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A Night in the Country
by Kitti Bernetti


This was one weekend away I was not looking forward to. I’d kept to the speed limit all the way. The slower I was, the later I’d arrive at Gina’s. The journey hadn’t been so bad. The gentle vibration of the engine had travelled up through the seat and relaxed me the way only a slow rhythmic purr of an auto can. I’d have happily turned around and done the journey again just to enjoy that sensual feeling at my core.


Saturday evening, hah, I should have been out with friends, proper friends that is, having fun. Not facing two days with Gina. I turned the wheel. So this was Gina’s quiet country road. Divots of mud and puddles splashed water as my wheels cut through them. I didn’t even like the country. I was a city girl. I shivered in the deserted October chill. In one way I would be pleased to be at Gina’s house; at least it was light there and there’d be people. Well, Gina and her teenage son to be precise. I turned into the driveway which could easily fit ten cars. Without doing a stroke of work, Gina had a house big enough for three families, courtesy of her workaholic husband, Dave. Whenever she phoned me, she’d be gardening, watching TV, reading books. Would I like her lot? Yeah. A lazy one-day-rolling-into-the-other lifestyle would be nice to try even for a weekend. It was just a shame Gina had to be here too. She shot out of the house, all smiles.


‘Hello, darling,’ she gushed. ‘Welcome to our little home.’


I took my overnight bag out of the car and handed it to her son. I hadn’t seen him for years. I guessed he made a good job of keeping his distance from his mother. He grunted what might have been a hello and as he strode off with my bags I got a pleasant eyeful of perfectly ripe, 19-year-old arse. The weekend was looking up.


‘How are you, Gina?’ We air-kissed.


‘Pleased you’re here because now I have an excuse to sit down and have a rest.’ That’s a laugh I thought biting my tongue. I teetered in my black patent heels on the gravel. Still in my navy blue work suit, I felt incongruous next to Gina in her corduroy and sensible flatties. She grasped the two great handles on the front door, pushing it open in a grand entrance. ‘What do you think?’


‘Lovely,’ I replied, boiling with envy.


‘Not bad, is it? But I’ve had trouble with decorators. They’re a nightmare.’


Yeah, it must be hard work ordering all those people around ...


‘Drink?’


‘Red wine, thanks.’ I deposited my handbag on an acre of black granite kitchen worktop and took the glass. The sheer size of the house made me gape. ‘It must be very old,’ I said, feeling the warmth of the liquid slide down my throat. The car’s vibrations had given me that swimmy feeling in the pit of my stomach that usually only an impending orgasm could generate. I tried, with difficulty to ignore it as Gina guided me to the lounge. A massive open fire spat in the grate.


‘It is an ancient house,’ Gina replied, sinking into soft cushions. I sat opposite. I had to hand it to her. It was decorated in period. Very much country house meets serious money. Each wall displayed a portrait.


‘Who are this lot?’


‘Previous owners of the house.’


At that point I noticed her son had come back in the room. Silently, in Gina’s shadow, he hid under a thick fringe. Tall, he had a slender, angularly youthful body. A tight, long-sleeved, thin jumper clung deliciously to broad chest muscles. I was suddenly aware of a sensation like a big dipper hurtling down towards my groin as I took in the utter beauty of his wild dark maleness. I caught myself licking my lip and instantly shut my mouth.
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