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A hot preview…

"But you like me being a dirty slut for you, don't you?" she said softly as she reached for his hips and pulled him towards herself, opening her mouth to suck the tip of his dick.

His groan filled the air around us.

Fuck! I wanted to be that guy so bad. But how?  Women wouldn't look twice at me... Especially not a hot, young, sexy babe like Annabelle. She was clearly experienced in everything and I wondered why she'd chosen this older, boring man for her first time doing these things.

While still sucking on him, she began rubbing her hands across his torso, up and down his abdomen, until finally reaching around to grasp his ass. My hand followed suit again, stroking my hardness slowly, trying to keep quiet while I watched this erotic display in front of me.

She let go of his cock and ran her tongue down to the base of his shaft, licking and nibbling gently along the shaft until she reached his balls, sucking one into her mouth while massaging the other with her fingers. His hands grasped her head tightly, and I heard him breathing heavily through his nose. After a moment, he started rocking his hips, pushing himself further into her mouth with each thrust.

After a couple minutes, he released her, backing away slowly, watching as her head followed him until he stopped. She licked her lips, smacking them together as though savoring a delicious dessert. Then she opened her mouth wide and swallowed him whole, all the way down to the base, without gagging. It made my cock twitch again.

His moaning grew louder when she began sucking harder, humming and bobbing her head. His hands returned to her hair, gripping her curls tightly as he used her.

"Annabelle, get on your knees." His tone had turned authoritative, dominant again, causing Annabelle's eyes to widen with excitement. The girl complied instantly, moving into a kneeling position in front of him.

"Now open your mouth wider," he growled, and she obeyed once more, spreading her legs apart, sticking her ass out, and arching her back as far as she could manage. She reminded me of those sexy images you find online with women posing suggestively, begging men to come fuck them.

He leaned over, using the headboard for balance while holding her head steady. "I love you so fucking much, babygirl. Now take Daddy's load."

The Submission Formula 1

My eyes had barely adjusted to the darkness in my room, but my nose had long since been assaulted by the musk of sex. My cock was hard and throbbing, as it was every night, and the faint noises of two people fucking, or, more accurately, one woman being roughly dominated by a man, could be heard from across the hall. The walls were too thick to make out any visual details, but the show was always the same, and the fact that the girl was never allowed to cum until she begged her lover was always the highlight. The loud, orgasmic scream signified the finale and the moment I could allow myself to explode into a scrap of fabric with my fist around my cock.

I sat at my desk most nights, stroking myself to yet another unsatisfying finish while trying to ignore the lust burning inside me for the neighbor woman with whom I shared an unfortunate wall. Sometimes, when he'd left before I came home, I could hear her cries and screams of release, her body betraying her desperate attempts to keep him out. I couldn't even remember what she looked like or what her name was, only that she was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard, and probably ever would.

You see, I am an older man, far too old to be attractive to younger women now.  Age 45, with graying hair, and lines on my face that made me look stern instead of sexy. Women didn't respond well to this look, which made me all the more frustrated because of how much I wanted to experience sex. I hadn't had sex in over 12 years, not since my wife walked out, taking our teenage son with her. Not that the boy was really mine; I'd lost my own in utero, and it wasn't until shortly after the marriage that she let me know the child I'd been helping to raise was from a prior affair.

I did keep in shape, however, in fact for an older guy I had a great body.  My dick was also very big, which my ex had enjoyed but most women would find terrifying. It wasn't just long, but thick. And it's true that bigger is better and I could see no reason to complain about being well-endowed. In fact, there were only two issues: one was that my girth made it harder for women to get in me without a lot of foreplay (and then some lube); the second was that as hard as I worked to maintain my body, I still had no confidence that my looks weren't repellent.

I mean, why else would women avoid me, I wondered?

Of course there was the fact that I worked... a lot... nonstop... and I was known to be kind of an asshole. But still, it would've been nice for someone to give it a try and let me know if they liked the way I looked. Maybe even the neighbor across the hall might like my body and want a good dicking, as my ex used to say, but I doubted it.

