

MILF Harem for the Frat Next Door

Excerpts from the Personal Blog of Josh Bailey
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Something funny happened in my neighborhood yesterday. Not “funny ha ha,” although it does kinda feel like something out of a comedy movie.

So as I mentioned a few months back, my family moved to a new place way out in suburbia… It’s basically an upper-middle-class subdivision, though there aren’t technically any walls. Lots of doctors, and lawyers, and other people just like my dad: boring dudes with boring jobs, who spend most of their waking moments either bringing home the bacon or out drinking with work buddies.

As you might guess, there aren’t a lot of young people around here. There’s a college nearby, but this isn’t exactly “student housing” territory. All the houses are way too nice, and the homeowner association would freak out at the mere mention of a basement suite.

So when I saw a bunch of young dudes unpacking a loading truck at the empty house next door, I figured they were contractors or something. But no: they came back the next day, arms full of novelty furniture, weird decorations, and a couple beer kegs.

It turns out that our elderly nextdoor neighbor died at the beginning of the summer. He left his old McMansion to his college fraternity, Mu Chi Epsilon.

The homeowner association is furious, but they can’t do anything about it. I know that because Dad’s heavily involved (but that’s another story). He’s afraid of parties getting in the way of his beauty sleep, I guess, but he’s just gonna have to deal with it. The frat’s here to stay.

I don’t mind them, at least so far. I guess things might get louder when the school year starts and everyone moves in… But maybe I can make friends with a few of ‘em, and they’ll invite me to their parties? I guess they won’t want an 18-year-old hanging around (the drinking age is 21 here), but maybe in a couple years?

Anyway, I’m sure the frat house is the hot topic at my stepmom’s jogging group. You should’ve seen them today, warming up in our driveway… I was watching from the upstairs window. Nine MILFs in leggings and crop tops, jiggling all over the place and slurping down smoothies. I know I shouldn’t be staring at them, especially since my stepmom and her sister are there (we’re talking about my “step aunt” who lives nearby, not the one in her seventies lol; the busty blonde one from this post)… But they’re just so fucking hot!

Today I wasn’t the only one staring. One of the frat guys was carrying a box inside while they warmed up… A younger one, maybe in his early twenties, with a strong jaw and curly hair. He stopped and stared for almost a full minute, eyeing up their butts as they stretched and chatted.

A few of the MILF-squad members noticed him staring and said hello… But for some reason, none of them seemed to mind the fact that he was ogling their cleavage instead of looking them in the eye. I could’ve sworn there was even a bulge in his pants, big enough that I could spot it from across the driveway and a story up.

I tried to ask my stepmom about him, and she got this weird, almost blank look on her face.

After a few seconds, I was like: “Uuuum… You okay? I just asked if you met any of the guys from the frat…”

She just blinked, nodded, and then said: “Yes, of course. His name is Rory. He’s… Nice.” Then she walked away, fidgeting with her hair.

Maybe she did notice him staring, and got creeped out? He wasn’t exactly subtle: no way the ladies could’ve missed it. I guess their fake suburban politeness won the battle against their upper-middle-class outrage?

Anyway, I’ll keep the blog updated with the latest frat drama. If any coming-of-age-movie hijinks occur, you’ll be the first to know.
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First frat party happened this weekend! It was a small one, since not all the students are in town yet, but still. It was basically what I expected: dudes in the driveway, music thumping from the house, guys in the backyard talking, drinking, and swimming in the pool. Kept me up an extra hour, but otherwise no big deal.

Dad was pissed, though. He had a big meeting early the next morning, and he’s a light sleeper. He said something about getting a hotel room in the city more often, or maybe even buying an apartment. If he goes through with it, he’ll go from spending almost no time at home, to spending literally no time at home. Still, I can’t blame him: he’d be cutting down on the commute, while also avoiding getting woken up by drunk dudebros.

So anyway, the party. After my parents went to bed, I got curious and decided to take a peek next door. There’s this hole in the fence, where the boards don’t quite line up properly, so I headed there.

A few guys were swimming in the pool, along with two women. The first thing I noticed was their huge tits: both were stacked, spilling out of their kinda-conservative bikinis. I wondered for a second why some college sluts would be wearing old-fashioned swimsuits, before I realized that these weren’t college girls at all.

