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Jordan watched the stuccoed ceiling like it would collapse at any moment, and sighed. His mother's antique chandelier swung in time with the rhythmic noise from the upstairs flat, the crystal beads knocking against each other with tiny, maddening clinks. 

He pushed a pillow over his head and started humming to himself. 

Then the groans began.

Whoever was up there was having a far better time than he was, alone with nothing but his right hand and a folder full of downloaded pornos on his laptop. He'd given up on them a few moments ago, when, sticky-handed and temporarily satisfied, he started falling into a post-orgasmic malaise.

That malaise stuck around like cigarette smoke in a bar as he heard the lovers loving from above. The videos he'd been watching the past few hours spoke to his mood. Most featured slender, Asian women, slicked up with oil, massaging their muscular lovers to climax with their hands, between their breasts (heaving or tiny, he didn't care), or even better, inside their tight little honey holes, or up their asses. And from Asian to Australian, British to Swedish, he watched and enjoyed them all.

Because none of them looked like her. 

No amount of letting his cock explode in his fist made up for the loss of her face pressed to his in the morning, her ebony hands on his chest. 

She loved to play with him, just as much as he liked playing with himself. He had a meaty, thick erection, which his large, goalkeeper's hands could fit around with ease. It felt good to feel the hardness in his grip. It was even better to feel her working it for him.

He'd tried a few tricks to make things more interesting – fleshlights, rubbing himself between pillows on his bed, even cutting the top off his shampoo bottle, trying to use the suction to get himself off. That hadn't gone too well; he was sore for a week, his erection – persistent as ever in the mornings – would throb painfully, needing attention he couldn't give it.

Well, now he was all better, and he wanted attention from someone else. Having to listen to the upstairs flat get some action wasn't helping. 

The chandelier swung on, harder, and he worried it might break for a moment, before remembering it wasn't a real antique. He'd seen one exactly the same in Ikea. Still, you don't complain about housewarming gifts from your folks.

The groans were becoming audible through his cushion. He hummed louder, to the tune of When The Saints Come Marching In.

I wish someone would march in and tell those two to shut the fuck up, he thought.

He'd only seen the girl who lived up there once. She was a new arrival, a vaguely Hispanic-looking beauty, with thick black curly hair and freckles all over her face. Diverse as his porn viewing habits were, he'd never really thought about girls with freckles before.

Now though, she was there in his mind, turning to face him just like he remembered.

***

When they met, Jordan was bounding up the stairs, forgoing the elevator, which was probably broken anyway. Any exercise was good exercise in the winter months, when outdoor soccer practise was usually called off for a while. He only liked playing on the grass, so he skipped indoor sessions, much to the annoyance of Coach Martin, who insisted on regular sessions year-round.

The day when he met her was no exception. Jordan hadn't wanted to go in – far too cold, for one thing, and for another, Hank had asked him to a movie. That sounded way better than sweating it up in the overheated old gym before heading back out into the freezing cold. Young as he was, going from hit to cold like that still felt like slapping a fresh steak onto an ice block. No good for the meat.

He'd spent the morning thinking of an excuse, calling Martin at the last minute to say his cat was sick. Martin didn't know where he lived, and he wasn't the kind of guy to enquire after a sick animal, so there were no questions asked.

After the movie – which wasn't that good anyway – he was feeling a pang of guilt about making up stories. He even gave Hank an excuse about needing to fetch groceries so he didn't have to go back with him to his trailer, where his girlfriend would no doubt give him the third degree about his university work.

The guilt ebbed away as he pounded up the stairs to his floor, picturing Martin sat in the five-a-side hall, muttering to himself. Martin was only a few years older than him – five, six years, tops – and this rubbed most of the team up the wrong way. It was like being bossed around by your older brother. Which meant Jordan and the others took every opportunity to prank or otherwise annoy him.

Just the thought of pissing Martin off made him crack a smile. That smile spread wider as he climbed the stairs, noticing a pair of stockinged legs outside one of the flats. The sheer black material contained lean, muscular legs, leading up to a curvy ass framed by a tight wool dress. 

The sight acted like a magnet to his eyes...and in his mind, he could picture his hands being drawn just as easily to that fantastic rear. It was a perfectly grabbable ass, plump and juicy. 

To hell with hands, he thought, he could just lean in and take a bite right out of it. Then the owner of the perfect view stood up from the boxes she was dropping, and turned to face him.

Every part of her was edible, from the curve of her belly which he glimpsed as she turned, to the far curvier breasts, which pushed her tight pink angora sweater to near-breaking point. Her jet-black hair framed her freckled face perfectly, and when she saw Jordan smiling, she broke out the most fuck me now smile he'd ever seen on a woman, virtual or otherwise.

