

Breaking the Nanny

Nanny in Training, Book 3

It’s been a week. A whole week of bondage, impact, and sex so good I saw stars. A week in the Cooper’s household, but time doesn’t feel real anymore. I haven’t left this room since the day I agreed to let him try to break me. Why did I do that? Am I insane?

My whole body hurts, but I don’t want out. That doesn’t make any sense. But I don’t care. I want to stay his forever, but he still says my training isn’t done. I don’t understand. I’ve never told him to stop or begged for anything, except for him to let me finish. How could I not be done with training? I want to be his pet forever. But he says that isn’t enough. He says I need to be broken.

Other titles in this series:

	Testing the Nanny 

	Training the Nanny 




Chapter One – Day Seven

I was on my stomach. My hands were tied together and above my head, attached to the headboard. My legs were spread wide, each ankle connected to opposite sides of the bed by rope. Both my ankles and wrists were raw from rubbing against the rope.

The alarm clock by the bed said it was 5:15 pm. Mr. Cooper would be home soon. He’d come to the room and either hurt me more or give me such intense pleasure to the point I’d forget who I was. He was making me forget about everything but him. I couldn’t wait for him to come home and feel his hands on me, whatever sensations they brought.

I dreamed of the day he would let me out of this room, of the day I would pass this bizarre “training” and he’d accept me as his nanny, housekeeper, and lover. His slave. I was practically his prisoner, tied to the bed day in and day out, let off for exercise and eating, though I was only allowed food once a day. Apparently it helps break down the mind, make it more pliable.

Mr. Cooper was in the military and trained extensively in how to treat prisoners and get them to turn on their comrades. How to brain wash someone. It was terrifying knowing he was capable of such things, and he was applying all of them to me. All but the most brutal of techniques. My bruises and scrapes were artificial, they’d heal in a few weeks. And I didn’t really care about them.

What I cared about was how gentle he’d caress my skin, trailing every inch of me, from my jaw line to my calves, and back up. His fingers would trail against my erect nipples, so softly like he wasn’t even touching them, sending thrills through my body. A slight tug would set my body on fire, craving the pleasurable touch after so much pain.

He’d comb my hair from my face, wet from sweat or tears, taking care of me, and I felt so safe.

His thumb, grazing and grinding against my aching clit, bringing me to climax with just one finger, expertly applied. His other fingers finding their ways inside my holes, exploring. His hard cock, pushing in and out of me with ease and abandon. My body accepted his whole length and width easily, and I’d strain on the ropes, wanting to hold him to me in ecstasy, but never able to.

These were the things I cared about, and not about anything else. I wanted these moments to last forever, but they never did. Instead, they were short lived, and when he was finished, spilling his seed inside of me, he would hurt me more, or simply leave the room and ignore me. I wasn’t really sure which of those were worse, frankly.

He was wearing me down completely, despite the fact that I already wanted to be his. He didn’t need to tie me up, I wouldn’t leave this room if he didn’t want me to. Wouldn’t make a sound if he didn’t want me to. I wanted to be his slave. “It’s not enough to want to be something. You have to actually be it.” He said after I had told him.

I never really knew when he was home, the rooms were too well-insulated to hear the door. So I jumped a bit when the bedroom door finally opened and he stepped inside, interrupting my thoughts. “How’s my girl doing today?” Jake Cooper asked me, my heart skipping beats in fear, excitement, and anticipation. I nodded to show I was doing okay, a rag still in my mouth from that morning. He smiled softly and began to undo my restraints, taking out the rag as the final kindness. He slowly stretched my limbs, helped me to stand, and walked me to the bathroom. I had been tied up since he left for work at 7:30 that morning, and I was practically dying to get to the bathroom.

Finally, he walked me around the room, letting me get plenty of exercise to work out the stiffness in my legs. When I could walk normally again, he said, “I’m going to keep you unrestrained while I’m at home for the next week. You’ve earned a lot of trust, and that deserves freedom, as well.” He pet my hair and cupped his hand around my neck. He bent down and kissed me, and my knees went weak.

His strong arms held me, his beard scruffy against my chin. I loved how tall he was. “What about during the day?” I asked. He chuckled, his body rocking against mine, and said, “Oh, I have other plans for that.”

I looked into his eyes, letting him read my emotions. I was curious, excited, and afraid, all at once. But the fear only made my pussy clench harder in anticipation. Before a week ago, never in a million years did I think that fear would play such a big role in my sexuality. Not after all the fear I had experienced growing up with alcoholic parents. But now I was beginning to forget even that part of my past, letting it melt away with every blow of his crop against my stinging ass.

