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Ross stood in the dim glow of the living room, his wife still in the shower running upstairs. Her purse slumped on the counter like a taunting riddle. Against his better judgement he caved in, pulse racing as he reached for her phone. He knew he should not betray Janine’s trust like this. But he had to know.

The screen lit up, screen-locked, but four unread messages from “Alison” glowed on the notification bar. 

Hey, u okay? 

Thx for last night. 

Sry it got so messy. 

Call me ltr? 

Ross stared, his anger softening into doubt, and guilt. Alison was real. Maybe he was being paranoid, seeing shadows where there were none. But the smudged mascara, Janine’s late-night return, her evasiveness. Something seemed off. The whole thing just didn’t sit right. 

He set the phone down back into it’s position, and sank onto the couch. When Janine came back to retrieve her phone, she did not notice that it’d been moved. The couple kissed and retired to the bedroom. All seemed well.

—-
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Alas, over the next few weeks, the unease didn’t fade. Ross wish it did. But instead, it grew, quiet but persistent, like a slow leak of air from a ballon. 

Janine was different, subtly but unmistakable to Ross’s alert eyes. Her wardrobe had shifted. Her skirts got tighter, the blouses cut lower, all still professional but with an edge of sluttiness that turned heads. One morning, as she dressed for work, Ross caught a glimpse of red lace peeking from her open robe. It was a bra and garter set, bold and new, not the stuff she normally wears. 

Another day, he noticed her legs, smooth and freshly waxed, gleaming under the bathroom light as she stepped out of the shower. It wasn’t just pampering; it was a transformation. And one she hadn’t shared with him.

—-
[image: ]


He held his tongue for days, watching, waiting, hoping it was nothing. But that lingering itch had became a burn. One evening, as Janine slipped off her heels after another late day, he couldn’t keep it in anymore. She was in a navy pencil dress, clinging to every curve, her hair swept up like she’d walked off a photoshoot. Ross leaned against the kitchen counter, arms crossed, voice steady but tight.

“Janine,” he started, “you’ve been... different lately. New clothes, sexier stuff. New lingerie, waxing, the works. What’s going on? You’re dressing like you’re out to impress someone, and it’s not me.”

She froze, one heel still dangling from her hand, then laughed, a sharp, defensive sound. 

“Impress someone? Ross, come on. I’m just treating myself. A girl’s allowed to feel good, right? New job, more money, new vibe. I’m stepping it up. Doesn’t mean anything.” Her eyes were bright, but to her husband’s eyes her fingers gripped the shoe too tight.

Ross stepped closer, keeping his tone even. “It’s not just a new vibe. You’re coming home late, acting cagey, telling me these wild stories about Alison. That lingerie’s not for lounging around, Janine. If something’s up with Mr. Kaplin you need to tell me.”

Her face hardened, and she dropped the heel, standing straight. “Ross, stop it. I’m not being harassed, if that’s what you’re getting at. It’s just work ok? The firm got us dressing sharper for client meetings, it’s a tough economy. And the lingerie, the waxing? That’s for me. Work is tough. I’m allowed to pamper myself without you playing detective.” She crossed her arms, pushing back, hard. “You’re being paranoid, and it’s exhausting.”

Ross felt the sting, his gut twisting, part guilt, part doubt. Her eyes were fierce, daring him. It’s true. he didn’t have any proof, just suspicions. Suddenly he felt like the bad guy. 

“Alright,” he said, raising his hands, backing off. “I trust you, babe. Just... feels like you’re slipping away, and I’m trying to hold on.”

Her expression softened, but only a fraction. “I’m right here, Ross.” She brushed past him, heading upstairs, yet her new perfume lingered like a question mark.

—-
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A few nights later, Wednesday, Ross tried to bridge the gap. Janine was on the couch, two glasses of wine deep, her cheeks flushed, her guard looser than usual. He sat beside her, handing her a fresh glass, hoping to ease into things. 

“Hey,” he asked, voice gentle, “how’s work? Kaplin still riding everyone hard?”

Janine took a long sip, her laugh a little sloppy. “Oh, you know, same circus, different clowns. Kaplin’s... Kaplin. But Alison, she’s a whole show now.” Her voice had that detached edge again, but the wine made it wobble, like she was teetering on a confession.

“Alison again?” Ross asked, keeping it light, though his pulse ticked up in alert. “What’s she done this time?”

Janine leaned back, eyes half-lidded, swirling her glass. “Last Friday, after drinks as usual. She... she gone and went full wild. Boss’s office, door half-open, music playing, some jazzy crap. She, um, told me Monday, couldn’t wait to spill. Said she did a... striptease. Right there, on the desk. Unbuttoned her blouse, slow, like a damn burlesque act, twirling her skirt up. She’s laughing, loving the attention. Said it felt... powerful.” Janine’s voice cracked on that last word, her fingers tightening on the glass.

