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The five women had known each other since high school and still met up twice a week as part of their routine. That summed up their lives, routine, stuck in a rut, looking after a husband and a son feeling unappreciated. They had married local guys while young, worked for a few years until their husbands progressed in a career or developed a business. Their children came along one after another with each new mother being supported by the group. They had married well according to family, with men who became successful, meaning they no longer had to work but couldn’t give it up.

It was all very conventional with a small town life, meeting for coffee and the gym, trying to fill a boring day. They kept themselves fit but started asking themselves what for. The five were suddenly thirty-seven and wondering what they had done with their lives, leaving them feeling old and neglected by their husbands. They each had a boy but they had grown into adolescent trouble and their husbands buried themselves in work, so they were no help. As usual the friends got together to discuss what to do about their boys bad behaviour and life in general.

Everyone thought Rachael Jackson was a nice person, probably because she was submissive, therefore she just went along with everyone without making waves. In high school she was considered a nerd, preferring to study rather than go clubbing to meet boys. In the first year of college the five friends gathered around to protect her and each other. She had a slim figure back then but put on a little weight over the years and was putting in extra time at the gym. That was partly to get out of the house. Her husband Bill was a bully at home and in business. Unfortunately their son Brian was turning out like him. 

Betty Holden was almost the opposite to Rachael in that she was dominant and was outward, joining political groups and campaigned for women’s rights in college. Boys were attracted to her fiery temperament but she was too busy with political groups so she too had little sexual experience. She had a full figure meaning large breasts and hips. She had to work out to keep her waist trim and growing a belly. She had the demeanour of having seen it all and done it all, though her opinions were from theory not practice. She teaches part time at the lower school which keeps her from being too bored. It was a disappointment that her son Jack wasn’t interested in politics but neither was she involved since college. Some thought he was a careless idiot but that was because he said the wrong thing sometimes, though given a chance he was thoughtful and intelligent. Her husband, Thomas, was too wrapped up in his job in the corporation to be much help at home so they more or less lead their own lives. 

Dora Scott was attractive, sexy, a top MILF and up for anything, or at least she could boast after a few glasses of wine. She was a short blond and made the most of her breasts with the right bras. She wanted to be attractive to men but wasn’t ready to have an affair, she just enjoyed teasing them at parties. It had something to do with her husband, Stephen, neglecting her like her father did. She suggested taming their sons to Betty as a joke, but didn’t mention it to the others. Her son Benny was pessimistic which wasn’t from either of his parents and he thought it was realism. He thought Jack was carefree and positive about things and become enlivened in his company as he was a laugh a minute. 

Martha Watson was the conservative, steady rock in their group that they could all rely on. She had little experience of sex and never wanted to play around in college. Used the missionary position once a month and only climaxed the once after marrying. Committed to whatever community project she started helping with, thinking everyone should help each other and not rely on god. Her husband, Patrick, was nine years older and they had separate lives because of the activities she was involved in, though her husband was happily concentrating on his business. Her son Harry was a sensible young man always considerate to others and the first to open a door for an older person, or help them with the shopping bags.

Paula Brandon looked the youngest. She was the shortest with a nice figure, long dark hair, hazel eyes, attractive, but a bit dim. She had given up on everything and accepted that routine and boredom was her life. She suspected her husband had an affair and might even be having another at the moment. He was often away visiting prospective customers and was doing very well with whatever gadgets he had invented. He’d told her at length what they were but she wasn’t interested. Her son David wasn’t the smartest of the five boys but he led them and kept them in line. He protected them from other gangs with his reputation for fighting skills. He was good on the internet and had answers to problems if Google provided them. He and the others had to run from the police one night after they threatened a drug dealer. The guy was moving into their area which had been drug free and was seen as an opportunity. A small skirmish with the guy and his heavies frightened them off.
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Their sons were all eighteen within a few months of each other and had started giving their parents trouble. They didn’t know why and neither did their parents. They all turned out tall and athletic which was the only way they were alike. With their parents close they grew up together, attending parties, sports events, movies and much more as a group. They were good looking and favourites with the girls in school, only second to the football and sports guys. If they had concentrated on a sport they might have been distracted from trouble. It might be related but some years ago their fathers had built a life at work and neglected them.