They were older, and one of them looked exactly like Mrs. Neal from down the street… Or it seemed like it, anyway, through a tiny hole 40 feet away. It couldn’t have really been her: Mrs. Neal is 46, married, and a total prude.

But it was awesome watching those big titties bounce, as the guys chased them around the pool and lifted them up and shit. Soon they were getting friskier, copping a feel when the women were too distracted to notice… Fuck, I wish I was that smooth.

Eventually they all went inside, leaving me alone in the pitch-black yard… With a boner the size of the Eiffel Tower.
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I guess the frat parties are gonna be every weekend now. It’s a good thing Dad got that apartment downtown after all. Fine by me… One less person to catch me when I go out and watch.

Yeah, last night I spied on them through the fence again. There were more women in the pool this time, and a couple in the hot tub on their back patio. But while I appreciate having more boobs and butts to ogle, I saw two other things that really blew my mind.

The first was Mrs. Neal. I got a better look this time, and it’s definitely her… The voluptuous MILF who goes jogging with my aunt and stepmom, partying with a bunch of frat boys two weekends in a row. She was wearing a much skimpier bikini for this party: it could barely contain her bouncing tits, and the thong was swallowed up by her thick ass.

As I watched her blatantly flirting with men who were less than half her age, I couldn’t help whipping out my cock. I jerked off to the sight of her body getting hugged, groped, splashed, tossed around… There were other women too, frolicking in the pool and hot tub… For a moment I thought I recognized a couple of their faces, too… But my eyes were pretty much locked on Mrs. Neal’s nearly-naked body.

I witnessed the second mind-blowing thing just after midnight. The frathouse’s patio door slid open, and a guy appeared. He was stripped down to his underwear, a keg under one arm. I heard him shout something… I didn’t catch all of it, but it sounded like he was calling people inside.

The people in the yard followed him, including Mrs. Neal. One of the other boys smacked her ass on the way by, the sound clear even from my hiding place across the pool… As was her giggle. She sounded delighted to be treated like a piece of meat, and she put her hand on the dude’s hip… I think it was his hip, anyway.

But back to the subject at hand: as everyone made their way inside, the door opened wider and I got a better look at the living room. It was far away, and there were a lot of people in the way, but I’m pretty damn sure people were fucking. There were certainly a lot of people lying around on the couches and the floor, not all of them wearing clothes… While I watched, one woman had her pants yanked down as she was bent over a table.

Then the door closed, and I was left alone again. I couldn’t stop stroking, and a few seconds later I blew a massive load all over the fence. After wiping it off as best I could, I hurried inside.

It wasn’t until I was lying in bed that I realized how seriously fucked up it all was. Mrs. Neal, attending frat parties… Maybe even orgies… Along with who knows how many other women. More of the neighborhood MILFs, even, if my eyes didn’t deceive me: how many buxom ladies from my stepmom’s jogging group were there, fawning all over the frat guys?

How were they even getting away from their families? I saw a bikini-clad woman climbing over the fence, early in the party… Was she one of them? A grown-ass mother, sneaking out at night to hang out with a bunch of chads (in their underwear, apparently)?

I’m ashamed to say that I jacked off one more time, before passing out and dreaming about… Well, nevermind what I dreamed about.
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They didn’t even wait until the weekend to have another party. This one was more of an afternoon thing, and I was worried that I wasn’t gonna be able to spy on them… But luckily my stepmom suddenly had to go run some errands. The moment she was gone, I snuck over to the hole in the fence.

I knew I’d have to stay on my toes: since Mom didn’t take the car, I wouldn’t have much warning when she arrived home. But I couldn’t pass up the opportunity to watch one of these parties in broad daylight.

Unfortunately, it didn’t look like much was going on in the backyard. There were only two guys out there, and one woman. She was sitting between the young men in the hot tub, beer in one hand while another swatted at their roving hands… Not that it deterred them much.

As I stared at her (trying to get a better look at her huge tits, of course), a feeling of dread washed over me. I recognized that hair… Those breasts… Even that bikini. I’ve seen it more than once, at our family’s pool. The MILF in the hot tub… The woman getting groped by two frat boys… It was my aunt.

Just as I made that realization, one of the guys slipped his hand under her bikini top and started playing with her nipple. She moved to push him away, but I could hear her laughing playfully. When the other dude leaned in to kiss her, she didn’t even pretend to resist.

