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    First Edition


	Iris Sullivan suspected Julian Foster was having an affair.

	He left for work and returned home as usual, and on the rare occasions he worked overtime, he would call from the office. Everything seemed perfectly normal.

	But she was absolutely certain. Last week, when she took his shirt to the dry cleaners, she found a deep fingernail scratch on the back of the collar—like a blatant, yet barely concealed, provocation.

	Yet, Iris Sullivan didn't dare say a word.

	She and Julian Foster had dated for ten years and been married for five. The company they co-founded after college was now firmly under his control. After marrying, she had become a housewife, gradually disconnecting from the outside world. Apart from the prenuptial agreement she had signed, she had nothing.

	The agreement stipulated that whoever betrayed the marriage would leave with nothing.

	Until she obtained evidence, Iris Sullivan had no choice but to endure it.

	Julian Foster, however, was extremely cautious and had not slipped up so far.
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	October 1st was their fifth wedding anniversary.

	Julian Foster came home early. When Iris Sullivan opened the door, a large bouquet of vibrant red roses appeared first.

	Julian's handsome face emerged from behind the flowers. He looked at her with deep affection. "Iris, it's been five years. Do you remember? Today marks ten years since we first got together."

	He placed the flowers in her hands, just as he had solemnly and stubbornly taken her hand when he made his vows on their wedding day. Then, as if by magic, a diamond-studded necklace was clasped around her fair, slender neck.

	Iris Sullivan was moved to tears, stammering, "I... I didn't think you'd remember. Weren't you busy with the company's funding round? I thought..."

	Julian Foster gently pinched her nose, then gave her a restrained kiss, smiling as he said, "What did you think? That I'd forgotten? What could be more important than you? I know you've been overthinking things lately, and it's my fault; I've been too busy to pay attention to your feelings." He looked at her earnestly. "Iris, I love you. Don't be afraid, I'm here."

	Tears streamed down Iris Sullivan's face. She tried to smile, but the tears kept flowing. It was as if all her unease, hesitation, and resentment had vanished with his words. She held the roses, and he held her, their hearts pressed tightly together. Iris could hear his heartbeat—steady, rhythmic, and filled with a sense of peace.

	They had a wonderful night.

	Iris almost doubted her own suspicions. The CEO of a large company, incredibly busy, who wished he could split a second in two, still remembered to buy her gifts, prepare candlelit dinners, care about her emotions, and accompany her. He was meticulous, thoughtful, and considerate. In five years of marriage, they had hardly ever argued.

	How many people would be envious and jealous if they knew? But a woman's intuition screamed: Julian Foster was having an affair.

	She quietly got up and glanced back at him in the darkness before leaving the bedroom.

	Julian Foster was fast asleep. Iris hesitated for a long time but finally succumbed to the devil in her heart. With trembling hands, she picked up his briefcase, making the zipper sound very soft. She carefully searched through it layer by layer, not knowing what she truly hoped to find, or if it would be better to find nothing at all.
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