
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Old Mr. Nash and his New Neighbor

By

Roland B. Dahl

©Copyright 2019 by Roland Dahl

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter 1
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The New Neighbor

Everyone knew Bob Nash. He was a friendly elderly face in Lynton, a polite old man who loved interacting with people. All residents of this beautiful gem of a small town on the coast of Lake Pearl were used to his long walks and pleasant “hello’s” and “how do you do’s”. He was not blessed with good looks, this man. In fact, he was one of those old people who did not become less attractive with age, but it was obvious that even in their youth they were not nice to look at. Bob did lose a lot of his hair with time, and his crooked nose became even bigger and wider, with nostrils a size of a thumbnail with hairs sticking out. But his small eyes and small chin had always been that unattractive. To make things worse for him, his genes gave him wormlike lips, thin and almost the same color as the pale and wrinkled skin on his face. He walked around the town a lot, hunchbacked, with newspapers in his hand, greeting fellow townspeople and smiling at them every day. People knew that sometimes they had to say hello to him several times a day. His positive attitude compensated for the lack of physical likability, making the 70-year-old man a company people enjoyed and appreciated. 

Bob’s wife was also a good neighbor, but she spent most of her time gardening in the backyard. She was somewhat younger than her husband, but seemed like a perfect match to him, both physically and characteristically. They had lived in the small town of Lynton for most of their lives, ever since Bob was hired as a policeman there, a very long time ago. Their two sons were also policemen, both living in New York. Elisabeth and Bob lived a quiet life of retirees; she spent her days in the garden, and he walked around the town and talked to neighbors. 

But Bob’s days of peace suddenly came to an abrupt end, on a very hot summer day, when a new neighbor moved into a house just down the block. The house had been empty for months, ever since Mr. and Mrs. Wieland moved to Florida, so he was rather curious to see who the new neighbors were.  

He was walking by, as usual, that morning, enjoying the shade of elms as usual, when he saw a moving truck in front of the old Wieland’s house. Bob stopped by the front gate, leaning over the hedgerow to see the new neighbors. Then he saw her. At that moment his world shook to its core and feelings and sensations he had long forgotten came rushing back to him. She was standing by the side of the truck, talking to movers, with her long, curly blonde hair waving in the morning breeze. Her body was a replica of Bob’s dream girl from his younger days; her breasts were round and firm, a perfect C-cup; her waist was thin and her ass was round and luscious, but standing firm stretching the pants she was wearing. Her legs were long, but not skinny, just the way Bob liked them. He could not see her feet, even though she was wearing flip-flops, but what he did see from the distance of about sixty feet, made his blood boil and shoot straight into his crotch.  When she looked at him, his breath skipped. Her big, brown eyes were curious and sparkly. Some eyes look like they are smiling all the time. Hers were one of those. When she did smile, her face shone. Her plump, light-pink lips curved in the sexiest smile, revealing her white teeth. Bob must have blushed. She waved at him and said something like “morning neighbor,” but Bob just quickly nodded and got the fuck out of there. He had to get out of there, as the bulge in his pants was getting bigger and bigger. He looked down at it in disbelief and admiration. That had not happened in years, or maybe even a decade. With his heart racing, he tried to catch his breath, stumbled over the sidewalk, and looked back like a thief after a robbery. 

“Bob, are you back already?” he heard his wife’s voice from the kitchen as soon as he entered the house. 

He mumbled something and proceeded toward the bathroom. After the door was locked, he pulled out his big cock and started jerking off vigorously. He leaned his head back, closed his eyes, and after many, many years, he ejaculated all over the bathtub. The only thing he thought about was the new neighbor and her stunning body.  

For the next five days, jerking off was a daily routine for old Bob. It was like puberty all over again. Every moment of every hour, the new neighbor was on his mind. He imagined her in different ways; he fantasized about her beautiful face sucking his cock, or about him fucking her brains out from behind, missionary, on the bed, on the floor...He dreamed about jamming his old meat into that gorgeous body and spraying it with his semen. His fantasies went wild, turning her into a nurse, a flight attendant, or a dominatrix. Numerous scenarios and situations involving her and him had played out in the old man’s head. There was only one explanation for the sudden obsession – he had simply never seen a woman as gorgeous as his new neighbor. He wanted to see more of her, he just had to, because the very thought of her made his heart and his breathing speed up. He had seen many women in his life, in real life, and in the movies or magazines, but she... she was something else. Not one of those beautiful women could match her, and she lived, not in Hollywood, nor Milano, but just down the street. Had he been a few decades younger, he would have asked her out for sure. But at his age, he could only watch her, memorize her body so he could jerk off in his bathroom. If he were to say anything to her, she would laugh in his face and perhaps tell the whole neighborhood how this old fool was stupid enough to talk to her in such a way. 

He had walked past her house many times, in the coming days, but had not seen her. Fear set in. The neighbors did not talk about her; there had been no mention of her. Where was she? The house seemed empty and the old man felt incredibly sad and angry. Was she just a dream? He became quiet and distant. His greetings were not so cheerful anymore. In fact, there had been days when he did not say hello to anyone at all. It was quite remarkable to see him change so significantly just because a girl he had seen once was gone from his life. The power of infatuation was enormous. His sadness eventually came to an end. A few days later, she reappeared in her front yard, getting the groceries out of the trunk of her car. Bob’s face lit up, he smiled and rejoiced. His emotions at the moment he saw her again were like fireworks. He came closer to her fence. She was wearing jeans and a white blouse, but the curves of her body still showed beautifully. Bob’s heart sped up, and his walk slowed down. When she looked at him, he froze again. 
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