
    
  
    
      
        Business MILF

      Chapter 1

      Friday, Feb. 10, 2024.

      As the snow was falling on this Winter day in February, the boisterous activity occurring in room 1 was about to reach its' normal conclusion. "Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh!Unh! Unh! Unh! Ohhhh baby, yes!! Unh! Unh! Unh!"

      With my legs pointing to the ceiling and one of my white high heels dangling off my foot, caused by each violent thrust in my aching tunnel, and my dress bunched over my waist, the end was near. Having been fucking me the whole hour and five minutes, he'd been between my legs, the sweat that built up on his face, dripping onto my tits, and hitched up hemline, showed jost how exhausted we were. As the obvious vaginal bruising affected my reactions, he finally let loose inside of my quim.

      "Ahhhhhhhhh!!!!" Slamming his hips foward and holding himself locked against me, he deposited another batch of cum deep in my sore cunt. With my my left hand running through his bushy mop, he expelled any remaining droplets before lifting his overweight, 5'10 255 lb. frame off of my petite body.

      Pulling out of my messy pussy and with him dismounting me, I lowered my nylon clad legs. Seeing the combined juices from our actions, matted on his snake, he grabbed my hair, and I took him fully down my throat. After cleaning him completely off, he pushed me off him. Beginning to dress, the silence in the nasty motel room, that we routinely use every Monday through Friday, was deafening. For an hour or so, the moans, grunts, panting, the headboard hitting the wall or the bedsprings giving me a headache, had echoed throughout the hidden, "hole in the wall" motel, 5 miles from my office. Being a cluster of just 6 single standing rooms, it is not a place a woman, like myself, should ever frequent.

      Being a Jr. Vice President at a major Financial institution, I clear my schedule from 11:30-1:30, daily. Making sure I am ready, legs spread, nylons at my hips and my tits out by 11:50 am, I am filled, balls deep, by 9" of flagpole.

      Pulling my bra back over my abused breasts, and pulling my pantyhose over my hips, laden with a long run down my inner thigh, I smoothed my dress over my legs, buttoning the top of it. Knowing my nylons were about to saturate the cum knotted in my pussy hair, I made sure the hosiery were taut. Dressing in silence, the shame I have, every time we part ways, is exemplified on my face. Per our routine, we only have missionary sex.

      Seeing the door open, the 21 year old turns and reminds me with the bitter, hateful way I've now become accustomed to, "Rest up. We're going to be quite busy during your business trip." As my flight leaves in 2 days, I plan on doing just that. And with that, he leaves the room. Hearing his dilapidated car drive off, I step into my high heels, collect my bag, put my wedding ring back on my left after removing his promise ring he bought me a couple Christmas' ago, and head back to work. Before arriving, I change into a clean pair of nylons, as I'm not allowed to change them in the motel.

      Returning to my office, I return my husbands calls, telling him I was stuck in meetings at that time everyday.

      --------

      My name is Clara Cole and I am 40 years old. I am 5'3 112 lbs. blonde hair, green eyes and 34b breasts. I have 3 children, 2, under 3 years of age. I've been married to my husband, Roger, 54, for almost 2 years. Being a single mother of a, then 1 year old, I married out of convenience. Hoping to hide my lifestyle from my bosses at the firm, I ended up ruining another relationship.

      Living here in Virginia Beach, Virginia, I am a VP in Finance. Receiving my Masters from the University of Virginia, I was elated when I was finally elevated to my current position 5 years earlier.

      Learning I had a 3 day business trip in Toronto around my birthday, I purchased a second ticket, using my trust fund I've had since I was 17 years old. Not being able to explain the purchase to my bosses, that was how I always secured it, for the past 15 months.

      Walking into my office my Assistant, Shelly, gave me the rest of my course for the day. Seeing the normal gait in my step, my young assistant is the only one who knows I never meet my husband for lunch at those times.

      "God, you look exhausted, Clara," She quietly said. "He must be a great fuck for you to keep going back, daily, just to get pounded."

      Not knowing who "he" is, I answer back discreetly, "Yes, he is. And he IS worth it. But my God, he's so aggressive." Changing the subject, we try to finish our work day.

      
        ----------

      After picking my daughters up from my mother-in-law, I stopped at the grocery store to buy a rotisserie chicken, as I was too tired to cook. Arriving home, Roger waited outside to get the girls out of their car seats. Right on cue, my cell buzzes. Putting it on speakerphone, so that my husband hears everything, I proceed to take the call.

      "Hey there Shel, what's up?"

      "I just got the final OK from the CEO. We are good to go for the business trip," She replied, as we had this previously worked out. "12 days of meetings and conventions. Yay us!," my 26 yr old assistant snarkily quipped, making sure to dispel ANY possible suspicion from my husband. Explaining my itinerary, flight and hotel info, etc, I ended the call.

      "I don't know what I would do without you Shelly. I'll see you Sunday at the airport," I added, knowing she is leaving tomorrow, and will be covering me at my meetings.

      Feeling relieved, I prepare dinner for my family.

      --------

      Sunday morning, Feb 12, 2024.

      "Clara! Your Uber is here!" My mother-in-law shouted.

      "I'll be right down mom, let them know I'm coming please!" I returned, making sure I had everything.

      Looking at myself in the mirror, I was dressed how I was expected. Wearing a black and white pinstripe dress, adorned with little white "flowers" on each shoulder, 4" black, pointy toe stiletto pumps, sun beige pantyhose, and a white lace bra, I spun around. "Not bad looking for a 40 year old woman, Clara," I said outloud, to myself. Seeing my hair, nails and make up perfect, I put his promise ring in my purse. With that I headed downstairs.

