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  Hide & Seek


Finally, the work day’s over. It’s run long and on the radio they said the roads were stacked with bullshit. I mean, that’s not the way they said it, but it’s pretty much what they meant. 
I grab my cellphone and call our babysitter, Trinity, just to make sure things are good at home. My husband will most likely have left already.
Trinity answers almost straight away, and I can tell she has me on speakerphone.
“Hi, Antonia. How’s work?”
“All finished, thank fuuu…udge.”
“Mommy, I’m hiding!”
My daughter is such a playful sweetheart, but she has absolutely no volume control. That tells me without me needing to ask that my husband’s not there. He won’t stand for any kind of noise like that.
“Hi, Daisy. Why are you hiding?”
“Hide and seek!”
I shake my head. Daisy has absolutely no tactics with games like that. I can picture her right now, standing behind a glass door, truly believing we can’t see her there. It’s her go-to hiding place.
God, she’s such a fun little girl, and I absolutely adore her.
“Hide and seek, huh?”
Trinity giggles. “Yeah. I’m the best in the world.”
Not quite as good as you think. I manage to keep that comment inside my head, thankfully. Some things are best left unshared.
“Well, I’ll be in the car in a few minutes, but it might be a while before I’m home.”
“No problem, Antonia. We’re having the best time, aren’t we Daisy Doodle?”
“Yeah!”
My heart aches with the desire to be there. To see my two favorite girls interacting the way they do.
But the radio dudes were right. Traffic’s an absolute bitch this afternoon, and I’m running late to get home. At least Trinity won’t have to deal with my husband. He’ll already be halfway in for his night shift at the airport.
I’m really glad I had the smarts last night to organize Trinity. Otherwise Geoffrey would have been late to work, and I’d never have heard the end of it.
The man seems to think I can control the road traffic like he controls the air traffic. I blow out a sharp breath of frustration. Thoughts of Geoffrey always leave me muttering foul nothings. The last thing I want when I get home is to be in fully-fledged bitch mode.
When I married Geoffrey, he was sweet, kind, and very attentive. He stayed that way for the first few years.
It was only when we had our beautiful daughter, Daisy, that things started changing, and not for the better. He’s the one who really pushed for us to start a family, but I guess he was hoping to have all sons, or something. Maybe he just didn’t anticipate how chaotic life becomes when you add children to the mix.
He only changed about a half-dozen of her diapers when she was a baby, and always under protest. He never bathed her. I swear, he still treats her more like a pet kitten than a daughter, and unfortunately, Daisy’s already picking up on that.
At the age of only 5, she’s totally a momma’s girl. Although that doe-eyed love also extends to Trinity, of course.
Meanwhile, Geoffrey spends as much damn time as he can out of the house. Anywhere but home is where he wants to be. I can’t tell you the last time he showed me any affection, either, let alone actually banged me.
And if I’m being totally honest, I’m not sure I miss it. The man has never even made me come. I’ve always had to grind myself to orgasm after he nodded off—always within a couple of minutes after shooting his load. If I’d known what an uneasy relationship the man has with sex, I might not have ever been with him.
I can’t even imagine how he’ll react when Daisy reaches puberty. Or maybe he’ll have left our lives by then. I’m starting to think that would be the best move for all of us.
Out of all that mess, one part of our lives that I’m truly thankful for is our babysitter. Trinity is sweet as anything, and an absolute treasure as far as I’m concerned. Nothing’s too much trouble for her.
I like that the girl has a few secrets, too. An air of mystery that fascinates me, but nothing that worries me in any way.
She’s confided most of them to me over the few years she’s shared our lives. I happen to know a few others she hasn’t told me, but again, nothing that gives me any pause. Like I say, she’s not quite as good at hiding things as she thinks.
Hell, her mother is such a puritanical prude. It’s no wonder Trinity stays at our place long after her babysitting hours are done. She’s more comfortable in my house than in her own.
After all, I’m the one who helped Trinity through the transition from teen to adult more than anyone else did. No wonder she confides in me for nearly everything.
