

Rick traveled extensively for his career as a business consultant. Although I worked from home operating my online marketing company, it was challenging to get anything done while caring for the twins. I was overwhelmed and frustrated.

"How was your day, Ray?"

"The same as usual! I was hardly able to get anything done and had to reschedule with the three new potential clients I was supposed to have meetings with today! Only one potential client rescheduled!"

"I can call my mother and have her stay with us for a few weeks."

"That would be amazing, Rick. Your mother will gladly spend a few weeks helping me care for the boys while telling me how bad of a mother I am."

"What about your mother?"

"I can't continue to ask my mother to stay with us every other month," I responded while trying to hold back my tears of frustration.

"I know how you feel about it, but I think we need to hire a live-in nanny."

Hiring a live-in nanny was the logical solution, but I needed to figure it out. Rick and I could easily afford to hire a nanny, but it meant we would have to hire a stranger to live in our home and help raise our children.

"I don't know."

"We should start interviewing candidates. If we don't find the right person, then we don't hire anyone."

"Yeah, okay."

Rick and I interviewed close over a dozen candidates before meeting with Sharon. Sharon was early for her interview and dressed professionally. Sharon had worked as a nanny for years and was seeking employment because the most recent family she had been working for moved out of California. Sharon also needed a place to live since her roommate was getting married.

"Did the Henderson's ask you to relocate with them?"

"They did. As heartbroken as I am not to care for Beth any longer, my life is here in California. My sister and friends are all here, but it wasn't an easy decision to make."

"Are you close to your family?" Rick questioned.

"I was raised in foster care, but I'm close to my foster sister, Amanda."

We had Sharon spend a few hours with Alexander and Nicholas, and it went well. Alex and Nick were highly active children who had trouble remaining still for more than a few minutes at a time. It was surreal to see the boys calmly sitting on the floor while playing with Sharon. After Sharon spent some time with the boy, we showed her what her bedroom would be like.

"It's bigger than my apartment and the size of an apartment," she said in awe.

"When would you be able to start?" Rick asked.

"Whenever you need me to start."

We invited Sharon back the following day to have her spend the day with the boys, and it couldn't have gone better. Sharon babysat throughout high school, and when she was about to age out of the foster system, she was offered a nanny position by a family for which she babysat. It had been her career since.

Sharon had amazing references, a clean background check, and was qualified. Rick and I felt comfortable that Sharon would be able to handle the boys, so Hiring her was an easy decision. Rick and I called her and offered her the position, and she accepted.

"We want you to feel at home. You don't need to lock yourself in your bedroom when you're off the clock. Our home is your home," Rick explained to Sharon.

"Thank you both so much. I'm looking forward to working here."

"We're looking forward to having you work here," I said.

Sharon arrived with only a few suitcases, a few boxes, a laptop, and an inflatable mattress. Rick and I felt bad that Sharon didn't have much, so we purchased a bedroom set, a king-size bed, a television, and a large sectional couch. 

Sharon went above and beyond her duties. Sharon did laundry, cleaned, and cooked. Even when Sharon wasn't supposed to be working, she helped out. I was able to concentrate on my business for the first time since before I gave birth. I began onboarding new clients from the first week that Sharon worked for us and couldn't have been happier.

"Ray, honey. It's been a while since we had a party. What do you think about us having a get-together next weekend?"

"I think it has been a while, and I think it would be great."

"I'll start sending invites."

Rick and I loved to have parties at our house, and our neighbors loved to attend our parties. We were by far the youngest couple in the neighborhood. The second youngest couple in our neighborhood was over a decade older than Rick and me and for a reason. Rick and I lived in an extremely affluent neighborhood in San Diego, and most of the people who lived there worked decades before they were able to move into the area.

Rick was born and raised wealthy and worked for his father's company. Rick wanted to make his way, but when his father, Brock, told him that he would purchase a house for us to sweeten the pot, Rick accepted. The truth was that I didn't need to work but did to spite my mother-in-law, Caroline.

My mother-in-law didn't like me from the start of my relationship with Rick. I was born and raised upper middle class, and Caroline looked down on me because of it. I didn't marry Rick because I wanted to marry into wealth. I married Rick because I loved him and wanted to spend my life with him, so I had no issue signing a prenuptial agreement for Caroline.

Rick was furious when he found out that his mother had me sign a prenuptial agreement. He tore it up in front of her and told her not to attend the wedding if she felt that I was only with him for what he had. Caroline attended but blamed me for how Rick reacted.

When the twin was born, Caroline said, "Look at this beautiful bundle of financial security."

It pissed me off, but I bit my tongue. I wasn't going to let Caroline ruin the happiest day of my life. Being a mother was a dream come true, and although it happened sooner than Rick and I had planned, we were both overjoyed to not only have a child but two children at the same time.

There was no winning when it came to Caroline. I opened my business before Rick and I became engaged, and although she looked at me as a gold digger, Caroline expected me to shut the business down when Rick and I married and then expected the same when the twins were born.

Operating a company with two newborn children wasn't easy, so I relied on my mother a lot. However, I felt bad that she would come all the way from Florida to spend weeks with me at a time. My mother never complained, but I felt like I was taking advantage of her by asking her to stay with us so often, so I would reluctantly allow Caroline into our home.