In any case, tonight I'd decided to lay on my bed and watch a movie that my co-worker had recommended, while rubbing my hand lazily up and down my shaft. There had been some action earlier in the night, and, in fact, her climax had been so loud that it distracted me during one of my favorite parts of the film, making me laugh for all the wrong reasons.

Just as I had put my head back on the pillow, and resumed my movie and wanking session, I heard footsteps, followed by a deep voice and then a girl's soft response, right outside my door. I turned off the tv and laid in the darkness, waiting to hear the sounds that always occurred: her struggling to get through the entryway with a heavy man, followed by kissing and moaning.

This time though, everything seemed different. My ears pricked up at the sound of a man's rough whisper, almost harsh, ordering the girl to stay quiet. I listened further, and then the door opened and shut, and he ordered her to undress. I heard her breath quicken, and then clothes fell to the floor. It sounded like something was pushed against the door, probably the man's foot, keeping it in place, while I lay in the dark, confused. Then a smacking sound, followed by a sharp breath, a slap, and then the low murmur again, "Don't make a sound," said the same voice, with more slapping noises and whimpers. She didn't speak, and I wondered if she was unable, but then I heard the man's heavy steps move away from the door, and across the room. The floor creaked as he moved closer to the wall between our bedrooms and stopped. I was sure my own heartbeat would drown out any other noises, and then there was a sound of metal on metal, and something hitting the wall on the other side, next to my bed. My confusion doubled, and I reached for my phone in the darkness, wondering if I should call the police. Was he setting a weapon against the wall? A knife? Would I be dead soon?

Then the girl gasped, her hands slapped onto what must be my wall. She didn't seem afraid but I didn't want to take the chance.

"What the fuck is this?" asked the voice on the other side, his face apparently next to where mine lay. The man must have been standing next to his bed, right against the wall that we shared. "Sperm?  Another man's cum in you?" His words were accusatory, menacing, but the tone... it was a lustful growl that made me want to jump through the wall. I could tell the girl was still whimpering, her breathing getting quicker but I didn't hear a reply. "Did he make you cum, little slut?"

My eyes opened wide in shock as he called her that, which was soon replaced by another feeling - arousal. My body grew warm at his filthy talk, as if every inch of my flesh was electrified, and then when the girl responded with an aroused cry that signified his entry into her pussy.

"Then I'll just fuck that creampie deeper and get you pregnant."

What. The. Fuck.

I thought they had been having rough sex, or a one night stand. But now it was apparent that he'd found her freshly fucked and impregnated by another man? Was this a thing people did? It hadn't been that long since I'd heard them enter, and, based on her responses, he'd gone right into her well used hole without preamble.

As I lay, dumbstruck by all of this, my cock grew even harder listening to the wet sounds of him fucking her, along with his words as he berated and humiliated the girl. The moaning escalated, and it felt like my hand moved on its own to rub my member. I hadn't meant to masturbate, but I couldn't stop once my hand found the shaft. My breathing joined hers, matching her gasps as they grew higher, until her hands left the wall and grabbed my headboard instead. My hand followed suit, and gripped it harder, and my fingers brushed up against something metal, a round shape, protruding from the wall, near the top of the bed. Confused again, I held onto it as the girl's whimpers rose higher and higher, and her body began to convulse. As she cried out in pleasure, my own release came, in a rush that sent ropes of cum all over the place. And that was the moment that I realized why there was metal coming through the wall. It was a headboard on the other side, his headboard attached to his wall. He'd tied her down to his bed.

"Oh fuck, Daddy!" the girl screamed out, as my body shivered through aftershocks, my fingers still wrapped around the metal ring. When her cries finally ceased, the man laughed.

"Such a little cum slut, begging for it again. Did you really like me finding you that way, like a nasty whore who can't get enough men? Hmmmm?" Her breaths came fast and hard, then slowed down as he continued. "Do you think my cum is taking root in that fertile little womb, hmmm? Are you going to carry my child now, too?"

There were no more words after that, only more thrusts, grunts of exertion, and her breathy cries as he worked his way to completion. At one point, he slammed into her so hard the bed jostled my own.

I lay spent, wondering what to do, trying to understand how a normal wall could let two people so loudly have sex with one another. How was this possible? Did I go over there and ask about it? Would I look like some creep? A pervert? Because that's exactly what I felt like - a total deviant.