As I watched, my hand drifted down to my crotch. Without even thinking about it, I started rubbing my dick through my pants. Then, just as I thought I couldn’t get any more turned on, it happened: one of the boys pulled my aunt’s top off.

Before it even hit the ground, my fly was down and my cock was out. I started jacking off at full speed, pressing my face against the fence to get a better look at my aunt’s exposed nipples. I’d seen her in bikinis, I’d seen her in skimpy workout gear, but I’d never seen her topless.

Within seconds she was full-on making out with both of the guys, alternating between their mouths. They had one breast to play with each, along with whatever they were touching beneath the bubbling water. My aunt’s arms were moving too, bobbing up and down like she was jerking them off.

It took me a second to come to terms with it, but I knew the truth. She was jerking them off. My stepmom’s sister, in broad daylight, giving two boys handjobs in the backyard of a frat house. What the actual fuck?

Then I heard a car door slamming, and I rushed to tuck away my cock… Before I remembered that Mom wasn’t even driving her car. It was probably just more girls showing up at the frat party… No, not girls: MILFs. The frathouse was attracting them like a magnet… Including my own goddamn aunt, apparently.

Speaking of my aunt, by the time I pressed my face back against the fence, she was gone. Both of the boys were still in the hot tub, though, leaning back with huge grins on their faces.

I wondered why they were so happy, considering their slut--I mean, my aunt… Had just ditched them. It didn’t make sense…

...Until she came up for air. That’s right: my aunt was still in the hottub, only now she was sucking their cocks underwater.

She didn’t stay up long. Soon she was back beneath the cloudy surface… And judging by the moans, she was blowing those guys like a pro.

My hand was moving faster and faster, and I knew I was getting close to cumming. I bit my lip, staring at the hottub, trying to get a glimpse of my aunt’s topless body as she came bobbing up for another breath--

And that’s when I slipped. Our backyard was a little muddy, and somewhere along the line I had lost my footing. Just as I tumbled to the ground, my orgasm hit; I ended up coating my pants (and the lawn, and the fence) with jizz.

Scrambling to my feet, I hurried back to the gap. Even in my post-orgasm shame, I still didn’t want to miss a moment.

My aunt was out of the hot tub, now, kneeling on the patio in nothing but her thong. The boys were completely naked, standing on either side of her with their impressively-huge erections waggling in her face.

They exchanged a few words, and I could hear the joy in my aunt’s voice… Along with something else. Excitement? Desperation, even?

Then the young men started jacking off, just as furiously as I was a few moments before. My aunt held her breasts up, giving them a better view… And a better target.

Their loads were even bigger than my own--The two combined were enough to absolutely slather my aunt’s entire body. Thick streaks of white flew across her perfect chest, and plenty of their seed ended up in her face and hair as well. She didn’t seem to mind… No, that’s a lie. She fucking loved every minute of it. My aunt was smiling and giggling as they made her into their own personal cum dumpster.

And that’s not the worst of it. The moment the guys were done unloading on her, she… Went a little crazy. One hand stayed on her tits, lifting them up even further so that she could lick off the jizz. She was lapping at her own breasts like she hadn’t had water in weeks, making sure that she found, licked, and swallowed every single drop of cum.

Her other hand… Well, her other hand went between her legs. She was still wearing a thong, but her hand slipped right under it. She alternated between rubbing her clit and shoving her fingers in her pussy, masturbating furiously while she gulped down the frat boys’ baby batter.

I couldn’t fucking believe what I was seeing… Or that I was already hard again, just seconds after cumming.

But the show didn’t go on for much longer. Soon they were dragging my aunt inside (not that she was resisting), where another group of guys scooped her up and carried her off. Just before the door slid closed, her thong flew out and landed on the patio.

I stared at it for a solid minute. I knew that I shouldn’t even think about trying to grab it… But I also knew that I had to.

After triple-checking that the backyard was empty, I climbed over the fence. My climbing was about as graceful as a drunken salmon, but I managed to flop my way over with only a few loud bangs and a couple bruises. Then I crawled across the lawn, past the pool, onto the patio… And there it was.

Crouching behind the hot tub, my arm darted out to grab the thong. It was soaked-through: partially from my aunt’s own juices, and partially from the jizz that had dripped down her body. I held it in both hands, mouth agape… But then, suddenly, I felt like I was being watched.

