

Training the Nanny

Nanny in Training, Book 2

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

Other titles in this series:

1. Testing the Nanny

3. Breaking the Nanny


Chapter One

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What do you want?” he whispered back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

1. Testing the Nanny

3. Breaking the Nanny

Similar books by me:

Bought and Sold, series

A Taboo Situation, series

Mind Break, series
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