But damn... that girl was getting her brains fucked out and loving it. 

And I, frankly, wanted to be the guy fucking her.

It was a confusing realization. One that I didn't know how to deal with because it went against my personality. I was very logical, and analytical. I had to have answers, which would mean confronting them and having an awkward conversation with my neighbor about how I knew what he was doing in his bedroom with his girlfriend. That also meant risking embarrassment by having my neighbor tell me to fuck off, and then letting the girl know she'd been caught.

Hmm. What to do.

In the end, I waited it out. I figured if I listened carefully maybe I could find out more about what was happening before I interrupted things. There were soft cries, followed by kisses and low murmuring, and then, surprisingly, a few more rounds that ended up with more filthy talk and a final orgasm.

At this point I decided I'd heard enough to feel comfortable. The girl didn't seem upset or traumatized at all; she seemed incredibly turned on by everything and was enjoying it quite a bit, if I understood the sounds right.

Still, I wasn't sure I could face the girl yet. As much as I loved hearing her climax, it did bother me to feel like some sort of voyeur, as though I wasn't supposed to listen, like when someone has an affair. My neighbor was having loud, rough sex with his girlfriend, and I wasn't part of that...

A sudden thought occurred to me. I knew it was strange, but I really needed to see who was fucking her. I wanted to match her noises to a face, and maybe, just maybe, see a reflection in a mirror, if they had one.

My heart raced at the idea, making it nearly impossible for me to even consider the risks of entering his home after what I'd heard. Still, I had to do this for myself, so I put on my clothes, and took a deep breath, before opening the door. The apartment was quiet now, and no sounds came from either side of my door. They must have passed out from the effort, or the alcohol, as I noticed a half empty bottle of vodka sitting on a table near the entryway.

The apartment was similar to mine, only slightly smaller and darker in tone, as the windowless hallway separated our living areas. The lights were dimmed, only a table lamp, and there was soft music playing, something slow and seductive, with heavy bass and electronic tones. It took a second for my eyes to adjust to the darkness, and then I spotted the girl first, laying prone on the bed, her body still nude but her face covered in shadows, while the man was at the other end of the room, his back to me. I had already seen him enter their room earlier, which meant I could match the voices. He was tall and muscular, easily over 6 feet tall, with a thick neck, bald head, and bulky torso. I wondered what she saw in this guy, he wasn't much to look at, but based on her reactions, he probably had other skills.

As I took a step closer, wanting to see her face, I noticed how clean his apartment was compared to mine. There was nothing out of place, not a speck of dust, and not one book or piece of clothing. I also noticed a chair that had been placed to block the bedroom door from closing properly; they must have put it there when they entered because that is where he was standing when he discovered her.

I couldn't help it. I wanted to see her again and know how she felt about him catching her that way. Maybe she really liked being fucked hard by more than one guy in a row; perhaps she enjoyed being used and abused like the little cum whore the man referred to her as.

Or maybe she's an innocent woman who was taken by a very kinky lover.

At that moment, he walked around the foot of the bed and stopped in front of her prone form. He was naked and had a large cock, but not as big as mine. She stirred, then sat up, revealing her breasts to him - full, rounded globes with perfect little nipples. Her head turned towards him, and then she bent at the waist to pull a black sheet over herself, keeping her hair obscured.

I took another step forward, curious, wanting to understand what she looked like so that I could get a picture in my head, but also to gauge his expression. Would he be angry? Upset?

His body shifted and moved forward, until I was sure that he was about to strike her, but then he reached out a hand and gently stroked her cheek. I watched in fascination as the girl responded by smiling sweetly at him, her body softening and leaning into his caress. His hand trailed down her neck, and then brushed over her shoulder before moving across her chest to cup a breast. This made her smile even wider, as she sighed happily. He leaned into her, capturing her lips with his own. As he did so, the sheet fell away, giving me a glimpse of her whole upper half, and revealing her beautiful face: heart-shaped, with a wide, thin mouth, sharp jawline, and high cheekbones. A few short curls of blonde hair stuck out, covering part of her forehead, but not enough that I couldn't tell her eyes were open wide, looking up into his.

