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It had been a week since my unexpected encounter—indiscretion—with the neighbor's kid, Daisy. The result of my snooping through my daughter Shay's laptop. She'd left in the kitchen. On it, I’d uncovered a sex tape. One of her experimenting sexually with her best friend, Daisy, from the house across the shared neighborhood greenspace.

The girls were nineteen, friends since forever. That they'd entered into a sexual relationship didn't bother me in the least. That they'd captured the moment on video—and saved it was a bit more concerning. But what boggled my mind was discovering it had been a plant, the instrument of a matchmaking effort between the girls to set Daisy up to seduce... me!

And probably the most mind-blowing aspect of it all was, falling for it, I'd had one of the most wonderful sexual experiences of my life with the young, dark-haired girl I'd known since she was no taller than my knee. 

That Wednesday morning, I sat at my kitchen table, sipped my coffee and looked out over the common green space the neighborhood houses were built around. The sun shone brightly. With the windows open I could hear the songbirds and the low rumble of lawnmowers in the distance. The sky was a perfect backdrop of light blue with small cotton ball clouds dotting the horizon. I took in a deep breath of the rich, fresh air that drifted through the room, stirring the curtains.

A slow start to my day, I enjoyed the tranquility of it all, reminiscing over my encounter with Daisy, and wondering what the beautiful, dark-haired teen was doing at that very moment. Was she thinking about me? Had it been as good for her as it had been for me? The feelings she'd stirred in me I couldn't push from my thoughts. I decided then and there that if such an opportunity came up again, I wouldn't fight it like I had but rather embrace it. 

She was nineteen. Legal. An adult, I told myself. I'd done nothing wrong.

So, what then, was it? Why did I feel so uneasy about the whole thing? That I was closer to fifty than I was forty? That at forty, I'd still be twice the young girl's age. Or was it that she was Shay’s best friend?

"They had set me up," I said to my coffee cup. They had both wanted it for me, for us.

My lazy, morning musing came to a sudden halt when a sharp knock at my front door broke the peaceful quiet of the morning. Not expecting anyone, I rose, wearing an old pair of sweatpants and a loose tee, my blond hair tangled with bed head. It didn't matter; it was 8:00 AM on a Wednesday. No one I cared about would be up and at my door this early. Probably a delivery or some marketer I’d need to chase away.

I walked barefoot through the living room to the front hall. At the mirror, I patted at my natty hair, wondering who it could be. I grabbed the doorknob and pulled it open to see...

The last person I expected. "Marianne."

Daisy's mother.

Her arms across her chest. Her oval face unreadable. "Allison. We need to talk."

A crucial fragment of a conversation I'd had with Daisy came to mind, replaying in my brain, spoken while I'd been trying—unsuccessfully—to not devour the pretty young girl sexually. I'd said, 'Someone might find out.'

'Who?' she asked.

'Shay. Your parents. God, your mom. What would she say if she found out?' 

'She won’t find out,” Daisy had said. “I’m not going to tell her. Are you?'

Staring at Marianne standing on my stoop, her stern features told me someone had.

"Of course," I said. "Come in." I held the door open and stepped to one side. My knees shook under my loose sweatpants. I also remembered Daisy telling me, 'If my parents find out I’m into girls, they’ll freak.' I was sure it would be even worse if they learned her lesbian affair had been with her best-friend's mother. God, this was going to be awful.

Marianne was a few inches shorter than me. A few years younger, too. Just forty, or maybe forty-one. Her jet-black hair cascaded down her shoulders—much longer than Daisy's pixie-cut—with a few strands of silver wisping through her temples. Her warm, olive skin-tone and slight almond-shaped deep brown eyes suggested an Asian ethnicity in her background. Not something she'd ever revealed to me, but we weren't super close. More the wave and how-are-you kind of neighbors. She wore tight, skin-hugging jeans and a loose plaid red and black work shirt over a white T-shirt. Her body was soft and shapely, suggesting a settled acceptance into her middle-aged, suburban life. 

But her eyes, they were chocolate brown, pretty, but sad. The skin around them tight, pinched, as if she hadn't laughed or smiled in quite some time. I motioned her through the dining room. We went to the kitchen. I put the island between us—a buffer.

"I have coffee," I said watching her carefully fold her hands one over the other and lay them on the smooth granite countertop. 

"Fine." Her voice was neutral, not friendly, nor icy.

I gestured to the couch in the gathering room. "Please have a seat. I'll get it." 

Having been neighbors for nearly fifteen years, and though we weren’t close, I knew how she took her coffee. Our girls were best friends since the day we moved in. We'd been to tons of school and sporting events, neighborhood gatherings, and other community functions over the years together. We were friendly and had a casual understanding of each other's lives. Marianne knew I was divorced and I knew she'd be better off if she was.

I circled the couch and handed her cup to her—impressed my hand didn't shake. She accepted it with a forced smile. I settled into the cushion next to her, folding one leg under me so I faced her. Head on. "What's up, Marianne?"

The air between us thickened, so tense I doubted a knife could've cut it. But that might have just been me. Marianne wrapped her hands around the ceramic mug, as if warming them. She stared into the still swirling brown liquid.

"Tell me," she said finally. Her voice was low, smooth, almost flat. "How did it happen?"

Expecting some form of it, the question still hit like a punch to my gut. I faked ignorance. "How did what happen?"

"Please don't deny it. You and Daisy." Her voice was sharp but not particularly accusatory. More, just sad. 

"I won't." I shifted in my seat, more uncomfortable than I'd ever felt in my life. "It... wasn't planned."

"They never are."

There was something about the way she said it—calm, detached. It unnerved me more than outright anger would have. That, one could have expected. Marianne watched me, studying me as I shifted in my seat, as if measuring me. I felt like I was under a microscope. Every movement observed. Every flicker of hesitation noticed. 

Still, no anger. Not even judgment. 

"The first time I caught Ben cheating," she said, her husband and Daisy's father, "that's what he said. Wasn't planned." Marianne pressed her lips into a tight line. "Just happened. And now, after a dozen more times... I understand."

"You do?" When I caught my husband cheating, I didn't understand. The first time I kicked him out. One and done. I divorced him.

Marianne leaned forward, put her mug down on the coffee table with careful precision, staring at it as she sat back. "I understand it. A loveless marriage. A once hot relationship that gradually cools, then grows cold. The loneliness of— "

I put a hand on her wrist. "Marianne, I... She—Daisy—has an infatuation. A girl crush, I guess. I didn't expect any of it to happen. Not her advances, and definitely not that I'd... react the way I did."

It was a subtle change. The way her shoulders eased. How her gaze shifted, became less assertive, more thoughtful, something between resignation and vulnerability. Her long fingers twitched, pulled at unseen lint from her jeans. "But the loneliness. The lack of affection. Attraction. It... it's Okay." She looked at me. When she spoke, her voice sounded less uncertain, now firmer. "I get it, Allison." She focused her gaze on me. "Ben's... infidelity. It's been hard. As I'm sure Ted's was... "

My husband, he'd strayed, and I'd caught him. The sting of betrayal, the feeling of a wasted life, yes, it hurt.

"Hard on me," Marianne said. "But, also on Daisy. She can tell there’s something wrong between us. Feel it. It’s got to affect her... Make her angry, confused. Ben and I... our relationship hasn't been what I'd call loving, or even healthy for
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