I looked up and saw one of the frat guys staring through the window. I think it was Rory, that guy who was in the driveway the other day. He had a beer in one hand, while the other was tangled in the hair of a woman kneeling between his legs. Her head was bobbing rapidly as she worked every single inch of his cock into her throat… And judging by how much she was moving, there were a whole lot of inches to swallow.

But as the overwhelmed woman squatted, bounced, and deepthroated her big, fat butt off, Rory’s gaze was steady. He was staring me down with an amused smirk on his face, taking the occasional break to sip his beer.

After spending a few moments frozen in fear, I fucking ran. There was something about his gaze… His eyes… That scared me to my core. Or maybe it was the way she was acting… A grown-ass woman, probably one of my stepmom’s jogging buddies, worshipping his cock like a desperate hooker.

Across the lawn, over the fence, back inside… I was panting and heaving by the time I reached my room. I collapsed onto the bed, still clutching my aunt’s wet thong.

The moment I got over my fear, my cock came out. I masturbated for hours, until I heard my stepmom return home at around 4:00 AM. What the hell was she doing out that late?
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Oh fuck. Oh God, oh fuck, oh hell. This isn’t happening.

I’m home now, but I think they’re both still there. They’re ALL still there, in that house, and… Fuck. My hands are shaking. I’ll start over, from the beginning.

There was a huge frat party last night, the biggest so far… But this time was different. A few minutes after the bass started thumping through the walls, a car pulled up in front of our house. I ran to get the door, and what I saw there… Damn.

It was my aunt, dressed in the sluttiest outfit I’d ever seen. Her hot-pink tube dress barely covered her ass, and her tits threatened to spring free with every wobbling step she took. It was no mystery why she couldn’t walk straight: her heels were insanely high, making her tower over me.

“Hey, sweetie! Where’s your stepmom? We’re going out,” she giggled. Was she drunk?

I shuffled away awkwardly to fetch her. When I asked my stepmother where they were going, she mumbled something about a “girl’s night” and ran for the door. Her outfit was more conservative, but I saw something shiny inside her purse.

The moment my aunt and stepmom were out the door, I ran to the upstairs window. I saw them walking to the car, talking and laughing. After my stepmom climbed into the passenger seat, she whipped her boring sweater off and unclasped her bra. Then, smiling cheekily at her sister, she pulled on a sequin tube top that barely covered her nipples.

As I watched the car leave, pulling around the corner, I let out a sigh. They’re gone… Where the hell were they going, dressed like that?

But just as I was about to leave, they came back. They were walking, now, appearing around the same corner where they’d just driven away.

My stepmom was wobbling along on a pair of stiletto heels, about as tall as her sister’s. With each shaky step, her tits threatened to bounce right out of the ridiculous sequined top. Her skirt was even worse: at about two inches long, it showed off her thighs, her midriff, most of her ass… And a bright-pink thong.

The two sisters walked faster and more confidently with every step they took, until they were practically sprinting up the driveway to the frat house. A muscle-bound guy waved them inside, and then… They were gone.

By this point, I was freaking the fuck out. I didn’t register until later that the bouncer had put his hand on my stepmom’s ass, or that he’d greeted the pair as though he knew them. As if he’d met them before. As if he were expecting them.

Not knowing what to do, I ran to the backyard. If I couldn’t stop what was happening, at least I could… Monitor them? Keep them safe? I don’t really know what I was thinking, but I had to take a peek.

Peering through the hole in the fence, I saw that there was only one guy in the pool: Rory. He was facing the fence, almost as if he was looking right at me… But there’s no way he could’ve seen my eyeball, through a tiny hole, in the shadows, at that distance. He was probably just staring into space.

As I watched, the water began to bubble and three heads rose to the surface. Three gasping, giggling MILFs, fawning over Rory as they caught their breath.

One of them said something, and the frat boy responded by pushing her head back underneath the water. Another untied her bikini top, bringing her tits to his face while he enjoyed the underwater blowjob, along with a shower of kisses from the third woman.

They went on like that for a while, before one of the other guys called Rory inside. He left with all three women in tow, though one was lagging behind as semen dripped from her mouth. She seemed determined to swallow it all, wiping her chin with her fingers before sucking diligently on each one.

