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I sat on the edge of Gerry’s childhood bed and bounced on it and chirped.
“Didn’t get too much action, did it?” I smirked at him through my fallen hair.
Gerry was my husband’s friend. He dreaded going back home to his small town — dreaded his family, dreaded his friends, and dreaded their constant bugging him about not having a wife yet.
“It’s all they ever think about, all those people stuck out there in those old farm towns,” he shook his head.
We hit upon the idea that it would be a lot of fun if I pretended to be his girlfriend for Thanksgiving back home. It was the only way he was ever going to go. My husband loved it.
I made him take me upstairs in the huge old house before his mom got dinner on. His mom encouraged me to! I looked up at the tiny shelf above his bed and snatched at what looked like an old photo album.
He immediately jumped out of his chair and tried to grab it back from me. I rolled over on his tiny bed and clutched the album to my chest and curled up around it and shrieked.
He crawled over the bed on his knees and trapped me against the wall. He tried to pull the album from my arms but I bit his wrist.
That’s when he leaned down and bit my shoulder. It was exposed — I was wearing a black turtle neck with peeking shoulder cut-outs and a tight and short grey skirt with black-velvet thigh-high boots.
Something shot through me like electricity. I arched backward and pushed the album under my back. I grabbed his hand — we were both laughing so hard, we weren’t making any sounds at all — and I bit his arm back.
I did that because I wanted him to bite me again, but I couldn’t exactly say it. I had to know what that was, that weird feeling I got when he bit me so hard. 
He did it again— on my bared shoulder. It made me stretch my head up and gasp with what could not be obscured as a clearly sexual moan, deep and breathy.
I think we were both shocked and alarmed by it.
I held his arm in front of my mouth like it was a cob of corn and I breathed hard and rapidly with my teeth clenched and my mouth pulled tight. I flared my eyes at him and I sank my mouth around his wrist.
He looked about as wary and doubtful as I felt, but I couldn’t stop myself.
I bit into him lightly at first, but I held his arm tightly in my hands. I increased the bite of my teeth until he flinched, and then I bit down harder. He tried to pull it free of my grasp, but I tugged it back and bit this time hard enough to hurt him.
He finally yanked his arm out of my grip and rubbed it with his eyes crunched tightly and his mouth in a uncomprehending frown. He appeared shocked at me. Neither of us were laughing anymore.
I rolled half away from him and faced the wall lying on my side with my knees pulled up to my chest. Something had come over me. I liked him that way and there had always been a slightly awkward chemistry between us, but he was my husband’s friend and I was married, end of story. This was different, though. It broke through all of that — it seemed more important at the moment.
I rolled my head up and reached over my neck to pull the stretchy material down over my arm. I exposed my whole bare shoulder and neck to him and I shivered and shut my eyes, still facing away from him.
It was a big house. His parents and two siblings and their wives and kids were downstairs. I earlier pretended to his mom that I really wanted to see my “boyfriend’s” bedroom.
I pushed my palm into the wall as though to brace myself and I inhaled a deep gasp of breath and held it. I curled my face further away from him. He knew what I was asking for.
Gerry fell as quiet and still as I had. He leaned over me from behind and barely touched his bared teeth to the delicate skin over my trapezius muscle. The only sound was both of us breathing hard.
I shivered. He began to bite down on me and I audibly gasped. He bit harder — hard enough to hurt me — and I writhed on his bed and arched in my back and pushed hard into the wall in front of me. He bit harder yet and I jammed one hand down the front of my skirt and twisted it between my thighs, my tiny balled-up fist rotating hard against the front of my panties.
He relesed me and my body rolled over onto my stomach and I squeezed myself between the wall and bed and hid my face.
I was embarrassed. I was nervous. I had never felt anything like it before.
And then I reached behind me and pulled my sweater up from the bottom, revealing my obliques to him from behind. I was inviting him to bite me again.
Gerry took a moment. His mom called up the stairs from below to shout that dinner was on. His brother shouted, too: “Get it done already!” We heard a round of laughter in the huge farm kitchen under us.
They had no idea I wasn’t supposed to be with him, that I had a husband who was his friend back home, or that I was being put into a state utterly new to me.
Gerry leaned over my body and sank his mouth around my exposed side. At first it was just a kiss, but then he bit me again, lightly and slowly at first, but then harder and deeper.
I reached behind myself and drove my fingers through his hair. I twisted my fist in it and pulled. He bit me harder and my hips thrusted back into him. He came off me, but bit me again slightly lower down my body and nearer to my hips. I pushed my ass up into him from below.
He pulled my sweater up over my back and gave me several small quick bites in several places all across my torso. I squirmed and contorted. I shoved a pillow in my mouth and squealed. Everything in my body was alive like fire.
He just kept biting me, harder, all over, and deeper.
First I felt the soles of my insteps vibrate, and then my thighs began to quake. He kept biting and biting, all over my body and limbs, and I filled with warmth. He wouldn’t stop. I buried my face deeply into the pillow and shuddered throughout my body.
He made me climax doing that to me. It was utterly unexpected and came out of nowhere. I’d never been bitten like that before, so hard, so everywhere.
