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To my friend who told me one Christmas story from me wasn't enough.  I told her it was her fault this nanny was going to get spanked over Christmas.



I doubt she lost any sleep over it though...
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The Naughty Christmas Nanny








Chapter 1




Damien




September






I

 force the lump in my throat down as they lower the caskets into the ground.  The dark grey skies and the downpour of rain match my mood perfectly.  I didn’t bother with a raincoat.  I stand in my suit.  Needing to feel something, even the cold weather.  My younger brother is gone.  I won’t ever see his goofy smile or hear his horrendous jokes again.  I close my eyes, remembering their faces.   My brother and his wife.

“Mr Forrester.”



I open my eyes as water drips down my hair onto my face.



“It’s time.  Please throw some soil on their caskets.”



I clench my jaw.  There are two caskets, and I throw dirt into each of them. I promise them I will be the best guardian I can be.  Saying my final goodbye.  I thank the priest and leave, ignoring the people that attended the funeral, unable to stomach the pleasantries expected of me.  I have more important matters that need my immediate attention.



My driver takes me home without me having to utter a word.



He parks in front of the house.



I immediately go to the makeshift nursery to see my nephew.  He is fast asleep, completely unaware his parents are no longer with us.  I stand over his crib.  He will have the best care. I will need to work more from home.  He won’t face the struggles his father and I have had.  I feel a tear finally escape.  I swiftly wipe it away.



Leaving the room silently, I go to find my housekeeper to see if we are any closer to obtaining a competent nanny.




October




“You’re fired.  Leave now.”



“What?  You can’t do that.”



“I just did.”



“I will report…”



“You will report nothing.  I have you on camera.  I will be passing it onto the agency.”




November




“You’re fired.  We have placed your bags outside.”



“We have a contract.  You didn’t serve me notice.”



“You breached the contract.  You are here to care for my nephew, not to fuck me.  Now get the fuck out of my home.”




∞∞∞




“How many nannies have we gone through now?”



I look up at Mrs Johnson.



“That was number five.  They just keep getting worse.  I’m going to fire this agency if they don’t get it right this time.  I want someone in their fifties.  Is that so hard?”



“I’m here to help you, dear.”



I smile at her in gratitude.  Without her, I don't know what I would have done. I am at my wit’s end.  Damon won’t settle with any of the nannies.  When I view the footage, I either see them neglecting their duties or they are too busy flirting with me.



I sigh.



“I’m going to call the agency again.  This is their last chance.”



I pick up the phone to the third agency I have tried using.





Chapter 2




Olivia





I

 look at the address on the paper Carrie gave me.  I’m sure she said the family was based in the City.  The Harrison’s are a busy family of four.  They need a nanny for their two children.  The address is correct on the printout she gave me.  I ensured I left early for this very reason.  I look at the house it looks Edwardian, a red brick building, whoever lives here must be extremely wealthy.  West London is a prime location, but this is the largest house I have ever seen.

I wouldn’t say I’m dressed to impress I’m wearing a simple black trouser suit with cornflower blue blouse.  They will just have to take me as they find me.



I ring the doorbell.



A woman opens the door, looking at me with suspicion.



She looks too old to be Mrs Harrison.



“You’re the nanny?”



“Yes.  I’m Olivia.”



I smile at her.  She doesn’t return it.



She opens the door and I’m standing in the largest foyer I have seen in a house.  She shows me into a side room.  I sit on the large sofa near the window.  I love the natural light.  We won’t see much of it as the dark nights come in.



“Stay here.  I will get Mr Forrester.”



I frown, but before I can ask her anything, she disappears.  I pull out the paper again.  It is the correct address.  I get my phone ready to message Carrie.



“For fuck’s sake.”



I look up and see a furious giant of a man wearing a dark grey suit.  He looks like is ripping some of his dark hair out of his scalp.



“Excuse me?”



“Follow me.”



I scramble up and follow him.



He marches through the foyer into a massive receiving room.  Down a hallway.  Up two flights of stairs.  I rush to keep up with him.  He practically stomps down another hallway and flings open a door.



“Inside.”



I walk into the room.  It’s an office.  It’s the size of an office you would see on a commercial premises.



“Sit.”



I walk to the chair opposite the enormous desk.



He walks around the desk and sits across from me.



“Age?”



“Twenty-four.”



“Qualifications.”



“Carrie didn’t give you my file?”



“Carrie said she was sending a woman in her late forties to early fifties.  So I don’t think I will trust anything that idiot sent me.”



My mouth falls open.  Okay, this is definitely the wrong client.  I don’t say anything because I think this man has anger issues.



“Qualifications and experience.”



“I am a fully trained nursery nurse.  There is an additional first aid course that I have taken. I have worked for two families.  Both combined, I have five years’ experience.”



“You started working with them at nineteen?”



“Yes.  While I was studying, I started as a childminder and they kept me on as a nanny once I had qualified.  I was with them for three years.”



“Why did you leave that family?”



“Their children started school and Mrs Garrett reduced her hours at work so she could spend more time with the children.”



“Second family?”



“I was with the McAllister’s for two years.  I only left their employment one week ago.”



“Why?”



“They have emigrated to the states through Mr McAllister’s work.”



“References?”



I reach down into my bag, pulling out my CV and my references.



He is reading through all the documents.



“It says you have experience with young babies in the McAllister household.”



I smile, remembering the girls.



“Yes.  They had twin baby girls and a toddler.”



“You looked after two babies and a toddler on your own?”



“Yes.”



“There is a contact number for the McAllister’s?”



“Umm.  I only have Mrs McAllister’s personal number.  I will need to ask her for permission before I give it to you.”



“Why?”



“The agency provides the references.  Mrs McAllister was not only my employer, but she became my friend.  We still keep in touch.”



He looks up from my documents.  Giving me a hard stare.  His piercing blue eyes look as cold as ice.



This is the strangest interview I have ever had.



I stand up to leave.



“The agency has obviously made a mistake.  I was given your address, but I was supposed to meet a family called the Harrison’s.  I will leave.”



“Sit down.  Now.”



I immediately sit down.



What is this guy’s problem?



“I have had several incompetent nannies, five in total.  If your references check out, I will try out your services.  This is a live in position and you will be on call 24/7.  I put in a lot of hours for work and I need someone competent, reliable and who will focus solely on the job.  I will trial you out for one week.”



“How many children do you have?  What ages are they?”



“One.  He is currently five months old.  Be back here tomorrow at 6 am.  Have all your belongings with you for one week.  Mrs Johnson will show you out.  Go wait outside of this door.”



I get up to leave.



I still don’t fully understand what just took place here.



I don’t think my new employer is stable.



His poor kid.  



Maybe I need to be here for the baby.





Chapter 3




Damien





A

 fter calling Mrs Johnson to collect Ms Carson.

I put my head into my hands and groan.




Why the fuck did I just do that?




I should have let her leave.



Her wide, innocent eyes called to me.  My decision had nothing to do with her curvy body.  At such a young age, she has great experience.  I pick up the phone to speak to the agency.  I want the contact numbers for the families she worked for.



I refuse to be duped again, even if it is only for another week.



“Put me through to Carrie.  No, I don’t care that she is busy.  Tell her it’s Mr Forrester.”



I impatiently tap my fingers on the table.



“Ahh.  Carrie.  Do you know how old my latest nanny was that you sent me?”



Before she can answer, I carry on.



“Twenty-four.  Olivia Carson.  Give me her previous employers’ contact details and don’t bullshit me with privacy laws.  I have your nannies on camera.”



I scribble down the numbers.



“She had better work out, Carrie.”



I hang up on her before she can reply.



I look at my nephew’s photo that I have on my desk.



“You’re worth it, my little man.  You will only get the best.”




∞∞∞




Interesting.  Both families could only sing Ms Carson’s praises.  She had a lengthy service in both households.  I just hope Damon gets on with her.   He is only five months, but he is very fussy with people.  My brother was my identical twin. Damon clung to me during the first few weeks.  I worry as these are very important development months for him.  Between work and a young baby I haven’t managed to read all the parenting books I initially bought.



His first year.



I need this to work.



I can’t keep putting random people in and out of his life.



I lean back in my chair.



Let’s hope Olivia isn’t another bitch.



Chapter 4




Olivia





A

 s soon as I step out of the house, I call Carrie.

“Carrie, you sent me to a Mr Forrester.  Not the Harrison’s.  What is going on?  He didn’t seem thrilled, but he has asked me to go in tomorrow morning for a trial week.”



“Oh, God.  I’m done for.  I’m sorry, Olivia.  Josie was supposed to go there.  I gave you both the wrong addresses.  Mr Forrester is probably going to call me shortly.  So if I hang up on you, that’s why.”



“What is wrong with him, Carrie?”



“He just has had some unpleasant experiences with some of the nannies we have sent him.  Maybe you can change his mind.”



“What about his wife or partner?  She wasn’t there at the interview.”



“No wife or partner.  Oh god.  He is on the phone.  I have to go, Olivia.  Good luck.”



With that, she hangs up on me. 



I look down at the phone in disbelieve.



I shake my head.



Whatever.



I came into this job to love and care for children.



Mr Forrester will just need to adapt.



I head to the tube station.



I have to pack tonight.




∞∞∞




I have finished packing my bags when my phone vibrates.  I check it and it’s a text message from an unknown number.







The driver will pick you up tomorrow morning at 5.20 am


 
.






He must have taken my mobile number from my CV.







Okay


 
.






I reply back, but keep it simple.  Carrie didn’t respond to any of my messages.  I wanted to find out why the previous nannies had got fired and what happened to the baby’s mother.



This might be my most interesting placement to date.  If he wasn’t such an asshole, he was quite handsome.  No wonder he doesn’t have a partner.  He looks like a miserable man.  I guess money doesn’t make you happy.



I wash up and go to bed.  I have an early morning tomorrow.




∞∞∞




Wearing a simple red jumper with some black skinny jeans and some trainers.  I’m expecting a busy day with a baby.  I tie my dark curly hair up in a messy bun.  It will keep it out of my way and the baby won’t be able to make a grab for it.



I go downstairs at 5:18 am and a long black car is waiting.  It has tinted windows so I can’t see the inside.  I reach the car, I pause. I doubt a murderer would pick me up in such a fancy car.  I open the back door and slide in, putting my small travel suitcase in beside me.



The partition comes down.  A man maybe in his forties is turning his head towards me.



“Olivia Carson?”



“Morning.  Yes, I’m Olivia.”



“Good Morning.  It should take us around 30 minutes to get to Mr Forrester’s home.  There are some newspapers there and some drinks.”



“Oh.  Thank you.”



I smile at him.



I sit back and look out of the window.  I’m used to catching the bus or the Tube.  Rarely can I afford a taxi in Central London.  It’s nice to be driven in a car.  Much more peaceful.



I’ve never been this nervous about a job.  Normally, in an interview, I get to know exactly what the parents expect and I tailor my service to their needs.



I will just need to put all my focus on the baby, since his father didn’t give me direction.  It doesn’t take long to get to Mr Forrester’s house.  I pull open my door.  The driver is there, he takes my suitcase from me.



I’m uncertain about ringing the doorbell this early but thankfully the door is unlocked and I see Mr Forrester, bare chested, wearing pyjama bottoms as he walks a baby up and down the foyer.



“Good, you are here.  This is Damon.”



He turns Damon’s face towards me. By moving him away from his hip.  Damon looks irritated.  I would be too if I had such a grumpy daddy.



He is utterly adorable.  His eyes are the same as his father's, and he has a head of dark hair. He has a cute button nose and drool is dripping out of his mouth as he has half of his hand embedded into his mouth.



“Hello, Damon.  I’m Olivia.  Are you teething, young man?”



I look into his eyes and whisper to him.



“Come here.  Let’s see what we can do for you?”



I hold my arms out for him and he moves forward slightly towards me, making me laugh.  He was a little shaky, but I could tell he is getting used to upper body movement. I grab a hold of him under his little arms to hold him against me.  He snuggles into my chest, gripping my jumper with one hand.



“Do you have a routine set for Damon that I need to follow?”



His eyes are on his son’s head, which is resting on my chest.  He shakes his head.



“We have had too many nannies for him to settle into anything so far.”



“Routine is crucial for their development, especially a regular sleeping pattern.  Would you like me to see in the next week if I can settle him into one?”



He pulls his eyes away from his son.  He looks at me and nods. 



“I will show you to the kitchen and Damon’s room.  Mrs Johnson will give you a tour of the property later.  You can help yourself to whatever food there is in the fridge or freezer.  I will catch up with you later to see how you and Damon are getting along.”



The kitchen looks like it belongs in a show home or a celebrity feature home.  I’ve never seen a glossy, dark brown kitchen.  He shows me where all of Damon’s bottles, milk, and bibs are.  It’s so cute they have an entire section dedicated to all his items.  It has all the gadgets for his bottles but I don’t see any teething toys.  I make a mental note to check the premises later.



I try not to look at his naked body like a pervert in heat.  Aiming to look at his face only.  I’m sure I don’t succeed, as he has an amused expression on his face.  My face will be the same shade as my jumper right now.



At least his expression is better than his resting bitch face from yesterday.