The five guys shared what little experience they had with girls and used the internet to find ways to entertain their girlfriends. They discussed the unknown together and although it wasn’t talked about they felt sorry for their mothers knowing they too were neglected by their fathers.
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They met twice a week after a workout at the gym, taking turns to host at home. It was Paula’s turn to host the five friends in her home. Her son David happened to be home avoiding a lesson and overheard their conversation. He took an interest on hearing his name mentioned. They were sharing a couple of bottles of wine with the conversation centring on family as usual. 

They shared experiences and listened to each other’s woes. Betty was listening to another of her friends complaining about a son's behaviour. Rachael's boy had turned eighteen but had become awkward at home and in school. 

‘He is so difficult to deal with, no appreciation of what we do for him, then I say something and he kicks off. Retreating to his room is okay, but he often goes out with friends. They aren’t a bad lot though I'm afraid he is being led astray.’ Rachael grumbled.

‘He needs a girlfriend to tame him. When my husband was stressed at work he became awkward like a teenager, he was a right pain in the butt,’ Betty added to the moaning.

‘You aren't doing it right, try more lube,’ Dora quipped. 

‘Betty! You aren't suggesting we do it with our sons!’ Martha exclaimed. 

The others laughed at Martha's look of shock. 

‘A girlfriend Martha. I wasn't suggesting we should tame our own boys, you know what it’s like trying to talk to them, they might listen to someone else. Anything for a peaceful life and it will mean they settle in school too. I think it is worth a try, don't you?’ Betty explained, while looking around the group. ‘I mean, we could help them get and keep a girlfriend.’

‘I think you’re on to something there. Only, where are we going to get decent girlfriends for our boys. Will they be willing to, err, you know, to make them happy?’ Rachael mused. 

‘It will leave them in a worse state when breaking up, which they are bound to do at that age,’ Paula pointed out.

‘Great idea Betty but not workable. A girl their age doesn't have the experience to deal with a troubled young man, especially one being an awkward fool. They all do it sometimes, go off the rails I mean, at any age.’ Rachael pointed out.

‘We’re agreed something really needs to be done and Betty's idea is a likely solution. What is needed to make it work? A girl is likely to make it worse. A mature woman with experience is needed. Someone sensible who won't get emotionally involved, or mess him around then break up with him. A married woman knows from experience how to handle a poor sensitive man of any age and that is who we need.’ Dora appealed to all of them. ‘A therapist is no good, perhaps an agony aunt or a real old fashioned aunty.’ 

‘So we're back to doing it with our sons? That's sick Dora, how can you even suggest it!’ Martha growled at the woman.

‘What? Aren’t you listening? Dora isn't suggesting that and I think she might be onto something. Trouble is, we all have to agree or it won't be fair. Though it’s a lot to take on, I would have to think about it, a lot, before I could agree.’ Betty sighed.

‘Ah! What now? What do you mean, did I miss something?’ Paula demanded to know. ‘I’ll agree to try anything. He’s going to be kicked out of school and that will ruin his chances in life.’

‘Don’t agree until you’ve heard the idea. I only thought of it because my boy is so damnable at the moment. We need to work out the rules and. . . Okay! Alright! I'll do it, I mean the rules. Paula this is it. We each tame someone else's boy. In our group I mean,’ Dora explained. ‘We are godmothers to each other’s son so why not spend time with them to find out what they need.’ 

Everyone went quiet. They were obviously weighing up the pros and cons. At least they hadn't dismissed the idea completely, though that would come sooner or later.

‘What about our husbands?’ Martha pointed out. 

‘I’m not going to tame your husband Martha. I hear he has a little one, not satisfying for me,’ Dora raised an eyebrow, the only sign of devilment. 

‘Actually, I don't care about my husband. I suspect he's had an affair in the past so it’s my turn. I won't tell him of course, but I'll feel better getting revenge upon him.’ Rachael surprised them all. ‘No! I didn’t mean . . .’

‘Good! Well, that's something to think about. We each need a justification to carry it out. Probably a private one will be best,’ she looked at Rachael. ‘It won't work if we back out too quickly and leave them in a worse state of emotional turmoil.’ Dora ruled.

‘I will ignore the flippancy as this is so important. Maybe, with some rules, it could work. I'm sure all our husbands have strayed one time or another.’ Martha surprised them most of all.. 

They were all thirty-seven with Martha the eldest by six months and had always been conservative in her outlook. 

‘They are hardly going to take us on as girlfriends, we must seem ancient to them, just old mothers, off limits.’ Paula added, feeling passed it. ‘I know that’s not what we are going to do, I just meant, well, it doesn’t matter.’

