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        Rose gazed around the room, and any sense of trepidation she may have felt about coming to the orgy now vanished. So did any lingering sense of shyness. Instead, a profound sensation of depravity engulfed her.

        Rose slipped down to the floor and lay on her back. She then slowly spread her legs and offered her pussy to Karl.

        The man dropped to his knees between Rose’s thighs. As he did so, Sasha once more took a firm grip on his cock. She then started to guide her boyfriend’s bulbous tip toward Rose.

        A deep sigh was torn from Rose as Karl’s mushroom head brushed the tender folds of her pussy. Her petals parted, and the man’s shaft plunged into her waiting cunt.

        Rose gazed in awe as her hungry pussy greedily swallowed Karl’s thick cock. Her lips stretched around his girth, thrilling her in the most incredible way. Deep waves of delight pulsed through her.

        Sasha had been right: having a cock inside her was a totally different experience than that of a dildo, and that difference was intoxicating!
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      Rose took a deep breath and knocked on her neighbour’s door. She paused a moment and knocked again, louder and more firmly. She then took a step back and waited. Her heart started to beat faster in her chest.

      As a rule, Rose preferred to avoid confrontation. ‘Shy’, ‘timid’ – even ‘nervous’ – these were all descriptions that had dogged Rose her entire life. Even at the age of 25, she still hadn’t shaken off those hurtful epithets. As a consequence, she hated to make a fuss. But the recent behaviour of her neighbours had pushed her beyond the limits of her patience.

      Rose had lived in her apartment for four years, having relocated to Cambridge after graduating from college. She adored the medieval city – it was rich in history, and its distinctive pale-brick buildings, cobbled streets and quaint markets spoke to her in a way no other place had.

      But, as one of the largest college towns in England, students made up a large part of its population. And students – overworked and stressed from their punishing study schedules – liked to blow off steam. Unfortunately, that meant drunken parties and noise. Mindful of this, Rose had deliberately chosen a flat in one of the quieter suburbs of Cambridge, well away from student housing or any of the city’s more popular pubs and bars.

      The Edwardian building Rose called home had been split into four apartments, and her spacious flat was on the third floor. From her living room window, she had an unrestricted view of Cambridge’s many university campuses and churches, and she had spent countless weekend mornings simply sipping coffee and basking in the view. Hers may have been a quiet, uneventful existence, but it perfectly suited Rose’s unassuming personality.

      And things may have continued in that vein indefinitely if not for the arrival of her new neighbours a month earlier. But from the day the young couple moved into the apartment above hers, the peaceful status quo of Rose’s life had been shattered.

      The Saturday after they moved in, her neighbours threw a loud party. Then, two weekends later, the couple held another, one that lasted well into the night.

      At first, Rose had endured the sudden disruption with quiet fortitude. It was natural, she reasoned, for owners of a new property to throw a housewarming party. But when a second party followed so soon after the first, Rose’s patience started to fade.

      So, when, a little earlier that evening, Rose heard music once more begin to thump down from above, she decided enough was enough; she had to say something. After all, it was a Saturday night, and she had every right to a peaceful weekend.

      After leaving her apartment, Rose had walked up the flight of stairs to the top floor of the building. Once she was outside her neighbour’s apartment, she found the music to be even louder. She paused for a moment, composing what she planned to say. She then knocked and waited.

      Rose was preparing to knock once more when the door suddenly opened.

      A young woman, perhaps only a year or so younger than Rose, stood on the threshold of the flat. Behind her, Rose could see inside the apartment. From what she could tell, the layout was identical to hers: a hallway stretched to a lounge, the door of which was closed. Two more doors lined the walls of the hall, one leading to the bedroom, the other to a bathroom.

      However, Rose only glanced fleetingly at the interior of the apartment; her attention was focused entirely on the girl now standing before her.

      Her neighbour was strikingly beautiful. Large green eyes gazed out from a heart-shaped face lightly dusted with freckles. The girl’s lips were full and red, and her copper-coloured hair was trimmed to her jawline.