When I recovered enough and felt brave, I caught my heaving breath and rolled over and looked at him with a warning flare of my eyes. “Not a word!” I conveyed to him in no uncertain terms. He knew exactly what had happened to me. He looked both scared and amused.
To be honest, that was exactly how I felt, too.
We both tried to calm down for our own reasons and finally made it to the door of his room and down the stairs to the big farm kitchen. At the last second, he took my hand in his to hold it in front of his family. I snickered and nuzzled my nose into his ear and I rubbed his hand with my thumb harder than someone faking a boyfriend might. I was still buzzing from the orgasm, of course. We entered the kitchen.
“I have to call work, would you excuse me?” I said half way through the enormous meal. I had to call my husband — I was already an hour overdue.
“Use the bathroom,” Gerry’s mom called out. “The only place you’re going to get any peace and quiet around here!”
Everybody laughed.
‘I’ll show you where,” Gerry said, and he got up to show me.
All meal long, with everybody talking and laughing and passing food around, Gerry squeezed my thigh and moved his hand up and down on me. And I squeezed his thigh right back, and even — with his mom talking directly to me — his groin.
Gerry brought me down a long dark hallway and when he pushed the bathroom door open, I glanced back up the hallway and yanked his arm to make him come in with me. “You’re talking to my husband too,” I said. “This wasn’t just me alone!”
I leaned on the counter, found his number on my phone, and put the phone down on the counter on speaker. Before my husband answered, I spread my feet on the floor, dropped my arms over Gerry’s shoulders, and pulled him up against me. I leaned my head back, opened my mouth, flashed my tongue, and kissed him — boyfriend-girlfriend-like.
‘Babe!” said my husband.
I pulled my mouth from Gerry’s mouth and narrowed my glinting eyes at him before turning to the phone lying beside my hip. “Babe,” I said, “sorry I’m late calling you. We got a little tied up,” I said, glaring at Gerry.
“Trip okay?” he said.
I pulled my mouth off Gerry’s mouth again. “Gerry drives well — I trust him,” I said, shaking my face at him and moving my hand down the front of his body to scrunch my hand in his crotch and squeeze him hard.
“How’s the subterfuge going so far?” he chuckled.
“We have a bit of a problem,” I said. “Gerry’s mom isn’t letting us use separate rooms  — like Gerry insisted she would!” I said, and I squeezed his balls so hard, he bent over and winced.
“It’s really surprising. I had no idea she would let me take my girlfriend to my bedroom for the night,” Gerry said.
“I guess you really looked and sounded like you truly were boyfriend and girlfriend,” my husband chuckled.
“So the problem,” I said again, “is there’s only a tiny single bed in there.”
I kissed Gerry again and pushed my hand down the front of his pants. I thought it was cute how he tried to keep a straight face even if it was just a phone call.
“I can sleep on the floor,” Gerry said.
“No, no,” my husband said. “That’s bullshit, it’s your bedroom, it’s your house, it’s your bed.”
“I’ll sleep on the floor, then,” I said to my husband but looking at Gerry. I was massaging his cock through his shorts and biting my lip. I might have been out of control,  but he shouldn’t have done that to me with his biting, and then under the table during dinner, too.
“For fuck sakes,” my husband said. “You can share the bed.”
I widened my eyes at Gerry and he looked back at me with the same fright.
“Bit small,” Gerry said to my husband.
“Hey, you’re boyfriend and girlfriend, it’s supposed to be that way,” he said.
“We’re just pretending, though!” I said to my husband.
“And convincing everyone you really are, by the sounds of it,” he said.
Gerry and I both puffed our cheeks out with exasperation.
“The thing is,” Gerry tried again. “We sort of had to ham it up a bit in front of everyone.”
“What, like kissing?” my husband laughed.
I pursed my lips and scrunched my eyes. I could feel his cock grow in my hand. I slid down off the edge of the counter and onto my knees. He tried to hold my body up but I forced myself down. I opened his pants and pulled his shorts down around his knees. He leaned on the counter edge on both outstretched hands behind him, looming over me with a look of terror on his face.
I grinned up at him and turned my face sideways so I could see his expression as he watched my mouth open and push around the head of his cock, and take him in my mouth.
I didn’t expect to get turned on that much. I didn’t expect that pretending to be his country girlfriend would make me get like that. But I had to do something!
“Kissing, yeah,” Gerry said, stifling his gasp. “Sort of that and carrying on and stuff, sort of like a girlfriend a boyfriend,” he said. His voice was short.
I knew it was a risk and I knew we could get caught. I knew I would have to confess to my husband. But being alone with him like that, his whole family down the hall, and still feeling where he bit me all over, I couldn’t help myself. I drilled my mouth down over his cock and pumped him with my hand.
“Well you were supposed to do that!” my husband kept chuckling.
“We were up in the room earlier, my mom made me take her up and show her around,” Gerry said. He struggled to regulate his breathing. I felt like going wild on him. It felt like whatever was happening to me, it was completely outside normal space and time. I pushed my mouth down his cock and swirled my tongue around it inside my mouth. I could hear his family laugh and talk and the china and silver clatter.
