

Testing the Nanny

Nanny in Training, Book 1

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?

Other titles in this series:

2. Training the Nanny

3. Breaking the Nanny


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.

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

2. Training the Nanny

3. Breaking the Nanny
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Bought and Sold, series

A Taboo Situation, series

Mind Break, series
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