She would say, with seriousness, "You should shut down your hobby and raise your children, Rachel."

"It's not a hobby, Caroline. My company is doing extremely well."

"How could it not be with Rick pumping so much money into it?"

"Rick has never given me a red cent toward my business."

"If you say so," she would respond with a roll of her eyes.

I operated my company to spite Caroline, but I also loved what I did. I enjoyed helping small businesses grow the same way Rick enjoyed taking companies to the next level. I also enjoyed not being financially dependent on Rick. Rick would never hold money over my head, but I liked having my own money.

When I told Sharon about the party, she again went above and beyond her duty. Not only did she help me shop and decorate the house, but Sharon also helped me play hostess. No matter how many times I told her that I was fine, didn't need help, and wanted her to enjoy herself, she continued.

"Look at them. They have no shame. You think they would give Sharon enough space to breathe," Francine said while shaking her head.

"Sharon is young and beautiful, and men will be men," I responded with laughter.

"Rachel, my darling, I know how much you like Sharon, but you're asking for trouble."

"How so, Francine?"

"You said it yourself. The woman is young and beautiful, and the man will be a man. Rick is wealthy and handsome."

"Rick would never."

"Never say never, Rachel."

I understood my neighbor Francine's concern. She was in her third marriage, and her previous two husbands left her for younger women. Rick cheating on me with Sharon hadn't crossed my mind. Francine's words didn't bother me. Although my best friend and a few other friends felt as Francine did, I still wasn't bothered.

"You hired that woman to live in your house?!" Heather asked.

"Sharon is amazing."

"Amazingly hot! You're hot, but Sharon is absurdly hot!"

Heather called her fiancé, Michael, and over to us. "Mike, baby. If I gave you a free pass to pound the life out of Ray's nanny, Sharon, would you?"

"I don't want to argue."

"I'm not trying to start an argument. Please, answer my question."

"I don't want to argue," Mike repeated.

"Baby!"

Mike sighed and responded, "A thousand percent."

"You're such an asshole," Heather responded with seriousness.

"I'm an honest asshole. I'm going to hang out with Rick," Mike said and walked away.

"Mike is not Rick, Heather."

"They both have cocks."

"What are you two chatting about?" Mary questioned.

"Sharon, the nanny," Heather answered.

"What about?"

"How ridiculously hot she is. Mike said he would use a free pass with her," Heather replied.

"I'm not into women, but if Brendon gave me a free pass, I would seriously consider using it on her," Mary said.

Sharon had only been working for Rick and me for a little over a month, and it was during that party that I looked at Sharon sexually for the first time. Sharon had her long blonde hair tied into two pigtails and wore a black bikini that left little to the imagination. Even though her blue eyes were hidden behind her sunglasses, Sharon looked hot.

I always knew that I liked guys, but I also knew that I was curious about being with a woman. I had opportunities when I was in college and a few other times, but I had never done anything with a woman. The thoughts that ran through my mind about Sharon that day made me feel odd. I'd never felt as sexually attracted to a woman as I did to Sharon that day.

As the days turned into weeks, my sexual attraction toward Sharon grew. When Sharon wasn't on the clock, she would spend time in the hot tub and pool. I would look at her heart-shaped ass and imagine what it would be like to bury my face between her ass cheeks. I would look at her tits and wonder what they looked like bare.

I liked Sharon for the amazing job she was doing and liked how she looked, but when I began to get to know her better, I liked her more for the person that she was. Sharon didn't have an easy life as a foster child.

Sharon bounced from one foster home to another for years until she went to live with the Parks family. Sharon going to live with the Parks coincided with her entering high school, and it was where she met her sister Amanda, who had been living in the Park's home for a year.

Sharon told me that living with the Parks was the best foster home Amanda and she ever had, but it wasn't sunshine and rainbows. She said that the Parks treated them okay but were never looked at or treated as part of the family. "Having Amanda and Amanda having me made it better than it would have been," Sharon told me.

Sharon was easy to talk to, and we had so much in common that it was spooky. We both loved watching horror movies, but I didn't watch many horror movies because I was too scared to watch alone, and Rick was always annoyed when he tried to watch with me.

Sharon and I disliked the beach but loved hanging out by the pool. We especially enjoyed spending time in the hot tub before cooling off with a dip inside the pool. Sharon and I had more in common than I had with Rick, but it was the same between Rick and her.

Sharon shared the same love of sports that Rick did. They both loved football, baseball, and basketball but didn't enjoy watching soccer or hockey. I loved romantic comedies, but Rick and Sharon didn't enjoy them because they felt that those types of movies were too predictable. It was how I felt about action movies, which was Rick and Sharon's preferred genre of film.

I only realized how much I enjoyed having Sharon in my home when Rick went away on a business trip. It had been a while since Rick needed to leave our home for business. I still missed Rick. I missed having him at home and sleeping beside me, but I wasn't lonely because I had Sharon.

"When Rick leaves on business, is he usually gone for this long?"

"Three weeks is a cakewalk. Rick has been away for months at a time."

"That can't be easy."

"It's not, but he always made time for me. It was easier before the twins were born. Rick would send me a plane ticket so I could spend a few days with him. He'd also surprise me and come home for as many days as he could."

