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AUTHOR'S NOTE:
 If you’ve been reading my stories for a while, you already know the girl this story’s about. This is a stand-alone, but it’s also tied in with Alpha Creation 3 as Hayley’s origin story. I mean, I couldn’t write the bimbo sub who takes her role too seriously for her own good without fleshing her character out all the way. A certain character from Bimbo Academy also makes a brief cameo here. 


Fun fact: I didn’t come up with Hayley, except for her appearance, just like in Alpha Creation. Blame my wife for this one. Not that it’s made Hayley any less fun to write. She’s turned into one of my favorite characters, which is pretty obvious in that series. Hayley kinda turned into the family rock of that harem. 

This story got tangled up in the same quagmire that’s held up Alpha Creation’s finale for so long, but I couldn’t leave this title unfinished forever either. Chalk it up to this spree of wrapping up loose ends I’ve been on this summer.


MAID TO SERVE

She’d have never admitted it to herself, but meeting a man like Ben was the desire Hayley never knew was locked away in her mind. The stars aligned just right, pointing with constellations of arrows toward Ben’s promise of strict yet loving care. Why his words held more sway than his granite jawline and impeccable mane of blonde, she couldn’t understand.

All Hayley knew was that her desire and attention had merged into one as he spoke in the aisle of the bookstore.

“I didn't think a girl like you would get into something like this,” Ben said as he brushed against her forearm.

Hayley’s entire limb tingled at the first contact, even if hearing herself referred to as a 'girl' pissed her right the hell off. “Really, dude?” Sometimes you hear exactly what your subconscious is gasping for. Her offense was a small lie she’d imagined to reassure herself.

Ben smiled, cupping Hayley’s left hand with both of his own. “What made you pick that book out, anyway?”

Hayley suddenly remembered the copy of Rope, Truth, & Lace: The Discipline Manual for Adults she was holding in her right hand. “I was,” she debated her self-built identity against her feelings, “curious.”

Ben’s face drew closer. “This book can’t bring about fantasies you’ve got locked away.” A giant grin flashed across his face. “The hair dye and makeup tell me you actually do want to be owned by someone. It’s like you’re crying for their attention.”

“That’s a big assumption, especially for a pig like you.” Letting her constructed facade win, Hayley slipped the book onto the nearest shelf.

“I can back it up,” Ben said with just enough bravado.

The look in his gray eyes summoned a flash of heat between Hayley’s legs. “Why should I give you the chance to prove it?” White foundation, blue highlights in her naturally black hair, and a body pierced like a pin-cushion weren't enough to keep the invented persona up on their own. Especially when the mind is faltering.

“Eager girl.” Ben’s arm wrapped around her waist as he stepped to the side. He leaned in to whisper, “My place, right now.”

Conditioned fear gnawed at Hayley. Getting into a vehicle with a complete stranger with plans on 'owning her' had always been the domain of nightmares. “And you’re not just a kidnapping creep?”

His chuckle made Hayley debate whether he was completely honest or an excellent liar. “If I was, I wouldn’t have asked. I’d snatch you later in the parking lot.”

Hayley stopped breathing. The very idea of being bound and pleasured by such a man was enough, but to be whisked away by him was the fresh cherry on top. “I never said you had to ask.”

Even among philosophy majors, being different for the sake of itself was as shallow as she secretly knew it was. That first tattoo I was gonna get tonight feels like a horrible idea.


His place was beyond what Hayley could imagine, especially for a man free on a Tuesday afternoon. As he pulled the modest sedan into the driveway, she couldn’t help but marvel at the two stories of contemporary stucco and glass. “So, what do you do for a living?”

Ben’s voice didn’t carry any hint that he thought his lifestyle was out of the ordinary. “Right now, nothing. I sold off my company three years ago.”

“So you’re confident in dealing with people, but you don't flash your wealth.” It deconstructed Hayley's concept of an alpha, putting a marble statue of Ben in its place. “Why?”

The car pulled into the sunken garage, cooling the interior by several degrees. Ben threw the shifter in park and then placed his hand on top of Hayley’s as he kept looking forward. “If I couldn’t win people over without my money, then what kind of person would I be?”

Hayley placed her other hand over his. “You’re one hell of a character, Ben. I don’t know what to make of you.” He was the kind of asshole she told herself she hated. But something about Ben had drawn and shaped her to his will like iron powder to a magnet.

“How about you make of me what you want. Anyone who tries to dictate other people’s thoughts about them is asking to be hated.” Ben broke his gaze at the blank wall ahead, scrunching his mouth at one side as he glanced over at her.

“And I’ve hooked up with a philosopher.” Hayley giggled as if a feather had run along her ribs. “I thought I came here for discipline, not a discussion of my major.”

Ben withdrew his hand. “Right.” He opened the door, unimpressed, sliding out as Hayley did the same. Leaning over the roof of the car he added, “Go on in and make yourself at home. I’ve got some things I need in here.”


The dark sheen of walnut floors lent the studded, black leather upholstery an air of authority in the living room. What the sparse decor lacked in elements, it made up for with intent and elegance. The whole scene made Hayley realize Ben was a man of simple but refined taste.

Hayley looked around and spotted a remote control, but there was no television in sight. The idea of a living room without a TV was a mark of pride for 'free-thinkers' out to prove a point. But she could tell it wasn't a statement on Ben's part. It was just how he lived.

She hit the power button out of curiosity, jumping as the elegant notes of a classical Spanish guitar  drifted from speakers she couldn’t see. Hayley mashed on the control to reduce the volume. Taking a seat as the notes faded, she wondered what Ben was getting from his garage. It was all she could do to sit still. The lack of junk on the tables and walls permitted no distractions.

Hayley caught the sound behind her as one song blended into the next. Turning around, she saw Ben holding several pairs of steel handcuffs and a wooden plank with eye loops on each end. He had already crossed the room in the few seconds it took for her to register the situation.

Ben reached over to tip Hayley’s chin up with an index finger. “You’ve done as I asked. We'll get along well.”

The same confidence swayed Hayley’s emotions into dangerously compliant territory. “Is there anything else you’d like me to do?”

His hand moved onto her shoulder as he walked around the sofa. “We'll cross those lines when we get to them.”

Before the rational fear could set off in her mind, Hayley grabbed at the zipper facing her at eye level. “Just ask… I’ll do it.”

Ben shocked Hayley by pushing her hands away from his manhood and stepping back. “Take your shirt and bra off. I can’t have those getting in my way.”

Hayley stood and held his waist with both hands. “What about everything else?”

“I didn’t ask about that, did I?” A firm swat met Hayley’s ass through her black, leather shorts. “That’s the kind of thing that gets you punished.”

She blushed. The desire for Ben and his denial of her advances were flipping switches Hayley didn’t know she had. “I’m sorry Ben,” she uttered as the punk band t-shirt lifted over her head.

Another swat met Hayley’s ass. Ben keeled her over sofa arm, popping a hand hard enough to leave a stinging red print under the leather. “It takes more than that.”

Hayley flinched and reached behind her back. Before she could reach the clasps, Ben had already forced them apart with an expert flip of a finger. Hayley pulled the straps from around her arms, letting it fall from her body.

Ben grabbed her wrists, pulling them behind her back. Hayley felt the cold metal lock around her left, then her right. She instinctively tried to pull them back around, feeling the chain hold tight. “You’ll make that little stunt up to me. Understand?”

“Yeah, but how?” His goal was a complete mystery as fear crept back.

She felt the pull on the cuffs as Ben rose, dragging Hayley to her feet. He forced her to turn and face him, taking in her bare C-cups with approval. “Follow me. You can still get back on my good side.” Ben raised his arm and pointed to the glass doors in front of Hayley.

A lump formed in her throat as she realized he was ordering her outside. As Hayley turned to march to his orders, Ben wrapped his arms around her hips and snagged a finger at the button of her shorts. “I don’t know about going out there like this.” The button unsnapped, loosening her hotpants enough for him to force them down to the floor with her panties.

“Then how about like this?” Hayley tried to shrink in horror at the idea. Nothing but canvas flats and the restraints graced her body.

Hayley locked her legs in position as he tried to prod her forward. “No!”

A ripple of pain shocked Hayley as another pop against her ass echoed. Ben’s remained calm and collected. “Fine, I’ll just punish instead of letting you make up for what you did.”

