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Prologue
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Figuring out that my wife, Jiang Yulan, was cheating on me was actually very simple — when I got home she had just finished a shower, and the body wash on her skin was not the one we use.

As it turned out, the shower gel the neighbors use has a highly distinctive and rare fragrance. It was a niche product the woman next door has shipped in from France.

I was hardly going to believe she had simply gone next door to take a shower.

As it happened, the woman next door had also found traces of her own husband's affair — after all, her hair isn't long enough to have been left lying in the bathroom.

What is a person supposed to do when they discover their other half is cheating?

Fight about it? Have it out with them? Demand a divorce on the spot?

Ha. Wouldn't that be letting them off far too cheaply?

We’re divorce lawyers, after all.

We reached a consensus —

these two bastards, unfaithful to their marriages and living off their spouses while acting like they were owed it, were going to be thrown out with nothing but their bare backsides.
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I discovered she was cheating a month ago.

I had just come back from a long trip helping a client gather evidence of a spouse's infidelity. My nerves were still drawn tight, and everything I looked at looked like evidence.

It was already late when my plane landed. To surprise her, I bought that set of high-end cosmetics she had been longing for. Without calling her, I took a taxi home.

It was the middle of the night when I got home. I put my key in the lock, only to find the door bolted from the inside. There was nothing for it but to knock.

A long moment passed before Jiang Yulan's voice came from inside, slightly flustered:

"Who is it?"

"It's me, baby. I'm home."

"Ah!"

She let out a yelp.

"Wait, wait, let me pull on some pants... hang on a second!"

I waited a good five minutes before she came to open the door. Her pajamas were rumpled, and her hair still carried a trace of damp, blow-dried but not all the way.

Right then something felt off.

It was two in the morning. She had just taken a shower?

"Honey, you — how did you... how are you back so suddenly? You didn't even tell me. I would have come to pick you up."

I narrowed my eyes slightly and smiled.

"Because I wanted to surprise you. So, your husband’s home. Surprised?"

"...Mm. Surprised. Heh. Surprised."

Her smile came out stiff, and my nerves, which had never loosened, drew tight again of their own accord.

Something was off.

I stepped inside, my eyes sweeping the apartment without seeming to.

The bathroom was dry and the toiletries were the same brands as always, and yet Jiang Yulan carried the warm damp of a fresh shower, and a faint fragrance hung about her.

She was in soft loungewear, her long black hair loose, and she shied away from my gaze.

My heart sank. I forced down the emotions churning in me, put on a clingy face, went over and put my arms around her, and drew a deep breath at the hollow of her neck.

The scent was wrong. So was the dampness.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught a faint red bruise on the back of her neck.

"I missed you so much. Are there bugs in the house? Did something bite you there?"

Jiang Yulan clapped a hand over her neck, a little panicked.

"Ah... ah, it's probably an allergy. It does itch a bit. I hadn't even noticed until you mentioned it."

An allergy? But that mark looked to me exactly like —

The doubt in me deepened, and not only because of that small red mark. It was the scent, too: I had never smelled it in our home, and yet it seemed oddly familiar.

Casting my mind back, I finally placed it. It was the smell of the neighbors' shower gel.

As it turned out, I happened to know the brand — Florence Perfume, a niche French label that isn't sold in China; the woman next door had someone bring it back from abroad especially for her.

Maybe my profession has made me paranoid, but after that night I installed two miniature cameras in the apartment without telling her.

One in the living room, one by the front door.

If she hadn't done anything, they were simply a security measure.

And if she really had done something...

I hadn’t figured out what to do yet.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2

[image: ]


With the cameras installed, I kept to my routine, leaving early and coming home late, buried in cases.

Then one day both cameras alerted me at the same time: unusual movement detected.

I pulled up the footage at once, and saw the thing I will never forget as long as I live —

Jiang Yulan, carefully made up, walking into the home of my next-door neighbor, Li Jiande.

Her flirtatious laugh carried through the closed door and into the camera's microphone.

The neighbor's door slammed shut.

Two or three hours went by before Jiang Yulan came out again.

When she did, she had clearly showered. Her clothes were creased, the black stockings were gone from her legs, and her face wore an unmistakable flush.

Anyone with any experience could see what she had been doing.

Good. Very good.

I breathed deeply, clenched my fists, opened my eyes, closed them, and watched that footage over and over to be certain there could be no misunderstanding.

She really was cheating.

But video like that still doesn't amount to evidence a court will accept.

Whatever happened next, I had to protect my own interests.

Better still, the woman of the house next door was Jiang Ruyi — my opposing counsel on that last case.

She was a divorce lawyer too.

I contacted her immediately and sent her the footage.

[Attorney Jiang Ruyi, I think this time the two of us may need to cooperate.]

She was silent for a long while, then sent back a single word:

[Agreed.]

Not long after, a recording arrived for me as well.

The moment Jiang Yulan came through the door, Li Jiande had his arms around her; the two of them staggered along tangled together, shedding clothes as they went, a trail of them leading into the bedroom.

Anyone with eyes knew what they were doing.

[Let's meet.]
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That evening Jiang Ruyi and I arranged to go out for a drink.

We were bona fide peers. Both of us were lawyers handling divorce cases for clients.

Who would have guessed that while we charged into battle for others, our own backyards were on fire.

Our two spouses had gotten together!

Looking at Jiang Ruyi's face, so haggard that foundation couldn't cover it, I knew mine must look the same.

Jiang Ruyi looked at me, half drunk and half not.

"Jiang Yulan told me the two of you were childhood sweethearts. How did it come to this?"

I took a long pull of my drink and put the question back to her:

"Weren't you and that Li Jiande a couple all through university? Things were good between you once. How did it turn into this?"

The two of us smiled bitterly at each other.

"Jiang Yulan and I have been neighbors since middle school, and we were in the same class at school besides. We walked to school and home again together, ate at each other's houses, did our homework together, got into the same university together.

"I studied law, she studied art. I played ball, she brought me water. I went to lectures, she came along. I got caught in the rain, she brought me an umbrella... After she graduated she couldn't find decent work, so I gritted my teeth and supported the two of us on my own... I never imagined she would actually..."

I sighed and drained my glass in one swallow.

Jiang Ruyi's tears began to fall too.

"When I was doing freshman military training, Li Jiande was an upperclassman serving as an assistant drill instructor. He was tall and handsome back then, and he spoke so gently.

"He was the one who pursued me — bringing me water, fanning me, and later a breakfast every single morning, sitting through lectures with me... After graduation the job I found was in a different city, and he even quit his to follow me... How can it be like this now..."

People who loved each other back then, every one of them ground out of shape in the end by time.

But it is precisely because the love ran so deep then that the hatred runs deeper now.

I still find myself remembering the good times we had — remembering the basketball court, how I would sink a three-pointer, turn my head, and there she would be in the stands applauding, her eyes shining, and beside her rested a bottle of the energy drink I liked.

I still find myself remembering the day a downpour trapped me in the library, and she came running all the way from the dorms holding one umbrella and carrying another, just to bring me one, so worried I would get soaked that she caught a chill herself and ended up ill for a while.

After university she couldn't find a suitable job, so she stayed home drawing illustrations and avatars for people, picking
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