The kiss lasted only a moment, before he broke free and stepped back, shaking his head. "I don't know if I can keep doing this, Annabelle. What we do is too much..." He sounded remorseful, maybe even guilty for what he'd just done. But I knew he wouldn't stop. The way he used her was evidence that he enjoyed it all. And I wondered how often they had this same argument.

Annabelle's head lowered, staring at her feet for a second before turning towards the window, and then back to him once more.

"But daddy, it makes me soooo wet," she pouted.

"Even you calling me 'daddy' is weird. We are so messed up," he moaned, while running his hand across the top of his head.

My cock began to stir as the words sank into my brain, making me realize how incredibly hot their dirty talk was. The things he called her, the way he was saying it... my hand wandered back down between my legs and squeezed the swelling erection beneath my jeans.

Annabelle giggled, her voice husky from her earlier orgasms, then moved closer to the edge of the bed and sat forward. As she did so, the sheets fell off of her completely, revealing her naked form entirely for me to see, which sent heat straight through me.

She stretched out her arms and legs, as though waking from a nap, then crawled towards her daddy.

"But you like me being a dirty slut for you, don't you?" she said softly as she reached for his hips and pulled him towards herself, opening her mouth to suck the tip of his dick.

His groan filled the air around us.

Fuck! I wanted to be that guy so bad. But how?  Women wouldn't look twice at me... Especially not a hot, young, sexy babe like Annabelle. She was clearly experienced in everything and I wondered why she'd chosen this older, boring man for her first time doing these things.

While still sucking on him, she began rubbing her hands across his torso, up and down his abdomen, until finally reaching around to grasp his ass. My hand followed suit again, stroking my hardness slowly, trying to keep quiet while I watched this erotic display in front of me.

She let go of his cock and ran her tongue down to the base of his shaft, licking and nibbling gently along the shaft until she reached his balls, sucking one into her mouth while massaging the other with her fingers. His hands grasped her head tightly, and I heard him breathing heavily through his nose. After a moment, he started rocking his hips, pushing himself further into her mouth with each thrust.

After a couple minutes, he released her, backing away slowly, watching as her head followed him until he stopped. She licked her lips, smacking them together as though savoring a delicious dessert. Then she opened her mouth wide and swallowed him whole, all the way down to the base, without gagging. It made my cock twitch again.

His moaning grew louder when she began sucking harder, humming and bobbing her head. His hands returned to her hair, gripping her curls tightly as he used her.

"Annabelle, get on your knees." His tone had turned authoritative, dominant again, causing Annabelle's eyes to widen with excitement. The girl complied instantly, moving into a kneeling position in front of him.

"Now open your mouth wider," he growled, and she obeyed once more, spreading her legs apart, sticking her ass out, and arching her back as far as she could manage. She reminded me of those sexy images you find online with women posing suggestively, begging men to come fuck them.

He leaned over, using the headboard for balance while holding her head steady. "I love you so fucking much, babygirl. Now take Daddy's load."

Her answer was another moan, as her eyelids fluttered closed, and her lips sealed around his dick, making slurping sounds while she sucked his cock hard.

The view was incredible from where I stood - the outline of his thick member disappearing between her plump, wet lips as she worked his length up and down.

As I watched Annabelle suck this stranger off, I began to stroke myself, keeping my eyes open so as not to miss a single detail. Then he groaned loudly, throwing his head back, his hips thrusting forward as he spilled down her throat. She continued to suck until every drop had been swallowed, releasing him only once he fell limp.

I groaned, stroking my cock hard and picturing her sucking me instead.  I splatted hot, thick ropes of sperm all over their door, painting it in heavy cream.

They both lay exhausted on the bed for several moments, their breathing finally returning to normal.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he said, "We can't do this anymore."

Annabelle's eyebrows furrowed in confusion, then she looked up at him pleadingly.

"But, daddy?"

He grabbed his jacket, put on his clothes, and zipped up.  "I need time to think. I'll...call you."

I quickly ducked out of sight to avoid him spotting me.  He passed without even a glance.  When he'd vanished down the hallway, I looked back at Annabelle, who appeared dejected.

