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Second Chance At Love

◆◆◆

“I need to explain myself properly, Heidi - I’m doing a bad job of it at the moment.”

“Fucking hell, Mom… I don’t know what to say, but this cafe is not the right place to discuss your sex life. People will gossip with even the slightest detail.” 

I stared around the coffee shop wild-eyed, terrified by my confession and wondering if this was just poor timing. My daughter wouldn’t judge me, but she had every right to be shocked to her core because I hadn’t dated since my husband died.

I sipped more coffee, hoping my parched mouth was caused by thirst, but I doubted it because fear drove my emotions. I trembled in fear, not just about gossipers but because, for the first time since I lost my husband, I felt horny as a teenager.

“He’s my first love interest since Harvey.”

“Mom… for fuck’s sake, please… not here. Whatever you are feeling… nobody will celebrate your romance here because they all loved Dad, and as far as they care, you should grieve for him until you die. This town is a gossip hellhole.”

“What about you, Heidi? What do you think of me?”

“I’m your daughter, and I love you no matter what.”

I was excited and sharing a secret love with my only true and discrete girlfriend - a grown-up daughter who understood and the only person I felt safe telling. My husband tragically passed away during a deployment to Iraq, becoming a local hero. Thereafter, I was watched constantly, as though any new man entering my life romantically would besmirch the character and memory of a war hero.

Since losing Harvey, my son, and daughter became my strength and purpose. When they reached eighteen, both encouraged me to date, and I tried hard but never found the right guy—until now.

Oliver was handsome with a ripped body you could watch laboring for hours every day while drinking iced tea in the garden during a hot summer. I had actually done that on occasion when he offered to help trim a few bushes—sadly, not mine, at least, not yet.

We weren’t involved romantically, but heavy flirting between us had been ongoing for weeks, if not months. I took it slowly, encouraging and nurturing my potential lover and boyfriend, hoping he could be mine one day. I’d be lying if I claimed Oliver didn’t turn me on because, when I saw him, I was going through clean panties multiple times a day, even when wearing pads that soaked up my leaking juices.

I hadn’t had a real cock inside me in ages and had altogether forgotten what semen tasted like when coating my tonsils and searing the taste buds across my tongue. All I could recall during masturbation was the comfort of a salty, sticky cream.

I was in an aroused state when I reached home and busied myself with housework after I got the last of my business calls done. When my kids arrived home, Heidi said nothing in front of my son because Mom’s sex life was hardly something to share with him.

As usual, my daughter hung around after dinner while her brother went to catch up with buddies playing Call Of Duty. I poured us fresh Colombian dark roast coffee, and Heidi sat with me at the breakfast bar, gossiping and laughing - a fitting and pleasant end to both our days.

“How is your business doing, Mom?”

“I’m making bank at the moment - It seems everyone wants handmade drapes, and they don’t care how much a pair costs. Going national by using a sales website to reach out was a great idea. My sewing floor and cutting rooms are full, and the staff are paid for as much overtime as they want.”

“My brother is a genius general manager… what can I say?”

“He understands the business well, and everyone loves him. I need to recruit more staff, though. When the website fully kicks in, we will struggle to increase output with the current thirty-six staff working flat out. People will burn out.”

After earning her MBA, Heidi chose to work at the local bank, managing its business loans department. It gave me a helpful pair of hands when I needed it to help figure out how to grow my company, but I would have liked her to have joined her brother, building the company I founded straight out of design college.

“Can we discuss what you mentioned in the coffee shop, Mom?”

“Yeah, but if your brother comes downstairs, we must change the subject immediately.”

“I just want to know that if anything comes from you and Oliver dating or whatever you have in mind with him, could babies be on the horizon?”

“Umm… oh, my. I hadn’t thought that far ahead.”

“Like any guy, he will want kids, and you aren’t even forty yet, so I’m guessing you are still fertile.”