      As my sister-in-law was trying to pry Gracie, my almost 2 yr old, off my leg, I grabbed my cases and bag. "Thank you both so much for watching the girls while Roger and I are at our respective trips. He will be home before me. We owe you dearly." Since Roger left the day before, I was grateful he didn't notice the suit bag I was bringing with me. After kissing my girls, I left for the airport.

      Finally on my way, I unlocked my cellphone. Taking my wedding ring off of my left finger, I replaced it with the other ring, and placed my wedding ring in the box in my purse. Noticing several texts, I began opening them.

      Seeing the first one, it reminded me of the predicament I find myself in.

      "Oh yes baby, fuck me." I could hear through my earbud. Seeing my legs pointing upward, in my bed, the night before my wedding, I cringed. Seeing 3 other quick clips, I opened the 5th text.

      "Thought you needed a refresher on who has the leverage, bitch. I cannot wait to get to Toronto." Closing my phone, I just stared out the window.

      ------------

      Arriving at the airport, an airport steward met my Uber and helped take my cases for early check-in. Since my flight wasn't for over 2 hours, It worked perfectly. "Please preboard the blue suit bag," I said. "I don't want to wrinkle what's in it." Satisfied, I proceeded into the lobby.

      Pulling out my Business Class ticket, I made my to the security line. Receiving a text, I opened it. "There's a coffee shop before our gate, I'm sitting in the back. Hurry the fuck up."

      Quickly responding, I sent a reply. "Just trying to get past security, I'll be there shortly." After texting Shelly, making sure she settled in, I reminded her that I will look for her If I have a free moment and not to interrupt me, unless any emergency occurs at the convention.

      Getting past security, I put my trench coat on over my tiny frame. Walking down the corridor looking for the coffeeshop, I check my ticket. Seeing "Gate 18" on it, I return it back in my bag.

      Arriving at the coffeeshop at gate 16, I stand outside, shaking inside. Knowing our "visits" are never of the respectful or cordial manner, I take a deep, cleansing breath and step

      inside. Looking around, I notice him in, alone, at a table in the very back of the room.

      
        
      

      Seeing his cold, empty eyes staring at me, the clear disgust, anger, hatred, and pain I inadvertently caused, I slowly walk towards him.

      Standing in front of him, he turns his head to the left, acknowledging my presence. "Show me," he quietly, but powerfully ordered. With me pausing, desperately wanting to speak, he added, "NOW!"

      Looking around the relatively busy coffeeshop, I untied the sash on my trench coat and slowly undid each button. When the last button released, my coat opened. Seeing this, an evil smirk quickly appeared, then disappeared, from his face. Reaching over, he put his big hand on my nylon clad leg. As I shamefully looked away, he slid his hand under my dress and inched his way upward, moving it slowly along my inner thigh. I instinctively put my left hand on his. "Tyler, not here honey. Please," I pleaded, knowing my words had no authority behind them.

      Playing tug-o-war for a brief instant as I was trying to stifle his progress, he quietly, yet forcefully, rebutted, "Release my hand... MOTHER, or I'll bend you over this fucking table right now and show everyone what a wanton cock whore you are."

      Aghast at the vileness of what he just said, I released my grip, and instead, began raking my manicured finger nails over the top of his hand. Having already put the promise ring on my left finger, and my wedding ring in my purse, I proceeded to run my other hand through his hair.

      "Don't you ever fucking stop me from what is mine, do you understand!" The venom in voice, clear.

      "Yes, I understand," I submissively replied.

      "Sit," he bluntly stated.

      Sitting next to him, he put his hand, again on my leg, flicking my pantyhose with his fingers. "I don't know what your fucking problem is mom. Just 2 days ago, you were moaning like a whore, when I was fucking you. Don't act shy now." he quipped, as his jaw was now clenched.

      Softly, I tried to reason with him, "Baby, that's because we were in that motel room. So its' just us. I don't ever turn you down in there."

      
        "Anywhere, anytime, remember? You fucking begged me to talk to you after you chose that mother fucker over me," he jested, reminding me of the "understanding" I agreed to, in order for him to even be in my presence. "If you would have not married him, I would never have forced you!"

      Feeling my phone buzz, I saw it was from my husband. "Honey, I need to take this." Answering it, I hesitantly spoke. "He..hello?"

      "Hey, just making sure you got to the airport safely," my husband, Roger, inquired.

      Confirming that I did, and that I was in a coffee shop, having tea and a danish, we talked for a couple minutes. Telling me how his trip began, and that he will be home to the girls Wednesday, I felt Tyler's hand grip my knee.

      "Umm honey, I need to go, Shelly's trying to reach me," I quickly said, seeing the angry look on my son's face. Hanging up, I once again felt Tyler's wrath.

      "I wanted a life with you mom," he reminisced. "When you gave birth to Gracie, I was the happiest man on Earth." Pausing, and with a fiery, bitter look in his eyes, he stated, "Then you fucked it up. You took my daughter from me. That mother fucker isn't her father, neither is Katie."

      Knowing this all to be true, I just let him vent.

      ---------

      Before I met my husband, Tyler and I had been in an extremely torrid sexual relationship, six months after he turned 18. Having been held back in 1st grade, he was a 19 yr old senior in high school, when I became pregnant with our daughter, Gracie. Having conceived the night of his graduation, at almost 20, he was going to be a father.

      ---------

      Seeing how haggard he looked, he had turned to drugs, almost immediately after abruptly running out on me after my wedding ceremony.

      "Sweetheart, you can't even provide for yourself. The girls are loved and cared for, ok?"

      
        
      

      Removing his hand from my sultry caress, he snapped back. "But not by me! I'm their father!" As people turned their heads. I caressed his hand again.

      Having conceived my 4 month old, Sarah, on a business trip I took with him in January of last year, 3 months after I married, Roger, I passed her off as being my husbands child.

      "Tyler, I married him for us, I wish you understood." Continuing, I added, "When I got pregnant with Gracie the night you graduated high school, the suspicion began building at the office. Remember, I hadn't dated anyone in years, until we started what we have."

