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		Brianna & Carrie

		An Older-Younger Lesbian Romance

		

		I’ve dreaded this day for a year. Ever since my fiancée James died.

		We were just two weeks away from the big day when the tragic motorcycle accident took him from me. I cried for weeks afterward. We’d been high school sweethearts, dated since the seventh grade. We planned to get married when we turned twenty-one.

		That was a year ago. The wedding didn’t happen. Obviously.

		Now, he was gone. It was time to deal with the last of his final wishes. On the anniversary of his death, he wanted his ashes spread over the Pacific Ocean outside the beach house we’d bought. A house. Our home. To live in forever.

		A house I couldn’t bring myself to live in after James died. I couldn’t.

		It took me months to recover from my grief enough to deal with the business of James’ death. The final part of that was selling the house. As karma or fate or whatever you believe in would have it, the closing was scheduled for the next day. One year and a day after James died.

		But that was tomorrow. First, I had to get through tonight.

		A condition James laid out in his will was that I spread his ashes with his mother, Carrie, by my side. She was very close to him. The two most important women in his life, he’d written in the final instructions.

		I’d not seen Carrie since the funeral.

		It wasn’t that we were estranged or I had anything again her. It was simply that she reminded me of everything I’d lost. Thinking about her made me think about James, and I’d burst into tears. The anger and the grief like a gut punch.

		She’d driven south to the beach house and had arrived that afternoon. I’d already opened the place up earlier in the day. I hadn’t wanted to stay there, but Carrie insisted. Her last chance to be close to James, she’d said.

		I reluctantly agreed.

		The woman was difficult to say no to.

		At dusk, per James’ instructions, we strolled out onto the beach. I had on a pair of shorts and a bikini top. James’ favorite. Carrie wore a colorful wrap that fluttered and snapped in the breeze. The urn carrying James’ ashes tucked under my arm.

		The sand was still warm on my feet as we trudged toward the lapping waterline.

		A day like this should be overcast and sad.

		At the water’s edge, the hard-packed sand squished wetly through my toes. We stood in quiet reflection. The waves licked our ankles, foaming white. We waited until the sun dipped halfway below the horizon. When the large, fiery orange orb spread its burgundy light across the distant purple clouds, tinting them maroon and creating a magnificent sunset, I opened the urn.

		It was the kind of sunset James would have enjoyed. It was perfect.

		“Do you think we should say anything, Brianna?” Carrie asked.

		“I don’t know.” I thought everything that needed saying had been said in the eulogy a year ago. A pang of grief twisted up my insides. “We miss you?”

		Carrie nodded. “We love you.”

		I turned the urn over and shook it. A cloud of gray ash puffed out from the ornate canister. The ash carried across the beachfront on a stiff wind. Carrie’s wrap snapped against her legs. I handed the half-empty urn to Carrie, and she shook it out, waving her hands through the cloud of gray, spreading James’ remaining ashes over the gently lapping water.

		We waited a few more minutes in silent prayer.

		When the sun had completely disappeared behind the ocean horizon, Carrie slipped her arm through mine. “Ready to go back, Brianna? I’m chilly.”

		“Sure.” A tear tracked down my cheek. I wiped it away.

		We strolled back through the warm sand to the beach house.

		There, Carrie opened a bottle of wine while I went to my bedroom and took off the bikini top. I tossed it into the trash. To new beginnings. I slipped a black rock band t-shirt on. When I returned to the kitchen, Carrie handed me a glass of chardonnay. We stepped through the sliders out onto the deck. It faced the beach and the ocean.

		The sky had grown dark quickly. A clear night. Stars were beginning to dot the infinite black canvas. My neighbors’ lights were on, glowing orange across the sand. Somewhere in the distance, someone was playing jazz music playing. Soft, soothing. I sipped my wine and leaned my hip against the rough-hewed railing. I watched the flickering lights of a ship far out on the horizon. I wondered for a moment what kind of ship it was. Cargo or passenger liner? Who might be on it? Where might they be going?

		If I were honest, it was a little too chilly to stand on the deck. But I stayed for a little longer. Knowing this would be my last time.

		“How are you, Brianna?” she asked

		“Okay,” I said. “Good days and bad days.”

		She sipped her wine. “Same.”

