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Chapter 1

Kristin sighed and pushed a handful of her brunette locks back out of her face. She leaned over and blew the beautiful white votive candles out one by one, then uncrossed her long legs, which she’d adorned with fishnets for the occasion. Her pride had been injured yet again, but more so her heart ached.

Kristin kicked off her high-heels and sighed. Once again, she’d gone to the trouble of putting on Mario’s favorite outfit after leaving work early. He loved to see her in black lace, and so she’d purchased a new teddy a few months back—a tight black mini-skirt with lace trimming and a form-fitting blouse to match. Tonight, she even went to the trouble of wrapping a huge red ribbon around her waist, just because she thought it would make him smile. Yet, once again, Mario seemed to have forgotten about her.

One hour turned into two, and finally after three hours had passed Kristin had lost all hope. Mario was the type of man who had many strengths but honoring his commitments to his young wife was an area where he often fell short. 

He’d met Kristin at a singles meetup in the park. Together they’d talked about back-packing across Europe together and all the things that both of them wanted to do. Mario had dreams of owning his own marketing firm and Kristin had dreams of being a principal dancer with the Chicago ballet. One date had turned into two, which eventually gave way to a nervous proposal atop the Eiffel tower just a few years later. Mario’s dear mother adored Kristin, and all had felt right in the world until Mario got a new job with a new firm that had promised to make him a partner if he put in the work. Mario was determined to win the position.

They had not even been married two years, yet Mario was already spending more late nights at the office than Kristin could even count. Needless to say, Kristin had quite a few suspicions, even though she dared not to voice them. 

While she hoped that he would never have an affair (or at least not so soon after their young marriage had just started), Mario was undeniably handsome and was unfortunately quite popular with his female coworkers. Even worse, Mario reveled shamelessly in the attentions he received. He was the golden boy of the office and he knew it.

Yet, even with all of this, Mario seemed to be a great guy. Kristin never doubted that he cared for her as he labored away at his marketing firm, pulling long hours in order to take her on extravagant vacations and buy her small tokens of his deep affection. Whenever he traveled out of the country, they would video chat at night, and would often fall asleep with the connection open. Yet, where had all of that gone? In just a few short months, it seemed as though the best parts of their marriage had been wiped away.

Kristin started to clear the plates from the small table she’d set for two, just as she heard the key in the lock. The front door creaked open. 

Suddenly, Mario stood before her, smiling with genuine adoration in his eyes. He seemed sincerely moved at her efforts to bring them closer and apologetic at his failings. It was clear that he felt guilty that once again, he’d forgotten their date night.

“Oh sweetheart, you look so beautiful,” Mario idled up beside her and began to feverishly kiss the side of Kristin’s long neck. His hands wandered to her waist and slid upwards, feeling the pattern of the black lace, which was firm against Kristin’s perfect body. He cupped her breasts and moaned softly. 

Her body always felt warm and soft, and the closer they grew, the more she felt like home. Kristin always provided him with a soft place to land. She was his calm in the storm, and no matter what stressor he faced at work—he knew he could go home and lose himself in the comfort of her waiting body. Just touching her brought him a sense of peace, an instant reprieve from whatever worries or fears he held within himself. Though Mario hated to admit it—he had many demons that he kept locked up tight, and a lot of a secrets too. Perhaps one day he’d be able to share his true self with Kristin, but he knew that the timing was not right for that yet. Besides, what if she didn’t love him after he revealed his true nature? Mario feared losing her more than anything.

“Where were you?” Kirsten asked. Mario shook his head and smiled wickedly. 

“I was working on the Lebovitz account at work. I had a meeting, remember? I told you about it last night.” Mario looked incredibly dapper in his fitted suit and tie. He hair was gelled back, and inexplicably he smelled as though he was freshly showered. 

“Did you stop off at the gym?” Kristen wanted to know. There was a slight change in Mario’s eyes. 

“I told you, I was at the meeting. We’re trying to secure the pot roast ads, remember? I told you about this already.” He sneered.

Kristen didn’t want to argue, but he certainly hadn’t told her about any meeting, just as he obviously hadn’t remembered that tonight was also their two-year wedding anniversary. 

Mario could sense that he’d done something wrong and appeared to fumble with his pockets for just a moment. “Oops!” he said, smiling devilishly. Then, he winked and pulled a small box out and handed it to her. Kristen popped the box open and drew back, gasping at the beautiful diamond necklace which sparkled in the dim light. 

