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“The true object of all human life is play. Earth is a task garden; heaven is a 
playground”~ GK Chesterton 
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Fantasy Neighbor 
 

     The skirt fell to the floor. A lacy white thong stood out against her tan skin. Liz stood 

in front of the mirror, a hand under each breast. One hand moved down to slip under her 

panties to reveal creamy-white space. She wondered how Tom’s tongue would feel 

trailing that somewhat virginal skin. At least skin that hadn’t been touched by the bright 

rays of sunshine. A twist to the side revealed a bright red dragon tattoo, just large enough 

to be intriguing. If she wiggled her ass just right, fire shot from the dragon’s tongue. How 

arrogant- she even excited herself. Her hands came to rest on her chest. Liz smiled. 

Nothing turned her on more than watching herself play. 

     French-manicured nails lay across the tops of her nipples pushing toward the valley 

where her birth mole protruded. The pads of her thumbs circled the tops of her breasts 

pulling the flesh up to where they’d been when she was in her twenties. Hard, extended 

nipples pushed into the soft part of her palm. A silver chain adorned her collarbone and 

glinted in the glass of the full-length mirror. She concentrated on each linked rectangle of 

silver and the way it laid on her skin. Her body swayed back and forth in a musical 

foreplay to a song that only she could hear. 

      Black heels lifted her ass and with the curve of the glass in the mirror she appeared to 

have the perfect love handles. Her fingers travelled down over her stomach and up her 

sides. Oh how she loved it when the tingles brought goose bumps up to the surface. She 

stepped out of her shoes and inserted the long-thin heels into the sides of her panties. The 
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rubber had long since fallen off and the exposed tacks scraped her skin as she ran them 

down her legs to release the only piece of cloth keeping her fingers from her area of need.  

     Liz threw her panties across the room and lifted one heel to press against her opening. 

It wasn’t enough. She needed something longer and wider. The wooden dildo set right on 

top of her dresser, easily within reach. If she lay on the bed it would be too hard to watch 

her ministrations so she pulled up a chair and lifted her legs into a V propping them on 

the side of the mirror. Oh, yesss, the inside of her pink vagina looked slick with wetness. 

No additional playing or foreplay needed. 

     The bulbs of The Wave, as it was named, made it easy to hold on to. Her hand gripped 

the top indentation. She used the fingers on her other hand to hold open her pussy lips. At 

first she merely pressed lightly against the outer walls of her lips. The cool wood warmed 

as the heat of her body wrapped around it.  

     Her hips undulated in slow circles, sucking the jildo in deeper with each movement. 

Circular motions coated the toy with her juices. Oh, God, this was good. Her right hand 

pounded the wood into her cunt. How delicious, she thought, I’m such a whore. I’d fuck 

the whole town if I could. Liz used her left pointer finger and thumb to twist her 

engorged nipples. Her movements changed from slow circles to back and forth thrusts, 

anything to get the jildo deeper into her body. Her tits bounced up and down as she 

fucked herself. It was easy to imagine hordes of people watching her. They would cheer 

on her best efforts to come.  

     She leaned in towards the mirror and straddled the jildo. “Fuck me, oh God please 

fuck me.” The sound of her own voice begging for release sent her over the edge. Rapid 
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pumps followed. Slosh noises mixed with suction pops when the toy rammed in and out. 

Liz screamed out loud and long, “Oooo.” Her come squirted up. She’d recently 

discovered her ability to squirt much like her male counterparts. It wasn’t something she 

shared with sexual partners yet but it was fun to master on her own. 

      There was nothing left in her and she collapsed forward against the mirror. Funny 

how it was so cool and comforting after her mind-blowing orgasm. After a few minutes 

she lifted her head to gaze upon herself and indulge in a self-satisfied grin. That’s when 

she saw Tom in the mirror. She stood up and moved closer to get a better look. Her next 

door neighbor stood right outside her bedroom window with a full frontal grin and his 

hand wrapped around his massive hard dick! Liz grasped the closest item, a lime-green 

yoga mat that she stretched on every morning, and pulled it close to her chest. Her 

fantasy man winked then strode down the sidewalk of the apartment complex. “Oh my 

God,” she screamed.  

     Seconds later the chime of the doorbell sounded throughout the house. Liz wrapped a 

thin, black robe around her still trembling body and knotted the belt close to her waist.  

     “Be right there,” she called toward the front door. 

     She swung the door open knowing who might be on the other side. “Hello.” Tom 

stepped inside and shut the door without a verbal invitation, his pants still undone.  

     “Uh, hey, Tom. I uh…” 

     “No need to be all tongue tied, babe. I’ve been looking for an excuse to don your 

doorway for months.” 
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     Liz wanted to say something witty and comical to relieve her own tension but her 

mouth wouldn’t cooperate. Hundreds of responses flitted through her head but not one of 

them prompted her voice to work.  

     Tom turned to lay his hand on her shoulder. “Seriously, are you okay?” 

     Two choices seemed to be all she had. Her older brother and his friends used to tell 

one another to fish or cut bait. This was her moment. This could be their first of many 

moments.  

     Without further ado Liz thrust out her tits and ass and smiled up at the long time 

fantasy standing in the middle of her living room. “I’m fine. More than fine in fact.” She 

saddled up close to her big hunk of a neighbor at the same time that she removed the only 

thing keeping them apart- her robe. It puddled onto the hardwood floor at her feet.  

     “Well. Isn’t this a fantastic turn of events?” Tom’s eyes grew wide and his dick tilted 

up. “You’re even more beautiful than I imagined.” 

     “You’ve imagined things about me?” Liz flitted her eyelashes. 

     “Nothing as wonderful the real thing.” He reached to touch the side of her face. “May 

I?” 

     “Yes, of course.” 