Unfortunately, Geoffrey seems to have as much trouble dealing with Trinity as he does with all other women. Most middle-aged guys would kill to be up close to such a gorgeous young goddess, but not my husband.
Maybe it’s the fact she’s so young and beautiful. Maybe it’s because she looks enough like me that we could almost be sisters, despite the ten-plus years between us.
I think, in the end, my husband is just tired of femininity. He’s completely over all the so-called drama he insists women inflict upon his life. Dude needs to either switch teams or join the priesthood, in my opinion.
Okay, that’s harsh. But I truly need him to stop dragging me down, because it’s bringing Daisy along as well. She needs positivity. She needs love.
She needs me, and Trinity.
I pull up out front of the house and head inside, glad that I won’t have to deal with Geoffrey and his nitpicking this afternoon. And ecstatic that I get to spend the evening with my little sweetheart.
The house is all quiet when I get in, which surprises me. After that phone call, I figured Daisy would still be having the kind of ear-splittingly loud fun that only young kids can have. And Trinity would be joining in.
In the kitchen, there’s a small pile of plates that tell me Trinity’s fed my daughter her favorite dinner already. Mac and cheese with a little garlic.
Is it possible they’ve gone out? Oh, god, has something gone wrong? Has Trinity had to take my daughter to the hospital?
I hurry up the carpeted hallway, just to see if there’s anything amiss.
At the door to Daisy’s room, I have my answer. My daughter is crashed out asleep in her bed, still in her day clothes.
And Trinity’s likewise comatose in the reading chair beside it. The book still open across her lap where it must have fallen when she dropped off while reading to Daisy.
My heart swells, and I even feel a few tears prickling the corners of my eyes as I survey the scene. It’s only early evening, and I know I should get Daisy into her PJs and brush her teeth, but I just don’t want to spoil this moment.
I’ve always known Trinity loves Daisy as much as Daisy loves her. To see it like this, all natural and candid, makes me even more glad that this young woman is part of our lives.
It’s especially important now that Geoffrey seems to have punched his time card on being a husband and father.
I swear the moment I became pregnant, the man stopped looking at me as a wife, and started seeing me only as the help. A cook, a babysitter and a counsellor.
Like I say, he sure doesn’t see me anymore as a flesh and blood woman with needs and wants—ones which have grown so sharp and hot they’re beyond cravings.
I’m so horny these days it’s like a form of torture.
I came into my sexual prime a few years ago. It’s not like it was marked on a calendar or anything. All I know is, I get the hot and tingly feelings all the time, and it’s getting more than I can bear.
Standing there at the doorway, I let my gaze wander over Trinity for a while. She’s an absolute picture of youth and beauty, and as she breathes slowly and deeply in slumber she radiates innocence.
But I know better. I found what she’s hiding, even though I didn’t really seek it. And that’s a big part of what fascinates me about the girl.
I feel like a creeper as I gaze over her sleeping form, riding the sweet thrill of voyeurism that I’ve only recently come to embrace as a huge part of who I am. Hell, it’s not like I can get any action in my real life, so watching is pretty much all I have.
And it doesn’t matter that I have a long and vanilla history of being a straight woman. Trinity really is something else, and she awakens hungers in me that defy labels.
I’ve outgrown or killed a dozen toys in the past few years, simply trying to take the edge off my growing and rampant desires. Seriously, I get wet just from driving over a speed hump too fast.
And for far longer than could ever be appropriate, my daughter’s delicious babysitter has featured in my fantasies.
Trinity stirs in her sleep and makes a sweet little moaning sound. That’s enough to snap me out of my brief trance, and I turn away, heading back to the kitchen.
Back out there, I find my husband's laptop open but asleep on the kitchen table. Complete with a sticky note on it.
Antonia. Could you deal with this, please?
– Geoffrey
I drop my bag and roll my eyes as I sit at the table. The man is as uncommunicative as ever. Deal with what?
I wake the laptop up from its sleep, and I admit that for the first time in a long time, my husband has surprised me. On screen, he has one of those girls-next-door amateur porn sites loaded.
