
The Nanny, the Billionaire:

Part III

Cherry Hampton

Copyright © 2018 Cherry Hampton

All Rights Reserved. This book may not be reproduced, in whole or part, without the express written consent of the author.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Nanny, the Billionaire: Part III (New Adult Billionaire Erom Series, #3)

Mr. Casey asked if I wanted to try being tied up this time. So I said yes, and he led me upstairs.

It was just another Tuesday night working for Mr. Casey. I’d put his daughter Nadia to bed, cleaned up the remnants of dinner in the kitchen, and waited for him to come home, hoping he’d ask me to stay.

And he did.

This was probably my fifth time in Mr. Casey’s bedroom, and I was pretty familiar with it by then. The walls were painted burgundy, matching both the drapes and the covers of his bed. A heavy oak bureau was topped with the contents of his pockets, which changed from day to day. Today, the bureau displayed a collection of loose change, his money clip, and a pocket watch. It was a small part of Mr. Casey’s life that the other nannies didn’t get to see.

I caught myself staring and turned away.

“Hands behind you or in front?” Mr. Casey asked as he loosened his tie.

I thought for a moment. “I’ll let you choose.”

Mr. Casey pulled his tie off of his neck and smirked. “Hands behind you, then. Turn around.”

Heart racing, I spun around on the spot, and I listened to Mr. Casey’s feet padding across the thick carpet. He took my hands and crossed them at the small of my back. Then, he took his tie and wrapped it around my wrists several times. The knot he tied was so tight that there was no chance I could wriggle free.

It made me anxious, in a good way.

Mr. Casey’s hands ran up my sides to eventually cup my breasts from behind. Even through my tee shirt and bra, I could feel the firmness of his grip and how excited he was to be alone with me.

Slowly, he prodded me forward until we reached the bed. Then, I felt his breath by my ear, and I shivered.

“Bend over,” he whispered in his gravelly voice.

I bit my lip and did as I was told, pressing my cheek to the bed while my ass faced Mr. Casey behind me. He reached around to unbutton my jeans and pushed them down my hips.

He groaned when he realized I was going commando. I’d done that on purpose, skipping my underwear when I got dressed this morning in anticipation of seeing him tonight.

“Mm. I don’t think I can wait, Gia,” Mr. Casey said. It meant that he was going to skip the foreplay, because he had to have me right now.

It made me instantly wet. My hands were tied behind my back, but I felt like I was the one with all the power in that moment, because Mr. Casey wanted me so badly.

I could tell by how hard he was when he rubbed up against me.

My face was still planted on the bedspread when I heard Mr. Casey lowering his trousers. I could easily picture his fully erect cock in my mind, long and thick and intimidating, and suddenly I couldn’t wait to feel him inside of me. Blood and heat rushed down to my pelvis, and my clit tingled and throbbed with sudden need as I stepped my feet apart.

Mr. Casey held me steady by my hips. The tip of his cock pressed between my legs, right up against my opening. I breathed in slowly, commanding all my muscles to relax.

At that same, exact moment, Mr. Casey thrust into me.

“Oh, God, you’re so wet,” Mr. Casey said with a gasp.

I trembled with pleasure as he began fucking me—hard. It was exactly how I liked to be fucked.

I buried my mouth into the bed, muffling my cries as I felt each hard, thrusting stroke of Mr. Casey’s magnificent cock. My hands twisted against the knotted tie around my wrists as my pussy strained around his girth. I lifted up on my tiptoes to angle my ass up to him, making him groan as he struck me at a deeper angle.

His hands were all over my body, squeezing my hips, slapping my ass, and running under my shirt to rub my back. He reached around to my front so he could clutch my breasts.

His fingers dug over my bra cups to pinch my nipples. I lifted my mouth from the bed to moan.

“Fuck,” Mr. Casey groaned as his thumbs ran over my nipples. “I don’t know how much longer I can last.”

“That’s okay,” I whispered back. “There’s always next time—”

Suddenly, Mr. Casey slammed his cock deep into me, right up against my G-spot. My eyes rolled back, and I screamed. His thrusts, his thumbs on my nipples, it all became too much, and I climaxed immediately.