At that point, Hayley had already forgotten what her original offense even was. Still, she knew that arguing the point wasn’t going to end in her favor. Ducking her head, Hayley barely got out, “I’ll do it.”

“Good girl.” Ben kept a firm grip on her upper arm as he forced her even closer to the patio and swimming pool out back. “If you knew what I truly want out of you, you might not have come along.”

Trying to plant her feet one last time before the door, Hayley asked, “And what's that?”

His grip tightened, cutting the circulation to her lower arm. “I'll tell you when I know you're ready to answer me.”

“Who knows? I might just agree to it now.”

Ben whipped Hayley around, forcing her shoulders and bound hands against the glass. “You should hate a man like me. Do you want to know why you don't right now?”

Hayley gulped, still thankful he hadn't trotted her outside yet. “Tell me everything. It's not like I can run away.”

The smile of a predator taking the last steps toward injured prey drew across his face. “I knew when I saw you.” Ben looked like he was salivating inside his mouth. “That whole manic pixie dream girl image is a pathetic front you put up to hide what you really want.”

If her hands weren't cuffed, Hayley would have slapped the stubble off his face. “And who the fuck are you to judge?”

“For someone who makes sure everyone knows you don't care what they think, getting called on it bothers the hell out of you.” A tap on her forehead and a grab on her ass drove the point home.

Her first instinct was to headbutt, yet Hayley knew playing along was the only way out. “So that's all your domination is? Being an asshole?”

It didn't faze him at all. “Tell me, why do you make yourself look so ridiculous and try to act smarter than you really are?”

“Fuck you!” Another swat on her ass reminded Hayley of her place. “I didn't come here to be degraded.”

Ben put his face right up in Hayley's. “But you've already degraded yourself.” He stepped back and studied her from toe to temple. “There's so much potential here. You went and poked holes in yourself and painted your face like a depressed clown because you never saw it.”

Hayley flinched as he stepped back to her, his fingers taking hold of the barbell through her left nipple. As he unscrewed the ball on one end. Imperfections in the threading made her feel it through her skin. “So you just want to make me one of those arm-candy whores?”

“Far from it.” Ben slid the piercing out of her and let it plink against the floor. “Right now... I'll give you a choice.”

Hayley jerked her head back. “Well, spit it out.”

Ben pulled a key out of his pocket and dangled it between Hayley's eyes. “You can go if you want, but I've got a proposition for you.”

“What makes you think I'll take anything from you but a ride back to my car?”

Ben pulled the clasp of her belly button ring and let it fall. “And what makes you think you'll ever be happy carrying on like you are now?”

“That's not an offer.” The stripping of her outward persona made her feel more bare and exposed than the lack of clothes. “Quit dancing around what you want and just tell me.”

Ben put his hands on the glass on both sides of her head and leaned in. “I'll offer you complete happiness, but you'll have to do exactly as I command. In a few months, you wouldn't dream of trying to be Ms. Independent and Brooding.”

What does he mean? Hayley dropped her eyebrows. “You can’t make someone happy by barking orders and insulting them.”

“You lack a purpose in life, but that can change.” Ben pushed himself off the sliding door and turned away. “Follow me. I'll show you how the potential you really have.”

The fuck? As much as she wanted to turn him down, that same magnetism she felt in the bookstore guided her through the room and down the hallway. That’s when she realized something about Ben had chipped away at her judgment.

The sleek black of every surface in the bathroom tickled that scenester goth side of her. “What's this? You gonna hose me down and delouse me or something?”

Ben already had a washcloth under the running faucet. “To see how beautiful you are without looking like a Hot Topic came all over your face.”

“Charming.” Hayley stepped next to him. Her face scrunched as the warm dampness rubbed against her skin.

Ben stopped to remove the septum ring dangling from her nose. As he washed away the thick makeup that concealed Hayley's true face, he said, “I can already tell you've got something exotic in you, but I couldn’t see it before.”

The compliment took Hayley off her guard. “What do you mean?”

Ben finished wiping away the last of the white foundation and took a good look at her natural face. “One of your grandparents is Asian.”

Her maternal grandmother, Yuki, had fallen for her GI grandfather after World War II ended. “My Nana's Japanese. Good eye.”

“Why would you try and paint over it?”

Hayley couldn’t help smiling at herself in the mirror. Stripped down to how nature intended her to be, she knew Ben wasn't feeding her a line of bullshit. “I got tired of all the creepy guys who chase white rice.”

“So you admit it, you put up a front instead of accepting who you are.” Ben opened a drawer and pulled out a straight razor and shaving cream. “Don't feel shame.”

Hayley felt the cool spatter of foam over the racing stripe she'd carved out a few days earlier. “Careful, and ask before you start shaving someone, prick.”

Ben pulled the blade against her skin, expertly stripping the hair and stubble until Hayley's cunt was smooth as the back of the razor itself. “Amazing. You'll be perfect.”

For what? “You still haven't told me why I'm here.”

“When I saw that rebellion in your eyes, deep down, you want a purpose.”

“What do you mean?”

Ben turned her around to face him. Taking both of her shoulders, his eyes almost glowed with intent. “When two people devote themselves to each other completely, it's worship.”

He's creeping me out again. “I'm not marrying you.”

The corner of Ben's mouth came up. “I don't need a wife. I want a servant I can't help feeling indebted to.”

Hayley tried to break his gaze. Something about his pupils made it seem like his will was feeding directly into her mind. “A servant, huh? I thought this was a dom-sub kind of deal.”

“What have you got to lose?” Ben inched himself a little closer. “Give in completely, and I promise you'll find what you've been searching for your entire life.”

Something in her head screamed for her to shut up and accept the offer. Hayley fought against it with what little control she had left. “I can't trust you that much.”

“The more they try to resist it, the harder the transformation takes hold. Enjoy your new life, because you won't be capable of not liking it.”

As their foreheads met, Hayley felt her identity give in. “What do I have to do?” She was nothing more than a puppet, her old self locked away in a mental prison, fully aware of everything.

“I can't make you perfect by myself.” Ben pulled the key back out of his pocket and freed Hayley's wrists. “Take a week to get your affairs in order. Then come back to me. Perfect servants have to be trained, and I know just the place.”


The training was grueling, but the final month of her time at Smolensky Finishing Academy had arrived. As the crash course in cooking, cleaning, and courtesy wore on, Hayley's old self tottered on the edge of a psychotic break.

Girls from all over the world filed into the classroom with red mats instead of desks. The time for individual teaching was over. Hayley waited with the rest of her classmates, each of them patient and obedient as they sat on their knees, hands politely tucked in their laps.

The sound of a Russian accent almost made Hayley break decorum. Just outside the room, the woman was speaking too softly for Hayley to make out the words. Whatever she was saying, the obedient tone told Hayley that she was speaking to her own Master.

Heels clattered a few times until the instructor walked in. Hayley felt a little jealous, knowing this stunning blonde's smile was because the was making her Master proud. Knowing her own Master was hundreds of miles away from the academy almost made Hayley cry on the spot.

One of the classmates failed to keep her own agony in check. The skinny brunette to Hayley's left sobbed uncontrollably.

Hayley didn't dare look up from her lap as heels cracked against the floor like gunshots. They stopped inches away from Hayley. The hearty Slavic voice boomed out, “I told Alexei three months is not enough time for these girls. You, crybaby, stand up.”

The sheepish voice barely got out, “Yes, ma'am.”

“To the Headmaster's office. My husband has see how inadequate this program is.”

As far as Hayley knew, she was fully enrolled in the academy. The fact that her class had been kept separate from the rest of the students seemed like normal procedure. She wanted to raise her hand and ask, but just the voice of this woman filled her with dread.

The heels retreated to the head of the room. “You may all look up now. For the final phase of your training, you will address me as Headmistress. Your special program is three months instead of three years, and I do not look forward to the final results.”

One of the girls in the front row blurted out, “Are we inadequate?”

“A foolish mistake.” The blonde Russian towered over the now cowering girl. “For speaking out of line, you must see the Headmaster too.”

Hayley gulped, not knowing what the final coursework involved. The only thing she knew for sure was that each student had to see the dreaded Headmaster at least once before graduation.

“You girls are not enrolled in our standard curriculum, but you will receive the basic training in servicing your Masters. Stand and remove your uniforms.”

