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“What the hell are we going
to do?” Erin exclaimed at her husband, staring at the
calendar.

“I don’t know, can your
Mother watch them?” Her husband Ryan answered, rubbing his puzzled
head.

“No, my parents are taking
their annual vacation to the mountains that week, it’s their
anniversary remember?” Erin said, sighing deeply as she looked at
her bewildered husband.

“Well, I guess we have no
choice but to hire someone to watch the kids,” Ryan answered,
standing up from the dining room table.

Ryan and Erin Friedman
lived in the affluent North Shore area of Chicago, and they both
worked like dogs to pay for it. Ryan was the CFO of a global
shipping company headquartered in Chicago. He was routinely out of
town for business, however, Erin’s new travel schedule took them
completely off guard.

Erin’s new promotion at
work meant she would have to spend stretches away from home as
well, leaving them with the task of finding someone to care for
their two young daughters.

After a thorough search for
a nanny, the Friedman’s decided on a nanny service that had come
highly recommended by several of their neighbors. The pleasant
receptionist assured Erin over the phone that their nanny’s had
been stringently vetted, and came with the best references.
Deciding to take a chance, Erin scheduled a meeting with one of
their newest nannies.

The knock at the door came
promptly at three, which gave Erin a little bit of reassurance. “At
least she is on time,” She said to herself, opening the front door
for the potential nanny. Erin wasn’t thrilled about leaving her
children with a stranger, but the circumstances left her hands
tied.

“Mrs. Friedman? My name is
Peaches Hanover.” The petite blonde young woman said, stretching
her hand toward Erin’s.

“Yes, hello. Did you say
your name is Peaches?” Erin asked, looking down at the tattoos
adorning the fingers and wrist of the pretty girl on her
porch.

“I know, it's weird right?
My Mom named us all strange names. She wanted us to be unique and
stand out.” Peaches smiled, stepping inside the grand foyer of the
Friedman home.

Erin gave Peaches a tour of
their massive colonial, keeping her eye on the unconventional woman
the service had sent her. She seemed nice and polite, but there was
an edge to Peaches that Erin couldn’t quite put her finger
on.

“This is Harlow, she is 5,
and that little one over there in my cupboards is Peyton, she is
3.” Erin beamed, showing off her pride and joy to Peaches. The
gorgeous blonde bent down and shook each of the little girl's hands
before plopping right down on the kitchen floor to join Peyton in
an impromptu play date.

Erin watched Peaches
playing with the girls as an unexpected smile crept across her
face. She had just met this woman, but seeing her getting along so
well with her children melted away any doubt she had about hiring
her. Erin hired her on the spot without any hesitation, and went
about the duty of packing for her trip.

**

Erin watched the rain
trickling down the window of her hotel room and desperately wished
she was at home, cozy with her husband and babies. She knew she had
nothing to worry about leaving her kids with Peaches. The new nanny
had proven to be above and beyond her expectations. Both Erin and
Ryan checked her references, finding her experience to be beyond
reproach. Plus, the girls loved Peaches, and she adored them. The
fleeting thought of Ryan adoring Peaches too had crossed Erin’s
mind, but she quickly blotted it out. Ryan had never given her
reason to doubt his faithfulness, so why would he start
now.

“Hey babe, how was your
trip? Did you make it home OK?” Erin asked, knowing her husband was
arriving home from his trip that afternoon.

“The trip was fine,” Ryan
said in a curt crisp tone.

“What’s wrong?” Erin asked.
She knew her husband well and could sense he was hiding something.
Her stomach dropped assuming the worst.

“Nothing’s wrong per se.
I…um…well, I sort of stumbled across something when I got
home,”

“What? What did you see?
Ryan, you are killing me! Is something wrong with the
girls?”

“No, the girls are fine. In
fact, they were napping when I got home. I just happened to see
Peaches partaking in a dirty habit,”

“Damn it, does she smoke. I
had a feeling she was too good to be true,”

“No, she wasn’t smoking,
she was masturbating,”

Erin sat frozen on the bed
trying to come to terms with what she had just heard. Her brain
spun in a million directions. Did she do
this in front of the kids? How did Ryan see this? WHY did Ryan see
this?

“Alright, back up, tell me
the whole story Ryan,” Erin replied, trying to get a grasp on the
situation that was happening at her house hundreds of miles
away.

“I got home after lunchtime
and I knew that the girls would probably be taking a nap, so I
crept as quietly as I could upstairs to unpack my bag. As I was
walking up the stairs, I could hear a faint buzzing sound. I looked
into the girl’s rooms and it wasn’t coming from there, so I peeked
into Peaches’ room.”

“Ryan, that is her personal
private space!”

“I know, but I wanted to
know where the sound was coming from. Anyway, when I looked through
the crack in the door I saw her completely naked on top of her bed,
going to town with a vibrator. You should have seen it, Erin, the
thing was huge and she was loving every minute of it!”

“Jesus Ryan, you stayed and
watched?” Erin said, recoiling from her husband’s blatant
voyeurism.

“I couldn’t help it! I am a
man
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