
	Book Club's Depravity

	by MadMF

	 

	The wine glasses clinked together in a toast, the warm glow of the evening sun filtering through the bay window of Claire’s living room. Five women—Claire, Naomi, Rachel, Vanessa, and Priya—had been meeting every month for years, their book club a sacred space of laughter, confessions, and the occasional tear. “Alright, let’s hear the nominations for next month,” Claire said, swirling her Merlot. Naomi, ever the provocateur, slid a book across the coffee table. *“The Ties That Bind,”* she said with a smirk. “It’s getting a lot of buzz. Literary, psychological, supposedly *raw*.” The others nodded, intrigued. None of them bothered to read the synopsis too closely—they trusted Naomi’s taste, even if her picks sometimes veered into the uncomfortable.

	 

	A week later, they gathered again, this time at Rachel’s house. The usual spread of cheese and crackers sat untouched as the women shifted in their seats, the book resting between them like a live wire. “Okay,” Vanessa said, breaking the silence. “What the hell was that?” They had all gotten to *the scene*—the moment the protagonist, a lonely widow, crossed a line with her nineteen-year-old son. It was graphic, visceral, and utterly repulsive. Priya had nearly thrown the book across the room. Claire had gagged. And yet… “I couldn’t stop reading,” Naomi admitted, her voice low. A beat of silence. Then, reluctantly, the others nodded.

	 

	“It’s like a train wreck,” Rachel said, her voice trembling. “You know you shouldn’t look, but you can’t turn away.” The room was thick with the scent of discomfort and curiosity. “It’s not like we’re endorsing this, right?” Priya asked, her hand hovering over the book as if it might bite. “We’re just, I don’t know, exploring it?” Vanessa shrugged. “It’s fiction. And it’s making us feel things. Maybe that’s the point of a good book?” They all agreed, but the words felt hollow, a thin veneer over the darker fascination that had them turning pages despite their revulsion.

	 

	They decided to read on, a collective decision that seemed to weigh on them as they dispersed for the night. The next few weeks saw a shift in their gatherings, the discussions around the book veering into the clandestine. They talked in hushed whispers, sharing their thoughts with the kind of furtive excitement reserved for gossip too juicy to share in the open. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” Claire admitted at one point, her cheeks flushing. “I dreamt about it last night.” The room was quiet for a moment before Rachel spoke up. “Me too. But it’s not just the sex. It’s the power dynamics, the manipulation. It’s messed up, but it’s compelling.”

	 

	Priya says, "I don't know why but I want to do it, like in real life. It’s not just the story anymore. It’s like... it’s gotten under my skin." Naomi nodded, her eyes glazed over as she thought. "I think it's because it's so wrong, yet the author makes it seem almost... romantic." Vanessa shivered. "But it's not romantic. It's toxic. It's about control."

	 

	Rachel bites her bottom lip and says, "I want the same control too. It's so hot what she does in the story. And he's... so obedient." They all exchange knowing glances, their cheeks flushed. "It's like we're all living in the book," Claire murmured, her voice thick with something none of them could quite name.

	 

	Vanessa, the most reserved of the group, spoke up next, "But what if we are the characters?" The room falls silent for a beat, the question hanging in the air like a heavy fog. Naomi, ever the skeptic, laughs nervously. "You don't seriously think this is some kind of... I don't know, a spell or something?" Rachel shakes her head. "No, but maybe it's opening up things in us we didn't know were there. Like, deep down, we all have this... this curiosity."

	 

	Priya says, "I want the control, babes. I don't about you guys. Remember when she does the thing. When she's like, pinning him down, riding him like a wild bull, even though he is already interested?" The room is a mix of nods and swallowed gasps. "It's like... we're all her in some way."

	 

	"But it's not just the control," Naomi interjects, "It's the intimacy, the taboo. It's like peeking into a world we've never dared to imagine. And we're all a bit... aroused by it." She glances around the room, gauging their reactions. Rachel nods solemnly, her eyes dark with an unspoken need. "It's the ultimate power play. To be able to seduce someone so utterly devoted to you, yet so forbidden."

	 

	"When she made him last 6 hours straight, edging him so much that he was begging for it," Priya adds with a sly smile, "It was like... she owned him." The room is thick with an unspoken tension now, each of them lost in their own thoughts, the book's influence weaving a dark tapestry in their minds. "But is that really what we want?" Vanessa asks, her voice a whisper. "To control someone like that?"

	 

	Rachel and Priya simultaneously says, "I do." Rachel's voice is firm, a determination in her eyes that was new to the group. "I want to feel that kind of power," she says, her eyes glancing at each woman in the room. Priya nods, "It's not just the control, it's the connection. That intense, all-consuming bond that no one else can understand."

	 

	Vanessa replies, "But she's his mother. That's her son. She gave birth to him but still she does all those things to him." Naomi cuts in, "But in the story, it's like he wants it too. It's messed up, but they're both consenting adults. And it's not like we're talking about doing this with our own kids. Right?" The room is quiet, each woman considering the gravity of their words.

	 

	Claire was silent all these time finally says, "We're only like halfway done. She has already done so much things with him. It's like she's breaking every rule there is. And it's oddly... alluring." Rachel nods, her eyes shining with a strange mix of fascination and horror. "But is it really love?" she asks, her voice trembling.

	 

	Priya is very excited, "Love or not, I can't help myself. I want the power, I touch myself like crazy whenever I read about it." Naomi chuckles nervously. "Well, if it's about power, I'd say it's more like a dark addiction. We're getting off on something that's not supposed to be sexy. It's fucked up, but here we are."

	 

	Claire says, "We wouldn't know if it's sexy until we do it. We can only speculate. Maybe it's because we're all at that age where we crave something... intense. Something we've never experienced." Rachel nods, her gaze drifting to the book. "I think that's part of it. The forbidden fruit is always the sweetest."

	 

	Vanessa says, "Ok. Let's calm down everyone. This is getting out of hands. We all have sons. I don't think any of us want to do any of that to our sons. Am I right?" The room is tense, the question hanging in the air. Each woman looks down at her glass, the reality of their conversation sinking in. But no one agrees with Vanessa either. Their faces show a question mark of a big maybe.

	 

	Naomi takes a deep breath. "Look, we're all grown adults here. We can separate fantasy from reality. The book is just... pushing buttons we didn't know we had. We're not actually going to do this, right?" She looks around the room, hoping to find agreement. Rachel bites her lip, her gaze lingering on the book. "Right," she says, but it sounds more like a question than a statement.

	 

	Priya is staring at the book, her mind is turning gears. She says solemnly, a little bit too calm, "I want to do it, with Amar. He will turn 18 next month." Rachel's eyes widen, "Priya, what are you saying?"

	 

	Priya doubles down, "Next week, when Amar turns 18. I will do it. I will follow what the widow did in the book to seduce her son." Rachel's hand trembles as she sets her wine glass down. "Priya, that's not a game. That's your son we're talking about."

	 

	"Yeah, and he grew up as a hot man. I know it's wrong, but I've seen the way he looks at me sometimes. It's not just a mother's love," Priya insists, her voice a mix of excitement and anxiety. "He's not a child anymore. He's a man, and if he's willing..." She trails off, looking around the room for validation.

	 

	Naomi sighs heavily, setting her book down. "Priya, we're just talking here. We're not actually going to..." But she can't seem to find the right words to finish her sentence. The room is a cacophony of conflicted emotions, each woman grappling with the dark whispers the book has unleashed within them.

	 

	They want to oppose Priya but they can't say anything strongly. Rachel's voice is shaky as she says, "Priya, I don't think that's a good idea. We're just... we're just talking. It's fiction. It's not real life." But her protest feels feeble, as if even she's not fully convinced by her own words.

	 

	"Why Rachel? Why can't I have some fun? My husband isn't around. My son is hot. I have every right to do it. You guys are judging me but I know for a fact that all of you thought of your son banging you while reading the book," Priya's voice is a mix of defiance and desperation. She looks at each of them, her eyes searching for a glimmer of understanding, something that says she's not alone in her dark fascination.

	 

	They can't deny her claims. They know deep down they thought about it, but only Priya is saying it out loud. "It's different, Priya," Vanessa says, her voice firm but her cheeks reddening. "We're talking about your son. There are lines you can't uncross."

	 

	"Ok, Vanessa tell me this. If tomorrow,  your son, Zack, started to seduce you, then you wouldn't lean into him? You wouldn't see how far you can go? Just to know how it feels like?" Priya's challenge hangs in the air, and it's clear she's not letting this go.

	 

	Vanessa gulps down her wine, "I... I don't know. It's not the same. He's my son. It's wrong." But her voice wavers, and they can all hear the doubt. The room is silent for a moment, each woman lost in their own tumultuous thoughts. Then Naomi speaks up, "Look, let's not get ahead of ourselves. This is just a book, okay?"

	 

	"What about Aron? Naomi? If that 6 foot son of yours stood naked in front of you then you wouldn't start gulping on his pecker?" Priya retorts, the room temperature rising with each word. "This isn't just a book to me anymore," she says, her voice filled with a strange mix of excitement and fear. "It's like a... a manual. A guide to something we're all too scared to admit we want."

	 

	Naomi can't protest, that's the exact scene from her dream last night. But she knows it's wrong. "Priya, you're not thinking straight. This is a fantasy. That's all it is. It's not real." Rachel nods, her voice shaky. "We're just reading a story. We're not actually going to... do any of this."

	 

	"Please Rachel. I saw how you look at David. You were thinking of sleeping with your son long before this story started." Priya's words hit Rachel like a ton of bricks. Rachel's cheeks burned, but she remained silent. The room was thick with unspoken secrets and desires.

	 

	Vanessa cleared her throat, trying to diffuse the tension. "Look, we're all feeling a bit... affected by this book. But we can't just throw our moral compass out the window because of some sick fantasy!" Rachel nodded, her eyes pleading with Priya to understand. "But what if it's not just the book, Vanessa? What if it's something we've all been too scared to admit?"

	 

	Priya leaned in, her gaze intense. "Think about it. The connection, the passion, the power. We're all feeling it. Why not explore it?" The room was silent, each woman's eyes darting to the others, looking for some sign of agreement or dissent. Naomi spoke up, her voice steady. "Priya, it's not just about sex. It's about love, and family, and all the things we hold dear. Can you really betray that?"

	 

	"I'm doing it. Whether or not you guys wanna do it. One month, that's how much time I am waiting. You guys have the same amount to think of what you want. Maybe we're all just too chicken to admit it," Priya said, standing up. She grabbed her purse and started towards the door.

	 

	They didn't stop her, to be more precise, they didn't have the moral purity to stop her. They were all caught in a silent battle with their inner desires. Rachel's eyes followed her, the words echoing in her mind. "A month," she murmured to herself.

	 

	The next week, they met up again, having finishes two more chapters of the book. The atmosphere was thick with tension, each woman feeling the weight of their own thoughts. "So, have any of you... had any more... dreams?" Vanessa asked, breaking the silence. The others looked up, their eyes darting around the room.

	 

	They know they all had it. Apart from Priya, the others were too ashamed to admit it and kept their head down. Rachel finally spoke up, "I can't stop thinking about it either." The room was silent for a moment before Naomi sighed. "Me too. But we're not doing anything about it, right?"

	 

	Priya's eyes gleamed with excitement, "I've already set the ball in motion. I've been dropping hints with Amar. And he's been responding." Rachel's eyes widened in shock. "Priya, you can't be serious." But the look on Priya's face was one of determination. "Why not Rachel? He's 18. It's not illegal anymore. And the way he looks at me..."

	 

	"But it's your son," Rachel said, her voice trembling. "It's not natural." Priya's gaze was unyielding. "Is it any less natural than the love between Romeo and Juliet, or any other forbidden romance we've read about? Sometimes love doesn't conform to societal norms. Sometimes it's messy and complicated and wrong."

	 

	Vanessa spoke up, her voice shaking slightly. "But what if it ruins your relationship? What if he can't see you as his mother anymore?" Priya's smile was sad. "Or what if it makes our relationship stronger? What if it's the ultimate test of love and trust?" Rachel's eyes searched the group. "Is this what we've become? Are we really considering this?"

	 

	Claire, usually the most reserved and moral among the group says, "What if......" she trailes off doesn't finish her sentence but the redness on her face clearly shows what she was thkinking. "What if it's what we need?" The room went quiet, the weight of Claire's words sinking in.

	 

	Naomi, visibly uncomfortable, says, "Need? That's a strong word, Claire. We're talking about incest, for God's sake." But there's a note of curiosity in her voice that wasn't there before. "It's just a fantasy," Rachel says, but her eyes betray the turmoil within her.

	 

	Vanessa breaks down crying, putting her head down on the table and starts confessing, "In my dreams, I see Zack hammering away at my coochie. He does me for 6 hours straight. I orgasmed in my dream 7 times, but also in real life. My bed was soaked with my discharge in the morning. I fingered myself 15 times that day it still didn't calm my coochie. What is happening to me?" The room falls silent, each woman's heart beating a little faster.

	 

	"Vanessa, it's okay. We're all feeling it," Rachel says, her voice gentle. She looks around the group. "But we can't let this book control us. We're better than that."

	 

	Naomi says, "I.....I also orgasmed in my dream.... and spent the whole day masturbating entire time thinking of Aron" her voice shameful but honest.

	 

	The room is silent for a moment, the weight of their confessions hanging heavily in the air. Claire clears her throat, "Look, we're all adults here. We're allowed to have...thoughts. But let's not forget our responsibilities as mothers." Rachel nods in agreement, "We have to be there for our sons, guide them. Not...not this."

	 

	Priya's eyes are intense, her voice filled with a mix of passion and defiance. "But what if this is the ultimate way to love and understand them? To be that close, that connected?" She looks around the room, her gaze resting on each woman in turn. "We're not hurting anyone. It's consensual, in our fantasies at least." Rachel's voice is strained, "Priya, you're playing with fire."

	 

	"Or," Priya counters, "maybe we're just tired of playing by the rules that have been set for us our whole lives. Maybe we want to explore something raw, something real. And if it feels good..." She shrugs, leaving the statement hanging.

	 

	Vanessa looks up, her eyes red but thoughtful. "I can't deny it's... intense. I've never felt so alive, so... turned on, by anything before." Rachel sighs, her shoulders dropping. "But it's not just about us. What about the boys? They're going to be affected too."

	 

	"They're not just boys anymore," Naomi says, her voice low. "They're men. And if they want it..." She trails off, her gaze flicking to the book on the table. "What if they do?" Rachel asks, the unspoken question hanging in the air.

	 

	Vanessa wipes away her tears, looking up at the group. "I don't know about you guys, but I can't get it out of my head. And the thought of... of giving into it," she says, her voice catching. "It's like a siren's call. And maybe, just maybe, it could be the most intense connection we've ever felt." Rachel's eyes widen, but she doesn't argue. The room is thick with the scent of wine and secrets.

	 

	"But what about the consequences?" Claire asks, her voice barely above a whisper. "What if it ruins everything? What if we can't go back?" Priya nods, "I've thought about that too. But what if it doesn't? What if it just... completes us?" The room is silent, each woman considering the dark path before them.

	 

	Naomi breaks the silence, "Okay, let's say, hypothetically, we do this. How do we even begin?" Rachel looks horrified, but there's a spark in her eye that suggests she's not entirely opposed to the idea. Priya leans in, a knowing smile on her lips. "Subtlety, at first. Like the widow in the book, we need to gauge their interest, drop hints without being too obvious."

	 

	"But what if they reject us?" Vanessa asks, her voice quivering. "What if they're disgusted?"

	 

	Priya nods, her eyes thoughtful. "That's a risk we'll have to take. But if they do, we can always just say it was a wild thought that got out of hand, a side effect of this... intense book we're reading." Rachel nods, "We've all had those thoughts before. It's not like we haven't been attracted to younger men. But we always controlled ourselves and this time it's our own sons" The room is a cacophony of whispers, each woman weighing the risks and the rewards.

	 

	Vanessa sniffs, wiping away the last of her tears. "What if they don't reject us?" she asks, her voice tentative. "What if they... want it too?"

	 

	Naomi's eyes widen. "You mean, what if they're already thinking about it?" The room goes quiet as the women exchange glances, each contemplating the possibility. "I can't say I haven't noticed Aron checking me out," she admits, her cheeks flushing. "But that doesn't mean he'd... go there."

	 

	Priya nods. "That's why we have to be careful. We don't want to push them into something they're not ready for. But if they're willing..." Her voice trails off, leaving the rest to their imagination. Rachel shakes her head, but the doubt in her eyes is clear. "What if they're not willing? What if we're just reading too much into things?"

	 

	Naomi looks at Rachel, her voice firm. "We've all felt it, Rachel. The way our bodies react to certain scenes in the book. It's not just me. It's not just Priya. It's all of us. Maybe we're not as far from that world as we thought." Rachel sighs, running a hand through her hair. "I don't know what to think anymore."

	 

	"Well, I do," says Priya, a glint in her eye. "I know what I want. And I know what Amar wants, too. I can see it in his eyes, feel it in the way he's been around me lately." Rachel's eyes narrow, a mix of skepticism and envy. "You think he's... interested?"

	 

	"Oh, I know he is," Priya replies with a smug smile. "He's a man, Rachel. They think with their dicks. And when they're around a woman who gives them the slightest bit of attention..." She lets the sentence hang, a knowing look passing between the five of them.

	 

	"But how can you be so sure?" Rachel asks, her voice tight. "What if you're just seeing what you want to see?"