“I hope you made out up there,” my husband said. “It’s what your mom would have expected.”
“Dude!” Gerry said with disbelief.
“I trust you man!” my husband  said. “Carrie still there?”
“Mm-hmm,” I said from below the counter with Gerry’s cock deep in my mouth. My voice was muffled.
“Is he treating you nicely and making you feel like a real girlfriend?” my husband said. I could tell he was laughing at the whole thing. He was excited about it more than Gerry and I were back when we were hatching the plot at home. I thought it was mildly suspicious then. Now it was something beyond that.
I pulled off his cock and twisted around to speak more closely to the phone. I pulled his cock and dragged the head over my cheek and neck. “He’s taking advantage of the situation and doing a lot more than just acting!” I said, and I stuck my tongue out at him and drove my lips back down his cock all the way.
“That’s my man!” said my husband.
Gerry sank in his shoulders and shut his eyes and shook his head. “We just got a little carried away,” he said. “Caught up in the moment,” he added, pushing his fingers into my hair and pulling it. But not hard enough to pull my mouth off his cock.
“My wife’s hot, I totally get it,” my husband laughed.
“It’s just, it’s a little hard to control,” Gerry said.
I sucked him hard and good. I could tell his breathing was shorter and his muscles were tensing all over this body.
“Listen,” my husband said. “Relax. Enjoy yourselves. You have the whole weekend, it’s supposed to be fun. Just act natural, treat my wife like she’s really your girlfriend. That’s the only way they’re going be convinced, right?”
“It’s a little hard to know where to draw the line,” Gerry wheezed.
I pulled my face off his cock and twisted up to the counter. “He’s worried that he shouldn’t do things to his friend’s wife,” I said.
“Gerry!” my husband laughed. “I give you my blessing, man! Forget for the weekend that Carrie is my wife. Just get into it, enjoy it, it’s only for the weekend. You have a real girlfriend, okay? And that’s her,” he said. “Carrie.”
“Nn-hnn?” I answered cutely with his friend’s cock in my mouth.
“Give Gerry the full girlfriend experience,” he said to me with a chuckle. “I command you!” he laughed.
I grabbed the phone and took it off speaker. It was one thing to pretend and have fun acting, but the way he was talking now, it began to scare me. I licked and kissed and stroked Gerry’s cock against my face. “Babe, it’s a small bed,” I said to him. “I got a little carried away too.”
“Just forget about everything,” he said. “Make Gerry feel it. Poor guy. Everybody bugs him about not having a girlfriend, guy deserves to have a girlfriend for at least one weekend. Let him dream!” my husband said.
“It’s more than dreaming though,” I moaned into the phone. I was trying my hardest to tell him what was happening.
“I know you have to do things to convince people there. I get it,” he said.
“You’re off speaker, it’s just me,” I said to my husband. I laid my tongue out, rolled back my head, and sank my mouth over the head of Gerry’s cock and closed my lips around it tightly.
“I’m not going to get all jealous, okay?” he said.
I pulled my mouth off his cock and dragged my lips up the side in a long kiss. “Okay,” I said, and I put his cock back in my mouth.
“As far as I’m concerned, it’s Vegas, okay?”
I shut my eyes and looked up at Gerry with his penis deep in my mouth. He was looking down at me nearly losing his consciousness.
“I’m not sure you understand, babe,” I said and I widened my eyes up at Gerry. His eyes were flickering closed.
“We gave Gerry a girlfriend for the weekend,” he said. “And that’s you. It was your idea!” he laughed. “You don’t have to tell me what happens, I get it, it’s awkward there.”
I licked up the underside of Gerry’s cock. “You don’t want to know anything?” I said.
“Nothing. Have a good time. Do what you need to do.”
I shut my eyes and clenched my teeth and shook his cock in my hand. “Okay, we should get back, bye, babe,” I said.
“Bye, babe,” he repeated.
I pushed the phone up onto the counter above my head. “Make sure it’s off,” I said up to Gerry before I pushed my mouth down over his cock with renewed enthusiasm.
He breathed harder and clenched tighter. I wrapped my hands around the back of his ass and I pulled him into my mouth deeper. I felt slutty and girly at the same time. I guess I was feeling a little bit country.
When I remembered how he bit me so hard, I moaned with his cock in my mouth and pumped him harder.
He threw his head back and tapped frantically on my shoulder. But I wasn’t going to let him out. I was supposed to give him the full girlfriend experience, wasn’t I. If we wanted to finish the meal with him looking like I was his girlfriend, there was only one way to give him that look. He tried pulling my head off this cock but I only shoved him deeper in my mouth.
His first spurt hit my throat and I thought it wasn’t too bad. But then his mother-load came and flooded my mouth so much it gushed out my lips and dribbled down my chin. I kept sucking him and stroking him and swallowing him. I was in danger of laughing more than gagging, which was strange to me. Maybe it was because I was pretty sure the experience was the first of its kind for Gerry. I wasn’t laughing at him. I was laughing with pure sexualized delight for him. I felt good doing that for him.