      Turning away from me, I caressed his face. "Honey, please. Listen to me." I begged. "I was afraid of society learning that the person who pumped a child into my womb, was my own son."

      "So you're fucking ashamed it was me!" He again yelled, as heads turned once again.

      "No, no. Not at all. What we had honey, not many ever realize. You're the one who put our daughters into me. Do you understand what the consequences would have been, had we ever got caught. Honey I lov..."

      Clearly not wanting to hear my annoying voice, as he calls it, he put a hand up. "Shut up, OK! I don't believe you!" Sarcastically chuckling, he continued, "You love me. Yet, you share a bed with that old bastard, AND he's fucked you!"

      "Sweetie, since our marriage, I can count the number of times he and I have been intimate ok? 6 times to he exact," I counted, using my nailed fingers.

      The one time we needed, was after my business trip to Singapore. He believes Sarah is his, so it clears the way for us," I whispered, slowly running my nails over his hand.

      "I said shut up... Clara."

      Knowing I don't like him using my name, I ended the argument.

      ***********

      
        
      

      As our flight wasn't set to depart until 1:15, I cupped my hand on my sons crotch and whispered in his ear, "Give me 2 minutes, and come to the family bathroom at Gate 15." Taking his hand and placing it on the gusset of my nylons, I breathlessly said, "Momma needs a pre flight fucking baby. AGAINST THE WALL." Picking my bag, I sauntered out of the coffeeshop.

      Entering the family bathroom, I locked the door. Hitching my dress over my waist I took my nylons down to my hips. Quickly unbuttoning the top of my dress, I freed my tits from their prison. Texting my son, "I'm ready." I waited.

      Hearing a knock, I stood behind the door, opening it a crack, Tyler walked in. Closing it immediately, I locked it. Seeing the picture in front of him. I didn't have to say much. As he was taking his pants down, I said in husky voice, "Fuck your mother young man. Make me sit on that plane with your cum swirling in me."

      Pushing me against the wall, he lifted me. Wrapping my legs, as best I could, around his fat body, he pushed into me in one stroke. "Ohhhhhhh Tyler," I silently moaned.

      When he bottomed out, I whispered again seductively, "Fuck me baby."

      With that, his hips began moving. Developing a rhythm, we could hear passengers making their way around the airport. Looking in the mirror above the sink, I witnessed his butt clench every thrust in me. With the acne on his butt and back as the only ick I'd like to see cured, he continued moving in and out of me. In his arms like a ragdoll, all I could was hold on to him and encourage.

      "Oh honey, yes, yes," I silent mewled.

      Hearing the handle of the door jiggle, a voice called out, "Someone is using this one, mommy."

      Looking at each other, I gave him a wry smile. Pumping away, he was focused on fucking me. Beginning to speed up, I could tell he was close to orgasming. Putting my head in his chest, I mumbled Incoherently, "Harder baby, pump your cum into me."

      His breathing beginning to labor, my eyes rolled behind my head. "Ba..baby.. cum.. cum in me...c'mon."

      
        Two more hard pumps into my quivering vagina, he slammed his hips into me, locking me, helpless, against the wall. Feel the initial pulse, I felt warm goo evacuate his, still hard, cock. Pulse after pulse, 3 pulses in all, and his hips stop. Kissing him on the lips, I hoped I hear the words I was desperate to hear.

      Backing away, my legs dropped to the floor. Grabbing my hair, I knelt on my trench coat lying on the ground. Enveloping his deflating pipe, I quickly slurped the remnants of our joint spend into my waiting belly. Pulling me off, "Fix yourself up, bitch," was all he said.

      Slowly standing, I looked away. Putting my boobs back into my bra, I proceeded to button the top buttons. Once complete, I pulled my pantyhose snug over my waist, them proceeded to smooth the hemline back over waist. Quickly reapplying my lipstick, we grabbed our belongings and wentbto open the door. Nonchalantly walking out, several eyes locked onto us. Holding my sons arm, we proceeded to our Gate 18.

    
  
    
      Chapter 2

      After our quickie in the bathroom, Tyler and I proceeded to our gate to await preboard. Finding gate 18 with a sign showing 'Toronto', I realized in less than 4 hours, Tyler would be pumping another million, or so, sperm into my womb, on its' mission to fertilize an egg. Staying at the St. Regis in Toronto, I cautiously looked forward to our intimate time, alone. Noticing a couple small stains on my pantyhose, I made sure the slit in my dress wasn't prominent.

      Since the flight was almost 2 hours, I decided to call the St. Regis hotel, where my son and I would be staying, to confirm our suite.

      "The reservation has been confirmed, but unfortunately, we could not secure you a suite, Mrs. Cole," the employee informed me. "Due to the convention, we are at full capacity so we inadvertently double-booked. We are complimenting you a different room. Please forgive us for the inconvenience."

      Disappointed, yet understanding, I ended the call.

      "Honey," I began, looking over at Tyler. "We have been downgraded to a smaller room, since the hotel is full this weekend."

      
        "As long as I'm fucking you into a coma, I don't care." Sitting there stonefaced, he looked at the other planes outside.

      Putting my hand on the back of his neck, I slowly started raking my nails, seductively, up and down. Staring at him, I reinforced his last statement. "You'll be fucking me for the better part of 12 days, honey. I want these next two weeks to, hopefully, rekindle what we have."

      As Tyler stared at the only photo I had taken of him, our girls, and myself together, I snuggled up closer to him.

      "I remember how happy you were when we had that photo done," I reminded him. "I was happy Roger was away, so we could accomplish that."

      Him still bring silent, I continued. "The laughter you gave the girls, then after putting them down for the night, the intimacy you and I shared. I want that again, honey. I know you want it to."

