

Nanny in Training

Books 1-3

When I took the job as the Cooper’s live-in nanny and housekeeper, I had no idea just how twisted Mr. Cooper was. Turns out they expected me to fulfill roles outside of my given job description. Mr. Cooper is the master at trailing the line, pushing me far outside my comfort zone to experience pleasure and bliss that I never thought possible. Turns out, living as a sex slave isn’t all that bad. But to get there, the training can be brutal.


Testing the Nanny

The Coopers are… strange. I took a nanny job for them, and they are very strict. I understand they want me to follow the rules, but when I make even small mistakes, their punishments are bizarre. Who takes away food from an adult as punishment?

On the morning I decide I want to quit, Mr. Cooper finds his way into my room. At first, I think it’s another bizarre punishment, but it quickly turns into a persuasion tool to get me to stay… Who knew I had this darkness inside of me?


Chapter One

I’d only been working for the Cooper’s for a week when they started to act… strange. It was hard to notice at first, things I could easily explain. I would be taking care of their six-year-old daughter, Cece, when I’d catch Mrs. Cooper, Janet, smirking at me like she knew something I didn’t. Mr. Cooper, Jake, would brush up against me casually. At first it would only happen in tight spaces, though I was still sure there was enough room for him to get by.

But after the first couple days, he would touch me more often, casual touches that I probably wouldn’t have given a second thought if it was from a good friend. And then he would let his hands linger on my arm or my back.

By the end of the first week, his hands would graze my ass, his eyes would lock on my breasts, and whenever we were alone he would talk quiet and close to me. It was strange, but I have to admit the sound of his gruff voice, low and only for me, would send chills down my spine. His touches would be light enough that I could write them off as accidental, but it would send my hairs standing up in light pleasure.

The Coopers keep a very strict household. Janet keeps the house schedule, when errands need to be run, even a cleaning schedule for me to follow. Jake expects dinner on the table at exactly six o’clock, one of them tells me what they want me to cook for them. I have to have their coffee ready by time they make it to the breakfast table, and breakfast is served by 7.

The weekends are much more relaxed. They prefer to cook as a family, and I get to sleep in. The Coopers both work from home on Fridays, so the “weekend” mentality is really from Friday to Sunday. When I do a good job with my schedule, their faces are so pleased with me, it makes my heart light up. Especially the approval in Jake’s eyes. But when I mess up, even small mistakes, Jake’s eyes light up with an intense fire and disappointment. And Janet chides me like I’m a child, making me feel like one.

They did odd things when I messed up, like change the wi-fi password so I couldn’t get on, or turn off the TV that I was watching, and wouldn’t let me turn it back on. On the third day I overslept, and though I was still able to get breakfast done in time, their coffee was late. They punished me by not letting me eat breakfast. I felt like I was an unwanted child, made to feel shame for lack of good breeding. It was so odd. But I had no idea just how much things would change after that week.

I was beginning to consider leaving them, though the thought of returning to my own home made my stomach sick. It’s exactly why I got jobs like live-in nanny’s, so I would never have to return home to my alcoholic parents. But at least with them their behavior was predictable, and they were too weak now to keep hitting me. So I was starting to think that home would be preferable to this weird house, punishing me in ways I wouldn’t have thought normal adults would do.

Frankly, I didn’t really know what to do, and that didn’t change for a long time. About a week and a half into the job, it was Friday, and I was grateful to get to sleep in. I had gotten used to getting up at 5:30 every day, however, and my mind was slipping between asleep and awake for about another hour before I heard someone coming into my room.

I pretended to stay asleep, again unsure what to do, until I heard the lock click on my bedroom door. I turned quickly, and saw Mr. Cooper standing there, looking at me. He was in his pajamas still, and his hair was wet from his shower. His strong arms were evident from his tight shirt, and I couldn’t help but stare, even through the panic that shot through me when I heard the door lock.

“Mr. Cooper? Is something wrong?” I swallowed hard at the look on his face as he stared down at me. He came over and put his knee on the bed, bending his body over me. I shrank back into the bed, not able to sit up or my face would touch his. “What are you doing?”