‘She means we are safe to talk about sex to them. They will just get embarrassed and clam up so best to ease into it.’ Betty pointed out.

‘They are all tall and handsome so why haven’t they got girlfriends. I know they have had them, yet no one at the moment.’ Rachael commented.

‘That’s what we can teach them, how to keep a girl happy. That will help them when they get married too. No! Martha, training is hands on, teaching is theory, advice and passing on our experience. I think we should at least give it a try. They are good boys, you all know that, they just need a shove in the right direction.’ Betty tried convincing them.

‘We work out for our health, alright we are here for a gossip too. What I mean is, we look good for our age. But that isn't the point, we know how to do things, you know, we know how to keep a man happy. We tell them why we are doing it and what they will get out of it. In return they have to behave at home and in school.’ Dora added to the conversation. ‘Like, tell them how concerned we are and how we want them to behave, not like angels, just decent people. In return we’ll give them advice about girls. How to catch one and keep her. We know what boys are like and how we wanted them to be. Yes you all remember, were not that old!’

They were discussing the wild idea out of desperation after having given up on their only child. All those hopes and ambitions for the boys, bringing them up, guiding them through their youth and it came to this. Another glass of wine and everyone joined in with ideas until the whole thing seemed reasonable. 

‘This is still just an idea, isn't it?’ Martha queried. ‘I can't go too far, just talking about it will be difficult. Telling them about things down there will be embarrassing.’

The others ignored the question as they grew enthusiastic, finding reasons and excuses to try it out. Each had a different approach to the problem, avoiding the underlying and unspoken needs of adolescent boys. Basically girls.

‘We can teach them how to make a woman happy. That would give them a great boost to their confidence and a better start in a marriage. We tell them we aren't girlfriends, we are their mentors, their guide through a tricky subject. Sex and relationships aren't easy,’ Rachael mused. 

They all nodded to that.

‘Will it work? Are we actually going to do something or just talk about it?’ Martha asked. ‘Are we just off loading our anguish or helping with each other’s awkward adolescents?’ 

‘I have no idea. We need to go home and think about it. Tomorrow it might seem like a crazy idea. You each know your son best, write down what you think he needs to do. What improvements to his behaviour are needed. What will make him turnaround from his bad behaviour.’ Betty suggested.

She looked at each of her friends in turn, surprisingly receiving nods of approval and understanding, even from Martha.
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Next day the unreality of their plans made Dora laugh and the others either shut it out of their minds or felt dreadful over agreeing to such stupidity. Nevertheless they agreed to meet at Betty's home for drinks. They thought to clear the air and put the idea to rest, bury it as just a drunken mistake. Though not everyone was so dismissive.

‘That damn boy has done it again. He ran away with the others, from the police and got away with it, so he thinks he's invulnerable now. They think they're super villains. A term in prison, meeting real hard criminals would be a shock, but it would also mark them for life. He just doesn't understand or ignores anything I tell him. I've given up.’ Betty sighed.

All her friends were making sympathetic sounds. They knew she needed to offload so listened without interrupting. 

‘How do you know he ran away from the police? That could be dangerous, you can't let that happen again.’ Martha told her friend.

‘What does your husband say about it,’ Rachael asked.

‘He's useless, though I can't blame him, it seems to be a losing battle. I heard him bragging to a friend on his phone. It's our duty to do something to protect them, even from themselves. They are still our children, we still love them whatever their behaviour. What can we do?’ Betty pleaded.

‘Could that idea work? You know, yesterday's drunken idea. I'm not getting through to him since he broke up with that girl.’ Dora looked around at each of them.

No one denied it might be possible, but they didn't volunteer either. They were still on the first glass of wine so they needed more courage for such a wild undertaking.

‘It sounds as if we are all desperate enough to try it. We would have to be super careful and strict with the, you know, how far we go with teaching them. . .’ Betty carefully spoke.

Thoughtful nods showed agreement with frowns showing concern. The idea was to guide them on how to look after a girlfriend and not just give them the usual sex talk. That was usually the father’s job but the friends wanted a better approach than the usual technical male advice. How to keep a woman happy would take many years of give and take from the husband and wife, with the husband not getting all of the subtle messages. 

The idea of giving their boys a head start to a relationship seemed ideal. The boys would keep a girlfriend longer and give the boys someone to concentrate upon rather than getting into trouble. When they got married it would help them settle down. To that end they would talk to them about a woman’s emotional needs as well as a proper guide to her physical needs. Explaining a woman’s physical needs was what they were worried about. 