I’m not quite sure how Geoffrey came across this site. The only thing I can think is that I forgot to clear my browser history. This has been my go-to website for jilling off ever since I found it.
Still, I definitely didn’t expect my husband to know about it, what with his apparent lack of interest in anything sexual. Or maybe this is where all his sex drive is going. Masturbating to online porn.
Ha. Join the fucking club, sunshine.
But then, I scroll down a little more and I have my answer. This is what he wants me to deal with. Right there, front and center, in all her glory...is Trinity.
And I mean all her glory. Totally naked, one hand holding her perfect, perky young breast. The other hand resting on her hairless mound, cupping herself to hide what I can only imagine must be a plump, glistening young slit, rich with arousal.
This is my favorite shot of her, out of all of them.
Yeah, that’s right. I already knew about this. Hell, I was one of the first to sign up as a paid customer. In part, I’m envious of her. She’s like a younger version of me in some ways, only she seems so much more confident than I was at her age.
This, despite her religious family and their strict, no fun, no sex, no life experiences upbringing. Every time the girl uploads a new video it’s just a little bit racier, and she reveals another fresh level of confidence.
I’m just not sure what the fuck Geoffrey thinks I’m supposed to do about this. Deal with it he says, in his vague way that clearly shows this is women’s business.
Of course, Geoffrey being Geoffrey, I’m pretty sure he wants me to make her stop. He probably thinks I’ll disapprove of Trinity baring her perfect body like this while she’s also working as our babysitter.
He won’t get any support from me on that front. Honestly, I think this is brilliant. And I’ve been using Trinity’s videos for my self-pleasure ever since I found her online.
I’d never try to tell anyone how they should live their lives. Hey, I’m even pretty sure that if Daisy one day wants to do this kind of thing, I wouldn’t tell her to stop it. So long as she’s turned 18, she can even do it in my house, where it’s safe. Who knows what technology will even be available then?
I certainly have no intention of telling Trinity how to run her life, either. Not just because she’s an adult now, but because…well, fuck. She’s owning this whole situation. All power to her.
Not to mention she’s sexy as fuck. There’s no denying Trinity is so perfectly built for exactly this kind of thing. Young, beautiful, and curvy as hell. Hell, I was a pretty wild young thing at her age. And when I was 18, I might’ve done exactly what she’s doing, if I’d had the technology available.
Admittedly I didn’t, and still don’t, have curves quite as juicy as hers. I’d probably bring in the leg men more than the tits and ass men. But I still get catcalled out on the street, so there’s hope for me, yet.
Fuck, I’ve been so damn horny lately my mind’s taking me to new and dark places all the time. Since I discovered Trinity’s online life, I’ve been thinking of setting up my own page on the site. Maybe I could explore my exhibitionist side as well as my voyeuristic side.
It’s only now that I see there’s a brand new video up. And the headline promises it’s the hottest one she’s done so far.
I guess in a way that’s not so difficult. That intro pic is more revealing than any of her videos so far.
She’s only taken us to what amounts to second base, so far. Dirty talk, side boob, a few flashes of her perfect nipples. In the last video, she was down to just a pristine white thong, but mostly laid on her front.
My breath hitches as I wonder just how much more she’s giving us this time.
I bite my lip as I let the mouse pointer hover over the top of the new thumbnail pic, and pause. After all, I’m still essentially a straight woman, who’s just admiring the physical beauty of a gorgeous younger woman.
What will I do if this new video takes me beyond my comfort zone? Fuck, what the hell will I do if she’s decided to couple up with someone?
I know myself well enough. I’m absolutely certain I’ll be jealous as hell, despite having no right to be.
Still, I sigh, and shrug…and click.
The new video loads up, and then a moment later I’m blessed again with the spectacular sight of my babysitter's gorgeous 18 year old body.
This time it’s not a still pic. This time, it’s in full moving glory as she strokes her elegant hands over herself.
And this time, she’s completely bare. Kneeling on her bed, artfully angled so we can see she has no panties on, but with her leg pushed forward far enough to hide the sweet little treasure between her thighs.