Mr. Cooper put one hand over my mouth and put a finger to his lips, telling me to be quiet. My heart beat fast in my chest and my eyes went wide. I was terrified of this man, I realized, but having him so close to me in my own bed was making my heart pound for a different reason, maybe even spurred on from the fear I felt of him. But how could that be?

Mr. Cooper took his hand away from my mouth and kissed me deeply, and my body responded immediately. After a few seconds, I pulled away, “Mr. Cooper, this is wrong. I work for you. And… to be honest, I’m thinking of leaving. I’m not sure I fit in here.” I averted my eyes, not wanting to see his disappointment, and afraid he would be angry.

He paused above me before finally speaking, “I want you to be so much more than our nanny, you know. You want to leave? Then there’s no problem in just one time, right?” I thought about that, and it was true. If I left, it wouldn’t be this huge scandal to sleep with him just once. At least, that’s how I justified it. I nodded, and he kissed me again.

I know it sounds like I was a slut, having sex with this man I hardly knew, and was working for, without much build up. But the truth was I had been fantasizing about him since I met him. And every casual touch of his fueled my nightly thinking. I just couldn’t pass up the chance to have it happen for real.

He broke away and pulled the blankets from me. He put his hand behind my neck and looked down at me, “I can’t let my daughter hear this. You can leave my employment, but if you are not completely silent until I leave this room, you will still be punished until you leave here. Understood?” Damn, his commands and intensity in giving them were terrifying… and exciting. I had never been with a man who had the audacity to tell me what to do, with the actual expectation that I was to obey or would be punished. Who thinks that way?

I took his words to heart, however. I was starving, and I knew he wouldn’t let me eat breakfast before leaving if I didn’t follow his direction. It wouldn’t be a big deal, I could eat as soon as I left, but it would take a while to pack up. So I nodded, staying silent.

His hand slipped up from my neck to my hair, taking a fistful and pulling painfully. I opened my mouth to protest, but stopped myself before saying anything. He smirked and pulled me up, sitting me up straight before turning me over onto the bed, shoving my head into the mattress with my ass still in the air. My white tank top slipped up my stomach, exposing it.

He caressed my ass, only covered in thin, gray panties, “Damn, I’m going to have fun with you.”




Chapter Two

The fear I felt of him made me want to say stop, but his domination was intoxicating; I wanted nothing more than to obey and please him. It was instinctual, I wasn’t thinking about it, just going along. And I was loving it.

He ripped my panties down my thighs, and my pussy was hit with the cold air. I was already wet, always one who got turned on quickly. I stifled a moan as he ran a finger over my slit and slipped it inside my pussy easily. He cupped my pussy as he fingered me, reaching his thumb down to rub my clit at the same time. I gripped the blanket underneath me and let the pleasure fill me up.

He took his hand away and I heard his pants rustling as he took his hard cock out. He seemed to be too impatient to spend time on foreplay, not that it was needed for either of us. I was ready for him, and him for me.

He slapped his cock against my slit and I felt how big he was, growing ever more excited to have him inside me. And a little nervous at the size. He wet his dick from my juices and then pushed inside me roughly, fitting half of him in one thrust.

But I was tight, and he couldn’t push the rest of him inside me. I thought he would pull out and gently thrust a little more in at a time until I could take him easily. But he didn’t pull out.

Instead, he gripped my hips and shoved hard, pushing the rest of the way inside me. It hurt, the pain sharp at the unexpected size, my body struggling to accommodate it. But the pleasure outweighed it, and I pushed my ass against him more. He didn’t give my body any time to adjust to the size. As soon as he was in all the way, he pulled back out and shoved back in, thrusting hard.

He fucked me roughly, taking no care for my body. I shoved the blankets in my mouth to stop any noise from escaping, feeling my body rocking hard on the bed. The pleasure was unbelievable; I had never had anyone so big inside me before.

With every thrust, there was pain and pleasure, but I wanted more. He gripped every part of my body as he fucked me, grabbing my hips, my ribs, my hair. He pushed me down with his own body, forcing me flat on my stomach, my ass only slightly in the air to receive him.

I bounced off the bed with every powerful thrust, but he held me down by my hips so I couldn’t move against him myself. I was forced to lay still as he fucked me, taking his pleasure from me. My own pleasure was inconsequential to him, but he was giving it just the same.

