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The Other Woman



Going on break was a good thing for most of the other students at my college. Some had big plans to go to the beach or a hot vacation spot. Mine wasn't so good.

My father passed away a few months ago, and I needed to return home and help mom with things around the house. Mainly looking through things and getting them organized.

I pulled into my old neighborhood and saw the usual cars parked in their typical spots.

As I turned onto the road to my house, I saw a large blue SUV parked in the driveway.

I got out and looked at the plate. It was from out of state. 'Did mum get a rental?' I thought.

I walked into the house and heard laughter. Two women were laughing, and one of them was my mother.

"Mom?" I asked as I entered the living room.

"Daniel!" my mom smiled as she stood and hugged me.

I hugged her and looked at the younger woman, smiling at me, drinking wine. She was older than me but younger than my mom.

"This is Candice," my mom introduced her.

"The other woman," Candice laughed.

My mom laughed along with her.

"What!" I exclaimed.

"Sit down Daniel," my mom said, holding my hand and letting me sit beside her on the couch.

I stared at my mom as she took a deep breath.

"I was going through your father's things," she stared at me. "I found, well I found," she stopped.

"It's okay," Candice said, putting her wine glass down.

"Your father was using his out-of-town trips for work to meet other women," Candice explained. "I was one of many."

"What, no, my father loved my mother, he told me!" I stood up in shock. "No! I won't believe you!" I shouted at her.

"Daniel Andrews!" my mother yelled at me. "It's true!"

"Mom! He told me many times he loved you, it can't be true," I shook my head.

"Fine!" my mom said, pushing Candice's hand away. "See for yourself!"

My mom got up and launched a laptop at me. It hit my shoulder hard, and she started throwing wadded-up paper balls at me.

"Mom!" I said as I grabbed her. "I am sorry!" I hugged her.

"He did this Daniel, even after he fell sick and I did everything for him, he was still emailing and having online chats with all of them!" she cried.

"I think you should go lie down, Ashley," Candice said.

"Thank you, I think I will," my mother said.

My mom smiled and kissed my cheek. "He wasn't the man you thought he was, you will see."

I watched my mom go up the stairs to her room.

"I will leave you to it," Candice said as she looked at the paper balls on the floor. "I am staying at the Hampton Inn by the highway, if you want to talk."

Candice walked out of the house, and I was left alone. I stared at the laptop I had never seen and shook my head.

I unpacked my stuff in my old bedroom and then sat down. I started looking at the papers, and it was confirmed that my father was emailing and talking with other women. At first, I thought he was being polite, but this was more than being polite.

I booted up his laptop and found pictures of him with these women. Some were unbearable to look at; then I read that he had kids with some of these women. I rushed to the bathroom and puked.

My father, my rock in this life, was cheating on my mother. I found out that I wasn't the only child like I had always thought. Hell, I wasn't even the oldest. My mother was just one of these women, just the one he decided to settle down with because she was the closest to his main office.

The further I dug into my father, the more I found, and the more I found, the more I had to rush to the bathroom. My father took me hunting once and told me to be a man, always to love someone, and to stay true like he did with my mother. He told me that cold morning that he loved her and would do anything for her. It was a lie!

I heard a commotion outside and saw my mother in our backyard.

When I walked out there, it was late afternoon. "I am so sorry I didn't believe you," I said as I approached her.

"It's okay," she smiled. "I didn't believe it at first."

There was a huge pile of my father's things. Things he loved and cherished. I saw record albums he told me never to touch as a kid and things he said were more precious than gold. It was all piled up in a heap.

"I was going to give it away to charities," my mother said. "But changed my mind."

She lit a match and threw it onto the pile. It went up quickly as the fire roared through it.

We stared at it as the fire consumed everything my father loved in this world. I was sure other women around the nation had done or were doing the same thing with other things my father had accumulated through his travels.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"You look like him," Candice smiled as I met her the following day.

"Everyone says that," I shook my head. "I used to like it, but now."

"Don't," Candice shook her head. It's not your fault like I told your mother. None of this is your fault."

"I should have been there for her," I said.

"You are there for her now," Candice said.

"Are you a therapist?" I asked.

"Worse," Candice said, "A cop."

"No way!" I responded.

"Hostage negotiator, actually," Candice said proudly.

"How did he meet you?" I asked.

"Does it matter?" Candice asked. "Will it change anything?"

"No, I guess it wouldn't," I
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