"You and Rick aren't the norm."

"I know, but every relationship is different. My friends thought I was insane to get married at twenty-two and to have kids at twenty-six, but many of them would switch places with me in a heartbeat."

"Where did you and Rick meet?"

"College. He lived on campus, and I commuted. We attended the same college for two years but didn't meet until our third year of college when it wasn't in class or on campus. Rick and I met at a college party. It wasn't love at first sight but definitely lust at first sight. We had sex the first night we met. I wasn't looking for anything serious, and neither was Rick, but here we are."

I found Sharon easy to talk to, and I enjoyed spending time with her, but it wasn't easy. My sexual attraction toward her was off the charts, and when I looked at her, I couldn't prevent the thoughts that went through my head.

I put the twins down for the night, and Rick was out having a boy's night out. I was in the mood to watch a horror movie. I decided to ask Sharon if she was in the mood for movie night. I exited the bedroom and walked to Sharon's bedroom. Her bedroom door was open, but I knocked and called her name. I received no response.

I entered her bedroom and looked through the window. I saw Sharon walking into the hot tub with her laptop. She looked around the backyard and then up at the boy's room. Sharon knew I was putting them down for the night, and it was as if she looked up at the window to ensure I wasn't watching her.

Sharon entered the hot tub and placed her laptop outside of the hot tub. Sharon removed her bikini top as I opened my eyes wide and stared at her bare tits from her bedroom window. I watched as Sharon removed her bikini bottom and placed them outside the hot tub. Sharon was in the hot tub nude, and I couldn't take my eyes off her.

I continued watching as Sharon looked around again and typed on her keyboard. Sharon was on a porn website and quickly clicked on a video. Sharon placed herself in front of a jet that I was familiar with. It was obvious that Sharon was about to masturbate, but I couldn't look away.

I was aroused within seconds as I watched Sharon watch a lesbian porn scene. Sharon was running her hands over her tits while watching the scene and enjoying the feeling of the hot tub jet-shooting water onto her pussy.

I pulled my shorts and panties down to my knees and touched myself as I watched Sharon masturbate. It was the fastest orgasm I had ever given myself. Within seconds of making myself cum while watching Sharon masturbate, I felt awkward. I pulled my panties and shorts up and exited her bedroom.

I felt awkward about masturbating while watching Sharon masturbate, but I felt disgusted with myself about what I did weeks later. Rick was away on business, and Sharon was going out with her sister, Amanda, and a few friends.

"I have a load of clothes in the washing machine. Would you mind putting them in the dryer?" Sharon asked.

"Not all," I responded.

Francine had come over to hang out, and she helped me put the boys down for the night. We talked for a while, drinking wine, and within minutes of Francine leaving, I remembered that I needed to put a load of clothes into the dryer.

I shook my head and laughed because even though it was Sharon's day off and she had gone out, she went above her duty and did laundry. I went into the laundry room, removed the clothes from the washing machine, and loaded the clothes into the dryer.

I was about to exit the laundry room when I noticed a basket full of clothes. I looked at the basket of clothes and realized the clothes belonged to Sharon, but I didn't know if the clothes were clean or dirty. I grabbed a sock from the top, sniffed it, and realized the clothes were dirty.

I don't know what came over me as I looked at the white thong panties that were in the clothes basket. I put Sharon's sock back into the clothes basket and took hold of the panties. I didn't hesitate for a second. I turned the panties inside out and inhaled deeply.

Sharon's panties smelled amazing and made me aroused. I undressed and masturbated. I made myself cum while sniffing and licking the crotch of Sharon's panties. As soon as I made myself cum, I felt disgusted with myself. I put the panties back where I found them and dressed.

I exited the laundry room and sat on the sofa in my living room while trying to come to terms with what I had done. Sharon's scent was still in my nostrils, and I found myself getting aroused again when Sharon entered with her friend, Sandy.

"Please don't fire her," Sandy said as I got off the sofa.

"It's her day off," I responded as Sharon hysterically laughed.

"How did you two get here?"

"Cab. It's waiting for me. Is it okay if I put her to bed?"

"Don't worry about it. I've got Sharon," I responded,

"Are you sure?" Sandy asked as she swayed from side to side.

"Positive. Get home safe."

Sandy let go of Sharon, and I took hold of her. I was holding Sharon up when Sandy exited. "I'm so fucking wasted," Sharon laughed.

"Yes, you are."

"I need to go to bed."

"Yeah, you do, and I'll help you."

I helped Sharon up the stairs and into her bedroom. "How much did you drink?"

"A lot," she responded through laughter.

I helped Sharon sit down on her bed. She smiled at me and said, "Damn, Rachel! You're so fucking hot!"

"Thanks," I responded as Sharon tried to remove her shoes.

"Allow me," I giggled.

I got onto my knees and removed Sharon's shoes. As I got up from my knees, Sharon got off the bed. Sharon stared into my eyes and then removed her dress. I stared at Sharon's bare tits. "What do you think?"

"About?" I asked nervously.

"My tits, Rachel," she responded through laughter.

"You have great breasts."

"What about my ass?" she responded while leaning over her bed.

"Same," I responded.

"Is it hot in here, or is it me?"

"It's warm."

