Some Help From Mom

by Carson Drew


My name is Carson Drew and I spent 25 years working as a lifestyles reporter for a major U.S. newspaper.  My job was to get the “story within the story” and I did my job well – winning numerous writing awards.   When I retired, I decided to explore that one area that is still taboo with “regular” folks – sex stories.  Working on the theory that “everyone has a story to tell,” I began to interview to random people at the United States.  These are their stories....


I met Kevin Conrad in the elevator of the Greensboro Sheraton, which boasts that it is the largest hotel and convention center between Washington, D.C., and Atlanta.   Greensboro, North Carolina, is a city of about 225,000 in the north / central part of the state.


I was in town for a freelance writer's conference.  Conrad is a political wannabe, now working as a page for the North Carolina legislature.


I found this out during our brief, nervous chat after the elevator we were in got stuck between the 15th and 16th floors.  We both laughed sheepishly after the elevator made a grinding sound and stopped at a small angle.  A quick check of the various buttons showed we were stuck.  The doors would not open.  I reached through the gated door at my thigh and pulled out the corded black phone.


“Hello,” a high-pitched voice with a distinct southern twang said.


“Hi, we're stuck in an elevator between floors 15 and 16.”


“I'm sorry about that sir.   We just blew a fuse.  It will take a couple minutes to change the fuse and two or three minutes to recycle the elevators.  We'll have you on your way in four or five minutes.”


“Okay,” I said, wondering if she was lying.


I hung up the phone and swung the door closed.


“Just gonna be a few minutes,” I said, as claustrophobia crept in.


“Great,” Kevin said nervously.  


I struck a conversation and discovered Kevin Conrad, who I guessed to be about 25, was bent on a political career and was currently paying his dues at the state house.  He was in town on a “fact-finding” mission.


“What about you?” he asked.


“I'm a retired writer,” I explained.  “Here for the writer's conference.”


“Still writing?”


“Everyday,” I said.


“What do you right about.”


“Sex stories.  Everybody's got one.”


He laughed and for a moment I forget we were trapped in the small steel box.


I waited.


He waved his hands the way politicians do when they are trying to sell you on one of their six-point solutions.


“I've got one, a whopper.”


The elevator lights blinked off, then on, and the motor above the car began to whir.  The elevator began its descent and we rode the rest of the way in silence.


The doors slid open and the cacophony of sound in the crowded lobby rushed in.


Kevin slipped out the door.


“Love to hear that story,” I called after him.


He stopped and turned around.


“I'm in room 1406.  Come by around 10 tonight, you're gonna love it.”


Precisely at 10 pm. I knocked on his door.  He answered and I held up a six-pack of Heineken.  


“Come on in,” he said.   


We drank a beer and made some small talk.  


“I can't believe I'm about to tell this story,” he said.  “No one knows about this.”


I smiled and clicked on the mini recorder hidden in my suit jacket.


“Yours will be the 906th sex story I've been told in the last 16 years.  You're in good company.”


He opened another beer and flicked the bottle cap across the room, missing the round plastic trash bin by inches.


“Summer of 93,” he said, “I was 13 and my Dad was in Iraq.  I am an only child and my parents spoiled me rotten.  It was a tense time.  My Father is a gung-ho conservative Republican who did a brief stint in the military and stayed in the national guard.  He's a mechanical engineer with oil field experience and they sent him to Kuwait to consult after Saddam set all those oil wells on fire.   Mom is a new age, hippy type who hated Bush and the war and all that.  But she's always been big on “being there” for me and my Dad, so she was doing a slow burn while trying her hardest to support Dad.  She was off emotionally that whole summer.


My Dad had never quite gotten around to the sex talk, so I didn't know a thing.  That spring, I began to have occasional wet dreams.  I had no idea what they were and it scared the hell out of me.  My best friend, Bob Hackens, was 16.  He lived a few houses down and liked to think of himself as my big brother.  I kept it in for a while but after the third wet dream I couldn't take it anymore so I told Bob what was happening to me.  I was sure it was penis cancer and I was gonna die.


Bob laughed, told me to relax, and clued me in on the specifics of the wet dreams.  “You don't have to wake up with wet shorts and sheets,” he said.  “You just jerk off.”


“What?”


“So he filled me in on the basics of jerking off and of course I ran home and beat my meat.  My first orgasm caught me by surprise and wasn't that good, but when the sperm shot out on the sheets of my bed I realized it was the same stuff and I wasn't about to die.  


For the next few months, like every kid when they first discover masturbation, I beat off three or four times a day.  After my dick and balls starting hurting, I backed off a little and fell into one or two times a day.


My Mom worked out of the house, so I began to pay attention to her habits so I wouldn't get caught.  My Mom isn't big on privacy, and she'd walk in on you in the bathroom or bedroom without thinking about it.  And there were no locks on the bathroom or bedroom doors.  So I started to figure out my Mom's schedule and work my jerk off sessions around them.


Now I don't want to sound like a sick-o, but when I was 13, my Mom was gorgeous.  She was only 32 then, and still had a killer figure and beautiful, long brown hair.  I hated her, of course, the way all teens despise their parents, but I was honest enough to admit she was a babe.  And my friends had no trouble reminding me of that fact.  A lot of my friends insisted on coming over to my house to play just to see my Mom.