		We looked out over at the ocean, enjoying the gentle sound of the waves. The orange glow of a single porch light on our backs.

		“Are you seeing anyone?” Carrie asked.

		“What? No. I…”

		“He’d want you to be happy.”

		“It’s too soon.” I thought about it. It had been a long year. An isolated, lonely one. “Maybe now. Now that we’ve spread his ashes. Now that he’s really gone.” I shrugged. “I don’t know.”

		“In time,” Carrie said.

		“In time,” I agreed.

		I finished my glass of wine. “I’m going to go inside. Take a bath to warm up.”

		“Of course, dear.”

		The beach house had two bedrooms and a single bath. I grabbed a couple of towels from the linen closet and drew the bath, opening the hot water faucet at full. I squeezed a little bubble bath into the water. Warm, humid steam filled the tiny bathroom. The mirrors fogged over. I peeled my shorts down my legs and tossed my t-shirt to the tile floor.

		I lowered myself in the hot, sudsy water and settled back. Steam rose up around me. I closed my eyes and felt the tension of the day, the past year, melt away. I thought about James. I tried to focus on the good memories, but they were constantly interrupted by the bad.

		The police officer arriving at my door to tell me.

		The wake and goodbye vigil.

		Me crying and getting just so angry at the well-meaning, but oh so irritating, I’m sorries.

		The fat funeral director handing me the urn and his bill. Him shaking my hand in his. His clammy, fat hands lingering—too long to let go.

		“Arrgh!”

		I snapped my eyes open and splashed up into a sitting position.

		“Are you alright?” Carrie stood at the foot of the tub.

		Startled again. What are you doing here? When did you? How long?

		I left those questioned unasked. “I must have dozed off a little,” I said. “I’m okay.”

		She stood looking down at me. She had on a black kimono with red trim. Tied at her waist, it gaped widely. She held two glasses of wine in her hands. “I thought you’d like another wine.” She handed me a glass and sat down on the edge of the tub. “I love a glass of wine while I soak in the tub. It relaxes me.”

		“Thank you.”

		The way she sat caused her robe to gap further, exposing most of her large fleshy breasts. I wondered if she noticed. Uncomfortable, I resisted the urge to cover my arms across my exposed breasts.

		Carrie was in her fifties, still attractive. Her figure striking, but a bit thicker in the years since I’d known her. Her blond hair was tied back in a ponytail. Black dangly earrings hung from her earlobes.

		Carrie oozed sexuality. Physically, a handsome woman but not a raving beauty by most people’s standards. The skin around her dark eyes crinkled with deep crow’s feet, and her thin lips and big teeth gave her a slight overbite. All that aside, she had an aura about her that had men tripping over themselves around her.

		“I’m not sure this is the best time to bring this up,” she said, putting her wineglass on the soap dish, next to the bottles of shampoo and conditioner and liquid soap.

		I braced. Then why bring it up, I thought but remained quiet. Carrie was a formidable woman. One who spoke her mind and relentlessly pursued whatever it was she was after.

		“You’re just starting your life, Brianna,” she said. “I know my Jimmy was a big part of that. But he’s gone now. You need to start thinking about moving on. Going after what’s next.”

		“It’s not been that long,” I said.

		“A year, sweetie. Today. A year.” She swung her leg over the side of the tub and dipped her toe in. “You’re a beautiful young girl.” The water rose up to her calf as she put her foot all the way in.

		I knotted my eyebrows.

		Carrie untied her sash with a quick—I’d call it practiced—flick of her fingers and peeled her robe off one shoulder, revealing her large ample breasts. Each capped with a small brown areola and nipple.

		“Did Jimmy ever tell you? I had a…thing on the side. Big James was a great lover.” She pulled her robe the rest of the way off. She dropped it onto the tile floor next to my pile of clothes. She stood up and stepped her second foot into the tub. Her blond bush was trimmed to a thin line, like a trail pointing to her sex.

		“I don’t think I need to know—”

		“Everything a girl could want in a man, my Big Jim had. And gave me.”

		I felt my face flush red.

		“But sometimes a woman needs more. I needed more. Say a woman’s touch?” She started to lower herself in the water. “I thought maybe I’d join you.”

		I pushed back in the tub. The warm water sloshed.

		“The tub’s pretty small,” I said. “I don’t think there’s enough room.”