His breaths were coming sharp above me, and he was gripping my ass, digging his fingers in sharp. He spread my ass, and slipped a thumb in my tight, never-used asshole. I was offended for the barest second, but the pleasure was surprising, I didn’t want him to take it out. I looked back at him, and he smirked down at me, like he knew what I was thinking. Looking in his eyes, I had a thought that I might never be able to say no to him, no matter how I felt about what he was doing. It seemed crazy, but maybe I would do it all just to see the same pleasure and approval in his eyes looking back at me. Again, he seemed to know what I was thinking.

He forced his other thumb in my asshole, stretching it wider, and it felt like he was making a point that he would do whatever he wanted to me. I tried to relax the muscles there, and the pain lessened. He was still fucking me hard, and I saw that he was close. I was, too. I felt like my body was there for his pleasure only, unable to move as he fucked me however he wanted.

His mouth gaped open in silent pleasure as his orgasm finally hit. His hips moved much more erratically, his hips thrusting wildly and without control. I couldn’t take it anymore; I came hard on his cock moving inside me, my pussy clenching around his dick. He spread his thumbs, widening my ass even further, the pain intensifying. My own mouth opened in a silent scream of pain and pleasure, the sensations totally foreign and wonderful to me.

I didn’t think he would, but he pulled out as he came, shooting his cum on my ass and lower back. It dripped down my body onto the bed, and some slipped into my still-spread asshole, feeling hot as it dripped in. Mr. Cooper panted above me, and let my asshole go. He massaged my ass and back, bringing out the tightness that had come with the rough treatment. It felt like a reward for obeying him and staying silent through the whole thing. His hands made me feel euphoric.

He got off the bed and stood by the door, righting his own pants. “Clean yourself up and then join us downstairs for breakfast.” With that last command, he unlocked my bedroom door and left the room, heading downstairs to his family, his loving wife and child. And as quickly as he had come, he was gone.

I lay on the bed, exhausted. Mentally and physically, it felt like I had given him everything. And it had felt wonderful. But then thinking back on what had happened, I realized that he had used me without any regard for my own well-being or what I wanted. He gave me pleasure, yes, but he also gave me pain, and didn’t seem to care about it. At the time, I hadn’t cared about it, either. I had wanted it. But what kind of man hurts someone he’s fucking, and doesn’t care about how they feel about it?

I realized then that he was dangerous, and I needed to get out of this house. Not because I thought he would hurt me beyond pleasure, but because I was afraid of how much I liked it. And if I didn’t get out of this house soon, I would stay and let him hurt me however he wanted.




Chapter Three

I cleaned myself up, feeling embarrassed in the bathroom, seeing his cum on the toilet paper. The thought of going downstairs and facing everyone, facing him, made my face redden in the mirror. I put on pants, and gathered up my courage to go downstairs.

Sitting around the breakfast table, talking to Cece, was maddening. I kept thinking that Janet was giving me that same smirk that said she knew something but wouldn’t tell me, and Jake’s glances at me seemed to hold more weight than they did before. I hoped he didn’t expect me to stay, now.

I tried to remain calm and focus on Cece, like I had done for the last week and a half. When we were all just about done, Jake cleared his throat, getting our attentions. “I have a sad announcement, everyone.” He waited for Cece to stop babbling about her day at school ahead of her before continuing.

“Our lovely guest is planning on leaving us today. Heading back to her own home.” Janet looked at me surprised, and Cece yelled, “Nooooooooooo! You can’t leave!!” Turning to me with her own reddening face.

I scooped her up in my arms and brought her on my lap, kissing her cheeks. “It’s ok, bug, don’t cry.” She hugged me tight and looked pleadingly to her father. “Is she coming back soon?” Mr. Cooper chuckled and said, “That depends on her, sweetie,” and looked at me. I averted my eyes, his stare too intense to keep. I saw something in them I couldn’t name. Amusement? Excitement? It was very odd for the situation.

“Come on sweetie, it’s time to head to school. I’ll take you today.” Janet said.

I hugged Cece hard. “I’m sorry, but I’ll see you soon.” I said to her, thinking at the time that I was lying so I wouldn’t upset her more.

She hugged me back, but like a champ she slipped off my lap and went to her mom, who had her little pink backpack ready for her. I got up from the table and followed them to the door. Mr. Cooper got up with me and kissed his daughter, telling her to have a good day, and he would see her soon.