Anyway, one day Bob and I were busy playing video games and my Mom slid through the living room in a  small white bikini. 


“I'm going to get some sun in the backyard, honey,” she said as she slipped out the sliding door that led to the fenced back yard.


“Oh shit,” Bob said as he smashed the controller buttons and dunked on me on NBA Jam.  “I know she's kinda old, but I'd fuck your Mother in a second.”


“Shut up,” I shouted, “that's disgusting.”

“Dude, she's awesome.  Have you ever thought about the fact that you came out of that cunt?  Oh yeah, I'd pound that pussy.”


“Shut up,” I shouted, ending the conversation.


Eventually Bob went home and I went to the upstairs bathroom for one of my well-timed jerk off sessions.


Halfway through, I looked out the window into the back yard to make sure Mom was still out back.  Mom was lying on the chaise lounge on her stomach.  I saw skin from the back of her neck to the small of her back.  She had taken off her top and I saw it lying on concrete next to the lounge.  I went back to work on my cock, but I heard a soft moan and looked out the window again.


Mom had apparently fallen asleep and was just waking.  She rolled over on her back, half asleep.  And suddenly I was looking down at her beautiful tits.  They were the first breasts I had ever seen.  They lay against her chest like small mounds, with firm brown nipples that stood up.  My cock suddenly grew and locked into a rigid rod.

I looked at those beautiful breasts in amazement and prayed she wouldn't open her eyes and see my head hanging out the window taking in the view.


She unconsciously reached up and began to rub one of her tits.  I immediately shot my load against the wall under the window.  It was ten times stronger than any orgasm I had previously experienced.  I quickly wiped the cum off the wall and hustled into my room.  I lay in bed for hours, my arm pinned behind my head, determined to hatch a plan to fuck my mother.


I decided the best way to accomplish this feat was to set myself up as a replacement for Dad.  He had been gone for months and it dawned on me my mother must have sexual desires.  I could barely control mine, and I was a 13 year old kid.


I spent the next few weeks staring at my mother's breast through her clothes at every opportunity, recalling mental images of her lying topless on the chaise lounge, innocently cupping and rubbing her breast.


I encouraged her to get plenty of sun but she didn't return to the chaise lounge.  Finally, one night at dinner, I made my move.


“You must be lonely without Dad,” I said.


She looked up, surprised.  “Yes, I miss him very much.”


“It must be hard, with him not here, and all.  And gone for so long.”


She sighed.


“It must be really hard for you.”


She smiled.  “Well, look at you, little man, showing some concern for your old Mom.  Good for you.”


“If only, only....” I stuttered.  “If only you had some one to fill in for him until he came home.”


A queer look crossed her face and she frowned.  “No one can take your Dad's place, honey.  And no one ever will.  I'm a one-man woman, and I know how to wait and be patient.”


And that was the end of the old “Fuck my Mom” plan.  I knew that was not going to happen.  So I shifted gears and put plan B into place.


My Mom had a routine with laundry.  The second the dryer stopped she would pull out and fold all the laundry, then buzz around the house depositing the clothing in the appropriate bedrooms.  My bedroom was first on the circuit.


The next day was laundry day.  I waited until the dryer stopped and I heard Mom open the dryer door to unload the laundry.  Then I stripped naked and started slowly working on my cock.  I had a full length mirror on the back of the door so I positioned myself four feet away from the mirror, right in line with the door.  I've always been thin and was a gangly little kid at 13, but I've got a pretty thick dick around.  It's about normal length, I think, but it's pretty thick.


So I'm standing just behind the door, cock in hand, when I hear my Mom trooping down the hallway with my laundry.  When she two feet from the door I let out a loud, frustrated “Ohhhhhhh.”


Curious and on her way in anyway, my Mom barged through the door and said: “What's wrong hon.......”


And there I was, buck naked, my hand wrapped around my hard cock, the purple head reaching out to her.


“Oh my gosh, I...” she stuttered and dropped the laundry on the floor.


“Mom,” I said in mock shock and embarrassment.


“Excuse, me, I'm so sorry...” she said and slammed the door as she rushed out into the hall.


I sat down on the bed and pretended to be distraught.  I could almost imagine what was going through my Mother's mind.


'No, Sheryl, you are not going to turn your back on your son's erection.  You are not going to do that.'


I started the mental countdown in my head and sure enough, five seconds later, the door opened and my mother walked in, brushing the hair out of her face.


“I'm sorry, honey.  I didn't mean to walk away from you, or walk in on you.  What you were doing is natural and there's absolutely nothing wrong with it.”


She was trying to avoid looking at my dick and I almost laughed as her eyes would focus on my eyes, start to drift south, then spin away.


She finally must have decided that was sending the wrong message too.  Because she gave up and took a good look at my still erect cock.


“It's normal, you're becoming a young man, that's all.”


I looked around as if I was looking for handy clothes, but finding none.


“Well,” she said and slapped her thighs, “it's all right.  That's just fine.”