Hayley did as she was told, just like the rest of the thirty or so girls left in the room. Bodies of all skin tones stood around Hayley as everyone hesitated with their bras and panties.

“All of your uniforms.” The Headmistress's eyes locked on Hayley. “You, with the black hair. Why are you waiting?”

Hayley struggled to breathe as she stripped herself the rest of the way. The other instructors had been kind and patient, but Hayley couldn't make sense of why the Headmistress was so strict. All she wanted was to collapse into Ben.

“Very good. You are scared, but you listen.” The blonde motioned with one finger for Hayley to join her at the head of the class. “You will be the teacher's pet today. May God have mercy on you, because I will not.”

Every eye in the room stared Hayley down as she left the pile of clothing and her mat behind. The Headmistress seemed pleased, but the wicked look on her face promised nothing good.

“What is your name?”

Hayley stood in front of her, hands clasped together in front of her naked waist. She fought to look up and meet the Headmistress's eyes. “Hayley.”

Looking like a lingerie model with a mean streak a mile wide, the Headmistress glared at the rest of the class. “Now that we have an even number of students, decide who your partner will be.”

The girls looked around at each other, gradually pairing off until the entire class had found a partner. That is, except for Hayley.

A hint of warmth finally came into the Headmistress's voice. “My name is Anya.” She stared down, the top of her head a good six inches over Hayley's. “Prove my doubts wrong.”

“Yes, Headmistress.” She couldn't help blushing. Exemplary service was the only goal Hayley's mind was capable of by that point.


At the end of her final month and ‘examination’ with the Headmaster, it was clear that Hayley would have been a model student in the standard program. Standing in line with the other trainees during the graduation ceremony, Hayley’strue purpose was only a day and a flight away. Names were being called, starting with the girls who’d barely passed.

Alexei, the surprisingly kind and understanding Headmaster finally called her name. As the top of her class, Hayley felt the warm fuzzies take over. Three months at the academy had transformed her from a blank slate, into a servant fit for a king.

And as for Hayley's ruler? For putting so much faith in her, Hayley knew she would have to serve Ben to her last breath, even if it meant sacrificing her own body for him.

Stepping back in line, she grasped the scroll held tight with a strip of copper. But Ben would never let me come to harm. She leaked a faint smile as she realized her Master would be proud.


The stares at her mandatory French maid uniform as Hayley had walked through the airport were over. But she didn’t care. Having shed her hold skin and emerged as Ben demanded, complete with the bob-cut dyed back to her natural black that he’d suggested before she left… Hayley had never been so confident.

Or insecure, at the same time. The purpose and stability of Ben's home swallowed the car as he pulled into the garage again. He opened his mouth like he was about to speak.

“I have to—” Hayley clasped both hands over her mouth for a second. “I'm so sorry, Sir! Go on.”

“That's quite alright. What do you have to do?”

The smile on his face melted away the dread from speaking out of line. “You must be starving right now.”

“I am.” He motioned for her to get out of the car. “I've been looking forward to the first meal you serve for months.”

He's such a kind Master. Hayley's heart warmed like the oven she was about to stand in front of. He already treats me better than anyone at the academy did.

The fact that Ben was the reason she had to endure endless months of accelerated hell in Smolensky Finishing Academy's new summer program for maids had already been lost on her. Since her better self had been born, the shrill, angry voice in her head had faded to a whisper.


The knife and fork clattered against his plate. Even though Ben had invited her to eat with him, Hayley knew it wasn't proper. Any delay in the meal from fixing her own portion was out of the question.

She waited behind and off to the side of him as manners dictated, her pulse racing the entire time. The final examination at the academy had felt like a practice test, but this was her true test. Hayley clutched the lace of her apron as she waited.

“Your croque-monsieur...” the pause in Ben's voice summoned a knot in her throat and soul, “was flawless.”

Hayley wanted to squeal with delight. She knew to only let out a simple and modest, “Thank you, Master.” She bowed as he stood up and turned to face her. “Is there anything else you need?”

“Yes.” Ben clasped his hands around her upper arms. “Tell me exactly what your duties are now.”

But shouldn't you know? Hayley needed to keep the obedient, happy-to-serve demeanor up. “To see to my Master's every desire.”

“And what is your desire?”

“To see to your own.” Anticipating those wants had been a vital part of the initial courtesy training. “Would you like tea, or should I draw you a bath?”

His right hand patted against her arm. “That's alright. I have to meet with the head of a foundation I’m interested in helping fund. GeneFactor, or something like that.”

Hayley ached to go with him. “I'll see to my other duties until you return.”

“Such happiness in you now.” Ben let go of her. “I'll return around seven.”

She knew what he meant. “Then I'll have dinner ready when you return. Farewell, Master.”

Ben left without saying another word. Even though Hayley wasn't the center of his world at all hours, she knew that her service would allow him to focus on his other priorities with more ease. If that meant he could get more time for Hayley to serve him in-person, all the better.


The hint of something Hayley had felt as she prepared Ben's lunch and tidied the house came back. Her thighs tightened and she felt like Master was there himself, teasing his fingers along the outside of her slit. But as she placed the red snapper in the oven and turned her attention to the citrus and fennel salad, the flick of a tongue against her pearl made Hayley’s entire body shiver.

She looked down, pulling her skirt up. There was no face pressed against her bald perfection. No panties either, for that matter. They weren't part of the uniform.

Serving your Master is its own reward. The mantra from her training started to make sense. Even though her body flooded with a need to provide that service, it was never proper to offer it between nine AM and PM. Even so, it was never to be refused, regardless of the hour.

She placed the wisps of fennel on the cutting block and wrapped her fingers around the chef's knife. The bitter anise flooded her nose as her knees collided. The muscle memory and thorough training saved her from from losing any blood.

Working her way to the final salad ingredient, Hayley was already on the verge. Through the afternoon, the feeling hadn't bloomed nearly as much as it was now. It was riding the edge of unbearable.

The paring knife slid into the thickest part of the radish. With the second pass, a slice fell on the cutting block. The grain was visible through the paper thin cross-section.

Seeing the perfect result unleashed everything. Hayley dropped the knife and the radish, then grabbed the edge of the counter. Her legs crouched on their own, leaving her panting and moaning as she stared at the cabinet in front of her.

Am I about to... Her body knew what her mind couldn't process yet.

She couldn't help letting go of the counter with one hand, guiding her fingers under the frills of her skirt. Like a cramped muscle, the building tension between her legs overruled everything else.

Setting off the hair-trigger, one gentle tap of a fingertip against her clit set her off like a burning fireworks tent. Every limb pulled against her body, compressing her in a tight ball. Every bit of her struggled to keep upright on those tall heels.

Her jaw shivered and her toes unfurled. Is this the reward of service? Hayley assumed it wasn't quite the same as having her Master treat her personally for a job well done, but it would hold her over.

Hayley stood up and stepped back. Making sure that she hadn't left a few drops of herself on the tile floor, she caught her breath. That momentary lapse in her service risked throwing off the meal's timeline by a mere minute.

Unacceptable. She rushed to the sink to wash her hands again, her steps cracking against the floor like Headmistress Anya's had when a student failed her expectations. I never had to be disciplined at the academy, and I refuse to start failing now, of all times.

Drying her hands, Hayley got back to the abandoned radish. With steady fingers again, she made up for lost time. Every slice shaved off with the precision of a Swiss watchmaker.

Soaking the ingredients in a dilution of vinegar with a teaspoon of sugar, she changed her plan for the dessert. The lemon sorbet Ben kept two tubs of would buy her valuable time to set the table. Swirled shavings of dark chocolate and a sprig of mint would make it more than just a plain bowl.

With her schedule realigned with a few extra minutes to boot, she knew it would give her time to make herself more presentable. Once the silverware and plates were set, her new look demanded perfection. The build of a second climax told her she'd have to take care with her makeup, this time accentuating her features instead of masking them.


Ben pecked away at his phone as Hayley set a place at the table for herself. His insistence that she dine with him would complicate matters, but she was overjoyed at the invitation. Not that she dared show it. A servant's place was to see to her needs only after her Master was satisfied. His kindness soothed and worried her at the same time.

The tremble of her knees and ankles made her plate hit the table with a barely audible ptink. Hayley's eyes doubled in size at her mistake. “I'm so sorry, Master.”

