already pricking my eyes. “Please, Sir, I’m sorry- I won’t steal again-” “You’re not sorry yet,” he said calmly, never breaking rhythm. “But you will be.” The humiliation was crushing. A grown woman - twenty-two years old - bent over her boss’s knee getting spanked like a naughty child. My face was on fire. I cried harder, embarrassed whimpers slipping out with every smack.

But worse than the pain and the shame was what was happening between my legs. I was getting wet. Really wet. Each stinging slap sent jolts straight to my pussy. My clit throbbed in time with the spanking. I could feel myself dripping, my thighs growing slick. My body was betraying me completely, turning this degrading punishment into something filthy and arousing. I hated it. I hated how good it felt. By the time he finally stopped, my ass was blazing hot and my breathing was ragged. I stayed limp over his lap, sniffling. Daniel helped me up, then pointed at the floor between his knees. “On your knees.” I slid down, legs shaky. His hands went to his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness. He freed his cock - thick, heavy, already hard. “Open.” Humiliation burned through me again, but so did that traitorous heat low in my belly. I parted my lips. “Yes, Sir,” I whispered. He guided my head down. I took him into my mouth, tasting salt and skin. He didn’t force me, but his hand stayed firm in my hair, setting the pace. “That’s it,” he murmured. “Slow and deep. Show me you understand who you belong to now.”

I sucked him as best I could, tears still drying on my cheeks, my spanked ass stinging every time I shifted. My pussy ached, empty and dripping. Every bob of my head made me more aware of how soaked I was. When he finally came, he held me there, groaning low as I swallowed every drop. I stayed on my knees afterward, breathing hard, face flushed. One year. I was going to cook his meals, clean his house, work for free, and service him like this whenever he wanted. And the worst part - the part that made me want to scream - was that some sick, shameful piece of me was already wondering what tomorrow night would feel like.

Chapter 2 – Learning to Serve

The first day back at the store felt surreal. I stood behind the register as Emma - smiling at customers, ringing up lumber and plumbing parts, answering questions about paint shades like nothing had changed. No one knew that under my jeans my ass was still sore from last night’s spanking. No one knew I was now working for free, every dollar going straight into Daniel’s pocket. But the moment I pulled into his driveway after my shift, everything flipped. 

The second the front door clicked shut behind me, his deep voice filled the house. “Kitty. Clothes off.” My stomach twisted with fresh humiliation. I hesitated only a second before peeling off my work shirt, bra, jeans, and panties. I folded them neatly on the chair by the door like he’d already trained me to do. Naked. Completely naked in his living room while he sat on the couch watching me. It felt degrading the first couple of days - standing there bare, tits out, pussy on display, knowing he could see every inch of me. But by day three or four, the routine started to settle in. Stripping the moment I walked in became almost automatic. The shame didn’t disappear, but it dulled into something quieter. Normal, almost. 

Every evening followed the same pattern. I cooked dinner - usually something simple like grilled chicken and vegetables. I cleaned the kitchen afterward while still completely naked. Then Daniel would call me over. “Kitty. Over my knee.” Tonight was day eight, and the spankings were already getting harder. I draped myself across his thick thighs, my bare breasts pressing against the leather couch. His rough hand rubbed over my ass for a moment, then the first hard smack landed. Crack. I gasped, jerking forward. His hand was heavy and merciless. He didn’t warm me up anymore. Each slap was full force, the sound echoing through the quiet house. My ass burned hotter with every strike. “Such a wet little kitty already,” he murmured, pausing between spanks. His fingers slid between my cheeks and dipped lower. Two thick fingers pushed into my pussy without warning. I was soaked - embarrassingly soaked. The wet, squelching sound filled the room as he pumped them in and out a few times.“ Listen to that sloppy cunt,” he said, voice low and rough. “You hate it, but your body loves being punished, doesn’t it?”

I whimpered, face burning with shame. “Yes, Sir...”He pulled his fingers out and circled my tight asshole, pressing just the tip of one finger inside. I clenched hard, embarrassed and scared. “Relax, Kitty.” He spanked me again - harder this time - then pushed his finger deeper into my ass while his other hand rubbed my swollen clit. The mix of stinging pain and sudden pleasure made my head spin. I was dripping down my thighs. By the time he finished the spanking, my ass was a deep, throbbing red and I was panting, hips twitching against his leg like a desperate slut. “On the couch,” he ordered. “Legs spread.”

I obeyed quickly. He stood, stripping off his shirt and pants. His cock was already rock hard, thick and heavy. He climbed between my legs and pushed inside my pussy in one long, brutal stroke. “Oh fuck-” I cried out. He didn’t go slow. He fucked me like a machine - deep, powerful, relentless strokes that made my tits bounce and my soaked pussy make loud, sloppy wet sounds with every thrust. He pounded me for what felt like forever, switching positions whenever he wanted. He flipped me onto my hands and knees, gripping my hips and slamming into me from behind while my sore ass burned with every impact. Then he pulled out and shoved his cock straight into my mouth.

“Suck it clean, Kitty. Taste your messy cunt.” I did, gagging and drooling as he fucked my throat with the same ruthless rhythm. Saliva ran down my chin. My makeup was ruined. I looked like a complete wreck, but he didn’t care. He just kept using me. When he finally pulled out of my mouth, he flipped me onto my back again. “Tonight we’re doing something new.” My heart raced as he spread my legs wider and pressed the head of his cock against my asshole. “Sir... I’ve never-”“Relax and breathe,” he said calmly. “It’s going to hurt at first, but you’re going to take it.” He pushed forward slowly. The stretch burned. I whimpered and clutched at the couch, scared. But he kept steady pressure, inching deeper until he was buried in my ass. 

The fullness was overwhelming. Then he started moving. At first it hurt, but the more he fucked me, the better it felt. The pain melted into something dark and intense. My pussy clenched around nothing as he thrust into my ass, his balls slapping against me. He reached down and rubbed my clit in firm circles. “Come for me, Kitty. Come with my cock in your ass. ”I shattered. The orgasm hit me so hard my vision blurred. I cried out, body shaking as he kept pounding through it.

He fucked me for what felt like hours - switching between my pussy, my mouth, and my ass, never tiring. Raw. Sloppy. Filthy. By the time he finally came deep inside my pussy, I was a trembling, cum-covered mess, leaking from every hole. Afterward, he pulled me against his chest on the couch, his big hand gently stroking my sore ass. “You’re learning fast, Kitty,” he murmured .I didn’t answer. I just lay there, flushed and exhausted, my mind spinning. I was still ashamed every time he called me Kitty. Still embarrassed when I
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