I stared at Heidi, somewhat shaken because I wasn’t even dating Oliver yet and only had an inkling that he had the hots for me. I hadn’t considered anything beyond a first date, and certainly, having more babies never entered my thoughts, but my daughter was right; taking on a single, younger man with no children would challenge and make demands of me.

My daughter smiled and dragged me from a daydream, placing a hand over mine.

“Have you always liked younger men, Mom?”

“I love a young guy’s passion for life and the energy they put into loving and enjoying you. Your Dad was much younger than me, and your stepfather was too. I think all my past boyfriends were younger than me, some by a lot.”

“Is passion what you really mean, or are we talking about sexual energy in the bedroom, Mom? You can be honest with me.”

“I can’t deny a young man makes a great lover, Heidi, but it’s more than that. I feel younger guys try harder to please an older woman because we show them stable kindness and love without the hormonal moodiness that ripped up our emotions in our twenties.”

“Do you think Oliver would be submissive as a lover?”

“No, but I think he would be respectful.”

“He’s well hung, you know?”

“Fuck! Heidi… why would you say that?”

“Oh, come on… look at his jeans when he gardened here a few weeks ago, and you with your tongue hanging out. His cock was like a hose wrapped halfway around his waist. I saw you watching him working from the swing bench.”

I couldn’t deny it. I had soaked in Oliver’s body, including a cock I estimated at ten inches long and very thick. That night in bed, after he brushed leaves and did some weeding in the afternoon while I leered,  I slid my longest, thickest vibrator deep inside my creamy pussy and fucked myself, imagining Oliver was riding my hole.

The twin-eared clitoris tickler on my rabbit vibrator snuggled around my sticky pearl, getting me off in less than a minute to the overwhelming extent I screamed so hard that both my kids ran into the bedroom, looking scared.

I pretended to have woken from a nightmare, but Heidi squinted accusingly. She knew otherwise because women who masturbate regularly understand perfectly well what a latex-vibrating-induced orgasm sounds like.

My daughter eyed me with a sordid expression on her face.

“I would fuck Oliver too, Mom. He’s a great guy and will make an excellent boyfriend for you.”

“Pack it in, sweetheart - get in line.”

After Heidi left, I thanked my good fortune for having such great kids. It could have turned out badly for us both, me having left her Dad when she was less than a year old and then marrying another guy with a baby boy. After that, with one of each gender in the bag, there seemed little point in having more kids because I breastfed both and felt they were entirely mine.

Days passed, and our routine was unfettered by anything unusual. I saw the kids for breakfast and dinner and passed the time of day with both for as long as they could spare. My daughter worked hard at the bank while my son plowed in long hours to advance our family business, pretty much taking all day-to-day responsibilities for production and delivery out of my hands.

By pleasant coincidence, I saw Oliver downtown one day while posting letters and cards. He waved and smiled, enthusiastically crossing the road to see me, hugging me like we hadn’t seen one another in ages. I felt his solid cock, an unmistakable bulge in his jeans, and he deliberately pressed it harder into my pussy.

Oliver looked down at my solid nipples that poked through a light cashmere jumper. I cursed not wearing a bra and hoped he wouldn’t think me a slut. His pupils dilated, nostrils flared, and a speckling of scarlet flushed his cheeks.

I was convinced that Oliver wanted to fuck me, and this meet-cute was a perfect moment to turn to a new page.

My deceased husband was the last man I had fucked, and now, as I stared into Oliver’s lusty eyes, I saw that he wanted me. Our flirting had paid off, bringing us closer into a bubble where love and lust were synergized bedfellows.

When he refused to let go of my hands, squeezing my fingers tightly, my gusset warmed and felt sticky as I oozed love from a pussy that was hot for his cock.

I trembled amid a hormonal tsunami that reignited my carnal desires. His blonde hair, combed into a sweeping quiff, was styled precisely as I liked. Oliver was thoughtful and kind, but right now, he had a giant cock that I wanted to rub hard and kneel before to suck dry.

