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“But Janae I don’t want to go.”

“Come on Kitty, it’ll be fun.”

I threw the last bit of my freshly folded laundry into my dresser and turned to my best friend, frowning. I was more than a little pissed off at her. She and I were supposed to be joining a few of our friends at our favorite bar by our University, but at the last minute she canceled our plans I tag along with her to a beginning of the school year costume party one of her butch friends was having at a fancy Air B&B in the suburbs.

“I’m not going to have fun,” I said. “I don’t feel comfortable being around those kinds of people.”

Janae warily eyed me from her perch on the window seat in my bedroom. “What do you mean those kinds of people? Gay people?”

“Come on, you know that’s not what I mean. You know me better than that. It’s just… Well, I’ve never really been around lesbians before.”

“What are you talking about? You’re around me all the time.”

“Yeah but you’re my best friend. And you’ve never tried me. You know I’m not into girls.”

“Yeah, I know that’s what you keep saying but I remember in eleventh grade you let Brittany Summers- “

I flipped her off and walked to my huge walk-in closet, searching for my old Halloween outfit. “That was just a little experiment.”

“Experiment my ass!” Janae hopped down from the window seat and followed me. She leaned against the door of the closet and folded her arms, her gray eyes twinkling with mischief. “You let her suck your titties.”

I curtly looked at her. “Not for very long.”

“And you let her finger you.”

“One stroke is all she got in.”

“That’s because your mother came home early. If she hadn’t, I honestly believe Brittany would’ve popped your lesbian cherry.”

Locating what I was looking for, I pulled the costume down from its hanger, chuckling. “Oh my God, you are so ancient, people don’t talk like that anymore. And I told you, that was a mistake. I was drunk.”

“People’s true personalities always come out when they’re inebriated. Besides, you told me you liked it.”

“Call it a brief moment of temporary insanity,” I said, breezing by her to assess myself in the mirror. I held the costume against me and eyed myself from all angles. “I didn’t know what I was doing. I was young and stupid.”

“That was only two years ago.”

“Two years is a long time when you’re 18 and in college. Ancient history.”

“If you don’t want to go, why are you trying on your costume? That one in particular.”

“I didn’t say I was going with you,” I haughtily replied, shrugging out of my sports bra and jogging pants to try on my costume. “I’ll find someone’s party to go to tonight, even if it’s not the one on campus. Go on and ditch me for a house full of pussy. You’re worse than a man, I swear.”

“If you’d ever had pussy, you’d understand why I changed my plans,” she wickedly said wrinkling her heavily tweezed eyebrows.

“Oh my God, you are definitely worse than a man.”

“Come on Kit,” she whined, walking over to me. “You never know. You might meet someone you actually gel with. Either that or she’ll be so hot you can’t resist letting her go down on you.”

“Girl please. Perish the thought. Being with a woman does not turn me on okay? I know you would love it if I was a carpet muncher like you so we could prowl the college for tits and pussy together, but you can forget it. It’s not going to happen. Period. I’m not interested.”

Janae put her hands on her hips and wickedly grinned at me in the mirror. “I think you’re afraid you might like it.”

“Oh my God Janae! Give it a rest! The point is, I’m not gay okay? I’m not gay. I have no interest in women or in letting another woman do anything to me. Of any kind.”

“Well, if you’re one-hundred percent certain of that, you’ll have no problem coming with me to the party.”

I adjusted my corset so it would have just the right amount of lift to it and cocked my head from side to side, admiring my frame. “Nope.”

“Come on. I promise I won’t let anyone bother you. I’ll keep you by my side the whole time.”

I’d like to say Janae twisted my arm and threatened my life but that wouldn’t be true. Against my better judgement, I ultimately agreed to go to the party with her. I didn’t want her to alone. More than that, I didn’t want to be alone. Especially with what I was wearing. I decided to wear the costume from a party I had gone to a year before, a kitty cat costume complete with nose, tail, and ears. I matched it with a corset and garter belt with stockings. I ceased drawing on whiskers. I thought the outfit was dated but there was no since in spending money I didn’t have on a party I didn’t really want to go to. It was an unusually brutally cold night, so I decided to wear a faux floor-length fur coat my ex-boyfriend had given me for my birthday earlier that year.