	 

	Priya's smile widens, a hint of challenge in her eyes. "Why don't we find out?" she suggests, her voice dropping to a murmur. "Let's each of us try to... feel out our sons. Drop hints, see how they react. But remember, it has to be consensual."

	 

	The room is tense as Rachel nods, her eyes flicking to the book and then back to the group. "Okay," she says, her voice shaky. "But we finish the book first. We all have to be sure."

	 

	"Agreed," Claire says, her voice firm. "We can't just jump into this without understanding the full story. Maybe there's a reason why the author wrote this, some kind of lesson we need to learn."

	 

	"Alright," Priya agrees. "But remember, we're doing this for ourselves, not for some twisted story. We need to know that we're not the only ones feeling this way. That we're not alone in this... curiosity." Rachel nods, her eyes on the book. "Fine. We'll read to the end, and then we'll talk about it again. But no one does anything until we all agree it's what we truly want."

	 

	The weeks go by, chapter by chapter, nothing, no message is coming. The widow in the story only doing more and more intense acts with her son. Each page turns with trembling hands and bated breath. They discuss the scenes in hushed whispers, their conversations now filled with a newfound hunger. Rachel's eyes flick to David's door every time they hear a sound, her thoughts racing with the scenes from the book.

	 

	Finally, only one chapter to go, they sit down to discuss what's happened so far. "It's like a twisted love story," Claire says, her eyes glazed over. "But it's not love," Rachel counters. "It's manipulation. It's wrong." But even as she says the words, her voice lacks conviction.

	 

	"Is it though?" Priya asks, a seductive lilt to her tone. "Or is it just a love that society deems wrong?" Rachel sighs, setting the book down. "I don't know anymore. All I know is that I can't get these images out of my head."

	 

	Claire says, "We should control ourselves. Only one chapter is left. Let's just read through this. Then we will know if there is a message hidden or not." The room nods in agreement, the anticipation palpable.

	 

	They disperse to their homes. Reading the story at night only because then they can fully do what they want to their body. The last chapter was the most heinous one in the book. The things the widow and her son does, even a married couple wouldn't do those.

	 

	They gather again to discuss what they've read. The story is complete, there was no message, no deeper meaning. It was just raw depravity. "So, what now?" Rachel asks, her voice laced with both anticipation and fear.

	 

	Claire held her head with her hands and said, "I can't even believe they did that. Willingly. Not just willingly they were interested to do those."

	 

	"It's like they were both starving for each other," Naomi added, her voice shaking slightly. "It's... overwhelming."

	 

	"But is it love?" Vanessa questioned, her gaze flickering to each of them. "Or is it just... a need for power, for something taboo?"

	 

	"Love is love," Priya said with a shrug. "And who's to say what form it should take?" Rachel stared at her, torn between repulsion and fascination.

	 

	"But it's our sons," Rachel said, her voice trembling. "Our own flesh and blood."

	 

	"I know," Priya replied, her voice low and seductive. "But think about it, Rachel. The power, the connection. It's something we've never experienced before. And they're not children anymore."

	 

	The room was silent for a moment, each woman lost in their own tumultuous thoughts. Rachel took a deep breath, her heart racing. "Okay," she finally said, her voice barely a whisper. "But we have to be sure they want this too. We can't just... take it from them."

	 

	Naomi nodded, her eyes meeting Rachel's. "We're not monsters, Rachel. We're just... exploring something new."

	 

	"But what if it changes everything?" Rachel whispered, her gaze darting around the room. "What if we can't go back?"

	 

	"Of course we can't go back. Either we will have a lover for the rest of our life or our sons hates us for the rest of our life. Either way our son won't be our son anymore." Claire replied, her voice filled with resignation.

	 

	"But it's not just about sex, it's about love and understanding," Naomi chimed in, her voice filled with a strange mix of hope and trepidation. "We're not just throwing caution to the wind. We're exploring something we've never been allowed to explore."

	 

	"Enough talk. Final vote. Who's in? I'm in", Priya says, with confidence, she has made up her mind thoroughly. Rachel swallowed hard, her eyes meeting Priya's. "I...I think I'm in." Rachel's voice was shaky, but there was a glint of excitement in her eyes that she couldn't hide.

	 

	"Me too," Naomi whispered, her face flushed with a mix of nervousness and arousal. "But only if it's what they want too."

	 

	Vanessa took a deep breath, her hand shaking as she raised her glass of wine. "I'm in. But let's not rush into this. We have to be smart."

	 

	Claire nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving the book. "Agreed. We'll take it slow, see how they react to our... hints."

	 

	"Good," Priya said, her eyes gleaming. "Now, let's talk strategy. We can't all just throw ourselves at our sons at once. It has to be natural, like it's their idea."

	 

	"Let's follow what the widow did." Naomi suggested, her voice wavering. "Subtle hints, increasing intimacy. But remember, it's got to be consensual."

	 

	"Agreed," Rachel said, her voice firm. "We'll start by being more... affectionate. Nothing overtly sexual, just... closer. And if they respond, we'll know it's not just us."

	 

	"Let's recall the widow's strategy to be more affectionate and intimate," Claire said, her eyes focused on the book. "It's all about subtlety."

	 

	"Ok. Chapter one, the widow is just a little more loving than usual," Rachel began, her voice steady despite her racing thoughts. "She starts with gentle touches, more hugs, and lingering kisses."

	 

	"Ok then. For the next week we do this," Naomi said, her voice trembling slightly. "We'll see how our sons react."

	 

	Over the next week, the women of the book club subtly altered their behavior towards their sons. Rachel began by giving David longer, more lingering hugs, her hand occasionally brushing against his back in a way that was more intimate than motherly. Priya started sitting closer to Amar on the couch, their legs sometimes touching. Claire found herself looking at her son in a new light, noticing the way his muscles moved under his shirt as he went about his chores. Each interaction filled her with a thrilling mix of dread and excitement.

	 

	One evening, as Rachel sat in the living room with David, she leaned over to kiss him on the forehead. "Thanks for helping me with the dishes," she said, her voice a little too sweet. David looked up, his eyes meeting hers for a moment before he shyly looked away. Rachel felt a strange thrill shoot through her. Was that a hint of interest she saw in his eyes? Or was she just reading too much into it?

	 

	Meanwhile, Priya was in her kitchen, chopping vegetables while Amar sat at the counter, watching her. She leaned over to hand him a plate, her breasts brushing against his arm. "Oops, sorry," she said with a coy smile, her heart racing. Amar looked at her, a question in his eyes, and she felt the heat between them. "Thanks, mom," he murmured, his voice low.

	 

	All the while, Claire was in her bedroom, helping her son pack for college. As they bent over the suitcase together, her hand accidentally grazed his thigh. She pulled back, but not before noticing the way he tensed up. "Sorry," she murmured, her cheeks flushing. "It's okay, mom," he said, but he didn't move away.

	 

	And Naomi, who had been reading in the same room with Aron, casually shifted so that her leg was touching his. She felt the heat of his skin through her thin yoga pants and couldn't help but hold her breath as she waited for his reaction. He didn't pull away, and instead, she felt his leg press slightly against hers. "Is it cold in here?" she asked, her voice light. "Yeah," he replied, not looking up from his book. But the way his hand rested on his thigh told her he was as aware of their newfound intimacy as she was.

	 

	Finally, Vanessa took a deep breath and approached her son Zack as he was leaving for work. "Be safe," she said, standing on her tiptoe to kiss his cheek. She felt the rough stubble against her lips and a jolt of something unfamiliar and thrilling shot through her body. "You too, mom," he said, smiling down at her. But when she pulled back, she noticed the way his eyes lingered on her cleavage before he turned to leave.

	 

	So, the women found the green light they looked for and met up again to discuss their progress. Rachel spoke first, her voice a mix of excitement and fear. "David... he's been... more responsive to my touches. It's like he's waiting for something." The room was filled with a collective sigh of relief and anticipation.

	 

	Then Claire spoke, her eyes shimmering with a hint of something new. "Jonathan has started to look at me differently, too. Like he's seeing me as more than just his mother." Vanessa nodded, her own heart racing at the thought. "I think Zack might be... interested," she admitted, her cheeks flushing.

	 

	Priya leaned back in her chair, her eyes gleaming. "Amar's been... eager for my attention. He's been finding reasons to be around me more." Naomi's voice was barely a whisper. "Aron... he didn't pull away when I touched his hand. He held it just a second longer than usual."

	 

	"So, we all got the green light," Rachel said, her voice shaky. "What do we do next?"

	 

	"Let's recall chapter two," Claire suggested, her eyes flicking to the book. "The widow starts to dress more... provocatively around her son." Rachel nodded, her thoughts racing. "It's a subtle way to gauge his interest without being too overt."

	 

	"Ok. So, how do we dress provocatively without overdoing it?" Vanessa asked, looking around the group.

	 

	Priya leaned in, her voice a low purr. "It's all about suggestion, not explicitness. We wear clothes that accentuate our bodies, but don't scream 'I want you'." Rachel nodded, "I've noticed David staring at my legs more often when I wear shorter skirts. So, I guess I will wear short pants snd skirts."

	 

	Naomi's voice was a whisper, "Aron... he's always been a mama's boy. I think I can be a bit more... attentive to my appearance around him." Claire nodded in understanding, "Jonathan's always been a fan of my low-cut tops. Maybe I'll wear a few more of those." Vanessa giggled nervously, "Zack's always had a thing for my... assets. I can definitely play that up."

	 

	Priya looked around the table, her eyes gleaming. "Alright, so we all know what we need to do. Let's start tomorrow, and we'll meet back here in a week to discuss the results." Rachel nodded, a mix of fear and excitement bubbling in her stomach. "And remember, we're not doing this to manipulate them. We're just... exploring. If they're not interested, we back off."

	 

	For the next week, the women dress provocatively as they planned. Rachel would wear short skirts and tight tops that hugged her curves, bending over just a little too much while talking to David, letting him get a peek at her ample cleavage. Claire started wearing low-cut blouses that showed off her still-firm breasts while helping Jonathan with his homework. Naomi put on skirts that ended just above the knee, showing off her long, shapely legs whenever she walked past Aron. And Vanessa, who had always been a bit more conservative, donned tight jeans that accentuated her ass, which Zack couldn't help but stare at every time she walked up the stairs. Priya wore clothes that clung to her figure, leaving little to the imagination, her son's eyes lingering longer than they ever had before.

	 

	Rachel's son, David, noticed the change immediately. He'd catch his mother in a moment of vulnerability, her skirt riding up as she reached for a book, revealing the tops of her stockings. "Mom, are you okay?" he'd ask, his voice cracking with pubescent awkwardness. Rachel would just laugh it off, "Oh, I'm fine, sweetie. Just getting a bit clumsy in my old age." But the glint in her eye told him there was more to it than that.

	 

	Vanessa's son, Zack, took a little longer to catch on. "Mom, why are you wearing that?" he'd ask as she sashayed into the room in a tight tank top and shorts. "It's hot out," she'd reply, fanning herself dramatically. But he couldn't help but feel a stirring in his loins every time she bent over to pick up something she'd 'accidentally' dropped.

	 

	Priya's son, Amar, was the first to make a move. One night, as they watched a movie together, he leaned over and whispered in her ear, "Mom, you look really... nice tonight." Priya's heart raced as she felt his breath on her neck, his hand hovering just above her knee. She placed her hand over his, her pulse pounding. "Thank you, sweetie," she murmured, giving it a gentle squeeze. Probably they could've gone further if her phone didn't start ringing.

	 

	Naomi's son, Aron, was more subtle. He'd started leaving his bedroom door open a crack, allowing her to catch glimpses of his growing body as he changed clothes. She'd pretend not to see, but she could feel the heat rising to her cheeks every time. "You're blushing, mom," he said one day, catching her off-guard. "Is everything okay?" "I'm fine," she said quickly, her voice too high. "It's just... the heat."

	 

	Claire's son, Jonathan, was the most difficult to read. He was polite and respectful, always keeping a safe distance. But when she bent over to pick up a book, she'd sometimes catch him staring at her chest, his eyes lingering a moment too long. "Jonathan, are you okay?" she asked, straightening up. "Yeah, just... lost in thought," he mumbled, looking away.

	 

	All their sons were very clearly interested in their body, so they met up once more. "I think it's working," Rachel said, her voice a mix of excitement and apprehension. "David can't seem to keep his eyes off me anymore." "Amar keeps finding reasons to be alone with me," Priya said with a sly smile. "And Aron's been more... affectionate," Naomi admitted, her cheeks pink. "Jonathan's still playing it cool," Claire sighed. "But I'm sure he's just trying to be respectful." Vanessa giggled, "Zack's definitely taking the bait. He's been tripping over himself trying to be around me."

	 

	"Alright," Rachel said, her eyes shining with anticipation. "Let's talk about chapter three. What did the widow do next?" They all leaned in, eager to hear.

	 

	Priya cleared her throat, her voice low and seductive. "She started to... flirt with him. Subtle compliments, touches that lingered just a little too long." Rachel's heart raced as she thought about implementing this strategy with David. "It's all about making him feel desired," she murmured, almost to herself.

	 

	"Ok how do we flirt while being subtle? " Vanessa asked, a hint of excitement in her voice. Rachel looked around the group, "We could try saying things that could be interpreted in multiple ways. Like, 'You've been growing up so fast, I hardly recognize you.'"

	 

	"Or, 'You've really filled out your shirt nicely,'" Priya added with a wink. The room was filled with nervous laughter, the tension palpable as they all knew where this was heading. "Or maybe those jeans are doing you justice," Naomi chuckled, her cheeks flushing.

	 

	"Okay, okay," Rachel said, trying to keep her voice steady. "Let's start small. We'll throw in a few compliments here and there, see how they react."

	 

	As planned, the women throws in compliments here and there, watching their sons' reactions closely. Rachel noticed David blushing slightly when she said, "You're really growing into a handsome young man," as he walked out the door for school. Priya saw Amar's eyes light up when she commented on how the new shirt he bought brought out the color of his eyes. Naomi felt a thrill when Aron responded to her remark about his broad shoulders with a shy smile and a flex. And Claire couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement when Jonathan's eyes lingered on her after she said, "You're looking more and more like your father every day."

	 

	Rachel decided to take it a step further, trying out a more direct approach. "You know, David," she began one evening, "you're not a little boy anymore. You're becoming a man." He looked at her, his expression unreadable. "Thanks, Mom," he replied, his voice gruff. Rachel's heart raced as she placed her hand on his arm. "I just want you to know that I'm here for you, no matter what."

	 

	Priya, on the other hand, took a more playful tone with Amar. "You know, sweetie," she said, her voice lilting. "You really do look like you've been hitting the gym." Amar's cheeks flushed, and he swiped a hand through his hair, looking away. "Thanks, Mom," he mumbled. Priya felt a thrill at his discomfort, knowing it was a good sign.

	 

	Naomi approached Aron while he was playing video games, leaning over to whisper in his ear. "Your hair looks really sexy when it's messy like that," she said, her breath warm against his neck. Aron's eyes widened, and he froze, the controller slipping from his grasp. He looked up at her, and for a moment, Naomi saw something in his gaze that made her pulse race.

	 

	Claire took a sip of her wine, watching her son from across the dinner table. "Jonathan," she said, her voice a gentle purr. "You've got a bit of... something on your lip." She leaned in, her hand reaching out to gently wipe it off. Their faces were so close she could feel his breath, and for a second, she thought she saw his eyes flicker to her cleavage.

	 

	Vanessa couldn't resist playing along. "Zack, honey, your shirt's untucked. Let me help you with that." She stepped closer, her hand brushing against his stomach as she tucked his shirt back in. "Thanks, Mom," he murmured, his eyes lingering on her face.

	 

	The coast was clear for all of them, so they met up once more to discuss their progress. "I think he's catching on," Rachel said, her heart racing as she recounted her conversation with David. "But we need to be careful. We don't want to push too hard."

	 

	"Agreed," Naomi nodded, her thoughts racing with what to do next. "We need to make sure they're comfortable before we go any further."

	 

	"But we can't just sit around waiting for them to make the first move," Priya said, her eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and impatience. "We need to show them that we're... open to the idea."

	 

	Vanessa took a sip of her wine, her gaze drifting to the book. "The widow started to initiate physical contact," she read aloud. "But always in a way that could be misinterpreted."

	 

	Claire nodded thoughtfully. "So, we need to be more... hands-on with them," she said, her eyes meeting Rachel's. "But we still have to be subtle about it."

	 

	"Exactly," Rachel agreed. "Let's start with things like... brushing the hair out of their eyes, or patting their backs."

	 

	"Or maybe a lingering hug after a goodbye," Vanessa suggested, her voice a little shaky. "But not too long, just enough to make them wonder."

	 

	"Perfect," Rachel said with a nod. "We'll start there and see how they react."

	 

	For the next week, they started touching their son a little more than usual. Rachel found herself stroking David's hair while they watched TV, her fingers lingering longer than normal. "Mom, what are you doing?" David asked, his voice thick with confusion. "Just fixing your hair, darling," Rachel replied, her voice a little too sweet. "You're growing so fast, I just want to enjoy the moment."

	 

	Priya took the initiative with Amar, placing her hand on his back as they talked in the kitchen. "Your muscles are getting so big," she said, her voice filled with admiration. Amar looked over his shoulder at her, a hint of surprise in his eyes. "Thanks, Mom," he replied, a blush creeping up his neck.

