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Ross slouched at the kitchen table, the day’s grind at the dealership still clinging to him like exhaust fumes. His tie was loosened, shirt sleeves rolled up, and he was nursing a beer when his wife Janine breezed in. She looked polished. A bit too well made up after a long day at the law firm, her long blonde hair immaculate, her makeup fresh, her skirt hugging her hips just so. She tossed her purse on the counter and flashed a smile that didn’t quite land.

“Rough day selling cars?” she asked, grabbing a glass of wine.

Ross shrugged, eyeing her. “Same old. Pushy customers, stingy managers. Tough economy, hard to make sales. What’s up with you? You look like you just stepped off a magazine cover. Something happen at the firm?”

Janine’s hand paused mid-pour, then resumed, steady as ever. “Oh, you know. Files, phones, the usual. Kaplin’s got us running like headless chickens.” Her voice was light, but her eyes stayed on the wine, not him.

“Kaplin, huh?” Ross took a sip, watching her over the bottle. “That’s the big-shot lawyer you’re assigned to, right? He keeping you late again?”

She laughed, a little too quick, a little too sharp. “Yeah, A total workaholic. Always some last-minute brief to polish. Nothing new.” She leaned against the counter, sipping her wine, her fingers tapping the glass.

Ross leaned back, chair creaking. “You’ve been late a lot lately. Since you started working this secretary job. And you’re... I don’t know, jumpy. Like last night, you barely ate, kept checking your phone. Something going on with Kaplin?”

Her eyes flicked to him, then away, fast. “Jumpy? I’m just tired, Ross. Kaplin’s demanding, but it’s just work. It’s the corporate life. I’m not a waitress anymore.” She waved a hand, dismissive, but her shoulders were stiff.

He set the beer down, slow. “Just work, huh? You said last week he was ‘intense.’ What’s that mean? He yelling at you or what?”

Janine’s lips twitched, almost a wince. “Intense is just... the style. My boss is a perfectionist. Type A. Fussy about typos, pushes for overtime. It’s nothing I can’t handle.” She turned, rinsing her glass in the sink, her back to him like a shield.

Ross stood, stepping closer. “Janine, come on. You’re not telling me something. You’re home late, you’re wired, and you’re dodging. Is Kaplin crossing a line? You can tell me.”

She spun around, eyes flashing, but her voice stayed cool. “Crossing a line? No, Ross. It’s.. Kapin’s just my boss. A pain in the ass sometimes, but that’s it. I’m fine, really.” Her smile was tight.

He studied her, the way her gaze skittered, the faint flush on her cheeks. “Fine doesn’t look like you checking out mid-dinner or jumping when your phone pings. If he’s pulling some shit, flirting, touching, anything... you’d tell me, right?”

“Of course,” she said, too fast, stepping forward to rest a hand on his arm. “It’s just stress, honey. Kaplin’s a lot, but it’s all above board. Promise.”

“Alright, babe. I trust you. Just... don’t let them push you too far.”

She nodded against his chest, her breath uneven. “Never. You’d let them know if they did, right?”

“Damn right,” he said, kissing her forehead. 

—-
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Sunday evening, and the house was quiet except for the clink of dishes as Ross loaded the dishwasher. He’d spent the weekend trying to shake that uneasy feeling from Friday’s talk with Janine. She was sprawled on the couch now, scrolling her phone, her wine glass half-empty on the coffee table. Ross dried his hands and leaned against the counter, watching her. She hadn’t mentioned Kaplin all weekend, but somehow he was curious.

“Hey, babe,” he called, keeping it light. “How’s the firm treating you? Any more late nights with Kaplin?”

Janine’s thumb froze on her screen, just for a beat, before she looked up with a small smile. “It’s fine. Busy, but fine. Kaplin’s got a big case coming up, so it’s all hands on deck.” Her voice was smooth, although her fingers started tapping the phone case.

Ross walked over, sitting on the arm of the couch. “Yeah? You’ve been pretty quiet about it. Thought you’d have some war stories, you know. Maybe Kaplin giving orders, you saving the day.”

She laughed, but it was thin, like it got caught in her throat. “War stories? Nah, just boring legal secretary stuff. Preparing documents, filing, dodging coffee runs. Oh, but there’s this new girl, Alison, she’s got some stories.”

Ross raised an eyebrow, sensing an opening. “Alison, huh? What’s her deal?”

Janine shifted, tucking her legs under her, and launched in, her voice oddly deliberate. “So, Alison started last week, right? Fresh out of college, trying to make her mark. 

Anyway, she told me about her day. Kaplin called her into the office. She went in, all nervous, wanting to impress her new boss. Kaplin’s super friendly at first, you know? Complimenting her looks, her dress, saying she’s got ‘potential.’ But then things escalate, the boss gets all pervy. Starts going on about how her skirt ‘really fits her ass,’ telling her to unbutton her shirt more, that it’d look ‘classier.’ Total creep vibes.”