      "Then fuckin' divorce him." The curt, harsh tone, symbolizing the hatred he now has for me.

      Exasperated, I kept reiterating. "I don't want you living with your father, Tyler. You and I had a plan. Yes, I know we were suppose to sell our house, and move, but then we conceived Gracie. THAT changed everything. I soon began getting bombarded at the office wondering who my 'secret' boyfriend was."

      Indifferent, Tyler simply responded, "So what?"

      "Really? You don't care that I was trying to keep US from being found out. I was never ashamed of us, sweetie. I feared losing us. That's why I, ultimately, married Roger," My voice, barely above a whisper.

      "Flight 2156, to Toronto, Ontario, will begin preboard in 10 minutes."

      The announcement that our flight was about to commence, I wanted to make one thing clear to my son. "I've already told Roger, not asked, I wanted you to move in with us. We have a small cottage in back that you and I can use. Yes, it might be difficult, but we will make it work."

      Seeing him sit up, I added, "That puts you around our daughters, and you can restart your own schooling."

      
        
      

      Trying to lighten the mood, I quipped, "You did promise me a ranch in Wyoming so no one would ever know about us. Baby, I lo..."

      Slamming him fist against the chair next to us, he again stopped me. "Don't fucking say you love me!"

      Garnering unwarranted attention, a few heads turned. Embarrassed, I chose to remain silent.

      ***********

      Settling in our assigned seating, there were 2 seats, not like the cramped 3-seat configuration behind the curtain a few rows back. After Tyler put what i asked him to put in the overhead, I reached for his hand. Running my nails delicately over his, I was hoping he'd look my direction. For a couple minutes, I ran my fingers up and down his arm. Hearing my phone buzz, i took it out.

      Knowing I had a few minutes before we left the gate, I texted my husband, my mother-in-law, and Shelly, separately. Confirming our imminent departure, I put my phone away.

      "Mrs. Cole, Mr. James; Thank you flying with us today. I'm Jen. May I start you off with a beverage?" As our flight attendant introduced herself, Tyler perked up.

      "Yea give me a Bud," he ordered, "She'll have a glass of your Pinot Noir." Knowing my favorite alcoholic beverage, I could only smile.

      "Thank yo..." I tried saying, only to be interrupted, again.

      "Shut.....up......" Gripping my hand, he quietly, but forcefully said. "The next time I want to hear your annoying fucking voice, is when my cock is balls deep in you. Got it!" the venom, pouring out of him.

      Nodding, he pushed my hand away from his. "Now, leave me the fuck alone."

      -------------

      
        For the duration of the 1:49 minute flight, Tyler had his earbuds in his ear, enjoying music, as he had his hand under the trenchcoat I placed over my waist.

      With my nylons down at my hips, a periodic touching of my vulva, sent a jolt in me. As my hand rested on his, I tried watching a show on the inflight entertainment center.

      During a bit of minor turbulence, his finger went between my folds. "Ohhhhh," I silently moaned, clutching Tyler's hand. Garneting his attention, he removed one of his earbuds.

      "Sor..Sorry," I said, releasing my grip on his hand. As I looked away shamefully, he spoke.

      "Mom," his voice hardened, his hand removed from under my trenchcoat. "I'm ordering us another beverage."

      Nodding my head, I quietly said, "Yes honey, thank you."

      Ordering our drinks, he returned to his music. Deftly returning my nylons over my waist, I smoothed down my dress and tried to enjoyed the remainder of our flight.

      ********

      Hearing the landing gear touchdown, we arrived at Pearson International Airport in Toronto.

      "Honey, we landed," I said seeing Tyler's eyes closed. Gathering our belongings, we filtered out into the airport. Finding out where baggage claim was, we made our way.

      "Did you bring the dresswear I told you to bring," he said bluntly.

      "Its' in the blue bag you're carrying sweetie, I had it pre..."

      "I just asked if you brought it, mom, I don't need a fucking dialogue," he retorted, continuing to cut me off.

      
        After clearing customs, we proceeded on with the business at hand. As we were walking through the airport, the gazes we would receive, were what I expected. As I was dressed professionally, Tyler, was not. He had a simple Virginia Cavaliers sweater, jeans with holes in various spots, and his sneakers. Since he has lived with his father since I married Roger, he doesn't care how he dresses anymore. Tyler always did everything for me, to make me happy.

      Now, it's purely about sex for him. Nothing more, nothing else. I can see what marijuana has done to him. When I voiced my concerns after learning of his usage, he told me to 'mind my own fucking business' and that 'I chose my path'. When I pressed him, he ended up backhanding me. This happened the first time I had seen him since my wedding, a few months earlier. Right after that, we had sex for the 1st time since that same time period.

      Reaching the baggage claim, we got our bags and proceeded to the shuttle area, where we caught our ride to the hotel.

      .

      ***************

      As our shuttle pulled up to the hotel entrance, dozens and dozens of people were arriving as well. Limosuines, taxis, were lined up, providing a view of things to come. Since it was Sunday, 4:30 pm, the majority were conference attendees, all checking in. As we waited in line to check in, I was holding my son's arm. Snuggled close up to him, I marveled at the beauty of the lobby.

      "Isn't it beautiful, honey?" I began. "No wonder they chose to host the conference here," I remarked.

      "And I care why?" Tyler impolitely quipped. "I'm not here for your conference. Let's just get to our room. I want those legs of yours, up." Saying it a little to loudly, we received a couple glances from others.

      Not at all surprised by his voracity, I was still bothered by how he, now, speaks to me. But, also knowing of his temper, I responded accordingly. "I know honey, just a few more minutes.

      "Next!" Alerted by the hotel clerk, Tyler and I proceeded to the counter. Handing over our ID and passports, The lady began work on her computer. "Mrs. Cole, Mr. James, welcome to St. Regis hotel. We serve Continental breakfast, every morning from 6-10 am downstairs."