Damon is happily gurgling.



“Has he been fed?”



“Yes.  He had a full bottle.  He might need a change soon.  I will show you his room.”



He goes back to the foyer and collects my case.  As he walks towards the staircase, he turns to look at me.



“This is all you brought for a week?”



“Yes.  I only brought the basics.”



He gives me yet another strange look that I can’t read.  He turns away again before I can think anymore of it.  I turn my attention to the little baby in my arms.



“We are going to have so much fun, Damon.  Once we settle you in, you are going to be the happiest little baby in London.”



I whisper all this into his ear.



It must tickle him as he lets out a gurgling laugh.



We reach the top of the stairs.  We don’t go further onto the second floor like yesterday.  Mr Forrester leads me down another hallway.  He opens a door and I step into a room almost as big as his office.  Someone stunningly decorated it in grey and navy blue.  It has an entire feature wall with a navy blue sky with gold stars and a crescent moon with various plays of grey and white clouds.  There are two large windows at the back.  A couch, a rocking chair, a changing table and a cot in the middle of the room.  This could be a prince’s room.



“Wow. Damon, don’t you have a wonderful room?”  I rub my face into his soft hair.



“You did a marvellous job in his room, Mr Forrester.”



I smile at him.  No matter what his issues are, he clearly loves his little boy.



He clears his throat.



“Thank you.”



He points at a door on the side.



“That is the master bedroom.”  Then he points on the opposite wall.  There is another door.



“That is your room.   I will put your case in your room.   I work upstairs, if you need anything urgently regarding Damon or if there is an emergency.  For anything else, speak to Mrs Johnson.  She will arrive at 7 am.”



He doesn’t wait for a response. He comes over to kiss Damon on his head.



He is so close to me.  I can smell his scent.  I try not to breathe, which is quite hard when you’re trying to stay alive.



He moves away again.    



“Have a good day, Damon.”



He scrutinises me once more before taking my case into my room, then leaves me in Damon’s room.



I watch him and his ass walk through the doorway to his own room.



What the heck?  I need to get a grip on myself.



“Let’s check your nappy, Damon.  Oh, yes.  That feels a tad heavy.”



I deftly change his nappy.  I am so used to doing it.  I know to put a cloth on his little man straight away.  I learned that lesson the hard way, several times, covered in urine.



“So, shall we see if we can start your new routine today?  I am so excited to be here with you, Damon.  You are such a little cutie pie.  Yes, you are.  Yes, you are.”



He pulls his fingers out of his mouth and waves his little hands in excitement.



I put his chubby little legs back into his sleep suit.  He should go down for a morning nap after his second feed, but in the meantime, I need to see what he has in toys for his current development stage.  I also need to check his gums, look for teething toys, and see what is in his medicine cabinet, nursery, and in the kitchen.



I look around and can’t see a floor play mat.  I hold Damon close to me as I search his nursery.  There are plenty of stuffed teddies and books that he won’t use for a long time.  I need to make a list.  I will speak to the housekeeper.  She should be here soon.



“Damon.  I’m afraid the only stimulation you’re going to get is my voice just now.  We will get you everything you need soon, darling.  How about we go for a walk into my room?  I will dig out my notebook and a pen.”



My room is half the size of the nursery, but still a sizeable room.  It has one window, a couch, a bed and some other bedroom furniture.  I don’t know who decorated his house, but it really is stunning.  My room is in a burgundy, gold and cream.  Even if I am here for a week, I will be very comfortable.





Chapter 5




Damien





I

 watch her on the nanny cam feed on my phone.  She is chattering away with Damon.  I watch her expertly change his nappy.  I remember the first at least 8 times it was a disaster when I tried.  Damon isn’t screaming to get away from her, which is a miracle.  I take in her appearance.  She has dark hair like my sister-in-law, who was Greek in heritage.  Maybe that’s why he likes her.

Hold on, what the fuck does she mean to get Damon everything he needs?  I made sure I got him everything in his nursery and his section of the kitchen.  Mrs Johnson mentioned nothing else or the other nannies.  Then again, Mrs Johnson is ancient.  I’m sure she is a great-grandmother even though she doesn’t look it.



I watch as she walks through her doorway.  She has a round, plump ass.



I feel my cock harden.



This is so fucking cliche, lusting after the nanny.  Ironic, since a few of the other nannies were lusting after me.



I’ve not got laid for months.  That isn’t helping my current position.  Maybe if this nanny works out, I should take a trip to the club.  I have got so much shit to work out of me.



I need to get in the shower and have a wank or I’m going to be walking about with a hard on every time I see her ass.  I watch as she disappears further into her room.



The deviant thought comes into my mind of putting some cameras in her room.



Fucking tempting.



I shake my head and close my app.



She is my nephew’s nanny.



If he likes her, I need to keep my distance.





Chapter 6




Olivia





I

 ’ve just put Damon down.  I take the monitor with me.  It will take several weeks for him to fully get into a routine.  I want to ease him into it.  I don’t like the hard approach to forcing a child into a strict routine.  A baby has a natural cycle and with their development, mental and physical it’s the adults who have to adapt around the baby.  Which is difficult for working parents.

He has been terrific so far.  Even when he was slightly uncomfortable with his gums and I think it gave him an upset tummy.  I go into my room and get my notebook.  I need to see if I can speak to Mr Forrester about a few things.



I go further up the flight of stairs to the office I was in yesterday.



I knock on the door.



“Come in.”



His voice is slightly muffled.



I push open his door.  My notebook is under my arm, and I carry the monitor in one hand.



“Ms Carson.  Come in.  Sit down.”



I sit opposite him.  He has papers and files all over his desk.  I put the monitor on the edge of the table, avoiding his piles of paperwork.



“Sorry to disturb you.  I just wanted an initial catch up about today and give my recommendations for future milestones for Damon.”



He leans back in the chair with a small smile on his face.



“Of course.”



I open up my notepad and pull my pen out of my back pocket.



“First off, he is such a happy, healthy baby.  What date did he turn five months?”



“He just turned five months on the 19th of November.”



“Okay.  He is a little early in his teething then.  All the saliva he is producing and putting his fingers in his mouth to ease the discomfort in his mouth.  I need to get him some teething toys and some natural remedies for an upset stomach.  Not all babies get an upset stomach, but most do.  I also want to instil him into a routine slowly in the next few weeks.  He needs his sleep, play and feeding times set daily.  This will help him become more confident and settled.  We can keep adapting as he gets older.  For his playtime, I need you to purchase some age appropriate items that will help him in his hand-eye coordination.  He will be on the move shortly, rolling around and trying to sit up so I will need some other items or a seating aid for him.”



His mouth opens to speak, then he closes it again.  He is frowning.



“What does he need?”



“Not much at this stage.  But a play mat ideally with colourful attachments.  Some soft material books with similar patterns on them.  A seating aid with a play tray.  Teething toys and the natural remedy for his stomach are fennel seeds. If your kitchen has them, then that is fine.  If not, then any supermarket should sell them.”



“I will give you my credit card order whatever you need and have it delivered the same day or the next day.”



“Umm.  It’s Damon’s first Christmas?”



His eyes narrow at me.



“I’m aware.”



I clear my throat.



“It’s the 26th of November.”



“Ms Carson.  Why don’t you just spit it out?”



“Well, tomorrow is four weeks till Christmas Day. Will you be decorating the house for Damon?”



I see a look of sadness pass over his face briefly.  He rubs a hand over his face.



“I don’t have any decorations.  Why don’t you order everything in?  Get everything for the main living room, dining room and his room.  We can all help to put it up together.”



I blink at him.



“You don’t want to choose a colour theme or want to give any input?”



“No.  For Christmas, I have never decorated my house.  I will need to make the effort for Damon now.”



He lets out a heavy sigh.



“Is that all?”



“Yes.  Unless there was anything else you wanted me to add in my notes for Damon?”



“No.  I am open to your suggestions.  If you think of anything else, please bring it to my attention.”



“Thank you.  Damon is in bed for the night. He will be likely up for a late night feed around 11pm-12pm.  I’m happy to do it unless you want to spend that time with him?”



He looks down at his messy desk before looking up at me.



“Yes.  I am happy to feed him.  I have a monitor in my room as well.”



I get up to leave the room.



“Ms Carson?”



I look at him.



“Thank you.”



“Your welcome.  I am just doing what you are paying me to do.”



I give him a cheeky smile.



I see his eyes light up.  His eyes slide down my body.  Before he brings his eyes back up to mine.



I need to get out of here.



I turn around and rush out of his office.



I’m sure I hear a chuckle.



I can’t be sure.




∞∞∞




The next morning, Damon wakes up at 6:45 am.  Woo-hoo.  He is getting there, my little munchkin man.  I heard him on the monitor last night when his daddy got up to feed him.  It was so cute hearing him murmur nonsensical chatter to him.  Feeding and changing him before getting him back down.  I stayed awake until Damon went back to sleep, which was around 11:30 pm.



I rush into his room, ready to pick him up so we can start the day.



I stop mid-step.



Mr Forrester is also coming through his door.  But only wearing boxers.  I gape at his body, that is on display.  His hard defined muscles that were on his arms, chest, and his stomach.  I look lower and see an even harder cock trying to strain out of the top of his black boxers.



Oh my God, what the fuck is that in his boxers?



It’s only when his hands cover up his cock that I realise I was probably staring too hard for far too long.  He needs both of his hands to cover that beast up.  I drag my eyes away from his cock.



He is staring at me just as hard as I was staring at him.  At least I am mostly dressed.  I wore my t-shirt and shorts pyjama set.  His eyes are on my bare legs.



“D-Do you want to me to get him fed and changed?”



I pull my eyes away from him and towards Damon, who is cooing in his cot.  He has only just woken up, so he isn’t fussing yet.  It won’t be long, though.



“Yes.  You get him up and ready.  Bring him to the kitchen so I can spend some time with him before I go into the office.”



His voice is gruff.



I don’t dare look over at him.



I walk over to Damon.



Looking into his cot.



“Good Morning, Damon.  Did you have a good sleep?  You were a splendid boy last night.  You had your feed and went back to sleep again.”



I scoop him up, feeling his nappy through his sleep suit.



He needs a change straight away.



I can’t look over to see if his father has left the room or not.



I stifle a groan. How on earth am I going to face him now?



Holding Damon, I take him towards the changing station, making sure I have everything out before I undo his sleep suit.



I need to get him some Christmas themed suits.  I hope his father won’t mind.  He will look so adorable, though.  He really is the prettiest baby I have seen.



He has such bright, wide blue eyes.  His thick dark hair only brings out more of the colour in them.  He gives a wet, sloppy smile.



“Oh my, you are going to be a little lady killer when you are older, Damon.  You are frying up my ovaries with your adorable smiles.  Stop it.”



I giggle and tickle his little feet.





Chapter 7




Damien





F

 ucking hell.

I need to remember Olivia is here now.  How can I forget I woke up to a dream of me spanking her luscious ass?  My cock was so fucking hard. Then I heard Damon awakening on the monitor.  I loved my time with him last night and had wanted to see him again this morning.



I just let her get him ready as I my hands were already occupied holding my cock inside my boxers.



I was laughing at her rushing out of my office yesterday, and I did the same this morning practically running out of the nursery.



At this rate, she could sue me for indecent exposure.



I walk around to my bedside table to open up my phone app.  I got all these nanny cams installed around the house as I didn’t trust the strangers coming into my home.  Now I’m using them to be a pervert on Olivia.



I watch the feed as all the audio is coming crystal clear from the monitor.  I admire how competent she is around Damon.  She always ensures his safety is comes first.  She has never left him at the changing station and walked away from him.



I watch my beautiful nephew smile up at her.



I would be too if she was going to manhandle me.



Fucking hell, Damien, stop it!




“Oh my, you are going to be a little lady killer when you are older, Damon.  You are frying up my ovaries with your adorable smiles.  Stop it.”




I pause.



Olivia’s ovaries.



I fall onto my bed.



Sitting there watching her with Damon.



Not caring that my cock is now straining out of my boxers.



I know I have to be inside her.



No other fucking ass is going to do it for me.



Certainly none of the women in the club.



I need some time to pull this together.



I didn’t climb out of the poverty of a rough council scheme home to build my company from scratch without working every single day to gain the level of success I have today.  It came with blood, sweat, and the odd fit of rage.



I can be shrewd, manipulative and controlling when I want something.



Olivia’s pussy is what I want.



I’m going to make it fucking happen.



A slow smile spreads across my face.




∞∞∞




I sit at the kitchen dining table.  I’ve just finished my breakfast and I’m sipping on my second cup of coffee as Olivia comes through with Damon.  She has dressed him in a shirt, jumper and little corduroy trousers.



She is still wearing her pyjama t-shirt but instead of shorts she wears black yoga pants and some ridiculous reindeer slipper socks.



“Good Morning, Damon.  Come here, you.”



I take him from Olivia.



Brushing the back of my hand across her breasts.



I can see her swallow.  She can’t look at me.  She is looking somewhere over on the kitchen floor.  I smother the laughter building up inside me.



It feels good to smile again.



I pray that my brother  and sister-in-law approve of the actions I am about to take.