He looked up. “What did you even do wrong?”

“When setting the table in front of dinner guests, absolute silence is necessary.”

“I didn't know that.” He sat his phone down and leaned back in his chair. “From now on, it's not a problem. Seriously.”

Hayley placed her salad fork down without a decibel of sound. “But the protocol I have to follow is—”

“Way too strict.” Even for a business meeting, Ben hadn't dressed any further than buttoning his shirt almost all the way up, without even tucking it in. “I like things to be orderly, not so uptight you're afraid to breathe.”

Hayley wasn't sure how much change he wanted, but the correction stung like a whip to the back. “I'm sorry. Please forgive me.”

“Do the twenty percent of the work that gets eighty percent of your results with all your effort, and don't sweat the rest too much.” The business maxim was par for the course from a man like Ben, and Hayley knew it. “Besides, you're not 'the help' in this house.”

“But I'm a servant. I can hope to be treated like a valued part of my home, but I can't expect it.”

“Well, your hope's granted. I know you're exhausted, so let's get this meal going.”


Rushing through plating the food and preparing the mint and chocolate for dessert, she cringed as one slice of radish fell from the top of a salad. Hayley couldn't help slipping it back on top.

“And don't bother with that tray I saw you take back. Just bring out the plates and set them down.”

Hayley's face turned whiter than she’d ever painted it. Has he gone mad? To her, it went beyond cutting corners. Ben wanted her to serve the meal like some uncultured waitress in a diner.

But it was his demand. No matter how unnatural and improper it might be, Hayley knew she had to follow Master’s word as law.

She held both plates on top of her palms, trying to look pleased with the outrageous violation of her code of conduct. Making sure nothing fell out of place as she walked, Hayley made her way to the dining table. Of course, Ben was to get his serving first.

“Looks great. I knew you'd figure out something with what I had.”

Setting her own plate down, Hayley assumed he wanted her to respond before she could sit and pull her chair forward. “You stocked the kitchen before I arrived. I can't take credit for that.”

“Give someone with the right motivation and knowledge limited resources, and they still won't let you down.” Not bothering with saying grace like she'd been told some Masters would, Ben dug right in.

With a little hesitation before she picked up her fork and knife, Hayley asked, “I should have asked earlier, but is there any dish you dislike or have allergies to?”

Ben rushed to chew and swallow before he answered. “I'm allergic to hazelnuts, and I can't stand liver or anything greasy.”

Hayley took her first bite, a scrap of mandarin and bell pepper. After swallowing and giving it the proper two seconds of waiting, she asked, “What about your favorites? I have to know them for special occasions.”

“Scallops, steamed vegetables, and lemon sorbet.”

The lucky coincidence made her heart bubble over. “Then you'll want to save room for dessert. I already prepared the garnishes.”

Her Master looked pleased as he cut into his fish. “Two quarts in the freezer was supposed to be a hint. I'm glad you caught on.”

That wasn't the reason why she'd decided on the sorbet. Hayley battled with herself over whether she should be honest about the change, or leave it be. Of course, her training won. “To be honest, it was a last-minute change. I'd planned on a grapefruit and cantaloupe glaze for—”

“But you couldn't control yourself. The academy told me about that.”

“I'm sorry, again.” A streak of ice spread through her soul at having to explain herself so many times in one night. “I promise, I won't let you down again tomorrow.”

“It's alright. That's supposed to happen.”

Hayley couldn't help staring as Ben carried on with the meal. “What do you mean? It's already starting to happen again.”

“The fact that it's happening means you're doing what you're supposed to.” He set his fork down on his plate and added, “When Alexei told me about that feature, I was sold.”

“Feature?” At best, feeling aroused like that was a nuisance to her duties. “I can't serve you if I'm, well, you know...”

“Think of it as a treat. Perfection isn’t what I want.”

But that's what I have to be. Hayley took her first bite of the snapper. At least it met the standard.

“Besides, I'm sure you know that your pleasure is just as important as mine in our agreement.”

It hadn't even occurred to her. “My pleasure? How is that any of my concern?”

“It's not, because that's my end of the deal. I give you what you need to do your job, and I reward you for it.”

Hayley wanted to ask how he was supposed to do that, but she knew better. With a polite nod, she took a sip of water.

“You're wondering how that’s going to happen, aren't you?”

“I am.”

“You'll see after we're done here. I can't have you make my life so much better without showing my gratitude, now can I?”

Ben's alterations to her duties weren't aberrations any longer. “So these changes to my protocol, they're to serve you better?”

“Exactly.”

The promised reward was still a mystery, but Hayley didn't dare assume she deserved to know what it was. “Thank you. I'm happy I have a kind Master.”

“Kindness. You're the first person to ever accuse me of it.”

Hayley left it at that. If the meal dragged on too long, the salad would lose its crunch. And worse than that, the snapper would lose its flakiness as the butter soaked past the sear.

If she wanted her reward, none of that would do.


Hayley rushed to keep up with Ben. The sorbet hadn't even begun to melt before they were finished. “I can make a second helping if you’d like.”

“I'm satisfied.” Ben let out a smile that hit all the right notes. “I wouldn't have changed a thing.”

Hayley glanced at the clock. It was only fifteen 'til eight. “I'll clear the table, unless you need something else.”

“I do, actually.”

Hayley perked to attention in her seat. “Anything you ask.”

He motioned with a finger, “Come over here. I spoke too soon. There is one change I'd like to make.”

Mortal dread spread a chill from her heart outward. His glass of water was empty. Hayley knew that had to be the problem. “Yes, sir.”

She got up and then stepped within inches of him. Ben didn't say a word, making her intermingle her fingers in front of her.

“Do you remember anything about how we first met?”

Hayley's defiance back then was shameful to her. “I apologize for it.”

“You didn't know better. I've forgiven you.”

“Then what do I need to do better?”

Ben scooted his chair back and pointed at his lap. “Bend over.”

She held back from another apology. In her mind, she should have known already, even if she had no clue what he was asking. The rear of her skirt lifted as she rested her stomach on his lap.

His hand met her ass, but not with the hard slap she expected. “You need to be punished for what you did.”

But didn't you already forgive me for it? “Yes, sir.” Hayley released the tension in her rear, knowing that whatever it was she'd done wrong, her Master knew best.

“You stopped tensing up.” His fingers tightened, pulling her cheek along with them as he waved the whole hand. “You want to be punished.”

“It's what I deserve.” She didn't know why, but there was no arguing the point. A light tap made her want to jump, but Hayley froze with composure.

“And you didn't even flinch.”

Something familiar reared it's unwanted head inside Hayley's own. Why are you giving in like this? Shell-shock came over her at the roaring question.

“Wait,” Ben gave a harder swat, “I knew that insecure bitch was still in there.”

“I thought it was gone.” Fear she hadn't felt since meeting Anya filled every nook and cranny of her mind. “Ben, what's wrong with me?”

“Nothing at all.”

Just go away, please! Hayley tried to shut the voice up. “I thought it was gone. Did I mess up again?”

“It's not your fault. It's hers.”

Hayley's cunt rippled with the first sign of another climax. “Then why are you punishing me?” Hayley filled her lungs to capacity within a fraction of a second, shocked that she could ask such a question.

“If I were punishing you, you'd damn well know it by now.”

A harder slap made Hayley wince. As Ben massaged his hand against the sting, Hayley pleaded, “Then can you get her out of me? I don't want to hear her. She's wrong!”

“I know.” He gave a light, reassuring tap. “She doesn't understand how happy you are.”

I'm begging you, leave us alone. The room blurred as her eyes watered.

You don't understand, you're a slave!

Hayley pulled her arms into his lap. “She doesn't understand that I'm a servant, and I'm here because I want to be.” The closest she could feel to hatred now was contempt for anyone trying to get between herself and Master.

“Then come on,” Ben guided her up to her feet, “it's time for the rest of your reward.”

Both voices in her head were in unison for the first and only time. This is a reward?

“You want to serve me without interruption, right?”

Hayley couldn't deny how inconvenient coming in the middle of her work could get. “Yes, Master.” And her overstimulation problem was only growing worse.

“Then come on. I can give you relief, for a while, anyway.”

She stood prim, outside of cocking her head. “What do you mean?”