I imagined Oliver’s cock heavily coated in yummy, salty precum all for me, and I tapped my forehead gently against his, panting with a heaving breast that left nothing to the imagination. He knew this moment differed from our flirting and stared into my eyes with fire blazing in his.

“That was a nice hug, Oliver.”

“Can I take you to dinner, please, tonight… I have something to discuss.”

“Okay… what time would you like to do that?”

“I’ll swing by right after I finish work. We can go to the new Grill joint on Fourth Street.”

“Sizzle and Smoke?”

“Yeah… shall we do it?”

“I would love to, Oliver.”

“It’s a date then.”

“Is it… I mean, a date?”

“I would love it to be.”

“Then it is a date - our first.”

I quivered like a leaf blowing in a hurricane, clinging to a branch, gripping a changing reality while my body was awash with overwhelming hormones. Love’s infinite desire licked beguiling flames around my heart, which fluttered wildly as I returned to being a youthful girl standing in front of a boy, wanting him in love and lust. Oliver and I were not strangers, so I guessed my feelings had already built to a fiery, wanton craving to slide my pussy up and down his well-hung gnarly cock.

When Oliver ran across the street toward his truck and he turned back to wave, I saw his cock bulging in the crotch of his button-up jeans. I didn’t think he tried hard to hide it.

At home, I showered and tried on every dress I owned, settling on a white figure-hugging mid-thigh-length cocktail with matching four-inch stiletto heels. Heidi helped style my hair into beautiful, long, cascading curls that lay suggestively over my breasts and down my back. Then, she lay on my bed reading Cosmo while I messed around with jewelry, the clasps and catches of which she helped with.

“Will you fuck him tonight, Mom?”

“What did you say?”

“Oliver… I am asking if you will fuck him?”

“I want to.”

“Then you should do it. I’ll stay out of the way tonight.”

With Heidi’s words ringing in my ears, I skipped down the driveway when Oliver’s truck showed up. He leaped out of the cab, ran around to my side, and handed me a single, beautiful, deep red rose while opening my door and lending a hand for me to leap in.

“Mom, you look beautiful.”

“Thank you, Oliver - you are such a sweetheart.”

My son waved at his sister, who shot me a sleazy look, knowing how much I wanted to get laid and why because the man taking me to dinner was my perfect lover. I glanced at Oliver and saw his solid cock tenting his jeans, grinning at his arousal.

“What is it, Mom - why are you laughing?”

“It’s nothing, son… honestly, let’s go now, or we’ll hit the evening rush at the restaurant.”

“I reserved a table for us, so there is no rush. Please tell me what’s funny.”

“Later, son. I promise.”

In the restaurant, my son was a perfect date, holding my seat out, sliding it in when I sat, making conversation that avoided work, and even sharing desserts with me after an excellent meal. We left for home at the night’s end, speaking nothing about love and without having enjoyed a first kiss.

Oliver was like a cat dancing on a hot tin roof when we reached home. He was quiet when we opened the front door, obviously keen to avoid his sister knowing too much about us. When he headed for the stairs, I pulled his hand, tugging my son into my arms.

I brushed away a few wisps of hair, ground my drenched pussy into his solid cock, and enjoyed watching lusty, rampant bulls running wild in his eyes. I stared at my son, making my arousal evident, but I was convinced he must have caught a whiff of the creamy layers that adorned my gusset, a few errant dribbles of which were soaking through the scant fabric.

I leaned in and kissed my son, reminded of the early days we first met when I breastfed him. His lips trembled against mine, and, unable to resist while my tongue electrified his, I reached a hand slowly into his crotch and rubbed a thick cock I had dreamed would one-day slide balls deep inside my quivering, creamy slit.

When our first kiss ended, I saw love blossom in his face, like freedom of his pent-up emotions was finally allowed.

“Will you please fuck Mommy with your giant cock, son?”

“I’ve wanted to for so long, Mom.”

“Heidi is out of the way tonight - we have nothing to fear.”