She started to back out the door.


“But what was I doing,” I said, looking down.


“Well, you were masturbating, honey.”


“I don't know what that is,” I said.


“What do you think you were doing?”


“I don't know.   I've been having these, like, peeing explosions at night.  And I got scared, and Dad wasn't here, so I asked Bob about it.  He said if I pulled on my thing for a while it the stuff would come out and I wouldn't be messing up my jammies and the sheets anymore.”


I did everything I could to sound like an innocent baby.


“So I've been pulling on it for a long time but nothing has happened.  And now my things hurt like crazy and it hurts in my tummy and it feels like I'm going to explode.”


I crossed my legs and doubled over like I was in intense pain.  And that did it.  No Mom can see her baby in pain.


“Aw, honey.”  She rushed to the bed and sat next to me.


“I guess it's time we had a talk.  First of all, you can talk to me or your Dad about this or anything else anytime without being embarrassed.  You don't have to ask your friends.  They may not have the right answers.”


She then launched into a full account of the birds and the bees.  Most of it I didn't know, so it was informative and a turn on at the same time.  She spent about 20 minutes  on the sex lesson, and frequently looked at my throbbing cock.


When she finished a few drops of pre-cum hung off the end.


“Good talk,” she said.


“But what am I going to do?  I feel like I'm going to explode.  It feels like someone kicked me in my things...my testicles....”


“Well, I'll leave the room and you can finish masturbating.  Just stroke your penis until you ejaculate and the white sperm comes out.  That will provide you with relief and then your balls, um, your testicles won't hurt.”


“It's not going to work....I already was trying that.”  I put an edge of desperation in my voice.


“Okay.  Well, stand up and start working on it and we'll see what the problem is.”


“Mom,” I protested.


“Oh pooh,” she said dismissively.  “I changed your diapers, kiddo, I can handle this.”


So I proceeded to make a number of piss poor, stop and start attempts at yanking my cock.  After about five minutes I said:  “See?!”


“Lie down,” she said.


I laid down on my back and propped my head against the pillow so I could see my cock.


My Mom brushed her beautiful hand against my abdomen and wrapped it around my cock.  My cock immediately locked hard inside her hand.


“You just stroke it smoothly,” she said, jerking my cock slowly.


It felt like my erection got bigger and harder inside her hand.  To this day I can still feel the warmth of her hand wrapped around it.  Since my jerk off discovery months previous, I had been yanking my cock fast and roughly.  But Mom held my dick  straight up and tugged on it softly and slowly.  I was going insane.  I alternately closed my eyes and drew mental pictures of my Mom's bare breasts as she lay on the chaise lounge and opened my eyes to watch my enormous cock being slowly milked by my Mother.


At first Mom sat on the edge of the bed and approached the task matter-of-a-factly, like she was combing my hair.  She'd concentrate casually on my cock for a few seconds and then look around.  But at some point her attitude changed and it seemed like she decided if she was going to do this, she was going to do this right.  So she climbed onto the bed and sat cross-legged in between my thighs.


She cupped my balls in her free hand and began to earnestly yank my rigid manhood.


I wanted desperately to reach out and grab her tits, pull her on me, and rip her clothes off.  But I was chicken, of course, and I was afraid if I tried to escalate the situation she'd storm off in a huff and that would be the end of the hand job.


My ass and thighs stiffened against the bed.  She most have felt the change, for she started to tug on my cock with renewed energy and focus.  She ran her free hand against my prostate and slid my ball sack halfway up the shaft of my dick.


“Oh, ut-oh,” I shouted, shifting back to Mr. Innocent.


“Let it come, honey.  Just enjoy it.”


Now she began to stroke the full length of my cock in rhythm, fast and hard.  I felt the orgasm start to build in my balls and my ass tingled.


“Ohhhhhhhh   Mommmmm,” I exclaimed and opened my eyes just in time to see my jism shoot high into the air.


In my jerk sessions to date, I had always stopped tugging the second I shot my load.  By Mom kept stroking me as I shot spray after spray of cum high in the air.


“My goodness,” she said when the flow finally stopped.  “You were backed up.”


Mom jumped off the bed, leaving me exhausted and spent.


She returned a few seconds later with a plush towel.  She gently, lovingly, used the towel to wipe the cum off my body, my thighs, and the bedding.  She wrapped both hands and the towel around my rapidly flagging erection and wiped it dry.  Then she leaned down and gently kissed the head of my penis.


She stood up the leave.


“Thanks, Mom,” I said haltingly.   “Thanks for the help.”


“Well, kiddo, that's the only help you'll be getting from me.  You're on your own from now on.  I think you'll be okay.”


To this day, no other woman has given me a hand job.  


I spent the next few years reveling in the fact that I had duped my Mom into giving my a hand job.  And then it dawned on me......adults are a lot smarter than teens realize.  What if my Mother knew it was a scam?   And STILL decided to jerk me off!  I'll never know.   But it turns me on either way -- thinking I conned my mother into tugging me until I exploded inches from her face; and thinking my mother, for whatever reason, decided to take advantage of the opportunity to pleasure her only son.

