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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


As I drove toward the Country Club, the remnants of the morning mist began to clear, revealing the grand facade of a place I had only seen from a distance. Lisa had pointed it out once as we drove past, her tone casual, almost dismissive, but now it loomed large and ominous ahead of me. The sun, finally breaking through the low clouds, cast long shadows that seemed to mirror the darkness of the task at hand. 
The weight of recent revelations pressed heavily on me, though the actual USB sticks were secure with Della, not in my possession. Each byte of data they contained was a piece of the sordid puzzle Ron, Adam, and Colin had crafted—a puzzle I was determined to dismantle. Today, I suspected, would either make or break the tenuous threads of trust and love that once bound Lisa and me.
As the Country Club's opulent entrance came into view, my grip tightened on the steering wheel. This was the heart of the beast, the den where I feared the final act of Lisa’s betrayal might be playing out even as I approached. The notion that she might be within, possibly entangled in yet another of those salacious gatherings I hoped were long behind her, sent a jolt of adrenaline coursing through my veins. The plan was clear: infiltrate the so-called 'family meeting'—a term I had grown to associate with the darkest of Lisa's secrets—and expose the truth, no matter how brutal it might be.
Stepping out of my car, parked discreetly down a side lane covered by overhanging trees, I took a moment to scan the surroundings. The usual buzz of activity that one might expect from such a venue was conspicuously absent. The only vehicle in the lot was unfamiliar, not Lisa's, and as I stepped closer, I read a sign on the heavy oak doors of the club: Closed until 2 PM for a private event.
It seemed I was early, or perhaps just on time for whatever covert dealings were scheduled to occur here.
With a cautious glance around, I approached the club's windows, daring to peer through but the bar area inside looked deserted. I followed the front of the building, turning a corner where a narrow path led to the back of the building. The air was crisp, the remnants of the morning mist chilling my skin as I moved silently, my steps careful to avoid the crunch of gravel underfoot.
As I neared the rear of the Country Club, voices carried over the air, their tones too low to discern words but enough to confirm I wasn't alone. They weren't coming from inside the building, but from an area likely designed for private gatherings—perhaps an outdoor seating area shielded from the casual observer's view. My heart thumped louder with each step, adrenaline sharpening my senses as I edged closer, using the natural cover of a neatly trimmed hedge to conceal my approach.
Peeking through the foliage, I could make out a second parking area, tucked away from the main lot and obscured by an arrangement of ornamental bushes. My pulse quickened as I recognized another car—Lisa’s. It was unmistakable, parked beside several other vehicles that suggested a larger gathering than I’d anticipated. Nearby, I spotted Nancy’s sleek sedan, the metallic surface gleaming under the intermittent sun that fought through the lingering mist. What was she doing here, if not to partake in the very activities I feared Lisa was embroiled in?
Torn between confrontation and the need for further information, I crept closer to where the voices seemed to be coming from, a small, secluded garden area decked out with patio furniture. As I got closer, the rich scent of tobacco carried on the breeze, mingling with the fresh morning air and I stopped when I saw its source. It was Ron and Nancy, standing together by a glass patio door that led inside. The huge man had the stub of a thick cigar hanging from his bottom lip as he spoke.
I hunkered down behind a large rhododendron, my heart hammering in my chest as I strained to catch snippets of their conversation.
"...I'm not letting her leave just like that," Ron was saying, his voice a gravelly whisper that carried a weight of authority. "I don't care what Wayne says."
Nancy, elegant as ever but with a hardness in her eyes, waved away the puff of blue smoke that her husband sent in her direction. "Then tell her. Does she think we wouldn't go through with exposing her? The number of videos we have on her is enough to end her marriage and ruin her reputation forever. Tell her."
Ron laughed, a sound devoid of true humour. "She's always been a feisty one, Nance. You know that. Anyway, I'll talk to her now. She's already entertaining Adam and the others inside. I better join them before it gets too late. The new manager that she's put in," he emphasised the word 'she' with a contemptuous sneer, "Refuses to let me have the club for a full day. She'll be here in an hour, so I should go."
"Have fun," Nancy said, her face flat, her voice calm. No enthusiasm in it. She obviously let Ron have his fun reluctantly, only because it allowed her time and space to have Colin and whatever lovers she kept. "And don't worry about the business. The money from selling the Anne will help. Once we've got everything settled, we can begin to plan for the future. Just make sure Lisa stays."
"I intend to," Ron nodded, his fleshy chin wobbling. "Before you go, did you get the necklace?"
"Of course," Nancy replied, reaching into her expensive leather handbag and passing him the golden ruby pendant I'd seen her obtain from the boat.
Then, with a nod that seemed more resigned than agreeable, Nancy turned on her heel and strode towards her car. Her departure was swift, leaving no room for farewells.
As soon as her car had disappeared down the lane, Ron took one last look around the garden, his gaze swinging towards me, as if sensing an intruder. Heart skipping a beat, I slid back behind the rhododendron for a moment, waiting until I felt safe to look back. When I did, I saw him walking slowly around the garden decking, deep in thought. He took a final puff of his cigar, flicked it into the bushes and turned and walked back towards the club. 
My heart caught in my throat as he approached the glass patio doors; if he locked them, my chance to find out what was happening inside would vanish.
