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Katie & Terri



A Taboo Lesbian Romance



 



The last time I saw my Grandma Terri was five months ago. There had been…an incident.



It happened right before my high school graduation. I’d just turned eighteen the month before. Though my life was weird, it was a good time for me. Things were going good for me, and though what happened—the incident—was an unexpected turn, it was a good thing…until it wasn’t.



Let me explain.



When Dad died, Grandma Terri (Dad’s mother-in-law from a previous marriage) came to live with me and Mom, dad’s last wife, Irene. Though she’s not my real Mom, Irene raised me after my biological mother split, abandoning Dad and me. I was seven then.



I guess that’s a good segue into who I am.



I’m Katie. Like I’d said, I’m eighteen and graduated high school this past spring. Last month I moved away from home to go to college. On the way, I made a detour to my Grams’ house in the country. She doesn’t live with us anymore. Not since the incident.



More on that later.



Dad was married three times.



First to Karen, before I was born. Then to my Mom, Elena, and then finally to Irene.



Yeah, Dad was a player. I’ve got step-and-half brothers and sisters galore.



But I digress.



The incident. That’s what you’re curious about, isn’t it?



Like I said, it happened the night I graduated high school.



Oh, but first, it’s important to mention—I came out early. At fifteen, I knew I was a lesbian. I liked girls. I fantasized about girls. I had sex dreams about girls. All the porn I watched was girl-on-girl and mature woman vs. young girl sex stuff. When I started dating, I exclusively dated girls.



My real Mom was already gone by then. And Dad? Well, he was dead. Irene disapproved, muttering things like, “It’s a good thing your father’s not around to hear this.”



Grams was more tolerant and accepting. Thank God. Thus, our special relationship, I suppose.



Anyway, moving on with the story.



The night of my graduation, Mom announced she had to run to the store to get some last-minute things for the post-graduation party we had planned. Half the graduating class was planning to come. I was almost more excited about the party than I was about graduating. Though that was exciting, too.



I went to take a shower.



“Be done in a jiffy,” I told Grams.



“No hurry, dear,” She called back from the kitchen where she was mixing Bloody Marys. “We’ve got plenty of time.”



I turned the water on and stripped out of my clothes. I checked myself out in the mirror, vane teenager that I was. Mom had allowed me to get one tattoo, so long as it was hidden from view in business clothes or when I wore formal attire, like a wedding dress. Like I’d ever be a corporate drone or buy into the restrictive institution that was marriage.



On my hip read:



شيطان أبي الصغير



 



It’s Arabic for Daddy’s little devil. At least, I think that’s what it says.



He was Algerian, which accounts for my dusky skin and jet-black hair. My real Mom’s Scots and Welch, which gave her skin the color of bleached parchment paper. I have smallish tits. They’re capped with dark brown nipples. My pussy is a wiry mound of thick, matted black hair that I keep trimmed into a shapely triangle. I tied my hair into a ponytail, and after testing the temperature of the water, I stepped into the shower.



The warm water sluiced down my body. I poured a dollop of body wash into my hands and lathered up. I washed my breasts and my stomach. I soaped up my pussy and between my legs.



I stepped into the prickly warm spray to rinse off.



Over the sound of pelting warm water hitting the shower basin, I heard shoes striking the bathroom tile floor. Grams strolled into the bathroom. She had on five-inch pumps. They struck the tiles like little firecracker pops. She wore a form-fitting black pencil dress which was way too short for a woman of her age—fifty-five—but she looked great in it.



Grams is a striking blonde with very short hair and thin as a runway model. Her pose and demeanor were similar as well. But she swears she’d never done any modeling in her life. Anytime anyone mentions it, she’d smile that sexy, beautiful smile of hers and say, “No. I just look like one.”



A natural beauty, the woman oozed confidence and pose, a sexuality that went beyond looks.



“Oh, Grams. Hi,” I said, lathering a dollop of soap in my hands. “I’m almost done.”



“Don’t rush on my account,” she said.



She looked me up and down, glancing over my naked, wet body with elevator eyes. The way she ran her hands over her upper legs sent a tingle through me. Never had she or Mom ever mentioned her sexual orientation. There was no Grandpa-Terri in the picture. Nor had Mom, Dad, or Grams ever mentioned one. Not ever.