      
        Sliding us the key to our room, Tyler asks, "They have room service here, right? We wont be leaving our room much."

      Astonished, the embarrassment appeared. Looking at the desk worker, I could sense uncomfortability in her demeanor.

      "Yes sir, room service is 24 hours," she said.

      "Good," Tyler remarked. "We have business to take care of." Seeing the concierge with our luggage on his cart, he led us up to our room.

      "DING!"

      Arriving at the 4th floor. the concierge led us to our room, 401. Being the first room right off the elevator, It is situated to the left of the elevators, looking down the hallway. Taking our key and opening the door, the concierge pushed his cart in our room. Removing our luggage off the cart and placing it on the floor, I then tip him. Leaving, he closes our door.

      *************

      Standing just inside the door, a giant king-sized bed stood out. With lamps on either sidetable, the elegance of this simple room was keen. With the drapes open, the skyline, overlooking, a giant lake, provided us with a beautiful scenery, filled with trees and a huge park. A walk-in shower that was glamorous, showcased a cascading waterfall from the spout above. The only major issue I had was the little spacing at the bottom of our door. Able to see light in the hallway, I also knew fellow guests would be receiving a show, as well.

      As I was beginning to remove my trench coat and put my purse on the table by the bathroom. Tyler pushed me against the wall.

      Immediately lifting my left leg, I was caught off-guard by his suddenness. "Tyler!" I clamored, his hands pushing my dress over my waist.

      "Baby, please! We just got here," helpless with his body fastening me against the wall. Tugging at my pantyhose, I knew this was a futile attempt to at least temporarily quell his animalistic desires.

      
        Kissing my neck, I struggled to unbutton the top of my dress. Once successful, he pushed my bra up, over my tits.

      "Take me to our bed, Tyler," submissively, yet lovingly saying. "Give momma a good fucking. Don't hold back."

      Carrying me to our bed, he dropped me onto it. As I was pushing a hole in the gusset area of my already, stain laden pantyhose, my son was hurriedly removing his pants. Lying there, with my dress up over my waistline, and my bra pushed up under my chin, giving him unfettered access to my breats, I lay back, resting my head on the pillow. Seeing the wall clock reading '5:02', I opened my legs as Tyler began his journey to paradise.

      ************

      "Oh! Tyler, Oh yes!"

      Having gotten into a rhythm, our bodies were already slapping together. With every brutish thrust into me, I was at his mercy.

      "Fuck yea!" Holding my legs up in a "V", my son was focused on the MILF, lying shamelessly under him.

      "Unh! Unh! Unh!Unh!" Through our moans and grunts, Tyler was on a mission to destroy my insides. "Oh Baby, yessss."

      Not 20 minutes into our incestuous coupling, my son was already perspiring. Thrusting as hard as he could, not caring whether he was hurting me or not, he was releasing all of his anger, disgust, hurt, in my tiny body.

      "Oh Tyler. yes! Fu..fuck your... moth...mother," I began stammering, my defenses dissolving. "Oh yes!!!!" A hard thrust, forcing my head to contact the headboard, also pried loose one of my high heels. Falling unpretentiously behind Tyler on the mattress, he kept up violent rampage.

      "WHO'S... PUSSY!" He snarled, slamming relentlessly in my tunnel.

      Your...Yours...hon..honey..All...yours...my...love," I blissfully, yet achingly, tried saying.

      
        
      

      "Fuckin..bitch.. Fuck..yea..take it! Take..my...dick.!" The hurtful rhetoric, a normal response to our sexual sessions, makes me feel like I am, indeed, that cum vessel he claimed I, now, am.

      Readjusting our bodies, he continued. "What a fuckin' nasty bitch. In a motel, letting her son, who she threw to the gutter, fuck her in a foreign country."

      "Unh!Unh!Unh! Unh!, oh Tyler!"

      The continuous thumping and the headache inducing squeaking of the bedsprings,

      drowned out our grunts and moans.

      Holding on for life, my fingers laced over his sweaty shoulders, my eyes rolled behind my head. Thrashing my head from side to side, I felt the vile slurping, squishing sounds emanating from our juices. With his face buried in my neck, his laborious breathing was the first sign of his pending orgasm.

      "Come on honey. Fill my pussy, pump your whore MILF full of your cum," I modestly encouraged. "Paste my insides. Reclaim your property."

      Digging my nails into back and shoulder, he finally reached the finish line.

      "Fucckkkkk yesssss!!"

      Through gritted teeth, Tyler growled his latest triumph. Jet after incestuous jet, erupted against my cervix. As Tyler uncontrollably shook above me, desperately ridding his balls of every drop, I could only look at the ceiling of our hotel room.

      The intensity slowing, I ran my fingers through his hair. "Oh Tyler," I softly said. His hips finally ceasing, we lie just as we were, breathing heavily.

      "Hol...holy fuck...mom," he breathlessly said.

      
        Trying to make light, I said,"fe..feel..bet..better.? You were rea..really...work...worked up."

      Regaining control of his wind, he added, "I can fuck this nonstop."

      Feeling his deadweight now beginning to affect my own comfort, I needed him to get off.

      "Honey, please pull out. Your weight is too much."

      Pulling out, the deluge of our built up minstrations came crashing out of my cunt. Saturating our unlined mattress, we had initiated our bed, how he now likes.

      Seeing the glint on his semi-hard penis, the white foam that accumulated during our 40 minutes of fucking, plus the evidence matted on middle aged pussy, was proof positive his mission was accomplished.

      Standing up, he walked around the bed where my head was still on the pillow. "Suck it," he ordered.

      Taking him fully down my throat, he was intent on giving my tonsils a workout.

      "Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!" Gripping my head, he tried forcing his whole length and girth down my wanton throat.