Sharon shrugged her shoulders, removed her panties, and flopped into bed. "Do you think I'm attractive, Rachel?"

"Yeah," I responded.

"I like you. Do you like me?"

"Yes, I like you, Sharon."

Sharon sat up in bed, grabbed my head, and kissed my lips. Sharon then licked my lips and said, "I want you so fucking bad!"

I didn't know what to say or do. Sharon smiled at me and then looked like she was about to puke. I pulled her off the bed and helped her into the bathroom. I held Sharon's hair back as she puked into the toilet. Sharon puked so much that she was puked bile.

"Are you finished?"

"I think so."

I helped Sharon from the bathroom and into her bed. "Feel better?" I asked.

Sharon nodded, closed her eyes, and rolled over. I stared at her bare ass and wanted to bury my face between her ass cheeks. Instead, I placed the trash can beside her bed, placed a bottle of water onto her nightstand, and exited her bedroom.

I was playing with Nick and Alex the next afternoon when Sharon entered the playroom looking pale and hungover. "Need help?" she asked.

"No, and even if I did, it's your off day."

Sharon got onto the floor and kept looking at me and then looking away. She took a deep breath and inhaled slowly. "Rachel. I don't remember much from last night, but I do remember behaving inappropriately. I love working here, but I understand if I'm no longer employed."

"Everything is good, Sharon."

"I'm so embarrassed."

"Don't be. I'm only a few years older, and I've been there more times than I've wanted to. Shit happens."

"Thank you for taking care of me last night."

"You're welcome, and again, don't be embarrassed."

"I'm going to go back to bed."

"Okay."

Sharon was embarrassed about what had happened for days, but all I could think about was that I'd been lusting for her, and Sharon lusted for me that night. Sharon's lust for me may have been solely attributed to her alcohol consumption that night, but it wasn't. Sharon was as attracted to me as I was to her.

Rick was traveling more than ever, which resulted in Sharon and I spending more time alone together. We began having long and deep conversations about life and love, and the more we did, the more I wanted Sharon.

"How is it that some lucky guy hasn't snapped you up yet?" I questioned as we drank together after putting the boys to bed.

"Whether man or woman is hasn't worked out. Romantic relationships have never worked out for me."

"So, you're bisexual?"

"Yeah. I lean toward women but not by much."

I take responsibility for what happened months later because I went into that night planning for it to happen. I had moved beyond being curious about being with a woman. I masturbated while fantasizing about being with Sharon while sniffing her panties. I couldn't look at Sharon from behind without wanting to bury my face between her ass cheeks.

I couldn't look at her lips without wanting to feel them pressed against mine again. I was obsessed with her. Being with Sharon had become a need instead of a want. It was so bad that when Rick went down on me, I imagined it was Sharon between my legs.

It was a Saturday night. Rick had been in Philadelphia for four days. He called me on Facetime, and we talked for over an hour. I put the boys on the camera so Rick could say goodnight, and we ended the call.

I showered and purposely didn't dry myself off. I wanted Sharon to see my wet shirt pressed against my tits with no bra and didn't wear panties. Rick's shirt barely covered my crotch, and I wanted Sharon to notice.

My outfit had the desired effect. Sharon sat beside me with a bowl full of popcorn and talked to me while staring at my tits. I started watching a movie I had already watched. I knew that when the scene happened, Sharon would leap into my arms, giving me the perfect opportunity.

The scene played, and Sharon jumped into my arms as I planned. We locked eyes, and I made my move. I kissed Sharon's lips and then felt my tongue against her tongue. I got off the couch and removed my shirt. Sharon looked at my nude body with yearning as I wanted her to look at me.

"Rachel. We can't. As bad as I want this to happen, we can't."

I ignored Sharon and pulled her shirt off. I looked at her bare tits and lost control. I kissed her and then began licking and sucking her nipples. "Rachel, please don't!" she exclaimed and pushed me away.

"Tell me you don't want me!" I shouted, feeling rejected.

"I love working here."

"You'll love it more after what we want happens!"

Those words were all it took. Sharon grabbed me, pulled me onto the sofa, and placed her mouth on my pussy without hesitation. It was the best oral sex of my life. Sharon made me cum without using her fingers. All Sharon used was her tongue to suck and lick my clitoris while fucking me with her tongue.

As soon as Sharon made me cum, she got off the sofa, removed her panties, and placed herself over my mouth. I didn't hesitate either. I pulled Sharon's pussy down to my mouth and explored every inch of her wet pussy while she danced on my tongue.

Sharon tasted amazing. Sharon's pussy tasted sweet with a hint of sourness that I couldn't get enough of. "Rachel! Eat my pussy and make me cum!" she shouted as she rode my face.

After I made Sharon cum, we went into her bedroom. It was the most intense and erotic experience of my life. I never thought I would have a tongue inside of an asshole, but I had my tongue inside of Sharon's asshole. I enjoyed the smell and taste of Sharon's ass as I devoured her.

After I ate Sharon's asshole, she ate mine. Rick ate my ass occasionally, but how Sharon ate my ass wasn't' comparable. I had my first ever multiple orgasms when Sharon's finger fucked my pussy while sucking on my asshole. Sharon and I fucked for over two hours. It was the greatest and most sexually gratifying sex of my life. I fell asleep in her bed feeling amazing.