In my more torrid, puberty-driven, hormonal fantasies, I’d thought about Grams—and Mom, strangely—in that way. Sexually. But to be fair, I’ve had dreams about doing it with my teachers, my best friends, even actresses from TV and the movies. Even the bagging girl at the local grocery store checkout counter.



Just me being a typical, horny, oversexed tween with an over-active imagination growing up into adulthood. I never lent my fantasies much credence. Until that moment. Right then.



But I digress. I do that.



Grams looked ready for a night on the town. Meaning she looked great.



Without taking her eyes off my wet, sudsy body, she said, “In fact, I wasn’t going to take a shower, but I’ve suddenly changed my mind.”



I felt strangely uncomfortable, her looking at me in…that way. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress.



“I’m almost done,” I said.



“That’s okay. I’ll just join you.”



She dropped the straps of her dress down her arms and shimmied the outfit down off her hips, dropping it to the bathroom floor.



Watching, I said, “Are we that pressed for time?”



“No, sweetie, but you know how the hot water is. If you use it all up….”



Grams had on a black lace bra and matching lace panties—but not for long. She took off her bra and revealed to me for the first time her clearly augmented breasts. Large but not overly so. Each was capped with a small pink nipple set on a wide areola. The nipples were pointy and hard.



“Um, Grams?”



She dropped the bra atop her dress and stepped quickly out of her panties, depositing them onto the pile, too. Her pussy was shaved as bald as a baby’s ass. She kicked off her shoes and lost five inches in height. Bringing her to eye level with me.



I reached out a hand. She grasped it. Her dainty grip was warm and dry. She stepped over the tub’s ledge and into the shower. I turned toward the shower spray and Grams snuggled up behind me. Naked body to naked body.



Oh my God! I think my brain exploded a little at that point.



She wrapped an arm around my chest and waist, hugging me. Her wet body pressed against my back. She whispered in my ear. “Are you seeing anyone, dear?”



I swallowed. “Seeing anyone? Like you mean…no. Cynthia and I broke up last week. She’s going off to college anyway.”



“Good.” She used her hand to turn my face toward her. She kissed my mouth.



My eyes went wide.



Her tongue parted my surprised lips, wormed into my mouth.



I leaned back against her. Enjoying the feel of her warm body against mine.



When she released her oral grip on my mouth, I panted,” Grams?”



“Shush.”



She ran her hand from her light grasp of my neck, over the swell of my breasts, down, tracing the slight roll of my stomach, skating the top of my thick bush before caressing my thigh.



“Grams?”



Her hand came up over my ass cheek then across my breasts again. “Turn around. Let me get a good look at you.”



Didn’t you already, I wanted to ask? Instead, with my legs shaking, I turned around.



Facing Grams, she ran her hands down my body. Then up my legs, over my hips. She ran a finger over my tattoo. “Daddy’s little devil. Yes, you are.”



She wasn’t Daddy’s mother. It surprised me she could read Arabic. I said so.



“When your father married my daughter.” Daddy’s first wife, not my Mom. “I made an effort to learn the language.”



She upended the body wash and squeezed a dollop into her hands, rubbing it around before she soaped up my shoulders. “I don’t get a chance to use it much, now.”



Grams moved her hands down the slope of my breasts, cupping and caressing them in her lathered hands. “Your tits are simply gorgeous, child.”



Um, thanks? What was happening?



Her hands slipped down over my stomach. She soaped my hips and my thighs, lowering herself to her knees on the shower floor.



“Turn around,” she said.



I did as she asked. She put a hand to my back, pressed my body to the shower’s partition. My tits squashed against the glass.



Grams ran her hands over my ass, showering my cheeks with hungry kisses. I closed my eyes and tossed my head back, enjoying the moment, at once forgetting this was my grandmother doing these things to me, getting me off.



She caressed my legs and ass with her hands and mouth and tongue and lips. Warm water sluiced down my legs, between my thighs. I swayed, unsteady on my feet.



Grams reached between my legs and cupped my pussy from behind. I gasped, and my knees nearly buckled as she rubbed my wet sex, pressing her fingers between the folds of my pussy lips.



“Grams. Oh, Grams.”



I gyrated my hips. Swaying. I couldn’t remember ever being that fucking horny before.