And just like that, the garden was empty. I growled in frustration: first the front of the house, now the back… I had to know what was going on inside. I had to take radical action.

Without stopping to give myself time to reconsider, I hopped the fence for the second time. But as I walked towards the patio, I became acutely aware of the fact that I had no plan whatsoever. How would I get inside? How would I make it five feet without getting kicked out?

My saving grace was tucked behind the barbecue: a full keg of beer. I could barely lift it, but I tried to look confident as I lugged it toward the house. Act like you belong, Josh.

As I slid the door open, I nearly dropped it. Not just because I’m an awkward dingus, but also because… Wow.

The kitchen was full of people, and not one of them was fully-clothed… Unless you count guys with their flies open and their cocks hanging out. But the women were even less modest: not only were they wearing next-to-nothing, but half of them had their skimpy outfits pushed aside or ripped open.

I saw a busty MILF lying across the table, squirming as two young men railed her from either end. The guy on her pussy was going a mile a minute, treating her lower half like a sex doll. She didn’t seem to mind: her moans of pleasure were nearly muffled by the thick cock stretching out her throat, and drowned out by the slap-slap-slap of a heavy ballsack against her forehead. But judging by what I could hear, she was having the time of her life.

Another guy was sitting beside that same table, one hand playing with her huge, round tits even as he looked at his phone. I soon realized that there was a second MILF between his legs, sucking him off like her life depended on it. Jesus, I can’t imagine multitasking in a situation like that, but… Yeah.

Nobody questioned me as I lugged the keg further in. I had to shimmy my way around more partiers in the hallway: a group of guys around my age were laughing and taking shots, while an older woman danced for their pleasure. She had the biggest ass I’d ever seen; it was swallowing up her thong as she twerked and showed off for the boys.

One of them almost knocked me off-balance as he stepped forward to grab a handful, then reached out to snap the thong with a firm tug. As the woman squealed, he spat on his cock and lined it up with her asshole, preparing to give his friends a slightly more hardcore show.

My own erection was straining against my pants, but I had to move on. My arms hurt from carrying the keg, and I still hadn’t found my aunt or my stepmom.

When I reached the living room, my strength gave out. I decided to put down the keg and take a seat to regain my strength. As it clunked against the floor, I looked up to make sure that nobody had noticed me… But I needn’t have worried.

All eyes were on the middle of the room, where two MILFs were lying naked on a futon. Well, one of them was “lying:” the other was on top of her, kissing and licking every inch of her body. I soon realized that they were both covered in semen, glistening beneath the bright lights.

Then a guy wearing nothing but a T-shirt crouched down beside them, stroking his cock. Without a word, he stuck it between their mouths and started unloading. They took turns sucking on his spurting tip, and managed to swallow some of the mess, but most of it ended up on their bodies. Once he pulled back, the women got right back into their makeout session.

“Hey, can I get some of that?”

A chill running down my spine, I looked up to see a huge, dark-skinned guy, with a wasted-looking chick in one arm and an empty cup in the other.

“Uh… Sorry, but it’s… I gotta… Tap it,” I stammered.

That seemed to work: the man sighed and shrugged, before grabbing the woman by the waist and pinning her against the wall. Beer forgotten, he tossed the cup over his shoulder and got ready to fill her pussy instead.

“God, yes… Fuck me,” she moaned, in a voice I recognized. Her glasses, too, and her plump lips--

Mrs. Keeling? Jesus Christ, he’s plowing my favorite math teacher, I thought, my hands shaking as I picked up the keg. I knew I had to move on, before she recognized me and told my--

--Shit. My stepmom. Where the hell is she?

I was basically panicking by that point. I didn’t understand anything that was happening… Fuck, I still don’t. How did a bunch of frat guys get every MILF in the neighborhood (and beyond) to come over to their house, let alone force them to act like… Like that?

But anyway, I was on a mission. So I took a deep breath, hefted my decoy-keg, and made my way towards the stairs. I figured they had to be up there somewhere.

I had a hard time making my way up the steps: a woman wearing only underwear was lying on the steps, pinned down by a frat boy. He was squatting over her and forcing his cock into her throat, while filming the entire thing on his cell.

The woman looked overwhelmed and half-conscious, but she wasn’t trying to make him stop: she moaned gleefully around the guy’s thick member, eyes rolling back as one of her hands rubbed clumsily at the front of her panties.