“You get his bottle and your breakfast.  I will feed him before I go up to my office.”



“Oh.  Thank you.”



“I was thinking if his day goes well and he is due to sleep early again today, we can go out and get everything together?  It will be more efficient than having several deliveries coming to the house.”



“Sure.”



“I said this was a trial for a week.  You have been more proficient than all the five previous nannies put together.  The contract is yours.  I need a long-term nanny for Damon.  I want him to have stability in his life.  Is there any reason you wouldn’t be able to do this job?  Personal reasons?”



She has put a bottle on to heat for Damon.



“No.  I would like to see my family so I would like to discuss any days off or holiday allowance.  Or will that already be in the contract?”



“Who is in your family?  And do they stay in London?  Don’t worry about the contract just now.  We can sort that out later.”



“I just have a flat mate and my parents live in Oxford.  I don’t have any siblings.”



She puts on some toast.  There is already coffee in the machine for her.



I simply nod.



I hold Damon’s little hand.  He wraps his finger around mine.  His grip is getting stronger.



She passes me his bottle.



I cradle my nephew in my arm as I feed him.



He hungrily sucks on his bottle.  Grabbing it with both hands as if I’m about to yank it away from him.



It still hurts. His parents are no longer with us.  In moments like these.  It makes me ponder what kind of an uncle I would have been.  I honestly think I would have been an asshole uncle who would have sent a cash transfer for his birthday and Christmas.



These moments with him are precious.  I only realised this with the loss of my family.



My eyes move over to Olivia as she makes her way to the coffee machine.



Her ass looks amazing as her yoga pants cling to her curves.



I lick my lips.



All in good time.



I bring my attention back to Damon.  At lunchtimes, I need to see him. I will ask my PA to ensure my hours and meetings work around Damon’s new schedule that Olivia is working on.



When I thanked Olivia yesterday, it was with genuine appreciation.  I have been watching her with Damon.  She initially assessed his environment to see how she could improve it.  She is caring with him in all her interactions.  It’s not even been two full days, but she really surpasses all the other lazy, stupid and incompetent women that came before her.



All I have to do is spend some more time with her to ensure she is the right fit in all the other aspects.



I sit Damon up slightly on my lap, holding his little chest, chin and head as I stroke his back upwards.  He lets out a loud burp.



I chuckle.



Putting him gently over my shoulder, I whisper into his ear.



“Good boy.  That was a big one.  Try not to puke all over my back now.”



Olivia is sitting opposite us.  Looking on with a smile on her face.



I love she isn’t nosey and hasn’t asked me any personal questions.  When I feel the time is right, I will tell her about my situation.



I wait till Olivia has finished eating before I hand Damon back to her.  Kissing his little head.



My eyes dropping to her tits again as I pass him over.



I just need to wait a little longer.



I reluctantly leave them to make my way upstairs to my office.





Chapter 8




Olivia





D

 amon is settling down so well, even with his teething.  I get so attached to all the children, it’s hard not to when you spend so much time with them.  Geraldine sent me  pictures of the twins and Stewart.  They all look bigger already.  I’m glad Mr Forrester is hoping to keep me on.  I just don’t know how I’m going to deal with this attraction to him.  This has never happened to me before.

I watch Mrs Johnson bustle around the kitchen.  I have the monitor with me as Damon is down for his afternoon nap.



“Mr Forrester asked you to look after Damon this evening?”



“Yes.  I’m going to make food, then go home.  I will come back later.  What time do you put him to bed?”



“I start to wind him down at 5:30 pm, so he is in bed at 7 pm.”



“I’m so glad you know what you’re doing. All the other nannies were useless.”



Mrs Johnson has paused in her work to look at me.  She has a merry twinkle in her eye. 



“I think you will be good for this family.  You write everything down for me.  I will do my best.”



“Thank you so much, Mrs Johnson.”



“Call me Doreen.”



“Thanks, Doreen.  I’m going to get Christmas decorations for the main room and for Damon’s room I was thinking gold and red.    What do you think? Mr Forrester said he isn’t bothered about choosing.”



“Finally!  Christmas in this home.  It’s a miracle.”



I giggle.  I’m loving dramatic Doreen much better than the dour Doreen I first met.



“What’s the joke?”



A deep voice from behind me asks.  I twirl around in my seat to face him.



He looks me up, and down, his eyes settling on the monitor in my hand.



“Doreen was just expressing her happiness that Christmas is entering the Forrester household this year.”



I grin at him.



He snorts but glances over to Doreen, who is now back to cooking.



“I missed Damon?”



“Yes.  He took a feed and was tired. He will be out for a good couple of hours.  Can we discuss his routine later?  There will be pockets of time within his routine. I would like to take him out for a walk.  There is a park close by.  The fresh air will be good for him.”



He frowns at me.



“I will come with you.  I don’t like that you will both be in the park alone.  It is darker outside now.  We can discuss it when we go through his routine.”



“Sure, Damon would love his daddy to come out with him.”



His expression suddenly turns hard.  His body seems to stiffen.  He walks over to Doreen to get his lunch, leaving me confused.




∞∞∞




We walk around all the Christmas trees in the John Lewis department store. It was so much easier to get everything under one roof.  We went to the baby section and got everything we needed for Damon.  I had to get a few Christmas baby sleep suits and I may have got some reindeer antlers.  I quickly paid for these before Damien came over.  We ordered personalised Christmas Stockings.  Damien insisted on getting one for me, too.



“You don’t mind me choosing a more traditional look for the Christmas tree and decorations?”



“As children we never had much for Christmas, decorations or otherwise.  So you’re the expert.”



I see a beautiful tree decorated in red, gold and white.  It looks perfect.  It has a bright gold star at the top with gold and white baubles, cute red bows with stars and candy canes.  This would be perfect even as Damon gets older.  We can get the fairy lights separate .  I see a smaller tree that is pale blue and silver for Damon’s room.  He would love seeing the twinkling lights in his room.



We request the staff that we would like the same trees and decorations to be packed.  While they pack and process everything we chose, we go to the store cafe for a coffee. We got some decorations for the door, the foyer, the living room, and Damon’s room.



As we sit there, I pull out my notebook to go through Damon’s routine.  I am pleased when Damien tells me that is all okay with him and he will try to shift his work around our morning walks and his playtimes so he can spend some quality time with him.  I love he wants to spend more time with his son.



“You said ‘we’ earlier. Do you have siblings?”



He looks down at his coffee before looking up at me.



“I had a twin brother. He died in September with his wife in a car accident.  Damon is their son, he survived the crash by some miracle.”



I cover my mouth with my hand.  That is only two months ago.  I feel so bad for the mean things I had thought about him.  He has become a parent overnight and lost his brother and sister-in-law.



I reach out and hold his hand.



“I’m so sorry for your loss, Mr Forrester.  I can’t imagine what you have been through, but I can see you are a wonderful uncle and father to Damon.”



His large hands cover mine.  Holding my hand in both of his now.



“Thank you.  That means a lot to me.  I am running my company from home for the time being.  In the new year, I will need to go into the office more.”



I look down at his hands.  His skin is so soft and his fingers are so well manicured.  Even his hands are sexy.  “I want you to call me Damien.  Mr Forrester makes me feel so much older than I am.”



He smiles at me.



His white teeth showing and his eyes seem a deeper blue now as he looks at me intensely.



“Of course.  I’m just going to check in with Doreen to make sure Damon went to sleep okay.”



I quickly pull my hand out of his.  Reaching for my phone.



This handsome bastard is going to be my downfall in an otherwise spotless record as a nanny, if I’m not careful. 





Chapter 9




Damien





S

 he pulls her hand out of mine. I can tell she is just as affected as I am in our attraction.  I need to get her nailed, and soon.  The contract I drew up was in my office. I need to speak to her tonight.  She seems too young and innocent to have experienced any of the things I want to do to her.  That will be an interesting conversation.

“What are your usual plans for Christmas?”



“I was hoping to go home to my parents for Christmas Eve and Christmas Day.”



“I want you to stay with us over the holiday period.  Why don’t you invite your parents to mine?  The house is large enough for them to stay for longer if they want to spend some time in London.”



She looks at me with wide eyes.



“You would be okay with my parents coming over?”



“Of course.  I want Damon’s first Christmas to be perfect, just as his parents would have wanted.  I will need you to help me with that, Olivia.    He might not remember his first Christmas, but we can show him all the pictures as he grows older.  So you and your parents will be doing me a favour.”



She smiles at me.  I take in those pink lips.  Her open expression and her dark eyes are a pool of warmth.  I feel the lust surge through me as I picture her on my bed in many, many various positions.  She speaks.  I have to remember where we were in the conversation.



“I will ask them to see if they had any other plans.  This is plenty of notice for them.  They don’t live too far.”



“I can get my driver to pick them up.  It’s no problem.”



She is looking down at her phone as if she is itching to contact them now.  I smile at her excitement.  Christmas has never been a big thing for me other than making sure my employees had a good time and got a little something extra to help bolster morale.



After my brother got married, they would invite me over for Christmas Day, but I would never go.  I preferred to bury myself in expanding my business.  There is that familiar pang of guilt again. I have to get everything right for Damon.  It starts with his first Christmas.




∞∞∞




In the end, there was too much to bring back home with us. Even with my Jaguar limo, we wouldn’t have been able to fit everything in.  It will all be delivered to us tomorrow morning.  As it is Sunday and  Olivia explained to me, it is the day we are supposed to put all the decorations up.  I will have the day free to help her with Damon and decorating my home.  After seeing everything in the store, I am looking forward to it.   I might even be excited if I am being honest with myself.



I am going to have to keep my Saturdays free from now on.  This meant I had a lot of meetings today in order to delegate and set up catch up meetings for the next month to ensure the new process is working.



“Olivia, can you come up to the office with me?  Mrs Johnson is still here. It won’t take too long.”



She is taking off her coat and hat.



“Just put that in the closet.  I will show you where it is.”



I take her to the small alcove near the foyer, and there is an inbuilt closet there.



I let her go up the stairs first. She is wearing blue denims today and her ass looks bigger in these.  I want to enjoy the view as I walk up the two flights of stairs.



We get to my office; she sits in front of me as I sit back at my desk.



I pour myself a whiskey.



“Would you like a drink?”



“No, thank you.  I’m not much of a drinker.”



I’m not surprised.



“I have your employment contract here.  It comes with a standard NDA to protect Damon and my home.”



I push the file towards her so she can read through it.



She is reading through it and suddenly lifts her head.



“That’s a lot of money for a nanny position.”



“You will be a full-time nanny for Damon.  I want you to move in permanently.  How long is there left on your lease?”



“Another four months.”



“I’ve added in a relocation package in there so your lease or your flat mate  won’t be a problem.”



“You’re sure you want me?  It’s only been a few days, and the trial was for a week.  I don’t want you to back out at a later date.  It’s difficult not to get attached to the children I work with.”



I take a sip of my whiskey as I watch the expressions of hope and sadness wash over her.  This is why I want her.  No pretence, no scheming. This is what we will get, just Olivia.



“With what I have had to put up with the last few months.  Not to mention I am desperate for some stability for Damon.  You are perfect for the job, Olivia.  You can make a positive impact in my boy’s life.”



I don’t mention to her I have watched her constantly with Damon through all the nanny cams.  I sit back and watch her go through the rest of the contract.  Which is just duties, benefits and terms on holidays.



Once she has reached the bottom.



“There is one other thing, Olivia.  I’m not blind. We have an attraction between us.  I want to explore this to see where it goes, but not if it is detrimental to Damon.”



She glances up at me again.  She licks her lips nervously.



“Yes.  It’s highly unsettling and unusual. This has never happened in my working environment.”



“I am demanding in all aspects of my life.  I like control over all things in my life.  Have you ever been spanked?  Or tied up?  Role play?”



Her mouth opens then closes but nothing comes out.



I smother a smile.



“There would be nothing better for me to spank a naughty nanny’s little ass, Olivia.”



She squirms in her chair.



Oh yes, her little ass is mine alright.





Chapter 10




Olivia





I

 s this really happening to me?

I want to pinch my arm to check but he is staring at me so intently.  I don’t want to come across as naïve.  I could picture being over his knee while he spanks my ass.  It’s not something I have ever experienced.  I’m not sure how much I would like it.  The thought of it certainly has me squirming in my chair.  I mean, I know what he is packing.  I would love to try some of that.  For a few days, I might not be able to walk or sit very well.  I knew he was going to be a temptation.



I swallow and nervously lick my lips.



“No.  I’ve done nothing like this before.  Certainly never with an employer.”



He waves his hand.



“Don’t worry about that.  Do you know what a safe word is?”



I nod.  




Who doesn’t know that?




“Chose a safe word.  We can go slowly and see what your limits are.”



I nod again.  



“Mistletoe.”



He looks confused for a moment.  Before he slowly smiles.



“Perfect choice for a safe word.  Safety first.  I am clean, and I’m happy for you to see the papers.”



I’m sitting here daydreaming of his monster cock.  I forgot about the basics.



“My last boyfriend was a while ago.  I can get something from my doctors from my last check-up.  I’m on the pill.”