Grams stood up again, keeping her hand over my sex. She snaked her other hand around my upper chest, slipped her wet, sudsy hand over my breasts. I pressed back against her. She teased my nipples, getting them rock hard. She rubbed her shaved crotch against my bare ass.



Then she stopped.



Stepping away, she spun me around, gave me a kiss on the mouth, and helped me step out of the shower. “Come on.”



She led me to her bedroom.



That afternoon was magical. I graduated that night and partied hard with my friends and my now former classmates. That whole time, I couldn’t wipe the smile off my face.



The following day, a little hungover from the spiked punch from the night before, I came down for breakfast. I’d found out Grams had packed the night before and moved out. She’d driven away. Without even a goodbye.



I hadn’t seen her since.



Until now.



It took me most of the summer to learn where Grams had gone off to. Her family had a piece of land up north, on a lake, in the country. I’d badgered Mom for months about why Grams left, but I never got a straight answer.



Finally, I decided, on my way to college, I’d go visit my one-time lover and find out once and for all why she’d led me on that way, only to leave. Leave me without a word. Broken-hearted. Confused. And fucking pissed.



On that day, when it finally came, I pulled down the gravel path to the small cabin on the edge of a lake and parked. With the car engine still on, I sat. No longer confident in my decision to confront Grandma Terri.



A dreary, rainy afternoon. The wipers swished across the streaky glass.



Before I could pry my tightly-wrapped, shaking hands from the steering wheel, there was a tapping on the window. I jumped.



Grams stood at the door, holding an umbrella over her head. She smiled.



And she looked great, by the way.



Beautiful and blonde, thin, and sexy as ever. Grams had grown her hair out since I’d last seen her. It was long enough to be tied into a proper ponytail now. She wore less makeup than I remember, but the fresh country air seemed to suit her. She looked healthier and maybe even younger than her sixty years.



She wore a simple orange tank top, a black skirt, and white sneakers. Much plainer than the way she used to dress. But it seemed to fit the country estate lifestyle she lived now better.



I got out of the car.



My legs shook. I didn’t know what I’d say. What to say.



“Hi, Katie,” she said.



Her hair was damp. The ends clung wetly to her neck. I flashbacked to that moment when she stepped into the shower. Oh, God. Just seeing her got me wet again.



“Grams.” I swallowed hard. “We, um, need to talk.”



“I know.” She took me by the hand. “Let me show you around.”



We walked around the property for almost two hours. She told me Mom—Irene—had discovered what we’d done that afternoon. In the shower and in her bedroom afterward. Mom had kicked her out. Told her she never wanted to see her again. Said she forbid Grams from ever speaking to me again.



When we reached the long wooden pier that led down to the lake, Grams said, “I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to tell you. To explain. But Irene, she was adamant. She made me go.”



My head spun.



I’d been so angry at Grams. Felt like she’d manipulated me, teased me, and I couldn’t figure out why, only to learn, it was all Mom’s fault.



“It never occurred to me,” I managed to say, still trying to digest it all.



Grams swung the umbrella around and closed it. During our walk, the rain had stopped, and the sky had cleared. Still early enough to give us a brilliant sunset over the lake. She propped the umbrella against the raw wood dock railings.



A small speed boat zoomed by. Its wake sent gentle waves toward the grassy shore.



She took my hand and squeezed it. “It’s not exactly beachfront.”



“It’s lovely, Grams. Can we go to the end?”



“Certainly,” Grams said.



The pier jutted fifteen feet out into the water. At the end, it opened up, forming a small deck, but large enough to set up a couple of lounge chairs and a small table.



When we reached the end, I asked, “Can we just sit? Enjoy the sunset. It’s been a long drive.”



“Of course, sweetie.”



From a teak storage box, Grams pulled out a couple of towels and draped them over the damp chaise lounges.



I stripped my t-shirt off, having had the forethought to wear a bikini bathing suit underneath. We sat down. I closed my eyes and thought about how much I liked the way Grams called me sweetie. It was special. Like I was someone special. I missed that.



I also got a little angry. At Mom for chasing Grams away. At Grams for not fighting to stay. And at myself for not having done this sooner.



I closed my eyes to the anger. Determined to focus on the warmth of the waning sun on my face and skin. Laying in the quiet, with only the gentle lapping of the lake water coming to shore and the occasional sound of fish leaping out of the water.