Stepping over her quivering body and heading into the second floor, I stopped to catch my breath. The hallway was just as busy as the rooms below, though there weren’t quite as many MILFs: I guess most didn’t make it this far before being grabbed by some horny college jackass.

I walked through the hall, using the heavy keg as an excuse to slow down and inspect every woman. I recognized two more of my neighbors among the half-naked, disheveled, and surprisingly happy-looking sluts… But not my aunt, and not my stepmom.

There was one awkward moment when I was forced to approach a couple. A tall, skinny guy was leaning against the wall, while a blonde wearing nothing but a thong was squatting between his legs and sucking his cock. Her thick ass and flowing hair reminded me of my aunt, so I stopped and leaned in to get a look at her face… But the boy noticed me invading his personal space, and put a hand on my chest.

“Woah, nah, I don’t share. Get your own.”

“I, uh… S-sorry, my bad,” I replied, raising my voice to be heard over the woman’s enthusiastic slurping. Glancing down, I noticed the glasses on her face: not my aunt. “She’s, um, really hot, though… Have you seen any women like her? Up here? Y’know, uh… Blondes?”

“Sure, Mike just dragged one into the bathroom,” he chuckled, pointing to a nearby door. “He likes to share just fine, so go nuts. Now leave me alone while I fill this bitch’s belly, huh?” He punctuated by giving her head a sudden tug, burying himself balls-deep in her throat.

Nodding and swallowing hard, I dragged the keg over to the door and peered inside. The bathroom was quite full, with three people crowding around while another two lay in the bathtub. Two of the guys seemed to be just chatting and drinking, while another was smoking a joint by the open window. But things in the tub were a little more… Active.

A muscular young man was lying back with his hands behind his head, a huge grin on his face… And no wonder, given that a gorgeous, busty blonde was riding him cowgirl.

A familiar busty blonde: my aunt.

Her huge tits and flowing hair were bouncing all over the place as she gyrated in the stranger’s lap, her hands wandering all over his chiseled body. She was naked, and I saw her scandalously-skimpy underwear hanging from the showerhead. But what caught my attention the most was her eyes: they were filled with passion, joy, and determination.

“Fill my pussy,” she hissed, loud enough to be heard over the thumping music outside the bathroom and the chatter within. “I want your cum…”

“Earn it,” the frat boy laughed, relaxing even further as he let my aunt do all the work. “C’mon, I know you can go harder than that. Work that ass!”

As he spoke, one of the other young men looked over, ogling “that ass” shamelessly. Then he glanced back to his friend.

“One sec… I’m ready to go again.” With that he dropped his fly, whipped out a long, half-hard cock, and hopped into the bathtub. “Incoming!”

“What…” My aunt’s head snapped around. “Oh, oh fuck, what are you… Are you really…” She looked stunned as the man lowered himself into the tub, his now fully-erect member aimed straight at her voluptuous rear end.

For a moment, I relaxed. She wasn’t just going to let this guy, this boy who was barely older than me, walk up and stick his penis in her asshole. That’s not a sane thing for my aunt to do. That’s not a sane thing for any older, married, respectable woman to do. This would be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

It wasn’t. Biting her lip, she reached back and spread her ass-cheeks for him. “Hurry… I want you both. All of you. Every inch… Every drop--Aaaah! Oooh… Oh my God…”

I turned on my heel as he penetrated her, my hands shaking. I nearly dropped the beer keg on my foot, for the second time that evening… But not for the last time.
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Sorry for cutting the last post off like that. I was writing about finding my aunt, how she looked, what she was doing… And I got… Distracted. Had to work off some steam.

It’s past 1:00 AM now, and Mom still isn’t home. I’m certainly not about to sleep, so I guess I’ll tell you the rest. Where was I… Right. Leaving the bathroom.

I needed a moment to myself, so I started looking for an empty room. Another bathroom, a bedroom… Shit, I would’ve settled for a broom closet. But everywhere I looked, there were more dudebros drinking, laughing, and plowing scantily-dressed housewives. I tried not to look at their faces, beyond a quick check to make sure that none of them were my stepmom. I didn’t want to recognize anybody else.

When I came upon a closed door, I knocked eagerly. My relief only grew when I didn’t hear a reply: finally, somewhere to take a minute and get my thoughts in order!