Like the way I writhed and even came when he was biting me, it was a very new feeling for me.
I guess we were both feeling new things.
I licked him up as clean as I could. I enjoyed playing with his cum in my mouth. I loved especially his horrified expression.
I pushed myself up and nuzzled my face against his. I wasn’t going to make him kiss me, not yet, anyway. It might be too much for him to taste his own cum. But I darted out of the bathroom leaving him exposed with his pants around his knees and my lipstick around the base of his cock. I laughed and blew him a kiss and went back to the big kitchen table.
“All looked after?” his mom said.
I wiped my hand over the back of my mouth and nodded with a wide smile. “Yep, all settled down for now!” I chuckled. I was having fun with this whole girlfriend thing.
After dinner we all went down to play pool in the rec room where his dad had fun behind his bar making drinks for everybody.
I was the only one there who didn’t grow up with a pool table in my house and I sucked. When I leaned over the table to try and aim my cue, Gerry leaned over my back to guide my hands. He rested his chin on my exposed shoulder where my sweater cutaways were. He made me laugh and then, right in front of everyone, he bit me on the shoulder.
Naturally I released the cue and scraped the felt and sent the cue ball flying off the table. We were playing doubles with his brother and his wife.
“Might as well sit down for this,” Gerry said. It was his brother’s turn.
I was still wearing my tight short skirt and thigh-high boots. He pulled me down when he sat in a big old overstuffed chair, and made me sit in his lap. I held the cue between my legs with both hands, standing it up on the floor.
He slipped his hand up under the back of my sweater. I laughed and talked and looked around the room. No one noticed. I squished myself further up his lap and twisted around and down to him. “That okay?” I said to him privately. I could tell that I was sliding my ass over his bulge. It was all I could do to get him back for biting me. He knew what he was doing to me!
When everyone was focused on a challenging shot, Gerry pulled up the back of my sweater and clamped his teeth down on my bared side.
I gasped out loud involuntarily and groaned as I writhed on him. He was clever though. He did it just as his brother shot, and everyone else was also squealing and groaning out loud at the same time.
I was clutching the pull cue in my hands and jutting my jaw and losing my focus. Gerry eased one of my hands, finger by finger, off the cue and brought it bent around behind my back. There he kissed my finger, sucked on another, and then — as though kissing my wrist and arm — he nibbled like a little animal up my skin.
It wasn’t quite hard enough to make me visibly flinch, but it was also not just friendly nips. He was leaving marks on me.
It came to his turn and I was relieved to slap his ass and push him away from me and the chair and to sink down in it and gather my bearings.
His dad shouted something from behind the bar that made Gerry slip and everybody laughed. I got up and went to him. “Why don’t you partner with him? I’m useless on a table,” I said, “but I’m great behind a bar!” I was — I used to do it in college.
He took me up on the offer and I went behind the bar and started fixing drinks. The next game started and Gerry wasn’t part of it. He came behind the bar with me and leaned like I was leaning, shoulder to shoulder, hip to hip, and foot to foot. He even secretly curled his baby finger around my baby finger under cover of the bar counter, even though hiding a boyfriend-girlfriend thing like that defeated the purpose.
He leaned into my neck and pushed my hair over my shoulder. “Just go on acting normal,” he said in a low, conspiratorial voice.
I looked at him and frowned, but I was grinning too. Then he looked around, making sure no one was looking, and ducked down below the counter. There was a large space under there where shelves might have gone at one time. It was completely hidden.
I looked around to make sure no one was noticing anything unsure what he thought he was up to down there. I got my answer a moment later. His hand wrapped around my thighs in the narrow band of bare skin between the bottom of my skirt and the tops of my boots.
I reached down and tried to brush his hands off my legs but he dug in, sinking his nails into my flesh. It wasn’t biting, but it was close. I tried to pull  back from his touch, but he gripped my legs harder and pulled me tightly up to the edge of the counter.
I did my best to lean my elbows over the counter and hide what was going on underneath, and to put as normal a face on things as possible. Everyone was laughing and talking and drinking — thank goodness no one at the moment needed a fresh drink! — and not looking to the back of the room and the girl apparently alone at the bar there.
I was unable to back away or slap his hands even when he pushed them up under my skirt and curled his fingertips around the waist of my black panties. I licked my lips and jutted my jaw and pushed my hair back over my face.
He was crazy. He pulled my panties down. I reached down and tried to tug them back up, but he leaned out from the shadows he hid in and pushed his mouth on my bare thigh exposed by my skirt pushed up. He bit me there with a wide open mouth. I let go of my panties and sagged in my knees. I stepped out of them when he pulled them all the way down over my boots.
A few of his siblings and partners came up to get drinks from me. I pressed my hips into the edge of the bar to keep things hidden as I pulled glasses down and pulled bottles up. Even as I poured drinks for his family, he eased my skirt up my thighs. I was unable to do a thing about it. I had to keep smiling, talking, laughing, and pouring.