‘I’m ready to discuss the possibility, but can't commit until its clear what is involved.’ Paula chipped in. 

‘It is a scary idea, but we can meet regularly to help each other with concerns and with what direction to take.’ Betty suggested.
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The next meeting was at Rachael’s home where they brought lists of the behaviour correction wanted for their sons. More wine was consumed as they came up with a plan of action. One more meeting was needed to confirm the rules and one more drinking session to bolster their confidence.

The day had arrived when each of them drew an envelope from a box. It was too late when Dora noticed a receipt for Victoria's Secrets had been left in there. Everyone was too nervous about the task ahead to comment about the naughty items listed on the receipt. They fumbled with the envelopes, either tearing them open or nervously putting off the moment.

Rachael nervously approached Dora for advice.

‘Of course you're nervous, its going into the unknown, that's always frightening. Remember starting college, we stuck together for support and we got through it. Weddings were fraught with problems and doubts, but we helped each other to survive. We were even there through pregnancy and births, learning and passing on the tips to each other. We're godmothers to each other’s boy's, so we have a duty to those boys and our friends.’ Dora lectured.

‘I know, I will, I promised so I must’ Rachael determined.

‘What’s wrong?’ Dora asked.

‘I wear old comfortable underwear, but didn't think it through. I need to dress to impress and for my own confidence. I feel I’m just an old married woman and have let myself go. I need to feel good about myself to make an impression.’ Rachael worriedly spoke.

Not knowing whether to laugh or scold the woman, she instead began to understand her anxiety. Dora was worried that the boy might reject her before she could start improving his behaviour. The rejection would be bad but letting her friends down would be worse. 

Dora reassured her friend and helped choose something from her collection of underwear and a dress.

‘Do I look slutty in this?’ Rachael asked.

‘You look gorgeous. No male could possibly look away from you, they will be captivated.’ Dora told the truth 

Dora was pleased with the effect as her friend had been looking tired and drab lately. Dora was going the same way with her son staying out all hours which worried her sick.

‘Just don't get too involved too quickly. Make sure he has something to look forward to, something to work for.’ Dora reminded the woman even though the methods had been discussed several times.

***
[image: image]


‘Hi, Rachael, nice to see you,’ Paula loudly spoke, meaning to get her son’s attention. 

Her son didn't hear as he was wearing earphones to play a game. Paula was as nervous as her friend. Her mind was on the boy she had to visit which made her afraid and self-obsessed. So much so she hardly took in Rachael's dress.

‘I have to go, my one, you know, of course you do.’ Paula gabbled which was unusual for her.

Rachael felt better on finding her friend was as nervous as she was. She was pointed to the boy's bedroom and Paula quickly left. Rachael walked in to see a boy in his shorts playing a game. David didn’t notice what was happening on the game console as he was anticipating his mother’s friend arriving. His friends had let him know what they were planning to curtail their fun, so the boys were going to tease them and put them off. 

His plan to prank the woman was wiped from his mind. He stared at attractive woman standing before him. She no longer looked like his mother’s friend, she was a sexy lady in red.

‘Hi, I'm here to ask a favour,’ her mouth was dry and the right words disappeared. ‘I need you to, do something for me. You've been misbehaving and I want to make a deal with you. Start being good to your mother and I will reward you.’ She meant to lecture him but it came out wrong.

She found herself saying the rehearsed words but they sounded false and hesitant, not authoritative at all. He wasn't listening, just staring at her. He was actually examining her bottom in a mirror. She was just another adult with the same old message and he was waiting for her to go so he could get back to the game. On impulse she grabbed the short hem in both hands and peeled the dress up her body and over her head.

Now she had his full attention! Though perhaps not much of his brain. Dora had explained that all they needed to get through to the boy, was to seduce that part of the brain dealing with desire. She stood before the boy in a lacy bra, garter belt, stockings and a thong, all in black and very revealing. 

She had never bothered dressing up for her husband, but it was important not to let her friends down. She would try her utmost to make this work for them. She felt over exposed and that this was going too far too soon, just as they had been warned about. She turned around, bent over and picked up the dress to put it back on.

‘Oh! My! God! You are a gorgeous girl! Am I dreaming, I must be! Wow! Unbelievable!’ the boy said. ‘Why? Yes! Whatever you want I'll do it!’ 