He kissed me tenderly, his lips soft against mine. For a minute everything around us was gone, there was just the two of us in the whole universe.

I should have seen it coming and prepared myself. But I didn’t. Without warning his hand on my neck turned into a fist in my hair, and he yanked me down, forcing me to my knees. I instinctively undid his pants, knowing he would already be hard. And he was.

I freed his hard cock from his dress pants and immediately wrapped my lips and tongue around the head, swirling my tongue to feel every inch of him. His hand was still in my hair, and he forced my head down onto his cock, pushing it past my mouth and down my throat. I gagged at the severity but didn’t pull back. He was too big in my mouth to continue swirling my tongue around him, but he let go of the hold he had of my hair, and I bobbed my head back and forth as fast as I could, bringing his cock out to suck on the head, before going back down to the base.

I was getting good at giving head, I realized, as the room filled with his grunts of pleasure, and pride sparked inside me. I only wanted to please him. I could take him all the way down my throat and back up without gagging, for as long as he let me do it.

I gripped his hips and enjoyed the sensation of his cock filling up my throat. When he was close to finishing, his grunts became deeper. His hands found themselves tangled in my hair again, and he thrust his own hips forward hard as he slammed my head down on his cock. I relaxed my throat and let him use me like a toy, gripping his hips hard.

Drool spilled out and dripped down my chin. My eyes watered up, but I just looked up and stared at him, looking down at me smiling and grunting. He was fucking my throat so roughly it was starting to hurt, I knew my throat would be bruised afterwards. It’d probably hurt to eat later that night. Dammit.

But I didn’t really mind. All thought of pain flew out of my head when he came, fucking my throat for as long as he could before pulling out and cumming over my face. Thick ropes of cum splayed across my face, and I immediately opened my mouth to catch what I could.

When his orgasm faded, he stood above me, breathing hard. “Stay like that. Don’t dip your head. Let it sit there.” He said over me, commanding me. My heart always seemed to go into overdrive for two seconds when he spoke to me in that voice, low and filled with satisfaction and lust.

He re-did his pants and simply walked around the room, looking at the things that I had unpacked when I first got there several weeks ago, looking at the things that tell who I was. “That’s all your getting, you know.” He said, his back to me as he looked at my books on the shelf.

“What do you mean?” I sat on my knees, feeling his cum dripping down my face onto my body, some spots were beginning to dry on my face.

He walked to the posters of my favorite movies on the wall. “You’ve come a long way, but I can’t bring myself to fuck you when you still have so far to go.” His voice sounded almost bored, with a hint of condescension. I began to feel embarrassed and small, sitting in the middle of the room.

“I don’t understand, sir. I want to be yours. I am yours. Yours to do with whatever, I promise! I’m not going anywhere. I don’t understand why I’m still in training, or what else I have to do to prove it to you. What’s wrong with what I’m doing?” My voice started getting high, a little bit of panic and frustration rising inside me. Would he turn me away? Why did he think I wasn’t ready? Would he really deny me any kind of sex??

He looked over his shoulder at me, disappointed in my outburst. I averted my eyes, immediately ashamed of letting my emotions get the better of me. “Look at me.” He commanded. I still had my face tilted up slightly, but I looked at him again, afraid of what I’d see in his eyes.

“You’re still a person.” He said simply. “I’m going to fix that.”

He ripped the posters off the wall, startling me a little. It was the last thing I had expected him to do. He bunched them up and tossed them to the door. He grabbed the few books on the shelf and threw them to the door as well.

He walked around the room, getting rid of everything I held sentimental, tossing them to land on the floor by the door. My jewelry box and its contents, my silly knickknacks, though admittedly I didn’t have much of those, and even most of my clothes. My clothes! I got angry, hurt that he was throwing away the things that were a part of me. But I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to make him mad. But I couldn’t stop the tears from welling in my eyes and spilling over. I cried silently, waiting for him to stop. When he did he calmly stood in front of me and looked down at me.

“Why?” I whispered in a small voice that embarrassed me.

He knelt down so we were on the same level and said, “I’m changing who you are. You can’t let go of yourself when you’re surrounded by it.”

He stood up and walked to the bathroom, returning with a garbage bag. He bagged up everything. “I’ll see you in the morning.” And with my stuff, he was gone.




Chapter Two – Day Ten

“Oh God, please just let me cum!” I said through gritted teeth. I felt like I was going insane, my whole body on fire and my mind turning to mush. The past three days had been like hell.

“This is a timed vibrator, and it’s going to be on all day. I’ll see you tonight.” Was all Mr. Cooper said three days ago when he tied me up before heading out on his family-filled Saturday. He tied some weird thing between my legs, resting heavy against my clit and tied in place to my legs. The rag was over my mouth again, so I couldn’t ask what he meant.