They left the house, and I stood in the doorway, waving goodbye to Cece until their car was out of sight down the block. I went inside and closed the door behind me. Suddenly I realized this meant I was alone with Mr. Cooper. I cursed myself in my head; I should have said I would give Cece a ride to school, but at the time all I could think about was how I could pack up sooner if I stayed. Seeing the look in his eyes, I realized I had made a mistake.

He was close to me as I shut the door, our bodies almost touching. I looked up to him and immediately dropped my eyes. He was so damn intimidating, I felt uncomfortable in front of him. He just had this crushing air about him, it’s like it demanded every bit of your attention and obedience.

“I… I should go pack.” I mumbled to his chest, and made to walk around him. His hand shot out and gripped my hair again, painfully pulling it. I yelped in pain at the tight grip, my hands flying up to his, trying to pull him off. He pulled me across the foyer of their large house, back to the breakfast table again. I think my struggles angered him, and he slammed me down, bent over the table.

He stood behind me, his hardening cock digging into my backside as he pressed against me. He never loosened his grip on my hair, and as he roughly yanked down my pants and panties, I finally found my voice again, “Please, let go of my hair! What are you doing?” I couldn’t bring myself to tell him to not fuck me, because feeling his bulge against me was making me wet all over again. But my head sure fucking hurt.

“You really want me to stop?” he said, as he flipped a finger up my slit, feeling how wet I was. “You want me to stop, just say the word. Say nothing, and know I’m going to use you how I want, and you’re going to cum so fucking hard.” So, obviously, I said nothing, stilling underneath him, no longer struggling. I can’t explain it, but under his control, it was like I was free. Didn’t make any sense at the time, but that’s how it was.

He kept his grip on my hair, pulling painfully. My eyes were tearing up, and I didn’t even notice that he had already taken out his hard cock again. He rubbed up and down my slit, taking a bit more time this time. He finally removed his hand from my hair, and reached around to grab my throat.

He squeezed tight when he finally shoved inside me. This time, every inch of him slipped inside me in the first thrust, and without his command to be silent, I let out the sweetest moan. He groaned, and squeezed my throat tighter until I couldn’t make any sound, air unable to escape me at all.

Bent over me, he fucked into me hard, thrusting over and over without care. He had none of his controlled fierceness from earlier, just simply fucked me hard and fast. He gripped my ass with his other hand and used his strength to pull me towards him with every thrust. I started to feel dizzy, conscious of the sounds of our naked skin slapping against each other filling the room.

Black spots appeared in my vision. I panicked a little, but then he smacked my ass hard and the sensation distracted me for a moment. I considered tapping his hand, telling him to stop, but I didn’t want to. I wanted to see how far he would take me, how far I would let him go. How far would he go if I never stopped him? That’s what I wanted to find out more than anything, I realized. What were his plans for me?

I came then, the pleasure spilling out and sending electricity through my entire body. My eyes rolled up into my head, my mouth hung open, unable to scream. “You’re not leaving now” He growled in my ear. I heard his own final groan of pleasure when I passed out, his hand still wrapped tightly around my neck.


Training the Nanny

I was deep in Mr. Cooper’s world, now. I should have gotten out of that house when I had the chance. Instead, I stayed, too stupid and curious for my own good. Before him, I never knew the wonderful sensation of pain. I never knew the hypnotic rhythm of a dominating man’s commands. Never knew the intense pleasure of his approval, nor the pain of his disappointment. Now I’m tied up on his table. Every inch of me is telling me to say no, tell him to let me go. But I can’t. I can’t admit it to myself or to him yet, but I want this more than anything. I want him to control me, see how far he will take me without any limits. And I know he’s going to show me. But can I really handle it?


Chapter One

I woke up on their kitchen table, bent over. My arms were spread wide ahead of me, rope tied around my wrists, connecting to the opposite legs on the other side. I tried moving my legs, and found they were spread wide, as well, ankles tied to the other two table legs with rope. The rope was tight, too tight for me to move.

