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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
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