He lifted my skirt to my hips. If anyone came around behind the bar, they’d immediately see what was going on under it. Just when I was about to lose it, I felt his mouth again. He was nibbling me on the soft sensitive skin down the sides of my abdomen to either side of my prominent mons pubis.
I leaned over the bar heavily when he kissed my labia. I spread my feet wider and I reached under the counter to push my fingers into his hair. I know my husband said to relax and enjoy being Gerry’s girlfriend for the weekend, but I wasn’t sure he understood it to mean that. I curled in my spine and retracted my hips from his mouth. He twisted his head sideways and closed his bared teeth around my sartorius muscle and made me lift my knee and twist my legs closed like a girl needing to pee. I audibly groaned and one of his brothers looked over his shoulder from he stood at the near corner of the pool table. I waved my fingers at him and smiled. He smiled back and turned back to the game.
I tentatively pushed my waist into the counter again and spread my legs. He pushed his head under the edge of my skirt and bit my skin in the most sensitive places, and not lightly, either. He made me need to reach down and rub my two fingers up and down over the sides of my clit. He took over that job with his tongue, which did not help anything at all.
I leaned on my elbows and dropped my jaw wide open. I gripped my hands around the far edge of the counter and my knuckles turned white. Gerry was not relenting and I was not breathing. He licked me and bit me in turns. My knees buckled and my hips thrusted into his face. I shut my eyes and felt it again. He was going to make me cum and he didn’t care that I was down the far end of the room where anyone in his family need only have turned around to see me losing it all over the top of the bar.
I shuddered hard and felt the warm flow of honey fill my veins. I turned to jelly and my hands skidded with squeaks across the varnished top of the bar counter and I slowly poured down to the floor below. I came to my knees and sagged onto the side of my folded legs and smiled at Gerry hiding in the shelves. I kissed him sloppily and told him, too late, “Stop!”
When telling my husband what happened, I wondered if it was necessary to go into all the details, or if it was enough to say that I had allowed him to perform oral sex on me.
I texted my husband. “All good here,” I said, “You okay?”
He texted back a little later. “Just reading. Going to bed soon.”
“I have things to tell you about when I get back,” I said.
“Good things, I hope,” he wrote.
“You’ll have to decide,” I finally replied.
I tried to stay up late with the others talking and drinking and laughing because I was afraid of what would happen when my “boyfriend” and I went to bed. But it was inevitable.
Halfway up the stairs he pushed me against the wall. I warned him with my eyes — we had to be quiet, they were right around the corner. He sank his mouth on my shoulder and bit me too hard. I shrieked and he covered my mouth, so I bit his hand hard enough to make him squeal too.
He let me have the bathroom first and I rushed  back to the bedroom because I only brought a crop-cut light blue satin top and clingy satin shorts to wear. I don’t know what I was thinking.
“Stop staring!” I squealed as I darted for the bed and ducked under the covers. He went to the bathroom to get ready and I got comfortable in his bed. It was so small I didn’t know how we were going to sleep without being all over each other.
He came back in a robe.
“Hide your eyes,” he said.
I squealed and said something about silly pyjamas, but when I peeked through my fingers over my eyes, I gaped because he was naked under his robe. He threw it over the chair and ducked under the sheets.
I shrieked and pulled the sheets up to my chin. “Oh my god!” I whispered in a shout. “You’re naked!”
“I always sleep naked!” he said. “I have to.”
“You don’t have to!” I scolded him. “I’m not your girlfriend!”
He looked at me with a nasty grin. “Not what your husband was saying,” he said.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. “He obviously didn’t mean . . . . “ I said but I stopped.
Gerry had rolled onto his side to face me where I laid on my back. He rested his hand on my stomach below the edge of my satin top.
I rolled my face toward his. “What do you think you’re doing?” I said. I chopped my arm down over the blanket between us to make a distinct line.
“What’s with you and biting?” he said.
I bulged my eyes at him and pursed my lips. “How the fuck should I know? It’s not like I go around letting men bite me!” I said.
“Harry doesn’t bite you?”
“No!” I whispered harshly. “He never knew to. We never knew to try that . . . “ I trailed off.
“Let me bite you here,” he said, moving his hand over the side of my stomach.
“No!” I said.
“Shouldn’t we explore it? Don’t you think?”
“No I do not think a man who is not my husband should explore something like that.”
“So it is sexual,” he said.
I rolled to face him. “Well, duh!” I said. “You fucking made me cum doing that!” I slapped his face lightly. He captured my wrist in his hand and our eyes met. He kept his gaze on mine as he fed my arm to his mouth.
His bite was gentle, at first, but he increased the pressure slowly. I watched his teeth sink into my skin and sucked breath through my clenched teeth.
He released me from his teeth but not from his hand. “What did you feel?” he said.
I huffed and puffed and caught my breath. “It hurts, but . . . “ I bit my lip and cleared my eyes. “ . . . it’s like the pain shoots straight to my pussy,” I whispered.
“Everywhere?” he said.
I shrugged and rolled away from him to lift my top off. I rolled back naked but for my satin shorts. I pulled the sheet slowly down to expose my nipples.
“Do you want to try?” I said. We had to whisper everything and keep our sounds to ourselves. It was risky.