“Does she know about us?”

“That I love you? Yes.”

“I love you too, Mom.”

“Can you please fuck me, son, because my pussy is leaking hormones like a slutty fountain, and it’s been years since I enjoyed a real cock. I’ve probably never had one as big as yours inside me.”

My son lifted and cradled me into his arms with the strength of a twenty-year-old man desperate to fuck his girlfriend for the first time. I kissed Oliver almost nonstop while he carried me upstairs, making me feel young, desired, and very aroused.

In my bedroom, I slipped out of my dress, showing my son I had all the beauty he craved. When his clothes tumbled to the floor, my size estimation for his cock was confirmed. I winked at him while stroking the length of his monster.

“Ten inches of solid cock, Son.”

“A tad more if you measure from the balls to my tip.”

I had a vision of my pregnancy and being inseminated by my Oliver, then breastfeeding our child as I had him. When I slipped to my knees and stared up into my son’s face, I knew the cock I was about to suck would be the only one for evermore.

“I am not taking birth control, Son.”

“Good… I hoped we might skip a few stages, Mom.”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to be with you forever, and I want to have kids.”

“Already? Now, I mean?”

“It’s not like we are strangers.”

“No… that’s very true.”

“Would you prefer I call you Mom or Jasmine?”

“Here, in our bedroom, I prefer Mom; outside, Jasmine is fine.”

I gripped his immense cock squeezing tightly around its throbbing, rock-solid shaft and admired the heavy, sticky precum coating his glans. A perfect pillow of tissue nestled the rim of my son’s cock head, looking like silken rolls clinging to his salty nectar.

“I was in the room when this cock was circumcised. The doctor predicted you would be a big boy.”

“I hope you will enjoy my cock inside you, Mom.”

“Oh, I will - allow me a minute or two to reacquaint myself with the flavor.”

My tongue tip reached out and licked the swollen, creamy glans. An intense burn spread like wildfire, searing my taste buds, cauterizing the soft tissues in my mouth, tonsils, and throat with a flavor so young and intense it activated the primal woman inside me.

I wrapped my lips around my son’s cock head, sucking gently while licking his sticky cream off, letting it coat my tongue, hardwiring me to him. When I gently stroked his giant shaft and sucked the top two inches of solid glans, cleaning off his salty syrup, Oliver moaned and placed both palms gently on my head.

“I have dreamed of doing this for years, Mom.”

I wanked his cock gently and stared up again, swilling his man juices around my mouth, enjoying the hot flavor that lit up my tongue. As much as I wanted to swallow my son’s load, the girl who wanted a boyfriend needed his semen deposited deep inside her, regardless of any pregnancy risks.

“Are you sure this is what you want, Son?”

“Oh yes - I am willing to do whatever it takes to be your boyfriend, husband, and father to our children.’

“I am regular with my period, and my ovulation starts tomorrow. What if you catch me pregnant right away?”

“I would love that, Mom.”

His fingers trembled on the back of my head, but my son added no pressure to his palm that might force my lips down his cock. I sniffed more salty precum as it leaked from the thin slit on the tip of his reddish purple cock head, and I descended my lips again, clenching tightly, this time stretching my jaw wide to accommodate his long, thick shaft fully.

I couldn’t deep-throat my son and had to be satisfied with sucking around four inches. I enjoyed a familiar, much-missed choking when I crammed his glans into the entrance of my throat and gagged. I was pleased my lover never tried to face fuck me or otherwise stretch my throat to the point of pain or discomfort.

I slipped a hand into my crotch, spreading swollen, wet, long-time unserviced pussy lips wide open with two fingers, thumbing my solid clitoris from side to side, trembling while moaning loudly. As I fingered myself, my lips slid faster up and down my son’s cock as he groaned loudly.

“Let’s get into bed, Mom; it’s time I filled your pussy up with my cock and the seed I desperately need to empty.”

“Oh fuck! This is so sleazy… but oh so fucking nice at the same time.”