I was naked and I could feel the cold of the table pressing into my skin, hard against my  breasts. I saw Mr. Cooper, the man who had hired me to take care of his daughter, appear in front of me. He had a pillow, and gently lifted my head to place the soft, thin pillow underneath me. “You’ve been a good girl, so far.” He said, looking down at me approvingly. He pat my hair, and I can’t really explain why it felt so nice.

I smiled thinly up at him, feeling a little weak, still. Suddenly, I heard a car door close in the driveway, and my head snapped up at the noise, panic rising rapidly. Mr. Cooper laughed and simply said, “I’m sure you’re wondering what the fuck is going on here. I’ll let my wife explain it to you.” I looked at him bewildered, certain I hadn’t heard him right.

But when Janet walked into the house, Jake simply greeted her, walking away from me. I was suddenly incredibly embarrassed, my bare ass and pussy completely exposed. “She’s looking good.” I heard Janet say behind me.

“She’s perfect.” Jake declares, and something about the way he said it made me think that he wasn’t just talking about the way that I looked. Either way, their words made me feel much more comfortable, though infinitely more confused. “I think you should explain everything to her while I continue working.” Jake continues, and I heard him shuffling something behind me. I couldn’t turn my head to look, but soon Janet was standing in front of me anyway.

“Has my husband even told you anything?” She asked, looking down at me.

My throat was sore from where his hand had been, but I said, “No.” She smiled a little pitying at me and began to finally explain. “We’ve tried several nannies before you. We had a good one when Cece was born, she fulfilled all of her roles. But she had to leave a year ago, when her parents got sick. The past year we’ve gone through five, and it’s been exhausting. None of them have been right.”

She paused, and suddenly I felt something rub against my clit. I realized it was a wand when the vibration turned on, sharp and intense on my sensitive clit. I cried out in pleasure, but as soon as I did, it was taken away, and Janet slapped me hard, leaving my cheek stinging. “Don’t interrupt my wife until she’s done speaking to you.” Jake said behind me.

I nodded, eyes tearing up again as I looked up at Janet. She continued, “Each one of them was so promising at first. We looked into their computers, found they were all experienced with bondage and pain. But when my husband finally got them naked, trying to form them to his own whims, they resisted. They were too set in their ways, you see, already knew what they wanted, and weren’t interested in exploring other boundaries.”

She cupped my chin in her hands and stared into my eyes for a second before continuing, “You see, we’re kind of a strange couple.” She laughed and let go of my face. “He gets hot thinking about my fucking other men. I pretend to be the cheating wife. You know, call to tell him I’m working late, but in the background is obviously a man’s voice. Send him a dirty picture in a strange bathroom. Come home with dried cum on my thighs. That sort of thing. He doesn’t want to see the men or the act, but wants it hidden. I’m not really into watching him fuck weak-minded girls, but it’s very hot having to interact with them.

“However, I can only give him part of what he wants. I can submit my body to his desires, but not really my mind. I’m too independent for my own good, I push back once he over steps his control. So he needs to find another woman to fully dominate. Our sex life is complex, but amazing.” A blissful smile spread across her lips as she finished, and her words sank in. “Tell me you understand what I just said.”

I paused for just a moment to make sure she was done speaking, and I tried to form my own thoughts as I spoke. “Mr. Cooper wants to control me?” It sounded weird out loud.

Suddenly, the vibration was back on my clit. I jolted, surprised at the sensation, but managed not to cry out.

“He is going to turn you into the perfect sex slave for us. You’re going to take care of our child, do the cooking and cleaning. Meanwhile, my husband is going to take your mind and body for his own, molding it to fit his needs.” She smiled cruelly at me, and I didn’t know what to think. I was excited and terrified at the same time.

“Why me?” I asked, when it seemed clear she wasn’t going to continue.

Jake laughed behind me and turned the wand up higher, rubbing faster. I bit my lip to keep from making sound as Janet answered me.

“Because your mind is pliable.” She laughed, and it sounded almost heartless. It was then that I understood this dynamic. He got off on breaking down a woman, turning her into his own sexual play thing. And she felt superior watching it happen, knowing she was too smart and strong to ever let that happen to her. She enjoyed watching another woman get broken. I think I was more terrified of her than of him, then.

She walked away from me, around the table. I heard them kiss deeply, the wand faltering a bit, before she said, “Alright honey, have at it. You have until I pick up Cece at 3 to get her upstairs. I’ll be in the office if you need me.”