He rolled over top of me — I wasn’t expecting it — and I spread my legs for his knees between my thighs. It was a compromising position to be in. He crouched down and licked my nipples and I slapped his face lightly.
“This isn’t about that,” I said. “Just bite me.”
He did and my hips pumped up so hard I bumped his cock with my groin. Good thing I still had my satin shorts on because that was all that separated us.
“You’re getting off on it too — you like biting or something?” I said and I shook my face at him as though it was disgusting in some way. “Do the other one.” I said, and I pulled the sheet down.
My phone buzzed. I pushed his face away but he fought against me and strained to push his mouth over my nipple. I picked up my phone. It was my husband texting.
I typed back with both hands. Gerry sucked on my breasts and pushed his face into them.
“What are you guys doing right now?” Harry asked.
“Just hanging out in his room,” I typed back.
Gerry pulled the sheets down my body. I tried to hold them up but I had to type. My husband asked if we were in bed yet.
“Just lying here,” I said.
Gerry had begun to softly kiss and nibble on my stomach and lower.
“What are you talking about?” he asked.
Gerry began to pull on the waist of my shorts. I reached with one hand and then the other to fight him off but he had both hands free. I tittered. He was being such a typical boy!
“Just stuff we discovered today,” I said. It wasn’t a lie.
I lifted my hips with my heels and shoulders because Gerry was going to ruin my shorts the way he was tugging on them. He soon had me completely naked in his bed under him.
“Enough room in that bed of his?” he asked.
Gerry was kissing the insides of my thighs. I pulled my knees up and parted them. He made me gasp when he kissed the soft delicate skin to the sides of my pussy. “It’s squishy,” I said. Still not a lie . . . .
Gerry tried to kiss my pussy directly, but I dropped my phone and clamped my thighs around his face. I squeezed and rolled us over and I kicked his legs apart and crouched between them. I sucked his cock like I was angry at it.
My phone buzzed again and I pulled up to kneeing and sat back on top of Gerry’s thighs. His cock was fully erect and it bobbed against my stomach which I tried to ignore. I held my phone in front of my face and typed to my husband.
He wrote, “Was this a good idea?”
“We have things to talk about when I get back,” I said to him.
Gerry grabbed his cock and whipped my stomach with it.
“Stop it!” I said to him not looking away from my phone I held with both hands.
“Make it good then,” my husband said.
I again was confused by him.
“Would you quite trying to fuck me?” I said nonchalantly to Gerry under me.
“That’s what I’m afraid of,” I wrote my husband.
“Good night, babe,” was all he replied with.
I dropped my phone on the bed and looked down at Gerry. “Just what do you think you’re doing?” I said, and I leaned over him and laid my hands into his pillow on either side of his head. I leaned down like I was going to nuzzle him tenderly, but inside I seized the muscle between his shoulder and neck in my bared teeth and I clamped down on him hard.
His whole body leapt up, particularly his hips, and his cock poked me in my abdomen. I laughed and he covered my mouth to make me quiet and I bit his finger and sucked it into my mouth.
He rolled his head sideways and caught my wrist in his teeth and we started to bite each other hard all over each other’s hands and arms, and then all over each other’s bodies.
Not big chomping bites, but not tiny love bites either. Each one hurt to the point just short of crying out loud. We squirmed over each other’s naked bodies in his tiny bed like two snakes in a very small pit. I bit the instep of his foot and the back of his knee and he bit the inside of my thigh and my lower belly.
It was hard to keep quiet. I bit a tiny trail of little bites up the underside of his thigh and then I chomped hard on his ass from under him. He contorted like an electrified eel and landed with his face on my hip and he bit me where I was just skin on bone. I snapped up and twisted around and writhed, wincing hard to keep from squealing. And then I spun around and found his cock and lowered my teeth around the head.
I chuckled and he looked up worried. I wasn’t going to bite him there! I sucked him, though. And then I walked high on my knees over his body and played with his cock under me. I dragged the tip of the head of his penis through the cleft between my pussy lips.
“Just a little, but you don’t get to fuck me,” I said.
He pulled me down though and sank his mouth over my neck. He bit me just under the ear. I sank down from the overpowering sensation and my pussy lips spread around the head of his cock. When I scrunched my body to try to stop from sinking further, all I did was push my hips down harder over his, and before I knew it — because I was wet, I was leaking all over him! — he was deep inside me.
So we fucked. We had to!
Neither of us lasted very long. I don’t know who came first, but whoever it was, it made the other person lose it, and we both nearly passed out together. We might have made a lot of noise at that point I wasn’t sure, I wasn’t aware. I just know that when I cum, it’s hard not to.
We might have fucked a couple more times during the night too. I’m not sure who initiated those times, I was pretty sleepy both times. It might have been more than two as well. I know that I texted my husband after cumming again. It was 3:14 in the morning. I felt guilty.
“I miss you,” I wrote him.
It took him several minutes to write back. “Miss you too, but I’m sure you’re in good hands,” he said.