She saw him pinch himself and the expression turned from disbelief to utter joy. His compliments sank in to her brain somewhere and she fumbled with the dress and dropped it.

‘This is what I'm offering to you. Do we have a deal?’ she quickly asked before losing confidence again.

She didn’t mean to offer herself, she meant advice, listening to him and understanding his problems.

‘I don't understand, why?’ David looked totally confused. ‘Did you lose a bet, is this a crazy dare between your group of mums?’

‘I am doing this for you. I've been your mother's friend from before you were born. I watched you grow up and want to help you be a success in life. I'll sacrifice more than my time to help you be a good person. Okay?’ Rachael lectured.

She had gone too far and was making it worse. They all agreed to take it easy and not to rush into anything. She was supposed to tantalise and reel him in, like a fisherman with bait. What did she know about fishing? She was already out of her depth and was floundering in deep water. Her mind was in a whirl of confusion. Surely he wasn’t thinking the worse!

‘Yes, sure, anything! Are you okay Mrs Jackson? You've gone really pale.’ he asked. 

David was holding her up before she realised he'd moved. Having lost a second she was still trying to catch up. He guided her to his bed, sat her down and was sitting close to her in moments.

‘Sorry, this is all too much for me, I've never done anything like this, not even in college, except at a party when I ended up in someone's bed. Oh! I shouldn't have said that!’ Rachael admonished herself.

‘It’s okay, just relax. You're really tense. Are you like this all the time, wound up like a clock spring. It will affect your health, physical and mental. Try to relax and tell me what this is all about,’ David warmly spoke. 

He was glad to have had a warning about their plan to make them behave like good boys. He hadn't been sure whether to counter her influence or take advantage of her. She had made it easy for him to decide, he wanted her. She arrived as his friend's mother but was now a gorgeous MILF and so very sexy.

She felt his strong hands on her neck working their way down her back. The massage was relaxing and the attention was more than she had received from Frank in some time, maybe ever. He expected her to be the little wife at home, pandering to his needs, which amounted to cooking and cleaning in recent years. There was no fun in their lives anymore.

‘You shouldn't be doing that, I shouldn't let you touch me.’ She murmured. ‘When you've improved your behaviour you can have me, oh! I didn't mean, Oh! Dear! Ah, mmm, that's nice.’

Knowing she made a mistake so soon didn't help her correct it, as she just sat there letting him massage her back. It was nice but wrong, though the sensations were lovely, despite not being proper even under the circumstances. She was a married woman stripped down to Dora's sexy underwear, in a young man's bedroom letting him touch her. Rachael suddenly realised her bra was undone, how did that happen?

‘Don’t move you're going to lose the bra. Hold the cups with both hands,’ he said.

David guided her hands to hold the bra in place. He'd almost had them in his hands which was very wrong. She sat still not daring to move. This wasn't supposed to happen! She was there to talk, advise and be his friend, not anything more.

‘That is enough young man, for now anyway. I mean, no, err, not at all. Well, the deal is, mmm, it is nice, your hands are strong and smooth. No! Ah! I showed you, err, this, so you know what you will get if you behave yourself. Ah! No! I didn't mean. I want you to agree on some things you will do and not do. When I visit you in two days time I want to see you have improved.’ He lay her down with a strong grip to continue massaging her properly. 

She murmured, ‘Mmm! Oh! That is much better. Not down there, please! If your behaviour improves, well, we'll see what I can teach you about girls. Okay?’

‘What do you mean about teaching me? I've had enough of school!’ David stated.

One hand tightly gripped a shoulder with the other pushing and massaging further down, much further. It was still nice but too nice, especially as she only wore a little thong.

She pulled away from him to stand looking down at him. One cup had fallen away exposing a breast which added to her anxiety. He stood up and pulled the bra into place, adjusted the straps, which she hadn't done properly and fastened it. 

He patted her bottom and said,’ You have a very nice, shapely bottom and your face is cute.’ He gently stroked hair from her eyes then cupped her chin to look into her eyes. ‘You are very beautiful with a gorgeous figure.’

Rachael’s knees went weak so needed him to hold her up, though she should have pushed him away. Before she could take back control of the situation he sat down on the bed, looking up at her with his deep blue eyes. She tried to make a pose of authority, though it failed in the skimpy underwear. It didn’t help that she felt his hot breath on her neck. He was almost the same height as her while he was sitting down. She should have stepped back away from him but couldn’t move. He was tall and  impressively built. He was just wearing gym shorts and a
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