I woke up in the morning alone in bed. I exited Sharon's bedroom, showered, dressed, and went downstairs. Sharon was with the boys in the playroom. I kissed and hugged Nick and Alex and said, "Good morning," to Sharon.

"Good morning," she responded.

Seconds later, we heard the front door open, and Rick shouted, "I'm home!"

Rick entered the playroom and kissed and hugged the boys. "Good morning, Sharon."

"Good morning, Rick," she responded.

Rick greeted me with a kiss and said, "I missed you, baby."

"I missed you too. How was your trip?"

"Another satisfied client in the books."

Rick sat on the floor and began playing with the twins. As I watched my husband play with our children, I was overcome with guilt. I'd been so tunnel-visioned about what I wanted to happen with Sharon that I didn't think of Rick or our marriage.

Rick and I spent the day together while Sharon took care of the boys. That night, Rick and I had dinner and, after dinner, went for a walk on the beach. We were sitting on the sand when Rick said, "I couldn't wait to get home to you and the boys. I know I'm not home as much as either of us would like, but it won't be like this forever."

"I know, babe."

"I love you so much, Ray."

"I love you too."

Rick looked around the beach and smiled at me with that look in his eyes. Rick kissed me, and I kissed him back. Rick wanted to have sex with me on the beach, but I was worried about someone catching us. Instead of having sex on the beach, we had sex in Rick's car.

As I rode him in the passenger seat, all I could think about was that I had cheated on him with Sharon. Rick didn't deserve it. He was an amazing husband, provider, and father, and I felt like the biggest piece of shit in the world.

When Rick and I arrived home, Rick told me he was going to check on the boys, shower, and head to bed. "I'll be up in a little while," I responded.

I exited the house and entered the backyard to find Sharon sitting at the patio table. I sat across from her, and she asked, "How was your day?"

"It was good," I responded.

"Rachel. We need to talk about last night."

"It's my fault that it happened, Sharon."

"It takes two, Rachel. I could have stopped it, but I didn't."

"I planned on it happening."

Sharon smiled and responded, "I know you did, and it's okay. We wanted it to happen, and it happened, but should I start seeking a new employer."

I shook my head and responded, "I don't want you to leave, but I understand if you feel that you need to leave."

"I don't want to leave, but what happened last night can't happen again. As much as I like you, I'm fully aware that you're married and that you love your husband."

"So, we can keep what happened last night between us?"

"Yeah."

"Thank you for being so understanding."

"You're welcome. Thank you for last night. I needed that more than you know."

"It was amazing," I said with a smile.

"Yeah, it was."

"Good night, Sharon."

"Good night, Rachel."

Sharon and I had sex, but we were on the same page. It was something that happened because we wanted it to happen, but there was no awkwardness between us as the months passed. Sharon and I still talked and hung out as much as we did before we had sex.

Rick had box seats from one of his clients to watch the Padres play the Dodgers, and when he asked me to go, I told him that he should take Sharon. "You want me to take Sharon to the ball game?"

"It would be nice. Sharon loves baseball, and I doubt she's ever watched a game from box seats behind home plate. It would be a way of thanking her for the amazing job that she does."

"Yeah, okay. I'll ask, Sharon."

Sharon had an amazing time with Rick at the baseball game and thanked Rick when they arrived home. "That was an experience I never thought I would have. Thank you so much for taking me."

"Rachel isn't a fan, so plan on having it happen again."

"Count me in."

When basketball season began, one of Rick's clients thanked him with courtside seats for the Lakers. I thought Sharon was going to shit herself when Rick asked her to go with him. Sharon looked so fucking hot in her basketball jersey and short shorts when they left.

The boys were down for the night, and I was drinking a glass of wine while watching television when Sharon and Rick arrived home. Sharon went upstairs, and Rick sat beside me. "How was the game?"

"The game was good but also interesting."

"How so?"

"Do you know that Sharon likes women?"

"Yeah, why?"

"During half time, ridiculously attractive women approached her, and Sharon gave the woman her number," he said with a smile.

I shook my head, laughed, and said, "You're thinking about them having sex, aren't you?"

"No."

"Liar," I said with laughter.

I expected Sharon to tell me about the woman, but after a few days, she didn't. "Rick told me that you gave your number to a woman at the basketball game during halftime."

"Yeah, I did. Her name is Sasha. We're going out on Saturday night."

"That's' great," I responded.

"We're going to keep it casual and meet up for drinks."

"Is she pretty?"

"She's hot," Sharon responded with a smile.

"I hope you two hit it off."

"I do, too."

As the day for Sharon's date with Sasha approached, I felt anxious and envious of Sasha. My head felt foggy, I wasn't hungry, and I couldn't sleep. I had no right to feel how I did. I didn't want Sharon to go on a date with Sasha because I was jealous.

Sharon looked amazing on that Saturday night. Her long blonde hair rested over her shoulders, and she was wearing a form-fitting dress that accentuated her curves. "Hey, do you want a ride to the bar?" I asked.

"No, it's okay. I'm going to order an Uber."

"I don't mind. Save your money. Rick can watch the boys for a little while until I get back."

"I'm fine with an Uber."

"I insist, Sharon," I said with seriousness.