      However, it wasn’t just her neighbour’s pretty face that caused Rose to stare; it was what the girl was wearing.

      A short, silk kimono hugged the redhead’s body. The gown was tied around the girl’s slender waist and amply showed off her curvaceous figure and long legs. Her breasts were firm and full, and her nipples pressed against the flimsy material of the gown.

      But even more compelling than the sight of her neighbour’s near-naked body was the profound aura of lush sexuality that radiated from her. It washed over Rose in waves, and a warm ripple of heat pulsed from between her thighs in response. Her heart skipped a beat.

      For several moments, Rose stared dumbfounded at the girl. She was keenly aware that her own appearance could not have been more removed from that of her neighbour.

      Rose’s shoulder-length chestnut hair was pulled back into a tight bun. Large glasses sat perched upon her nose, obscuring part of her face. Although Rose had never been called beautiful – ‘mousy’ was another word that always followed her – she did consider herself to be rather pretty. Not that she felt very attractive when compared to her beautiful, near-naked neighbour; dressed in a shapeless, knitted pullover and full-length skirt, Rose felt dull and plain in the presence of the girl.

      The redhead now met Rose’s bewildered gaze.

      “Can I help you?”

      Rose attempted to shake off her confusion. She then realised with chagrin that her carefully prepared words of complaint had completely evaporated from her thoughts.

      “Yes,” she stammered. “It’s the noise. I live in the flat below, and I can hear the music. It’s very loud.” Rose trailed off lamely; she felt a blush creep up her face.

      The girl looked at Rose for a moment, and her eyes shone brightly. When she smiled, dimples appeared in her cheeks.

      “I’m sorry about the music. Of course, we’ll turn it down. I’m afraid we’ve been very selfish.”

      Rose was about to mumble her thanks when a sudden movement behind the redhead caught her attention.

      The door to the bedroom had opened, and a couple now stepped into the hall. The girl was petite and blonde, and no more than twenty years of age. Her companion was perhaps ten years older and much taller, and his skin was the colour of dark chocolate.

      However, it wasn’t the sudden appearance of the couple that made Rose’s jaw drop, but the fact that they were both naked.

      The blonde girl’s body was curvaceous, and her breasts were pert and full. Her bottom was a smooth, shapely peach. The man was lean and muscular, and his impressive, semi-swollen cock hung between his powerful legs. Without glancing towards the front door, the couple made their way towards the end of the hallway. They then opened the lounge door and stepped inside.

      For the fleeting moment that the living room door was open, the music increased in volume. But behind the beat, Rose also heard moans and sighs of pleasure; the unmistakable sound of people having sex.

      Then the door closed behind the couple, and the sounds were muted once more.

      Rose stared at the lounge door for a moment, and another ripple of heat pulsed from between her thighs. Astonished at what she’d just seen and heard, she then tore her eyes from the interior of the flat and back to her neighbour.

      If Rose had expected to see embarrassment on the girl’s face, she was disappointed. Instead, the redhead gazed unashamedly back, her large green eyes full of sly mischief.

      “We’ll turn down the music, I promise,” the girl said. “And we’ll try to be more considerate in future.”

      Still feeling shocked by what she had seen, Rose nodded numbly. She then stepped away from the door and started to make her way back towards her flat. After several paces, she glanced back. Her neighbour had taken a step out of the apartment to watch Rose leave. A playful smile curled the corner of her full lips.

      “I really am very sorry about the noise,” called the redhead.

      Rose nodded and mumbled her thanks. She then continued towards the stairs. Behind her, she heard the door to the apartment close. Moments later, the music’s volume was turned down.

      Once Rose was back inside her flat, she leaned against the closed front door and took a deep breath. She then walked into her lounge and sat on the couch.

      The sound of music from the apartment above was now greatly diminished. However, with the music dulled, the sighs and moans of pleasure were now more noticeable. Rose listened for a moment, and another pulse of heat rocked her. She then clicked on her television and turned up the volume in an attempt to drown out the sounds from above.