“The more you serve, the easier it is for your old self to break through.” He pulled Hayley against him, not minding at all when she rested the side of her head on his chest. “Every climax brings her closer to the surface.”

“So she'll win, eventually.”

“Not if someone else gets you off,” his hand slipped down to the bare ass under her skirt again, “really hard, anyway.”

“But why?”

Ben moved his hand up to the small of her back and started walking with her. “Your own mind makes you climax like that to keep her contained, but you can only do it for yourself so many times.” He stopped and turned the handle of a door Hayley hadn't opened yet. “Over time, you'll get better at keeping her shut up. Assuming the Smolensky's weren't blowing smoke up my ass.”

Don't listen to him! He only wants to use you...

Hayley clenched her teeth, trying to will that awful, bitter version of herself away. Her Master doing so much to see after her happiness unleashed the reserved tears.

Ben's finger lifted Hayley's chin. “I don't ever want to see you cry again.”

The true meaning of his words couldn't have registered, given what Hayley knew at the time. But so long as he was as devoted to her needs as she was to his, it was a moot point. “I promise I won't.”

“That's my girl.” Ben finally turned the handle. “Come on, let's take care of that problem of yours.”

Hayley nodded, stopping her waterworks with the strength Ben had loaned her. “Thank you.” The flight of stairs below them didn't lead to the garage, but to a room just to the side of it.

“Don't go thanking me yet. Here, take my hand and I'll go down first.”

As his fingers wrapped around the back of her palm, Hayley followed Ben’s every step. Her heels didn't make the stairs easy, but she knew Master was guiding her down for that very reason. Looking around, the room wasn't that different from the Headmaster's exam room. Outside of the spotlights leaving most of the space in darkness, that is.

Reaching the bottom of the flight, Ben held onto her hand until she felt concrete. “You'll share a bed with me, but I had to give you your own room.”

Since it couldn't be nine PM yet, Hayley knew it was an honor she didn't deserve. Not that she was complaining. “If it's what you want of me,” she remembered a special line Anya had shared with her, “then take what you want from me.”

Ben wasn't blown away by it as Anya suggested he'd be. “I planned on it already, but I'm happy you're enthusiastic.”

He's happy. It warmed her heart faster than a lit stack of thermite on her chest. She already knew the spanking wasn't punishment, but she was thankful Anya had given her private tutoring. Her body would break before her mind, and that's exactly what a man like her Master demanded.

“Over here.”

The sound of a light switch made Hayley jump. Light filled the rest of the room before she followed him toward a massive, circular bed covered in faux furs.

Less bedroom than torture chamber, outside of the bed itself, Hayley noticed Ben had spared no expense. “This is even more than the Headmaster had.”

Ben cut the awkward silence off before it could start. “That’s good, I guess.” He pushed her hard enough to make Hayley fall over the mattress. Ben was on top before Hayley could process it.

Their lips had their first meet as Hayley let her tongue knock on his door without thinking. He answered, slipping into her mouth. Her eyes jarred open for an instant, settling shut again as Hayley tossed away her concerns.

He was being too gentle. Hayley reached down for his belt and tugged him into her. He responded with enthusiasm, sliding both hands up her waist.

Before Hayley knew it, she was pulling Ben’s shirt up from beneath

Whether it was his original goal or not, Ben was more than willing to Ben her wish. He pushed himself up and smiled. “Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been as certain about anything in my life.”

He didn’t need any more convincing, either. Hayley felt him lift the skirt as Hayley stayed on her back. Ben pulled her legs up as his head vanished beneath the black silk and white frills.

His tongue might as well have been a tazer considering the gasp Hayley belted out. The smooth, wet tip of his tongue glided along the lips of her pussy.

Hayley tried to stay silent, but the slice of Heaven taking liberties between her legs wouldn’t allow it. His first light contact with her clit set her hips ablaze. Hayley knew Master was playing and taking his sweet time.

Ben sent his hands up and out of her skirt. He traced a set of lines along her stomach, each fingertip sending its own chill up her spine. She buried her face in the soft covers, giving it her damnedest effort not to let him know how ready Hayley was for him to be inside her.

Without a trace of warning he set to attacking her pearl. Hayley wasn’t ready for how rough he was at first, but she trusted his lead. When she felt ready for more, Hayley pulled Ben’s hair to give him that extra bit of force.

The whole midsection of her body tensed. Hayley started to whimper as she felt the taste buds rub against her clit. In a matter of seconds that felt like glorious hours, Ben slid his tongue to her entrance, and then back up to her swelling bean.

He followed up with a quick burst of easy licks. It was the finishing blow, forcing her to jerk back and moan like she hadn't before. Hayley’s first climax from Master like the fist of an angry deity, twisting her arms and legs into knots.

Hayley shook out the beautiful echoes, panting like she had just run a mile in her heels. Ben snuck himself back up to face level. His lips met her own again as Hayley savored the aftertaste of her body.

And his playground.

Ben pulled away after the brief exchange. “You enjoyed that,” he said, straightening his hair.

Ben had a gift, alright. Hayley was glad he decided she was worthy of receiving it. She tried to catch enough wind but barely uttered out, “Mas-ter...”

“You’re welcome.” Ben gave her a moment. “That’s not enough to put your old self away, though.”

Hayley was ready and willing to return the favor. Easing both of them into a sitting position, Hayley then slid herself between his legs in the center of the mattress.

Ben unbuttoned his shirt and then pulled it off his arms. It went flying past the other side of the bed.

His belt flew open as Hayley imagined what he was packing under those tailored slacks. The outline of his bulge wasn’t enough to fill in the gaps.

Ben cupped her cheek with his fingers as his zipper flew down. He pushed the cotton obstacle out of the way a few inches. Hayley jerked at the waistline like a frat boy going after some drunk co-ed, not satisfied with just having access around his clothes.

The boxers and pants slid down her Master’s legs. The V from waist to crotch made her feel the extra soak within her body. But she had to slow down, taking care with his shoes and socks. It was only proper decorum.

Hayley still had work to do. Pushing the slacks and boxers into the floor, Hayley eased her breasts against the inside of Ben’s thighs. The pulsing rod called out, breaking down what little hesitation or shame Hayley still possessed.

Her mouth pursed in anticipation. The plush head pressed against her lips as Hayley let it slide past. Hayley flicked out with her tongue, smiling as her contact with the ridge of skin underneath coaxed a groan out of Ben.

Using his voice for guidance, as Anya had said, Hayley kept her tongue pressed against the bottom of his dick. Stopping short of choking herself, Hayley sealed her mouth. She could feel the negative pressure, noticing the hand running through her hair as a compliment.

Her free hand wrapped around the base and his sack. She eased up to linger her tongue up the shaft and across Ben’s tip. As Hayley guided him back in, Hayley absorbed the full glory of satisfying the only person who mattered to her now.

A few more dives had his voice in constant flow. Right before showing him what Headmistress had really taught her, Ben pressed both palms against her jaw from each side.

She didn’t fight back, giving Ben a slow jerk with one hand. “Is something wrong, Master?”

Ben let out a quick laugh, and then a gasp as Hayley guided her hand up his shaft in a twisting motion. “This is about you, not me.”

Hayley looked up past the firm, but not overdone muscles. “So what will you do with me now?”

Leaning over her, Ben untied the ribbon that made Hayley’s dress impossible to fully bend over in, a relief she couldn’t admit to. Then his hands planted on both sides of her ass under the skirt. Hayley only felt the rush of air as he forced the whole dress upward. Hayley straightened her arms as he pulled, wriggling until she was left in her bra, heels, and mid-thigh stockings.

Ben was fully nude, which didn’t seem fair. Hayley eased herself back up to her knees as she reached behind her back. Her bra popped loose and fell. It was then that Hayley realized how much she loved the feeling of Master’s eyes coveting every inch of her body.

Hayley granted the wish she knew he had, straddling his lap. Ben’s cock pressed against the front of her pussy. Hayley eased herself into him, hugging around his chest with both arms. She was almost afraid to ask, but couldn’t resist. “Can I?”

“Have you earned it?”

Hayley didn’t know how to respond.

Ben slid his hands down her waist, resting his fingers on the tops of her thighs. “Well?”

“I’ve been trying my best, so...”

“And I’ve never asked for anything more, have I?”

