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I didn’t mean for it to happen.

I pulled the car out into the driveway and parked it. I got out and smoothed my skirt down. With a check of my thin, gold ladies Rolex, I saw we had plenty of time. The sun shone down bright and warm. A cloudless sky. A crisp, clear, beautiful spring day. Still, I didn’t like to wait until the last minute and then have to rush around like a nut, panicked, worried about traffic, worried about parking, or how long the security lines were at the airport.

I glanced across the street at my neighbor’s house. There was no sign of activity, but I knew Candice was inside, hopefully packing and getting ready. I caught myself tapping my toe and stopped. “Patience, Donna, patience.”

For fifteen years, I’ve lived across the street from Candice and her mom Wendy, who happened to be my best friend in the world. Wendy was four years divorced. She’d taken the split hard. She’d thrown herself into work but had otherwise isolated herself socially. She didn’t go out much. And she didn’t date at all.

Her daughter, Candice—Candy to those who knew her well—on the other hand, seemed to have weathered it all quite well. An only child, her father had stuck around long enough to see her finish from high school. Then he was gone. I had a sense the two of them didn’t get along much before he left. Definitely not at all now that he was gone. Candice went off to college, graduated, and was now set to fly off to New York and start her first real job. Her new life.

That was who I was waiting on now.

I was excited for the young girl. Wendy, on the other hand, I worried about. She couldn’t even take time off from work to drive Candice to the airport. ‘She can take an Uber,’ Wendy had said. Which seemed harsh, but I also thought Wendy might have wanted to avoid that final goodbye.

So I volunteered to drive her myself. I was happy to do it, too. I loved Candy like a daughter. 

I checked my watch again. No visible activity from across the street. Plenty of time, I told myself. “Still, it can’t hurt to go over and check on her,” I said, crossing the street and letting myself into their home.

The door was unlocked. That’s something we all did in the neighborhood. A safe place to live.

Upstairs, I found Candice’s bedroom door open.

I knocked anyway and went in.

She was on the balcony, looking out over their backyard. The sun bright and warm. A gentle breeze stirred the curtains framing the open French doors. The water in the in-ground pool below shimmered and sparkled.

“You’re all packed up?” I asked, noticing the single suitcase, its handle extended, and a black Gucci purse.

“Yeah. I just wanted a last look. I’m gonna miss it here. I didn’t think it would be this hard to leave.”

Candice came in from the balcony. She’d gone to community college. This would be her first time away from home. She was a lovely girl; smart, funny, and sensitive, and at twenty-two, with her long brown hair and long legs and narrow hips, an avid runner, she was knockdown gorgeous, just like her mom.

And as unlucky at love as well.

Candice dated a lot, but she’d never had a relationship with a boy last longer than a few months. Currently, she was between boyfriends, as she liked to say. Not a bad thing, considering her imminent move to New York. There would be plenty of eligible men in the big city for her to find.

“Of course. It’s your home. You okay?” I asked, sitting down on the end of the bed.

She sat down next to me. “Sure.” She shrugged her shoulders. “I guess.”

She had on a pair of tight stretch pants and a clingy, sleeveless white T-shirt, and a tasteful pair of black pumps. Her jacket was tossed over her suitcase and purse. Always a fashion diva, she had impeccable taste in clothes and spent hours making herself look great, not that it was necessary. The girl was one of those fortunate, natural beauties.

I caught a whiff of her perfume. Jasmine. Pretty.

“I wish Mom could’ve been here to take me to the airport.”

“She wanted to, you know that, right?”

“Yeah. I know.” She leaned back on her arms with a forlorn expression, staring at her suitcase. Then she brightened. “But thank you so much for taking me, Mrs. B. I really appreciate it.”

“Of course, sweetie.” I patted her thigh. “I’d do anything for you and your mom. You know that.”

She smiled. “I do.”

“And no more of this Mrs. B stuff. You’re twenty-two years old now. A beautiful young lady heading out on her own in the world. Besides, that just makes me feel old.”

“You’re not old, Mrs. um, Donna.”