He frowns slightly at that.  



“If you prefer, we can use condoms.”



His brows furrow deeper now.



“No.  I definitely do not want to use condoms.”



“Oh.  Okay.  I guess as long as we are both clean, then.”



His frown clears up, and he smiles at me.  



It’s a predatory look.  



“We can use this week to get to know one another better, by that time we should have our papers from the doctors.  I’m glad you are open to this, Olivia.  If there is anything you are uncomfortable with you need to tell me straight away.  This is something I have never done with an employee either.  Communication is crucial if we want this to work.  I want nothing to impact or change for Damon.”



I nod.  That makes sense.



“We will be exclusive?”



He smiles.  



“Absolutely.  I don’t want anyone else.”



Oh My God.  I’m actually doing this.




∞∞∞




We decorated the house with all the Christmas decorations the following morning.  Damon watched us from his new seat.  The house looks brighter and more cheerful now.  I got a Christmas wreath for the door.  The fireplace has three stockings on it: Damon, Daddy and Olivia.  Once we hung everything up and decorated the tree, we sat down to admire all the work we put in.



“Damon is going to love growing up in this house,  if we can decorate it this well every year.  Certainly very different from what myself and Dominic had.”



“We still have Damon’s room to do yet.  I’m sure his parents are looking down on him.  Your brother named him after you?”



I rub his little head as he is nestled against Damien.



“We can do his room after he has had his afternoon nap.  Yes.  I think they chose a name that was in between both of ours.  Shall we take him out for a walk today?”



I smile up at him.



“Yes.  The fresh air will do him good.”



I’m so pleased that Damien is supportive and aware of Damon’s routine.  Especially after he has seen so many changes at such a young age.  The previous nanny situations didn’t help at all.




∞∞∞




We arranged for the following week to spend time together and work around Damon’s schedule.   I got the doctor’s office to post me my latest set of test results.   The longer I wait, the more I anticipate Damien’s promise of carnal delights.  Every night in bed, I can’t help but bring myself off.  Sadly, I didn’t bring my vibrator, so it’s just me and my hand.



We spend the evenings together once Damon is in bed.  The more time I spend with Damien, the more I want him.  He is nothing like the angry ogre I first met.



We are going to my flat tonight to pick up all of my things and my post, which will hopefully have my results in them.  I don’t think I can wait for the full week.  If the results are there, I might just have to move things along.  He has already shown me his.



“Is this everything?”



“Yes.  I don’t really have that much.  Just the furniture in my bedroom.  I don’t want to take it was from Ikea, so the cost was minimal.”



I have a copy of my results.  He doesn’t know yet.  He won’t till we get back home.  Doreen will leave once we get home other than Damon’s late night feed.  He is all mine tonight.




∞∞∞




I wear my black lacy thongs along with my matching lacy vest top.  Damon is still sleeping.  He won’t be up for his feed yet for a while.  I knock on Damien’s bedroom door.  



“Come in.”



I’ve never been inside his bedroom. It’s bigger than Damon’s nursery.   He is sitting up in the largest bed I have ever seen in my life.  His chest is bare, his covers just up to his pelvis, and he is holding a file he must have been reading.  His eyes run over me from top to bottom.  He throws the file he is holding onto his bedside table.



“Oh, you naughty fucking girl.  Get over here now.”



I giggle nervously and walk over to him.  Giving him my results.  He doesn’t look at them, he tosses them onto the paperwork he just threw.



He pushes his covers down, kicking the last of them off and pulls me on top of him.



“Put your legs on either side of me.”



I follow his instructions.



He instantly grips my ass with both of his hands.  Lifting his head up, he sucks on my breasts through the lace.  I squirm on his cock.



“Does my naughty nanny have a wet little pussy she needs seeing to?”



I nod my head while I rub myself up and down the length of his cock, through my panties and his cotton boxers.   He groans, lifting his head from my breasts as he pushes his cock up towards my pussy.



“I think you need a good spanking first.  I can’t reward this kind of inappropriate behaviour unless I take it out on your ass first.”



He lifts me up from him.  



I watch him get out of bed and walk over to his couch.  He sits down.



“Over here now, Olivia.”



I walk over to him.  Standing before his spread legs.



He pulls my thongs down and I lift my feet so he can remove them completely.  He stares at my pussy before licking his lips.  



“Over my knees now.”



His voice is hoarse with need.



He adjusts his legs so I can bend over his them.  I feel his hard cock against my stomach.  I hold on to the floor.  I’ve never been spanked in my life.  My parents never needed to.  I rarely misbehaved.  Damien seems to bring the bad girl out in me.



“Safe word?”



“Mistletoe.”  I whisper.



“Good girl.”



He strokes my ass cheeks with one hand, the other is on my lower back.



“Spread your legs as wide as you can for me.”



I open my legs



I feel his fingers slide across my pussy lips.



“Naughty girl.  You are dripping all over my hand.  You need my cock so badly?”



I nod.



He pulls his hand back and smacks my ass hard.



“I want a proper answer, Olivia.”



“Yes.  I need your cock, Damien.”



“I think when you are getting disciplined, you need to call me Mr Forrester.”



“Yes.  Mr Forrester.”



“Good.  Now where were we?  Ah.  Yes.  Your wet little fucking pussy.”



He pushes two of his fingers inside me.  He fucks them in and out of me.  I can hear the noise my wet pussy is making.  I cringe.



“Have you been touching your pussy this week, Olivia?”



“Yes.  Mr Forrester.”



“That was very naughty of you, Olivia.  How many times should I spank this naughty little ass for that?”



“Four.”  I squeak out as his fingers continue to drive in and out of me.



He pauses his movement.



“Oh.  I don’t think so.  You’ve been a cock tease, haven’t you?  My hard cock has been aching, and you have been two rooms away pleasuring your slutty little pussy.”



I gasp at his filthy words, but try to push myself onto his fingers.



He pulls them out.  He leans down closer to my head.



“I think you deserve ten at least, Olivia.  Let’s start there and see how much your naughty ass can handle.”



“Hmm.  Your pussy tastes delicious, Olivia.”



I turn around to see his fingers are in his mouth.



He slaps my ass cheek.



“Did I say you could move?”



“No. Sir.”



He rubs my ass.  Before he uses both of his hands to pull apart my ass cheeks.  His cock grows harder under my belly.



“This ass is everything I imagined it would be.”



He murmurs.



He abruptly lets go of my ass and spanks each ass cheek before going to the tops of my thighs.  I didn’t keep count all I can do is grip onto his ankle with one hand and the other is gripping onto his thick cream carpet.  It isn’t painful.  It just made me more horny.



“This is how your naughty ass should look.  All pink.  How was your first spanking, Olivia?”



“It was good, Mr Forrester.”



“Take off your vest and go bend over my bed.”



He helps me stand up. I cross my arms gripping the bottom of my vest and whip it off facing him.  I throw the vest on his head and turn around to go to the bed, not waiting for his reaction at my impudence.



I fling myself on his bed, face down, giggling.



“You naughty, naughty girl.  I bet you need this cock hard and fast.  When was the last time you took a cock, Olivia?”



I don’t look back.  I don’t want another spanking.



“Umm.  About seven or eight months ago.”



“Hmm.  I bet your tight little cunt is so eager to swallow up my cum.”



“Yes.  Mr Forrester.”



I feel his cock slap down on my ass.



“Spread those legs open as wide as you can.”





Chapter 11




Damien





I

 look down at her pink round ass that has some nice handprints on it.

Fuck.  She is perfect.



I stroke my cock up and down slowly.  My patience and strategy paid off.  My good little nanny has a bad side to her which I’m going to love exploring.  



I glance at my clock; we have a good two hours before Damon wakes up.  



I slap my cock between her rosy pink cheeks.



“Spread those legs open as wide as you can.”



As her legs open wide.  I see her wet cunt glistening.  She is dripping after her spanking.



“You dirty girl, you’re dripping all over my bed.”



I grin as I hear her groan, looking up as she is burying her head into the covers.



I yank her ass cheeks apart to look at her holes.



“Don’t be embarrassed now.  You’re the dirty little bitch who came in here to get a good fucking.  Own it.”



I can’t help but tease her, rubbing my cock up and down her wet slit and her asshole.



I bring my cock between her pussy lips.



“Are you going to take all of my cock like a good girl?”



She grips the covers and pushes herself further onto me.



“Yes.”



She gasps as the head of my cock breaches her tight little pussy.



Unable to wait, I push my cock further into her.  Still holding her ass apart, I watch my cock glide into her hole.  Pulling back slightly, I ram into her harder.



She cries out.



“Shhh.  Just take my cock.  This is what you came for.  Fucking take it all.  I’m not stopping till I’m balls deep inside this delicious cunt.”



I slide my cock out and fuck into her again and again till my balls hit her pussy.  I lean forward and grab both of her wrists, pulling them back as I pull back and fuck into her deeper and harder.  Loving how her cunt tightens around me each time I thrust into her.



“Good fucking girl.  Take it all.  You going to swallow up my cum?”



All I hear is her panting and gasping.  I drop a hand and slap her ass cheek hard.



“I asked you a fucking question.  Is your tight little cunt going to swallow up all of my cum?’



“Yes! Mr Forrester.”



“Good. Now get that hand on your naughty cunt and play with your little clit.”



I hold the other hand I have on her lower back as I keep fucking into her hot, wet hole.  I grip her wrist hard as I feel her tightening around me.



I don’t stop my furious pace.  I want to fuck my cum into her more than I have ever wanted anything.  Seeing her pink little pussy lips clasp me is almost my undoing.  I’m not cumming before she does.  I let go of her wrist and grab her at the nape.  Leaning over her, I keep fucking into her deeper.  



“My naughty little nanny.  Are you going to soak my cock?  Cum all over my cock, Olivia.”  



I feel the sweat drip down the side of my face.  Fucking into her like an animal now.



I feel the moment she orgasms all over my cock.  Drenching it with her cum.  Making it easier for me to keep slamming into her.  Her muscles massage my cock till my thrusts falter and I soak her wet pussy further by spraying my cum into her again and again.  



“Fuck.  We have to do this again.  Ahh.  Feels so good.” 



I keep sliding my cock in and out of her hole.  The head is still sensitive and I’m still rock hard.  It’s going to be a long night for my dirty little nanny.  I let go of her neck.  To bring my hands to her ass, pulling them apart while I slowly slide my cock out of her tight little pussy.



She moans, her face still in the covers.



I keep her cheeks held open while I watch my white cum ooze out of her pussy onto her lips and dribble onto the bed.  I rub my cum into her pussy lips and onto her asshole.



I need to do something about her fucking pills.



“Has anyone taken this little hole yet, Olivia?”



She shakes her head.



I slap her ass.  



“What did I tell you?  I want an answer.”



“No.  No one has taken me there, Mr Forrester.”



I run my cum drenched finger over her tight little rosebud.



“We will need to train this tight little hole to take my cock, Olivia.  Are you up for the challenge?”



“Will it hurt?”



“It will the first time.  It won’t be as much with some gradual stretching and lots of lube.  You always have the safe word.  I will always stop if you say it.”



“I want to try it.”



“Good girl.”



I gently push my index fingers against her tight hole, keeping up the pressure till her tight hole gives in and my fingertip glides in.



“So fucking tight, Olivia.  You're going to strangle my fucking cock in here.  Play with your clit.”  



I spit on her asshole, pulling my finger out.  I push my spit it into her now slightly loosened hole.  I push half my finger into her ass. Pushing it upwards.  I gently keep pushing it in and out till all of my finger is in her little asshole.  She is pushing herself back onto my finger now.



“Good girl.  Looks like you’re going to love taking it up your filthy little asshole.”  



I keep fucking her with my finger, moving faster as I feel her asshole tighten around my finger.



“Are you going to cum while I finger fuck your ass, Olivia?”



“Ah, yes.”



“Go on, cum on my finger.  Just imagine when it’s my entire cock fucking you so deep in this tight little asshole.”



I shove my finger in and out of her tight hole, watching as it stretches for me.  I’m going to go shopping for this little ass.  I can’t wait to be inside of her.  My cock is still rock hard watching this show.



Her little ass jerks back towards me as she moans into the covers.  I feel her ass tighten around my finger.  



Fuck.  I can’t wait to feel that around my cock.



“You're so fucking hot, Olivia.  I’m not sure if I will ever get enough of these holes.  That’s it, you dirty little bitch.  Keep cumming for me.”



I push all of my finger into her as she squeals, but I can see her hand still underneath her as she keeps rubbing her little pussy.



I hear little noises coming from Damon.  I hope we weren’t too loud.



Looking down at Olivia, who has her eyes closed and is still panting after cumming a second time.  I have a wide smile of satisfaction.  



“Go wash up in my bathroom and get your ass back in my bed.  I’m going to make Damon his bottle.”



I rush to the bathroom and wash my hands.  Throwing on my robe, I make my way to Damon’s room, hoping he will go back down quickly tonight.



I have a nanny to fuck all night long.




∞∞∞




I’m sat in my office watching Olivia chattering away with Damon.  Over the last few days, I have noticed that Damon is more responsive and trying to talk to us. I never thought about children.  I’d have wanted one or two, maybe in my forties.  Watching as Olivia now shakes her ass, dancing while holding Damon makes me want them now.  