Hayley tried to fight the spreading heat in her face. Ben reached around her back and scooted her closer. It felt like she was blushing just as much between her legs when they locked together.

The grind of his shaft on clit forced a gasp from of her lips. “Well?” It wasn’t like he was pushing her away.

“But I haven’t been perfect so far.” Her cheeks got even redder.

Feeling Ben’s grasp flow around to her ass, she didn’t resist when he forced her up a few inches. “You’re like me now, always expecting more from yourself.”

“So you mean I’m—” He pushed down on Hayley’s rear. Whimpering before she could figure out why, the stinging ache in her pussy kept getting deeper. When the tip of his cock pushed against her back wall, she couldn’t say another word.

Ben put his mouth next to her ear. “Flawless.”

The steamy breath of Master’s approval shot a quiver down her body. It came back up, rattling Hayley’s teeth as she realized why it hurt and felt so good down there at the same time.

He really is in me… Redemption had finally come. Months of believing she’d never be adequate turned the pain to comfort.

Ben pressed against the small of her back, forcing Hayley to shimmy forward. The ache came back, but not enough to overtake the pure bliss.

He leaned into her other ear. “Does it hurt?”

Admitting that it did, even a little, was unthinkable. She wouldn’t have dared ask him to slow down, even if it was unbearable. Hayley draped her arms over his shoulders, feeling both of their heartbeats at once. “No, I can take it.” Even though Master’s pulse rate couldn’t have been half of her own.

Ben centered his face with Hayley’s. Biting and sucking on her lower lip the whole time, he thrusted in and out from beneath.

Hayley’s training kicked in like instinct. Wiggling her hips at Ben’s pace, she rolled each side up and down like a smooth waveform.

“Oh Christ!”

The compliment almost brought her to tears. Taking care of the home was one thing, but to see after Master himself was too much of an honor.

Feeling the press of Ben’s thumb and index fingers around the sides of her waist, Hayley switched her motion from front to back. It felt even better, and not just because she’d become used to his girth. She was hitting the right spot inside herself.

The academy mandated birth control for all of its students, but that wouldn’t have mattered to Hayley at that point. Her body hadn’t been her own property for a while. “You can use me like that, if you need to.”

“You mean,” Ben moaned as she ground harder, “inside you?”

“No need to ask.” Hayley sank herself until her folds spread around Ben’s hilt. “Ever.”

She couldn’t imagine asking to go off the hormone treatment. That was his choice, as far as Hayley was concerned. Quite the opposite from the side of herself that she wanted to forget.

“I’m about to.”

Hayley ramped up the steam, wiggling in Ben’s lap like it was her one mission in life.

“Fuck!”

She felt him get even harder, and just a bit thicker. “I won’t mind.”

A sudden void inside herself felt like total rejection.

The tops of her stockings were resting against the outside of Ben’s knees. Even worse, the feeling of Master inside of her had ended.

Hot streaks flowed from the corners of her eyes. But the shame of ruining Master’s preferred look wasn’t nearly as soul-wrecking as the physical rejection.

Ben’s chest heaved in and out. The grin on his face didn’t scare away the fear in Hayley’s core.

She tried to think of what she’d done wrong. “I wasn’t good enough?”

Her Master chuckled as best he could. Ben kept his head low as he looked up with just his eyes. “There’s nothing to cry about. If anything, it was too good.”

Hayley would have exploded in delight, had she been able to comprehend ‘too good.’ Terror made her arms shake, even around Ben’s neck. “I’m sorry, what did I do wrong?”

The burst of laughter made her jump. When Mistress Anya erupted like that, it meant leather was about to clap against skin. Never for Hayley herself, but Master acting like that put the fear of God in her.

The back of his hand brushed her cheek. She couldn’t help flinching as Ben said, “Easy… You don’t owe me anything right now.”

Inconceivable. “But I—” Even Master’s fingers stroking along the curve of her jaw made Hayley flinch.

His touch kept giving Hayley mercy she didn’t think she deserved. “If you think you’re such a failure, tell me how.”

She didn’t have to ponder it. “The fish was overcooked, I made a noise putting the silverware down, and...” The sensations she’d let herself falter to were far more shameful.

Ben shot his head back and laughed again, which only made her blush harder. His knuckles gliding down her neck and along a collarbone nearly fried Hayley’s brain. “You think I’m mad about that?”

The timidity in her voice couldn’t have been more pitiful. “I didn’t meet your expectations, just like when you pushed me off of you and–”

“Stop!”

His touch never ended in the slap Hayley expected. Her chin tilted up, but not under her own power. “Master, I’m not good enough for you.”

“You were, even when we first met.” White became black and wrong turned into right within seconds. For some reason, Ben had pulled her against him a second time.

The pressure of his shaft slid up her inner-most folds. Hayley couldn’t bring herself to say a word.

“Do you know why?”

It took all she had to shake her head.

“I didn’t hate you for who you were then.” Ben pulled her tighter against his body. “In fact, I picked you because I admired that girl.”

Why?

Master didn’t even acknowledge the unspoken question.

“Because she wanted a purpose, but hadn’t found it yet. Drifting from cause to cause, it exhausted her.”

A faint trace of protest shot through Hayley’s skull. But by the time it made it all the way across, she’d tuned it out. “So you saved me?”

“From what? Yourself?” Ben shot forward, dropping Hayley onto her back. “You’re still her.”

No! “She’s under control, I promise!”

The kind smile on his face sealed the new reality. Harsh as the academy was, Master wouldn’t punish her for weakness.

Ben pushed himself onto his knees, towering over her. “I used to be the same way.”

Hayley couldn’t believe it. “She was weak and insecure. You’re playing with me.”

“I am, yeah.” Ben reached to the left.

He came back a roll of silver tape in his hands. Hayley wondered if this was a new reward. Both cheeks warmed up again as she asked, “So why not punish her out of me?”

“Why would I?”

Dumbfounded, she stared back.

Ben leaned closer, draping his hands and the tape over Hayley’s wrists. “I asked you a question.”

She had no answer.

“Well?” The sound of tape coming off the roll made it seem like the word echoed for too long.

Hayley couldn’t look Master in the eyes. “She defied you. It was unforgivable.”

“Wrong.”

What? Hayley tried to correct herself, but the tack of adhesive sealed her lips. What did I do wrong? You just told me I was perfect, and…

The truth crushed Hayley like a flipped truck landing on her chest. She hadn’t talked out of place at all, but now Master was making her shut up.

Driving both wrists into the air, Hayley prayed it would satisfy him.

Fingers pushing down on the top of both forearms didn’t make her feel any better. Ben wasn’t satisfied with her offering.

Speaking out of place, she tried yelling against the barrier on her face. But it did no good.

Master gave her a light slap against her cheek. Hayley dropped her arms and leaned back, hoping she could present her submission like a dog.

“Sit the fuck up.”

The strnnkt of tape brought her to attention, just long enough to feel the tack against both wrists.

“If you don’t quit acting like some pitiful victim...”

She didn’t dare look his way, even as Ben wrapped the tape between her arms, making sure Hayley couldn’t break free.

“You’ll never find your own happiness.”

But she had already. Unable to speak, Hayley did the only thing her mind could contemplate: Submit.

She felt his weight leave the bed. Staring at the texture of the ceiling, Hayley’s mind shot to the worst possibility.

He’s leaving me here to think about what I’ve done.

Nearly a minute passed as she struggled to keep the tears in. When Master did decide to free her, he’d probably find more streaks of mascara distasteful. Enduring the punishment was her lot for the night.

The sound something hitting the bed jerked Hayley out of the self-imposed trance. Velcro tore apart, but she didn’t dare look.

A loop passed over her right ankle. It tightened as she heard Master tie the webbing to the nearest foot of the bed. He did the same for her left, not that Hayley would ever dream of fighting whatever he desired.

Still fixing her gaze on one speck on the plaster above her, the sound of footsteps rounded the bed. More tape came loose.

When Master pulled her arms above her head, she finally broke and looked him in the eyes. Why does he look so pleased with me right now?

Ben put a few more loops between her wrists. Feet of tape tore away from the roll until she felt the tension stretch her entire body.

Fingertips brushed down her side. Hayley flinched, catching herself before she could try gasping through her nose.