I heard Janet leave the room, leaving me completely defenseless against Jake. But I was so relieved when Janet left, she was scarier than Jake. Then the wand turned up again, and I let out a cry of pleasure that felt too good to not let out.




Chapter Two

Jake took the wand away and I felt him stand up and lean over me. More rustling, and suddenly he pushed his cock inside me once again. He wasn’t completely hard, yet, but I still cried out. The second I opened my mouth, he whipped his hands around my head, forcing a hard ball gag in my mouth, and clipped the straps behind my head.

My heart started to race again, but he lovingly caressed my head, smoothing my hair down, comforting me. I was tied so tightly to the table I couldn’t really get my head up to look around. I could only listen to more rustling behind me, it sounded like he had a collection of items in a bag at his feet.

Suddenly, I felt something cold press against my ass, and I jolted in panic. “Shhhhh,” he smoothed, “I’m going to go slow.” I relaxed my body, and he slowly inserted a small plug, going only as far to hit resistance, paused, pulled pack slightly, and attempted to go in deeper. He coached me to breathe and relax, and shortly after, I felt my asshole stretch wide as the base of the plug sunk in, a wonderful relief flooding my body. My ass convulsed around the cold metal inside me, but it felt strangely wonderful.

He put the wand back to my clit and turned it on low. “Do you know how you brain-wash someone?” He asked calmly behind me. I shook my head. “We used to do it all the time when I was in the military, and it’s how Stockholm Syndrome comes about. You’ve heard of that, right?” I nodded, my heart quickening in fear and panic once again.

“It’s pretty simple, really. You’d be surprised. All you have to do is treat the prisoner cruelly. You know, beat or starve them, that kind of thing. But randomly, or when they do something you want them to, do an act of kindness. This can have results in just 24 hours. Can you imagine what would happen to your brain if I did this for two weeks?” I heard a cruel smile in his voice, and I started to think I was in real danger, not the kind that I could get myself out of if I wanted to. I shifted uncomfortably on the table, and he turned the wand up higher, rubbing it along my clit. I moaned loudly into the gag in my mouth, the panic quieting momentarily from the pleasure.

He said nothing else as he continued to rub my clit with the wand. He explored my body with his other hand, sending tingles of pleasure along my skin. The pleasure was building and building, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could take the intensity of the wand, he was pressing so hard.

The cup was full, but before it could spill over and I could cum, he took the wand away. I cried out in frustration at the loss. He laughed, watching my legs shake. I felt him stand up and put the wand on the table. A heartbeat later, I felt a sharp whack on my ass, and I cried out again, but this time in pain.

“I’m not really one who enjoys giving pain, but I will do something like this from time to time, to reinforce how this works. Your body will be mine, and you’ll do whatever I want, submit to me in every way.” Another sharp whack¸ and like the first one, it was more of a warm-up than anything else.

“But if you make a big mistake, I’ll do this as your punishment, and hit you much harder. You’re going to see what that’s going to feel like in a minute.” Whack. He hit me harder, and I strained at the ropes before relaxing.

“You can say stop at any time, if it’s too much for you. But if you want to stay here, know that saying ‘no’ to me will result in punishment in other forms. And believe that I can be very creative with punishments.” He paused, and again I heard a cruel smile. “It doesn’t always have to be in pain.” Whack. Again, harder than the last and I gasped at the pain, struggling with the gag.

“But I don’t think you’ll say no to me, easily. Will you?” I took a breath before answering, knowing what was to come. But I shook my head. I will not tell him to stop, I was determined, though not entirely sure why. Whack! Fuck, that one hurt. I screamed in pain, trying to pull on my ropes, but they wouldn’t give. Whack, whack, whack! They came in succession, alternating sides. I felt tears well in my eyes, and two more sharp whack, whacks brought them down my face. I gasped in some air, trying to calm down and steel myself for the next one.

But he had paused. He put something next to me, close enough to my turned face that I could see he had been hitting me with a riding crop. “This isn’t a punishment; I don’t need to be too cruel right off the bat. We have two full weeks, right?” I felt something soft but large prod against my dripping-wet pussy. Slowly he shoved in the dildo, and it filled me up so completely.