		My mind screamed: A woman’s touch. What is going on here?

		“I think we can make it work.” Carrie must have noticed how tense I was. “Just relax.”

		I took a sip of wine, nervous, watching her as her legs slipped alongside mine under the water. “What…What did you mean by a thing on the side? You had an affair?”

		She frowned, thinking about it, shrugged. “Not an affair. An affair would’ve been with another man. It wasn’t that.”

		She splashed her hands around in the water. Moving the islands of suds floating over the surface from there to here.

		“If not another man….” I let the statement drop. The answer was obvious.

		“Big Jim knew about it. Understood there were things I needed. Things only a woman could give me. Have you ever been with a woman, Brianna?”

		I choked on the mouthful of wine. “Um, not. I,” Jesus. Suddenly I was tongue-tied. “I’ve only ever been with James. Your son.”

		Carrie scooped up handfuls of water and poured it over her breasts. They gleamed wetly in the flickering glow of candles I’d placed around the bathroom while drawing the bath. The citrus scent was heavy in the air.

		“Well, maybe it’s time you expanded your horizons, dear.” She scooped up more water, but this time she let it sluice through her hands over my breasts. My bigger, pinker nipples—but on much smaller breasts than hers—reacted.

		“You’re a beautiful young woman, Brianna. You need to move on from this….” She looked around the room. “This sad, tragic period in your life. Do new things, experiment. Explore.”

		I’d tied my blond hair up in a sloppy bun at the back of my head. Wisps of damp hair corkscrewed tickled the nape of my neck. Carrie scooped up more water and poured it over my neck and shoulders. Dampening the tendrils of hair further. Plastering them wetly to my skin.

		“I don’t think I know what you’re saying,” I confessed, finishing off my wine. I put the glass on the closed toilet seat next to the tub.

		Carrie scooted forward. The water sloshed around and over my body.

		“I’m saying there’s nothing wrong—especially now—to opening your mind, maybe even your heart and your body, to a new…lifestyle.”

		“You mean become a lesbian?”

		She half-smiled and shrugged. “I’ve never thought of it as an either-or. For some, maybe that’s true. For others. For me. It’s more about widening the playing field. Having your cake and eating it, too.”

		Carrie put her hands on either side of my neck, gently massaging the skin with her strong fingers. I felt my tense muscles relaxing. I couldn’t deny, it felt good.

		I swallowed hard. “I think I…I’ve had enough bath time for now. I’m really tired.” I started to get out of the tub. “It’s been a trying day.”

		“No. No, stay.” Carrie pushed her hands down on my shoulders. Gently but insistently, she pushed me back into the water. She leaned in close to me. I could smell her perfume. Her face inches from mine. My personal space totally violated. She kept her hands on my neck. She tilted her head. Half-closed her eyes. She pursed her lips.

		I put a hand up to her face. To push her back. She resisted.

		I turned my head. She kissed my cheek.

		“Carrie, I don’t think….”

		She kissed my earlobe. She stroked my jawline with her finger. “I miss my female lovers.”

		She chucked my chin. “What, um, happened to them?”

		Them?

		She frowned. “Some moved away. I lost contact with others. A few died.”

		She kissed my lips. A chaise kiss, but it stirred something inside me. Interest?

		“Have you ever been with a woman before?” she asked again, followed by another kiss.

		I turned my head the other way. “No.”

		“I could show you…things.” Her fingers pinched my chin. She turned my face back, looked hard into my eyes. “Teach you.”

		“Um, I. No,” I stammered. “I think I’m good.”

		“I’ve thought about you,” she said between more kisses. “Ever since Jimmy brought you home. Had feelings for you.”

		“Really.”

		Another kiss. “Yes.”

		“But this.” I put a wet hand on her shoulder and gently pushed back. “It doesn’t feel right.”

		“Because I’m a woman.”

		“No…not necessarily.”

		“So.” She smiled. You are curious?”

		“I…have been. Curious. Sure.”

		“Then what is it?” She kissed me but kept her lips locked on my mouth this time. Her tongue licked across my lips. Wet. Probing. Seductive.

		I opened my mouth a little. Felt her tongue lash across my teeth.

		She put a hand on my tits. She squeezed.

		I felt a little dizzy, almost not realizing I was kissing her back. I’d not been with anyone since James. Never with a woman.