      For the rest of the evening, Rose tried to distract herself with the TV. But her thoughts inevitably lingered on what was happening upstairs.

      Perhaps, Rose mused, she had been mistaken? There couldn’t really be a sex party taking place upstairs, could there? After all, she lived on a quiet suburban street in Cambridge, not some Californian commune; things like that didn’t happen here.

      Rose then chastised herself for being hopelessly naïve.

      The party upstairs was an orgy, and her neighbours were Swingers.

      As Rose accepted the truth of the situation, she recalled how she felt upon first seeing her neighbour’s near-naked body; the sensation of delicious heat that had pulsed from between her thighs – a thrill that had then returned when she saw the naked couple emerge from the bedroom.

      Rose shook her head in denial. There must be another explanation – she wasn’t into girls, or sex parties for that matter.

      No, she’d been muddled, that’s all. Her encounter with her neighbour had shaken her up, leading Rose to confuse embarrassment with sexual attraction.

      Feeling mollified, she glanced at the time – it was a little after midnight. She turned off the television and made her way towards her bedroom. Once there, she changed into a pair of pyjamas, turned off the light and slipped into bed.

      As Rose waited for sleep to claim her, she tried not to listen to the sounds of pleasure coming from above. She also steadfastly tried not to imagine what her neighbours were getting up to. Finally, she fell asleep.

      But if Rose thought she would find refuge from her encounter with her neighbour in her sleep, she was mistaken. Her dreams were instead filled with naked bodies writhing against one another in an orgy of shameless gratification.

      And at the very heart of that lusty bacchanal was Rose.
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        * * *

      

      The following morning dawned sunny and bright.

      After waking, Rose had taken a long shower. As the warm water caressed her body, she tried to shake off her erotic dream. By the time she emerged from the steam-shrouded bathroom, her dream had all but faded.

      Once she had dressed, Rose ate a breakfast of cereal and fresh orange juice. She then made herself a cup of tea and curled up in an armchair in her lounge to read a book. Now and again, she would glance through the window at the scene beyond.

      Although it was now mid-morning, mist still clung to the rooftops of Cambridge. Above, sunlight bathed the city in soft beams of orange and gold. Rose smiled contentedly and continued to read.

      A little after 11 a.m., Rose’s concentration was broken by a knock at her front door. She slipped out of her armchair and answered the door.

      There, standing before Rose, was her redheaded neighbour.

      The girl was dressed in a tight cotton top and a short skirt. Even though her outfit was not as revealing as her kimono, it still showed off her curvaceous body.

      The girl met Rose’s gaze with a dimpled smile.

      “Hi. It’s me again, from upstairs? I just wanted to apologise about last night. We were definitely being too loud, and you were totally right to say something.”

      “That’s okay,” replied Rose cautiously.

      “When I told Karl – that’s my boyfriend – about what we’d done, he was as upset as I was. That’s really not how we wanted to meet our neighbour for the first time. I do hope you’ll forgive us?”

      For a moment, Rose was taken aback by the girl’s sincerity.

      “Of course,” she replied quietly. “Don’t give it a second thought.”

      The girl smiled broadly. She then held up a paper bag; printed on the side was the logo of a bakery.

      “I brought this by way of an apology. It’s from the artisanal bakery down the street. Their almond croissants are incredible.” She offered the gift to Rose.

      Rose took the bag. It was warm to the touch, and a delicious aroma wafted from within.

      “Thank you, that’s very kind.”

      “I’m Sasha, by the way.”

      “Rose.”

      “Really? I love that name. Can I call you Rosie?”

      “If you like.”

      Sasha grinned. “Anyway, I won’t disturb you any more than I already have. I just really wanted to say sorry about last night. I hope it won’t stop us from becoming friends.”

      Rose gazed into the girl’s green eyes; her warmth and earnestness were infectious.
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