He had turned it on and nothing had happened before he left me there. I soon found out that every thirty seconds to a minute it would vibrate quickly for ten seconds. I jumped so hard the first time it jolted against my clit. At first it was no big deal. It didn’t give that much pleasure, and the time in between bursts was long enough that any sort of pleasure subsided before it started again.

But after only an hour I was in heaven for a very short amount of time, and hell for the rest of it. All day he left me there until coming home for dinner. By the time he got there I was practically crying at not being able to cum all day, brought to the edge so many times in the previous three hours. When you’re that horny, ten seconds is just barely not enough to finish.

He came up when he got home and adjusted the settings on the toy, not saying a word. Suddenly the toy was vibrating against my clit nonstop, and I came almost immediately, my back arching high. I was so relieved and overwhelmed with pleasure that no sound could make it out of my throat until the orgasm subsided, leaving me feeling exhausted and broken. But he didn’t stop the toy. Instead he left it on and walked downstairs to eat. It stayed on for another hour, making me cum over and over, relentless in its intensity.

It was so painful and wonderful, but it was far too much. The sensation was unbearable by the time he finally came up and took it off. He untied me and took out the rag, and I lay there, my legs and ass sticky with my juices. I felt broken. Again he didn’t speak, just left me for the rest of the night.

I didn’t have anything to do that night, not since he had taken away all of my things the night before. I had nothing to do but sit there, walk around, sleep, and think.

This was the third day of that routine, and I genuinely didn’t think I’d make it through. It was Monday, and he came home from work and straight up to my room. This time, he took off the rag, but didn’t turn the toy back to full vibrate.

“Oh God, please just let me cum!” I said through gritted teeth. I felt like I was going insane. “Please, I need it!” I thought I might die if I didn’t cum.

He chuckled, the first noise he’d made in three days. “Last night you were begging me to take it off.”

“I don’t care. I can’t do it. I can’t continue like this and not cum. Please, I’ll do anything.”

“Well, if you’re this desperate.” He said, and pinched my nipple hard, getting an animal groan from me.

I waited for him to adjust the toy, but he just walked out. I was stunned and stared at the door incredulous and pleading. The vibration started again, and I threw my head back and moaned low in pleasure. The toy stopped just before the orgasm that had been building hit.

My mind was like a maze that I couldn’t get out of, I felt trapped by the pleasure, but never really wanting to get out. My thoughts spiraled, and I hardly recognized them.

Don’t stop. Never stop.

Jake, please fuck me. I need you inside me.

Fuck my ass hard. Fuck my mouth. I don’t care, just do it!

Oh God, please just cum! Please!

I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours.

Please take me. Please hurt me.

Oh God, not again, don’t stop!!

He didn’t come back to take the toy off until he was going to bed. I just laid there, twitching and too much in pain and agony to move.




Chapter Three – Day Fourteen

I didn’t know what day it was. How many days had he been keeping me tied up with the toy? It didn’t matter. That morning he came into my room to tie me up and attach the toy again. Every morning I had begged him to fuck me, to not attach it, though the day before I had been much quieter. But that morning I said nothing.

He wanted me panting, desperate, twitching. If that’s what he wanted, that’s what he would get. I lay there and spread my legs how he liked and lay my hands above my head. I stared at him, asking him with my eyes to do what he wanted, to be pleased with me.

He looked in my eyes and stopped moving. He stared. I held his gaze and tried to show him everything I was feeling. I wouldn’t beg anymore. I would let him do anything to me, no matter how agonizing it was. And his device was agonizing, pure hell. I wanted it on me so bad.

In what looked like a snap decision he put down the toy and grabbed me. He dragged me off the bed and onto the floor, where I landed on my stomach. He immediately got behind me and pulled up my bare ass. I wiggled my ass higher to get his attention, anticipating true heaven after days of hell.

I got what I wanted. He shoved every inch of his hard cock in my cunt in one thrust, filling me up completely, the tip hitting my back walls in a way that could only be described as pure bliss. I knew I could scream or Cece, his daughter, would hear downstairs. It was almost impossible, but I kept my moans low.

He slammed his cock inside me hard, fingers digging deep in my bare hips, nails scraping with every thrust. My body rocked back and forth, and my mind went blank. There was only him. Only his cock. Only the pleasure he gave.

He grabbed my head and buried my face in the carpet, shoving it hard to the floor. I could barely breathe through the thick carpet. I felt the pleasure building from my cunt up to my chest, filling my entire body until I couldn’t hold any more. It exploded through me, the orgasm hot and searing, blinding and deafening. I screamed into the floor, barely anything escaping my mouth.