		She scooted in closer to me. I opened my mouth wider and put an arm around her waist. I felt her big boobs mash against mine. My nipples reacted to the encounter. When she finally backed away, I was breathless.

		I can’t say that was…unpleasant.

		But…

		It did freak me out a little. “I. Carrie. I can’t.” I pushed her back. “I’m flattered, but it’s too soon.”

		My sudden outburst startled her. When I pushed her back again, more forcefully this time. I had enough room to scramble to my feet. Water sloshed over the side of the tub. I slipped and almost fell but managed to climb out of the tub.

		Water splashed everywhere.

		I grabbed a towel and looked down at her. She had a startled, angry look on her face. I clutched the towel between my breasts and rushed from the bathroom with a final, “I’m sorry. I can’t.”

		In my bedroom, I shook out the towel and wrapped it around my body. I tucked the ends of it in under my armpit, hearing Carrie climbing out of the tub. My heart raced. What would she do? How would she react?

		It didn’t take long to find out.

		She came into the room wearing her robe. It was untied. Her body still wet from the bath. Suds slipped down the slope of her breasts, another down her thigh.

		Carrie pushed me up against the chest of drawers.

		“What are you doing?” I asked. My voice trembled a little.

		She pressed her body against mine. The damp towel pressed against my skin, getting cold now. Giving me a chill. Carrie grabbed me by the neck. The way she had earlier in the bath, but this time with more force. She pulled my head forward. Mashed her lips against mine.

		I tried to push her away. But she was strong. And angry.

		When she stopped kissing me, she said, “What’s the matter? You’re too good for me?”

		“What? No.”

		She grabbed my jaw. Her fingers dug deep into my skin. She forced her mouth over mine again. Her tongue thrust deep into my mouth. Her grip on my face hurt.

		I struggled against her.

		She braced the back of my neck. “Don’t fight it. You know you want it.”

		“No. I…”

		“Come on,” Carrie said. She shook me.

		I pressed my fisted hands against her chest.

		She leaned into me, smothering my mouth with more kisses. She grabbed my hand and pressed it against her breast. Her hard nipple pressed into the palm of my hand.

		“I don’t want to.”

		“Yes, you do,” Carrie insisted.

		“No.” I pulled my hand away.

		She held my struggling arms by the wrists and pressed her body against mine, pinning me the chest of drawers. “You do,” she insisted.

		She let go of my arms and wrapped her arms around my waist in a tight embrace. A grip I couldn’t break. She reached up and grabbed a handful of my damp hair, held it tight. Forced my head back and kissed my mouth again. Hard.

		“Don’t fight it,” she said.

		“No.”

		She covered my mouth again.

		“No.”

		I twisted away and sprinted to the other side of the room.

		Carrie chased after me. She pushed me onto the bed.

		“Stop,” I said.

		She didn’t. She climbed over me. Her robe open. Her boobs hung like large, full water balloons. On her knees, she squirmed up over me. Her folded legs straddled my hips. She pushed my hands over my head. She pressed them into the soft mattress under us.

		She kissed me, then said, “Kiss me back.”

		“Let me go.”

		“Kiss me back,” she said again, more insistent this time.

		Carrie laid the weight of her body over me, pinning me to the bed. Her mouth kissing me. Hard. Insistent. “Use your tongue,” she said between kisses.

		Was that the key, I wondered? Give in. At least enough to give me an opportunity to get away. And then what?

		I teased her with a taste of my tongue.

		She squirmed her body against my sex. I felt a stirring down there, inside. It had been a long time.

		“That’s it,” she said.

		“Please, Carrie, I don’t want—”

		She ignored my plea, cutting it off with more kisses. More squirming of her body against mine. I struggled to get out from under her, but that only served to intensify the physical stimulation I felt. Oh, God.

		“Relax,” she said between more kisses.

		She held both sides of my face, staring down hard at me. Using her knees, she spread my legs wider apart. She pressed her crotch harder against my sex. Humping me. Kissing me. The bed squeaked under us.

		“That’s it,” she breathed. “That feels good, doesn’t it?”

		“No,” I breathed, shaking my head. But it did.

		She pulled back.

		At first, I thought she was stopping. She was going to let me go. But no. She tore my towel open, exposing me to her assault. Her hand lashed out and seized my throat. She squeezed. I grabbed her wrists, but I couldn’t get her to let go.