	 

	Naomi followed suit with Aron. "You're going to need a new shirt," she said, her hand lingering on his shoulder. "You're growing out of all your old ones." Aron looked down at his shirt, which was indeed tight across his broad chest. "Maybe," he said, his voice low. "But I like the way this one fits."

	Naomi licks her lips and says, "Mhmm I like the way it fits too." sending a jolt through Aron.

	 

	Vanessa took a deep breath, her hand shaking slightly as she reached out to touch Zack's arm. "You're so strong, honey," she said, her eyes wide with what she hoped was innocent admiration. "Just like your father was." Zack's eyes flickered to hers, and she saw something in them that made her heart skip a beat.

	 

	Claire, meanwhile, was sitting next to Jonathan on the couch. "Let me help you with that," she said, taking the book from his lap and placing it on the coffee table. As she did, her hand brushed against his thigh. He looked at her, his eyes searching hers, and she felt a thrill run down her spine.

	 

	The women knew, their sons were just as eager to be with them as they were. So, another meeting comes up. They sit in Rachel's living room, the air thick with anticipation. "Okay, so what's next?" Vanessa asks, her voice a little shaky.

	 

	"Let's talk about chapter five," Rachel says, her eyes glued to the book. "The widow starts to become more... assertive in her actions."

	 

	"Ah yes," Priya says, her voice a sultry purr. "That's where she starts to... really make her moves."

	 

	"But how do we do that without scaring them off?" Naomi asks, her hand trembling slightly as she holds her wine glass. "We don't want them to think we're just... predatory."

	 

	"Good point," Rachel nods, stroking her chin thoughtfully. "We need to be more like the widow. She was assertive but not aggressive. She made the first move, but it was always clear that she was giving him the power to stop her if he wanted to."

	 

	"Exactly," Claire says, leaning forward. "It's about making them feel safe and desired, not trapped."

	 

	Rachel nods, her eyes bright with understanding. "Okay, so let's say we start with something simple," she suggests. "Like sitting closer to them on the couch, or maybe even a... kiss on the cheek?"

	 

	"That's too slow. The way we acted the past couple of weeks, that would be way too slow now. I suggest slaps on the butt and squeeze as jokes. It's more playful and it shows we're okay with physical affection," Priya counters, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

	 

	The room goes quiet as the others absorb the suggestion. Rachel bites her lip, considering. "Well, if done right, it could be... charming," she says finally. "But we can't just go from zero to sixty."

	 

	"I agree," Claire adds, her eyes on the book. "Let's try starting with a little more contact. Like, Rachel said, sitting closer on the couch, or maybe a casual hand on the thigh." She looks up, her gaze meeting the others'. "We'll see how they respond to that, then decide if we need to up the ante."

	 

	"We did subtle touches last week, they all responded well. It's time to up the game," Priya insists, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Why don't we try a more playful approach? Like, when we're laughing, we could accidentally graze their crotch or something like that?"

	 

	"Priya, that's a bit too forward," Rachel says, her cheeks reddening. "But I see your point. Maybe we can start with something like that."

	 

	Naomi nods, looking a little nervous. "Okay, I'll try it with Aron. But what if he gets scared?"

	 

	"He won't babe. The way they've been responding.... something tells me they wanna bang us too.", Priya says with a wink.

	 

	"You think so?" Rachel asks, her voice hopeful but unsure.

	 

	"I know so. Trust me," Priya replies with confidence. "They're practically drooling every time we're around."

	 

	"Well, if you're all sure..." Rachel says, her voice trailing off as she glances at each of her friends. They all nod in agreement, their expressions a mix of excitement and nerves. "Alright, we'll start with the playful touches and see where it goes from there."

	 

	The following week, the women are more assertive in their actions. Rachel sits closer to David on the couch, her hand sometimes landing on his thigh, her fingers playing with the fabric of his shorts. "Oh, sorry," she'd giggle, pulling away slightly before letting her hand rest there again. David's eyes flick to hers, a lust in them, but Rachel keeps the conversation light, keeping any potential tension at bay.

	 

	Priya decides to take a risk one evening, as she and Amar share a laugh over dinner. She reaches out to give his shoulder a playful slap, but her hand slides down to give his butt a gentle squeeze. "Mom!" he says, half-laughing, half-shocked. "What was that for?" "Just couldn't resist," she giggles, playing it off as a joke. But the heat in his gaze tells her he's not entirely opposed to the idea.

	 

	Naomi tries a similar approach with Aron while watching a movie. As she reaches for the popcorn, her hand brushes against his crotch. She gasps, snatching her hand away. "Oh, sorry," she says, her cheeks flushing. Aron's eyes meet hers, and she sees the same desire she's been feeling reflected there. "It's okay," he says, a smile playing on his lips. "I didn't mind."

	 

	Vanessa opts for a more direct approach with Zack. As they sit together in the kitchen, she stands behind him and places her hand on his shoulder. "You're getting so tall," she says, her voice a little breathless. "You're going to be taller than me soon." She leans in, her breasts pressing against his back as she whispers, "You know, if you ever need anything, I'm here."

	 

	Claire, ever the cautious one, decides to test the waters with Jonathan during a quiet moment in the library. "Let me help you with that," she says, reaching over to adjust his glasses. As she does, her hand lingers on his cheek, her thumb brushing against his skin. "Mom," he whispers, his eyes wide. "What are you doing?"

	 

	"Just fixing your hair," she replies, her voice a soft purr. "You've got something right here." She gently runs her thumb along his jawline before pulling away, her eyes searching his. He swallows hard, his heart racing, and she sees the want in his eyes. "Okay," he says, his voice barely above a murmur.

	 

	Jonathan the ever gentleman lost his cool and he hugged Claire tightly, not just from affection but from desire as well. "Thanks mom," he whispers into her ear, his breath hot and ragged. Claire can feel him harden against her, and she knows he's no longer just playing along. She hugs him back, feeling his warmth, her own body responding in kind. They let go just as easily.

	 

	The next meetup, Rachel shares her excitement, "David actually asked me to watch a movie with him in his room last night!" The others squeal in unison, their eyes sparkling with excitement. Rachel's heart races as she recounts how she sat beside him, her hand accidentally grazing his thigh during the film. "It was electric," she says, her voice low. "I could feel him tense up, and he didn't move my hand away."

	 

	"I tried the popcorn trick with Aron," Naomi confesses, her cheeks a deeper shade of pink. "And when I 'accidentally' brushed against his crotch, he didn't pull away. If anything, he leaned closer." The group shares knowing glances, their excitement building.

	 

	Priya leans back in her chair, a smug smile playing on her lips. "I went further with Amar," she says, her voice low and sultry. "I made him carry in the groceries, and when he bent down to put something away, I gave his ass a good smack. He looked at me like he didn't know what to do with himself." Rachel and Naomi laugh, while Vanessa nods in approval. "It's all about keeping it light," Priya adds, "but letting them know we're interested."

	 

	"I've noticed Jonathan's been more attentive to me," Claire says, her voice a little shaky. "He's been helping me with chores around the house, and he's started to... I don't know, just be more... affectionate?" Rachel nods, her eyes wide. "I think they're all catching on."

	 

	Vanessa takes a deep breath. "Zack's been texting me more," she admits, her cheeks flushing. "Asking me to help him with homework, and then we end up just talking for hours." Rachel grins. "They're definitely interested, ladies."

	 

	"But we can't just jump into bed with them," Rachel says, her voice serious. "We need to make sure they understand what's happening and that they're okay with it."

	 

	"I know," Priya nods, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "But we're getting there. Besides, the book doesn't just jump to the end. It builds up to it, right?"

	 

	"That's true," Rachel agrees, her thoughts racing. "Let's talk about the next chapter, the one where the widow starts to become more... intimate with her son."

	 

	"Ah, yes," Priya says, her voice a seductive purr. "That's where things really heat up." She winks at the others, and they all lean in closer, eager to hear the details.

	 

	"The widow starts to become more intimate with her son," Rachel reads, her voice trembling slightly. "She kisses him on the cheek, and it's not just a motherly kiss. She drags her lips across his cheeks and down to his shoulder" She looks up, her eyes meeting the others'. "What do you think? Are we ready for that?"

	 

	"I don't know," Naomi says, twirling a lock of hair around her finger. "It seems so... intense."

	 

	"But that's the whole point, isn't it?" Rachel counters, her voice steady. "We're not just reading this book for fun. We're using it as a guide."

	 

	"Jonathan would definitely be thrilled. I don't wanna brag but I will," Claire says with a knowing smile. "He gave me some really tight hugs this week and while hugging......." She giggles like a school girl. "He got hard down there." They all blushe and exchange glances, all feeling a mix of excitement and anxiety.

	 

	"Alright, so we're all seeing progress," Rachel says, her voice a little shakier than usual. "But let's remember, we're not just playing a game here. We're talking about real people with real feelings."

	 

	"So, how do we get intimate with our touches that definitely gives the signlas? Like, the widow's kisses in chapter six," Vanessa asks, her eyes on Rachel.

	 

	Rachel swallows hard, "Well, the book suggests that we start with something that can be passed off as innocent, like a goodnight kiss that lingers a little longer or a gentle touch that isn't strictly maternal."

	 

	"Boooo. We did more than that last week. Let's skip to chapter 7," Priya says, her voice filled with excitement. Rachel gives her a stern look, "Priya, we're not racing to the end. This is serious. We have to make sure they're ready."

	 

	"Babe, have you listened to what we all did last week? I grabbed and jerked his ass, Naomi touched his crotch, Claire got a hard-on hug, Vanessa's getting freaky texts, you played with his underwear while he was wearing it. They are more than ready to bone us. We're just playing hard to get," Priya retorts.

	 

	"Priya, we can't just assume they're ready for that," Rachel says firmly, trying to keep the excitement in her voice at bay. "We need to be sure they understand and consent to what's happening."

	 

	"I have an idea." Naomi jumps in her seat. "What if this week we don't do anything at all? No compliments, no touches, no flirting. If they are interested they would approach us and think they are making the first move. It would make them feel in control."

	 

	The group falls into a contemplative silence. Rachel nods, "That's clever, Naomi. It's like setting the bait and seeing if they take it."

	 

	"But what if they don't?" Vanessa asks, a hint of worry in her voice. "What if we've misread the signs?"

	 

	"Then we move on. Our son doesn't wanna bang us. No biggie," Priya says with a shrug, trying to lighten the mood. But Rachel can see the concern in her eyes. They're all taking a risk here.

	 

	"No, let's try Naomi's approach," Rachel says, her voice firm. "We've been the ones making the moves so far. Maybe it's time to let them come to us."

	 

	"Agreed" They all say in unison.

	 

	The week passes by with a mix of anticipation and nervousness. Rachel finds herself holding back every time she wants to reach out and touch David. The tension in the air is palpable, but she sticks to the plan. She notices that David seems a bit more restless, more eager for her attention.

	 

	Finally, on the 6th day, as Rachel was cutting some vegetables at kitchen counter. David hugged her from behind, pressing his hips against hers and holds her hip to the counter. Nuzzles his nose in her neck and whispers "Mom, can you help me with my homework?" Rachel's heart races and she tries to keep her voice steady. "Of course, sweetie," she says, "Let's go to your room." She can clearly feel the hard-on pressing between her ass cheeks.

	 

	Rachel tries to keep her cool while they sit at David's desk, pretending to help him with his homework. The air is thick with tension, and Rachel's mind is racing with thoughts of the 6th chapter of "The Ties That Bind." She knows this is it, the moment she's been both dreading and eagerly awaiting. She glances at David, who's staring at her with an intensity she's never seen before. "You're so beautiful," he murmurs, his voice low and husky. Rachel feels a thrill run down her spine, her body responding to his words. She doesn't take it further than this. Teasing him just a little more. "Two more days, then I will let you bang my brains out", she thought to herself.

	 

	Meanwhile, Priya's son Amar approaches her, his eyes dark with desire. "Mom, can I talk to you about something?" he asks, his voice a little shaky. Priya's heart skips a beat as she nods, her mind racing with thoughts of the book's 6th chapter. They sit down in the living room, and Amar takes a deep breath. "I... I've been feeling things, and I don't know if they're okay," he says, his eyes searching hers. "What things, Amar?" she asks gently, her hand resting on his knee. "Things about you," he says, his cheeks flushing. "Things that... I'm not sure I should be feeling." Priya's pulse quickens, and she knows this is the moment she's been waiting for.

	 

	"There is no such thing as a wrong feeling. Whatever you feel, you can tell me openly," Rachel reassures him, her voice a soothing balm. Amar's eyes lock onto hers, and she sees the hunger in them. "I want you," he admits, his voice barely above a whisper. "But I'm scared." Priya's eyes fill with understanding, and she leans in, her breath warm against his cheek. "You don't have to be scared," she whispers, her hand moving to cup his cheek. "We can explore those feelings. But not today, maybe next week? If you are a good boy." She winks at him. She wants to hold off on the sex until the next meeting.

	 

	Naomi's son Aron, on the other hand, is a bit more forward. He corners her in the hallway, his hand grazing her ass as he passes by. "Mom," he says, his voice thick with desire. "I can't stop thinking about you." Naomi's heart races, but she plays it cool, her hand sliding up to rest on his chest. "I've been thinking about you too," she admits, her eyes searching his. "But we should talk about it first. Maybe after dinner?"

	 

	After dinner, Naomi and Aron sits down in the living room. The tension between them is palpable, as Aron scoots closer to her on the couch. "What's on your mind?" she asks, her voice a gentle coo. "I don't know if it's right," he says, his eyes cast down. "But I want to kiss you." Naomi takes a deep breath, her hand cupping his cheek. "If it's what you really want," she whispers, "then I want it too." And with that, they lean in, their lips meeting in a soft, tentative kiss. It's sweet and innocent, but the passion behind it is undeniable. They break apart, both panting, and Naomi's eyes widen. "That was... amazing," Aron murmurs, his hand sliding down to rest on her thigh. She holds his hand and says, "Not any further baby. If you want me you'll have to wait till next week." A wicked smile and a devious wink follows.

	 

	Vanessa's son Zack, after days of text flirting, finally finds the courage to approach her. "Mom, can I talk to you for a minute?" he asks, his voice cracking. She nods, her heart racing. "What is it, honey?" She tries to keep her voice steady as they sit down at the kitchen table. "I've been having... thoughts," he admits, his eyes darting away from hers. "Thoughts about you and me." Vanessa's breath hitches. "What kind of thoughts?" she asks, playing dumb. "The kind that make me... feel funny," he says, his cheeks flushing. "You know, the kind that make a guy hard." She giggles, "Oh, those thoughts." She reaches over and takes his hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "Don't worry, baby. We'll talk more about it in a few days." She stands up, giving him a peck on the forehead. "But for now, let's keep it between us, okay?"

	 

	Claire's son, Jonathan, is the last to take the bait. He's been more attentive than usual, and one evening, as they sit together watching TV, he shifts closer to her. "Mom," he whispers, "I've been thinking about what happened last week." Claire's heart skips a beat, her eyes flicking to his. "What about it?" she asks, her voice a little shaky. "I liked it," he says, his voice barely audible. "I liked it a lot." Claire feels a warmth spread through her body, and she takes a deep breath. "Jonathan, we need to be very careful with this," she says, her hand resting on his thigh. "But if it's something you really want, we can talk about it."

	 

	"I want to be with you. To be close to you. I don't know how to say this without sounding like a creep...." Jonathan continues.

	"You don't have to. I know what you're feeling," Claire assures him, her voice gentle. "But we need to make sure it's right for both of us."

	"It feels right," he insists, his hand finding hers on his thigh. "But let's wait for the next week. I don't want to rush into anything."

	 

	And finally, the meeting arrives. All of them eager to share what happened last week. Rachel, her face flushed with excitement, starts first. "Well, David and I had a moment. He was so close, and I could feel him, you know."

	"Mmhmm," Priya nods knowingly, a smug smile playing on her lips. "Amar and I had our own little heart-to-heart. He's just as into it as we are."

	Naomi giggles nervously, "Aron tried to get a little too handsy, but I managed to keep things above the belt."

	Vanessa sighs, "Zack's been acting like a lovesick puppy. I had to remind him we're still just exploring."

	"Jonathan and I had a talk," Claire says, her voice a little shaky. "He's definitely interested. But we agreed to wait until this week."

	 

	Rachel says, "So are we doing this? We're actually going to let them take the lead?"

	Priya nods, "It's their turn to make the first real move." Vanessa says, "I don't care. Zack is very eager. I will do it today if I get too excited." Naomi says, "Me too. Aron is already handsy, I don't wanna tease him further" Claire agrees, "Given that Jonathan basically told me he wants to sleep with me last week, I say I'll fuck him as soon as I can."

	 

	"But remember," Rachel says, her eyes serious, "we need to make sure they understand that this isn't just a one-time thing. It's a relationship."

	Priya laughs, "Oh honey, they're 18 year olds, no better than a teenager. They think with their dicks. They'll understand once they get some action."

	"Priya, please. This isn't a joke," Rachel snaps. "We need to be careful. We're their moms."

	"I know, I know," Priya says, her smile fading. "But we're also women with needs. And if they're willing to give it to us..."

	 

	"How do we give proof to each other that we did the deed? Like a secret code or something," Vanessa asks with a mischievous smile.

	"How about this? After we are done getting railed, take a naked selfie in bed with your son and send it in the group chat.", Claire suggests. Rachel chuckles nervously, "Yes, I like that. It's a way to support each other."

	"But what if they see it?" Naomi asks, her voice a little panicked. "They won't. We're not that stupid," Priya says with a firm voice.