"If you insist."

As I approached the bar, Sharon said, "There she is," with excitement.

I stopped my car in front of the bar, and Sharon said, "Thank you for the ride. Wish me luck."

"Good luck," I said.

I stared at Sasha, and Sharon approached her. Sasha was gorgeous. She had an amazing body with shoulder-length black hair and looked excited to see Sharon. They greeted each other with a hug, and I only drove away once they entered the bar.

As I drove home, all I could think about was Sharon going home with Sasha. I arrived at home but remained inside my car. I felt like crying but held back my tears. There was a reason why I was jealous about Sharon's date with Sasha and why I was in such a bad mood.

My sexual attraction toward Sharon was still there, but my feelings toward Sharon were more than sexual attraction. I loved Sharon for the caring and compassionate woman that she was. I loved that Sharon took care of the boys as she did and that she loved them as if they were her children. I loved so many things about Sharon because I was in love with her.

I exited my car and found Rick sitting outside in the backyard, drinking whiskey and smoking a cigar with Randy.

"Hey, Randy."

"Hey, beautiful," Randy responded and greeted me with a hug.

I took a seat next to Randy and across from Rick. "Did you see Sasha?" Rick asked.

"Who is Sasha?" Rady questioned.

"The woman our nanny, Sharon, is out on a date with," Rick answered.

I grabbed Rick's drink, took a large drink, and said, "Yeah, I did. She looks like a whore."

"Good for Sharon," Rick said with a huge smile.

"What does that mean?"

"It means Sharon should get lucky."

Randy and Rick laughed as I did my best to keep my composure. All I could think about was Sasha kissing, undressing, and fucking Sharon. "Are you okay?" Rick asked.

"I'm fine, and yes, I would love a drink."

I wasn't fine. I was the furthest things from fine. I drank whiskey with Randy and Rick in silence while continuously looking at the time on my cell phone and Rick. I loved Rick so much that the thought of not having him made me want to die. I felt like the worst person on Earth. I loved Rick, but I also loved Sharon.

When Randy left, it was close to midnight. Rick and I remained outside. "Why do you keep checking the time?" he asked.

"I'm curious about how Sharon's date is going."

Rick smiled and said, "I know how close you and Sharon have become, but you shouldn't worry about her. She's a grown woman."

"A grown woman who is supposed to work in the morning."

"I gave her the morning off."

"You did?"

"Yeah. Sharon always goes above and beyond, and I wanted her to have a good time without worrying about working in the morning."

"That was nice of you," I said with a smile, although I was angry inside.

"I've had way too much to drink. I'm going to bed. Are you coming?"

"Not yet. I'm going to relax in the hot tub for a little while."

"Alright. Love you."

"Love you too."

Rick went inside the house, and I removed my shirt and shorts. I poured myself a glass of whiskey. I entered the hot tub in my bra and panties and sat down. I placed my cell phone outside the hot tub and leaned it against the chair leg outside of the hot tub so I could keep an eye on Alex and Nick.

I didn't know what to do about my feelings toward Sharon. No matter how hard I tried to think about what to do, I couldn't think at all. I was in the hot tub for about ten minutes when I heard the gate to the backyard open and close. I heard the sound of shoes on the pavement, and Sharon appeared through the darkness. She looked upset.

"How was your date?"

Sharon sighed and asked, "What are you drinking?"

"Whiskey on the rocks. The bottle and ice are on the table if you want a drink."

"I need a drink."

"Grab a drink and join me."

Sharon walked to the table and made herself a drink. She walked back to me and sat on a lounge chair. Sharon removed her shoes and then removed her dress. Sharon was wearing black thong panties and a black lace bra. Sharon entered the hot tub and sat across from me with her drink.   

"I take it that your date with Sasha didn't go well."

"It was one the fastest dates of my life. Sasha left the bar in less than twenty minutes."

"What happened?"

"Sasha made it clear that she wasn't looking for anything serious."

"What did she say?"

"She said, Sharon, I'm not looking for anything serious. Let's go back to my place, have a few drinks, and see where the night goes. I was tempted, but I couldn't do it. I told Sasha that wasn't something I was looking for, and then she left."

"Why couldn't you do it?"

"How long did you think it'll take you and Rick to find a replacement for me?"

"I don't know, and I don't want to find out."

"I love the boys, and I love taking care of them, but I can't do this anymore."

"Can't do what, Sharon?"

"I can't keep pretending that our night together was only sex. It wasn't only sex for me, Rachel. I have feelings for you, and I have since before that night. I know it's not fair to me, but it's how I feel. I was out with Sasha, and all I could think about was you."

I finished my drink, got up, and sat beside Sharon. "How do you feel about me?"

"I'm in love with you, Rachel."

I stared into Sharon's beautiful blue eyes and slowly moved my lips toward her lips. As our lips touched, it felt like my body would explode. Sharon and I kissed with our tongues and removed each other's bras.

We continued kissing as we caressed each other's breasts. I placed my hand beneath Sharon's panties, and Sharon did the same. We touched each other while kissing. Sharon and I couldn't control ourselves. Sharon stopped kissing me, stood up, and removed my panties. I removed her panties and then stood up.