Let me be perfectly clear: I was not a bigot or a homophobe. Being honest, I just felt I didn’t have anything in common with that crowd. We were not looking for the same thing, okay? Janae was my best friend and had been since childhood so that was different. We had history. Besides, she didn’t come out to me until our sophomore year in high school. I loved her just the same and didn’t judge her. But that didn’t mean I wanted to spend a whole night with women I didn’t have anything in common with, especially on a night when I was feeling exceptionally horny. That fiasco in high school with that girl? Yeah, I admit it. I was curious. But it was a one-time thing. It was not going to happen again. Never. Never, ever, ever.

I worried that I would meet someone I was attracted to or that was attracted to me and then I’d want to take a walk down that road again. But I figured if I kept my guard up, I’d be fine. With Janae by my side, I’d be well-protected.
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Of course, that didn’t happen. Janae ditched my pitiful ass as soon as we stepped through the front door. I just shook my head at her and turned to leave. Then, feeling bad and remembering I’d promised her I wouldn’t leave without her, I decided to stay. At least for a little while. Besides, she was my ride.

I tried to loosen up and have a good time but there was too much going on. The music was too loud. There were too many people in the house. Someone was passing out candy and I grabbed a few pieces. More than I should have. I sipped some punch that tasted more like liquor than punch. Danced by myself to Michael Jackson’s ‘Thriller’, ignoring the curious, open looks of several girls dressed like ball players, pimps, and gangsters. I just narrowed my eyes at them and kept dancing, shaking my ass, teasing them a little bit. A few of them approached me but I waved them off, rolling my eyes.

Better leave me the hell alone.

I didn’t mind beating a bitch’s ass if I had to. Luckily for me, they left me alone.

After a while of dancing by myself I got tired and decided to take a break. I watched a few people dance; then searched for Janae but I couldn’t find her. Knowing her, she was locked up in a room somewhere with some random girl’s pussy in her face or vice versa. Eventually, I gave up and decided to go home. The party was a dud. Some loud drunk stud started talking about having a costume contest and I headed for the door. I had no idea how the hell I was going to get home. I guessed it was going to be an Uber night for me.

I squeezed my way through the crowded room towards the front door, but something stopped me. A wolf. Well, not an actual wolf but someone who was wearing a wolf mask. They were casually leaned up against a wall in the dining-area, trying to sip some punch. They seemed to be having trouble consuming the drink with the wolf teeth in the way, so they removed the mask and irritably threw it on the table in front of them. And that’s when I saw her face. She was tall. She looked like a guy, but I could tell by her soft features she was a girl. She was dressed in an oversized Adidas jumpsuit with a pair of fresh sneakers. Her eyes were green, and she had a pretty, pouty mouth. Her hair was pinned up in a bun. She was nice-looking, I couldn’t deny that. I couldn’t stop looking at her. Soon, her eyes found mine. And they didn’t look away. The way she was staring at me made my core tighten.

Knowing why and denying the truth to myself, I made up an excuse to go back her way so I could walk past her. I didn’t make it a foot past her when she walked up behind me, tapping my shoulder. I turned to her and raised my eyebrows in question, trying my best to play it cool.

“What’s up?” she spoke in a thick, northern accent.

“Hi.”

“I’m Poppi.”

She reached her hand out to mine and I looked at it for a moment before I shook it. Her hand was soft but firm.

“I’m Kitty,” I said, softly looking at her.

She raised her brow at that. “Kitty?”

“It’s a nickname.”

“What’s it stand for?”

“Nothing in particular. My real name is Kathy, but my mom has called me Kitty since I was a little girl.”

“I would think Kat would be a more appropriate nickname.”

“It all means the same. Kat. Kitty.”

“Yeah. Pussy is pussy right?”

She threw her head back and laughed and I rolled my eyes skyward, smiling. “I guess. If you’re into that kind of thing.”

“So, I’m guessing that you’re not.”

“You guessed right.”

“That’s too bad.”

I casually shrugged, staying silent.

“So, what brings you out tonight? You know Vinnie?” Vinnie was the name of the girl who was hosting the party.

“No. She’s a friend of my best friend, Janae.”

“Oh yeah I know Janae. We play ball together sometimes down at the LGBTQ center. She’s cool. Loud and crazy but cool.”

“Yeah.”

“So Kitty, it’s kind of loud in here. You want to go outside on the patio or something?”