All those years of ballet, from before she grew those big, beautiful tits, have uncovered her natural grace. Only I don’t think her mom ever anticipated her classical dancing would lead her to this.
Trinity sways and rolls, touching her fingers to her mouth, angling her head as she caresses herself from jaw to throat to collarbone to shoulder.
Apart from the intent—and the full frontal nudity—it’s all quite innocent. A young woman exploring herself, her beautiful blue eyes locked on mine.
I mean, on the camera.
My babysitter’s natural sensuality comes through effortlessly, and it’s impossible not to notice the way her body has truly blossomed into maturity.
She’s catering for the male gaze, for sure, and my first thought is a bit odd and self-centered. I wonder if maybe I gave her some pretty awesome pointers along the way as I helped her through the tough late-teen years.
No way I can take much credit for it, though. The way she moves her body shows confidence greater than I have even now. And she’s only been an adult for a few months.
Trinity presents the visual fantasy of a horny virgin who's suddenly realized just how sexy she is.
It seems corny as hell. Simplistic. A flat and reductive representation, with all the rich complexity of feminine desires sanded off and smoothed down until all the challenge has been removed.
So, yeah…it’s hot as fuck.
Before I even realize what I’m doing, I have my legs parted and I’m running my hand up the inside of my thigh. Naturally, this won’t be the first time I’ve jilled off while watching Trinity. But it will be the first time I’ve done it in the fucking kitchen.
As our busty babysitter rolls down onto her back and parts her luscious legs, I pierce my soaking wet panties with two fingers. It’s so damn wrong, and yet it feels so incredibly right.
The longer I watch, the more intensely aroused I become. So much so that I pause the video and strip off my skirt and panties.
When Trinity dips her fingers inside her pussy, I do the same to myself. The rich pink of her cheeks must surely be mirrored on my own face.
I struggle to remember a time I've been more aroused than I am right now. My voyeuristic side is in heaven, but my conscience cries at me to get a grip.
And so I do. With my fingers, on my clit. I squeeze my little pleasure bud, breathless with need, my belly tingling with the danger of the situation.
The young woman who I’m watching on screen is, right now, literally a couple of dozen feet away. Sleeping in a room down the hallway. There’s no explaining this situation if I were to get caught.
I close my eyes for a moment as I jam two fingers deep inside myself. I listen intently to the soft little moans Trinity makes as she pleasures herself on screen. It’s like a magical tune, a siren song, luring me on. I feel certain I’d follow her wherever she goes.
I’m right on the edge of the cliff and the on screen Trinity sounds like she’s right there as well. I open my eyes, desperate to see how the girl looks when she climaxes.
And that’s when I realize the real life Trinity is right there, standing at the entrance to the kitchen. Watching me, her beautiful blue eyes wide as she takes in the confronting scene.
I cry out in terror, trying to decide in an instant whether to cover up or slam the laptop closed. Jesus, I am so, so busted.
“Oh my god, Antonia! I’m so sorry!” Her beautiful soft cheeks glow with red as she averts her gaze.
Then, the video finishes, and the online Trinity signs off with an air kiss and a little giggle. And the Trinity standing here in my kitchen straightens her back and gasps, then turns back toward me.
She puts her hands on her hips and glares at me, as if she’s the mom and I’m the babysitter. “Wait…you’re watching me? That video is…is meant to be private!”
I cross my legs and close the laptop, taking those few seconds to calm myself. "Trinity, sweetheart. I'm, like, the 15 thousandth viewer. Is that really what you'd call private?"
"15k? Wow, that's awesome." Her face lights up for a moment, before she remembers she’s pissed at me. “But that's beside the point. You're actually watching me? And you were…uh…”
I blow my hair away from my eyes. There’s no point trying to hide it, when it was so fucking blatant. "Yeah, I was masturbating, sweetheart. I know it was wrong, but I just…couldn’t control myself.”
"Wrong? You told me over and over that my mom was wrong. That masturbation isn't a sin. Way back, you said it was healthy. Natural.”