Sharon and I stood in the middle of the hot tub, nude and kissing while touching each other between our legs. "Holy shit!" we heard Rick exclaim.

Sharon and I stopped kissing and touching each other. We turned our heads and looked at Rick. His eyes and mouth were opened as wide as I'd ever seen. He scanned Sharon's nude body and then smiled.

"Don't let me interrupt," he said with excitement.

Sharon and I looked at one another, at Rick, and then at each other again. We smiled at one another and went back to doing what we had been doing. Sharon and I kissed while caressing each other's pussies.

Sharon and I got out of the hot tub. As he walked toward Rick, he didn't take his eyes off Sharon for a second. Sharon walked past Rick, and I stopped walking. I ran my hand over his crotch and discovered that he was erect. I kissed Rick and then smiled at Sharon.

Sharon smiled at me, and without saying a word to each other, we knew what we were going to do. Sharon stood at the patio at the head of the patio table, and Rick and I walked to her. I pulled Rick's shorts down to his ankles, exposing his rock-hard cock.

Sharon grabbed two seat cushions and placed them on the ground beside each other. I got onto my knees on top of the seat cushion, and Sharon did the same. I placed Rick's dick into my mouth and began sucking his dick. I sucked Rick's dick for a little while and then removed it from my mouth.

Sharon took hold of Rick's hard steel and gently pulled Rick toward her. I watched as Sharon placed Rick into her mouth and began sucking his penis. Sharon and I took turns sucking Rick's dick until he exploded into Sharon's mouth. Sharon swallowed Rick's seed, and then Sharon and I kissed.

I sat on the table and spread my legs. Sharon kissed me while touching the inside of my thighs. She licked and sucked my nipples and then went down on me. It was exciting and erotic to have Sharon eat my pussy while Rick watched as he stood behind her.

Rick kept alternating between looking at me and Sharon's pussy as she continued to stand behind her. I ran my fingers through Sharon's hair as she continued eating me out. Rick placed himself behind Sharon, and I knew he was inside of her when she gripped my legs tightly. Rick pounded Sharon so hard that he drove her face into my pussy.

As Rick fucked Sharon hard and fast from behind, Rick and I locked eyes. I smiled at him, and he smiled at me. Rick was fucking her so hard and good that Sharon wasn't able to continue going down on me. She held onto my legs as I gently stroked her face while Rick continued fucking her.

Rick stopped fucking Sharon while deep inside of her pussy. He quickly removed his cock and shot a huge load onto her lower back and ass. Sharon began eating my pussy again and continued until she made me cum.

After Sharon made me cum, we kissed and switched places. I got off the table, and Sharon sat where I had been sitting. I went down on her as Rick caressed my ass and then began eating my pussy.

It felt so good to have my pussy eaten while eating Sharon's pussy. I was so turned on and felt so amazing that I had another orgasm. I sucked on Sharon's clitoris and entered her pussy with my fingers. I felt the head of Rick's cock against my pussy and then felt him inside me.

Rick fucked me harder and faster than he ever had before. I removed my fingers from inside Sharon and held onto her legs tightly as Rick pounded my pussy. I sucked and nibbled on Sharon's clitoris and made her cum. Within seconds of Sharon's orgasm, Rick removed his cock from inside me and spewed his semen onto my asshole.

Sharon got off the table, and the three of us took turns kissing each other. Sharon and I held hands as we entered the house and walked up the stairs into my bedroom, with Rick following. Sharon and I got onto my bed and got into a sixty-nine with me on top of her.

Rick sat in bed and watched Sharon and I pleasure each other. After Sharon and I made each other cum, I placed myself between Rick and Sharon. I took turns kissing Sharon and Rick. I fell asleep with my head nuzzled into Sharon's neck with Rick's arm draped across me.

I woke up in the morning to the bed, swaying. I slowly opened my eyes and looked at Rick as he fucked Sharon in a missionary position. Her legs were locked across Rick's ass, and her arms were wrapped around him as he fucked her hard and deep.

"I'm going to cum."

"Cum inside me!" Sharon exclaimed, and Rick did.

Sharon unlocked her legs from across Rick's ass and removed her arms from around him. Rick removed himself from inside Sharon and kissed my lips. "I'm hitting the shower," and got off the bed.

Rick strutted to the bathroom and closed the door behind him. Sharon looked at me nervously and said, "Rick started with me."

"It's okay, honey."

"Honey?"

"You don't like it."

Sharon smiled and said, "I love it."

Sharon got out of bed and said, "The boys are stirring. I'm going to get them changed and feed them."

"Okay."

I remained in bed while Rick showered. Rick finished showering, dressed, and then sat on the bed beside me. "That was the greatest night of my life."

"You're morning wasn't so bad either, was it?"

"I couldn't help myself."

"Believe me. I understand, but I need to tell you something."

"Okay."

"Last night wasn't the first time Sharon and I were together."

Rick flashed a smile and nervously laughed. I stared at him with confusion as he grabbed his cell phone from the nightstand. Rick unlocked his phone, scrolled through it for a moment, and then handed it to me.

I looked at the video on Rick's cell phone in shock and disbelief. The video on his cell phone was of me and Sharon having sex in the living room. It took me a moment to realize that I had forgotten about the nanny cameras that Rick had installed before Sharon moved in.