		With her other hand, she grabbed my pussy.

		I gasped.

		She rubbed her hand over my sex. Her finger slipped between the folds of my pussy, moist from the bath. “You’re wet,” she whispered harshly in my ear

		“No. I’m not.”

		She rubbed me. “You are.”

		I moaned.

		“You like this.”

		“No,” I gasped. “I don’t.” But was that true?

		“Just lay back,” she said. “Let me do all the work.”

		I shook my head. “No.”

		But when she sat up and whipped her robe off her shoulders. My attempt to escape was pathetic. She pushed me back down onto the bed. She leaned her body against me, pinned me again. She pressed her crotch to mine. Pussy to pussy. Her trimmed bush was wiry and scratchy. Mine was shaved. She rocked against me and grabbed my tits. She squeezed them. Pinched my nipples.

		She leaned forward and kissed my mouth again.

		I cupped my hand to the back of her head. This time I kissed her back. Fighting fire with fire.

		“That’s it,” she breathed heavily. Our tongues played a game of chase. I let go of her and pressed my hands to the headboard. Rocking my body against hers. Breathless.

		“I…I…”

		Carrie shushed me. “I’ve got this. Just lay back. Relax.”

		Easier said than done, I thought, struggling with the idea I was being violated, allowing my was-going-to-be-future-mother-in-law to have her way with me, sexually, and not sure whether I was enjoying it or not.

		“What are you going to do?”

		I’d never been with a woman. Wasn’t sure how I felt about it one way or another, other than remembering that the lesbian scenes in the porno movies James and I watched together did turn me on.

		“Shush.” She scooted back and pushed my legs apart.

		I scooted further up the bed. Was I really going to do this? Allow her to do this to me?

		She spread my pussy lips open and pushed her tongue inside me.

		She licked her tongue up and down.

		I gasped, feeling dizzy. I propped myself up on my elbows, realizing, yes, I was doing this. Carrie misinterpreted my movement—thinking I was trying to escape again—and pressed a hand against my tit, pushing me back down.

		She stopped licking me long enough to rub her thumb over my wet, swollen lips.

		I tossed my head back, gasping.

		She looked up at me as I began to rock my hips. She licked the pads of her fingers and wormed two of them into my hole.

		“Oh,” I moaned.

		She smiled her overbite smile at me and flicked her tongue around my clit while she shoved her fingers deeper inside me, pumping them in and out.

		I cooed, “Ooh, oh, oh.”

		She pressed a third finger inside me and rubbed my clit with the pad of her thumb.

		I rocked harder and faster. Whispered, “Oh, yeah, yeah.”

		James only went down on me a few times. He didn’t like it. When he did, I always came.

		Quickly, I felt that familiar sensation again. Not surprising, considering the dry spell I’d been on. Did getting off this way have something to do with it, too?

		It felt wrong. Did that make it hotter? Sexier?

		How fucked up was that?

		I sat up straighter, leaning on my arms now. My stomach undulated like waves on an ocean. “Oh, oh.”

		I clenched my teeth and hissed.

		Carrie stopped and climbed up over me again, forcing me back down to the bed. “Not yet, my beauty.”

		She put her hand behind my head and kissed me hard on the lips. Her tongue lapped viciously around inside my mouth. The taste of tangy pussy—my pussy—unleashed a euphoric response inside me.

		Her fingers still inside me, wiggling quickly, I grabbed her big breast. I squeezed. She kissed me deeper, harder, with so much passion and anger. And now I wanted her as much as she wanted me. Her two fingers pumped inside me. I turned my face from her kiss, needing to breathe. She kissed my neck.

		I felt my orgasm building—she did too. I moaned and rocked my hips. The bed shook under us. She showered my neck and shoulder with wet, sloppy, noisy kisses. My body tensed. Never an aggressive lover, I seized a fistful of her hair. I pulled. Her gasp made me smile.

		“Oh, yes,” she said.

		“Oh. Oh. Yeah. Yeah,” I screamed.

		Carrie never let up her finger assault of my pussy.

		I fisted the sheets and hissed and bucked. “Oh, yes. Yes. Yes!”