I leaped onto my bed and wriggled backward, opening my legs wide. When my son stared momentarily at my hairy pussy, I felt trepidation, but when he licked his lips and looked like a starving lion eyeing a crippled wildebeest, my fears about pleasing him were vanquished.

I frowned at my son’s ten-inch cock that swayed like an unfeasibly long pole, pointing at my pussy. I was well lubricated because my sex glands worked overtime, seeping tawdry nectar beads onto my sticky thighs while preparing my love tunnel for the stretching I wanted.

Oliver lay gently on top of me, melting his body into mine. His cock head spread my engorged labia apart, and I felt its helmet shape press against the entrance to my hole - a perfect fit. We kissed deeply while my anxiety rose immeasurably because I wasn’t sure about being able to take my son’s entire cock.

When he thrust forward, never averting his loving eyes from mine, my son’s cock split me wide open, purging a long absence of real meat reaching deep inside me. He studied my expression carefully, enjoying when I flinched and gasped loudly as every bloated vein and gnarl on his shaft pressed deep against my tight pussy walls like he was signing his name.

“You’re enjoying filling me up, aren’t you?”

“I just can’t get it out of my head how deep inside you I will be in less than a minute, Mom.”

“Please fuck me good and hard, Son.”

“Oh yeah. I will.”

I breathed deeply and clenched my pussy tight around my son’s cock when he slid it balls deep inside me. I wriggled, but he held me close as I gasped and moaned while Oliver eased every millimeter of his solid, thick flesh inside me. I had never taken a more enormous cock, and for the first time, my cervix was compressed hard by the end of his iron rod.

Oliver held me there, rocking his cock head gently in and out by no more than an inch, stretching me wider with an immense, solid girth, so far that I worried I might never be the same again. My son was deep inside my body, and I felt we were spiritually joined, far beyond the physicality of his deep, pleasurable probing.

When he slid his cock out of my pussy, I clenched hard, dragging his shaft because I didn’t want him to vacate my hole. When he thrust back inside, faster, harder, and stretching me far wider, I felt relief and awe at how deep his cock penetrated.

Holding himself high using both palms pressed firmly into my mattress, my son fucked me long, hard, and deep with steady strokes, driving evenly from his hips. I screamed in wanton rapture and wrapped both legs tightly around Oliver’s waist, spurring my heels into his ass cheeks while raking his back with sharp fingernails, staring into his loving eyes.

“You have a fucking tight pussy, Mom.”

“Your massive cock is making me feel much tighter.”

“I love you… and I love this moment.”

“Me too, Son.”

I was being reamed by a loving man with a giant cock and knew, as I rose and fell through waves of sizzling, heartwarming orgasms, that my pussy welcomed the only visitor it ever wanted. I knew that my son was my soulmate. When he clenched his lips around and sucked my nipples hard, I couldn’t help casting my mind back to the last time I nourished him, and I wondered if that would be repeated after I birthed his son or daughter.

I was caught in a mesh of loving and lusty notions that my neighbors would never understand, and I knew we must move away from the area as a consequence of the cock pounding me. Other than Oliver, nothing mattered as I wrapped my arms around my son, and he pounded my cunt with his giant cock like a gladiator would fuck a lady on the eve before a battle.

My pussy stretched wide and accommodated my son’s cock, throbbing for more every time he withdrew, milking it hard on every inward stroke and when he paused to squeeze my cervix. An immense orgasm lit my soul, and I felt its effervescence of fizzling, sparkling love cascade through me, transferring my energy into Oliver through the intense trembling between our skin.

I watched my son’s cum face tear through a series of micro-expressions conveying extreme lust and love as his cock twitched deep inside my pussy, pressing his glans against its soft tissue sidewalls as he pumped me full of seed.

“I’m fertile, Son.”

“I want this so badly, Mom.”