     The warmth from his hand transferred to her cheek. Her hand covered his. Together 

their hands traveled down her cheek, down her side and onto her tit. Liz guided Tom’s 

motions. The palm of his hand rubbed against her right nipple then pushed. Once the pink 



  7 

nub protruded she led him to the left tit and mirrored the movements. His eyes remained 

on hers the entire time.  

     “Let me.” His gruff voice spurred her already tingling juices to multiply and mix with 

her previous creamy orgasm. Her robe fell once again to the floor and she made no 

attempt to recover it. 

     Tom covered her hand with his and began to guide a path that went down toward her 

stomach. He spread out her fingers and made feather touches with each finger from the 

valley between her tits to the top lip of her pussy. Liz moaned.  

     “Like that do you?” 

     “I loved watching you through the window. I hope you don’t mind but I couldn’t help 

stopping when I saw you pleasuring yourself.” Tom pressed his warm lips to the side of 

her neck. The heel of her hand, led by his, reached her clit and ground into it.  

     Sensations overwhelmed her. Speaking seemed impossible but she managed to 

whisper, “No, I didn’t mind. But next time… make yourself known earlier. I get more 

expressive when I know I’m performing for an audience.” 

     Tom laughed. “Oh, babe. We so should have gotten together long before this.” His 

fingers thrust into her pussy pumping furiously. Liz bent her knees allowed full access.  

     “Deeper, fuck me deeper!” The ‘bedroom talk’ as she liked to refer to it, increased her 

abandonment. Her hips undulated against his multiple fingers. Just as she was about to 

ride the wave that would take her to completion, Tom withdrew his fingers and slapped 

the outside of her pussy. Liz’s body skipped the wave and went full into orgasm. He kept 
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slapping and pinching the lips of her pussy. She wanted to tell him to stop, that she 

wasn’t that kind of girl but her body said differently. The wave down included six after-

gasms. Finally Liz slumped against the hard muscled body next to her.  

     “How was it, babe?” This time she really couldn’t speak. A nodding head would have 

to do. She slid down Tom’s body, pulling down his pants as she went to her knees.  

     “Oh, no, babe. Today is about you. I want you to remember our first time. Your 

pleasure first.” 

     Tom pushed her back and knelt in front of her spreading her legs and lifting her feet 

onto his shoulders. His tongue wiggled deliciously in front of her.  

     “I can’t, Tom. Really. I can’t come again. It isn’t humanly possible.”  

     “Well let’s find out.” He pulled a cushion from the couch and pushed it under her ass.                 

“Mmm, you smell delectable.” 

     Liz simply smiled wondering if anyone had ever called her pussy ‘delectable’. She 

didn’t have long to wonder because Tom’s nose pushed against her clit at just that 

moment. Her legs tried to straighten but he pushed her legs back toward her head and 

dove right in. His tongue lapped at her vagina like a tiger licking up milk. What a weird 

visualization, she thought to herself. But his tongue had a rough demeanor that plowed 

her pussy while his gentle hands caressed the sides of her ass. The combination thrilled 

her to no end. Her pelvis pushed down, joined with his mouth then tilted up. She repeated 

the motion over and over knowing the orgasmic wave had begun—and then Tom bit her. 
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Not a hard vampire kind of bite but a nip at the most. He continued his ministrations with 

his mouth and added the pads of his thumbs to massage her outer lips.  

     Liz found herself, once again, bypassing the usual wave and jumping right into the 

orgasm. She couldn’t help but wonder if a human heart would endure all of this orgasmic 

pleasure. This time she screamed, “Ooo, yes!” Her arms and legs were like jello. Not one 

ounce of energy remained in her once nubile body. When she opened her eyes Tom sat 

right in front of her smiling like the Cheshire cat. He knew he’d done well, no need to 

congratulate him. She closed her eyes to rest for just a minute and heard the sounds of 

someone undressing.  

     Her eyes popped open to see a fully nude neighbor bending down to pick her up. 

“We’re not done yet, babe.” 

     This man is a robot! Liz whimpered and pleaded with her eyes but he seemingly 

ignored her. She admired the hard lines that made up her fantasy neighbor. He held her in 

his arms for a few moments and that’s when they connected oh more than a physical 

level, kissing one another lightly on the lips. Being treasured and taken care of was 

something she could certainly get used to. Tom laid her over the arm of the couch, 

nudged her with his knee and then grabbed her hips. His dick slid into her with slow 

movements at first but when she backed against him a rhythm started that lent itself to 

impervious speed.  

     Liz imagined sparks flying up from their bodies. He pounded and she opened up even 

more. They became one body and their motion became so full of friction that neither 

knew where one started and the other began. Tom reached in front of her body without 
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missing a beat and circled her clit with his right thumb. She lifted up, as much as 

possible, and pinched her own nipples.  

     And then it came, the wave. Endless pounding movements continued. Liz stretched 

her neck back, rose up on her tiptoes and became a straight bow. Tom released his come 

into her and she screamed out with a raspy voice at the exact same moment. This time it 

was him who kind of collapsed over top of her. They stayed like that for a few minutes, 

neither of them speaking.  

     Tom stood up and slid out of her pussy. He picked her up and carried her to the couch 

where he laid her down and sat beside her, pulling her head onto his lap. A thin throw on 

the back of the couch added the perfect amount of coziness when he threw it over her 

legs and hips.  

     “Are we done?” She laughed as she asked. 

     “We’re just getting started, babe. I want to use one of those wooden toys on you next 

time. And then maybe I’ll let you use it on me.” 

     Liz touched the side of her cheek wondering if she’d showed how much his remark 

excited her. Tom ran his thumb across her lips and absently rubbed her right cheek.  

     Later she’d have to mark Tom off her list. Only fifteen more neighbors to go… 

 

The End 
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