Ross leaned forward, his gut tightening. “Wait. You were there for this?”

She blinked, too quick, and shook her head. “Uh... no. She told me everything, every detail. Guess she had no one else to open up to.” Her tone was tight, eyes fixed on the couch.

Ross frowned. “Can’t she go to HR? Guy sounds like a lawsuit waiting to happen.”

Janine’s laugh was bitter, almost a scoff. “I told her that, but Kaplin’s high up in the biz. Best case, there’s a change of superviser, and Alison’s out of a job in a few months for ‘unrelated reasons.’ Worst case, her complaint gets tossed, and she’s slapped with a defamation suit. Either way, she’s screwed. You know how these big firms work, right?”

Ross sighed, rubbing his neck. “Poor girl. So, what happened next?”

Janine’s eyes flicked to him, then away, and she kept going, her voice a little too rehearsed. “The shirt thing. Well, Alison already had some cleavage showing, but Kaplin pushed her to undo more buttons, said it’d ‘elevate her look.’ She... told me... she hesitated, but they... negotiated, I guess. Ended up with two more buttons open.” Janine was in a loose sweatshirt, but she tugged the neckline down, exposing a flash of skin and the edge of her bra. “Something like this.”

Ross’s eyes widened. “Damn. That’s... a lot.”

“Yeah,” she said, letting the fabric snap back. “Bits of her bra were showing, super unprofessional. She buttoned up the second she left his office, though.”

“She couldn’t work like that,” Ross said, shaking his head.

“Nope, she fixed it fast. Then the butt stuff.” Janine’s voice dipped. “Kaplin kept complimenting her curves, told her to give a twirl. She did it. She said she felt flattered, you know? Doesn’t get that kind of attention often. Then Kaplan ‘accidentally’ dropped a pen, asked her to pick it up. When she bent over, ass out, says, ‘Nice skirt. What kind of material is this?’ and puts a hand on... her butt.” Her voice caught, just a fraction, and she clarified. “On Alison’s butt, I mean.”

Ross’s jaw tightened. “Wait, he groped her? On her first week?”

“It wasn’t groping, exactly,” Janine said. “It was just a touch.” 

“Anyway, that’s all that happened. She left after that.”

Ross was suspicious now. “It sounds like you understand Alison’s perspective a bit too much.”

Her head snapped up, eyes sharp. “Of course! Us girls are empathetic. Unlike you men. Okay? You’re the one who started asking me in the first place.”

He leaned closer, voice low. “You’d tell me if Kaplin tried that with you, right? No bullshit, Janine. I know you’re tough, but if he’s crossing lines...”

“He’s not,” she cut in, firm, standing to grab her wine glass. “It’s Alison’s mess, not mine. Why do I feel like one of the firm’s clients being questioned on the stand. I’m just trying to support another girl, being a good person. Can we drop it?”

Ross exhaled, wanting to push but seeing the wall she’d thrown up. “Alright, babe. ... if it’s more, I’m here.”

She nodded, her smile tight, and brushed past him to the kitchen. “I know. My salesman’s got my back, right?”

“Always,” he said, but a part of him wondered. 

—-
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Friday night, and Ross was sat on the couch, flipping through channels, the clock ticking past nine. The dealership had been a zoo all day, tire-kickers and lowballers draining his patience, and he was ready for Janine to come home, crack a bottle of wine, maybe loosen up together. When the front door finally clicked open, it was closer to ten. Janine swept in, a vision in a tight black dress, heels high enough to make her legs look endless. Her makeup was flawless. Smoky eyes, bold red lipstick... but as she breezed past, muttering about needing a shower, Ross caught a glimpse of her lips. The lipstick was smeared, just a touch, like it had been rubbed and reapplied in a hurry.

“Late one, huh?” he called, trying to keep it light, but she was already halfway up the stairs.

“Team drinks,” she tossed back, voice airy but clipped. “Kaplin’s idea. I’m beat. Gonna go wash up.” The bathroom door shut before he could say more.

Ross sat there, the TV droning, that smeared lipstick burning in his mind. She’d looked like a total doll. Wait. It was too perfect, almost staged. His gut twisted, that same itch from last week flaring up. Was it just drinks? Or something else? He let it simmer, not wanting to jump her the second she got home. Tomorrow, he’d ask.

He waited until Saturday noon, Janine was in the kitchen, hair damp from a second shower, stirring sugar into her tea. She






















[image: ]






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SEANTYOU HANDLEJHE TRUTH?

SMUDGED K
A{HuSBANDS}SL






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