      Unrepentant, he jackhammered his meat vigorously. Feeling the urge to cum for the 2nd time, he gripped my head and held still., "AHHHH!! Fuck mom!!"

      Jerking his body forward and back, he poked my voice box, fillling my esophagus with the milky residue about to rest in my stomach.

      "Ahhuck! Ahhuck! Ahhuck!" Coughing profusely, my eyes were watering. My lipstick and makeup now a disaster, he nonchalantly begins retrieving his underwear and jeans.

      Humiliated, I scooch my way to the beds edge.

      
        "Make our fuckin' bed mom. Later on, the sheets and blanket will also be stained," The venom, now overflowing.

      "Yes, honey," I softly said, content, yet deeply upset.

      "I'm taking a walk," he proclaimed. "You don't need to know where I am going. Im only here for that pussy. I don't want to hear how much you, supposedly, love me. Empty my luggage, also." With that, he threw his sweat shirt back on and exited our room.

      *************

      After a relaxing bath, I quickly remade our bed. Feeling more refreshed, I began getting dressed. Since my 41st birthday was on Wednesday, I was looking forward to what Tyler had in store for us.

      Cinching the garter belt around my waist, I pulled each tan stock over my legs. Securing the hose to the straps, I put a red lace bra on.

      My boobs, aching from the recent events, were tucked snuggly in their soft residence. Putting on a red flannel dress, I put my red heels by our bed. Applying my makeup and primping my hair, I awaited Tyler's return. Only 7pm, we were planning on dinner.

      Reaching for my phone, I noticed several texts and missed called over the last hour. Pleased that our secret is safe here, I responded to them all. Informing Sherry of our arrival, I told her I felt comfortable, now, introducing my lover to her. Needing to check on my daughters I phoned home. Deciding it safe us FaceTime, I pressed send.

      Seeing Gracie's face, I was joyful.

      "Hey precious," I said, "How's my angel?"

      "Badahamabobuda," my little girl babbled.

      Appearing in the picture, my mother-in-law let me know how things were, and that she's happy I made it here safely. Seeing how I was dressed, she commented.

      
        "I'm guessing you and your assistant are going out before all those meeting this week?" She asked, querily.

      "I'm just waiting on her, then we're going to have dinner. Maybe hit up a show, then get a good nights sleep," I remarked, lying to her.

      "Well you just be careful sweetheart. The girls are driving their Auntie crazy in the other room." Thanking her, I ended the call.

      ***********

      Sitting at the table by the window, I was overlooking some papers Shelly was using tomorrow. Hearing jiggling at the door, Tyler arrived back.

      "Hi baby, welcome back." I said, happy for his return. "I was waiting for you so we can go down to dinner."

      Seeing my stilettos by the bed, he inquired, "What the fuck mom, why don't you have these on!" His voice, raising.

      Hurry over I step into them apologizing.

      "I'm sorry honey, I was caught up doing..."

      Shoving me against a wall, he began unbuttoning his pants.

      "What the fuck have I told you about always being ready for me.!"

      "Hon..honey... I was..j...just awaiting... your... your ret.. return...to ha...have dinner." The fear in my face, apparent.

      Letting me down, he tersely remarked, "You're lucky, fucking you has also made me hungry. Once we're done, we're coming back here."

      
        Readjusting my dress, I softly replied, "As you wish, honey."

    
  
    
      Chapter 3

      As we left our room, we went downstairs to have dinner. Holding his hand, I did feel safe with him. Just wanting our old life back, I was, reluctantly acceptant of how he was treating me. I did not like it, but it was the only way I could be around him.

      After cleaning up, Tyler dressed down, nicely. He wore a button-down shirt I bought him and a pair of slacks.

      "Good evening, welcome to Ritzy's. Just the 2 of you, tonight?" Welcoming us to the in-hotel restaurant, we were greeted by the host.

      "Yes, just my son and I," I claimed, softly.

      Taking us to our table, my cell phone buzzed.

      "May I take this call honey? It's my husband. He's also on a business trip," I'd asked.

      "Why are you asking? You didn't listen to me when I told you not to marry him," the indifference in his voice, stark.

      "Tyler... pl..."

      "BUZZ! BUZZ!!

      Picking up, I began to speak.

      "Hi honey, Shelley and I just sat down to eat," I lied, as Tylers' hand sat on my leg. "We have meetings all day tomorrow, so we wanted to get an early shut-eye." Softly tracing along my inner thigh, Tyler was trying to distract me.

      
        Seductively smiling, I put my hand on top of his and continued speaking. "I called home and checked on the girls. I guess they're driving your sister crazy."

      Chuckling through the phone, he said he could only imagine. Continuing our conversation, I looked at my son. Trying to gauge his thought process, I decided, tomorrow to pose the question I wanted, to Roger. Seeing the server walking to us, I ended the call.

      "Honey, the server is here, We need to give them our orders, I'll talk to you later." Usually telling him 'I love you', I didn't say it this time. Pressing 'end call', I put my phone away.

      After we ordered our food, I just sat there looking at my son. Traipsing my nails delicately along his neck and hair, I also kissed his neck and face, trying to get any response. Ultimately, I decided to break the silence.

      "Honey," I began, probing the situation. "We need to work this out. Please." The begging in my voice, apparent.

      "I have nothing to say, Clara. Drop it," he said, barely above a whisper.

      "So this is just purely sexual for you then, I take it," I posed, questioningly.

      Agitated, Tyler, in a low, but serious tone reminded me, "It was you, who contacted me; It was you, who begged me; It was you who used infidelity, now, twice. So yes, It's JUST about sex. YOU wanted this."

      "Tyler," I followed, as the ache in my heart persisted, "What happens if I did divorce him. Then what? Do we just go back to normal?

      As he sat there listening to me, he had an indifference to him. Seemingly not caring about my please, he showed a blank look.