Ross’s jaw clenched. “In his office? With other people around? And you... what, you just watched this go down?”

“No,” she said, too quick, her eyes darting to him. “She told me, Ross. Monday, I told you. Every detail. Like how her bra was showing, how she got applause like it was a performance. I wasn’t there, thank God. I was... cleaning up glasses, tidying up.” Her words were slurring just a touch, her hands fidgeting.

He leaned closer, searching her face. Was from the wine? Her face was flushed, eyes unsteady, her gaze slipping. “Janine, you’re telling me Alison’s stripping for Kaplin, but you’re the one coming home late, looking wrecked. You sure you’re just her cleanup crew?”

Her eyes flashed, but the wine softened her edge. “Yes, Ross. It’s her mess. I’m just the idiot who helps her fix it. I told you. I’m fine.” She set the glass down, spilling a drop, and stood, wobbling slightly. “I’m going to bed.”

Ross watched her go, her steps uneven, that offending red bra strap idly peeking from her loose sweater as she climbed the stairs. Alison was real. Those texts proved it. And her messages matched Janine’s, wild as they were. But the late nights, the sexy overhaul, the tipsy detachment. Was he going crazy? It felt like Janine was hiding behind Alison’s name, maybe covering her own dance with Kaplin. He trusted her, wanted to, but as the house fell silent, that itch screamed louder than ever.

—-
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Over the next few days Ross still couldn’t shake that hint of twitch in his gut. Janine’s late nights, her sexy new wardrobe, the Alison stories that felt too raw, too close. Fuck, it was eating him alive. He needed something solid to prove he was crazy...  or prove he wasn’t. 

Sunday morning, while Janine was out picking up bagels, he checked up her firm’s website on his phone. Kaplin & Associates loaded with a glossy banner, but no photo of Edward Kaplin, Senior Partner. Just a bio crowing about “three decades of legal expertise” and “unmatched client dedication.” Real enough, but faceless. Ross frowned, the lack of a picture making Kaplin a faceless opponent, not a man. He’d have to meet him to know.

Monday night, Janine was in the kitchen, chopping peppers for dinner, humming softly. She seemed more relaxed than she’d been in weeks. Ross leaned against the counter, peeling a beer label, keeping his tone light and casual. “So, babe, what’s the vibe at the firm these days? Kaplin still got you all on a leash?”

Janine glanced up, smiling, her guard down for once. “Oh, you know, same old. Mr. Kaplin’s always in meetings or schmoozing clients. He’s out a lot, actually. Its quite funny, he grabs lunch every Tuesday at that diner on Maple corner, the one with the too-greasy burgers. Says it’s his ‘reset spot.’” She laughed, slicing a pepper with a quick flick. “Rest of the time, he’s buried in case files or yelling at us to fix typos.”

Ross nodded, noting it down. Tuesday, Maple. Diner. “Sounds like a character. You ever join him for lunch?”

Her knife paused, just a beat. “Me? Nah, I’m stuck at my desk. Alison maybe. She’s the favorite.” Her voice was even, but her eyes flicked to the cutting board too fast.

“Alison again, huh?” Ross said, sipping his beer, keeping it easy. “She still stirring up trouble?”

Janine’s laugh was loose, almost nervous, as she tossed peppers into a pan. “Oh, you have no idea. She told me this morning, you know, last Friday, after that striptease thing the week earlier, she went even further. She was in the office right, ‘helping’ with a client pitch. They’re in the office, lights low, having whiskey. The fancy stuff, not the cheap bar kind. Next thing she knows, she’s up against the filing cabinet, skirt hiked up, hands everywhere. She said it was... intense, like she couldn’t say no. Bragged about it, though, like she’s the damn queen now.”

Ross’s grip tightened on the bottle, his jaw clenching. “Against the filing cabinet? Jesus, Janine, that’s not a fling, that’s predatory. You saw this?”

“No,” she said, quick, almost sharp, stirring the pan. “She told me afterwards, Ross. I told you. Every detail. The smell of whiskey, how the cabinet rattled, how she had to redo her lipstick after. I was long gone by then, just... heard about it. Later.” Her voice had that flat edge again, her hands busy with the chores, avoiding his eyes.

He leaned closer, watching her. “You’re telling me Alison’s just spilling all this, and you’re fine? You come home late, looking like hell, and now this? If Kaplin’s pulling that shit with her, what’s
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