		I grabbed her hanging tit. I dug my fingers into her moist, warm flesh. I squeezed as my orgasm reached its crescendo. My body locked up. I screamed.

		For what seemed like forever, I was locked in its embrace, then just as quickly, the feeling passed. My body relaxed. I gasped with relief, able to take a breath again. I pressed my hand against her hand. Keeping her inside me as she wiggled her fingers about. Slower now. Gently stirring the afterglow of my orgasm, like making a smooth milkshake.

		She kissed me. This time I hungrily accepted her tongue.

		When I finally released her hands from my pussy, she rubbed her pussy juice covered fingers over my lips and into my mouth. The tangy taste was intoxicating to me. Then she kissed me.

		She started to roll away, but I grabbed her arm. “Oh, no.”

		This time I threw her back onto the bed. I was so fucking horny. I couldn’t ever remember feeling that way. “We’re not done yet.”

		She smiled her overbite smile at me. “We’re not?”

		“Hell, no.”

		I felt a mix of emotions, to be honest. Horny as fuck, yes. But also, angry and embarrassed and giddy with adrenaline—or something else.

		I pushed Carrie back onto the bed, reversing out positions. I was on top now. I was the dominant one. I squeezed her tits. Then I covered her body with my lithe one, rubbing my sex against hers, rubbing my tiny tits against hers, aggressively shoving my body into her, grinding against her. Exerting all my confused, angry feelings.

		She grabbed both my ass cheeks and squeezed. Hard. “That’s it, Brianna. Fuck me.”

		I pumped my hips against her the way James did when we made love, pretending I was slamming a big cock into her cunt. She wrapped her legs around me, locked me against her while she fisted my hair, forced more kisses down my throat.

		“That’s it,” she said. “Fuck me hard. Make me come.”

		I kissed her nipples, wetting them with my tongue, biting them. Carrie winced at the pain but snarled, “Harder.”

		She combed my hair out of my face with her fingers.

		“I hate you,” I said between licking her nipples and kissing her hungry mouth.

		“Go down on me. Make me come, Brianna.”

		I sat back and ran my thumb over her pink pussy lips.

		“Harder,” she breathed. “Harder.”

		I took her hand and put it over her pussy. “Put your fingers in your pussy.”

		She did so.

		I pulled her hand away. “Now suck on them.”

		I pushed her fingers into her mouth. She eagerly sucked them in.

		She returned her hand to her pussy, rubbing her clit.

		I inserted two fingers into her cunt.

		She rocked her hips.

		I pushed her legs further apart, increasing the tempo of my finger fucking.

		Carrie shivered and kept rubbing her clit.

		“You want more?” I asked.

		“Yes.”

		“Tell me you like it.”

		“I think you like it more.” She rolled her eyes back and clenched her teeth.

		I kept at it. Carrie playfully slapped my little tits and tweaked her nipples with one hand.

		“Keep playing with yourself,” I said.

		Carrie continued to rub her clit, strumming it like a guitar. She moaned. squirming. “Oh. Oh, yeah.”

		I hooked my hair back behind my ear, examining the look of ecstasy on her face.

		I pumped fingers inside her faster, biting my lower lip, snorting. Her pussy coating my fingers in warm, glistening pussy juices. “You like being finger fucked by your almost daughter—in—law, don’t you?”

		Carrie pressed her lips together hard, moaning.

		“Tell me how much you like it?” I snarled.

		“I like it,” she gasped. Her back arched. Her stomach clutched. “I like it. Keep fucking me. Don’t stop.”

		Her fingers rubbed her clit as fast as I could pump my fingers in her pussy.

		Carrie clutched her ass, raised her hips off the bed, moaning, “Oh, oh, oh, oh.”

		Her body shook and her big tits jiggled and flopped around. “Oh, yes. Yes, yes.”

		She shook her head back and forth, caught in the crescendo of her climax. She begged, “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

		Carrie hissed then screamed. “Yes. Yes!”

		She moved her hand from her clit. She grabbed me by the neck and pulled me toward her face. She kissed me. I kept my fingers inside, still pumping but slower now.

		Carrie had orgasmed. Her body relaxed like a suddenly deflated balloon.

		She moaned, her open mouth against mine. She reached between my legs and ran her finger through my swollen pussy lips. “You’re still wet.”

		Truth was, I’d come once, but I was still horny, maybe even hornier than I’d been before.