I groaned when it sank all the way in, feeling the tightness of both my pussy and ass. He turned the vibration on the dildo up, and I jumped in pleasure, even as my ass was stinging. He grabbed the crop again and said, “Take a breath. This is what it will feel like when I’m punishing you.” I took a big breath and screamed it out around the gag when he hit me once more, more tears flowing freely down my cheeks. I gasped for more air, but he hit me again, causing my breath to hitch. Whack, whack, whack! Came three more, impossibly painful. This wasn’t the kind of pain I liked. But my head was beginning to get fuzzy, I almost felt high.

“Want me to stop?” I only hesitated for a second, but I shook my head. He chuckled, and I felt light taps of the crop on my clit. I arched my back as much as I could, the pleasure and pain mixing beautifully. He continued tapping my clit, the hits sharp but wonderful. “That’s right, you’re just my little slut.” He grabbed the dildo inside me and fucked me slowly with it, making sure I felt every inch as it filled me up, and felt its loss as he pulled it out.

The pleasure was building again, pain and pleasure mixing inside my body, spreading out. My pussy and ass were on fire. He pulled the crop away to smack my stinging ass hard again before returning to my clit. He did this over and over, tearing moans and screams from my throat, making my head even fuzzier.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore. I tensed as an orgasm approached, my legs shaking and pussy and ass clenching around the toys inside me. But the telltale signs were all too apparent to him, and he pulled the dildo out of me quickly, taking away the crop, as well.

I cried out in frustration as more tears streaked down my face, unable to release any of the tension that the pain and pleasure had caused in me.




Chapter Three

I panted heavily, trying to catch my breath with the gag in my mouth. I felt miserable and light-headed, but proud of myself. I had done it, endured it, without telling him to stop. I thought he would have rewarded me with an orgasm, but he denied even that to me.

He backed up from me and seemed to stand still behind me. I began to feel self-conscious, imagining my ruined body. He leaned back over me and placed his phone near my face. On the screen was a picture of me. I was bent over the table, legs spread wide, my pussy completely exposed for the camera. I had rough-looking red marks covering my ass, complimenting the black jewel of the plug inside me. I was filled with shame at the way I looked.

I heard the smile in his voice when he said, “You look incredible. You’re going to let me post that online, right?” I smiled and nodded my head, still feeling fuzzy but picturing the grin he must have had right then, happy that smile was directed at me.

I was lost in my own head when he roughly pushed inside me. Suddenly his own hard cock was filling me up, and he was fucking me hard. I arched my back and screamed in delight. My moans were mixed with pain as his hips smacked into my stinging ass.

He gripped my ass tight in his hands, and more tears fell, but I was in bliss. My tied-up body rocked on the table, and I screamed loud into the gag, my saliva spilling out all over my chin and the pillow underneath my face.

I had a thought to be embarrassed, but the pain and pleasure drove out everything else. His hips smacked into me without mercy, fucking me as hard as he could. He used his leverage on my ass to pull me back as he thrust into me. The pain was sharp and intense.

I was so tight, I could feel his cock pushing against the plug in my ass, could feel them both rubbing against each other inside me. I thought about having that large dildo from before in my pussy while he fucked my ass. He finally let me cum, when the orgasm exploded through me. My brain went completely blank, there was only room for the explosive pleasure.

It spilled from my sex, convulsing around his cock, and spread through my entire body. It felt like every nerve was on fire. The orgasm rode my body for what felt like hours. All I could do was lay there and let it fill me, barely conscious of my own groans.

“Fuck, you’re tight.” He growled, his own breath coming sharp and quick. He gave three more hard thrusts, stabbing into me sharply, before finally spilling his seed deep inside me. He held himself there, the both of us panting, until he caught his breath. I was still struggling to breathe properly with the gag in my mouth when he pulled out. I felt so empty without him but was also relieved to have it over with. I had hoped it was over with, anyway.

He gripped the plug and very gently pulled it until the wide base met resistance. He coached me to breathe and relax, and I did my best until the plug came out. He came around to face me, and again I felt ashamed of how I must have looked, face red and puffy from crying so much.

But he cupped my cheek and smiled down at me, and I no longer cared about the pain or how harshly he had treated me. I guess I really was his little slut.