	 

	They all nod in agreement. The tension in the room is thick, but they all feel a sense of excitement bubbling up inside them. This is the moment they've all been waiting for.

	 

	The next day, Rachel finds David in his room, his eyes glued to his computer screen. "Hey, David," she says, her voice a little too cheerful. "Could you use a break?"

	 

	David looks up, his eyes glazed over. "Sure, what's up?" then he noticed the tight yoga pant and tank top his mother is wearing. "Holy fuck", he thinks to himself.

	 

	"Just wanted to check on you, make sure you're okay," Rachel says, her hand on the doorframe. "You've been spending a lot of time in here lately."

	"I've just had a lot of schoolwork," he mumbles, his eyes flicking over her body before returning to the screen. Rachel walks in and sits down on the bed beside him. "I was thinking if you are free we could do something fun together maybe", she says while pouting her lips.

	 

	David closes his laptop and looks at her with a grin. "What do you have in mind?"

	Rachel leans closer, her breath hot on his neck. "Well, remember last week when you pinned me to the kitchen counter to tell me about your 'problem'?" She giggles. "I was thinking maybe we could continue that."

	 

	David's eyes widen, and Rachel can see the excitement in them. "Are you sure?" he asks, his voice cracking a little.

	"Why don't you tell me what you want?" Rachel whispers, her hand sliding along his thigh. "I want to make sure we're both on the same page."

	David takes a deep breath, his heart pounding. "I want you, mom," he admits, his voice hoarse. Rachel drops her voice to a sultry almost moaning voice, she fake moans as she says, "Mhmh, does big boy wanna take mommy?" her voice so hot against his ears, it makes him sweat. "Fuck yes," he says, his voice a little too loud. Rachel giggles. "Well, then," she says, her hand sliding up to rest on his chest, "maybe we should move this to somewhere more comfortable."

	 

	Rachel holds him by his shirt's collar as they make their way to Rachel's bedroom, the tension between them growing with every step. Rachel's mind growing with the thought of what she's gonna do to her boy. She can't wait to see the look on his face when she sucks him dry. She looks back as they are walking, his face full of anticipation and she smiles wickedly.

	 

	Once in her bedroom, Rachel locks the door behind them and turns to face him. "Alright, baby," she says, her voice low and seductive. "It's your turn to take the lead. Show me how much you want me."

	 

	David gulps and says, "I...I...uh...I never did this before. I-I don't know how to start." Rachel's eyes sparkle with mischief, "Oh honey, do you want mommy to take the lead?" She stares at him for an answer. He gulps again and says, "Y-Yes. Yes, please, mommy." She laughs mischievously and says, "Oh sweetie baby. Fair warning. By the end you will look like dried corpse." He is excited and scared at the same time, "I will do anything for you, mommy." Rachel curls her index finger to call him closer with a grin on her face so mischievous it will take the soul out of any guys body.

	 

	David stands in front of Rachel, his heart pounding at maximum rate. Rachel says with a grin, "Have you ever played with big knockers?" He nods no with excitement. "You can touch mine if you want but only if you rip my tank top apart with your bare hands" She challenges him with a smile. David's hand move tentatively to the neck of her tank top. Grabbing the collar tightly with both hand. Rachel bites her bottom lip hard as David's hands touch her chest and she lets soft moan out, "hmmm" while making intense eye contact with each other.

	 

	David takes a deep breath and suddenly pulls his hands apart with all his might. Rachel's whole body moves with his hands, the tank top ripping apart with a loud sound, her breasts spilling out bouncing and she stumbles on to his chest. "Oh my my. That was quite the move, young man," Rachel says, trying to keep herself composed. "I think you earned the right to play and munch on these puppies." She says while pushing him down on the bed.

	 

	She smoothly lies on top of him and holds of her boobs to his mouth. She has quite the breast. David can't grab hold of one tit with one hand. He is gobbling the other tit but it's so big it's slipping out of his mouth. Rachel is moaning with pleasure. "You're so good, baby," she whispers, her voice thick with lust.

	 

	She pushes on his chest and sits up on his chest. "That's enough. Baby boy's who can't take control only gets to suck tits for short time." Rachel says with a smile. David nods eagerly, his cock straining against his pants. Rachel runs her hand down his chest and reaches for his belt. "Let's see if you can handle the rest," she says, her eyes glinting.

	 

	Rachel gets off the bed as he takes his pants off from his legs dangling off the bed. His erect cock springs up, she takes in the sight, licking and biting her lips. "Mom, can you suck me?" David says, his voice filled with a mix of innocence and need. Rachel looks at him and says, "Only if you can make me wet with your words first," she challenges him.

	 

	David's eyes widen with surprise but then he nods eagerly. "You're so beautiful, mom. Your tits are perfect. I want to feel your mouth on me," he says, his voice shaking slightly. Rachel smirks, "Keep going, baby. Tell me more about what you want." David's cheeks turn red but he continues, "I want you to take me in your mouth, all the way. I want to feel your tongue... your throat... everything." Rachel's pussy clenches at the sound of his voice, her body is warming up.

	 

	Rachel watches as David's cock bobs up and down with every word he speaks, and she can't help but lick her lips. She stands up over him, her own arousal evident in her eyes. "Alright," she says, her voice a sultry purr. "You've earned it." She kneels down in front of him, on the floor, taking his cock in her hand and leaning in to kiss the tip. She hold her elbow to the base of the cock and measures how big it is. From her elbow to her wrist. "That's 10inches", she murmurs to herself and gulps.

	 

	She closes her eyes as she takes his cock in her mouth a wet sloppy sound escapes her mouth as she tries to take it all in. She can feel him pulse with every suck and lick. Rachel's hand slides down to her own pussy, her fingers slipping easily into her wetness. She moans around his cock, the vibrations sending him over the edge. "Fuck, Mom," he groans, his hips bucking upward. Rachel's eyes water, but she doesn't stop, taking him deeper and deeper.

	 

	Rachel tries to take his entire cock in the mouth, for this she needs to slow down. She slowed down and slowly let her head sink down. The cock slid through her mouth, it touched her epiglottis but it kept going, entering her throat, she feels a difficulty in breathing as the cock pushes against her windpipe, her lips finally touch his short pubes, her eyes fly open, "I did it. it's all the way in" she thinks in her mind. Her eyes watering like crazy. David's body shivers and he unknowningly gives an upthrust, causing the tip to further poke her oesophagus. She gags and coughs but the dick gets stuck in her throat, causing further panic. David's body moves involuntarily again. The dick getting jammed in her oesophagus. Her throat is constricted as she keeps gagging trying to pull her head back but nothing helps.

	 

	Among the panic, David grabs her head and holds it in place as he cums. All his warm burning cum shooting into her oesophagus makes her gag more she tries to move her head, tries to push her body back by pushing the bed, nothing works againt David's deathgrip. She whimpers and thrashes around as his cum keeps going straight in her stomach. She gives up. Keeping her eyes shut, she kept kneeling in the floor waiting for him to release her.

	 

	Finally, David's cock starts going flaccid and Rachel can finally bring her head up. Her eyes popping out, like they are about to burst out, eyes are watery and red. Her hair is completely messed up. Her throat hurts. She fixes her hair with one hand and says, "Why the fuck did you move your hips up? You nearly me killed me baby."

	 

	David looks at her with shock, "I didn't mean to! I just couldn't control it, I'm sorry!" Rachel smiles through the pain, "It's alright baby. I know it's your first time, I'll give you a pass." Rachel stands up and tries to fix herself. She lies down beside him and says, "That was a bit too much, I need to get accustomed to your monster cock." Rachel's hand caresses David's cheek.

	 

	"How was it for you, baby?" Rachel asks, her voice still a little raspy from the ordeal. "It was amazing," David says, his voice filled with wonder. "But are you okay?" Rachel nods. "I'm fine, sweetie. It's all part of the fun, isn't it?" she says with a wink. David looks at her with a mix of concern and excitement. "Yeah, I guess so," he says, still not fully comprehending the depth of their situation.

	 

	"You came plenty and I need a break after that. How about we just go to sleep for tonight?", Rachel says with a yawn. David nods, his mind racing with the events of the night. "But tomorrow," Rachel says, her hand sliding down to give his cock a gentle squeeze, "tomorrow, we'll take it to the next level." She smiles wickedly. "But remember, baby, this is our little secret," she whispers, her breath hot on his ear.

	 

	Meanwhile, Priya is in her own room, her heart racing as she thinks about Amar. She can hear his footsteps in the hallway, and she knows what's about to happen. She takes a deep breath, trying to calm herself, when the door opens and he walks in. "Mom," he says, his voice thick with desire. "Can we talk?"

	"Of course, sweetheart," Priya says, her voice as smooth as silk. She pats the bed beside her. "What's on your mind?"

	"I've been thinking about what we talked about," Amar says, his eyes not meeting hers. "And I think I'm ready to try it."

	"Ready to try what, exactly?" Priya asks, playing coy. She knows exactly what he means, but she wants to hear him say it.

	"I want to make love to you," Amar says, his voice trembling. "I want to be with you."

	Priya's heart skips a beat, and she feels a rush of wetness between her legs. "Are you sure?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

	"More than anything," Amar says, his eyes finally meeting hers. Priya can see the raw need in them, and she knows she can't resist.

	 

	She winks and says, "In my room, five minutes, get ready" Priya goes to the bathroom and quickly freshen herself up. She puts on a silky lingerie that she had bought especially for tonight. She applies some lipstick and sprays a little bit of perfume. She walks back to her bedroom feeling like a teenager about to get laid for the first time. She sees Amar standing there, nervously waiting. She smiles at him and says, "Take off your clothes, baby," her voice dripping with desire.

	Amar does as he's told, his hands shaking as he unbuttons his shirt. Priya can see the outline of his erection through his pants, and she licks her lips. "You're so beautiful, Mom," he says, his voice filled with awe. "Thank you, baby," Priya says, her eyes never leaving his body. "Now, come here."

	Amar approaches the bed, his cock now fully erect and poking out of his underwear. Priya reaches out and runs her hand along his length, making him gasp. "You're so big," she says, her voice filled with amazement. "You're going to fill me up so good."

	Amar nods eagerly, his hands shaking as he takes off his pants. He stands before her, completely naked. "Lie down," she commands, her voice firm but gentle. He does as he's told, his heart racing.

	 

	She measures the against her hand. "Fuck that's 10inches at least, it's gonna rip my pussy apart" she thinks to herself and gulps. Priya climbs on the bed and straddles him, her wet pussy hovering just above his cock. "Tell me if it hurts, okay?" she says, her voice thick with lust.

	"Okay," Amar whispers, his eyes wide with anticipation. She lowers herself onto him, inch by inch, her pussy stretching to accommodate his size. "Oh God," she moans as he fills her up completely. "You feel so good inside me."

	"Does it hurt?" he asks, his voice filled with concern. "A little," she admits, "but it's a good hurt." She starts to rock her hips, riding him slowly at first, savoring every inch of him inside her. "Fuck, Mom," he says, his voice strained. "You're so tight."

	"Just like your little virgin cock," she teases, her voice husky with pleasure. "You're going to make me cum so hard."

	Amar's eyes roll back in his head as she speeds up, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. "I love you, Mom," he says, his voice a moan. "I love you too, baby," she says, leaning down to kiss him.

	Their tongues dance together as their bodies move in rhythm. Priya feels the orgasm building, her pussy clenching around his cock. "I'm gonna cum," she whispers, her voice a mix of pleasure and pain. "Do it, Mom," he says, his hips bucking up to meet her.

	With a final deep thrust, Priya screams out her orgasm, her body convulsing around him. Amar follows shortly after, his cum filling her up, mixing with her juices.

	They lay there, panting, their bodies entwined. "That was amazing," Amar says, his voice filled with wonder. "It was," Priya agrees, her voice still shaky from pleasure. "But remember, baby, we have to be careful. This is our secret."

	Amar nods, his eyes glazed over with satisfaction. "I know, Mom," he says, his voice filled with love and lust. "I'll do anything to keep this going."

	 

	At her home, Naomi and Aron are in the living room, the tension between them palpable. Aron is sitting on the couch, his eyes never leaving Naomi as she walks around the room, her body moving with a newfound confidence. She's wearing a tight dress that clings to her curves, making it clear she's not wearing any underwear. "What do you want from me, Aron?" she asks, her voice a purr.

	"I want to taste you," he says, his voice hoarse. "But only if you're sure."

	Naomi smirks. "Oh, I'm sure," she says, walking over to him. "I've been thinking about it all week."

	 

	Without another word, Naomi straddles him on the couch, her dress riding up to expose her bare pussy. Aron's eyes widen in shock, but he quickly recovers, his hands reaching up to grasp her hips. "Fuck, Mom," he says, his voice filled with a mix of lust and disbelief. "You're so wet."

	"It's all for you, baby," she says, her voice a sultry whisper. She unbuckles his pants and his monsterous cock springs out, slapping his stomach. "Wow," she says, her eyes widening. "It's so big."

	"Does it scare you?" he asks, his voice teasing. "No," she says, licking her lips. "It just makes me want you more."

	 

	She measures it against her hand. "Damn 10 inches at least." She thinks to herself. "You are much bigger than your bad", she says, as she kneels on the floor and starts sucking him off. He groans with pleasure, his hands tangling in her hair. "Yes, Mom, like that," he says, his hips thrusting upward. Naomi takes him deep, her cheeks hollowing out with every suck.

	"You're so good at this," he moans, his eyes half-closed. "I've had a lot of practice," she says with a wink.

	 

	Aron's body jerkes as he is about to cum. "Mom, I'm gonna cum," he says with a warning. Naomi smiles around his cock, eager for it. "Do it," she says, her voice muffled by his length in her mouth. He explodes, filling her mouth with his hot seed. She swallows, savoring the taste.

	"How was it?" she asks, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "It was amazing," Aron says, his voice still shaking. She stands up and straddles him again, her pussy throbbing for his cock. "Now, it's my turn," she says, sliding down onto him. Her breathe hitches as the thick long shaft tears through her pussy, making her scream in pleasure.

	"Oh, fuck, baby," she groans, her nails digging into his shoulders. "You're so big, it's like I'm being split in half." She starts to ride him, her wetness coating his cock with every movement. "You like it?" he asks, his voice filled with arousal. "I love it," she says, leaning down to kiss him.

	 

	Their kisses are deep and passionate, their tongues exploring each other's mouths as their bodies move in unison. Naomi feels her orgasm approaching, her pussy spasming around Aron's cock. "I'm gonna cum," she whispers into his ear, her voice breathless. "Cum with me," he says, his hands tightening on her hips.

	They both moan as they climax together, their bodies shaking with the intensity of it. Naomi collapses onto him, her breathing ragged. "That was... wow," she says, her voice barely a whisper. "Yeah," Aron agrees, his voice just as breathless. "You are amazing, mom."

	 

	As for Vanessa, she is in the kitchen, cleaning up the dinner dishes. Her thoughts are a whirlwind of confusion and excitement. She can't believe she's actually going through with this, but the way Zack looked at her earlier... it was like he needed her. She shivers just thinking about it. She decides to go to her room and get changed into something more comfortable. As she walks down the hallway, she sees Zack's door slightly ajar. She peeks in and sees him lying on his bed, his hand moving under the covers. She bursts in the room, "Zack!!" she screams. "I told you I will let you have me, why are you masturbating?"

	 

	Zack jumps off the bed, his face red with embarrassment. "Mom! What are you doing?" he stammers. "I saw what you were doing," she says, her voice stern. "We talked about this. I'm here for you."

	Vanessa walks over to the bed and sits down. "Take off your pants," she orders him. He hesitates for a moment before complying, revealing his erect cock. "Look at that," she says with a mix of shock and admiration. "It's huge."

	"You really want to do this?" he asks, his voice shaking. "Yes," she says firmly. "I was looking forward to doing it with you."

	 

	Zack's heart races as he watches his mother undress in front of him. She's wearing a lacy lingerie set that makes her look like a goddess. He can't believe this is happening. "Lie down," she says, her voice soft but commanding. He does as he's told, his heart pounding in his chest.

	Vanessa is a little surprised by the size so she decides to measure it against her arm, "My god, that's over 10 inches," she thinks to herself then taking it in her mouth entirely. Zack's eyes roll back in his head as he feels the warm wetness enveloping him. He's never felt anything like it before. "Fuck, Mom," he says, his voice strained. "It feels so good."

	 

	Vanessa smiles around his cock, her cheeks hollowed out. "You're doing so well, baby," she says, her voice muffled. She starts to bob her head up and down, her hand wrapping around the base of his shaft. "Are you going to cum for me?" she asks, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

	Zack nods, his body tense. "I'm gonna cum," he says, his voice a strangled groan. Vanessa feels his cock throb in her mouth, and she knows he's about to explode. She swallows, preparing herself for his release.

	With a final thrust, Zack cums, his seed spurting into her mouth. She takes it all, swallowing every drop. She sits up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "How was that, sweetheart?" she asks, her voice a little raspy. "Better than your hands right?"

	 

	Zack nods, his eyes glazed over. "It was amazing, Mom," he says, his voice filled with wonder. "But... are we going to do more?"

	Vanessa smiles seductively. "Of course, baby. That was just the appetizer," she says, her hand trailing down her body to her wet pussy. She spreads her legs, showing him her glistening folds. "Now, it's time for the main course."