Why did I find myself saying yes?

She lightly took me by the elbow, and we shouldered and shoved our way through the large crowd, out back to the patio. Luckily, no one was outside but us. I shivered in the cold and she offered me her jacket, but I shook my head no.

“I’m good,” I said. “This coat is enough.” I drew it tighter around me as I sat down on a lounge chair.

“Maybe you should have on more clothes,” she deadpanned as she sat beside me.

“The point of being sexy is to push past all limits, no matter who uncomfortable you are.” I cut my eyes at her and lightly smiled at the way she was ogling me.

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t cover up. That’s a nice costume. Very nice.”

“Thanks.”

“And you’re wearing it very well.”

“Appreciate it.”

“I’m surprised your man let you come out the house looking like that.”

“I don’t have a man and even if I did, he wouldn’t let me do anything. I do what I want.”

“Oh, do you now?” She paused, sucking her teeth as her eyes lingered on my protruding breast. “How old are you?”

“18.”

“God. 18 was so long ago for me.”

“How old are you?”

“25.”

I was taken aback. “25?! What are you doing here?”

She blinked, humored. “Is there a law against 25-year-olds hanging around 18-year-olds?”

“I’m just saying. What are you doing at a college party?”

“It’s my friend’s party.”

“I mean, not that you’re old or anything, I was just wondering.” I was babbling and I hated it. “I mean, 25 I still young, I guess.”

“Right. Old enough to know better and young enough not to care.”

Relieved she wasn’t offended by my intrusive questions, I pressed on. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“Why you ask?”

“You asked me.”

“Nah, me and my girl just broke up.”

“That’s too bad.”

We continued to share small talk. Poppi was checking me out the whole time. Her eyes were zeroing in on my huge breasts and chunky ass. I could tell she wanted me, but she kept the conversation light and away from her true intentions. She was intelligent, cultured, and honest. I was intrigued and fascinated by her and I didn’t know why.

We were outside for an hour before she went inside and got us a plate of snacks and drinks. We continued to laugh and talk like old friends. Then, as does happen when two people are really digging one another, the conversation shifted.

“You really are a beautiful woman,” she said, smiling crookedly at me.

I blushed and avoided her heated eyes. “Thank you.”

“So, you don’t like girls.”

“What gave me a way?” I sarcastically asked. “Oh, that’s right. I told you I wasn’t.”

“Ever wonder what it’s like?”

“No,” I lied.

“Ever been with a girl?”

I hedged. “Kind of. Sort of.”

“What does kind of, sort of mean?”

“I kind of sort of made out with one in high-school.”

“Did you like it?”

“It was okay. It didn’t go on long enough for me to really get into it. My mom came home early.”

“Oh so you had her up in your house?”

“We were supposed to be studying for a test, and- “

“Oh. The plot thickens. So what happened?”

“I’m not getting ready to tell you that. I don’t know you like that.”

“Been talking to you for almost two hours- “

“Not long enough to tell you my secrets.”

“You’ve told me enough just admitting it. Come on, tell me one thing that happened. Just one thing.” She excitedly leaned towards me, grinning like the cat that ate the canary.

“I let her suck my breasts.”

“Lucky bitch.”

The alcohol was beginning to get to me, loosening my tongue and my resolve. “And we kissed a little.”

“I bet your lips feel good as hell.”

“And she fingered me.”

Her hand lingered by my thigh. “Did you like it?”

“It was okay.”

The air was beginning to get thick. Poppi silently looked at me for a while before speaking. “It’s kind of cold out here. You want to go inside for a while?”

I swallowed. Hard. Despite myself I said, “Sure.”
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We walked back inside, squeezed past more people and made our way upstairs. Poppi took my hand and searched for an empty room. She led me into what appeared to be a library or study and shut the door, locking it. I stood at the door and just watched her, nervous.

She walked over to a brown leather chaise lounge by a large oak desk and sat down, patting the space beside her.

“I’m fine right here.”

“Don’t tell me you’re scared.”

“I’m not scared of shit,” I curtly replied.

“Well then come sit beside me. I promise I won’t bite.”

Hesitating only a second, I tentatively walked over to her and stiffly sat down beside her, inching closer to the other end of the chaise.

She chuckled and shook her head at me. “You’re funny.”

I furtively glanced at her. “What’s so funny about me?”