		“I have a surprise,” Carrie said. Rolling off the bed. She stood up, paused, and looked down at me. “Please don’t run off.”

		I laid back on the bed, warm, spent, and curious. “I won’t.”

		She opened the drawer to the bedside dresser and pulled out a device. It had leather straps and a buckle and what looked like a large cock attached to it.

		Naive me, asked, “What’s that?”

		“You’ve never seen a strap-on before?” she asked, stepping into one of the leg loops.

		I ran my hand over my sex in anticipation. “Only in pornos.”

		She tightened the straps around her hips and rubbed lubricant over the pink, rubber phallic shaft. On her knees, she climbed back onto the bed. She used two hands to rub the lube along the shaft.

		“Did you use it with your girlfriends?”

		She smiled at the memories. “And with big Jim, too.”

		I raised my eyebrows at that. “Anally?”

		She nodded.

		“But it’s so big.”

		“It took some practice.” She squatted down between my spread legs. “We had it custom made. It’s molded after Big Jim himself. Said it made him feel like he was part of the fun with my ladies.”

		I thought about her using it on him. “And a way for him to fuck himself.”

		She laughed. “That, too.”

		I admired it for a moment more. James hadn’t inherited that part of his father. But James had been a thoughtful lover, excellent in bed in other ways.

		Carrie held the rubber cock in two hands.

		I spread my legs apart. I peeled my wet pussy lips back.

		Carrie pressed the bulbous head into my sex.

		I moaned.

		She slowly pushed in further.

		I moaned louder.

		And further.

		I winced. I clutched the sheets under me.

		Carrie rocked then grabbed under my lags. She pulled me up off the bed, pulled me closer to her, pushing that large cock deeper into my sex.

		“Oh. Oh!”

		She pumped, and I rocked. Snorting, “Oh, yes. Oh, yes.”

		The bed groaned under us. Its springs squawked.

		Carrie’s hair spilled out from her bun, covered her face as she rocked back and forth. Her stomach contracted with each thrust. Faster and harder.

		I snorted. “Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah. Oh, yeah.”

		I rode her fake cock hard and fast. It didn’t take long for that familiar orgasmic fire to flood through me, seize me, and then take me over the edge in a final climactic explosion of pleasure. I screamed and shuddered. Then my body went limp. Sweat dotted my forehead. Carrie slowed her pumping, pushing gently now, allowing me to ride the gentle afterglow of my orgasm, sending occasional spasms of pleasure through me. With a final shudder, my body went limp. I closed my eyes,

		Exhausted, sated, and exhilarated.

		“My God,” I gasped as Carrie popped the fake cock from my sex. “That was fucking…mind-blowing.”

		Carrie stretched out beside me. Her naked body, hot and still moist from our bath, lay against my skin. She finger-combed hair from my eyes. I did the same for her. We stared into each other’s eyes.

		“What happens now?” I asked.

		“Now?” She shook her head. “We go to sleep. In the morning, you close on the house and we probably never see each other again.”

		“What?”

		She kissed my mouth a final time. “You were an itch I needed to scratch, Brianna. Like this house, spreading James’ ashes. A final act, unfinished business that’s now finished. You have a new, unburdened life ahead of you. Close this chapter and move on. James would want you to. I want you to. Experience the fulness, the opportunities life presents to you. Don’t leave this world with regrets. Things maybe I should have done. Do them.”

		“But what if I don’t want it to end? What if I want this to be my new beginning? For you to be my someone special?”

		“I’m flattered, sweetie, but that not what this was about.”

		“What was it about?”

		“Opening your eyes to new, unthought-of possibilities,” Carrie said. “Moving you on, away from James and this life, pushing you into your new life.”

		“And for you?”

		She smiled. “Ensure I didn’t leave her regretting not doing what we did.” She kissed my cheek and settled in next to me. “Good night.”

		We fell asleep like that, naked, in each other’s arms.

		When I woke up the following day, Carrie was gone.

		I never saw or heard from her again, but I think of her often, as I do James, not with sorrow or regret. But with a smile, Happy for having known and for having had the experiences with them that I did.

		

		♥♥♥

		

		

		

		If you enjoyed Brianna & Carrie, be sure to check out Cammie’s other steamy hot stories,
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