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I can't stand my neighbor. She's a party animal. Rude. And yet she thinks I'm the jerk.

Me, I'm a decent guy. I have a good job. I pay my bills. I don't start fights. I respect others as long as they respect me.

And I have consideration for others. I don't keep annoying pets, or play loud music. When I game or watch movies, I keep the volume down.

I shower, I'm not a slob, and I keep myself fit so I'm not an eyesore to the human race.

See? I'm an all right guy.

But her.

She has shrieking conversations on her phone. The sound comes through the thin wall between our apartments late at night when I'm trying to sleep.

Then there's the visitors—young, old, male, female, I don't even know who they are. Or what they are—friends, lovers, business associates, what. All I know is, in the two months since she moved into the building, she's managed to make friends with the entire neighborhood. And they're loud.

And that's not even counting the parties.

One time—just one time—I knocked on her door requesting that she shut up. I didn't even say it like that. I just said, "You mind keeping it down in there? I'm trying to sleep."

That's all. Apparently it's enough to make me a "jerk" and "stuffy" and a "snob."

She called me that, and then stopped speaking to me.

Now she frowns whenever we cross paths. She walks an exaggerated line around me. When I see her inside the convenience store for our building, she pretends she doesn't see me. I swear she gets louder when I'm around, though.

She talks about me. That's not paranoia on my part. I literally see her whispering behind her hands to her friends while giving me the stink eye. She doesn't even try to hide it.

She hates me.

And I hate her.

But damn, I want to fuck her.

My neighbor happens to be ridiculously hot. Some coworkers saw me checking out her social media profile, and they started begging for introductions. It's the long wavy hair and heavy tits. And that ass that she likes to swing wherever she goes. Fuck, her ass is insane.

This woman's body is prime spank bank material. Who cares if her face is only so-so? My mouth waters and my dick springs up whether I see her coming or going.

She does it for me. It's irritating, but there it is. After months of living next door to her, it doesn't take much anymore. I smell brewing coffee, hear stomping, banging on the walls, shrieking—I get a hard-on.

And when the music blasts from one of her parties, I grit my teeth, grasp my cock, and imagine gripping that long, dirty-blond hair in my fist, tugging her around until she sticks that plump ass up in the air and offers it all up.

I never thought it would happen, though. Annie—did I mention that was her name?—hates my guts. 

I never tried for it with her because I wasn't in the mood to get slapped and kneed. I'd rather not to look the fool, thanks.

But you know what?

Tonight I don't care.

Today was bad. Shitty work, shitty traffic, shitty date. When I came home my only intention was to crash.

Now it sounds like she has ten visitors over. It's probably only two or three. Her friends are that loud.

The walls of my apartment are buzzing from the vibrations. There's not even any music. It's all voices.

I can hear hers in among the rest. It's lower, softer—as far as shrieking goes—and makes me absolutely ache to gag her.

I'm not into the hard stuff. I don't dream about shoving a bit in my neighbor's mouth. Not too often, anyway. But silence her with my cock? Put her on gag order with a strip of leather? Oh, yeah.

Strip her, spread her and rub her up until I get yells for mercy, also a hard yes.

All I ask is one night of silence. Two would be asking too much. But one night seems reasonable.

I figure I'll edge her to orgasm about fifty times. Then not let her come until she shuts up.

That would be a pretty damn awesome thing.

I abruptly change course. There's something I need more than sleep. Leaving my tie half undone, I retreat from my bedroom and march out the front door. Moments later, I'm pounding on my neighbor's door.

There's barely a lull in the noise, then the door swings open.

Annie stands there.

She's wearing thick sweat pants, a thin tee shirt, and, fuck me, no bra. Her breasts aren't just large, they're enormous.

Her hair is messy, tumbling over her shoulders. Her eyes are squinted from laughing.

The smile vanishes from her face as soon as she sees me.

"Oh. I thought you were someone else." The door starts to close.

I don't move, hoping she's not going to outright close the door in my face.

I get lucky. The door swings wide again and she gives a heavy sigh. "What do you want?"

"The party to stop," I say.

"It's not a party." She's frowning. "We're just decompressing a little. What is your problem?"

"You," I say. "You are my problem, Annie."

I hear the tiredness in my voice. I'm tired and grumbling and horny and my neighbor is trying to drive me out of the building.

"Me?" She's outraged. Those big, heavy tits move up and down as she breathes hard. I'm betting she has no idea what her angry breathing does to me.

"Yes, you." I suck in a deep breath. "Today I had a date with a chick even crazier than you. She tried to show me around her wood shop."

"Wood shop?"

"Yeah, with drills and draw knives and shit. She wanted to fuck me there. With band saws all around."

"So?" She looks me over, then pointedly away.

"Listen, someone hot wants to fuck you around blades, the answer's no. Just no. Whole day was like that."

She tosses her hair. "So you had a lousy day. What is it to me?"

"You clearly hate me. I'm not feeling too fond of you right now. So...you up for some angry sex?"

"I—what? You want..." She takes a step back, her big brown eyes narrowing, looking at me like I'm insane. Her head begins to slowly shake in the negative. "No..."

"Right." A wave of exhaustion crashes over me. I look her up and down. Damn, so luscious. What a waste. "Then keep it the fuck down, will you please? For once? Or I'm fucking gonna cry."

I turn and stomp back to my door and slam it shut behind me.

Five minutes later, there's a knock.

By this point I'm in trousers and socks, nothing on top, a mug of beer in my hand. I answer the door with a yawn, and of course it has to be my sweet-smelling neighbor Annie, still in tee and sweats.

And three friends, dressed in skimpy shorts and skirts.

"The fuck?" I say.

"If it's going to be angry sex, then I'll need witnesses. I don't know you," she says, brash as you please. She walks in, brushing past me, giving me a whiff of her wonderful scent.

Her female pals follow her. All three are cute, her age—so, I'm guessing mid-twenties, same as me—and hot, I guess. But they don't do it for me the way Annie does.

"Witnesses," I repeat.

She nods, her eyes on my bare chest and abs. "They're here to observe, aren't you, girls?"

They reply at high volume and I flinch. At close quarters, it's so much worse.

"Why," Annie continues, daring me with her big eyes, "don't you think you can perform with an audience? Afraid you won't be able to get it up?"

I freeze. "That kind of attitude won't get you beer."

"Not here for drinks, dude. Here for angry sex."

I carefully set my mug down. "Oh yeah? I thought you said no."

"I changed my mind."

"I should punish you for that."

She draws in a shocked breath, and I make myself not smile.

"They stay," she says. "They stay in the room."

I blink. "Let me get this straight. We fuck. And they stay."

"We...angry fuck. You know. Angry fucking. With...rage and stuff. And yes. They stay."

"They." I point to the three chatterbugs who aren't paying any attention to Annie or me. "Them they."

"That's right." She angles them a sidelong look, then suddenly claps her hands. "Hey! Ladies!" she shrieks. "Woo! We're going in the bedroom! Um, where's your bedroom?"

I point, trying to be stoic and not grin and show I'm having a good time. As she starts to head that way, I take her arm and stop her. She comes
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