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Part 1: Performs a Goodbye Gift


Amelia
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I couldn’t believe how much hair there was. My kitty Jazz is lovely and very well house trained. I thought I kept my house spotless. But now it was empty as I cleared out the last of our stuff, well, there’s little black hairs in every nook and cranny.

I was so looking forward to finally moving back to my home city on the east coast, crossing three states to get there. My old Land Rover and trailer was near capacity with our stuff and it was going to take an epic four days’ drive to get to our new house from here. 

It was just me doing the final pack and clean-up. Funny that. Always seems to be me, even when it’s not even my house...

My husband Robert worked for an international company and had been away overseas for the past two months. He had been here for the purchase of our new home but had flown out the next day, leaving me to organise the move.

I had sold most of our furniture as we planned to refurnish new. I had a trailer load of knickknacks and I’d sent our more precious belongings by road transport. I’ve flown over a couple of times and prepared our new house with the basics for when I arrived later in the week.

Robert had brought me here to the west coast three years ago. This is where his family live. Or lived. It’s only his father here now. His brother and sister migrated east and his mum moved to France with a new man last year.

So yes, that left me packing the last of our stuff and cleaning up. Our neighbour Mr Kedrick was accompanying me on the long drive. I wouldn’t want to do it on my own. What if I broke down in the middle of the desert? Scary...  

I was looking forward to the road trip with Mr Kedrick though. He’s so much nicer than Robert. Yes, I’m talking about my husband. Ohmygod on the surface whilst on his best behaviour clearly, Robert was nice enough. But that soon wore off unfortunately.

My husband is an arsehole. A selfish brat of a man. Three years in, I’m so enjoying the fact that his work takes him away from home for long periods like this. He does earn good money though. So yeah, life isn’t perfect for anyone, right?

Oh my god there’s even hair under the sink!... I attacked it with the vacuum. I didn’t know why I was so worried. The house had been sold. I was simply vacating. And of course the new owners would be having the place professionally cleaned before they moved in.

Anyway it mattered to me so I cleaned through all the lower cupboards in my kitchen and finished off in the laundry.

My phone rang as I was loading the vacuum into the trailer. It was my husband. Great...

“Hi Robert, how did your meeting go?”

“Hey babe, yeah good. I managed to offload a few things. I reckon I’m going to fly home on Sunday.”

“Oh wonderful. Just in time to help me shop for a new lounge.”

“Haha, definitely in time for that. I’ve been looking online, got a few ideas.”

I rolled my eyes. “Great! Can’t wait to see what you’ve found,” I lied. I knew exactly what lounge suite I wanted but, as with everything, Robert would have his mind made up.

He had fully decorated this house before I got here. It was a ‘surprise’ wedding present. It sure was a surprise. Did he even stop to think what my style was? Or that I’d like to decorate my own house? I hate white gloss tiles and white leather lounges for goodness sakes. Modern, minimalist and cold. Chrome, silver and gloss white. That’s what he likes. Soooo not me. 

You can imagine I had the best time selling everything he’d bought. I’d listed it on Perth Marketplace and when people offered an even cheaper price than I’d listed I wouldn’t haggle, just let them grab a bargain haha.

Anyway, a new lounge suite was a battle to be had when he got back and I was ready to argue and stand my ground this time. Maybe this time I’ll actually have some input into furnishing the new house. For now Robert was rambling about work and his dealings with the locals there in some remote village in Java where his firm was building a dam.

I was sitting in the sun on my front steps listening to him ramble about himself, spacing out a little, until he mentioned getting me pregnant. He didn’t really want a child but figured I needed one to be a ‘fully-fledged wife’ or something. Apparently I needed two. A boy and a girl, in that order, and 18 months apart at most.

I loved the idea of becoming a mum and would be over the moon to be pregnant. I wasn’t certain I wanted to do that with Robert though. That’s a bit of a dilemma, isn’t it? Haha...

“Yes I know almost exactly when my best days will be, Robert, and according to my calendar, from Sunday this week will be the last possible opportunity this month, or perhaps even a day or two late.”

“Ah okay. But still worth a try yeah!” Robert said and chuckled. “Did you get our new bed delivered yet?”

I took a breath and expelled. “Yes, it’s been delivered. I’ll be there Thursday anyway. And yes, we can certainly still try on Sunday. And if not then you might be able to organise a few days off next month when I’m due to ovulate.”