	Zack's eyes widen as he watches his mother's hand move between her legs. "What do you want me to do?" he asks, his voice a little shaky. "You don't have to do anything. Just lie there and relax and try not to cum in 2seconds in my pussy", she says as she straddles him. Carefully she lowers herself, her pussy making wet noises as his massive length parts the meat of her pussy and sinks into her depths.

	 

	"Fuck, you are so tight mom. How?" He asks in amazement. "Years of experience darling," Vanessa says, her voice a little strained as she adjusts to his size. "Now, let's see if I can make you cum again," she says with a wink. She starts to ride him, her hips moving in slow, deliberate circles. Zack's eyes roll back in his head as he feels her wet warmth surrounding him. "Oh, God, Mom," he says, his voice a moan.

	"Yes, baby," she says, her voice a purr. "Call me that when you cum inside me." She picks up the pace, her tits bouncing with every thrust. "You like that, don't you?"

	Zack nods, his hands reaching up to cup her breasts. "They're so perfect," he murmurs, his thumbs flicking her hard nipples.

	"Keep going," Vanessa whispers, her voice growing more urgent. "I'm so close."

	Her pussy tightens around his cock as she starts to cum, her body shaking with the force of it. "Cum for me, baby," she says, her voice a moan.

	Zack's body jerks as he follows her over the edge, his cock pulsing as he fills her up with his hot seed. They lay there, panting, their bodies sticky with sweat. "That was..." he starts, but the words don't come. "Perfect," Vanessa says, finishing his sentence.

	 

	Finally, there was Claire, who was feeling a mix of excitement and fear. She knew she wanted to explore this with Jonathan, but the thought of it was so overwhelming. She decided to take a bath to relax, hoping it would help ease her nerves. She lit some candles and filled the tub with warm water, adding in some bubble bath. She slipped off her clothes and stepped in, the warmth enveloping her body.

	As she lay there, she could hear Jonathan's footsteps approaching the bathroom. She took a deep breath, her heart racing. "Mom?" he says, his voice tentative. "Come in, sweetie," she calls out.

	The door opens and he steps in, his eyes widening at the sight of her naked body. "What are you doing?" he asks, trying to keep his voice steady. "Just taking a bath," she says, her voice a little shaky. "Do you want to join me?"

	Jonathan looks at her for a moment, his eyes traveling over her body before he nods. "Okay," he says, his voice a little hoarse. He starts to undress, his cock already semi-erect.

	"You're so beautiful, Mom," he says as he steps into the tub, his cock growing harder as he gets closer to her. "Thank you, baby," Claire says, her voice a little shaky.

	 

	They sit in the tub together, the water sloshing around them as they kiss, their bodies entwined. Claire feels his cock pressing against her stomach, and she can't help but reach down to touch it. She wraps her hand around it, her brows raising, she feels that it's a little too big. She breaks the kiss to look at it, she says, "Baby, could you stand up for mommy?"

	"What?" He asks, his voice filled with curiosity. She nods and says, "Just stand up, let's see how big it gets." He does as he's told, and Claire's eyes widen as his cock springs up, reaching almost to his belly button. "Fuck, that's over 10 inches," she whispers to herself.

	"Does it scare you?" he asks, his voice filled with concern. "No," she says. "I want to try it even more now."

	 

	With trembling hands, Claire spreads her legs, giving him full access to her pussy. "Are you sure?" he asks, his eyes searching hers for any signs of doubt. "I've never been more sure," she says, her voice filled with determination. "I need this."

	 

	Jonathan nods, his cock standing tall and proud between them. He positions himself between her legs, the tip of his cock brushing against her clit. Claire gasps, her body responding to his touch. "Ready?" he asks, his voice low and gruff. "Ready," she whispers, her eyes never leaving his.

	 

	He slides into her slowly, inch by inch, filling her up. "Oh, fuck," she moans, her eyes squeezing shut. "It's so big."

	"Does it hurt?" he asks, his voice filled with concern.

	"A little," she admits, her voice tight with pleasure. "But it's a good hurt. Keep going, keep pushing it in baby."

	 

	He does as he's told, his hands gripping the side of the tub as he thrusts deeper. "Oh, God, Mom," he says, his voice strained. "You're so tight."

	"It's like a virgin pussy," he teases, his voice filled with lust. "You're going to make me cum so hard."

	Claire's eyes snap open, a wild look in them. "Don't cum baby. Pound me please."

	Her voice is a mix of pain and pleasure as she starts to rock her hips, meeting his every thrust. The water splashes around them as their bodies move together, their skin slick with sweat. "Oh, Mom," he says, his voice a groan. "I'm gonna cum."

	"Inside me," she says, her voice urgent. "Cum inside me."

	With a final grunt, he does just that, his hot seed filling her up. They both collapse back into the water, panting. "That was..." he starts, but the words fail him. "Amazing," Claire says, finishing his sentence.

	 

	That was just the first day of the week for the women, over the rest of the week, all of them fucks their sons several more times. Taking hundreds of photos of themselves, in various positions with their sons. Their group chat becomes an archive of the depravity. They meet up again, at the end of the week to discuss their week. All eager to share their experiences.

	 

	"I've never felt more alive," Rachel says, her cheeks flushed as they sit in a circle in Naomi's living room. "Me too," Priya adds, a dreamy look in her eyes. "It's like we're in our own little world," Naomi says with a sigh. "But it's not just about the sex," Rachel insists, looking around at the others. "It's about the connection we have with our sons now."

	"It's true," Priya agrees. "I feel like I understand Amar on a whole new level."

	"And the way they look at us now," Naomi says, a smirk playing on her lips. "They can't get enough."

	They all nod, smiling at each other. "It's like we're all part of some secret club," Rachel says.

	"But we have to be careful," Claire reminds them, her voice a little more serious. "We can't let anyone else find out."

	"Agreed," Vanessa says, her hand going to her chest. "This is between us and our sons. No one else."

	"But what if they tell someone?" Naomi asks, looking around the room nervously. "What if it gets out?"

	"They won't," Rachel says firmly. "They know how important this is to us, and they love us too much to hurt us."

	 

	"So, let's hear the details ladies. How many times did you do it over the week? Did you try anything new?" Rachel asks with a twinkle in her eye.

	"I lost count," Naomi says with a laugh. "But let's just say it was a busy week for us."

	"Same," Priya says, blushing slightly. "Amar and I... we just couldn't get enough of each other."

	"And David," Rachel says with a sigh. "He's so eager to learn."

	"They're all eager to learn," Vanessa says with a knowing smile. "Zack's been asking me all sorts of things."

	"It's like they're discovering a whole new part of themselves," Claire says, her voice filled with wonder.

	"And they're discovering us too," Rachel says. "Our desires, our boundaries."

	"But the most important thing is that we're all okay with it," Naomi says, looking around the room.

	They all nod, looking at each other with a mix of love and lust.

	 

	"And? How big was your sons? I don't wanna brag but it's over 10 inches. Amar's a handful," Priya says with a wink thinking her son is the biggest. Vanessa goes, "That's weird, Zack is also at least over 10 inches too." "Aron is too. I measured with my arm," Naomi adds. "No way!! I did that too, Jonathan is also about the same" Rachel looks at them all and says, "Ladies, is all our son's 10 incher? This is best coincedence ever."

	They all laugh, the tension in the room easing.

	 

	"It's like they're all competing to be the best in everything," Naomi says, shaking her head. "But the real prize is how they make us feel," Claire adds, a soft smile playing on her lips.

	"So true," Rachel agrees. "I never knew I could feel this way about David. It's like he's a completely different person now."

	"And the way they look at us," Priya says, her eyes sparkling. "It's like we're the only women in the world."

	"It's empowering," Vanessa says. "To know we have this effect on them."

	 

	"I would say though. He can't last very long. Probably because he gets too excited. What about you ladies?" Naomi asks.

	"Amar's the same," Priya admits with a chuckle. "But it's okay, we have plenty of time to practice."

	"David's the same too. 2 minutes max," Rachel says, a knowing smile crossing her face. "But I don't mind. It's all about the journey, not just the destination."

	"Jonathan a little better but his max is 5minutes," Claire says, nodding in agreement.

	"Well, Zack's definitely not lasting either," Vanessa says, a blush creeping up her neck. "He says it's because he's with me."

	 

	"So, how can we make them last longer? Maybe some tips from the book?" Rachel asks, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

	"Maybe we should start training them," Naomi says with a wink. "Make them learn to control themselves."

	"Yeah, I read somewhere that edging can help," Priya says thoughtfully. "You know, bringing them to the brink of orgasm and then stopping."

	"Oooh, I've tried that," Rachel says, her eyes lighting up. "It's fun, but it's also a bit frustrating for them."

	"But worth it, in the end," Claire says with a nod. "When they finally cum, it's explosive."

	"We could also try some sex toys," Vanessa suggests, her voice a little shy. "I've been eyeing this cock ring that's supposed to help with stamina."

	"and we could just enjoy the moment better," Naomi says. "It's all about the size or the duration."

	 

	They all laugh, their conversation turning to the various ways they could enhance their experiences with their sons. "But let's not forget the emotional side of things," Rachel says, her voice growing a little more serious. "We need to make sure they know how much we love them, even if it's in a... different way than before."

	"I've been worried about that," Priya admits. "What if they think we only love them for this?"

	"We have to keep showing them," Naomi says, her hand going to her heart. "Show them that we're here for them, no matter what."

	"And we need to keep talking to them," Rachel adds. "Make sure they know this is a safe space for them to explore their own feelings and desires."

	"Agreed," Claire says, her voice firm. "We're their mothers, but we're also their lovers now."

	 

	"So, do we buy cock rings for them? I am down if you ladies are," Vanessa says with a grin, breaking the seriousness of the conversation.

	"Only if they want to use them," Rachel says with a nod. "We can't force them into anything."

	"But it could be fun," Naomi says with a wink. "Imagine the looks on their faces when we surprise them with it."

	"And we could take turns teaching them new things," Rachel suggests. "We could each show them a different technique."

	"I'm game," Priya says, her voice filled with excitement. "It'll be like a... mommy-son boot camp for better sex."

	They all laugh, the tension in the room dissipating.

	 

	They go out to a local sex shop and buys 5 cock rings for their sons. Ready to surprise their sons when they go home. They get home and sneak into their sons' rooms, placing the cock rings on their nightstands with a little note that reads, "For when you're ready to play with Mommy."

	 

	"Mom? What's this?" David asks, holding up the cock ring with a puzzled look when Rachel enters his room.

	"It's a little something I thought might help us both enjoy our time together more," Rachel says with a gentle smile. "But only if you're comfortable with it."

	"I don't know," he says, looking at it with curiosity. "What does it do?"

	"It helps you last longer," Rachel explains, sitting down on the bed beside him. "If you wear it on your cock it will stop you from cumming to quick and the noises the metal makes when it collides with the pussy are so obscene... It makes me horny just thinking of the sounds."

	David looks at her, his eyes wide. "Really?"

	"Yes," Rachel says with a nod. "But only if you want to. It's your choice, baby."

	 

	David says, "Okay, I'll try it," his voice filled with excitement. Rachel's heart races as she watches him slip the ring onto his erect cock.

	"How does it feel?" she asks, her voice a little breathless.

	"It's... different," he says, his hand ghosting over his shaft. "Tighter."

	"Good," Rachel says, her eyes darkening with lust. "Now, let's see if it works."

	 

	They start kissing again, Rachel's hand reaching down to stroke his cock, feeling the metal ring against her palm. David's hips buck up into her touch, and she knows he's enjoying it. They slowly build up their intimacy, Rachel teasing him with gentle touches and kisses until he's begging for more. "Mom, please," he says, his voice needy.

	"Tell me what you want, baby," Rachel whispers into his ear.

	"I want you to ride me," he says, his voice strained. "I want to feel you all around me."

	 

	"Then that's what you'll get," Rachel says with a wicked smile. She straddles him, the cock ring adding a new level of friction as she sinks down onto his length. David groans, his hands gripping her hips tightly. Rachel starts to move, her movements slow and deliberate. She watches his face, seeing the pleasure and concentration etched there. "How's it feel?" she asks, "The ring is making your cock so much thicker"

	"It feels... intense," he says through gritted teeth. "I like it."

	"Good," Rachel murmurs, her own desire growing. "Now, let's see how long you can last."

	 

	Their rhythm builds, Rachel's tits bouncing with every stroke, her pussy tightening around the ring. She can feel David's muscles tensing beneath her, his orgasm approaching. "Not yet," she says, her voice firm. "Hold on for me."

	"I'm trying," he says, his voice strained. "But it feels so good."

	"I know, baby," Rachel says, her voice soothing. "But we're in this together. I want to make sure you're enjoying every moment."

	 

	The ring constricts his cock tightly, even though David wants to cum and he feels it's coming, the ring isn't letting him. Rachel can see the frustration and pleasure in his eyes. "You're doing so well," Rachel whispers, her voice a purr. "Keep going."

	David nods, his breathing heavy. Rachel leans forward, her tits pressing against his chest as she kisses him deeply. He starts to thrust up into her, meeting her halfway. The ring makes a faint noise with every movement, a delicious reminder of their new dynamic. 

	David is getting desperate with every thrust, "Please mommy, I want to cum but it's not letting me," his voice straining from frustration and feeling. "I know, baby. That's the point. Mommy needs to cum too. Just let it hold you until mommy cums. Ok?" Rachel says, her voice a mix of love and lust.

	 

	They keep going, Rachel's pussy tightening around the ring, the vibrations from her impending orgasm echoing through the room. "Cum with me, baby," Rachel says, her voice a gasp. David's hips buck wildly, his eyes squeezed shut. Rachel feels him pulse inside her, the ring keeping his cum contained. "I'm cumming," Rachel cries out, her body convulsing around his. Her pussy spasms and she collapses on his chest from the intense orgasm.

	 

	David holds her ass still thrusting from below, his voice straining as he's about to cry, "Mommy please help. I can't cum. the ring. Please mommy." Rachel realizes she hasn't released him yet. "Oh shit, sorry baby, I forgot" She reaches down and presses the small button that releases the clasp. David cum immediately, his hot seed spurting out of him and into Rachel. Rachel feels a sudden sense of power, knowing she's the one that controls his orgasms now.

	 

	"Did you like it baby? I loved it. Will you wear the ring from now on?" Rachel asks him with a naughty smile. David's eyes are glazed over with pleasure, his chest heaving as he tries to catch his breath. "I... I don't know," he stammers. "It felt really intense."

	"But did it make it better?" Rachel asks, her voice gentle but insistent. "Did it make you feel closer to me?"

	"Yeah," David says, his voice a little shaky. "It did."

	"Then let's keep using it," Rachel says, her voice firm. "It's just another way for us to explore our love for each other." "Ok, mommy. But please release me quicker next time." His voice pleaing softly. "Yes, baby. Of course. I came too hard and lost sense that's why it took long to release you. Next time you will cum right with me." She says with a playful wink as she lies on top of him.

	 

	Priya walks into Amar's room, her heart racing. She finds him sitting on the bed, the cock ring in his hand. "What's this?" he asks, his voice a mix of confusion and excitement. "It's a little gift from Mommy," Priya says, her voice low and seductive. "To help us both enjoy our special times even more."

	"Oh," he says, his eyes lighting up. "How does it work?"

	"It makes your cock feel bigger and thicker," she says, her own excitement clear in her voice. "And it helps you last longer so we can both enjoy it more."

	"Let's try it out," Amar says with a grin, eager to see what this new toy does.

	 

	Priya helps him put it on, her hands trembling slightly as she feels his hard length. "Does it hurt?" she asks, her voice filled with concern. "No, Mom," he says, his voice a little shaky. "It feels... strange. But good."

	They kiss, their bodies pressing together as Amar's cock, now enhanced by the ring, presses against her stomach. Priya can feel the difference already, and it sends a shiver down her spine. "Lie back," she says, her voice a whisper. "Let me show you how it feels."

	 

	Amar does as he's told, his cock standing tall and proud. Priya straddles him, her pussy wet and ready. She sinks down onto him slowly, feeling the ring's added girth stretching her. "Oh, Mom," he says, his eyes rolling back in his head. "It feels so good."

	"You like that, don't you?" she asks, her voice teasing. "You like Mommy's little present?"

	"I love it," he says, his voice strained. "I love you."

	Priya smiles, her heart swelling with love and lust. She starts to move, her hips rolling in a slow, sensuous circle. "How does it feel for you?" she asks, her voice breathless.

	"AMAZING," he cries out. "So much better."

	 

	They find their rhythm, their bodies moving in perfect harmony. Priya can feel her orgasm building, her pussy tightening around the ring. "Cum for me, baby," she whispers, her voice filled with need. "Cum inside Mommy."

	Amar's hips buck up into hers, his breathing ragged. "I'm going to," he says, his voice filled with desperation. "I'm going to cum."

	"Do it," Priya encourages him, her voice a purr. "Cum for me."

	With a final groan, he thinks he's about to cum but the ring constricts his cock stopping him from cumming even a single drop. 

	Priya's face is filled with a mischievous smile, "Hahaha. You can't come while wearing the ring baby boy. Your cock will remain hard till I don't release you."

	"But Mom, I want to," he says, his voice strained.

	"I know, baby," she says, her voice soothing. "But this is gonna help me have a good orgasm, not a fast haphazard one. Endure it for mommy. ok?"

	 

	They continue, Priya's pussy spasming around the ring, her orgasm approaching. "Mom, please," Amar says, his voice begging. "I need to cum."

	"Hold on, baby," she whispers, her eyes squeezed shut. "Hold on for Mommy."

