
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Giselle Renarde Erotica

I Did You Wrong © 2014 by Giselle Renarde

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 

This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be access by minors.

Cover design © 2017 Giselle Renarde

First Edition 2017

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


I Did You Wrong

[image: ]




Lesbian Erotica by Giselle Renarde

––––––––

[image: ]


“This isn’t a social call,” I told Antonia.  I walked into her house without waiting for an invitation.  “Gerry’s not home, is he?”

“No...”  She stood beside the open door, slack-jawed.  “Imogen?  It’s been years.”

“I know.  I’m a jerk.”

“I... huh.”  

Antonia obviously didn’t know what to say, but, hell, neither did I.  Leaning against the wall, I untied my shoes and slipped them off.  Years—she was right.  I hadn’t been to Gerry’s house in... years.

Wandering into the kitchen, I touched the familiar magnets on the fridge, then the stained-glass bluebird hanging in the window.  It was a part of me, this place.

“Would you like a cup of tea?” Antonia asked.

I laughed, because I felt so sorry for her.  She was a ball of confusion, and I wasn’t helping.  So I just came right out and said it.  “I slept with Gerry.”

Her expression hardened.  She stared right through me, like I blended into the chicken-and-egg wallpaper.  

I said, “I’m sorry.”

“When?”

“When did I sleep with him?”

“Yes.”

“A long time ago.  Years.”

Antonia opened the fridge and looked inside.  “Where?”

“Here.”  

“Oh.”  She pulled out a pint of blueberries.  “Have some of these. They’re washed.”

Antonia brought the blueberries to her small kitchen table and I sat with her.  We popped berries into our mouths.  For a while, we didn’t talk.

“If it happened so long ago, why are you telling me now?”

Good question.  “I still feel bad about it.  Feel like I did you wrong.”

“And you think confessing will absolve you of your guilt?”

“Sure hope so.”

A lopsided smirk broke across her lips, and it put me at ease.  I watched her gaze cycle from fixed to far, far away, like she was trying to figure out how to react, or what to ask.  I ate more blueberries while I waited.

“How old were you?”

“Young,” I said.  “Like, nineteen, twenty.”

“How old are you now?”

“Twenty-nine, thirty.”

She chuckled.  “Aren’t we all?”

“Yeah.”  

Except I really was.  If I had to guess, I’d say Antonia was closer to mid-forties.  Her husband was even older.  He’d been almost fifty when I slept with him, which would make him almost sixty now.  Wow.  What a thought.

“I don’t blame you,” she said.  “There’s something very alluring about Gerry.”

It surprised me, when she said that.  Gerry told me his wife hadn’t wanted sex in ages, and that was a decade ago.  Could I ask?  Would that be too rude?  Antonia would probably be embarrassed that her husband told other people such intimate details of their life together.

But I couldn’t help myself.  “Gerry said you didn’t sleep together at all.  I felt sorry for him.”

“Ah.  True.  After the first couple years, we just... stopped.”

“I always wondered if you were a lesbian and you just married him for money or whatever.”

Antonia’s expression went blank, and I knew I shouldn’t have said that.  Too much.  I always did stuff like that, went overboard, said the wrong thing.  She rose from the table and walked to the front door.  I was sure she’d kick me out.  I deserved to be kicked out.  But instead of giving me the boot, she flipped the lock.  

Stepping up the hardwood stairs, Antonia asked, “Are you coming?”

I crept out of the kitchen, following her voice.  “Coming where?”
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