“Yep, sure thing, babe.”

There was talking in the background. I listened and waited.

“Yeah sweetie, gotta go. Don’t talk Kedrick into hanging around when he gets you there, okay? I’d just as soon he didn’t wait for me. Just stick him on the next flight out once you get there if you want.”

“Oh... um..?”

“Right, gotta go. See you babe, drive safe yeah!”

My husband hung up. 

Well that had been a surprise. I knew he didn’t really get on with Mr Kedrick, but he was doing us a big favour. I just assumed Robert would want him to stay a while and say hello after traveling for days across the country. 

I let it go. Typical Robert!

“Ah Amelia, all packed and ready are you?” Mr Kedrick called over the hedge separating our front yards. His boarder was with him. They had just pulled up in their car.

“Hi Mr Kedrick! Hi Norman!” I called back.

Mr Kedrick was a bit of an old perv, but in a fun way. His boarder was lovely, a huge man of 40 with the mind of a young teen. They came around to see me off. Norman gave me a bear hug. He always does. Hugs everyone. I had raised my arms and put them around his neck. His arms were long, his hands like baseball mitts. One of them was fully covering my left boob. My feet were up off the ground as he swayed me back and forth and gushed a goodbye.

I wasn’t wearing a bra. Mr Kedrick was tilting to look where Norman’s hand was. I just blushed and waited. One huge strong hand was squeezing the back of my neck, the other was definitely squeezing or possibly even feeling my breast.

“I’m gonna miss you so much, Amelia. I wish you weren’t leaving. I want you to live next door forever,” the big sweetheart of a man bemoaned.

“But we’re going to email, don’t forget. And I’m going to send you pictures all the time and we can visit one day,” I soothed but had to swallow hard and ply at the hand on my breast now as he was definitely feeling me. “Um Norman!”

“Uh...sorry,” he said and let go, releasing me from the bear hug. “Sorry but you feel so nice and soft, Amelia.”

“Mmm okay,” I said and blushed at Mr Kedrick smirking and looking down and up from where I was fixing the shoulder string of my tank top.

I was sure Norman had done that inadvertently, at first at least. It had happened before when I didn’t think and raised my arms like that. He just wraps his arms around and hugs so tight.

My nipple was erect and still tingling a bit. No one else had touched it since my husband flew out two months ago. Norman is child-like but he’s still a man and he’s big and strong and quite attractive.

Ohmygod, stop it Amelia!

I’d indulged in that little fantasy plenty of times before. Teaching him! 

I leant back against my Land Rover. Mr Kedrick checked over to where his boarder had gone into my garage.

“Sorry about that love, are you okay?”

My nipples were tight and prominent through my thin top. He was staring at them.

“I’m okay. I’m sure he didn’t mean to do that.”

The older man chuckled a little. “Wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

I couldn’t help smiling too. I rolled my eyes but had my arms behind my back and kept my chest thrust forward like a total floozy.

Okay, so Mr Kedrick is an old perv but maybe I encourage him a teeny bit when my husband’s away.

“Norman’s right about missing you though, love. We both will. It’s been a real dream come true for us pair of lonely men with a pretty young lady living next door doing her gardening and hanging out her washing.”

“Oh really! My gardening and washing huh?”

“Yes, in cute little tops like this all the time,” the man went on more evenly now. He had stepped closer and was touching the hem of my top against my bare belly, fiddling with the fabric.

I peered up suddenly mesmerised. It had only ever been ogling over a fence and defiant glances. Mr Kedrick had never stood this close to me before. He looked up from my breasts and met my eyes and held them for a few long seconds. It felt like he was about to kiss me so I blushed deeper and edged sideways a little along my car to put some distance between us.

“Um yes, nearly finished cleaning up. I’ve just got a few things in the garage and I’m all done,” I answered my neighbour’s question from before. “I’ll just go and um..!” I said and hurried off to where Norman was carrying a milk crate full of my husband’s free weights towards the trailer for me. “Oh thank you Norman. Right here in the back corner please!” 

I’m not sure if it was wrong or not. I mean, I had my suspicions about my husband and what he got up to away from home for months on end at times. There was no shortage of attractive women in his company. And who knew what the men got up to at night in a strange country.