I need to find her fucking pills.  



I’ve ordered a few things for her tonight.  The more time we have spent together, the more bratty she has been acting.  It only gives me more reason to have her over my knee, which she is loving.  I can’t wait for her attitude tonight.  Her ass is in for a special surprise tonight.



I rub my cock before repositioning it to ease the strain.  Fucking naughty girl, it’s as if she knows about the cameras she prances her little ass about or flashes me the top of her tits.  It only makes me want to whip her ass more.  I should be working right now, not looking at her little ass bouncing around.



I can’t help but smiling as I hear Damon let out a gurgling laugh.  He really is such a different little boy in the last few weeks.  I can tell how much Olivia cares for him.  She will make an excellent mother for all of our children.



I let out a heavy sigh as I turn off the live camera feed and look at the shit on my desk I need to work through.





Chapter 12




Olivia





T

 his man he brings out the devil in me as I dance with Damon in front of the Christmas tree.  His eyes light up at all the twinkling little lights.  Carrie had told me about how he had caught out the other nannies using nanny cams he has stashed all around the house.  I can’t help but smirk. Shame daddy has to work.  I guess I’m at work too.  Damon doesn’t feel like work at all.  After the first few weeks, he settled down beautifully.  It’s just the odd niggle with his gums now.  

“Shall we go out for a little walk, Damon?”



We walk up to Damien’s office.  I knock on his door.



“Come in.”



I walk in with Damon.



Damien’s serious face lights up with a smile.  



“How is my little man doing today?”



He holds his arms out for him.  I take him over, watching as Damien plops him down on his lap.  Damon grabs for the papers lying on his desk.



“Everything okay?”



“Yes.  I wanted to take Damon out for a little stroll. Would you like to come?”



“Ahh.  I can’t I have too much to do here today.  Can you ask Donald to go with you?  He can drive you to the park?  I don’t want you both going in the there alone.  I will finish early tonight.  I missed lunch with you both today.  I want to get some time in before his bedtime tonight.  Then I need to make sure I tuck you up in bed real tight.”



His eyes twinkle as he looks at me.



This can’t be good.  I have been pushing his buttons the last few days.  This might be payback.



“Sure.  It’s always nice when Daddy tucks me in.”  



I wink at him.



“Oh. Ms Carson, you are in for it tonight.”



I let out a giggle.



“Let’s go Damon.  We need to be back before your dinner time.  We won’t be too long.”



I bend down to pick Damon up.  



Damien kisses Damon’s head before kissing my cheek.  



I feel myself thrown off balance.  We haven’t been affectionate in front of anyone.  Children pick up things so fast that I don't want to confuse Damon as he gets older.




∞∞∞




I’ve finished washing all of Damon’s things in the kitchen.  I’m holding his monitor in one hand as I put the last of his bottles away.  Excitement is making me hurry.



“Olivia.”



I scream, throwing Damon’s bottle in the air.  I somehow manage to keep a hold of the monitor.



I turn around to a smirking Damien.



“You did that on purpose.”



“Prove it.”



His smirk widens, and he crosses his arms over his chest.



My eyes narrow on him.  He knows I can’t prove anything.



“You know, Olivia.  I feel you are almost flaunting yourself at me.  Who told you about the cameras?”



I gape at him.  



I can’t lie for shit.  It’s a problem I’ve had since school.  I used to giggle then confess to everything.



I try to keep a straight face.



“No one.  I don’t know what you’re talking about.”



I purse my lips together to stop my smile from spreading across my face.



“Hmm.”



He rubs his jaw.



“How about you finish and come upstairs?  I have a funny feeling that you will confess soon enough.”



Oh. Fuck.  I am so fucked.



“Sure.  I have nothing to hide.”  



I say with false bravado.  As I picked up the bottle from the floor, I turned my back to him.



“Uh-huh.  I will wait for you in my room.  Don’t dally, Olivia.”



“Yes, Mr Forrester.”



I don’t turn around, even though I know he has left.  I’m still trying to figure out how he found out that I knew about the cameras.



I break into a smile.



Bring it on Mr Forrester.





Chapter 13




Damien





I

 watch her smile on the nanny cam as I make my way to the bedroom.  Confirming my suspicions.  She obviously doesn’t know where they are, which makes it all the more fun.  I check everything I have laid out for her on my bedside table.  She can smile all she wants.  I will be having the last laugh tonight.

I watch her re-wash the bottle that had fallen on the floor.  She practically skips out of the kitchen.  



That’s right, little girl, come to Daddy.



I check on Damon’s video.  He is sleeping peacefully.  Gone are both of our sleepless nights with Olivia’s attention to detail.



She walks in smiling holding her monitor.  



She glances over at my bedside table.  Her smile falters.



“Are you ready to confess?”



She looks over at me, then at the table again.



“No.  I have nothing to confess.”



“Well, since we don’t want to wake up Damon.  I’ve had to get this for you.”  



I hold up a ball gag and spin it around my finger.



“If anything gets too much for you, bring your hand up, clench and unclench your right fist three times.    Since you won’t be able to say your safe word.  Do you understand?”



I show her by clenching my fist and then opening my hand fully with my fingers spread out wide.



“Yes.  Mr Forrester.”



“Good.  Strip all your clothes off and put them on the couch.”



I sit on the bed to watch her strip off.  She pulls her t-shirt and bra off first, putting them on the couch.  When it comes to her jeans and panties, she wiggles that ass of hers, bent over before pulling them off and putting them on the couch.



“Come over here.”



She walks over to where I am sitting.



I stand up and turn her away from me.  I put the black rubber ball into her mouth before tying the strap on the back of her head above her hair.



I move my hand around her front.  Rubbing her little triangle of dark pussy hair before dipping my fingers into her cunt.



I whisper in her ear.



“Dripping, as always.  Let’s see if you are still soaking my fingers by the time I’m done with you tonight.”



I feel a shiver go through her body.



I’m still fully dressed, wearing my black shirt and trousers.  



“Now get on the bed, on your hands and knees.  I want your ass on the edge of the bed.”



She promptly climbs on my bed, bending over, showing me that delicious ass.  



I get the lube and the metal three and a half inch butt plug with a diamond end.  I can’t wait to see this in her ass as I whip her naughty little ass.



“Open your legs wider.”



She immediately stretches her knees out wider.  Nicely showing me her holes now.



I squirt a large dollop of lube onto her ass crack.  Using the end of the plug, I rub it around her asshole while coating the plug as well.  I put another large dollop on the plug, spreading it around the circumference.  



“Relax, that asshole for me.  I want you to slowly push back as I push in.”



She has a tight ring, and I have to press down on her dark little hole.



I can’t help myself.  I  push two fingers into her pussy.  Fucking her cunt while I keep pushing the butt plug into her hole as she pushes herself slowly back onto it.



“Good girl, you're doing so well.  Keep relaxing that hole.”



With one final push, I shove the plug fully into her asshole.  I step back to admire the view.  The large diamond plug winking at me nicely.



“There now, your little asshole looks so pretty adorned with that diamond plug.  Now let’s see if you are going to confess to flaunting yourself on the cameras on purpose or not?  I know you saw the crop on the table.  I hope you don’t confess too soon, Olivia.”



I bend down and bite her ass cheek before rubbing my tongue into her pussy.  Licking from her clit to her stuffed little hole.  



“Hmm.  Shame, it would have been nice to eat you out and reward you for coming clean.”



I take the crop and whack it hard on the bed beside her leg.



She jumps at the sound.  She still doesn’t turn around, though.  That is good.  It means she trusts me with her body.  A touch of fear will only enhance her pleasure.



I hit her upper thighs with the end of the crop which has a leather pat on it.  She doesn’t move from her position.  I do the same with her other thigh.  The full length of the crop I use to whip her ass cheeks.  I keep a watch out for her hands as I whip another four strikes on various parts of her ass.  The crop leaves pink stripes on her ass cheeks.



She is moaning and squirming on the bed.



I pull the butt plug out slowly.



“Relax your ass, Olivia.”



I try pulling again and this time it comes out.  I push it in and out several times, teasing her now gaping hole.



“Your ass is opening up nicely, Olivia.  Still some time to go before I can fuck it, though.”



I shove the plug back into her ass.



I whip her ass again another five times.



Her ass is dancing around now.



“Are you ready to confess, Olivia?”



She shakes her head and mumbling something.



“Lie on your back, legs wide apart.”



She groans as she moves onto her no doubt tender ass and the discomfort of having a plug in her virgin asshole.



“You don’t close your legs or we start from the beginning again.”



I use the leather end and slap her labia with it.  Three times until she is groaning and what sounds like begging.  I aim for her clit this time and whip the top of her pussy another three times.



Her hips are jerking now, her legs are trembling, ready to close.



“Do you want to confess now, Olivia?”



She nods her head.  Her beautiful eyes were full of tears.  Along with a muffled yes.



I move her to the side while I unstrap the ball gag from her mouth.



“Who told you about the cameras?”



She holds her jaw and moves it about before answering me.



“Carrie told me, but she didn’t tell me where they were or anything.  Just that you had footage of the previous nannies.”



I move her hair away from her face and neck.



“There was that so hard?”



“I’m not sure I like the crop.”



She pouts.



I lay down beside her, running my hand down her tits, tweaking her nipple, running it down her waist, down her hip before dipping it down into her pussy.  I shoved two fingers into her cunt before shoving three fingers in.



“Hmm.  You're lying.  Again.  Your tight little cunt is wetter than before.  We need to teach that mouth a lesson.”



I walk over to the couch.  Sitting down, I unzip my pants and pull my cock out of my boxers.  Stroking it up and down.  



“Get over here, crawl on your hands and knees, and suck my cock.  I want to see you swallow my fat cock in your naughty little mouth.”



I watch as she sits up.  Her eyes look brighter and she is eyeing up my cock like it’s her favourite dessert.  She slides off the bed and gets on her hands and knees, her tits swaying and as she moves closer to me.  I swallow at the sight.  I’m not sure at this rate if I’m going to last.  



My legs are open wide.



“Put your hands behind your back.  Make sure you breathe through your nose.  If you are struggling, you tap my thigh three times.  Do you understand?”



“Yes, Mr Forrester.”



She licks her lips as she keeps her eyes on my cock.



I use her hair to drag her head over my cock.



“Open your mouth as wide as you can, keep your tongue flat at the bottom of my cock.  Each time I push forward, you keep swallowing.”



I watch as she wraps her tongue around the head of the cock and sucks off all the pre-cum that was dripping down my cock.



“Good girl.  Now open wide.”



She does exactly as I told her to.  I keep pushing her head down, deeper inch by inch.  Every so often, I let her come up for air.  When she licks the underside of my cock from side to side, I am halfway down her throat. I shove another few inches of my cock into her tight throat as she gags.  I have to give her time to adapt.  



I’m not a small man.



The sensation of her swallowing and my cock as it’s in her tight throat is too much for me.  I use both hands and pull her head off my cock.



“Go lie down flat on your back, head on the pillow.”



I stand up and strip my shirt off, throwing it on the couch before doing the same with my trousers and underwear.  Never taking my eyes off from her spread legs and her wet fucking pussy is like a beacon to me.



I watch her eyes home in on my cock.



“You want me to ruin your little pussy tonight?”



She looks up at my face and nods before she remembers.



“Yes, please.  Mr Forrester.”



“Hold your legs up.  Let me lick up that messy pussy first.  Get your legs up higher.”



She holds her ankles and spreads her pussy open wide.  I get an amazing view of her tight little pussy and her asshole that’s stuffed with the butt plug.



I don’t waste anytime I lick her wet cunt licking up her sweetness, pushing two of my fingers deep into her cunt feeling the bulbous part of the plug.  I suck and lick her clit and I finger fuck her with two then three fingers.  When I feel her body tense, as if she is about to cum.  I pull off her.



“No. No.  Sweetheart, your cunt only cums on my cock.  I want you squeezing the life out of my cock.”



“Please, fuck me now.”



“Keep those legs spread as wide as they can go.”



I slap my hard cock on her cunt a few times, watching as she soaks my cock.



I guide my cock into her tight little cunt.  I watch as her hungry little cunt swallows up my cock.  I can feel the plug through the thin membrane.  Knowing both of her little holes are stuffed full to the brim makes me want to fuck her hard and fast.



I keep pushing into her till my balls hit her ass.  



“You can let go of your legs now.”



I push both legs over my shoulders as I pull back before slamming my cock deep inside of her.  I keep up a vicious pace while gripping her ankles.



Her eyes are closed, and she is moaning my name repeatedly.



“Cum for me, Olivia.  Fuck. I need to cum.”



I let go of one of her legs.  I keep fucking into her wet little cunt as I bring my other hand to rub her little clit, pushing her over the edge.



She slams her hips up onto my cock as I keep slamming into her again and again.  She lets out a strangled cry as her orgasm rips through her body.  When I feel her orgasm almost expire, I thrust into her as deep as I can, feeling my balls smash up against her.