But as I cracked it open and lugged the keg inside, I realized that the room wasn’t so silent after all. That door must’ve been made of solid lead, ‘cause it was holding back a wall of lewd, primal sounds, just waiting to be let free.

There was a man standing just beside the door, who glanced over as I entered. He was holding up a camera… Not a phone, mind you, but an actual camera. He was well-dressed, too, and looked slightly less drunk than any of the frat guys I’d passed on my grand tour of the house.

While he filmed the rest of the room, a gorgeous redhead was kneeling at his feet. The bikini-clad bimbo had his shaft down her throat… But that was to be expected, at this point. I could hardly remember what a woman looked like without a cock stuffing at least one of her holes.

Then I noticed her swallowing, and realized she was in the middle of drinking the man’s jizz. His expression was neutral, and his hands were steady on the camera: this clearly wasn’t his first rodeo. He gave me a nod, then focused back on his… His subject.

As I looked over at the bed, my jaw hit the floor… Followed shortly by the keg, as it finally slipped from my hand.

There was a young man sitting at the foot of the bed, totally naked. Two older women were sprawled on the floor between his legs, shuffling around and pressing their nude bodies together in an effort to get closer to the man’s balls. They were nuzzling, licking, and sucking them in turn… One huge, swollen testicle for each of the gorgeous MILFs to worship.

I’m sure the man’s cock was equally massive, but I couldn’t see very much of it. A third woman was bouncing on his lap, riding him cowgirl with her arms thrown around his neck. As she lifted herself up and slammed her pussy down on his thick shaft, they kissed each other passionately.

Something really weird happened, just then… Time seemed to freeze. I was mesmerized by the round, perfect ass bouncing up and down in front of me. I could see the two other women gazing upward, eager for their turn. The beer keg had left my grip, but hadn’t hit the floor yet. I heard a long, drawn-out click as the cameraman took another photo.

Then the naked, sweaty, and yet supermodel-perfect couple on the bed broke off their kiss. The boy leaned back, and the woman swept her hair out of her face. It was Rory… Rory and my stepmom.

Time resumed its usual flow. The camera clicked once again. The keg hit the floor with a deafening thud.

“Hmm?” Rory put a hand on my stepmother’s bare shoulder, looking around her. “What… Oh. I see.”

He smirked as he looked at me. There was something in his eyes, and… Somehow… I knew that he knew exactly who I was. Exactly what I was doing there, in that bedroom, staring at my stepmother.

She hadn’t noticed me, and was still riding Rory’s cock like it was her job. Hell, maybe it was… Is… Her job. For all I know, she’s been sneaking over there every single--

--Sorry, I’m getting off-track. I should tell you what happened next, and I’d like to, but… The truth is, I don’t remember much of it.

Rory asked me a question, and I squeaked out a reply. The photographer chimed in, something about “ruining the shoot” and “OnlyFans…” But Rory shut him down.

My stepmom must have noticed me, finally, because I remember her throwing her head back and looking over… But maybe that was just her reaching orgasm.

Whatever happened, I woke up in my bed. It was around midnight, and the house was empty. I sat down to… Nevermind what I did… And then I started writing.

I think I’ll have more to write about tomorrow morning, when my stepmom finally comes home. For now, I need to sleep. I don’t know how much more of this insanity I can take.
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So as it turns out, my stepmom wasn’t home “tomorrow morning.” I woke up with a sinking feeling in my chest, and crept around looking for signs of her… Nothing. As far as I could tell, nobody else had been in the house.

In my sleep-deprived state, it took me a few minutes to put two and two together: she spent the whole fucking night in the frat house. She’s still there.

Once I had that realization, I made a mad dash for the backyard and leapt over the fence. Their patio door was open a crack, so I slipped inside before my brain had a chance to catch up to my legs.

The kitchen was littered with beer cans, pizza boxes, and no less than five sleeping partygoers. One frat guy in particular looked pretty damn comfy: he was propped up against the counter, a pillow behind his head and two naked MILFs on either side of him. There was a smile on his face as he rested a hand on each woman’s chest, groping them even in his sleep.

Tiptoeing past, I saw that the living room was in much the same state. The two bukkake-victims from the night before were there, their bodies still glistening with semen as they curled up on the couch together.