I thought, at first, I was imagining what happened next. Thinking I’d drifted off to sleep, and this was a dream.



It started with the light touch of Grams’ finger across my thigh, like the flutter of butterfly wings. I froze and didn’t move even as her fingers lightly danced across the slight roll of my bare belly. Her fingers traced lines along my thigh, my waist. I held my breath.



When I lolled my head to look at her. She was looking at me. Her hair a golden hue in the fading sunlight. Her electric blue eyes were as startling and beautiful as ever. She smiled at me. The skin around the corners of her eyes crinkled.



I tentatively reached out and traced my fingers along the soft pale lines of her skin, mimicking the bare trace of contact she had with me.



Finally, she sat up, leaning on her elbow to look at me. “I missed you, sweetie.”



“I missed you, too, Grams.”



Her hand continued to caress my skin but reached further across my body now. Her tracing fingers flickered over the valley between my breasts—which sent a pleasant shiver through my body—and passed over my crotch.



“Your mother doesn’t know you’re here, does she?”



“No. But let’s not talk about her,” I said.



“Okay,” she agreed.



We both knew Irene—Mom—would learn of my visit eventually. That we’d have to deal with the repercussions of my being there before too long. But that was a worry for another time. For now, I just wanted to enjoy the fading sunset and being with my Grams.



Looking forward to being with her in that special way. Again.



I ran my hand over her thighs. Her skin was warm, soft and supple.



Grams leaned in close and traced her fingers under my chin, drawing my face close to hers.



We kissed. When we stopped, I asked, “Grams, should we?”



“Do you not want to?” I read hurt in her eyes.



“Yes. Of course, I want to. But what about Mom?”



“I thought we weren’t talking about her right now.”



“We’re not, but—”



“Shush, child.” She kissed me. “Live for the moment. Enjoy them while you can.”



I kissed her back.



Her hand slid over my breast. My nipple reacted. I traced my fingers over her small breasts too. She laid back in her chaise lounge. I leaned over her, kissing her, playing tag with her tongue. We kissed. Deep, hard, passionate kisses. Soon we were both panting.



She shivered and pushed me back. “We should go inside, child.”



We gathered our things and went to the small bathhouse at the top of the pier.



Inside, the walls were white knotty pine and smelled of teak oil. The main room had a sitting area, complete with a sofa under the big picture window providing a spectacular view of the lake. I took a moment to watch the final purple-maroon light fade to black over the horizon.



Grams switched on a single lamp set on the side table next to the sofa. Its pale, weak glow bathed the room in a soft amber glow. She came up behind me, wrapped her arms around my waist. She kissed my bare shoulder. I leaned back against her.



I’d never felt closer to heaven than at that moment.



But I also wanted more. I was hungry for more.



I spun around and kissed Grams on the mouth. Hard.



We made loud, kissy sounds. Grams’ hands roamed over my body as I leaned in, flicked my tongue around her lips, then inside her mouth. We couldn’t stop after that.



Of course, I didn’t want to.



It seemed like she didn’t either.



Grams gathered my long, wavy hair, swept it off my shoulder, exposing the side of my neck. She kissed the soft slope of skin. Warmth spread through me like flowing water. Getting me hotter, wetter than I’d ever felt before.



We kissed.



Between kisses, Grams couldn’t keep from smiling. Her skin crinkled in the corners. Her blue eyes sparkled. It filled my heart with joy to see her so happy to see me, to be with me. I felt the same. She pressed against me. Kissed my throat, showered my upper chest with kisses. I tossed my head back and shook out my long hair.



Oh, God, I’d so wanted this.



Her hands roamed over my body.



I caressed her thighs, still encased in the tight short skirt she wore. I ran my hands over the round rump of her ass. I roamed my hands all over her body, touching every inch of her I could reach.



She kissed the flesh between my breasts and ran her hands through my hair, leaving it a tangled mess. Then went back to kissing my mouth. Her long fingers touched my cheeks, the nape of my neck, running down over the swell of my breasts.



My nipples were rock hard. They poked prominently through the material of my bikini top.



When I thought I’d not be able to stand it anymore, Grams reached under the elastic of my bra and peeled the cups up over my breasts, exposing my tits to her. She cupped my naked breasts, squeezing them, caressing them, admiring them, with an appreciative smile.