“You’re so sweet.” I brushed her long straight hair back from the side of her face and stroked her cheek with the back of my hand. What I did next, I don’t know what made me do it. Maybe it was how grown-up Candice looked, or how pretty she was, or that I would miss her, too. I don’t know why, but I leaned in and tilted her face toward me, and I kissed her. On the mouth!

I pulled back. Oh, shit. What’d I just do? “Candy, I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have....”

“No. It’s okay,” Candice looked away, fingering the charm on her necklace, looking nervous and shy. And shocked. But she had a smile on her face though she was flushed beet red. From how hot my cheeks were, I could just imagine what my face looked like.

When she looked back at me, she swept her hair from her face and gave me a tentative smile. She and her mom both knew I was bi. In to guys and girls, but mostly girls. I had boyfriends and girlfriends. Some they’d met.

It’d never been a thing between us, until that moment.

I apologized again. “I am so so sorry, Candy. I shouldn’t have.”

“It’s okay,” Candice said. “Really.”

With me still feeling like I would die of embarrassment, she did something I never expected. Candice leaned in close to me. She was hesitant. Tentative. But she lifted my chin with her hand. And...

She kissed me back.

Her mouth was soft as butter. She flicked the tip of her tongue against my lips. I closed my eyes. I let out a low breathless moan.

Reluctantly. Very, very reluctantly, I pushed her back, breaking the tender connection between our lips. “Candy, no. We can’t.”

“You started it,” she said, only half-teasing from the sound of it.

I did. “And I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry.”

She moved in closer to me. “Stop saying that. I’m not.”

“You’re not?”

Candice stroked my hair. She looked deep into my eyes. Hers were such a pretty shade of green, like the color of grass. She rested a hand on mine. “No. I...I never said anything, but I’ve thought about you. About a moment like this. About what it might be like to be with you.”

“Really?”

She nodded. “Really.”

“Why didn’t you say anything?”

She sighed. “I couldn’t. You and Mom are such close friends. I mean, she’d properly freak. I’ve never told her I’m interested....”

“In girls?”

“In women.”

“You could have told me.” Not sure what I could have said or done if she had.

“No, I couldn’t.” She shook her head. “I was too afraid.”

“Afraid of what?”

“That,” she looked away, “that you wouldn’t feel the same way about me.”

“Oh, sweetie.” I reached out and turned her face back towards me. “I love you.”

“I know that. Sure. Because I’m your best friend’s daughter. I would’ve died if I told you, and...you know, you didn’t love me that way.”

I put a hand on her cheek. So warm and soft. I felt a tingle rush through my body. Of course, I could love her that way. “You mean this way.”

I leaned in and tenderly kissed her mouth. This time I parted my lips and felt her mouth open as well. I pushed my tongue into her mouth. She stiffened and then relaxed, accepting my tongue, accepting that we were kissing, making out.

Part of me wanted to pull away, to run away, but it felt too good, too enticing. I stayed. And I continued passionately kissing Candice as she scooted closer to me. Her arms snaked around my body, and she pressed her body up against mine.

As we kissed, making soft, wet smacking sounds, our kissing grew more passionate, more desperate, deeper. Candice flipped my long hair back over my shoulders. We pressed our bodies together. She ran her hands over my breasts and pushed my shirt up to my throat. I wore a pretty black bra. My nipples harden, pressed against the lace.

I swallowed. “We shouldn’t do this,” I tried one last time. I was going to be the strong one. The adult. But I so wanted her.

“But I want this,” Candice said, her voice part whining and part begging.

“I do, too. I really do, but we shouldn’t.”

“We have plenty of time before my flight,” Candice said, showering me with more kisses. Her hands roamed over my breasts, squeezing and kneading them.

“That’s not what I mean.”

“I know.” She smiled against my mouth. Her radiant eyes sparkled with mirth and desire. I put my arms up, and Candice took my shirt off. She went back to caressing my breasts. “These are wonderful.”

A point of personal pride, my breasts. Large and real.

I pulled her against me and kissed her hard on the mouth.

She ran her hands through my hair, flinging it aside. She pushed my head back. Kissed my earlobe. Kissed my throat. Kissed the swell of my breasts. Goosebumps formed on the flesh of my cleavage.

“Have you ever been with a girl
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