As my son’s cock jerked deep inside me, decanting his seed, I hadn’t felt happier in years. I reached up and lovingly stroked his cheek, even as more semen decanted an ocean of swimmers who would inevitably track down my ripening egg, with a lucky one inseminating me.

When he gently slumped on top of me, I held my son tightly, not wishing him to slide his cock out of my cum filled hole. Eventually, he rolled off me, tired, drunk with love, and looking deeply satisfied.

As he stared at me, my son became the new man in my life - a lover, forever, for better or worse. He stared desperately at me, hoping I felt like he did.

“Was I okay, Mom?”

“You were perfect. I have never been fucked so hard, and feeling your cum swimming inside makes me feel happy.”

“Are we a couple now, Jasmine?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“Yes… it is.”

“We will have to move away from here, Oliver… but at least we have the money to do that. I should probably tell you that your sister already knows about us.”

“Heidi called me today, and we met up. She said I should stop messing around and ask you out. Apparently, she approves of us. I worried about how you might see me as a son or lover. I don’t want to be anything other than the exclusive man in your life.”

“That’s fine by me too.”

He had finished inside me ten minutes ago, and I was still in a state of utter bliss when my son rolled me over, stuffed pillows under my midriff, and dragged my waist high, helping point up my slit at the end of a steeply arched spine.

My son clawed my ass cheeks wide apart and slid his cock balls deep inside me, using his semen as a lubricant to stretch my fuck hole wide open again. I felt fuller this time because my vulnerable position allowed Oliver to fuck me far deeper.

My son leaned in hard, squeezing his cock deep inside me, and I blew into a million sparkling orgasms.

Oliver made a point of flexing his girth, pressing hard against my soft tissue walls, but my son slowed as his cock head neared my cervix on each stroke, nudging it gently, still filling me. With talon-like fingers, I grasped the bedsheet, tore it from my mattress in ecstasy, and buried my face in its fabric puddle, screaming and biting while my son fucked my hole hard until I orgasmed, and he followed moments later, filling me again.

We fucked all night. I lost count of how many times, but no matter how sore my pussy got, I wanted more of my son’s massive cock.

When I woke in the morning, he was fast asleep, so I snuck out, showered alone, lathering the body my son had fucked so expertly all night. Semen occasionally dribbled from my pussy as I bathed, a delightful reminder that I had a guy of my own again.

I went downstairs, wrapped in a bathrobe, glowing so brightly that Heidi giggled when I kissed her on the cheek where she sat at our breakfast bar.

“What’s funny, sweetheart?”

“Come on, Mom - I heard you and Oliver going at it like rabbits all night.”

“Oh my god. I am sorry.”

“Don’t be. Oliver loves you, and I assume you feel the same way.”

“I really do.”

I stood at the fridge holding yogurt, fruit, overnight-soaked oats, and pancake batter I made the previous day. Heidi sniggered and bowed her head when Oliver strode in, looking embarrassed with bright red cheeks.

“What’s she laughing at?”

“Your sister heard us making love all night.”

“Oh.”

“I thought we could grab breakfast and go back to bed, Son… what do you think?”

Heidi held up her hand in protest, then fell apart in a fit of giggles when she saw her brother’s guilty expression.

“What is it, sis?”

“I’ll give you a month until I don’t want to hear another Mom or Son from you two. It’s Oliver and Jasmine unless you want people to reject you.”

“Do you think this can work, Heidi?”

“I don’t see why not, brother. Mom and you found romantic love, and from what I heard last night, you two are definitely sexually compatible. I happen to know Mom isn’t on birth control, so I think there is a very good chance I will have a biological half-sibling before the year is out.”

“Is any of that a problem, Heidi?”

“Nope - but we must move away from this neighborhood.”

“We said the same thing.”

I set everything down on the kitchen counter and stared at my son because his cock was hard again. His arousal set mine off, and I wanted him right away, so I walked to him, gripped his wrist, and dragged Oliver away.

“Where are we going, Mom?”

“To take care of your morning wood, Oliver.”
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