I back up against a chest of drawers. I thrust my chest out. I leaned back and tossed my head back, my eyes closed, my mouth open.



Grams squeezed and kissed my breasts. She latched onto my nipples with her mouth, flicking the tip of her tongue over them, keeping them as hard as stones.



I tossed my head and moaned. Pulling a leg up, I ran it along Gram’s thigh. She wrapped a hand around my waist. I caressed her bare shoulders. Her mouth moved down my body, showering my stomach, my waists, my hips, with kisses.



Then she moved her head further down.



I breathed with heavy anticipation.



She dropped down to her knees and tugged at my shorts. I helped her pull them down. With my shorts and bikini bottoms on the floor, Grams pushed me up on the chest. The wood was hard on my bare ass. I spread my legs. Grams kissed my thighs, moving closer and closer toward my sex.



I licked my lips in anticipation, watching her with half-closed eyes, my head lolling back and forth. Grams reached up and gave my tits a hearty squeeze. Her smile, as she gazed up at me, was as wide as I’d ever seen. I reached down and peeled my pussy lips back, making it clear what I wanted her—needed her—to do.



Grams didn’t disappoint.



I shaved my pussy nearly bald, leaving only a thin, fine trail of black hair to point to the soft, pink treasure below. Grams seemingly ignored all that and ran her tongue along my wet lips. She purred, enjoying how I tasted.



I bit my lower lip and gasped.



She kissed and licked and squeezed her hands over my skin as my breathing got shallower and shallower. She took my hand, guided it to my sex. She had me peel the soft folds of skin back again.



I swallowed hard.



She licked and kissed.



Her tongue lapped over my fingers. Her mouth kissed them along with my wet pussy. She used my finger to rub my clit as she poked her tongue into my sex. With my free hand, I caressed my breast, my nipple still hard and wet from Grams’ kisses.



“You like that?” she asked, between her long licks of my quivering sex. I couldn’t have answered, spoken a word if I’d wanted to. My moaning came in faster and faster gasps.



Along with the tongue-lashing she was giving me, Grams slipped a finger in between my pussy lips, pushed it deep, and wiggled it inside me. She moved her tongue upward, finding and teasing my clit with fast flicks of her tongue. Each contact sent shivering jolts of pleasure through me.



And then she stopped.



“Oh, God. Grams. I…I was about to come.”



She smiled. “Not yet, sweetie. Sit up.”



I did as she asked.



She kissed my mouth. Hard. Passionately. Her tongue invaded my mouth once more. I tasted my pussy on her lips. It made me dizzy. She pawed and squeezed my naked breasts.



“I love you,” she said between kisses.



“I love you, too, Grams.”



She kissed my breasts. I squirmed in her embrace.



She took my hand and placed it on her breast. Her small nipple was hard as a pebble. I squeezed. She said, “I want you to go down on me.”



We hadn’t done that last time. I’d come too early for that, and then, we had to stop. I couldn’t be late for my graduation, though that had been the last concern I’d had that afternoon. This time, now, there was nothing to stop us.



I swallowed hard. “Okay.”



She sat down on the sofa, taking me by the hand. We sat on the sofa, side-by-side.



There, the pale lamplight cast her flesh in a soft, warm glow. I’d finally stripped off the bikini top I wore tangled around my throat. Grams kissed my mouth while I slipped her tank top down off her body. It bunched around her waist.



While Grams showered my mouth with kisses, I ran my hands over her breasts. Smallish but perky with dark brown nipples at odds with her blond hair. She leaned into me, pressed her body against mine. Warm, soft, she squirmed in my arms, raking her breasts across mine, back and forth.



Grams tossed her head back.



I kissed the angled slope of her throat.



She moaned.



I cupped her exposed breasts and squeezed. I kissed each nipple, teasing them to fullness with the tip of my tongue. She reached around me and grabbed fistfuls of my ass. She squeezed.



Between increasingly frantic kisses, Grams squirmed and begged, “Go down on me, sweetie. Please.”



She leaned back across the sofa, propping herself up on her elbows.



As she laid back, I caressed and kissed her breasts, her nipples, and then moved further and further downward. Over her belly. Passed her navel. She dropped down onto her back and finger-combed my hair back so she could watch me, see my face as I moved closer to her sex.



I pushed her skirt up to discover she wore no panties.