“Acting like you don’t know why I asked you to come up here.”

“Because it was cold outside?”

“The cold had nothing to do with it and you know it. I’m really feeling you Kitty.”

I cocked my head at her. “You don’t even know me.”

“I’d like to get to know you.”

“And what else?”

“You want me to be honest?”

“Please.”

She leaned over to whisper conspiratorially in my ear. I shivered as her warm breath caressed my canal. “I want to eat you Kitty. I want to finish what your girl couldn’t. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about what you taste like since the moment I saw you.”

I leaned away from her and tried to ignore the wild rapid beat of my heart. “I told you I’m not into that.”

“You’ll never know until you try.”

“I’m not interested,” I said, unconvincingly.

She scooted closer to me. Her hand lingered lightly on my bare leg. “Just let me kiss you one time. And if you don’t like it, I’ll stop. I promise.”

I stared down at her hand. “No.”

“Please.” She took my hand and stared intensely at me with those sexy green eyes. One by one, she put my fingers to her lips and kissed them.

Trying like hell to suppress the stirring in my lower region, I bit my lip and looked down. I could see her leaning towards me out the corner of my eye. I closed my eyes when she put her hand to my face and turned it towards hers. Our lips softly touched. Her lips felt… beyond soft. Good. Her slightly calloused fingers caressed my cheek. She slipped her tongue inside, groaning deeply. I opened my mouth and let her in, and it was nirvana. Her hand firmly rubbed on my thigh. Rubbed the side of my ass. She drifted her hand up to my small waist and then just below my breasts.

Her breathing was shallow. I struggled to breath. I just sat there and let her touch me. She squeezed my breasts through my corset and move them around, weighing them.

“I want to eat you Kitty. I want to eat your pussy.”

She kissed me again, harder this time, mauling my breasts. I moaned and arched to her touch. My costume suddenly felt suffocating and I wanted it to off me. Fast.

As if reading my thoughts, she said, “Stand up.”

I stood up with my back to her. I was trembling so hard I was afraid I’d pass out. I had never felt so turned on in my life. This was all so puzzling to me. So new. So unlike what I’d felt with Brittany. Could I be gay? Or was this chick’s seduction game just that strong?

Poppi slipped my fake fur coat off my shoulders and let it drop to the floor. Tugging teasingly on my kitten tail, she unclipped it and dropped it to the floor. I was wearing nothing beneath it but my garter belt, lace panties, and corset. I wet my lips as I felt her hot breath on my ass. She began massaging my fat ass, running her hands up and down my sides. I slightly leaned forward and held on to the desk, balancing myself. My eyes closed and my head tilted back with desire. Poppi began kissing and licking my back, above my ass. She ran her hands over my thighs and around to my panties. A soft cry escaped my throat as she stroked me. She slipped her hand inside and swore under her breath.

“Pussy’s so wet,” she rasped. “I love that.”

Her sexy words almost sent me over the edge. Whatever this chick wanted to do to me I wanted her to do it and then some. I felt her tongue, strong and wet, slip beneath the back of my panties and lick the top of my ass crack. She smacked me hard on the ass, drawing a sharp gasp of surprise from my parted lips. My hands moved to my breasts and I rubbed them as her fingers danced beneath my panties. I looked down between my legs and was mesmerized by the sight of her hand moving beneath my panties. I wanted to cum at the sight.

Poppi stood up behind me, still stroking my sopping wet pussy. She nibbled on my ear, whispering dirty words of lust and salaciousness.

“How does that feel?” she whispered.

“So good. So fucking fantastic.”

“You like the way I stroke this pussy, Kitty?”

“Oh fuck. Yes. Yes.”

She tongued my neck and sucked, hard. I was sure she’d leave a hickey, evidence of our dalliance, but I didn’t care.

“Get this shit off so I can play with these titties.”

She took her hands out my panties and I gasped and slightly turned to her when I heard her sucking the fingers she’d touched me with and moaning. I almost went into convulsions over that shit.

“Pussy tastes delicious. I can’t wait to get you on your back. But I want these titties first.”

She turned me all the way to her and quickly undid my corset, which buttoned in front. When my gigantic melons sprang free, I thought her tongue was going to fall out of her mouth.

“Fucking amazing. Just the right size. More than two mouthfuls.”