“I am,” I wrote. Gerry was spooning me. His hands were clasped around my tummy and my breasts. His snoozing cock was nestled between my ass cheeks. His cum was inside me. I pushed my ass back into his groin and smirked. “Am I in good hands, boyfriend?” I murmured.
He pushed himself more tightly against me. He made me feel like I really was his girlfriend. I guess I must have made him feel like he was really my boyfriend.
Next morning, his mom invited me back “any old time you want!”
“Did I pass the audition?” I said to Gerry as I wrapped my fingers in his and pulled his free hand up tightly between my legs. I was sitting against him on the middle of the bench seat of his old classic pick-up truck.
He just smirked over his shoulder at me and backed into the turnaround, tooted his horn two times, and waved at everyone as he took himself and his girlfriend back home to the big city. I stretched my neck and pushed my feet into the floor and raised my face to his neck. I kissed him where the whole family could see through the back window of the cab as we turned out onto the road.
I only meant to give them one final look at their wayward son who finally got a girlfriend. But I stayed on his neck and started to nibble him.
“Guess that’s it, then,” he said.
I pulled my knees up onto the seat under me and wrapped my arms around his shoulders as he drove down the quiet country road.
“Not yet!” I snorted a puff of air out my nose and I licked his cheek. I bit his ear.
“Better not start that again,” he grinned.
I arched in my back and bit my lip. I was wearing a pink hoody over just a white bra. I unzipped it enough to show him a teaser of my body. “But we’re not home yet,” I said, and I dropped my cupped palm over his crotch.
“We can’t keep doing this,” he said, trying to keep his eyes straight ahead.
I unzipped my hoody further down and knelt up against him higher, pushing my boobs into his shoulder. “Something about this country air,” I smirked. “It’s like I’m a different girl out here.”
“Everybody’s different out here,” he smirked.
“Where did you used to take your girlfriends when you lived out here?” I said. I bit his neck and he flinched and I soothed him with a kiss and a grin and then I bit him again and laughed. “Sorry,” I whispered breathily in his ear, which I also then bit.
“Lookout, naturally,” he smirked. “Life’s a cliche.”
“Show me,” I said. “We don’t have to leave this place yet, do we?” I took his wrist in my hand and pushed it into the billowing opening of my hoody and made him rub my breasts again.
He swallowed and began scanning the road ahead as though looking for something. “No one to pretend for anymore,” he said.
“You can pretend for me,” I said, pushing his hand down my body to the waist of my faded jeans. “I like pretending to be your girlfriend,” I smiled against his neck and exhaled unevenly. “A lot,” I barely whispered. I twisted the button loose in the waist of my jeans and pushed his hand down my body and over my white panties. “I’ll pretend for you.”
He pushed his fingers against the front of my panties and I squished my hips back and arched my back and chirped in a high-pitch against his ear. He slowed down — I guess he found what he was looking for.
We turned off the road and rolled and bumped through a trail under low branches that scraped the side of his truck.
I squealed with delight.
We came to a clearing and bounced and squeaked over the boulders and mud until we drew dangerously close to an edge. I squealed and covered my face. When I peaked through my fingers, he turned the motor off, put the music up, and reached to pull open the sliding window to the box behind us.
It was still early enough in the morning, the valley that stretched out below us was glistening from dew and a misty fog obscured the lowest parts. Dark clumps of trees poked up. It had the tones and distance of a picture they put in illustrated bibles — all muted browns and greens. It was so quiet!
“After you,” he said, gesturing to the window behind our heads. I dove through head first and summersaulted into the back, laughing and squealing. A thick red blanket came through the window after me and then Gerry came crawling through, laughing.
We spread the blanket out and knelt on it and hugged each other. The sun was up enough to make us warm even though the air was cold. He pushed my hoody off my shoulders and I pulled his shirt off his back. We smirked and tittered and stripped each other of our pants. We didn’t stop there. In the back of the rusty, blanket-lined box of his classic old pick-up, in the slanted orange morning light of the sun surrounded by a mist enshrouded vast valley dropping from our ledge down three sides around us, we became naked for each other.
We kissed and bit, but lightly. I smirked because we both knew what it did to me light or otherwise. I guess it did the same thing to him, because I could feel his cock engorge and rise between my legs where we pressed together kneeling. I reached down and wrapped my hand around it and pulled it up against the bottom of my crotch where I petted it. I also couldn’t help rocking back and forth on my knees and dragging the lips of my pussy up and down over the top of his shaft. I was as wet as he was hard.
“Did you ever get to actually do it with a girl up here?” I said.
He snorted and looked back over his shoulder at the impressive scene. “Not actually,” he said.
I snorted and pulled a strand of hair between my lips. I used his shoulders to balance myself as I stood up in the back of his truck and I stepped over the soft blanket and leaned over the top of the cab of his truck to scan the valley around us. I looked over my shoulder at him and through my hair all over my face and eyes.
“Well now’s your chance, while you still have a girlfriend,” I chirped, and I wriggled my bum at him and spread my feet apart and lifted myself on my toes. It wasn’t all just to entice him with my body. I was feeling wildly horny myself.