He untied my wrists, and slowly brought my arms in and tucked at my sides. They were so sore, and it felt so good to have them down again. He did the same for my ankles, slowly closing my legs. “This is going to sting a bit.” He said as he pulled me slowly to stand up. My ass stung so badly, but I was done with crying.

I didn’t have much time to protest before he picked me up, cradling me in his arms. “You did wonderfully.” He cooed in my ear as he carried me into the living room. He sat down on the couch and flipped me until I was laying on my stomach over his lap, stretched across the couch. He placed the couch cushions underneath my legs and head to keep me straight.

He pulled out a bottle of oil. “Will that hurt?” I asked, preparing myself for more pain.

“No, it won’t.” he said softly, comforting me. He mixed the oil in his hands and began gently rubbing them on my stinging ass. The oil was so soothing, the pain lessening for the moment. When he was done, he turned the TV on to a movie in the DVD player, already set up. Clearly, he had planned absolutely everything.

He massaged my shoulders, loosening the tightness of having them tied in front of me for an hour. He massaged down my back and down my legs. He would trail his fingers back up my body, sending electricity with every touch.

He continued this for a while until I was completely relaxed over his lap and was moaning very lightly when his fingers grazed the tops of my thighs. He paused for a heartbeat; his fingers poised just beneath my ass. I spread my legs just a little, surprised that I still wanted something to happen. Did I want something to happen?

His hand dived between my legs, a finger sliding its way up my swollen slit and sinking into my swollen pussy. I shuddered in pleasure and sighed, sinking deeper into him and the pillows beneath me. He fingered me slowly and gently, kindling a fire deep inside. After a while, I realized, “I want more,” I whispered.

“What do you want?” he whispered back.

I grew bold then, slowly sitting up. I was surprised to see my ass barely stung with the movement, the oil on my skin still doing its job. I straddled him, moving the pillows away. I felt him hard beneath me, hidden in his pajama bottoms, but straining through.

He sat back, not touching me, waiting for me, and I grew embarrassed. “I want to ride you,” I whispered, too scared to look in his eyes for long.

“If you want something, you have to ask for it, or you won’t get anything.” He said firmly but softly.

I looked into his eyes again, and I saw that he was turned on, and maybe even proud of me. “I want to ride your cock until I cum. Please?” I asked, and dropped my eyes immediately afterwards, wanting to show him respect as above my station, able to deny my request.

He gripped my chin and forced my face up to kiss me deeply. I let my hands travel down his chest to his pants, pulling them down enough to free his hard cock. I stroked it softly between us until his breath quickened.

I sat up, rubbing my wet pussy along the head of his cock, and then slowly sat back down, feeling every inch of him enter me. I sucked in my breath when every inch of him was inside me, completely in heaven.

I lifted myself up until just the head was still inside, and then sat back down. Over and over, I went slow, feeling the pleasure build incrementally in my sex. Eventually, the kindling of pleasure was a full fire, and I could no longer bare to go slow. I bobbed my body up and down on his cock faster, as fast as my exhausted body could go.

He wrapped his arms around my waist, helping me to slide my body along his. He buried his face in my neck, biting and sucking from my chin to my collarbone. The fire grew to a crescendo. My nails dug into his back and I screamed into his shoulder, biting it as I came. His hips bucked fast into mine as he came with me, guttural moans coming from his throat.

Our orgasms left our bodies, and we were completely spent. My ass was stinging like hell again, and I was exhausted. I draped my body over his, his softening cock still inside me. He let me hang off him, holding me close, his heartbeat going 100 miles an hour.

“Your training isn’t done yet.” He said softly into my ear.

“I know.” I replied, letting my mind settle. He had said two weeks, after all, and the first day wasn’t even done yet. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked, but I was almost too afraid to hear the answer.

“Whatever I need to do to break you.” He said, petting my head to soothe me. “And you’re going to let me, aren’t you?” He stopped breathing, waiting for my answer.

“Yes.” I whispered, knowing I would never say no to him. I would let him do everything he wanted to me, and he knew it, too. That knowledge turned both of us on. His cock twitched inside me.


Breaking the Nanny

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.


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 the Nanny in Training series.

Similar books by me:

Bought and Sold, series

A Taboo Situation, series

Mind Break, series
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