	Priya feels the ring's vibrations against her clit, adding to her pleasure. She can't believe she forgot about that feature. "Oh God, baby," she moans. "It's too much."

	"Mom," Amar says, his voice strained. "I can't hold on."

	"You have to," Priya says, her voice firm. "You have to wait for me."

	 

	They move together, their bodies a blur of passion and desire. "I'm going to cum," Priya says, her voice a scream. "I'm going to cum."

	Amar's cock feels like it's going to explode, but he holds on, his eyes locked on hers. "Now, baby," she says, her voice a command. "Now you can cum." She unlocks the ring. 

	With a roar, he does, his cum filling her up. Priya's body shakes with the intensity of her orgasm, her pussy contracting around him. "Oh, Mom," he says, his voice filled with wonder. "That was amazing." Priya's breathe hitches as she continues to feel her orgasm. When it finally stops she says, "Amar, you need to be more a man. If you didn't beg so much to cum, I could've finished quicker. Be silent for mommy from now on. If you have to speak say something dirty, not begging for release. Ok?"

	 

	"Yes, Mom," he says, his voice submissive. "I'll try to be better."

	Priya smiles, knowing he'll learn. "That's all I ask," she says, kissing his forehead.

	 

	At Naomi's house, she enters Aron's room, her heart racing. She finds him already wearing the cock ring, his cock hard and leaking pre-cum. "Looks like you're ready to play," she says with a wink.

	"I couldn't wait," Aron says with a grin. "What's the plan?"

	"Why don't you show me what you can do?" Naomi says, her voice filled with challenge.

	 

	They begin to kiss, Aron's hands roaming over her body. "I want you so bad, Mom," he murmurs against her lips. "But the ring makes it feel like I'm going to explode."

	"Just breathe," Naomi whispers, her hand reaching down to stroke him gently. "We'll take it slow."

	They start to move together, Aron's cock sliding in and out of her with the ring adding a delicious pressure. "You like it?" she asks, her voice a purr.

	"I love it," he says, his voice strained. "But it's so intense."

	"That's the point, baby," Naomi says, her eyes gleaming. "We're going to make sure you learn to control it."

	 

	Aron starts to thrust harder, the ring digging into her with every movement. "Mom, I need to cum," he says, his voice desperate.

	"Not yet," she whispers, her voice a siren's call. "You can't cum while wearing the ring even if you try"

	"But it feels so good," he says, his hips moving faster.

	"Then let's make it feel even better," Naomi says, her hand reaching down to play with her clit. "Tell me what you like while you're fucking me."

	"I like it when you squeeze me like that," Aron says, his voice a moan. "It feels so tight."

	"And what else?" she asks, her voice a tease.

	"I like watching your tits bounce," he says, his eyes focused on her chest. "They're so beautiful."

	"Thank you, baby," Naomi says, her voice filled with pleasure. "Now, keep going."

	 

	Aron keeps thrusting despite his cock pulsing like a second heartbeat, the ring keeping him from reaching climax. Naomi's pussy is soaking wet, the noises of their lovemaking filling the room. "Mom, I can't hold on much longer," he says, his voice strained.

	"Good," she says, her voice filled with lust. "Because I'm going to cum."

	Her body tenses, her orgasm ripping through her like lightning. Aron's eyes widen, feeling her pussy clamp down around him. "You can cum now," she says, her voice a command. She releases the ring.

	With a roar, he cums, his cock pulsing inside her without the ring's restraint. Naomi feels the warmth of his release fill her up, and she knows she's made the right decision. "You're such a good boy," she says, her voice filled with pride. "You did so well. We will keep using the ring. Ok?" Aron replies with a nod, still catching his breath.

	 

	Vanessa walks into Zack's room, her heart racing. She finds him stroking himself, the cock ring already in place. "Ready to go again?" she asks, her voice teasing.

	"Always for you, Mom," he says with a grin.

	They kiss, their tongues dancing together as their bodies reacquaint themselves. "Show me what you've learned," she says, her voice filled with excitement.

	Zack flips her onto her back, his cock still hard from the ring. "Like this?" he asks, his voice eager.

	"Just like that," Vanessa says, her voice a moan. "Take control."

	He starts to fuck her with a passion she's never seen before, his hips driving into her with the precision of a seasoned lover. "Mom, you feel so good," he says, his voice filled with wonder.

	"You too, baby," she says, her nails digging into his back. "Now, make me cum"

	 

	The bed creaks beneath them, the only sound in the room except for their muffled cries of pleasure. "Mom, it's too much," he says, his voice strained. "I need to cum."

	"Not yet," Vanessa whispers, her voice filled with lust. "Keep going."

	They continue, Zack's cock sliding in and out of her like a well-oiled machine. "Mom, please," he says, his voice a plea. "I can't take it anymore."

	"Alright, baby," Vanessa says, her voice a purr. "You can't cum yet. I need to cum first. Keep pounding"

	He nods, his eyes focused on hers as he continues his relentless assault. She feels her orgasm building, the ring's vibrations against her g-spot pushing her over the edge. "Cum for me, Mom," he says, his voice a command.

	"Oh, Zack," she cries out, her body shaking with the intensity of her climax.

	When she's finished, she releases the ring, and he cums with a groan, his body collapsing on top of hers. "That was amazing," he says, his voice filled with awe. "Thank you, Mom."

	"Thank you, baby," she says, her voice warm with affection. "You're getting better every time. Keep wearing the ring from now on during sex. Ok baby?" He replies with a nod and a smile.

	 

	Claire watches as Jonathan puts on the cock ring, his expression a mix of excitement and nervousness. "It's okay," she says, her voice soothing. "We'll go slow."

	They kiss, their bodies moving together as if they've been doing this for years. "How does it feel?" she asks, her voice a whisper. "It feels... different," he says, his voice filled with wonder. "Bigger."

	"Good," Claire says with a wink. "Now, let's see what it can do."

	They move together, the ring adding a new dimension to their lovemaking. "Mom, I'm going to cum," he says, his voice strained.

	"Hold it, baby," she whispers, her hand reaching down to stroke his cock. "Hold it for me."

	He does, his muscles tense, his eyes squeezed shut. "I'm going to cum," he says again.

	"Not yet," she whispers, her voice a command. "I need to cum first."

	They keep moving, their bodies a symphony of need and desire. "Mom, please," he says, his voice begging. "Please let me cum."

	"No Jonathan, hold it. Make me cum first," she says, her voice firm.

	 

	He holds his breath and starts pounding so hard it knocks the air out of her lungs, but she keeps her eyes on him, willing him to hold back. She cums like crazy, her body shaking in ecstacy.  "Now, baby," she says, her voice a scream. "Now you can cum."

	Jonathan's body goes rigid, his orgasm ripping through him like a storm. Claire feels the warmth of his cum fill her up, and she knows this is just the beginning of their exploration. "Oh God," he says, his voice shaky. "That was intense."

	"It was," Claire agrees, her voice filled with satisfaction. "We need to keep using the ring so you can last longer like this. Ok?" Jonathan says with a nod, "Yes, Mom."

	 

	That was the first day of the week. For the rest of the week, the women kept training their sons, their endurance increased exponentially. By the end of the week, all the boys turned into men, they can last for hours and make their moms cum multiple times without any issue.

	 

	So, the moms meet up next week again, to share how much their sons progressed. "They are like stallions now," Rachel says, her cheeks flushed with excitement. "David can fuck for hours straight and still want more."

	"Amar's just as good," Priya says with a smug smile. "He's learned to control his orgasm so well."

	"Aron is a champ," Naomi adds, her eyes gleaming. "He's so attentive to my needs now."

	"And Zack," Vanessa says, her voice filled with pride. "He's a whole new person in bed."

	"Jonathan too," Claire says, her voice a little shaky. "He's just so... intense."

	They all laugh, feeling a sense of camaraderie in their shared experiences. "It's like we're all in a race to see who can make their son last the longest," Rachel says.

	"And who wins?" Priya asks, her voice teasing.

	"We all do," Naomi says, her voice filled with a newfound sense of confidence. "We're all winners here."

	 

	"So, what's next? What should we train them on next?", Rachel asks eager to continue their exploration. Claire says, "I had a wild dream last night. I saw I was pegging Jonathan with a fat black dildo." The group gasps and Rachel says, "That's hot, but are you sure you're ready for that?"

	"I don't know," Claire admits. "But the thought of it makes me wet."

	"Well, if we're going to do that, we need to start slow," Priya says, her voice filled with concern. "We don't want to scare them."

	"We can start with butt plugs," Rachel suggests, her voice filled with excitement. "It'll prepare them for the real thing."

	They all nod, the excitement of their next challenge building.

	 

	"Let's buy vibrating buttplugs, it will pair perfectly with their cock rings," Naomi says with a smirk.

	"Good idea," Rachel says, her eyes lighting up. "And we should tell them why we are using buttplug on them, you know, to prepare them mentally"

	"But let's make sure they know it's for their pleasure," Vanessa adds, her voice thoughtful. "We don't want them to think we're just using them for our own fun."

	"Agreed," Claire says with a nod. "We're all in this together."

	 

	They go to the sex shop again, buying vibrating buttplugs for their sons. Each plug is a different size and color, tailored to each mother's taste. Rachel selects a black one for David, whispering to the clerk, "It matches his cock ring," which sends a shiver down the clerk's spine. They pay and leave, feeling like they're on a naughty mission.

	 

	Back at Rachel's house, she nervously approaches David with the new toy. "What's this?" he asks, holding up the buttplug. "It's for you, baby," Rachel says, her voice a mix of excitement and nerves. "It's to help us both enjoy our special times even more." David looks at it skeptically, but Rachel's assurance calms him. "We'll start with the buttplug then slowly make our way to pegging" she says, her voice gentle. "Don't you wanna get pegged by mommmy?" David says, "Okay, Mom, if it's for us." Rachel kisses him, feeling his hard cock pressing against her. "Thank you, baby," she says, her voice filled with love and lust.

	 

	Rachel inserts the buttplug up David's ass. He moans softly as the cold plug enters him. Rachel switches it on and starts to fuck him with it, watching his cock twitch with each vibration. "How does it feel?" she asks, her voice filled with curiosity. "It's weird, but good," he says, his voice tight. "It feels like my whole body is alive." Rachel smiles, knowing she's pushing them to new heights of pleasure. "Now, let's see how you do with the ring and the plug," she says, her voice a challenge.

	 

	Rachel lies down and spreads her leg, David gets on top of her and slides his cock into her wet pussy. Rachel can feel the added pressure of the buttplug inside him, making him feel even thicker. "Oh God, Mom," David says, his voice strained. "It's too much."

	"Yes baby. Keep pounding me. I will keep fucking your ass with the plug" Rachel says with a mischievous smile. They move together, their bodies in perfect sync. Rachel moving her hand to push and pull the buttplug in and out of him. While he moans and thrusts sharply. Rachel's hand moves faster, the plug pressing against his prostate, sending waves of pleasure through his body. "Oh, Mom," he says, his voice a moan. "It feels so good." Rachel's hand moves faster, her thumb flicking the base of the plug. The vibrations intensify, and Rachel feels her orgasm approaching. "Cum for me, baby," she says, her voice a command. David's eyes roll back in his head as he cums inside her, his body jerking with the intensity of his release. Rachel cums too, her pussy clamping down on his cock, the vibrations of the plug making her orgasm even stronger.

	 

	Meanwhile, at Priya's house, Amar looks at his mom with a mix of excitement and nervousness as she holds out a pink buttplug. "It's for you, baby," she says with a smile. "To help us both enjoy our time together even more." He takes it from her hand, feeling its weight. "What do I do with it?"

	"You're going to let me put it in your ass," Priya says, her voice gentle. "It'll make everything feel so much better."

	Amar nods, his cock already hard at the thought. Priya lubes up the plug and gently pushes it into him, her hand caressing his ass as she does. "Does it hurt?" he asks, his voice tight.

	"A little bit, but it'll pass," she says, her voice soothing. "Just breathe and relax."

	Once the plug is in, they start to kiss, their bodies pressed together. "Now, let's see how you do with both," Priya says, her voice filled with excitement.

	 

	They move to the bed, with Amar on his back and Priya straddling him. She turns on the vibrations, and he gasps as the plug hits his prostate. "Fuck, Mom," he says, his voice filled with pleasure. "It feels so good."

	Priya slides down onto him, her pussy taking him in with ease. "Now, let's see if you can hold back," she says, her voice a tease. "You're not allowed to cum until I say so."

	They start to move, the vibrations from the plug mixing with the sensations from her pussy. "Mom, I'm going to cum," he says, his voice strained. "Not yet," she whispers, her hand reaching back to play with the plug. "Hold it for me."

	Amar's eyes squeeze shut as he tries to control himself, his hips moving in a frantic rhythm. "Tell me what you want," Priya says, her voice a purr. "What do you want Mommy to do?"

	"I want you to ride me," he says, his voice a growl. "I want to feel you on top of me."

	Priya complies, her tits bouncing as she rides him. "Cum for me, baby," she whispers. "Cum inside Mommy."

	Amar's eyes fly open, and with a roar, he does just that, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. Priya feels his hot cum fill her up, and she cums too, her pussy spasming around his cock.

	 

	At Naomi's house, Aron is lying on his stomach, the new blue vibrating buttplug nestled inside him. "Ready for more?" Naomi asks, her voice filled with excitement.

	"Always," he says, his voice muffled by the pillow.

	Naomi straddles his hips, her pussy wet and ready. "Now, baby," she says, her voice a command. "Make me cum", as she starts riding him, the plug inside her son sending waves of pleasure through her body.

	Aron's hands grip the sheets, his muscles straining as he tries to hold back his own orgasm. "Mom, it's too much," he says, his voice tight.

	"That's it," Naomi whispers, her voice filled with encouragement. "Keep going. Make me cum first."

	The vibrations from the plug increase, and Aron's cock swells even more. "Mom, I'm going to cum," he says, his voice desperate.

	"Not yet," she says, her voice firm. "Keep going, baby."

	They move together, their bodies in perfect sync. "Mom, I can't hold on," he says, his voice a plea.

	"Ok, baby," Naomi says with a smile. "You can cum now."

	He cums hard, his body arching off the bed. Naomi feels the warmth of his release, and she cums too, her pussy clenching around his cock.

	 

	Vanessa and Zack are in the shower, the steam making the bathroom feel like a sauna. "You're doing so well with the training," Vanessa says, her voice filled with pride. "You're going to love the buttplug."

	"I'm not so sure," Zack says with a nervous laugh. "It's kind of... intense."

	"It's all about pleasure," Vanessa says, her voice reassuring. "We're exploring new things together."

	They step out of the shower, and Vanessa lubes up a green vibrating buttplug. "Here, let me," she says, her voice gentle.

	Zack nods, and she carefully inserts the plug into his ass. He gasps, the coldness of it making him jump. "Relax," she whispers, her hand caressing his back.

	The vibrations start, and Zack's cock twitches with excitement. "It feels weird," he says, his voice filled with wonder.

	"It's supposed to," Vanessa says, her voice filled with amusement. "Now, let's see how you do with it during sex."

	They move to the bed, and Zack's cock slides into her with ease. "Pound me hard, baby" Vanessa says, her voice filled with desire. "I want to feel that plug."

	Zack starts to thrust, his hips moving with a newfound confidence. "Mom, it feels so good," he says, his voice a moan.

	"Tell me what you want," Vanessa says, her voice a purr. "What do you need?"

	"I need you to suck on your tits as I pound you" Zack says, his voice filled with lust.

	Vanessa does as he asks, her nipples hardening as she plays with her breasts. "Cum for me, baby," she whispers. "Cum inside Mommy."

	Zack's eyes roll back in his head as he does just that, his body shaking with the intensity of his orgasm. Vanessa follows suit.

	 

	Claire approaches Jonathan with the buttplug, her heart racing. "What's this?" he asks, his voice filled with curiosity.

	"It's for us," she says, her voice a little shaky. "To take our bond to the next level."

	"Okay," he says, his voice filled with trust.

	They sit on the bed, and Claire lubes up the plug. "Just relax," she says, her voice calm. "We're in this together."

	Jonathan nods, and she gently inserts the plug into him. He gasps, his eyes wide with surprise. "It's okay," Claire whispers, her hand stroking his cock. "Just breathe."

	They start to kiss, their bodies pressing together. "Ready for the real thing?" she asks, her voice filled with excitement.

	"Yes, Mom," he says, his voice eager.

	They move to the bed, and Claire slides on top of him. "Now, baby," she says, her voice filled with anticipation. "We're going to ride this out together."

	Jonathan nods, and they begin to move, the plug inside him adding an extra layer of sensation. "Mom, it feels so good," he says, his voice tight.

	"Keep going," she whispers, her hand playing with the plug. "I'm going to make you cum so hard."

	They find a rhythm, their bodies moving in sync. "I can't hold it, Mom," he says, his voice a moan.

	"Then don't," Claire says, her voice a command. "Cum for me. Cum inside me."

	And with that, Jonathan cums, filling her up. Claire follows, her body trembling with pleasure.

	 

	Over the week, the boys wear the buttplug all the time, even at college. They got more and more interested in getting bigger things up their ass. So, they let their mothers know.

	 

	The moms gather again for a another meeting to talk about the progress with the buttplug training. "It's like they're begging for more," Rachel says with a giggle. "David keeps asking if he can wear a bigger plug."

	"Amar too," Priya adds, her voice filled with amusement. "He says he's ready for the real deal."