It almost felt like that for me now, as a matter of fact. I was leaving and would probably never see my neighbours again. They helped me finish packing my trailer and parked it in the garage. I had initiated it this time, putting my arms around Norman’s neck and letting him hug me again, although I wasn’t leaving until tomorrow, so I’d probably see him beforehand.

His huge hand was wrapped around my side again. I kept my arms raised and let him squeeze and rub me. I held my breath as his hand lifted and closed over my breast, my nipple hard against his palm.

“Um..!” I gulped but stopped short of complaining. He was definitely squeezing me, softly then more firmly, softly, firmly. Mr Kedrick was watching intently, his head tilted, his eyes narrow. He looked up and I met his gaze and just blushed.

Norman always gave me long lingering hugs. He’d hold you all day if you didn’t push away. I wasn’t inclined to yet.

“You’re so soft like a girl,” he said. “Except the teat bit.”

“You mean my nipple,” I corrected him. “Cows have teats, girls have nipples.”

“Oh right, so is this okay, Amelia? Do you like this?” he asked, isolating my nipple and rolling it gently between his fingers. “I don’t know why I like it so much but I do.”

“Hmm, I’m sure.” I blushed at Mr Kedrick’s smile and rolled my eyes away.

“This is nice of you, love. He’s been asking about women’s breasts since we started visiting a place. The girls there try to teach him.”

“Oh I see. I was wondering where this came from.”

“One of them let him have a feel the other day.” Mr Kedrick tilted to look closely again. “Not too rough, Norman. Just gentle for the lady.”

We were deep in my garage, out of sight of the road. I didn’t know if I should dare, but I was leaving forever tomorrow and Norman had been so nice to me, always mowing my lawns when my husband had been away. And how many times had I asked him to come deal with a cockroach or spider and remove them from my house?

He was still holding me close and feeling my breast. I pushed away a little and took a big nervous breath and lifted my top.

“Woow!” he exclaimed, his eyes bulging.

“It’s okay, you can touch them,” I told him. “Just gently like you were.”

“Oh yes good girl,” Mr Kedrick groaned. “This is so nice of you, love.”

“Uh huh...” I expelled raggedly and sucked in another big breath, my boobs shuddered against Norman’s palms.

He covered them and squeezed then released, squeezed and released. He turned his hands and cupped both breasts, testing the weight curiously. He captured my nipples between his thumbs and index fingers and gently pinched and pulled.

“Careful now,” the older man warned, craning his neck to watch closely.

“It’s okay. It feels nice,” I said to both of them.

“May I?” Mr Kedrick asked, motioning with his hand.

I rolled my eyes, smiling. “Oh why not!”

He chuckled and took over cupping my left breast. “Like this, lad,” he coached and stroked down over that nipple with his coarse thumb, scraping and scratching a little with each stroke and sending tingly shockwaves straight to my pussy.

Norman watched intently and copied Mr Kedrick whilst I kept my top hiked up to my neck. I was feeling a little weak at the knees so had to slump back on the wheel arch of my trailer to steady myself. 

I had been topless at the beach before. Old pervert men had seen my boobs and I’d made no attempt to cover up as they stared quite openly. It was a bit different showing them in my garage, but Mr Kedrick had stopped feeling me now and was just watching Norman do it. It was educational at least, if not entirely innocent from my point of view. My knees were still wobbly and I could feel how wet I was between the legs now.

I let Norman enjoy learning and experiencing how my breasts felt for a long few minutes before edging my top back down and squirming away from his big curious paws giggling.

“Alright that’s enough of that for you. I’ll let you have another feel tomorrow if you’re outside to see me off, okay?”

“Okay, I’ll watch for you,” Norman agreed, smiling huge.

“Alright love. I’ll be back shortly,” Mr Kedrick said and turned to leave, looking back at my nipples as hard as bullets poking at my top.

My top was dirty from my house cleaning. I went inside and changed for a shirt I’d put aside to tease my neighbour with today. He was coming back over to pick up the last of the rubbish. I’d been having fun teasing him a lot lately – a naughty going away gift for him too, since he’s so nice and seems a little lonely as a divorced older man. The shirt I slipped on touch my nipples, but just brushed them. It opened away quite a lot when I leant forward. I left several buttons undone to accentuate the gaping and made sure it flashed my boobs quite well.

I was checking in the bathroom mirror and testing my bad girl plan when Mr Kedrick’s truck backed into my driveway. I tingled excitedly all over and my nipples responded by firming again.
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