“Yo, hey, who’s there?” I nearly jumped out of my skin as a voice called out from down beside the coffee table. Peaking around the couch, I saw a young man slumped on the floor.

As he gave me a little wave, his other hand was guiding another half-conscious MILF’s head towards his crotch. She seemed to get the message when his erection bumped against her cheek: almost instinctively, she opened her mouth to suck him off.

“Ungh… Ah, yeah. You’re the dude from next door, right?”

“Um… Yeah,” I replied, looking away as he used the sleepy woman’s head like a living sex toy. “That’s me. I’m looking for--”

“Check the dining room,” he chuckled, pointing towards a frosted-glass sliding door. “I think they’re both having breakfast with some of the guys.”

“What--I mean--Thanks,” I stammered, shuffling away as fast as my trembling legs would carry me. At least he didn’t kick me out… I guess they want me here?

I could hear cheerful voices and the clink of cutlery as I approached the dining room. My track record with entering random rooms hadn’t been so good lately, but things sounded pretty normal in there, so… Taking a deep breath, I stepped inside.

Five young men were sitting at a long table, eating bacon and eggs. There was a pitcher of juice, and a pot of coffee… All in all, it looked like they were having the ideal hangover-curing breakfast.

Unfortunately, I was about to discover just how “ideal” it really was. Over the noise of their conversation, I began to hear these strange, wet sounds... Gluk, gluk, gluk… It was coming from beneath the table.

I knew I looked like a total weirdo, but I couldn’t help myself: I stopped dead where I was standing, got down on my knees, and looked between their chairs.

Some of the men had their pants down, while others had their flies open. All of them were getting their dicks worked over by a pair of kneeling sluts, who were jumping from cock to cock sucking, stroking, and even fucking.

I wasn’t even surprised when I saw who those sluts were.

My aunt was wearing lingerie, a tiny apron that flapped back and forth as two of the sitting men spit-roasted her athletic body. My stepmom was naked, and good thing too: while she blew one guy and stroked another, a third was jizzing on her tits at the very moment I kneeled down.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped, falling backward onto the floor. “Holy fuck.”

That got a laugh out of some of the guys, but within seconds they got back to their conversation.

“Fuck, this bitch is pretty good,” one of them groaned, reaching down to pull my stepmother’s head further down on his crotch. “Isn’t she the one Rory was hogging last night?”

“Yeah… He deserves it, though. We owe him big time for all these cumdumps,” a boy replied. “How many desperate housewives did he lure in, like, last night alone? Shit, if he wants to take the cream of the crop for himself, more power to him.”

“Throw her over here next, would you? This one’s pretty tight, but I already banged her, like, a dozen times. She’s been on my dick all week,” another laughed, before slapping my aunt’s booty.

Just then, my stepmom noticed me. Popping the dick out of her mouth, she looked over and smiled.

“Good morning, honey! Are you hungry?”

“I… I, uh…” I stared at her, wide-eyed.

“Just give me a few minutes to finish, and I’ll cook you something.”

Clearing my throat, I tried to speak: “Um, no, I’m not… We’re not even at home,” I finished lamely.

“What are you talking about? Of course I’m home,” she giggled, before diving back onto the boy’s shaft. Within seconds, he was fucking her throat once again.

“I don’t think she’ll be making you breakfast anytime soon, kiddo” one of the frat guys chimed in, giving me a smile. “Want some bacon?”

I’d like to tell you that I freaked out at him, or even that I ran away… But no. That’s how I ended up eating breakfast on the floor, next to a table full of frat guys, while they gangbanged my aunt and my stepmom.

After breakfast the guys lost interest, and I was able to convince my step-relatives to leave with me. We staggered home together… Just picture it: me shuffling along the sidewalk, trying to cover up two half-naked and cum-stained women with nothing but my jacket. They just didn’t seem to care… Well, no, that’s a lie. They cared about something.

All through our short journey home, and in every hour since, both my stepmom and my aunt have been complaining. They hate the fact that I pressured them into leaving that house, and they can’t wait for the next party. Whenever I express shock, or even try to ask questions, they look at me like I’m the idiot. Like I’m the one acting crazy.

The next party is tonight, and I don’t think I can stop them from going. I don’t have the willpower. The real question is… Can I stop myself from going? Can I stop myself from watching?

Can I stop myself from loving every minute of it?
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