	"I know," Naomi says, her voice a little shaky. "Aron keeps asking me when we're going to move to the next level."

	"Well, we can't keep them waiting forever," Vanessa says, her eyes sparkling. "What do we do next?"

	"I say we get them strap-ons," Rachel says with a wink. "They're ready for pegging now."

	"We will buy some big black strap-ons then," Priya says with a wicked smile. "We'll show them who's in charge."

	 

	They all go shopping for the strap-ons. Rachel selects a thick black one for David, whispering to the clerk, "It's for his ass." The clerk blushes, and Rachel laughs. They pay and leave, feeling like they're on a naughty mission.

	 

	Back at Rachel's house, she shows David the strap-on. "What's this?" he asks, his voice filled with curiosity. "It's for our next step, baby," Rachel says, her voice gentle. "We're going to take this slow."

	David nods, his eyes on the imposing toy. Rachel lube it up, and he lays on his stomach. Rachel whispers, "Remember, tell me if it hurts," and gently starts to push the dildo into his ass.

	He gasps, his body tightening. Rachel moves it in and out, building up his tolerance. "How does it feel?" Rachel asks, her voice filled with excitement. "It's... intense," he says, his voice tight. "But in a good way." Rachel starts to pump him with the strap-on, and he moans, his body responding. "It's like nothing I've ever felt," he says, his voice filled with wonder. Rachel smiles, knowing they're on the right track.

	 

	Rachel pumps as hard as she can, "Does it feel good, baby?" David starts moaning, his eyes rolling back, "Yeah, Mom, it feels so good." Rachel is thrilled by his response, she starts to pick up the pace. "You're doing so well," Rachel says, her voice filled with praise. "Mommy will fuck you so good. Want me to keep going?"

	"Yes, Mom, keep going," David says, his voice strained but eager. Rachel does, pushing the strap-on in and out of his ass, watching as his cock hardens and his hips start to thrust back into the air. She reaches under him to jerk him off, her hand moving in time with the strap-on's rhythm. "Cum for me, baby," Rachel whispers, her voice filled with desire. And with a roar, he does, his cum spurting onto the bed. Rachel keeps giving him soft thrusts. "My sweet baby, you are so good at taking it." "Yes, mommy.", David says moaning. Rachel smiles and kisses his back, feeling more connected than ever before.

	 

	At Priya's house, Amar is on all fours on the bed, the pink strap-on in her hand. "Ready, baby?" she asks, her voice filled with excitement. "Yeah, Mom," Amar says, his voice shaking with anticipation. She lubes it up and gently inserts the tip into his ass. "It's okay, baby," she says, her voice soothing. "Just relax and let it in." Amar takes a deep breath and nods, his body accepting the new sensation. Priya starts to thrust, her hand reaching around to stroke his cock. "Mom, it feels so different," he says, his voice filled with wonder. "I know, baby," she whispers. "It's going to make everything so much better." They find a rhythm, their bodies moving together. "You are so good at taking it baby" Priya picks up the pace, watching his ass cheeks clench with every thrust. "Mom, I'm gonna cum," Amar says, his voice strained. "Go ahead," Priya whispers, her voice a command. And with that, he does, his body convulsing with pleasure. His cock sprays cum all over the bed. "Good boy," Priya says, her voice filled with pride.

	 

	Naomi and Aron are in the living room, the blue strap-on laid out on the couch. "This is the moment," Naomi says, her voice a mix of nerves and excitement. "We're going to do it." Aron nods, his cock already hard at the thought. They sit down, and she starts to lube up the dildo. "Ready?" she asks, her voice tentative. "I think so," Aron says, his voice a little scared. "It's okay," Naomi whispers, her hand on his back. "We're in this together." She inserts the dildo into his ass, and he gasps. "Does it hurt?" she asks, her voice filled with concern. "A little," he says, his voice tight. "But it's okay." They start to move, the strap-on filling him up. "Tell me if it's too much," she says, her voice gentle. "I don't think it is," Aron says, his voice filled with amazement. "It's like nothing I've ever felt." They find their rhythm, the dildo sliding in and out of his ass. Naomi pounding intensely, watching him with love and lust. "Mom, I'm gonna cum," Aron says, his voice a mix of pleasure and pain. "Cum for me," Naomi whispers, her voice filled with desire. And with that, he does, his cum landing on the floor.

	 

	At Vanessa's house, Zack is lying on his back, his legs in the air. "Ready, baby?" Vanessa asks, holding the green strap-on. "I think so," Zack says, his voice shaking. Vanessa inserts the dildo, and he gasps. "It's okay," she says, her voice soothing. "Just breathe." They start to move, the strap-on filling him up. "Oh, Mom," Zack says, his voice a moan. "It feels so good." Vanessa's hand reaches down to stroke his cock as she fucks him with the strap-on. The strapon moving with intense force. "Fuck, Mom," he says, his voice filled with passion. "I'm going to cum." "Cum for me," Vanessa whispers, her voice urgent. And with that, he does, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm.

	 

	Claire and Jonathan are in his bedroom, the strap-on on the bedside table. "Are you sure you want to do this?" Claire asks, her voice gentle. "More than anything," Jonathan says, his voice filled with excitement. They kiss, their tongues dancing together. "Okay, baby," Claire says, her voice a little shaky. "We'll go slow." She lubes up the strap-on and carefully inserts it into him. "How does it feel?" she asks, her voice filled with concern. "It's... weird," he says, his voice tight. "But good weird." They start to move together, the strap-on filling him up. "Mom, it's too much," he says, his voice strained. "Okay, baby," Claire whispers. "Let's slow down." They find a pace that works for both of them, their bodies moving in unison. Slowly she builds up the pace as Jonathan keeps moaning louder and louder. "Mom, I'm going to cum," he says, his voice a plea. "Cum for me," Claire whispers, her voice filled with love. And with that, he does, his cum spurting into the bed.

	 

	Over the week, the moms and sons spends their time taking turn on each other's asses. They push their boundaries and explore new depths of pleasure. Making each other cum multiple times everyday.

	 

	The next meetup, the moms are eager to share how much their sons like getting fucked in the ass. Rachel starts, "David loves it when I wear the strap-on and fuck him, he cums so hard and screams so loud." "Me too," says Priya, "Amar says it feels like heaven when I pound his ass." "They all love it," Naomi adds with a naughty smile, "Aron says it's like nothing he's ever felt before." Claire nods, "Jonathan is begging for it every night. He says it's the best thing I've ever done for him." Vanessa giggles, "Zack says it's his favorite thing we do together."

	 

	"This is so fun. What should we do next? Maybe we should start recording our sessions?" Rachel suggests, her eyes twinkling with mischief.

	"Oh my god, Rachel, that's a brilliant idea!" Priya exclaims. "We can watch them together and learn from each other."

	"But what if someone finds out?" Naomi asks, looking a bit concerned.

	"We'll be discreet," Rachel says, waving a hand dismissively. "We're all in this together, right?"

	"And it's not like we're doing anything wrong," Vanessa adds, her voice filled with conviction. "We're just exploring and sharing love in a different way."

	 

	"Ok. We will record all our sessions and watch them next week at the book club meeting," Claire says with excitement. "But let's make sure to keep it a secret," she adds with a stern look.

	"We're all adults here," Rachel says, raising an eyebrow. "We know how to handle our private matters."

	"True," Priya says, nodding. "Besides, it'll be like our own little porn library."

	"But we're not just doing it for the kicks," Naomi says, her voice serious. "We're doing it to grow closer, to understand each other better."

	"Exactly," Rachel says, her voice warm. "And who knows, maybe we'll discover some new tricks along the way."

	 

	The week passes with anticipation building. Each mother and son pair record their intimate moments, capturing the raw passion and love that unfolds. Rachel and David, in their own private world, become more adventurous with the strap-on, Rachel's eyes lighting up as she watches him take the thick dildo with surprising ease. Priya and Amar's sessions are filled with Amar's eager moans, begging for more as Priya's hand firmly grips the base of the strap-on, pumping away with an intensity that leaves them both breathless. Naomi and Aron's encounters are a dance of love and dominance, with Naomi whispering sweet nothings as she takes control of his body, making him feel things he never knew were possible. Vanessa and Zack's sessions are a mix of laughter and pleasure, as they experiment with different positions and angles, finding joy in the most unexpected moments. And Claire and Jonathan's sessions are a testament to their deep connection, their eyes locked as they push past the societal norms, reaching new heights of intimacy.

	 

	The next week, they start watching all the videos one by one at Rachel's house. "Look at David's face," Naomi says, her voice filled with lust as they watch Rachel pound her son's ass. "He's loving it."

	"And look at how Amar's cock jumps when I hit his prostate just right," Priya adds, her eyes gleaming with pride.

	"This is so hot," Vanessa says, fanning herself as she watches her son take her strap-on like a champ.

	"It's beautiful," Claire murmurs, her hand resting on her chest as she watches Jonathan's face contort with pleasure. "I never knew we could be this close."

	 

	They take turns watching each other's videos, their cheeks flushing with arousal and admiration for their sons' willingness to explore these new boundaries. "I think we should start planning some group sessions," Rachel says, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "Imagine the possibilities."

	"Oh, yes," Priya says, her voice filled with anticipation. "We should definitely share our sons with each other."

	"I have an idea. Next week, everyday, we go to one of our houses and all five of us fuck the boy at that house," Naomi suggests, her voice filled with mischief. "A sort of 'mom reverse gangbang'."

	"That sounds amazing," Rachel says, her voice a little hoarse. "We can take turns, and see who can make them cum the hardest."

	"We can let them fuck us one by one, filling our pussy and ass," Vanessa adds, her voice dripping with desire.

	 

	They agree to the plan, the excitement in the air palpable. The moms start to get ready for the first night, each one eager to see their son with another woman for the first time. Rachel's house is the first on the list. The boys are told to be ready for a surprise. Rachel puts on her strap-on and sits on the couch, her heart racing. The doorbell rings, and the other moms enter. "Welcome," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Let's get started."

	 

	She calls David downstairs, and his eyes widen when he sees the strap-on. Rachel notices his surprise and smirks, "You didn't think we'd just watch, did you?" David blushes but nods, his cock already hardening at the thought. The other moms take their places around the couch, their eyes on Rachel as she starts to fuck him. "You're going to love this," Rachel whispers into his ear, her hand reaching down to stroke his cock. David gasps as Rachel starts to thrust, his eyes never leaving hers. The other moms watch intently, their own hands wandering to their bodies.

	 

	Priya leans over and whispers to Rachel, "Let me have a turn," her voice filled with lust. Rachel nods, and they swap places, Rachel taking over the stroking as Priya straps on the strap-on. Priya starts pounding David's ass, her movements more forceful than Rachel's. "Oh fuck, Mom," David says, his voice strained but full of pleasure. "You're so good at this," Rachel says, her voice filled with admiration. "Thanks, Rachel," Priya says, her hips moving in a steady rhythm.

	 

	Naomi watches intently, her hand sliding into her pants. "You guys are so hot," she says, her voice breathless. Rachel smiles and nods, her hand moving faster on David's cock. "Would you like to join us?" she asks, her voice inviting. "Mm, yes," Naomi says, her eyes glazed over with desire. She takes off her pants, revealing her already wet pussy. Rachel leans over and kisses her, their tongues dancing together as they watch David's ass take the thick dildo. "You can have him first," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky.

	 

	Naomi lies down and David enters her, his eyes never leaving Rachel's. Rachel watches them with a mix of lust and love, her hand still working on his cock. "Fuck me, baby," Naomi says, her voice a moan. "Oh, Mom," David says, his voice tight. They move together, their bodies entwined. Vanessa and Claire watch, their own desires building. "I want to try that," Vanessa whispers to Claire, her voice filled with excitement. "Me too," Claire says, her voice a little shy. David watches with widened eyes, all the women crazy to fuck him or get fucked by him.

	 

	David pounded Vanessa as Priya pounded him. The train of pounding was intense, Rachel watched with a mix of arousal and pride. "You're all doing so good," Rachel says, her voice a little strained. "Keep it up, baby," she whispers to David, her hand still stroking his cock. David's eyes are closed, his face a mask of pleasure as the two moms fill him up. "I can't hold it much longer," David says, his voice a mix of pleasure and pain. "Cum for us, baby," Rachel says, her voice a command. And with that, he does, his cock spurting cum into Vanessa's pussy

	David is spent but the women aren't. Claire says, "Get off Priya. I wanna fuck him too." Rachel nods and gets off the couch, giving Claire room. Claire gets on her knees and takes the strap-on, "My turn baby," she says to David with a smile.

	 

	David nods, his eyes glazed over with lust. Claire pushes the strap-on into his ass, her movements slow and gentle at first, but soon picking up speed. Rachel watches, her hand idly playing with her own pussy, her juices flowing at the sight of her son being taken by her friend. "You're so good, baby," Rachel murmurs, her voice filled with love. "You're all so good," Naomi says, her voice a moan. Rachel reaches out and caresses Naomi's breast, their eyes meeting for a moment before returning to the scene before them.

	 

	David's eyes are rolling back in pleasure. He lies his head down but keeps his ass pricked up. Rachel says, "You're doing so good baby, let's see if you can handle more." Claire nods, her strokes becoming more vigorous. "Oh, fuck," David says, his voice tight. "Yes," Rachel whispers. "Take it all."

	 

	Naomi wears another strap-on and stands in front of David, "Baby boy can you suck this one while Claire fucks you?" David nods, eager to satisfy his mother and her friends. He opens his mouth and starts to suck Naomi's dildo. Rachel says, "Look how good he's doing, guys." Priya and Vanessa watch, their own arousal evident. "It's his first time with two moms," Rachel adds with a chuckle.

	Priya slides under David and lines his cock with her pussy and says, "Sweet boy, can you pound me?" David nods, his cock already hard again. Rachel says, "You're such a champ, baby." He starts to thrust into Priya, his hips moving in time with Claire's strokes. The room is filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, moans, and whimpers of pleasure.

	Three women using David. Vanessa and Rachel also decide to join in. Wearing two strapons, they say, "David baby. Use your two hands to stroke this two cocks please." David nods, his hands trembling as he takes the two dildos in his hands. He starts to jerk them off, his own pleasure building. The room is now a symphony of sexual sounds. The moms' eyes meet, each one more excited than the last. "It's like he's made for this," Vanessa whispers. Rachel nods, her eyes filled with pride.

	The moms are in a rhythm, each one taking their turn with David. Rachel says, "Let's all cum together, baby." The women moan in agreement. They all start to move faster, their bodies shaking with the effort. David's eyes widen as he feels the pressure building. "Oh, Mom," he says, his voice a plea. "Cum for us," Rachel whispers. And with that, they all do, their bodies convulsing in unison. Cum fills the air, the smell of sex heavy in the room.

	 

	David is utterly spent. White paste coming out his asshole. His dick is pasty white too. His hands sticky. His mouth drooling uncontrollablely. Rachel says, "Oh my sweet baby. Did you enjoy yourself?" Rachel's voice is filled with love and lust. "Yeah, Mom," David says, his voice barely a whisper. "I've never felt so loved." Rachel smiles, her heart swelling with pride. "And we're just getting started," Rachel says, her eyes gleaming. "This is just the beginning of our journey together."

	The moms clean up, their bodies glowing with satisfaction. Rachel says, "We're going to have so much fun with this." They all nod in agreement. "We'll take turns with the other boys," Naomi says, her voice filled with excitement. "It'll be our little secret," Rachel adds. They all agree to keep it that way.

	 

	The next day, the moms go to Priya's house. "Where's Amar?" Rachel asks, her eyes scanning the room. "He's upstairs," Priya says, her voice filled with mischief. "Getting ready for us." The other moms giggle, their excitement building.

	"Come here, baby," Priya calls out, her voice authoritative. Amar enters the room, his eyes wide. He sees the strap-ons on the coffee table. "Mom?" he says, his voice filled with surprise. "You're going to love this," Rachel says, her voice filled with assurance. "We're all going to love this," Priya adds, her voice seductive.

	 

	"So, Amar, which one of these mommies do you wanna pound first? Rachel, Naomi, or Vanessa?" Priya asks, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "I don't know," Amar says, his voice a little shaky. "Why don't you take your pick?" Rachel says, her voice a little teasing. He looks at each of them, his cock twitching. "I guess I'll go with Rachel," he says finally, his voice a little nervous. Rachel smiles, her hand reaching for the lube. "You're going to do great," she whispers, her eyes filled with lust.

	 

	The other moms gather around the couch, their strap-ons at the ready. Rachel positions herself on all fours, her ass in the air. "Fuck me, baby," she says, her voice filled with desire. Amar gets behind her, his cock hard and ready. He slides into her pussy, his eyes never leaving hers. Rachel moans, the feeling of his cock inside her driving her wild. "Oh, yes," she says, her voice a little shaky. "You feel so good." Naomi and Vanessa watch, their own hands playing with their strap-ons, eager for their turn. "You're doing great," Naomi says, her voice filled with admiration.

	Amar tries to fuck her the best as he can, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Rachel's moans get louder, her body shaking with pleasure. "Auntie," he says, his voice tight. "You're so wet." Rachel laughs, "That's because I'm enjoying this." She reaches back and grabs his ass, pulling him deeper into her. The other moms watch, their pussies wet with anticipation. "Look at that," Vanessa says, her voice a little shaky. "He's fucking her like a champ."