My new love started massaging and caressing my breasts as we both watched her hands, rapt. Her hands on me felt hot and sinful. She started kissing me again, looking at me in between kisses, stroking my breasts and tweaking my nipples. Pulling them and thumping them. One hand went back in my panties while the other continued palming my breasts and soon, her mouth was taking turns with it. She sucked my titties hard and loud. I could hold back my cries of pleasure no longer. I had to let that shit out. It felt so fucking good. I placed my hands to her head, yanking her bun loose. All this beautiful, long black hair fell loose, covering her back.

“You’re gorgeous,” I murmured, running my fingers through it.

“Not as gorgeous as you. I can’t get over how beautiful you are. How perfect your body is.”

Her tongue circled both of my nipples in turn before her mouth swallowed up as much of my breasts as she could inhale, her cheeks hollowing in as she greedily sucked. I threw my head back and shouted my praise to the ceiling, afraid someone might hear me, while at the same time hoping they could. I wanted them to see and witness what was going on.

Before long, she was lying me back on the chaise and hovering over me. She shrugged out of her jacket and tossed it to the floor. She grabbed my face and feverishly kissed me. Kissing my neck, she trailed wet kisses down to my shoulders, making her way back to my saliva covered breasts. She began sucking my titties and fingering me through my panties, then playing with my pussy beneath my panties. I was becoming frustrated with the tease.

“Take my panties off,” I deliriously ordered. “Please. Please.”

Poppi kissed my flat stomach and sneakily looked up at me. “What do you want me to do when I take them off?”

“I want you to look at it.”

“Look at what?”

“My pussy.”

Her face hovered over my crotch. “You want me to look at your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Then what?”

Her hands on me was driving me mad. I put my hand against hers and moved it beneath my panties. “I want you to play with it. Stick your finger in it.”

“Then what?”

She began moving her fingers faster and I panted, struggling to breath. “I want you… I want you to…”

She kissed me on top of my panties and blew on me. “Tell me what you want me to do to this pussy Kitty.”

“Eat it. I want you to eat my pussy.”

“I thought you didn’t like girls.”

“I changed my mind, shit. Eat it Poppi. Eat it before I fucking explode.”

“Fuck yeah,” she growled, leaning back up to my lips.

She swallowed me in another kiss then kissed her way back to my panties. They were so soaked they clung to my flesh like magnets. Poppi grabbed the sides and yanked them down, smothering her face in my pussy and inhaling loudly.

I wantonly spread my legs and threw my hands behind my head, patiently waiting. My eyes were wide with excitement and feral hunger as I watched her eyes appreciatively linger over my pussy. My pussy wasn’t bald but shaved low and neat.

She put her finger in my pussy and squeezed my breasts with her other hand, staring at me as she licked and finger-fucked me. My eyes held hers, hypnotized. I couldn’t believe what was happening. I had come to a party I didn’t want to attend because of what I was afraid might happen and here I was letting it happen. For a moment I couldn’t help thinking about and wondering where Janae was. Boy was she going to be shocked when I told her what happened.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I cried out as her finger thrusted in and out of me, drawing sucking noises from my pussy. The chaise was beyond soaked with my juices and my legs were facing every which way. One was thrown over the side of the chaise while one was pressed to the wall, ramrod straight.

“Ohhhhh… Oh yeah, oh yeah…”

She moved her fingers faster and sucked my clit, running her tongue fast and furious over my overly sensitive nub. I watched her tongue on me then stared at her fingers moving in and out of my pussy. I could feel myself coming and grabbed her shoulder.

“No,” I panted. “Wait. I don’t want to come yet.”

“No, go ahead and let it happen baby girl. Trust me, I’m going to make this pussy come again and again all night.”

My hips lifted off the chaise to meet her tongue thrusts. I grabbed a fistful of that beautiful thick hair and squeezed my eyes shut; then opened them wide as an orgasm of volcanic proportions erupted inside of me, rendering me speechless.

She wickedly chuckled and leaned up to swallow my breasts again, before pressing her face back to my snatch.

“I hope you’re ready because I’m getting ready to destroy this pussy.”

Before I could recover, she was back on me like an animal in the wild. Juices were running out of me like water. I bended my knees, placing the balls of my feet on either side of her body on the chaise while she dove in. She dug her nails in my hip bone and went to town on my pussy, feasting on me like I was the main course at Thanksgiving dinner.