      Continuing, I added, "I know I've hurt you, us. But the way you treat me now, is unfathomable."

      Angrily slamming his hand on the table, eliciting glances from the other patrons, he bellowed. "You make this about me? You fucking married someone else after we had a child. YOU ruined us, not me. So before you push this on me... MOM... look in the mirror!"

      
        
      

      Emphasizing the word mom, I guiltily scanned the restaurant. Suddenly interrupted, we hear another voice making it's presence.

      "Clara," I hear.

      Seeing that it was my Assistant, Shelly, I became self-conscious. Shelly had known I was having an affair on my husband, but she didn't know who the person was.

      "Shelly. Oh. hey...hey," I stuttered.

      I'm sorry to interrupt you. I was eating over there with some others and heard commotion here. That's when I noticed you. Looking like the cat that ate the canary, her look turned to wonder. The look on her face, told me she everything.

      "And who do I have the honor of introducing myself?" Looking, intruguingly, at my son.

      Speaking up, I figured it was time to he honest to her. "Shel, this is my son Tyler. Tyler, honey, this is my assistant, Shelly Marks."

      Brushing her off, Tyler went back to his drink set forth before him.

      "Since I'm here, Clara, can I have a quick word about tomorrow's meetings? It will only take a minute," she said, seeking Tyler's approval.

      Not receiving a response, I just said, "Sweetie, I'll be right back." Leaving my purse and shaul behind, I joined Sherry.

      Stopping a few feet away, I could see the antipathy clearly, on her face.

      "Your son? Clara, Is he the one you've been seeing in that motel," she quipped, intrigued curiosity on her face.

      Ashamed, I nodded. "Yes," was all I could say.

      
        
      

      Doing math in her head, she made another astute observation. Putting her hand over her mouth, surprised she said, "So your daughter..."

      "Both," I interrupted. Looking away, ashamed, I was concerned about our professional relationship, now.

      "Wow," Shelley added. "No wonder you are so stressed.

      "Not stressed, "I said, barely above a whisper. "He fucks the stress out of me," a hapless smile, on my face.

      Putting her hand on mine, she said, "Hey. You're secret is safe with me." The reassurance, noted. "He must be good, to wear you out."

      "We've only been here 3 hours and..."

      "Mom," The voice powetfully called out. "Get over here!"

      "Quickly, I excused myself "I gotta go, remember...," I began, before Shelly interrupted.

      "Only if it's an emergency!" She orated, winking at me.

      When she left, I rejoined my son.

      **********

      After eating, I asked Tyler if we could go on a walk. Since it was nice out, even at 8:30, I wasn't going to give up. Holding his hand, fingers interlocked, we walked along the riverfront.

      "I can see our room from here," Pointing up to the building. "It's the only one with the drape still open." Trying to make humor, I wasn't succeeding well. After a while, I released his hand and stood in front of him.

      
        
      

      Wrapping my hands around his neck, I stood on my tiptoes, even in my heels, and kissed him.

      "Baby, please," I voiced, looking him in his eyes. "I'm going to tell Roger I want you living with us. Please. Come back to me. Please understand why I did what I did."

      Still not receiving a response, I continued. "I want another baby... from you. You can live in the cottage behind the house. We can make this work."

      Hearing me speak, Tyler rubbed his chin. Taking internally what I was saying, he spoke.

      Stern, yet pointedly, he quipped, "So you want me to move in with you guys?" As I nodded, he continued. "I live in the cottage, and you and I continue what we've been doing.?"

      "With love, yes. Not anger," I added.

      "How can I be a father to my own children, if his old ass is there," he distinctly uttered. "You say no one can know about us, yet you want the security of Roger, without any suspicions."

      Thinking I had all my bases covered, he added, "No. You either end your marriage and give me my children, or I'll eventually get to the point of not even getting between your legs anymore, and just let society know. In the end, they are my kids."

      Shocked, I admit I snapped. "You are willing to destroy your own chil..."

      "SMACK!"

      Falling to the ground, I looked up in fear at Tyler. "YOU FUCKED IT UP, YOU STUPID BITCH!"

      Holding my face, he grabbed my arm. "YOU MARRIED SOMEONE ELSE!! TOOK MY KIDS FROM ME!! DON'T YOU EVER FUCKING SHAME ME AGAIN!"

      Now standing, I looked around. With no one in the park at that time, I pleaded with him. "Honey I wasn't trying..."

      
        
      

      "SMACK! SMACK!"

      "FUCK YOU! EITHER HE'S GONE, OR I AM!!" Tyler was snarling, at the top of his lungs.

      Now crying, and trickles of blood on my lip, Tyler pushed me off him. "Leave me the fuck alone," he calmly, but authoritatively, said.

      Walking briskly away, I plopped down on tye bench and cried.

      ******

      Arriving back the hotel, it was now 9pm. Having missed a call from my mother-in-law, I sent her a text apologizing for not wishing the girls, goodnight. Looking out the window, I pleaded outloud, "Honey.. I love you. Please come back."

      Just then, I heard the door jiggle.

      "Tyler!" I shouted, running to the door. Opening it, I suddenly blacked out.

      *********

      Opening my eyes, I realized my legs and hands were handcuffed to the bed. Feeling pain in my face, and with a nasty headache, I saw Tyler. Between my legs, he looked down at me.

      "About time, you woke up, mom," The anger, now simmering. "I've been walking, and have made my own decision."

      Unable to move, he ripped the buttons from the top of my dress off. Now open, he pushed my lace bra over my breasts. Scooching closer, he says," When I'm done with you tonight, you will do one of two things. 1. You will call Roger personally, and end your marriage, TONIGHT; or 2. I walk away, forever. Fuck you and Roger."

      
        Pushing my hemline over my waist, he placed his turgid cock ar my entrance and asked me, "How badly do you want me?"