“Easy.” Ben kept sliding his touch down. “This is what we need to keep that old ‘you’ locked away.”

It should have been her responsibility, not Master’s. But what could she do? Even if Hayley possessed the drive to fight, she couldn’t.

The sensation reached the crook between her right thigh and hip. Something like a wire grazed over Hayley’s leg on the same side.

Fingers pulled her entrance wide open. Master’s weight settled on the bed again. Then she heard it.

Angry buzzing like a smashed hive filled the air. It lowered, the vibration in the air between her legs teasing at what was about to come. Hayley pushed her tongue against the roof of her mouth.

It dropped along with the source of the noise. Like her clit had been touched with a cut power line, she jerked every limb. But the binds held.

Her mind scrambled. Seconds passed as the smooth, trembling object pressed against the button hidden in her folds.

Master wasn’t leaving her wanting, diving two fingers inside without hesitation. Both digits bent, pushing against the internal spot that always did the job. He may not have known her body like a beloved poem, but her Master certainly knew what to do with what was in front of him.

Hayley saw the darkness come from above as her eyes rolled back. The feeling got stronger, forcing her lids shut.

Both fingertips coaxed in alternating movements. Their motion quickened as the plastic crushed harder against her happy spot on the outside.

Muscles tensed, locking into a near-cramp as Hayley felt the restraints’ lack of stretch. Her entire body wanted to roll and twist. But all she could do was take it.

Her neck quaked. Ticklish heat swallowed Hayley’s center, diving to her clit and then spreading to where Ben’s fingers worked their magic. Every stroke of a finger and the hundreds of jolts against her pearl each second clenched her teeth harder.

Time spread into a puddle. Even though Ben had only gifted her seconds of the reward, she felt each flick against her g-spot take minutes. Even the vibrator slowed, punching against her most sensitive spot until Hayley’s neck bent to its limit.

But it was all perspective. Veins pulsed against the nylon straps. Hayley felt every rush of blood drag out, picking up in intensity until she had to scream against the tape.

Everything stopped at once. Crawling over the highest peak of the roller coaster, Hayley’s stomach rose into her throat.

The sudden dive washed over. Pain from the constriction in her limbs didn’t register. All she could feel was the burning wave, tingling every nerve in her body once. Then twice.

A third forced her to try screaming as the fingers pulled out. Then the buzzing stopped.

True emptiness rushed in where the glorious fulfillment rattled itself out.

Ben’s giggle was all she could feel. “You gonna make it?”

Hayley opened her eyes. Master’s face was all she saw.

“You came pretty hard just now.”

She knew.

His smile turned into a frown. “But I don’t think it was enough. What’s it gonna take?”

Not that Hayley could tell him, between the tape and her own shame.

Both of his hands wrapped around the tops of her thighs. The pliant give of his tip eased against her cunt, sliding from top to the entrance. Hayley tried wiggling herself, hoping like hell she’d get him inside.

The fulfillment pulled away at the last second. “Hey, you can’t have everything all at once.”

Pushed over the edge, Hayley tried yelling against the woven plastic blocking her voice.

Ben reached down for one of the corners. The glue tried holding on, distorting her mouth and leaving a smudge of lipstick as Master pulled it away.

She couldn’t hold it in. “I need you to...”

Master leaned closer. “Do what?”

Hayley knew she wasn’t fit to make demands. The tightness of the same material around both wrists reminded her of that.

Looking away, she flinched before saying, “Fix me.”

“Fix you?”

Both of her cheeks turned red again. “Please?”

“How?”

She didn’t know. The fact that she had dared make a request made it that much worse. “I’m sorry. It just came out.”

The pat of his hand felt like a slap at first. When the sting never came, Hayley dared to look up at him again.

Ben leaned closer than he ever had before. His breath scorched against her ear, almost sending Hayley into another climax. “If the last one wasn’t enough, what do you need?”

Hayley tried bringing her arms down, feeling the tape squeeze again. “I don’t know.”

“Really?” The look in his eyes said more than the most precise set of words could have. Master didn’t know, either.

Feeling his duties might become a chore, Hayley tried to wrap her legs around his back. Again, the straps kept her locked against the bed. “I’ve tried my best, but it’s not good enough.”

Ben eased up and then shook his head. “No, she’s just that damn stubborn.”

“You mean,” Hayley went limp, “her?”

The quick nod from Ben put her at ease.

“I’m sorry.”

“Stop fucking apologizing!”

She expected him to strike hard, flinching and closing both eyes again.

When it never came, Hayley looked up at the ceiling, still awaiting the smack of his hand.

But this time, his voice was right in her ear. “You have to beat her.”

Me?

Something like a metallic flick sounded out above her head. The tension pulling both arms from their sockets eased at once. Then, seconds later, Hayley felt one of her legs free up.

Still bound at the wrists, the last restraint loosened. The faith Master had just placed in her felt wrong.

“I can’t...”

“Really? You know her better than I do, then.”

True shame invaded. “I’m sorry, Sir. I spoke out of line.”

Ben’s expression grew even kinder. “No, you tell me what you need.”

Had Master decided to starve her, begging for a scrap of bread would have been too much. Hayley didn’t say a word, but ‘I can’t,’ emanated from her face.

“That was an order.” A pinch and twist on her left nipple drove the point home. “Tell me.”

Hayley struggled to keep her jaw from shaking. She had almost built up the courage to dare ask. Then she felt the tape on her wrists break.

Totally free, Hayley didn’t know what to do with herself. Other than bring her hands up and hide her face in shame. “I’ve failed you.”

The tears were flowing. Expecting another wallop to her cheek, Hayley braced for the impact.

Cool skin met her face, easing down and then drifting away. “Hey, I can’t read your mind. There’s nothing wrong with telling me what you need.”

But I shouldn’t need, ever.

Like Ben heard it loud and clear, his face didn’t harden. “Go ahead, take what you have to.”

Freed and with his total permission, Hayley couldn’t imagine anything less than letting Master do what he wished. “I don’t understand.”

“I didn’t think you would.” Ben eased himself back onto the mattress, draping her thighs over his own. “You’ll go insane if you don’t do it, though.”

True insanity would have been asking for any kind of favor. “Master, it’s not my place.” Hayley tried picking the submissive act up where she’d left off, pulling one of his hands up and dipping the thumb between her lips for a second. “You haven’t finished.”

“Do I have to?”

Yes! Hayley sucked on his thumb a little harder, bobbing her head back and forth like it was a miniature cock.

Ben’s other hand tousled her bangs. “I get it.”

Hayley stopped blowing the finger in her mouth and shot her eyes toward Ben’s face.

“If I come, will you stop acting so pathetic?”

It wasn’t an act, though. As far as Hayley was concerned, she hadn’t been Master’s perfect slave, at all.

“No?” Ben pulled his thumb away. “Then I’m sorry, you’ll just have to deal with it.”

Her discipline snapped like a cheap pencil. “I’m sorry! Don’t go!”

Ben’s chest jerked as he let out the first guffaw. “Found your limit, didn’t I?”

Pleading turned into madness. If Master couldn’t be pleased with service, her only option was giving him release through punishment. Her own body would have to be the sacrifice.

Hayley pushed with both arms, rising her breasts as close to Ben’s face as she could. “If you want me to disobey until you have to act,” she gulped, “I understand...”

One hand pushed between her tits, right on the sternum. “Easy.” Ben eased her down until Hayley’s back was on the sheets again. “You’re getting closer, but I want to know what you want me to do.”

The honor wasn’t hers to take. Still, it made her face burn with shame.

“Well?”

Hayley breathed against the weight of his palm and turned her head away. “With...”

“What with what?”

It hurt just to move her lips, but her honest answer was Master’s order. “Finish with me.”

“In, or out? And don’t get bashful again. I need to know what you want.”

Hayley couldn’t bring herself to say it, even with the command. Too ashamed for words, Hayley scooted herself closer to him.

“That wasn’t an answer.”

Her tongue locked in place, but Hayley couldn’t defy that clear of an order. “You, with me… Inisde.”

The stone-faced look cracked. “That’s all I needed to hear.” Ben shoved his mouth against her own and then broke away. “See? Was that so bad?”

“Yes.” Hayley cringed at her own forthrightness, meek as the single word was.

Ben eased down again, pressing his lips against her neck this time. Instead of torturing her with another impossible question, his entire body moved up until her thighs had to part to accommodate him.