"It is, sweetheart. But don't you think maybe in this situation it might be…at least a little questionable? Given what I was watching?”
"I don't mind." Trinity's cheeks go that same adorable shade of pink that they did in the video. She stares down at her hands as she twirls her fingers. When she looks up again, there’s a fresh brightness in her eyes. “Now I’m over the shock of seeing you, um…doing that…in fact, I love it. That I could have such an effect on you.”
“What?”
She curls her beautiful mouth into a mischievous little smile. "I mean…I think it's a real compliment." She comes over to me, working her sweet hips like a woman my age would. When she reaches me, she slides to her knees and takes hold of my hand. The one I've been using on myself.
Trinity brings that hand up and gazes at my wet fingers. She makes a little circular motion with her head as she breathes in, and closes her eyes when the scent of my arousal reaches her.
Before I regain my senses, my beautiful babysitter has parted her luscious lips and slipped my fingers into her pretty mouth.
"Mmm..." she moans around her mouthful. She flicks her tongue around my fingertips, then eases my hand back out. "You taste awesome…Tones.”
I've shared a thousand moments of casual intimacy with this girl. Young woman, now. But none of them have been anything like this, naturally.
A sudden burst of fear runs through me.
“Wait, what about Daisy? What if she—”
“It’s okay. I closed her door.”
My daughter’s too short to reach the handle. Even if she wakes, she won’t be able to walk in on anything that happens here.
A frisson of electricity skips up and down my spine as I gaze into Trinity's rich blue eyes. She strokes the tip of her tongue across those luscious, pillowy lips as if to capture every last drop of my juices, and a dark desire sinks its teeth into my soul.
It’s wrong. Maybe not quite taboo, but it’s still crossing more than a few lines. The truth is, I want this young woman so fucking much it hurts. Even though she’s my daughter’s babysitter.
"Babygirl..."
"Oh, fuck..." She only whispers it but it hits me like a blade. And it cuts through the last shreds of my resistance. And my decency.
I've been horny for so long, and had only my fingers and toys to grind the edges off it. I've never been with a woman before, but I can't think of a better way to start.
Trinity comes halfway up off her knees and swoops on me, planting her pretty mouth over mine. I cry out behind my closed lips for a second before the sweet heat of my babysitter wins me over. I open and let her dance the tip of her tongue past my weak last line of defense.
Trinity whimpers as she explores me, sucking me hard against her mouth. Our tongues fight and tangle like lost lovers reunited, and my nipples peak as my pussy tingles with pure, taboo need.
Knowing this could end at any second, I soak up every part of this experience. The satin warmth of Trinity’s skin, the plush heat of her lips. The silky feel of her neck where I stroke my fingers up and down, and the lilting moans of pleasure we sing to each other.
Trinity breaks the kiss, gasping for air. "Fuck," she whispers. "I can't believe that I...that we..."
I cup her sweet head in one hand for a moment, feeling a kinship with her that has nothing to do with our shared history. And everything to do with wanting to take this young woman, right here and now.
Before either of us can do something stupid—like change our minds—I grasp Trinity's sweet hips and push her back against the table. She clambers up until she’s sitting up there, between me and the laptop, her long, velvet-skinned legs parted before me.
“Did you like my videos?” she asks, kinking her gorgeous head to the side.
“I loved them, babygirl.”
“Mmm.” She grips her tight little T and pulls it off in one motion. Her gorgeous tits quiver from the movement, threatening to bust out of her fancy black bra. “I wonder if you’ll like the real thing as much.”
Trinity arches her back, thrusting her perfect breasts toward me as she unclasps her bra. I hook my fingers into the shoulder straps and ease them down, holding my breath as I bare those firm, round mounds of flesh.
My moan of pleasure comes out low, and from so deep inside me I think it’s fermented.
“Trinity…babygirl…”
“Are they…nice?”
There’s a genuine fear in her voice, and I can barely believe it. That she could doubt how fucking sexy she is. I press one hand to her cheek and the other to the side of her neck, pulling her forward into a kiss that’s deeper and wilder even than the one we shared a moment ago.