He smirked and got up and leaned his body into mine from behind. I dropped my head down and gasped. He was biting the back of my neck hard. I reached down through my legs and found his cock. I pressed it up from below and the head pushed into my lips hard enough he popped into me when I brought him up and stuck my bum out further.
I lifted my half-lidded eyes to the nature all around us over the top of his truck and he penetrated me slowly and deeply until his hips bounded into my ass. I gripped the far edge of the top of his truck. He humped himself into me and bit my shoulders and neck and ears. He made me cum like that, very quickly. It was definitely something I would have to tell my husband about, as soon as I got up the courage to tell him how I discovered it.
We decided we had to both be there when I told my husband about how things got carried away.
“You liked having a girlfriend, didn’t you,” my husband said to Gerry with a sneer. We told him all at a cafe back in the city. I meant to tell him in the privacy of our condo, but he insisted meeting us at the cafe before we even got home and he kept pushing the subject on us. “I want to hear all about it!” he said. He was still laughing about it.
“Not going to lie,” Gerry said, biting his cheek. “It was pretty fun.”
“You weren’t even pretending anymore, were you,” my husband said.
“It got real, yeah,” Gerry said sheepishly.
“You probably want to do it again,” Harry said.
I reached for his hand and rubbed it inside mine.
“Look,” Gerry said. “There’s a reason I don’t have girlfriends, I don’t have time for it.”
“But you have time for the occasional act pretending you do,” he said.
I jutted my jaw and slinked down in my seat hiding behind strands of my hair.
“I don’t know, Harry,” he said. “It’s not like there’s a ton of girls out there willing to pretend for just a weekend here and there.”
“But there’s one here,” he said. He tilted his head in my direction and I slumped further down.
“It was an accident,” Gerry said.
Harry turned to me. “Did you like it?” he said.
“I’m not going to say ‘No,’ that would be lying. You already know,” I said.
“Do you want to do it again?” he said.
“It was a one-time thing,” I shrugged.
“Do you?”
I sighed and rolled my eyes. “I don’t want to be his girlfriend,” I said. “I’m perfectly happy — I’m completely satisfied and content being your wife. We were just pretending.”
“But how about for a weekend out of town again? Just to pretend again.” He was pushing us both very hard. It wasn’t the reaction either of us expected.
“It was fun,” I said to him in a tiny sheepish voice.
He sat back. “If you both enjoyed it so much, which by the sounds of things, you really did, why are you both trying to hide the fact you would love to do it again?”
“Fine,” Gerry said, throwing his hands up and leaning back too. “A weekend here and there, out of town, back up to my place. I need to go back more now. Dad needs help — they both need stuff from the city and they don’t drive so well anymore.”
“A girlfriend for the country,” Harry said. “My city wife.”
I snorted and looked away.
“You want that too, don’t you. Escapism. Be his country girlfriend every few weekends,” Harry said.
I rolled my eyes again and crossed my arms over my chest. “It would be fun, yeah, but we’re not doing that, are we,” I said.
“Why not?” my husband said.
“Wait, are you saying you knew what was really going on out there the whole time?” I said to my husband through the corners of my eyes. I grinned too.
“It was pretty obvious,” he chuckled.
“And you didn’t stop her?” Gerry said.
The two men, my husband and my boyfriend, stared at each other for what felt like minutes but was only seconds. They looked like two western movie cowboys daring each other to draw first. The tension peaked and I held my breath. Neither of them were particular violent, but you never know do you?
My husband’s grim lips cracked in a slight curl on one side of his mouth, and Gerry suddenly leaned over the table in a lunge toward him. In a harsh whisper, he groaned, “You motherfucker, you got off on it!”
My husband’s eyes popped wide and he leaned over the table to meet Gerry in the middle. “Well what the fuck!” he said pulling his shoulders up past his ears.
“Is it true?” I said to him seriously.
He only shrugged at me with a sheepish grin all his own.
“Oh my god,” I said, hiding my face by turning away, and my wide grin with my hand over it .
“So if I told you I had to go back up in two weeks,” Gerry said through squinting eyes, “and that I wanted to bring . . . “ he used air-quotes, “ . . . my girlfriend,” he turned his face half away. “You’d be fine with that?”
“They’re going to wonder where she is, aren’t they?” he shrugged.
“You’re going to let me go back up there with him,” I said incredulously,  “even though you know what I told you we ended up doing there together?” I said.
He bit his lip and slowly turned his face to me.
“Do you get off on it?” I said in a tiny voice, grinning widely and ducking my face down into his shoulder.
“A little bit,” he said. “I don’t know why.”
“A lot,” Gerry said, nodding at me. “He wanted it to happen — he practically told us to do it,” he said. “Didn’t you,” he added, turning to my husband.
“Just pretending, right?” he said, rolling the sugar packet in his fingers. “And then you come home and you’re my wife again,” he turned to me.
I blushed.
“It’s the only time I want a girlfriend,” Gerry shrugged at my husband. “It’s true.”
I went nearly crazy waiting for the that weekend to finally arrive. I also bought lots of new clothes — the kind of things the girls out there wear . . . girlfriend-like things.
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