I let out a roar as I spurt into her over and over, my cock twitching and jerking insider her hot cunt.



I let go of her leg and collapse on top of her.



Fuck, at this rate, I’m going to have either soundproof put in this room or get a gag for myself.



I pull Olivia from under me and pull her on top of me, pulling the covers over us.



“Fancy leaving the plug in overnight?”



Her face instantly comes up to look at me with a glower.



I chuckle at her.  



I’m going to take that as a hard no.





Chapter 14




Olivia





I

 gingerly sit down at the kitchen table while holding Damon.  As much as I loved last night, my poor ass is still tender.  Damien had rubbed some sort of cream on my ass last night after going to feed Damon.  He is such an amazing daddy to Damon.

He invited me to his company's Christmas party next week.  I can’t wait to dress up for a party.  I am so used to wearing my comfortable nanny job clothes it will be nice to glam it up.  It’s also our first time out together socially.  As much as I love Damon, it will be nice to have some adult time.



Doreen puts some food down in front of me.



“Thank you, Doreen.”



“I will feed Damon while you have your lunch.”



She scoops up Damon and his bottle from me.



I look down at my tomato and basil soup and cheese and tomato toastie sandwich.  



“I think I love you, Doreen.”



“Of course you do, dear.”



She winks at me.



I take a huge bite out of my grilled toastie.  Simple food is just the best.



I’m about to dig into my soup when the doorbell rings.



“You sit, I will get the door.”



Doreen nods as she coos at Damon.



I go to the door and open it.  There is a lady holding some files.



“Yes.  Can I help you?”



“It took you long enough to open the door.  Obviously, Damien needs to get some better staff for his home.”  



She looks me up and down.



I’m wearing a simple red jumper with a large sequinned holly on it and jeans.  She looks as if she has walked off a runway with her fur coat and the five-inch stiletto heels I would probably fall and die on if I tried to walk in them.  Make up is done up to the hilt like she is going out on the town.  



I smile at her.  My mum always says to kill them with kindness.  I didn’t know who she meant until I met this asshole.



“Apologies for keeping you waiting.  Is Damien expecting you?”



“Yes, he is.  You shouldn’t be addressing him so familiarly.”



With that, she pushes past me and towards the stairs.  



I walk back to the kitchen to Doreen to make sure I didn’t let a serial killer loose into the house.



“Doreen, a stick up the backside lady just pushed her way up to Damien’s office.  Should I call the police or is she supposed to be here?”



“Dolled up prostitute, who thinks she is better than you?  Brown hair to her shoulders?  Looks like she murders kittens for her fur coat?”



I can’t stop the snort of laughter coming out of me.



“Yup, that’s her.”



“She is Damien’s PA from the office.  He probably needed something from the office.  She won’t be here for long.  She never is.  Thank goodness.”



I sit back down to my lunch.  She is an employee just like me.  I don’t know what her malfunction is.



I finish my lunch, rubbing my belly.



“Doreen, that was the best I’ve ever had.  Here, pass me Damon over and I will burp him and get him changed.”



He is wearing a little green jumper with brown trousers today.  He is such a little cutie.



“Come here, my little dribbler.”



“Hmm.  What’s for lunch?”



Damien strides through the kitchen door.  



“I will make you a toastie to go with your soup.  Did you let Cruella out?”



He frowns.



“Who?  Sandra?”



I have Damon on my lap while I rub his back.  I have to look down so I don’t start laughing.



Damien lifts Damon onto his shoulder, then he gently rubs his back to burp him.  



“She isn’t that bad, Mrs Johnson.  Maybe a bit highly strung, but she is good at her job or she wouldn’t be working at my company.”



“Sure she is, dear.”



Doreen replies dryly.



Now that I can control my face, I look up at Damien, who leans down to me.



“How’s your ass doing?”



If looks could kill, he would be dead right now.  I glance over at Doreen, but she is busy making his lunch.



“It’s still tender.”



I whisper back.



“Do you want me to kiss it better before I go back into my office?”



“No, thank you.  I have a job to do.”  I said in my most prim and proper tone of voice.



Damon lets out a big burb.  I’m sure I heard a little fart come out at the same time.  



“Do you want me to check his nappy?”



Damien sighs and kisses Damon on his rosy little cheek.



“Yes, please.  I have to eat and get back into my office.  I should be finished before his bedtime.”



He holds Damon against him, murmuring into ear before he lifts him higher and puts his little bottom on his face and he takes a good sniff.  



“Just a wet one so far.”  He said as he hands Damon back to me.



“Thanks for checking for me.”



“When are your parents coming?”



“They said they will come on Christmas Eve and leave after Christmas lunch.”



“They could have stayed for longer.”



“No, they have to check up on an elderly uncle and they normally drop in on a neighbour as well.  Or they would have stayed for longer.”



Doreen brings Damien’s lunch and places it on the table.  



“That’s a shame.  I will miss seeing them.  On the 23rd, I finish for the holidays.  I would have liked to have met them.  They raised such a lovely young girl.”



“Thank you, Doreen.”



I feel my cheeks heat as I think of all the naughty things Doreen doesn’t know about me.



“I have to change, Damon.  Say goodbye to daddy, Damon.”  I lift his little hand up and give Damien and Doreen a little wave.  I rush out of the kitchen without a second look back.



Doreen and Damien are going to look after Damon while I get my Christmas shopping done tonight.  I am looking forward to getting it all done.  I could have done it online, but there really is something special about going out, seeing all the Christmas lights and the atmosphere in the streets and the shops.



I look down at Damon on his little changing mat.  I took it and put it on the floor.  Once a day, I air his little tushy out to prevent any sores or nappy rashes.  With a pad under the changing mat and a small towel on his front.  I am pee protected.   He gurgles happily, chewing on his little fist.



“You are just adorable, Damon.  You're such a lucky little boy to have such an amazing daddy.”  I tell him softly.  I get his little sensory cloth book for him and open up the pages for him until he holds it himself.  



His hand eye coordination has got much better.  He is content with his routine.  His sleeping has improved tenfold from what the others told me and what I could see from the time I’ve been here.  He is more vocal now in his baby chatter.  I keep a track of his development in my notepad.  I cannot help but love him.  To think at such a young age, his parents are gone.  His first Christmas is going to be great. I’m so glad my parents decided to come over for Christmas.  I have told them all about Damien and Damon’s situation.  So they will bring their crazy Christmas cheer with them.




∞∞∞




I get back with so many bags, I barely make it through the door.  I took a spare key so I wouldn’t disturb anyone coming back in.  I leave the bags in the foyer as I want to see what the men are up to.  I may have had to sneak about and get Doreen’s help for some presents.  I got Damon a framed picture of his mum and dad.  I got Damien a red Christmas jumper that has a light up Christmas tree on it.  I tried to come back before Damon’s bedtime.  I go straight to the nursery as it’s Damon’s down time before bed.  The door is slightly ajar.  I hear Damien speaking to Damon.



“Do you want your nanny to stay forever?  I think we need to get you a little brother or sister.  That way, she will stay with us.”



My mouth drops open and my hand on the door handle freezes.  I’m not sure what to do at this point.  I hesitate at the door, waiting to see if he says anything else.  My mind reeling with what he just said.



“You ready for your bottle before bedtime, or do you want to wait for Olivia?  You're such a good boy.  Your mummy and daddy would have been so proud of you, little man.  We are going to remember them together when you’re older.”



I feel my heart fill with love and sorrow at the same time.  He still has his moments but Damien seems much happier from when I first met him.  I don’t want to disturb them.  I go back downstairs to get my bags.  I bring them back to my room.  I take a moment to compose myself.  After just a few weeks, Damien is considering a future for us all. I picture us as a family with another little baby growing up beside Damon.  If I can manage twin babies and a toddler, I am sure I could manage two babies.  



I use the connecting door to go into the nursery.  Damien is sitting on the rocking chair with his feet up on the stool, feeding Damon.  



“Hey.”  I whisper.



I go over to Damon to kiss his little cheek.  He pulls back from his bottle to babble something to me.



“Did daddy look after you tonight?   I bet you were great for him.  I had to get you your special present.”



“Hey.  Did you get everything you needed?”



“Yes.  Do you want me to finish feeding him?”



“No.  I’m going to get him fed and changed for bed.  You can unpack and maybe slip into something more comfortable for tonight.  As I recall, I have something to kiss better.”  He said as he winks at me.



I let out a soft laugh.  With a final goodnight kiss to Damon, I make my way back to my room.



This is going to be the best Christmas ever.





Chapter 15




Damien





I

 wait by the foyer for Olivia to come down.  We have my work Christmas party to attend tonight.  I wear a suit with a red tie and a matching red handkerchief in my pocket.  Olivia said she was wearing red.  I thought it would be nice to match.  I’m glad to have Olivia by my side.  I am looking forward to spending time with her.  She's going to be introduced to everyone in my company. She might not know it yet, but she is all mine.  I look around my home and for the first time I feel excited about Christmas day, which is only in a few short days.  I love the traditional decorations she picked for the house.  Even the greenery of garlands around the foyer brighten the entrance.  I have her engagement ring picked out.  I may have had to go through her things for a ring I’ve seen her wear to get the size right.  I still didn't find her pills.

I look up at the stairs as I hear her footsteps on the marble stairs.  My jaw slackens. She looks stunning.  She wears a full-sleeved bright red dress that glitters with gold throughout.  It’s short, halfway up her thighs and she carefully comes down the stairs with her high-heeled gold sandals.



“Is this okay?”  She asks as she comes to a stop in front of me.



“You look delectable.  I want to say fuck the party and let's have our own upstairs.”



She chuckles, looking up at me.  I want to ruin her bright red lipstick on her face.  She has her long hair up, but dark curls cascade around her face.  Her beautiful brown eyes are bright with happiness.  This is the way I always want to see her.  I wrap my arm around her, only to feel bare skin.



“Turn around.  Let me see the back.”



Her back is completely bare, the dress dipping down so low I can almost see her ass cheeks.



“Still a bad girl, I see.  I will need to make sure you're punished for wearing such a provocative dress tonight.  You little tease.”  



I pull my arms around her waist, making sure she can feel my hardening dick up against her ass, as I kiss her neck.



Someone clears their throat. I pull back from Olivia, remembering Mrs Johnson is here to look after Damon tonight.  I didn’t want a stranger with him, so another childminder was out of the question.  Mrs Johnson is smiling at us as I look up.



“You both look lovely.  Don’t worry about Damon.  We will be fine.  You both have fun tonight.”



Olivia mumbles a thank you uncomfortably.



I beam a smile back at Mrs Johnson.  Glad Olivia hid the front of my trousers.  



“Thank you so much for looking after Damon tonight.”



“You’re more than welcome, dear.  You deserve happiness, more than you know.”



She grins widely at us both now.



“Call us if you need us.  We aren’t too far away.”



Olivia is taking her wrap from her arm and putting it over her dress.  I stay behind her as she walks to the door.  We say goodbye to Mrs Johnson and step outside.



It’s a cold but clear night.  The car is waiting for us.  We get into the car and as it moves; I pull Olivia onto my lap as she lets out a small squeak.



I lick her neck before nibbling on her earlobe.  



“It’s a shame the venue is so close by.   I would have loved to have fucked you in the backseat of my car.”



She squirms on my lap, making me groan.  She puts her arms around me, kissing me lightly on my lips.  



“Maybe there is a spare room at the venue your company booked?”



“If there isn’t, I will have to find a suitable area.”



She brings her hand around and rubs my lips with it.



“Sorry, I got a little lipstick on you.”



“I would love to see those cherry red lips wrapped around my cock tonight.  Make sure it’s still on your lips when we get home.”



She giggles.  I hug her tighter against me.



Thinking of Mrs Johnson’s words.  I felt happy.  Ever since Olivia joined us, she completes our little family.  When I ask her to marry me, I want her to say yes. I guess I could always spank her till she says yes.  




∞∞∞




After dinner, we are all in the events room and the party in full force.  It’s good to see such a great turnout and everyone having fun.  I have loved having Olivia on my arm tonight.  They have an empty room for privacy after I made some inquiries. I drag Olivia behind me to exactly that spot.  There is no way I can wait till tonight.  I had to hold myself back when I seen the amount of men staring at her.  



I push her through the doorway of a room.  It’s filled with all the spare furniture and stacks of chairs.  I close the door behind me and lock it.  She is looking around the room.  



“Turn around, lift your dress up and take your panties off.”



She does as she is told as she puts her small gold bag on the stack of chairs.



She pulls her dress up over her ass.  All she is wearing is a tiny red G-string. it only makes her ass cheeks look bigger.  My cock that’s been semi hard for most of the night appreciates the sight.  The marks are all gone from her ass.  I grip both her ass cheeks, squeezing them before slipping my hand down the front of her panties.  



“Spread your legs open wide, Olivia.”



My fingers easily slip into her wet cunt.  I push my fingers deeper into slowly sliding them in and out of her pussy.



“You call this underwear?  It’s barely covering anything.  You're a very naughty little nanny, Olivia.  Always so prim and proper on the outside, only I know what a dirty little slut you are.  Always wet for my cock.”