She sniffed sadly and curled up on the edge of the bed.

I had never wanted anything more in my entire life than I did that very moment - I wanted to make her mine, to show her how badly I needed her too. She belonged in my home, with my cock in her mouth and her tight pussy impaled on it, milking me. I couldn't help but be envious of my neighbor - this guy got to have sex with her whenever he felt like it, and it obviously wasn't just one time a week, judging by the way he fucked her. And now he was breaking up with her?  Why?

I stepped back, frowning, rubbing my chin.  The whole thing was weird.

After some time I saw Annabelle get up, naked, and head towards the door.  Her big boobs bounced as she walked.  When she spotted my cum load on the door, she gasped.  "What...what is that?!"

She didn't answer but reached down and scooped up a handful of it. It oozed through her fingers and down her arm.

To my shock, she sucked some of it straight from her hand, like a popsicle.

"Mmmm! Is someone out there?!" She called.

I stayed quiet.

Her tits jiggled as she ran into the bedroom, returning with some tissue paper and scrubbing my load off of her door.  I watched as she licked and cleaned the cum.  This girl must love cum, I thought. I wondered if she would still be into my thick semen or would she find my quantity unsightly.

And why did I care so much?

She disappeared into her room again, this time coming back in pajamas.

I realized I wanted to see her face and body. To talk to her, learn what kind of person she was. If my neighbor couldn't appreciate this girl, then he didn't deserve her. But as things stood, I could never be with her.

...right?

She'd think I was a pervert...

She looked upset though, and I worried about her being left alone, especially considering how much vodka she'd drank.

So, after a little while had passed, I headed over to her apartment and knocked on the door.

The door swung open to reveal my blonde-haired beauty. She was dressed in a pair of white pajama shorts with a matching tank top and wore no bra, letting her perfect tits hang free beneath the sheer fabric. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, framing her smooth skin perfectly. Her plump, full lips formed a wide smile when she saw me standing in the doorway.

"Hey neighbor! You're not here to try and move me out, are you?"

"What? Oh god, no." I laughed. "You live here now. It's your place."

She giggled. "Cool! I'm Annabelle."

"My name is Ben."

"That's a nice name." She giggled.

I smiled. "I heard about what happened... The breakup, and all of that. If you want to talk about it, or need anything, I'm right across the hall."

Annabelle nodded. Her expression changed for the worse again, and she started chewing on her nails. "Oh jeez, I'm sorry you heard all that.  We were really loud I guess, huh?"

"A bit, yeah. But I can hear you guys from across the hallway sometimes, even though we aren't directly next to each other. Sorry for spying on you." I rubbed my chin awkwardly.

"It's fine. I'd probably do the same."

She laughed. "Are you like an alien? An older version of me? Like those people who have kids together and make babies look just like them?"

I laughed too. "I don't know what exactly you mean by 'make babies' but you're cute so maybe..."

She was definitely flirting with me. 

Was it possible she was attracted to me? To a forty-something guy? I felt myself blush at the thought.

She was staring at me with wide eyes.

I looked away shyly. "I was just wondering if you wanted to talk."

"No, I'm alright. Thank you for coming over. It means a lot."

"Okay. Well if you ever need a cup of sugar or something..."

She bit her lip.  "Well, I might need something...but it's not sugar."

She gave me a knowing smile. "See ya around, Ben."

Then she closed her door before I could say another word, leaving me to stand in the hall dumbfounded.

Her flirty demeanor shocked me - surely there must have been some underlying reason. Maybe she liked older men? And was just being nice to me? Or... was there actually a chance that she liked me? I wondered if I should ask her on a date later.

I returned to my room and began watching television again, thinking about how strange it was that this woman had such an effect on me.

I decided I'd ask her about it ... or maybe...

Nah. She'd find me disgusting. But if she didn't... I imagined running my hands up and down her sexy body, grabbing her perfect, firm ass and pushing it back into me, feeling my cock buried deep inside her cunt while she moaned loudly.

And then... maybe, if I asked nicely enough...

I started getting hard.

Maybe she'd take my thick load in her mouth.

Yeah, definitely that part.

I mean, she ate my cum off her door...

I had a feeling this chick was dirty. 
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