      Before I could speak, he impaled himself fully in me. "Ohhhhh Tylerrrrr."

      Bottoming out, balls deep in me and with contempt in his eyes, he cursed me. "You deserve this, you fuckin bitch."

      ********

      Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh!

      Now 1am, we had been going at it 4 hours. After freeing my legs, my wrists were still shackled to the bed. Having cum inside me 3 previous times, he was working on number 4.

      "Oh Tyler, oh baby!" As the perspiration dripped off Tyler, my own sweating had matted my hair to my face. Every violent thrust in me, Tyler spewed vile filth at me.

      "Me...or that.. mother...fucker...mom."

      As my nylon clad legs were now pointing toward the ceiling, Tyler proceeded to pound me. With the intention of breeding me, the aroma of sex permeated our room.

      "Fuck, take it mom!" Every plunge into my womb, as my vaginal walls gripped him, punctuated our incestuous dealings.

      "Oh Ty..Tyler...Eas..Easy bab..baby...," The desperation exponuding.

      "O..K..!O..K..!! You.. wi..win..."

      Tyler, still full speed, kept pumping my middle aged cunt..

      "Ahh! Ahh!! Fuck yes!!"

      
        
      

      "Unh! ba..by..! Oh..Tyler.."

      In an out, over and over, he ripped my insides. My tits were bouncing uncontrollably in the moonlit room. With runs in my hosiery, he finally signalled to me that he was about to burst. With his full nuts slapping against my upturned ass, and thighs, he let loose in me.

      "Ahhh fuckkkkkk! Take...it...Allllll!!!," He bellowed, slamming himself forward. Mashing his scrotum into my ass and thighs, wave after incestuous wave exploded into my pussy. Ever pulse of his ick escaping his hose splashed against my cervix. Finally expelling the last remaining drops of cum into me, he pulled out.

      As the deluge of our variegated juices cascaded out of my exhausted, beat up pussy, we both lie there, panting.

      "We are leaving Tuesday, when your business trip is suppose to end," he said. "As soon as we get to your home, you will take MY kids, and leave him. Start the process of purchasing us a house.. immediately."

      Nodding, he unbuckled my hands from the headboard. With a mix of anger, sadness, but joy, I asked him point blank if he was willing to have the whole of society know of our linkage.

      "I didn't care who knew, mom. I wish you would have trusted me. You have a lot to do to win my love back," he pointedly added.

      "I love you honey. Damn it, I love you," I was crying. "I'm just afraid I'll lose my job due to our union."

      Hugging me, I felt a glimmer of what I hoped to win back.

      ********

      Monday and Tuesday, Tyler and me had sex, Lots of it, just not the hate fucking he would give me. Although not what we had before, my relenting to his demands, put a halt to his angry tirade. As long as i kept my end, I hope for a brighter future. Shelly did handle my meetings without issue. Periodically referencing me, I gave her all the tools necessary. Knowing she was going to he receiving a nice bonus from me, she ended up flying back to Virginia, Tuesday morning.

      
        
      

      ******

      When we arrived home, Tyler walked in my house I shared with Roger. Telling him I wanted a divorce didn't sit well. Explaining to him I ruined my relationship with Tyler, I admitted to marrying him for convenience. After telling him I conceived Sarah through infidelity. Tyler never did force me to admit of our sexual relationship, I just told Roger, I should have never married him.

      As I began divorce proceedings, I had a paternity test done on Sarah. Without acknowledging who the father was, I did prove Roger was not. Meanwhile, I began the process of purchasing a home. Having found one in Blacksburg, I had the closing date moved up. After taking my girls, Tyler and I rented a hotel for 20 days until we could move into our home. Having a suite, allowed us the privacy to repair our relationship.

      My divorce wasn't contentious, as I had moved into Rogers home. Having sold my old house after my wedding, I put that money aside so we had no community property. The divorce was finalized in 5 months.

      I hurt him, exponentially. No I don't think I deserved being hit by him, I just wanted my baby back. With him not caring about who knew of our relationship, I carefully navigated my job. After securing another job in the same position I was in, I didn't worry about my new employers knowing about our incestuous affair. Once we moved into our home, things, finally, started to turn for the better. The anger was less, which meant when we were intimate, it was more loving.

      A month after my business trip in Toronto, I learned I was, at 41 yrs of age, pregnant with triplets. Tyler and I still have a long way to go as far as trust is concerned, but I see the love coming back.

      Before I became unable to fly due to my pregnancy, Tyler and I flew to Paris, where, with our daughters, legally married under their laws. Although not recognized in the United States, we live as a couple. As our last names were different, it was an easy process marrying in front of a magistrate.

      As Mr. and Mrs. Tyler and Clara James, We now have 6 children. Gracie, now, age 6, Sarah, 4. Our triplets, Jacob, Jason, and Jenny, aged 2 1/2 and our 7 month old Katelyn. Tyler turned 24, a day before Katey was born, and I am going to be 44 soon.

      Tyler is soon to get his credentials in HVAC, welding and plumbing, as he decided against college when I got pregnant with my triplets.

      
        We are happier, believe it or not. The mistake I made in not trusting in us, and being afraid of the world finding out about our relationship, severely damaged the love we had when he was 18. I think I have kept to my promise that WE will always come first. No one will ever come between our love. Not society, laws, nothing.

      As far as my Assistant Shelly, she still works at the same place but now, at almost 30, she is a godsend when we need a night out, as she watched our children for us.

      Tyler isn't ready to stop wanting to impregnate me, but eventually, I told him, my body won't be able to handle that process.

      I still dress for him. The nylons I wear have always been his thing, and I will never, not, provide that to my husband. With every incestuous thrust, deep in my womb, with every moan of his name, and with every time he blows out my back, I will love this man, for the rest of my life.

      
        THE END
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