Is he? The temperature between her legs shot up a few degrees as the pressure mounted.

One single prod at her entry exposed the truth. His weight pressed down as she felt the tip part her walls.

But if he wanted this, selfish as it would be for her to take the gift, how could she refuse? She might not have been good enough for him, but turning down this kind of favor was unthinkable.

Both sides parted as Master gave her the deepest form of thanks again. Hayley squeezed her entire body around him, praying that the only god she recognized wasn’t toying with her.

The gradual sink to her center halted, right as Ben filled the void he’d left before. It was no play on her emotions. Master wanted to use her, and maybe not for his own amusement.

With a slight pull outward, Ben’s cock jump-started the need in her. Arms and legs wrapped tighter, both his and Hayley’s own.

She couldn’t keep it in any longer. As Ben’s face brushed past her own, Hayley felt his stubble against her skin. “Please, Master, don’t pull out until you’re done.”

Ben responded with another drive into her body.

Feeling exactly what she needed, every part of her wanted to melt. Something about the way he put each ounce of himself into it forced her into a lingering moan.

With another pull outward and a lighter drive back in, Hayley wrapped herself around him. Because when a truly devoted servant smiles, it’s with her entire body.

Master responded in kind, wrapping his arms around her shoulders. The feel of his breath against her skin set Hayley’s world on fire. Especially how it flooded over her neck as he pushed deeper.

The hard embrace kept getting tighter. She’d never felt this close to anyone, physically or emotionally. Master wanted her, and above all else, Ben was seeing to her own wishes.

Which made his sudden rise feel like a heartbreak.

“Is something wrong?”

Ben held one straight finger over his lips and then reached for the plastic wand. It buzzed to life against her clit as he whispered, “Don’t fight it.”

Not that Hayley could. The shift in his position drove the head of his cock against her g-spot. Even the slightest touch against it bent her knees, locking him into tapping away at that miraculous place.

Her mind was boiling over. The merciless buzz against her pearl, the hard press of his dick inside, and the fact that Master couldn’t stop himself if he tried… This was the reward she’d dreamed about through every lonely night at the academy.

Master shifted. The bones of his forearm pushed against her windpipe, silencing her voice.

Hayley reached up, grabbing his bicep with both hands and forcing him harder against her throat. She opened her eyes, seeing the undeniable satisfaction on Master’s face.

Please, come for me!

Like she’d actually gotten the words out, Ben stared back. “Holy shit, I’m gonna fucking come!”

Her mind unraveled all at once. Overwhelming rapture took hold.

Every joint closed tight, locking Ben inside her. Months of denial and waiting overcame the weight on Hayley’s throat. “Fuck!”

Ben didn’t need even half of his length to jolt her entire body. Hayley dropped one hand down to the shaved silk above her cunt, feeling his dick through her own body and pressing herself even harder against him.

Master took the arm off her neck, bracing himself as he crushed the vibrator against Hayley’s pussy. All it did was give him more freedom to slam away.

“Yes, yes… Yes!”

Hayley’s body reacted on its own. Squeezing nylon-covered legs against the small of his back, she forced Master to bury himself deep.

Flaring out of nowhere, heat spread from between her thighs, down both legs and then up Hayley’s stomach. Every part of her relaxed for a moment, and then seized like she’d rusted shut.

Master’s cry barely registered in her mind, but the first warm shot inside her doubled everything she was feeling. No longer a thing to be used for service, but his true desire…

Hayley couldn’t remember anything beyond that point, other than the total bliss that filled her soul.


Hayley woke up on her left side. Before she could open her eyes, the deep red of sunlight passing through her lids told her it was past dawn.

Ben’s arm hadn’t moved from around her stomach, though.

Nearly a year had passed since the academy, and Master had never let up on his efforts to reward her services. But for some reason, he’d given her the choice to keep the shots coming or not.

She tried to ease from of his grip. Ben’s arm tightened around Hayley’s waist before she could even get one leg out of the sheets. His nose and chin brushed against her shoulder, settling her in until she thought he’d pass out again.

Master letting her share a bed wasn’t the norm, but it was still in the realm of possibility, according to Headmistress Anya. But it wasn’t a total honor. Master had to wait for breakfast every morning he got too clingy.

Hayley brushed her hand up his arm, making Ben stir and roll over. It felt safe enough to try sneaking away for her duties. Stuffing a pillow where she’d been lying would keep him distracted long enough.

Pulling the sheer, black robe over herself, Hayley stopped at the door. Ben was her world, and for some reason, she was his as well. It made her trip outside the house yesterday feel like that much more of a betrayal.

Guilt wracked her body as she stared back. I’ll have to tell him. Maybe not right then, but soon.

Ben rolled over again, snuggling his hips against the pillow. Hayley wished she’d have stayed there to feel it, but her responsibilities came first. She turned away and took that first step through the door.

“Wait.”

Hayley froze.

“You’re awful at hiding things.”

He knows…

“The next time you buy a pregnancy test, take the garbage out after you put it in the bathroom trashcan.”

“I’m sorry, I should have told you...”

“Well, how’d it turn out?”

It felt even more shameful to tell him the truth. “Negative.”

Ben rolled over with a grin she didn’t expect. “Hey, when I told you to keep me guessing, you did. I’m not mad about it.”

“But now you know.” She tried to hide behind the door frame while still keeping her eyes on him. “I messed up again.”

“No, I gave you a choice.” Ben tore the sheets away from his body. “You decided, just like I asked. Hiding it from me wasn’t part of the order.”

His own words rang through her head. ‘Not knowing is what makes it so fun.’ “Master, why would you even do this?”

“You don’t have to call me that anymore.”

Hayley blushed for even daring the question. “Why?”

Ben leaned her way on both elbows. “You tell me.”

The freedoms she’d been granted had gone far beyond what her classes had told her to expect. Sharing Master’s bed was one thing, but not having to call him by that name anymore? It was as unthinkable as slapping him in the face.

“I’m waiting.”

Hayley stepped back into the room. “I don’t understand why you’re doing this.”

Ben’s teeth flashed as white as the sheets. “Why would I treat a maid like my own equal?”

It was a good question. “I don’t know why you’d even think of it.”

“At some point, it should have been obvious.”

Some twinge of what he was hinting at entered her mind. But there was no way. She wasn’t worthy.

“I hardly leave the house, but somehow, I’ve been planning a wedding with a girl you haven’t even met.”

Hayley felt gutted. “But from what you’ve told me, Jane is a lovely woman. You’ll be happy with her, and I’ll serve her exactly like I do for you.”

“Jane doesn’t exist.”

Oh. Something warm tried to fill her chest. “Well, I’m sure you had your reasons. I know your parents have been badgering you about grandchildren.”

Master, or rather, Ben, shook his head. He tossed himself over the width of the bed, landing on his chest. As he pulled the drawer open on the nightstand, Hayley almost comprehended it.

She stared in awe as he pulled a ring box out. When Ben finally opened it, she knew some girl was bound to get a ring worth more than some people earn in a lifetime. “It’s stunning...”

“I want you to stop wearing that maid outfit.”

He can’t be. It’s not proper. “If that’s what you ask.” She still had clothes for leaving the house, after all.

Holding the box as close to her as he could, Ben finally ran out of ways to tease it. “I want you to wear this.”

“Eggs or bacon?”

“I’m not joking.”

Hayley wanted to roll her eyes at him. “You’ve got a meeting with hedge fund managers later. I can’t let you show up hungry.”

He shot out of the bed and stomped her way. Hayley turned, but his hands spun her to face him again.

“Ben, I can’t…” Hayley couldn’t believe it as dropped to one knee, like he was the servant for once.

“Really, you’re gonna tell me ‘no’ for the first time? Right now?”

Even the shuttered self Hayley used to be couldn’t believe it. Ben hadn’t taken her to be his mindless slave. All of the freedoms, the leniency, and the kindness he’d shown her…

It all added up to one moment.

“Will you marry me?”


ENJOY THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM:

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO

This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.”

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?”

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof.

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the lable, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it.

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.”

“What kind of book.”

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.”

***

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.”

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?”

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it.

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.”

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two.

***

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time.

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?”

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.”

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call.

***

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!”

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue.

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym?

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?”
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