He fucked through orgasm after orgasm. The first one had barely subsided before he flipped me onto my back and plunged back in, his hand squeezing my throat to stop any sounds. The second orgasm hit only minutes later and I was finally able to wrap my arms and legs around him as he pounded into me. My pussy was making loud wet sounds, but I didn’t care. My nails scratched his back until the orgasm subsided, my cunt squeezing his cock as hard as it could.

He kept fucking me however he wanted, never slowing down, keeping my head shoved down or my throat squeezed. Time blurred together and there was nothing to do but let him satisfy his need for me.

He finally came, after countless of my own orgasms, dumping his cum inside my eager pussy, not wanting to let go of him. His grunts loud in my ear, and like the purest music I’d ever heard.

He looked me in the eyes, searching. And I know what he found. Desire. Pure and unfiltered lust. The person I had been was gone. All that was left was an object whose sole purpose was to be fucked, and nothing more. A thing that would spread its legs or open its mouth on command. A thing that had no say in what it did, but followed rules and obeyed.

“Welcome back to my employment.” Mr. Cooper said above me, approval and triumph in his voice. He had done it. He had broken me, bringing me down to the bottom so he could build me back up to what he wanted. His own toy, his happy and willing slave, his nanny.

I smiled at him, but then the bedroom door opened and his wife, Janet, walked in. She stopped when she saw us on the floor, surprised. She recovered quickly and shut the door, making sure Cece hadn’t been nearby. She composed herself and looked down at me as if I was nothing more than a bug she had stepped on. Proud of an accomplishment that had nothing to do with her.

“Well! I guess she’s ready?” She looked to her husband.

“More than ready.” He replied, grinning widely and looked back at me.

“Finally. I am really tired of taking Cece to that daycare at school. I don’t have the time to be doing pointless tasks like that, Jake. Make sure she’s ready to come back by Monday.”

“She’ll be back tonight.” Jake assured her. Janet smiled at him, nodded curtly, and left, smirking at me one more time. The cold look in her eyes almost made me shiver.

Afterwards he let me clean myself up and called in to work to take the day off. His wife and daughter were out of the house, so he took me to buy new clothes. Clothes that would represent what I was to him, without tipping anyone else off if I was running errands. A bracelet and necklace to always wear to signify ownership, clothes in the styles and colors that he liked, only skirts and dresses to allow easy access when he wanted, and only deep cut shirts.

I was brought back as Cece’s nanny, and I followed the rules from before. Breakfast and coffee in the morning. Dinner on the table at the exact time. Taking care of Cece while her parents were at work. Waiting patiently for Mr. Cooper to come home and see him look at me. Expecting Mrs. Cooper to come home and distract Cece so Mr. Cooper could take me to my room, bend me over, and fuck me good.

Sometimes he’ll squeeze my throat so tight I can’t breathe, and he’ll let me pass out. I’ll wake up to him still fucking me, not able to get enough of my body.

Sometimes he leaves me notes to come to his room at midnight, and Janet will watch as he ties me up in bed, slaps my face, uses his crop on my ass until it is beet red and stinging, and then fuck my ass with no lube or warm up. I cry out in pain and pleasure around the ball gag, sometimes I cry from the intensity of the sensations. I love every fucking minute of it.

Mr. Cooper now fucks me every chance he gets. As Cece gets older she’ll catch on to our game easier, and we’ll have to be more careful. But right now she’s easily distracted and doesn’t understand what sex is or what we adults are doing. We want to take advantage of that, and I am always ready to accept his cock, always wanting it, needing it. I truly am his, now. When he’s around me all I can do is focus on him. When he’s gone, all I do is think about him and how his cock feels inside me. I’m not allowed to masturbate, and some days I barely make it through until he comes home to finger me at the dinner table, to fuck me while I do the dishes or make dessert.

On the weekends he sneaks into my room and fucks me for hours, not letting me sleep or relax until I’ve cum too many times to count and I’m left a panting twitching mess. His favorite state of me.

Janet is taking Cece on a week-long vacation to visit her grandmother in another state. Mr. Cooper has already told me that he’ll be keeping me in his favorite state for every single day that they’re gone. For six days I’ll be a mess on the floor, crying from too much pleasure and pain, twitching uncontrollably, jolting at the slightest touch, unable to speak or stand up, and my cunt and my ass too swollen to be able to use, but used anyway.

Thank you for reading! This was Breaking the Nanny, the third book of the Nanny in Training series. Other titles in this series:

	Testing the Nanny 

	Training the Nanny 



Similar books by me:

Bought and Sold, series

A Taboo Situation, series

Mind Break, series
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