I feel her soak my fingers even further with my words.  I smile against her neck.  My dirty little nanny loves it when I talk dirty to her.



“Damien…” she moans out as she tries to push herself against my fingers.



I pull my fingers out and bring them up to her lips.



“Taste yourself, Olivia.”



I feel her open her mouth as she sucks in both of my fingers into her mouth.  Swirling her hot little tongue around my fingers whilst sucking the tips of them.



“Do you want me to fuck you in here?  While everyone is out there?”  



I push my fingers deeper into her mouth.  She grinds her ass up against me.  I feel her nod her head since her mouth is full at the moment.   I pull my fingers out of her mouth and guide her to a stack of chairs that’s the right height to bend her over.



“Bend over the chairs.  Keep your legs open as wide as you can.”



“Yes, sir.”



“Good girl.”



I yank her panties down her legs.  I slide my hands around the open back of her dress to tease her little nipples.  She isn’t wearing a bra because of the open back of her dress.  



“You best hold on tight, Olivia.  I’m going to fuck you hard and fast.”



I squeeze her tits one last time before I undo my belt and zipper, scooping my cock out of my boxers.  I can’t help but slap both of her ass cheeks.



“Do you think it was appropriate being practically bare under your dress?”



“Ouch.  I thought you might enjoy them, Mr Forrester.”



Before rubbing my already leaking cock up and down her pussy, I gave her one last slap. I push myself into her tight little pussy, watching my cock go into her.  I don’t hesitate.  I thrust into her hard.  The chairs shift slightly. I close my eyes, enjoying the feel of her around my thick, hard cock.



She cries out.



“Do you want everyone to hear you loving being stuffed with my cock?”



“N-No.”



I hold on to her hips as I pull back and thrust myself into her again.  As she moans, I see her bring her hand to her mouth. I let go of her hips, needing to be in her deeper.  I hold on to her shoulders, pulling them towards me as I fuck myself in and out of her at a faster pace.



I need to grit my own teeth to stop myself from groaning as I feel her tight pussy all around me each time I thrust inside her.  I ride her ass for several minutes before I feel her cunt flutter around my cock.



“Yes, cum for me, Olivia.  Get ready to take my cum deep inside your pussy.”



I hear her tiny little grunts as I fuck into her harder, pushing the chairs slightly along the floor.  I feel my balls tighten as I feel myself ready to cum inside her.  I grip her throat with one hand, lifting her head up, making her back arch as I continue to fuck into her deeper.  I can feel her body quiver under me as she cums all over my cock, her body shaking and her hand still muffling her cry.  I close my eyes and let myself go, my hand tightens around her neck only making her cunt strangle my cock further till my cum explodes inside her again and again.  She is making gasping sounds.  I force myself to loosen my grip on her throat and shoulder, not wanting to bruise her.  I keep my cock embedded inside her tight little pussy until the last of my orgasm is wrenched out of my body.  Fuck.  Even a quickie is so intense with Olivia.



I pull myself upright, wanting to see her well fucked pussy.  I pull my cock slowly out of her pussy.   Watching my cum dribble out onto her pussy.  I used my handkerchief to clean her up the best I can before pulling up her tiny little panties back up over her ass.  I pat her ass cheeks before pulling her dress back down her to cover them up, sadly.  I need to get out of here and get her home soon.



I pull her up, checking her neck to make sure I didn’t clench her too tightly.  There are no marks that I can see.  Her hair is slightly askew.  



“Do you have a pocket mirror just to fix your hair?  Otherwise, you don’t look like you have just been fucked in a storage room.”  I ask while grinning at her.



She is tugging her skirt further down her legs.  



She laughs as she collects her purse from the chairs she left it on and pulls out a small gold mirror.  Trying to fix her hair.



“Good to know.  Thanks.”



“You’re welcome.  We won’t be here too long, so it doesn’t have to be perfect.  Let’s just do our last rounds with some staff and we can go home.”



“Okay.”



She puts her mirror away and holds my outstretched hand.  It fits perfectly, just like she does in every part of my life.





Chapter 16




Olivia





I

 hold on to his hand as he unlocks the door leading me out of the room.  I can’t believe he found a room to fuck me in.  I know I suggested it.  I didn’t think he was crazy enough to do it.  Thankfully, there is no one in the hallway as he leads me back towards the hall where the drinks and dancing are being held.  It has been so lovely to meet all the people that are in Damien’s company.  I can see so many people respect him.  I haven’t mentioned what I heard in the nursery a few nights ago.  It’s endeared him more to me.  He is thinking of our future together, that I’m not just an itch he had wanted to scratch.  

“I’m going to speak to a couple of people about work and say goodnight.  Are you okay here while I see them?”



“Of course.  On you go.  I will be fine.”



I watch him walk away towards a small group of people he had introduced me earlier.  I turn to look at the dance floor as Shakin’ Stevens ‘Merry Christmas Everyone’ comes on.  Everyone is having fun. Probably feeling very merry by now.  Damien was very generous with everything.  I didn’t drink over two glasses of champagne.  Never mind, it being Damien’s work event, I need to stay upright in my heels.



I hum along to the song till it ends and ‘All I want for Christmas’ comes on.  I smile at the words.  For Christmas, I want nothing more than what I have. The people in my life are more than enough.  I feel a tap on my shoulder.  I turn around to see who it is.



Oh great.  Sandra.



I give her a tight smile.



“I’ve been watching you tonight.  I figured out who you are.  You’re part of his house staff.  You think just because you fuck the boss, you can get ahead?”



Wow!  



She is drunk or furious either way.  Her expression is just as nasty as it was when I seen her at the house.  She is looking glamorous in a beautiful emerald green dress.  I just don't know what her problem is.



“I don’t think this is the time or place to have this sort of conversation.”  



I turn back to look at the dance floor again.



“Listen here, you uppity little bitch.  He is mine.  You're nothing but a whore, he will get bored with you soon enough.”



She is yanking onto my shoulder now, digging her talons into me.



My rage builds up. I turn back around, ready to push her onto her ass.  I grab her hand off my shoulder, digging my own nails into her hand.  Before I can say anything to her, Damien is beside me, pulling me back towards him.



“What the fuck, Sandra?”



I turn my head around to see Damien’s face.  He is furious, his eyes on Sandra.



I look back around to look at Sandra.  Her eyes are nearly popping out of her head.



“I think it’s best under these circumstances that HR source you an alternative position within the company, Sandra.  How fucking dare you speak to Olivia like that?  Is this how you have been treating people when I am not around?”



He pulls me tighter to the back of his body.



“I suggest you use the Christmas holidays to sort out reality from fantasy.  There has never been anything between us and there never will be.  Olivia, here is my future.”



I didn't get a chance to retaliate, but this works for me.   He keeps his arm around my waist and pulls me along towards the exit.



“Has that bitch ever said anything else to you?  God.  No wonder Mrs Johnson didn’t like her.”



I look over at him.  He is running his hand through his hair.



“I think she has a fixation on you.  It might be bunny boiler level.”



He looks over at me now with horror all over his face.  It’s so comical I can’t help but giggle.



He pauses in his marching me out of the front door.  Wrapping his arms around me.  He kisses the top of my head.  



“I wouldn’t mind if you had that level of fixation on me.”



“You wouldn’t mind if I boiled your bunny?  Or cyber stalked you?”



I feel his chest shake with laughter.



“I have a feeling you don't have it in you to boil a bunny.  You can stalk me all you want.”



I push back on his chest so I can look up at him.



“I think we both know out of the two of us who the stalker is.”  I stab my finger at his chest.



“I can’t deny that.”



He amiably wraps an arm around my shoulder as we walk outside.



I can only shake my head at him.  



What an ending to a lovely evening.  



I’m glad she didn’t spoil it completely.





Chapter 17




Damien





I

 t’s Christmas Eve today.  We are waiting for Olivia’s parents.  I already spoke to her father behind her back to ask permission for her hand in marriage.  It’s not exactly a requirement, but I know she is close with her family and if I had a daughter, it would be a lovely courtesy, not to mention a time to grill the future son-in-law.  Which is exactly what her father did.  It’s been a long time since I felt under pressure, but I’m sure I was sweating during that phone call.

I look over at Olivia, who is wearing reindeer ears and another ridiculous Christmas jumper.  She is holding Damon, who is dressed as a little elf with a pointy hat and all.  She has taken a million pictures of him with everyone.  



The doorbell rings. I jump up to go to the door with Olivia following me.  I swing the door open to see her parents.  Her dad is wearing a Santa hat and her mum is wearing some sort of Christmas headband with two bobbing tinsel balls on her head.  



“Mr and Mrs Carson.  Thank you so much for coming to my home for Christmas.”



“Please, it’s Jocelyn and Harold.  Thank you for having us.”



She looks past me to see Olivia and Damon.  



“Oh, let me see him.  You’ve spoken so much about him.  I feel like I know him already.”



She pushes past me and I extend my hand to greet Harold.  He ignores my hand and gives me a bear hug.  He is a few inches shorter than me, but he has a firm grip around me.  I awkwardly pat his back.



“Come in.  Let me take your luggage.  Do you want to go to your room or would you like to go through to the living room?”



“Don’t worry about the luggage or the room.  It will be nice to catch up with Olivia after such a long time.  FaceTime isn’t the same as seeing her.”



He walks over to Olivia to hug and kiss her.



Her mum has a hold of Damon and is ooh-ing and ahh-ing over his adorable but over the top elf outfit.  Olivia said she got him another one for tomorrow.    



I watch as Olivia chatters away to her parents.  She looks so happy surrounded by all the people who love her.  It seemed like such a long time ago I had asked her to invite her parents over.  



Her dad is doting over Damon now.  Jocelyn is refusing to let him go.  They playfully bicker over him.  Damon is loving the attention or the bright headgear they are wearing as he is babbling and waving his hands around.  



I smile as I watch on.  Olivia is the best thing that has happened to me since Damon.  I couldn’t believe the words that came out of Sandra.  I made some enquiries, and she isn’t well liked by her peers either.  I have already emailed HR about the situation and they will be immediately removing her from my office and transferring her to the Croydon office.  She might have been good at her job, but if she doesn’t fit into the company, it doesn’t matter if she is good at her job or not.  I can’t have her treating people badly using my name or her position.  



Olivia ushers her parents into the main living room.  I follow them with a small smile still on my face.



Chapter 18




Olivia





I

 couldn’t help but laugh when Damien had told me that my parents would be on the other side of the house, one floor above us.  Ever since the night of the Christmas party, Damien asked me to move into his room.  I am lying in bed waiting for him to give Damon his late night feed.  

He spent a lot of time with my dad tonight.  It was so nice to see everyone get on so well.  My mum just loved Damon.  I knew she would.  I don’t know why she only had me.  She loves babies.  



Damien walks back through the bedroom door.  Hanging his robe up behind the door, he quietly closes.



“Why don’t you let me do his night time feeds?  It’s what you are paying me for.”



“It’s our male bonding time.  I don’t want him to grow up as an elf or a fairy if I left him all to you.”



“I will have you know, kids love dressing up.”



“When are you going to get dressed up as Mrs Claus for me?”



He pulls the covers back before climbing into bed.



“I may have already.”



He pauses as he lies down before yanking my side of the covers down.  I’m wearing a sexy red two piece Christmas set.  There is only one tie at my breasts that has white pom pom’s on it.  It’s a sleeveless sheer red top and a white fluffy trim with tiny little red panties.



He looks up at my face with a serious expression on his face.



“Just as well, your parents are on the other side of the house, or they would call the police tonight.  Are you my Christmas present?”



I glance at the clock. It’s 11:38 pm.  



“Call it an early Christmas present.  Merry Christmas, Damien.”



He pulls himself on top of me before kissing me.  It soon descends to a much more filthy kissing session.   He bites down my neck and the top of my right breast.



“Merry Christmas, Olivia.”  



He murmurs as he kneels back and pulls his shorts down.  I see he has a big red bow attached to his already hard cock.



I can’t help the burst of laughter comes out of me.



“Oi.  You will hurt my cock’s feelings if you’re going to laugh at him.”



He tickles my sides.



“I hope you have used no adhesive on your poor cock.”



He swings his hips from side to side, making his cock bob up and down as if he is saluting me.



“Nope, I tied it on with some give.  I knew I would get a hard on around you.  He is all yours to unwrap.”



“Bring him up here while I thank your cock for dressing up for me.”



He crawls up my body till his cock is in front of me.  I carefully untie the bow on his cock before stroking his long and thick cock up and down.  I love he made the effort for me as much as I did for him.  



“Open up wide, Olivia.  You know how to swallow my cock.  I need to feel that tight throat around my cock again tonight.”



I gather some saliva in my mouth first before eagerly open up wide for him, flattening my tongue down.  He doesn’t hesitate; he pushes his cock into my mouth.  I look up and he holds onto the headboard while he pulls out and pushes back in deeper.  Again and again he does this till he has most of his cock down my throat.  He uses one hand and pushes my head further onto his cock.  His balls are resting on my chin. I can still breathe through my nose as it touches his pubic hair.  I keep swallowing and rubbing my tongue on the underside of his cock.



“I need to fuck your throat, Olivia.”