“I could never forget you, sweetie, and I could never forget the day we got married,” he said. With tears brimming in her eyes, Kristin wrapped her arms around his neck and started to cry as he placed the necklace around her neck with gentle fingertips. Feelings of love and desire swelled in her and in that moment, she felt immense gratitude for all that Mario was. He wasn’t perfect, but no one was...and at least he loved her. That much was certain. Yet, as she pulled away, something caught her attention. There was a smear of lipstick on his collar—a dark red shade, that most certainly didn’t belong to her. 

Mario was having an affair. 

Chapter 2

As he kissed her lips hard, Kristin’s mind wandered. Had Mario turned to another woman because she had failed him in some way? Was she too cold? That couldn’t have been the reason—she’d made herself available to him almost constantly. Maybe that was it. Maybe she was too available.

Were there things she’d done wrong? Did Mario feel unsatisfied? Yet, at her core, she knew that none of this was true; Mario loved her deeply. If he had wandered it was because he was looking for something that she could not possibly provide, and in that moment, Kristin resolved to find out what that something was. Whoever the other woman was—she was going to hunt her down and teach her a thing or two.

Kristin began her hunt by making a mental note of the shade of lipstick she’d found on his collar. Then, the next morning after Mario had left for work, she started to rummage through his pants pockets.

While Mario was generally clean and organized, when it came to his pockets he was not at all clean or well-mannered at all. Inside his pockets there were many items.  There were gum wrappers, old receipts, loose change and business cards for establishments that Kristin had never heard of. The biggest surprise was the many tickets for a gentlemen’s club called the Cat’s Den that she found. There was also a second, more discrete business card with the name Candy written on the back. Immediately, Kristin wondered who Candy was and how well she knew Mario. Was Candy Mario’s other woman?

Kristin had to find out. 

The name of the club was fitting. From the pictures that Kristin googled on the Internet, the building looked as though it were designed in the shape of a large black cat. Kristin headed toward the Cat’s Den and after Mario left for work the next day. She took the train to the Western part of town in search of more information, fueled by both anger and grief. She felt angry and betrayed. Even worse, the more she tried to imagine the woman that Mario was having an affair with, the more her mind spun out of control. By the time she reached the Cat’s Den she was a mess of tangled hair and tears. Still, Kristin was never one to back down. She would not lose her marriage to anyone—especially not to a call girl. Kristin approached the doorman. 

“I would like to come into this club please,” she said, reaching into her purse. “It’s forty bucks,” the man said, not even batting an eye. Kristen dug out two crumpled twenty dollar bills and slapped them on the counter, furious. Having to pay to confront the woman who’d slept with her husband only added insult to injury. 

“Is Candy dancing tonight?” Kristin wanted to know. “Why? You her sister or something, or are you hot on her?” The man asked. “Something like that,” Kristin offered up a pristine fake smile. “I think she’ll be on in about twenty minutes or so. She never mentioned having a girl...” he said. “We’re a very private couple,” Kristin said as she stepped over the threshold.

While she’d fumed the entire way over to the club, she’d never considered what she would actually say if she came face to face with the woman who’d so selfishly taken part in breaking her heart. As Kristin worked on what words she was going to use, she rounded the corner and immediately spotted Mario across the room. 

Quickly, Kristin ducked down behind the nearest coat-rack. “Lady, are you okay?” The door man asked. “I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, but if you start trouble, you’re out!” He barked. Kristin started to fiddle with her shoe, trying to quiet him down. “No trouble, I assure you. My heel...I just broke my heel.” She said convincingly. The doorman shook his head and walked away. 

When the doorman was out of sight, Kristin pulled out her cellphone and snapped a quick photo of Mario and Candy kissing. Then, she snapped another photo of Mario with his hand up Candy’s tight shirt. 

Mario was sitting at a table, with the young redhead perched atop his lap. Kristin watched from behind the coat-rack as they giggled and enjoyed themselves. Mario’s hands wandered all over Candy’s shapely thighs and Kristin shivered as her husband’s hand gently touched Candy’s back. For a brief moment, Kristin wished that he was touching her body instead. Then, he took out a wad of bills and stuffed them into the beautiful red head’s bra. Just last week Mario had denied her a trip to Virginia to visit her parents due to lack of funds...and this was why. He was spending all of their extra cash on Candy.

Kristin was both mortified and turned on. It was like watching some kind of horrible car crash, from which she could not turn away. Slowly, she watched as Mario stood and took Candy by the hand. He led her back towards the private lap dance rooms, which were dimly lit and smelled of liquor. Kristin followed, hanging far enough back to avoid detection.

Kristin
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