“A big strong man,” is what she said, “How lucky.”

That's all he could recall, though they'd spoken for a while, the normal new neighbour pleasant bullshit. They swapped names – hers was something beginning with P, was all Jordan could remember – and she asked him to help her up the last flight of stairs with a couple of the boxes. He'd obliged, of course, and she squeezed his arm in thanks, giving a sexy little giggle when her hand met the firm resistance of his bicep.

“I'll have to keep you in mind if I have any more jobs for a strong man,” was what she'd said before he made his excuses and rushed back to his flat. 

His erection had been struggling to burst free for most of their encounter, and he was slightly mortified to think that she might have noticed. 

That deep feeling of embarrassment soon faded as he felt his stiffness pulsing inside his hand, and he was soon spraying cum over his fingers, her face in his mind, smiling and beautiful.

If only he could remember her name.

***

That was a week ago, and even though he'd watched removal men passing by from time to time, she'd never even knocked on his door. Not that it mattered now, not from the sounds of it. She was up there with some other jock, letting him pound her sexy little ass into submission.

His spent dick ached at the thought, and started to stir again.

What the hell, he thought, it's the weekend. Have at it!

A sly grin spread over Jordan's face as he took himself in hand. If that god-damn tease wasn't going to call on him for some fun, then he could have some fun at her expense. Watching the ceiling again, he spread out on his bed, picturing her flesh settling against his, her legs straddling his as she sat on his cock.

He rose to attention, slowly but steadily, and began to stroke himself in time with the thuds from upstairs. The grunts and groans increased in volume, to the point where he could almost make out the individual voices, those of the guy who was fucking that sweet ass, and the...

Wait.

The other voice was just as husky. It sure as hell didn't sound like a girl. He stroked himself a little slower, trying to work out what he was listening to. His erection stayed firm, despite his confusion, and he could feel his passion growing, churning away in his balls, the pressure building. 

He could still see that round, beautiful ass in his mind's eye, sliding down onto his fat erection, but he was losing the memory of her face, turning back to look at him with that cute little smile, those perfect, kissable lips spreading into a smile.

The thought of her mouth, and what she could do with it, spurred him on, and even though he wasn't sure what was going on up there any more, he jacked himself hard, and thought of that ass bouncing on his lap, her cheeks rippling as she fucked his stiffness.

Then: two distinct shouts:

“Give me that cock, shoot it inside me!”

“Yeah, then it's your turn! Ahhhh!”

Both the voices were male. 

Jordan's mind reeled, but his cock was too close to pull back from the brink of climax. His face flushed red, first with exhilaration then with shame as his cum arced, falling onto his thigh, wet and heavy.

In his imagination, he saw the girl from upstairs give him a subtle wink, lifting a finger to her mouth, as if to say shush, it's our secret. 

Then her face turned into that of his soccer coach, and he gave a shout of dismay. His cock reacted to the sight. It twitched, almost like he was excited by the idea of fucking Martin. A fresh pearl of cum rose from his cock, and he thought what the fuck? before jumping to his feet, elbowing the lamp from his table in the process.

There was an almighty crash as the heavy lamp burst into pieces. Whoever was upstairs banged on the floor a couple of times and yelled “Keep the noise down!”

***

Jordan swept up the broken shards, then took two showers; one cold, one hot, scrubbing with his loofah until he felt suitably unsexy. He looked down at his cock, which was still semi-hard. That only happened when he'd enjoyed a particularly hot session, so what was that about? He thought about Coach Martin again as he towelled himself dry, the soft towel feeling good against his roughly-abraded skin.

As he pushed the cottony material over his dark crotch, he couldn't resist a quick feel, curling his hand around his length, which started to recover. It felt good to stroke it over his tip, still red and sensitive.

“I shouldn't,” he told himself, drying instead of stroking, trying to put all thoughts of sex out of his mind, His brain was not so willing, however. It flashed images of the girl, then Martin, like a flickbook, switching between them fast.

That hot ass.

Martin's beaming face.

Her face, that sssh! motion.

His face, looming towards his, lips spread invitingly...

Jordan flicked the shower controls back to cold and stepped in once more. Cool water beat against his chest, running down his abs, coating his pulsing organ. His prick remained firm.

“Come on!” he urged. “This is meant to work, it's what they say works!”

No, his mind suggested, suddenly helpful. You need to think of something else.

He pictured anything he could; his outstanding university work, the toaster which needed a new fuse, whatever scary movie he'd been watching with Hank...

Mundaneness had the desired effect, and after a quick towelling, during which he tried to remember the lyrics to Bohemian Rhapsody, he was able to step into his jeans. The night was
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