I devour this sweet girl’s beautiful lips for as long as I can, before she pulls away to catch her breath. So I stroke my tongue down the sweet satin of her throat, cupping her big boobs together.
Trinity moans with pleasure as I kiss the sweet, soft bodies of her breasts. When I flick her nipple with my tongue, she gasps and combs her fingers into my hair, and pulls me forward.
Her stiff little bud fits so perfectly into my mouth, and I suck gently for a moment. When she arches into the embrace, I growl with need and bite down on her flesh.
My sweet babysitter cries out and grips my hair, tightening it against my scalp as I work her nipple over and over with my teeth, my tongue, my lips.
I switch sides and she pulls me even closer to her. The milky softness of her breasts is irresistible, and I stroke my tongue over every silken inch of them.
“Tones…that’s so nice.”
I gaze up into her crystal eyes as I slide her skimpy skirt up her thighs. Trinity's breath trembles with need, and I can't resist looking downward.
I bare her elegant black panties with their telltale wet spot right in the heart of them, and let out a whispered woah. I've already seen a little of what’s behind that fabric, but only on the small laptop screen.
Seeing her in the flesh, and more importantly, drinking in the spicy perfume of her arousal, is something else entirely.
My fingers tremble as I stroke them up the satin skin of my babysitter’s inner thighs. She puts her feet on the chair either side of me and raises her perfect little ass so I can slip her soaked panties off.
When I slide the tip of my finger around the bare, slick lips of her pussy, she lets out a soft moan. It sends goosebumps running all the way up my back, as I revel in her sweet aroma. "Jesus, babygirl. You're so fucking pretty."
"Tones..."
I raise her leg and kiss the inside of her knee. Working fast, but still too slowly for my own liking, I kiss and lick my way up her baby-smooth inner thigh until I skim my lips across the wet heat of her slit, twinkling so delicately with arousal.
"Please, Tones...kiss me?”
I reach behind her and shove my husband’s laptop across to the side. Trinity glides down until she’s lying flat across the kitchen table, her thighs wide apart, framing the sweet feast of her slit for me.
I can't wait any longer, and press my mouth into the hot, juicy heart of my babysitter's cunt. The young woman throws her head back and cries out as she arches her back, her juicy tits dancing and swaying with the movement.
She flails her arms so hard she knocks the laptop off the table, but neither of us is about to stop to check on it. Hell, I'll buy Geoffrey a new one if I have to.
"Tones," she moans again. And again. "Yes, yes, yes, please, Tones..."
I fucking love that new name. She’s never called me anything but Antonia or Mrs Williams before. Calling me Tones makes me so much hotter than it really should.
It turns me into a wildcat, and I attack the sweet heat between my babysitter's thighs like I've been starving for a month.
Trinity curls up to gaze into my eyes, and wraps her hands around the back of my head to pull me harder against herself. I take her clit between my teeth as I curl my hands up around her thighs, holding her down against the table.
My babysitter falls flat on her back, her head thudding on the wooden surface as she pulls her legs all the way up. I drift lower, bathing her with my tongue from her cute little ass hole up to her clit and back again. Trinity cries out over and over, and all that does is drive me wilder than ever.
"Oh, fuck...Tones...I'm gonna come..."
I stroke my tongue through her delicious slit, rolling my head to split her lips, and as I suckle on her clit I drive two fingers deep inside my daughter’s delectable babysitter.
Trinity wails out in a long, high tone as a climax pulses through her juicy young body, and I drink down the fresh burst of her juices with pride.
She’s still trembling with the aftershocks when I stand and haul her up onto her perky ass again. She dives straight on me, taking my mouth in a ravenous kiss and drinking herself from my tongue and lips.
As she kisses me, she reaches down and grips my thighs, and just that touch has me nearly exploding.
I can't tell if she forces my legs open or if they simply gush apart on the tidal wave of my arousal. I’m in a daze of sorts, and the next thing I know, Trinity sits herself down onto my chair, her legs intertwined with mine.