Grams spread her legs. Her bush was full and thick. Auburn, not blond.



Like I remembered.



I ran my hands over her squirming body. Her flesh so hot and soft.



She reached under her legs and pulled them open.



I slipped down to the floor. On my knees, I leaned in and licked around her petal-soft pink lips. Then I licked up and down her sex, tasting her, enjoying her. Her juices tasted like nectar. I spread her lips with my fingers and stuck my tongue deeper into her sex. Grams pulled her thighs open further and moaned.



Grams clutched her ass cheeks and rocked her hips.



She squirmed, harder and faster. I kept kissing and licking.



“Oh, oh, oh.” She arched her back. “Ah, ah, ah. Use your fingers. Fuck me. Fuck me with your fingers.”



I rubbed my fingers against her wet sex.



Grams let her one leg go, stretched it out along the length of the sofa, using her freed hand to strum her clit. Now, barely able to catch her breath. I pressed two fingers inside her. Her hole was so slippery wet, my fingers pushed easily all the way up to the knuckles.



“Oh, yes, sweetie. Yes!”



Grams grit her teeth and hissed. She rocked her hips. Her fingers pressed hard, rubbing her clit. I pumped my fingers in and out in time with her rocking hips.



“Ah, ah, ah, ah.” Her body tensed.



She grabbed my hand, holding my fingers inside her, pushing her hips against my hand, rocking, riding my fingers to her orgasm. “Oh, ah, yes. Yes. Yesssss!”



I grinned, almost about to come myself.



She squirmed, then her body clutched. “Ah. Ah. Ah. Ah!”



She cried, “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”



I didn’t.



She bucked and clutched her legs, trapping my hand against her sex. She rode her orgasm, bucking her hips. “Ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh.” And then, as her body relaxed, she hissed soothingly, “Ahhhh.”



She released her grip on my hand. I slipped my fingers from her sex. Grams cooed. And giggled. “Oh, my, girl. That was good.”



I beamed. “I’m glad you liked it.”



She sat up and drew my face to hers. She kissed my mouth, licking my lips, getting a good full taste of her own pussy. “I did,” she said.



Out of breath, she patted the sofa cushion. “Up you go. Your turn.”



I came off the floor and started to sit down. “No, no, dear. On your hands and knees.”



I gave her a quizzical look but did as she asked.



The cushions sank under my weight. I leaned an elbow deep into one pillow, looking awkwardly behind me as Grams sat on the sofa behind my raised ass. She squeezed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart. I reached back and helped spread them, too.



Grams’ tongue touched my asshole. A ripple of pleasure shot through my body like an electrical charge. None of my other girlfriends had ever done that before. I moaned, “Ohhhhh.”



She licked and kissed and nibbled the sensitive skin around my puckered little hole. I squirmed, enjoying this never-before-experienced sensation. “Oh, Grams.”



Her tongue rimmed my hole. She poked the tip of her tongue at it. I wiggled and shook my hips. Grams kept at it while then pressing her thumb into my pussy. Another jolt of pleasure coursed through me. I shuddered.



She worked her thumb inside me, wiggling it.



Grams licked faster and furious-er. I gyrated my hips. Her thumb pressed deeper and deeper into my hole. Her fingers found and strummed my clit.



I thrashed about. My orgasm came hard, strong, and fast. I howled. “Ohhhhh!”



When my body finally relaxed, I collapsed on the sofa and rolled over onto my back. I gently stroked my clit, gingerly sending soft afterglow shocks through my system, spasming my legs until I could catch my breath once more.



Grams sat, watching me. And smiled. Then she stood up. She leaned over and gave me a final, gentle but passionate kiss on my lips. “Now, I need a nap.”



She pushed her skirt down over her hips and tugged her tank top back into place, covering herself once more. I felt like a puddle of goo. All my energy sapped away. I made no attempt to get dressed. “I think I’ll just lounge out here for a little.”



She said, “Dinner will be at seven.”



“Okay.”



She started to leave.



“Grams?”



She stopped and turned. “We need to talk about Mom.”



“I know. We will.” She gave me a reassuring smile. A smile that said everything would be just fine. But that,” she said, “is a problem, and a story for another time.”



I watched her leave the room. Before the door closed behind her, she gave me an exaggerated swish of her hip. “See you at seven.”



♥♥♥
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