Since I can’t speak, I suck on his cock harder.



“Fuck.  Yes.  Suck my dick, Olivia.”



He pulls himself out, leaving only the head in.



“Remember, tap my thigh three times if it gets too much for you.”



I nod my head.  My hands are already on his legs.



He pushes back into my mouth.  Slowly at first, then he keeps pulling back and fucking into my mouth faster as my tight throat gives way again before he speeds up.  He grips my head as he uses it to pull my mouth further onto his cock as he pushes into my mouth again and again until each time I feel my nose press into him.  I push one of my hands under his leg to rub my aching pussy.



“Good little slut.  Finger that wet little pussy hole.”



He gasps as he keeps fucking my throat.  He takes his hand off my head and feels his thick cock in my throat.



I love it when he talks dirty.  It only makes me want his cock more.  I push two fingers into my pussy while pressing the back of my thumb on my clit as I push my fingers in and out of my wet pussy.  Moaning around his cock.



He pushes another two times in and out of my cock before pulling out. He rubs his cock over my lips before pulling back down my chest.  



“Keep fucking yourself.  Let your hungry little pussy swallow your fingers up before it takes a load of my cum.”



I watch as he wanks his cock over my breasts.  He pulls open the ties of my top.  Before rubbing his cock in between my breasts.  Holding them tight together.  He does this a few times before he pinches my nipples.  Pushing his cock downwards, rubbing his cock along my thighs and my hand.  He sucks both my nipples into his mouth as he holds my breasts together.



I push my hips upwards and I speed up my fingers.



“Don’t come yet.”



He tells me before he carries on squeezing my tits and sucking harder.



I have to take my hand away or I will cum.



“Damien.  Please, I need to cum.”



He looks up at me from my breasts with a devilish smile.



“Good, so do I.”



He doesn’t even take off my panties, he just shoves them to one side as he pushes the large head of his cock between my pussy.  He yanks my legs up over each of his shoulders before he squats over me; he pushes the rest of his cock into my pussy.  



“Yes.  Fuck. Oh god.”



I gasp out in pleasure and relief at being filled.  I hold on to his shoulders as he pulls back and fucks himself into me harder, deeper, and faster.  His own groans are becoming louder.



I push my hips further up so I can try to rub my pussy harder onto him.  I tighten up around him as I feel my body ready to cum.  He only fucks into me faster.



“Fuck, Olivia.  I want your pussy to suck the cum out of my balls. Do it!”



Knowing he wants to get me pregnant.  The thought of his cum deep inside me is enough for me to lose control as I close my eyes and I feel my pussy clench around his cock again and again as waves of pleasure run through me.  I dig my nails into his shoulders as I feel my legs tighten around his shoulders.  He never stops fucking into me until he rams into me a final time, hard.  It only extends  my pleasure as I feel his cock spurt from his hot cum deep inside me again and again.  He shudders above me as I look up at him.  His eyes are closed as he is still groaning while he cums inside of me.



He looks down at me, his eyes still heavy from desire.



“This is my magical pussy, Olivia.  I hope you realise I’m never giving this up.”



“As long as you know you gifted me your cock, so it’s mine now.”



I turn to look at the clock.  It’s past midnight now.



“It’s Christmas today, so it’s all mine now.”  



He chuckles before letting my legs down from his shoulders.  He still doesn’t remove his cock from me.  



“Fair enough since you gave me yourself for Christmas.  I’m going to make good use of my pussy tonight.”



He kisses me as he starts to slowly rock his cock back and forth inside me.



I hold on to either side of his face, kissing him back.  I’m not done for the night either.





Chapter 19




Damien





I

 am holding Damon.  He is in a cream pair of dungarees with a red and white stripped long sleeved top underneath it with a reindeer on his chest and matching little reindeer fluffy booties.  He looks so cute in this festive outfit.  

The men are all in the living room and Olivia and her mother are in the kitchen.  Even when we tried to help, we got kicked out.



“Here, give me my grandson.”



I look up at Harold’s face in shock.  He is still wearing his Santa hat.  I’m sure he is hiding a bald head.



“What?  Jocelyn has already adopted him.  He will be as much ours as any other children you both have.”



I feel a thick lump in my throat.  Unable to speak, I simply nod at him and pass Damon to him.



When I find myself slightly more composed.  He is talking to Damon as if he can understand what he is saying.  



“You can call me papa.  Yes, you can.  Can you say Papa?  Let’s make sure you learn it before you say Nana.”



“What was that?”



I look up and see Jocelyn standing in the living room doorway.  Olivia looks like her mum with her father's hair, I presume, as her mum has a much lighter brown with some grey running through it.  She is wearing a snowman apron with another headband, this time with white pom pom’s that light up.  I wonder if she has a collection of them.  



“Nothing, dear.”



“I heard what you said, Harold, and it’s not happening.  It didn’t happen with Olivia and it won’t happen now.”



“Of course it won’t.”  



He brings Damon up onto his shoulder and whispers into his ear.



Jocelyn turns to me and points at me.  



“You keep an eye on him.  He will give Damon all his bad habits.”



She scrutinises her husband for a few seconds before turning to leave.  



I don’t think I want to be on her bad side.



She comes back after two seconds.  



“Christmas lunch is ready in 30 minutes.”



She turns as quick as she came and disappears again.



“After nearly thirty years of marriage, just take one tip and that is, if in doubt, just say ‘yes dear’ or ‘you’re right’.  Those two phrases have kept me out of a lot of trouble.”



I let out a burst of laughter.  



My Damon may have gained some crazy grandparents, but they will both love him as much as any other children we have.  That’s heart-warming to know.



Now I just have to ensure Olivia says yes.




∞∞∞




We have a lovely Christmas lunch.  I know her parents have to go back to Oxford today.  They bought their own car with them and the drive wasn’t too long.  I watch as everyone opens up their presents.  I’m not surprised that they bought Damon and me a gift.  Harold has obviously told Jocelyn about the proposal.  I can tell she is dying for me to ask while they are here.  



“Mum, why are you so hyper today?”



“No reason.  I’m just happy it’s Christmas Day and I get to spend it with you all.  Especially this cutie pie reindeer.”



She took him from Harold while everyone ate.  She could have put him down in his little chair.  He can sit up better now.  We are waiting to get his high chair.  The one Olivia said was best, was out of stock.  Olivia has cooked Damon some organic vegetables with herbs through it and tiny bits of turkey that have been ground together in some unappetising mush.  He has just come past the 6 month mark.  So she said it is best to ease him in and give him a taste of everything.



He seems to love it so far.  His nappy changes haven’t been the most pleasant, though.  I unashamedly try to leave those for Olivia.  I can take over some of the nappy changes when I can stop myself from gagging at the stench.  Olivia couldn't stop laughing the first time it happened.  



How can such a cute tiny butt create such a vile smell?



Olivia is chatting with her father.  I go around to Jocelyn to take Damon from her, showing her the ring box.  She glances over at Olivia before she has the biggest smile on her face.  She hands me a wriggling Damon to me.  



“Hey, little man.  I hope you have had the best first Christmas.”



I hand him the red box with Olivia’s ring in it.



I walk over to her chair, kneeling down on one knee, balancing Damon on it.  She looks down at me, then across to her father before looking at me again with a shocked expression on her face.



“Olivia, you buried yourself in our hearts.  We refuse to let you go.  You already know I’m a stalker.  So you might as well give in now and say yes.  Will you marry me?  Will you be Damon’s mum?”



I lift Damon’s little hand, which is still surprisingly holding the ring box.



Olivia has covered her mouth with her both her hands.



I can see the tears shimmering in her eyes as she looks from me to Damon.  



“How can I say no to such cuteness?  Yes.  Yes, I will marry you and I would love to be Damon’s mum.”



I reach out and take the little box from Damon.  There is a little tug of war before Jocelyn gives him her headband and he gladly lets go of the box and reaches out for the flashing headband.  Jocelyn takes Damon from me.  



When I opened the box, I could see that Olivia's eyes are glowing. I smile at her, glad I made the right choice.  I wanted to get her the largest ring in the shop, but knowing how practical my Olivia is, I know it would become a hindrance to her.  I know I can add to the current ring, so it’s fine that I had to curtail what I wanted.  



I take the ring out of the box putting it on the table before holding her hand and pushing the ring on her finger.  It’s slides on absolutely fine.  It feels ever so slightly loose at the bottom of her finger.  I look up at her.



“Will I need to take it back to get it tightened?”



“No.  It’s just fine as it is.”



She looks back at the ring before looking down at me.  She brings her hands up to each side of my face leaning downward.



“I love you both.”  She whispers in my ear.



I lean in and lightly kiss her on the lips.  I don’t want her dad to tackle me down if I kiss her the way I really want to.



“I love you, too.”  I whisper against her lips.



Jocelyn says from behind me.



“It’s mum and dad now, for you too.”



I break into a big grin as I look at Olivia.  I thought I was getting a nanny, and I got so much more than I bargained for.



Today feels perfect, I feel content and finally whole.



Christmas Day.





Epilogue




Olivia






Christmas Day the next year…




I watch as Damien straps the girls in.  Damon faces them as he chatters away to them.  Damien kisses all three of them before getting into the drivers seat.  It’s so early but the children were awake at 6:30 am.  We thought we could beat any Christmas day traffic going to my parents’ house.



“Damon, are you happy?  You're going to Nana and Papa’s house.”



I ask him.



He squeals out aloud, startling the girls before they settle back down.



“Nana and papa house.  Nana, papa, nana, papa.”



To this day, my parents argue about whose name he said first.  I didn't have the heart to tell them he said dada first, then mama.  They love him so much.  I love them even more for it.  They see no difference between the girls and Damon.



He calls Doreen, Do-Do.  It’s the cutest thing ever.  Doreen agrees.



As Damien pulls away, he puts my hand on his thigh.  Before covering it with his hand.  Just as well, we have an automatic.



This complex man with so many layers has been the best father and husband a woman could ask for.  Every day, I feel his love and appreciation for me and I try to do the same for him.  I eventually confessed I had overheard him in the nursery when he was speaking with Damon and I had stopped taking my pill.  I didn't fall pregnant till January.  We got married the following month.  Damien refused to wait.  He gave me his card and told me I had till the last day of February.  



I never once considered I could have twins.  When we had our girl’s a little over two months ago, it was difficult, but it was a joy watching how much Damon loved his baby sisters even though he thinks they are his toys.  My mum and dad came over to help me until I had recovered.  



Life has been slightly busier, but just as rewarding.  Damien kept his home office and only goes into his central London office twice a week now.  He has a lovely PA now, which has Doreen and my stamp of approval.  Sandra left the company shortly after being moved to the smaller office in Croydon.   Good riddance to that toxic bag of waste.



I look back at our children, happy that they will be fine for the two-hour drive.



I sit back in my seat, turning my hand over so I can slip my fingers into his.  I grip his hand.  He is wearing a ridiculous Christmas jumper and a Santa hat, but we have two reindeers and an elf in the back, so they are a package.  I’m sure he is competing against my dad this year.



I smile.



It’s going to be another amazing Christmas.





























Damien






Six years later…




I watch Damon hand out his sister's presents before he piles into opening his own.  Olivia is sitting with Oliver, helping him open his.  We took a break until Damon and the girls were a little older before we decided on another baby.  I never wanted to overwhelm Damon or take time away from him or the girls.  



“He is going to say papa first this time.”



“Give it up Harold.  They are on baby number four.  It didn't work the first three times.”



I look up at my in-laws, who are more like my parents.  Mum sits on the sofa chortling while holding a phone up, recording all the children.  They showed me what parents should be like unlike ours who had little time for us and neglected us at best.  I don’t know where they are nor do I care.  We washed our hands of them a long time ago.  Dominic tried for a while before he gave up, I was much less forgiving. 



Olivia got us all matching ridiculous reindeer onesie pyjamas this year.  For all my moaning and groaning.  I love we are all wearing the same ones.  I’ve stopped asking Olivia where she gets them from.  She just seems to magically pull them out every Christmas Eve.  



Our family has grown, but we always make pockets of time for one another.  I still especially love disciplining my naughty nanny.  I got our room soundproofed in the end.  We don't want to traumatise the children as they get older.  



I look up at our Christmas tree.  We have a gold angel on the top this year.  



I hope my brother and sister-in-law are looking down at their son and know we are doing a good job with him.  I look at the photo frame Olivia had made of them with Damon on the fireplace mantelpiece.  It’s always felt like fate Olivia came into our lives when we needed her the most.  



I look over at her.  She is looking at me with a soft smile on her face.



I smile back at her.  Oliver is gurgling and spit is running out of his mouth as he chews his little fist.  He looks almost exactly like Damon did when he was younger.  I guess me and my brother have strong genes.



I lean back in my chair.  I’m content taking in these moments with my loved ones.  They only get brighter as each year goes by.



The End.





Afterword






I hope you enjoyed Olivia, Damien and Damon's Christmas story.   I hope you all have a wonderful Christmas or simply just enjoy the time with your family.  





Watch out for a Venomous Vampire.  Alexander & Holly are due next in the Monster Series.





Stay Safe & Stay Healthy,





Lots of Love
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