	 

	"We should get in on the action," Naomi says, her eyes gleaming with lust. She gets behind Amar, her strap-on glistening with lube, she lines it up with his ass and says, "Are you ready sweet boy? This is gonna be your first time with two mommies." Amar nods, his breath hitching. "Fuck me," Rachel says, her voice a demand. Naomi presses the strap-on into his ass, and Amar tenses for a moment before relaxing into the sensation. Rachel's eyes widen with pleasure as she feels Naomi's dildo through her own walls. "Oh my god," she says, her voice filled with amazement. "This is so fucking intense."

	 

	Naomi doesn't give him any time to ease, she starts driving it in at the max gear. Rachel's eyes roll back in her head as she feels her Amar's cock get harder and thicker inside her. "Oh, baby," she says "Fuck, auntie," Amar says, his voice strained. Rachel smiles, feeling his pleasure. "You like that, don't you?" Rachel asks, her voice a little teasing. "Yeah," he says, his voice barely a whisper. "Keep going, both of you," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Make me cum."

	 

	Priya gets up to join them, her strapon in front of Amar's face, "Time to suck your mom's cock, son," she says, her voice filled with excitement. Amar nods and starts to suck on the strap-on, his movements eager. Rachel watches him, her pussy clenching around his cock. "Oh, that's so good," Rachel says, her voice filled with lust. "You're such a good boy." Priya starts to fuck Amar's mouth with the strap-on, her movements matching Naomi's rhythm. Vanessa and Claire joins in, telling Amar to use his hands on their cocks. He does as he's told, his hands shaking with the effort. "You're doing so good," Rachel says, her voice a moan. "Keep going."

	 

	All 5 women using every part of Amar at the same time, he is lost in ecstasy. Rachel is being fucked by him, while Naomi is fucking him. Priya's dick is deep in his throat, while Vanessa and Claire's dildos are in his hand, being jerked off. Rachel can Amar's cock hit her own G-spot with every thrust. "Oh, fuck," Rachel says, her voice tight. "I'm gonna cum." The other moms moan in agreement, their own pleasure building. "Cum with me, baby," Rachel says, her voice urgent.

	 

	Amar's eyes widen as he feels Rachel's pussy clench around him. "I'm gonna cum," he says, his voice strained. Rachel nods, her hand reaching back to stroke his cock. "Do it," she whispers. "Cum for us." And with that, he does, his cock pulsing as he fills Rachel up. Rachel's body shakes with the force of her own orgasm, her eyes never leaving Amar's. "Oh, yes," Rachel says, her voice a scream. "That's it, baby." The other moms watch, their own orgasms building.

	 

	Amar gets left on the floor after the moms are done. Priya asks him softly, "Baby? Did you like that? Tell us." Amar nods, his voice a little hoarse. "It was... intense," he says, his eyes still glazed over with pleasure. "Do you wanna do another round? or Do you wanna rest, my baby boy?", Priya asks again, her voice filled with motherly intent. "Another round," Amar says, his voice a little shaky. "I wanna fuck you too, Mom." Priya smiles, her heart swelling with love and pride. "Of course, my love," she says, her voice filled with lust.

	 

	Priya lies down and Amar starts pounding her, Claire then enters Amar's ass, Vanessa in his mouth, Rachel and Naomi at his hands. They begin again, the rhythm of their bodies synchronized. "You're so good," Rachel murmurs, her eyes on Amar's face. "Thank you," Amar says, his voice tight with pleasure. The moms watch him, their own desires growing. "You can take it, baby," Naomi says, her voice a little shaky. "You're doing so good."

	 

	The room is filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, moans, and whimpers of pleasure. "Oh, fuck," Priya says, her eyes rolling back in her head. "You're so tight." Rachel watches them, her hand on her clit, her own pleasure building. "Keep going," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Make Mommy cum."

	Amar's hips move faster, his cock sliding in and out of Priya's wet pussy. Rachel's hand moves faster, her eyes on her son's face. "You're going to make me cum," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Oh, baby," Priya says, her voice tight with pleasure. "Keep going." Rachel cums, her body shaking with the intensity of it. "Yes," Rachel says, her voice a moan.

	 

	The women cum accidentally too quickly before Amar's orgasm doesn't even build. The woman just leaves him hanging and sit on the couch. Amar goes, "Hey that's not fair. I still haven't cummed." Rachel looks at him, "Oh, baby," she says, her voice filled with regret. "We got a little carried away." She stands up and goes to him, her hand on his shoulder. "Let's take care of you," Rachel whispers.

	 

	Five of them starts sucking him off. Priya sucking his cock, Rachel sucking the balls, Naomi sucking his asshole, Vanessa giving him a tongue kiss and Claire is licking his nipples. His entire body getting stimulated at once. Rachel says, "We're all here for you, baby," her voice filled with love. "Cum for us," Priya says, her voice a little shaky. "You're doing so good," Naomi murmurs, her tongue flicking against his asshole.

	 

	Amar's eyes widen as he feels the pressure building. "I'm gonna cum," he says, his voice a mix of pleasure and surprise. They sit in front of him with their mouths wide open ready to drink his cum. He sprays them all with all his thick cum. Rachel catches the first shot and shares it with the others, the salty taste of his seed on her tongue. "Mmm, that's so good," Rachel says, her voice filled with satisfaction. "You're such a good boy," Naomi says, her eyes gleaming with lust.

	Priya says, "Thanks so much baby. That was fun. Did you enjoy it?" Amar nods, his body still shaking from the intense pleasure. "Yeah, Mom. That was amazing," he says, his voice a little shaky. Rachel smiles, "See, I told you we'd take care of you," she says, her eyes filled with love.

	 

	Priya asks, "Do wanna go more?" Amar sits down on the couch and says, "I am spent. Any more and I would pass out." Rachel laughs, "Well, we can't have that," she says, her hand stroking his cheek. "You've had quite the workout," Rachel adds, her voice filled with affection.

	The moms clean up again, their bodies glowing with satisfaction.

	 

	The next day, Naomi's house, Aron's turn. "Ready for your turn, baby?" Rachel asks him with a wink. "I am not," Aron is hesitant. Naomi says, "Oh you'll love it. You love it when I rip you ass apart. You'll love this too," she says with a naughty smile. Aron is still hesitant. Vanessa says, "Best way to know if you can is to do it." She grabs him and pushes him on the bed. Aron whimpers, "Please I don't want this." Naomi says to him, "Baby, you are making mommy very embarrassed right now. I promised my friends you would let them have sex with you. Why are you backing off now?" Rachel says, "You know you want it," Rachel says, her voice a little teasing. "You've been eyeing us since we got here."

	 

	Aron says, "But it's just not right. I don't know if I can." Rachel leans in close, "It's okay," she whispers, her breath hot against his ear. "We're all here for you." She kisses him, her hand sliding down to his cock. He responds, his body betraying him. Rachel smiles against his lips. "See, baby," she says, her voice filled with lust. "Your body knows what it wants." Aron says, "Please be gentle with me. I can't take it rough" Rachel nods, "I promise," she says, her voice soothing.

	 

	The women start to undress Aron, their hands gentle but firm. Rachel says, "You're so beautiful," her voice filled with admiration. "You're going to make all of us so happy." Aron looks at them, his eyes wide with fear and lust. "Just remember," Rachel says, her voice a little firm. "This is what you want." Aron nods, his cheeks flushing. "I want it," he says, his voice a little shaky. "I want it all."

	 

	And then they get into the usual position. Claire on all fours, Aron fucking her, Priya behind him entering his ass with her strap-on, Naomi in front of him with a strap-on entering his mouth, Vanessa and Rachel getting handjob by him. All the women try to be gentle with Aron at first, their movements slow and measured. "Relax, baby," Rachel whispers in his ear. "Let us love you." Aron's body relaxes a little, his hips moving slightly to meet Priya's thrusts. "That's it," Rachel says, her voice soothing. "Just let go."

	 

	When they start going hardcore, Aron loves it even more, moaning like a fire siren. Rachel whispers, "You're doing so good," her voice filled with pride. Aron's eyes roll back in his head, his moans growing louder as he's fucked by his mother and her friends. "Oh, fuck," Aron says, his voice tight. "This feels so wrong, but so right." The moms chuckle, their own pleasure building. "It's our little secret," Naomi says, her voice filled with lust. "And it's all for us."

	 

	Aron's cock is rock hard, sliding in and out of Claire's wet pussy. Rachel and Vanessa watch him, their hands playing with their own breasts. "You're such a good boy," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Fucking your mom's friends like a pro." "Oh, baby," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "You're going to make us all cum." Aron nods, his movements growing more erratic. Everyone comes in unison, Aron's jizz flying everywhere, the women's squirts showering everyone.

	 

	Everyone collapses in a pile, panting and moaning. Rachel kisses Aron, her hand stroking his cheek. "You were amazing," she whispers. "Thank you for letting us share this with you." Aron's eyes are glazed over with pleasure, his body trembling. "Thank you," he says, his voice barely a whisper. "It was... intense."

	 

	The next day, at Vanessa's house, it's Zack's turn, who is eager to get used by 5 mommies. Vanessa says to Zack, "You're going to love this," her voice filled with excitement. "We're all going to love this," Naomi adds, her eyes gleaming. Zack nods, his cock already hard at the thought. "I'm ready," he says, his voice filled with anticipation.

	 

	The women start to undress him, their eyes taking in every inch of his body. "You're so handsome," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Thank you," Zack says, his cheeks flushing with pleasure. "Now, let's see what you can do," Priya says, her voice a little challenging. She straps on her strap-on and approaches him. "Fuck me, baby," she says, her voice filled with lust.

	 

	Zack nods, his cock bobbing with excitement. He positions himself behind Rachel, his cock sliding into her wet pussy. Rachel moans, her eyes rolling back in her head. "Oh, yes," she says, her voice tight with pleasure. "You feel so good." Naomi stands behind him, her strap-on at his ass. "Ready for round two?" she asks, her voice a little teasing. Zack nods eagerly.

	 

	Priya says, "Let's not forget about me," as she gets on her knees in front of him. Rachel laughs, "You're so greedy, baby," she says, her voice filled with affection. Zack smiles, his hips moving as he fucks Rachel and gets fucked by Naomi. He takes Priya's cock in his mouth, his tongue swirling around the head. "Mmm," he says, his voice muffled by her cock. "You are so good." says Priya lustfully. Rachel reaches back to grab Naomi's hips, pulling her deeper into him. "Oh, fuck," Rachel says, her voice a moan. "That's it."

	 

	Vanessa and Claire tells him to jerk them with his hands. Rachel whispers, "Make them cum, baby," her voice urgent. Zack nods, his hand moving to jerk off both of them. Vanessa's eyes roll back in her head as Zac's hand moves faster, her pussy tightening around him. "Oh, god," Vanessa says, her voice tight with pleasure. "I'm going to cum." Rachel smiles, her eyes on Zack's face as she feels him getting closer to his own climax. "Do it," Rachel says, her voice a little shaky. "Cum for us."

	 

	They start cumming together uncontrollablely. Rachel's pussy clenches around Zack's cock, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. "Yes," Rachel says, her voice a scream. "That's it." Priya pulls out of Zack's mouth as her pussy is ready to cum. Naomi also cums behind Zack while thrusting the dildo. Rachel whispers, "You're doing so good," her eyes filled with love.

	 

	One round of cumming leaves them all breathless and tired as usual. They clean up again, their bodies still glowing with satisfaction. "Wow, that was intense," Vanessa says, her voice still a little shaky. "You really know how to please your mommies," Claire says, her eyes on Zack.

	 

	The Final day, Claire's place Jonathan's turn. "You're going to be the best," Claire says, her voice filled with confidence. "We all believe in you," Naomi adds, her hand on his shoulder. "Let's go," Priya says, her voice firm but gentle. They lead him to the bedroom, their hearts racing with excitement.

	 

	Jonathan is visibly nervous but also aroused. Claire says, "It's okay, baby. We're all here for you," her voice filled with reassurance. "Just remember to breathe," Naomi adds, her hand caressing his cheek. Naomi lies down and spreads her legs, Jonathan enters her pussy, Vanessa gets behind him, pushing the dildo up his ass, Rachel's dildo enters his mouth from the front, Priya and Claire gets fingered banged. They start moving uniformly, their moans and grunts echoing through the room. "Oh, yes," Claire says, her voice tight with pleasure. "You're doing so good, baby." Rachel nods, her eyes on Jonathan's face. "Just like that," Rachel murmurs. "Fuck your mom so good."

	 

	The rhythm builds, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony. "You're going to make us all cum," Priya says, her voice strained. "Oh, fuck," Vanessa says, her voice a little shaky. "You're so tight, baby." Jonathan's eyes widen as he feels the pressure building, the pleasure intense and overwhelming. "I'm gonna cum," he says, his voice a little scared. "It's okay," Claire whispers. "Let it go."

	 

	The women moan in unison, their bodies moving faster and faster. "Cum for us," Vanessa says, her voice a demand. "Cum for your mommies." And with that, they do, their bodies shaking with the intensity of their shared release. The room fills with the sound of their moans and the smell of their lust. Jonathan cums in Naomi filling her upto the brim.

	 

	With that they were done gangbanging all their sons. The next week, they meet up once more. To discuss what they did to their sons together and future prospects of their group sessions. Rachel says, "So, what do you guys think? Should we make this a regular thing?" "Fuck yes," Priya says, her eyes gleaming. "I don't think I can go back to vanilla after this," Rachel nods, "Me neither. It's like we've unlocked a whole new level of intimacy." "And the best part is," Naomi says, her voice a little smug. "No one else knows."

	 

	Vanessa says, "I have a better idea." Everyone leans in to listen to what she's thinking. Vanessa continues, "We can start having orgies. All our sons and all of us. We'll bring 5 strap-ons too. We fuck whoever we want. They fuck us, whoever they want. It will awesome and the most depraved thing to do. " Naomi says, "I'm all for it," her eyes lighting up. "It's like a dream come true," Rachel says, her voice filled with excitement. "Ok then tomorrow. At my house. Bring your son with you. Ultimate orgy about to commence", Priya says her eyes gleaming with excitement.

	 

	The next day at Priya's house, all the moms and their sons arrive. The tension is palpable as they all sit in the living room, looking at each other. "Okay, let's get started," Priya says, her voice a little shaky. "We all know what we're here for." The sons are nervous but also aroused, looking at their moms and their mom's friends. "Let's go to the playroom," Priya suggests, her hand on David's arm. The others nod and follow, their hearts racing with anticipation. They pair up randomly and get to the playroom. Undressing in a hurry.

	 

	It's a free for all. Fuck whoever you want no restrictions, no boundaries. The room is filled with the sounds of bodies colliding, moans and gasps of pleasure. "Oh, god," Rachel says, her eyes on Amar as he fucks her with his dick while Vanessa sucks her tits. "You feel so good." "Thank you, Ms. Rachel," Amar says, his voice tight with pleasure. "You're doing so good, baby," Rachel whispers, her eyes never leaving his face.

	 

	Naomi getting spit roasted by Zack and Jonathan, their cocks sliding in and out of her pussy and mouth. "Oh, yes," she moans, her eyes glazed over. "I'm gonna cum," Rachel says, her voice a scream. No one pays attention,  everyone busy getting fucked. Priya is riding Aron, her tits bouncing like crazy, Aron molests her tits at his will. David is getting his ass torn apart by Claire. He is moaning like a school girl losing virginity. Everyone is so fluidly fucking each other they don't even know who is fucking who.

	 

	"You like that, baby?" Vanessa asks David, her voice filled with lust as she watches him being used by Claire. David nods, his eyes on Rachel. "So much," he says, his voice tight with pleasure. Rachel smiles, "Good boy," she whispers. "Make sure you thank her later." David nods, his movements becoming more erratic as he gets closer to his own orgasm. The room is a blur of bodies and flesh, the moms' moans mixing with the grunts of the sons. It's like a depraved ballet, each participant knowing their role, moving in a choreographed dance of lust and desire.

	 

	Naomi's body is left on the couch. Her holes thoroughly filled with cum. Zack moves to fuck Claire from behind while she is fucking David. "Oh, god," Claire says, her eyes on Rachel. "This is so fucked up, but it feels so good." Rachel laughs, "You're just now figuring that out?" she says, her voice teasing. "Welcome to the club, sweetie." The scene is a whirlwind of activity, each pairing moving and changing, exploring every possible combination of pleasure. After twelve hours of extreme depravity, the room is rotten, in fact the entire house smells like a monkey's cage. The ten moms and sons in the playroom, everyone is spent and lying around in a pile. There is nothing more to say between them.

	 

	Naomi says, "I'm glad I chose to read that book for our club. Aren't you ladies happy that we kept reading?" Rachel nods, her eyes on David. "It's been quite the adventure," Rachel says, her voice filled with satisfaction. "I never knew we could be this close," Priya adds, her hand on Amar's thigh. "This is what love truly is," Vanessa says, her eyes shining with joy. "A bond beyond societal norms." Rachel looks around the room, her eyes lingering on each of her friends and their sons. "This is what family is supposed to be," Claire says, her voice a little shaky. "A circle of love and support."

	 

	"From now on, let's have an orgy every night. This is too much fun. It's like we're all one big happy family," Priya says, her voice filled with excitement. The others chuckle, but the idea seems to resonate with them. "We can take turns hosting," Naomi suggests. "And we can introduce new toys, new positions, new everything." Rachel nods eagerly, "Let's do it," Rachel says, her eyes gleaming. "We'll call it 'The Nightly Ritual'." They all agree, their anticipation building for the next night.