My spasming pussy walls pulsed, clenching down on Mr. Casey’s hard column until it gave a shudder. Soon enough, he was coming, too, emptying himself inside of me. His warmth and essence swiftly filled me, the way it always did. It was an aspect of sex that I especially enjoyed.

“That...that was quick,” Mr. Casey said, collapsing on top of me. He kissed my neck before pulling out. Per our usual routine, I excused myself to the bathroom so we could get cleaned up separately.

Once I locked the door, I cleaned myself off with a damp hand towel, marveling at how comfortable I felt to be doing it, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Just a month and a half ago, I’d been a virgin and way too shy to approach Mr. Casey this way. Now, I was wiping away his cum like it was nothing.

It was bothering me for some reason, but I couldn’t place why. When I came back out of the bathroom to find Mr. Casey sitting on his bed, I felt compelled to speak up.

“Mr. Casey? Can I ask you something?”

Mr. Casey glanced up as he pulled off his socks. “You just did,” he said with a playful smirk.

I blushed and continued, “We’ve been sleeping together for a few weeks now.”

“Mr. Casey’s expression didn’t change, but something shifted in his eyes, as if a light had gone out.

As if a wall had gone up.

Not a good sign, I thought, but with a gulp I pressed on, “I want to know if there’s a chance of this becoming...something more.”

There was a hard knot in my stomach, and Mr. Casey’s silence only reinforced the bad feeling I had inside of me. “You do know I respect you, don’t you?” he finally said after a while. 

He patted the spot next to him on the bed. Even though, I could barely command myself to move, I sucked it up and went to join him.

“Yes, sir. I do.”

He sighed. “Maybe it was irresponsible of me to let—”

“Oh, no, Mr. Casey,” I said hastily, “I-I don’t have feelings or anything. I just want to make sure we’re on the same page about what’s going on between us.”

“I see.” Mr. Casey sounded relieved, which made my heart sink. “In that case, the page I’m on tells me that we are two adults enjoying a mutually beneficial arrangement, but I would rather keep things professional between us, as employer and nanny.”

I drew in a short breath. “Okay, good. Because I’m on the same page,” I said.

Mr. Casey smiled. I smiled back, even though I felt like I’d just been flayed open and gutted.

I got up to get dressed. Then, Mr. Casey paid me for the night’s work.

It’s for Nadia, I told myself as I put the check in my purse. Not for the sex. We’re just two adults enjoying a mutually beneficial arrangement...

No matter how many times I recited those words over and over to myself, I still felt like a prostitute.

Mr. Casey walked me to the door and watched me get into my car. I didn’t start shaking until I was pulling out of the driveway, a safe distance away from Mr. Casey.

I cursed out loud and punched the armrest. My disappointment surprised me. Of course, it wasn’t his fault. It was mine. There was no talk of expectations between us. I was the one who had been foolish enough to catch feelings.

When I got back home, I got ready for bed, b I found that I couldn’t fall asleep. My hair still smelled like his room, and my skin still smelled like him.

I couldn’t handle it. I picked up the phone. Even though it was almost one in the morning, there was something I needed to get off my chest. I didn’t have the guts to let Mr. Casey hear me say it out loud, so I had to text it to him instead.

Hey Mr. Casey, I began to type, I’m really sorry, but I can’t work for you anymore...

* * *
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“It’s my turn now,” Tiffany said.

Giggling, Sarah handed her my phone.

Tiffany opened my dating app and immediately began swiping. “Not cute. Not cute. Not cute,” she said as she thumbed through a series of profiles. Then, she stopped. “Ooh, he’s cute.”

“Let me see!” I said, lunging across the sofa.

“Whoops! Too late. Already swiped right,” Tiffany said, yanking my phone out of reach. “Now let’s see if he matches with you back.”

I let out a sigh of exasperation, and Tiffany and Sarah laughed in unison.

The three of us were at Tiffany’s apartment, having us a girls-only slumber party like we used to back in high school. I definitely needed one after the past few days. Not only had I killed my chances of ever seeing Mr. Casey again, but I was also unemployed.

Sarah already knew I’d been sleeping with an older man, so I had to fill in Tiffany when I arrived earlier in the evening. Neither of them knew that the man in question was Mr. Casey, the wealthy father of the adorable little girl I always talked about. When I told them that I quit my job and cut things off with my fuck buddy, they assumed that they
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