I loudly cried out and opened my eyes, looking down at her. Her eyes were on me, hot, fiery, and wild while her tongue did all kinds of acrobatic tricks, licks, and kisses and sucks on my pussy. She was so fucking nasty and I loved it. Licking her fingers, running them through my hairs, rubbing her face against my pussy, before eating again. I grabbed that beautiful mane and gyrated against her face, pressing my pussy tight to her. My ass and pussy moved in formation with her head and mouth. Her hands squeezed and groped my swollen titties. I was making so much noise I was surprised someone hadn’t banged on the door.

Poppi put one of her fingers inside of me right side up, hitting my g-spot. I screamed and almost fell off the chaise. I spread my legs wider, sticking them straight up in the air. Her moans were deep and harsh as she munched and slurped on me, still staring at me with those incredible eyes.

She briefly paused, winked her eye, and licked her lips. “Yummy,” she purred. She dived in again, making my leg involuntarily twitch.

She kissed my whole pussy, licked the insides of my thighs, placed another finger inside of me, then another, then another, soon, all five were inside of me, forming a perfect cacophony of searing pleasure. I had never been into fisting but the way she was doing it… Holy, motherfucker…

“My God!” I screamed, sitting up and resting my hands on either side of my hips. I grasped the slippery leather, trying to hold on.

“That’s right take that shit Kitty. Take it.”

I stared in fascination and mad desire as I watched her fingers moving and clenching inside of me, stretching me, driving me crazy with ecstasy. I felt another orgasm building and braced myself for the impact. The scream that escaped from my mouth was loud and unhuman. This time someone did come knocking on the door.

“Heh!” an undetectable female voice shouted. “Is everything okay in there?”

“Get lost!” I screamed.

“Is someone hurt?”

“She said get lost!” Poppi yelled.

There was a long pause. “Okay. Sorry.”

Poppi and I shared a brief laugh; then she placed her hands on my thighs, opening them and licking me softly before turning me over and hiking my ass up in the air. My eyes rolled to the back of my head as she began eating out my ass while she stroked my titties. I grasped the top of the chaise with slippery hands and bumped my ass against her face, suppressing the urge to shed tears. The things this girl was doing to my body… Words just could not describe.

Before I could enjoy the full experience of her tossing my salad, Poppi was shedding her clothes and was flipping me back over again, climbing on top of me and fucking me. I held tight to her narrow hips as she jumped up and down on top of me, hard. My hands went to her black sports bra, grasping her medium-sized breasts through the cotton material. We stared into one another’s eyes as we fucked, both of us making noise and breathing hard. Flesh slapped against flesh, creating a sound that was instantly addictive. Shyly, I moved my hands to her bald pussy and massaged it, staring down at it. It was narrow with thin lips. Poppi deeply moaned and whispered my name.

“Fuck me Poppi. Fuck me, yes… fuck me…”

Growling, she leaned down and wildly sucked my breasts.

The momentum built and I came again, harder than the first two times if that was possible. I put my thumb against her clit and rubbed it in light, teasing circles.

“Fuck Kitty yes. Yes Kitty. That’s good baby, that’s good. You’re going to make me… You’re gonna make… Fuck!”

She exploded and collapsed on top of me, laughing huskily.

“Goddamn,” she gasped. “Shit.”

We giggled and hugged one another, kissing with tired lips. We lay in silence for several minutes.

My first instinct was to feel exposed, embarrassed, and ashamed but it was immediately replaced with joy, satisfaction and happiness. I had nothing to be ashamed about. I had to stop lying to myself. I was about that life. At least for the time being.

“Where do you live?” I quietly asked her.

She lifted her head and wisely looked down at me. “Not far from here. Why?”

I pushed her gorgeous hair off her forehead and shyly smiled at her. “Will you take me to your house?”

Her green eyes twinkled with excitement. “You mean you want more?”

“Fuck yeah.”

She seriously looked at me. “Just tonight or more nights?”

I weighed my response carefully in my mind before answering. “Let’s start with tonight. And then let’s see where it goes.”

“You have a deal. But trust me, if I have my way, you’re never getting rid of me.”

“We’ll just see about that.”

She smiled at me and winked. “That we will sweet Kitty. That we will.”
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