My babysitter slides her ass forward until her glistening cunt kisses mine. She rolls her hips and mashes our pussies together; her heat, her wetness, her sweet juicy slit capturing mine.
She hooks one leg around behind me, and I do the same to her, pushing my swollen lips against her slick folds.
As Trinity pulses herself forward and back, the chair beneath us is the only thing that protests. I take hold of my babysitter’s long, lush hair and pull her into another kiss; deeper and more ferocious than all the others combined.
Trinity whips her arms around me and pulls me closer, her big, bare tits wrestling with my smaller, sweater-covered ones as our pussies kiss and stroke each other toward a new peak.
"Oh fuck," Trinity whimpers into my mouth, and suddenly, there’s no going back. The chair overbalances and we fall to the floor. My maternal instinct takes over and I roll us to make sure I land first, on my back.
Trinity comes down hard on top of me. The impact is purely slit to slit, both of us crying and moaning as she presses down harder than ever, and I thrust back up at her.
I swear we’re experiencing an earthquake. The room spins and wavers as Trinity scissors me so hard it hurts, in the most perfect and glorious way. I swing one leg up over my babysitter’s shoulder, and she takes hold of my tits as her blue eyes blaze down into mine.
The gorgeous blonde babysitter grips my sweater and yanks it up, going so hard that the garment tears down the middle. I cry out with excitement and her eyes flash with heat.
Trinity grips my bra and pulls the cups down, then mashes my boobs as she leans heavily down into me. Her beautiful face turns pinker with every stroke of her hips, her skin glistening with sweat from the fierce effort of tribbing me.
"Tones," she says, and it comes out as nothing more than a ragged, whispered moan.
"Babygirl...make me come..."
“Sweet Jesus, mama…”
Ohhh…holy fuck. Calling me mama like that is even hotter than calling me Tones. So much about it is wrong, but is it really that much dirtier than what we’ve already done?
My daughter’s babysitter closes her sweet eyes and frowns, and I roll my hips just so. Her clit grinds into mine and my entire core erupts in the most blissful climax I’ve ever experienced.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I cry, and Trinity grips my tits even harder, squeezing my tight little nipples between her thumbs and the sides of her palms. The sweet agony of it rolls beautifully into the cascade of pleasure pouring through me.
"Mamaaa…" she howls, throwing her head up toward the heavens as she climaxes again. Trinity arches her back and wails at the ceiling. She mashes her sweet cunt so hard against me I swear I feel her orgasm pulsing through her. Like a molten current that seeps into me as well.
And when the pulses of pleasure finally fade, she falls forward and kisses me again, rolling onto her back and taking me with her.
I get all tangled up in her long, shapely limbs, her lush, thick hair and her sweet, soft lips. 
We kiss, and touch, and just breathe each other in for a moment. When I can finally speak again, I stroke my babysitter's perfect, beautiful cheek with my fingers, and she smiles at me.
“So, Tones…you never really told me what you liked about my videos.”
I lick my lips and stroke my fingers through her lush, messed up hair. “They’re the most wonderful thing I’ve ever seen online.”
“So you don’t think I should give up that kind of work? I know my mom will disown me if she ever finds out.”
I press my palms to her soft cheeks and kiss the tip of her perky nose. Then I ease her head down onto my chest and stroke my fingers up and down her back.
“Babygirl, if that ever happens, I’m here for you. I’ll be your…” Oh, god. I was going to say I’d be her new mom. And while I’d be honored to be that for her, there’s something else I want even more.
“My what?”
“I’ll be whatever you need me to be, sweetheart.”
Trinity hugs me a little tighter, and lets out a sweet sigh. “I was so worried you’d disapprove. That’s why I tried to hide my videos.”
“Sweetheart, I’d never stop you from expressing yourself, like that. I think what you’re doing is incredible. In fact…”
“Hmm?”
“Maybe you can give me some pointers so I can get in on the action.”
She smiles and kisses me. “It’s a deal. On one condition.”
I arch one eyebrow as I curl my lips into a smile. “And what’s that?”
“You have to shoot some scenes with me.”
“Oh, babygirl. I can’t wait.”
THE END
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