"When did you find out?"

"The night it happened. I watched it live and have been watching it since. Were you going to tell me?"

"No," I admitted and then asked, "Why did you come outside last night after you went to bed?"

"I was about to go to bed when I heard the gate to the backyard open and close. I watched you and Sharon talking, and when you started kissing, I came downstairs and outside, but I didn't expect to join in. I was truthfully only going to watch."

"How long have you been sexually attracted to Sharon?"

"Since the first time we interviewed her."

"Did you do anything with her before last night?"

"No, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't want to. The sexual tension between us was off the charts."

"You and Sharon have been having sexual tension?!"

"Ever since the baseball game. I'm off to the driving range with Mitch. I'll see you later."

I showered, dressed, and joined Sharon in the kitchen. I smiled and crossed my arms while leaning against the kitchen island. Sharon smiled at me and said, "Last night was unexpected."

"How long have you been wanting to fuck my husband?"

"For a while, but I wasn't going to do anything with him. Besides, I don't think Rick would have even if I tried to initiate, which I wasn't going to do."

"Rick knew that we had sex that night."

Sharon laughed and asked, "Nanny cameras?"

I nodded, laughed, and responded, "Nanny cameras."

Sharon and I smiled at one another, and I asked, "So, how was Rick?"

"Best sex I've ever had with a guy."

"How did this morning happen?"

"I woke up to Rick going down on me."

"I had no idea he wanted you that bad."

"I did. It's best that I leave. Things can get complicated."

"Do you want to leave?"

"No."

"I don't want you to leave, and I'm sure Rick doesn't either. Do you think you can ever feel about Rick how you feel about me?"

"Maybe in time."

"Are you willing to try?"

Sharon looked at me curiously and asked, "Are you serious?"

"As serious as a heart attack."

"If Rick is willing to try, then I would be willing, but I don't want to ruin your marriage."

"My marriage won't ever be the same after last night, and I'm okay with that because it means that I have you."

When Rick returned home that afternoon, I had a long conversation with him. When I admitted to Rick how Sharon and I felt about one another, he looked concerned. "Do you still love me?"

"Yes, babe. I still love and want to be with you, but I also want to be with Sharon, and Sharon wants to be with me. Sharon is willing if you are."

"Willing to be in a polyamorous relationship?"

"Yeah."

Rick smiled and said, "So, the three of us?"

"If it works, but we won't know unless we try."

"I'm willing."

"How attracted are you to Sharon?"

Rick smiled, looked at me nervously, and confessed to what he had been doing since Sharon moved into our home. Rick had more than one video saved by the nanny cameras. Rick confessed to having installed nanny cameras in Sharon's bedroom and bathroom. Rick admitted that he pleasured himself to Sharon masturbating and showering and also admitted to jerking off using her panties.

I truthfully wasn't angry or upset with Rick. I masturbated using Sharon's panties so many times that I had lost count. Rick hadn't done anything that I wouldn't have done if I remembered having the nanny cameras, and my curiosity was peaked. I had Rick show me a few of the videos of Sharon that he had saved, and they were hotter and more arousing than I could have imagined.

It took some time to get used to seeing Sharon and Rick affectionate toward one another as it did to know they were having sex without me. I was nervous the first time I watched them have sex without joining in. I worried that I would become jealous, but I didn't. I enjoyed watching the man and woman that I loved enjoy each other's bodies.

I was a little bothered that Rick initiated sex with Sharon as often as he did, but I understood that having sex with Sharon was new and exciting to Rick. Besides, I initiated sex with Sharon more than he did and got to be with her more because he was away on business so often.

It took a little bit over six months for Sharon and Rick's feelings to develop into more than sexual attraction. When Rick and I hired Sharon, we never imagined that she would become part of our marriage, but she did, and the three of us were happy.

Rick and I kept our polyamorous relationship with Sharon a secret from our family and friends. The only person who knew that Sharon was with Rick and me was Sharon's sister, Amanda. The only thing that Amanda cared about was Sharon's happiness. Amanda had no issues with us being together.

Our sex life was amazing. I did things with Sharon and Rick that I never imagined doing. I had Rick fuck my pussy while Sharon fucked my ass with a strap-on. I had Rick's dick and Sharon's strap-on dildo in my pussy at the same time as well as inside my ass at the same time. Rick and I did the same things to Sharon, and she loved it as much as I did.

Rick and I kept our relationship with Sharon a secret until we could no longer keep it a secret when she became pregnant with Emily. Sharon became pregnant with Sarah only two months after giving birth to Emily. After Sarah was born, Rick had a vasectomy.

Rick, Sharon, and I have been together for fifteen years. Alex and Nick are sixteen and in their third year of high school. Emily is thirteen, and Sarah is twelve. Rick no longer travels as he once did because he's now the president and CEO of his father's company. I sold my company five years ago. Sharon and I are full-time homemakers, and our lives revolve around the children.

Sharon also wanted to find a special someone to love and to love her. Rick and I do. Sharon always wanted children and has four. She's an amazing mother and spouse and makes Rick and me as happy as she makes us.

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “The Nanny.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find them at http://www.AntoinetteSax.info, which will take you to my Amazon Author page. If you enjoyed this story, I would sincerely appreciate a review.
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