Miraculously, the doors closed with a soft click, but the latch didn't engage. He hadn't locked it. I exhaled a breath I hadn't realised I'd been holding and waited a few moments to ensure he wasn't returning. Then, scrambling over a short ivy-covered wall with a quiet urgency, I slipped through the unlocked door and into the dimly lit interior of the Country Club.
Inside, the air was cool and smelled faintly of lemon and antique wood polish. I paused, listening for any sign of movement. The building seemed deserted, at least on this floor, giving me the momentary courage to proceed. I continued my cautious advance, the soft carpet beneath my feet muffling my footsteps as I explored the warren of corridors within the Country Club. The place was more labyrinthine than I had anticipated, with each turn and stairwell painted in tastefully subdued tones that spoke of old money and tradition. As I ascended a narrow staircase, the murmur of voices grew louder, pulling me onward with a mix of dread and determination.
Reaching the top, I found myself on a small balcony area that overlooked the club's grand concert room. It was an elegant space, dominated by a large crystal chandelier that dangled from the high ceiling, casting prismatic light across the polished wooden floors below. Velvet drapes framed the tall windows, adding to the room's stately ambience.
With bated breath, I crouched low and peered through the ornate balustrade. Below, the source of the voices became clear, and the sight sent a sharp pang through my chest.
There, gathered around a large, oval table laden with drinks and open decanters, was Ron, Dean, and a man I recognised as Professor Adam, even though I'd only briefly met him on the night of the wedding reception—three men I had come to despise for their roles in Lisa's secret life. 
Perched on the edge of the table, her legs crossed, reclined with her arms behind her, was a young, pretty blonde woman, her laughter tickling as the men crowded in on all sides. Confused that it wasn’t Lisa in that spot, I looked around, seeing her cross the room holding a silver platter holding a variety of mixed drinks.
My breath caught. She was wearing a French maid outfit, the black satin of her short dress trimmed with white lace, which starkly contrasted against her tanned skin. Her legs, elongated by the sheer black stockings and suspenders she wore, ended in glossy black heels that clicked softly as she moved about the room. 
She approached her old professor, Adam, and handed him what looked like an Old Fashioned with a smile, completely at ease, despite her outfit. Adam made no attempt to hide the way he checked her out, his eyes drifting into the plunging neckline that showcased her ample cleavage.
“Nice… apron,” he said, winking at her. She did, indeed, have an apron on, white and short, tied snugly around her waist and serving to emphasise her slim, sexy figure. Adam wasn’t looking at the apron.
“Thank you,” she said, and there was a swagger in her attitude. She’d done this before. She was comfortable around these old-school men. “Wouldn’t want to get dirty.”
She moved on, delivering drinks to a couple of men who were strangers to me. One was in his fifties, like Ron and Adam. The other was younger, closer to Dean’s age. The last drink on the tray was for the young blonde, who was younger than us.
“Here you are, Julia. A glass of champagne to celebrate your first party,” Lisa said.
The girl giggled. “My, do I feel like such a princess,” Julia said, her accent refined.
“Don’t worry,” one of the men said. “That won’t last for long.”
“Oh, I’m hoping not,” she responded. Watching the exchange below, my hands clenched. Each chuckle and smirk below felt like a direct affront, a blatant mockery of the vows and promises Lisa and I had shared. At the same time, this wasn’t what I was expecting, and the narrative unfolding was far different from my initial, gut-wrenching assumption. The real centrepiece was the young blonde woman seated on the edge of the table, almost like she was holding court. I understood why. She was gorgeous. A bit skinny, but she looked good, draped in a sheer, barely-there chemise that left almost nothing to the imagination. 
Lisa was there to serve, I realised, watching as she walked to the bar, where a young, wide-eyed bartender was fixing drinks to order. Only she wasn’t just a side piece or common caterer wearing a sexy outfit. She knew these men. She had history with each of them. I saw it in the way she smoothly navigated the room, her smile bright. I saw it in the way the men greeted her—a hand brushing her side, fingers trailing along her arm, each interaction tinged with a casual intimacy.
One of the men tickled the blonde’s feet, her laughter drawing my eye back to her again. The men had closed in, their hands touching her, roaming her body, her legs, her arms, her long, golden hair. Yet as sexy as she was, my eyes kept drifting back to my wife.
She had a new platter of drinks—a couple of martinis, another Old Fashioned, and for Dean, her ex, what looked like Scotch served neat. When he took it from her, he moved close to her, whispering something that I couldn’t hear, but made Lisa giggle. It reminded me that these two had fucked at the funeral—that she’d cheated on me with him. I felt ill.
I felt even worse when he lifted her skirt to reveal that she was wearing a tiny black thong beneath. She swatted his hand away, but was smiling the whole time.
The realisation that Lisa wasn't the primary participant in whatever was about to unfold brought a complex mixture of relief and renewed concern. Still, then the group's dynamic shifted as Ron clapped his hands, drawing attention. "We don't have long today, so let's get this party started." His voice boomed with anticipation. “Julia, are you ready?”
The room below, thick with the scent of cigars and scotch, now buzzed with the kind of frenetic energy that comes from crossing lines. The old professor, Adam, and Lisa's black ex-boyfriend, Dean, approached the blonde, who slipped delicately from the table, standing before them. With a blend of eagerness and authority, they began to strip away her delicate lace garments, their actions deliberate, watched by the eager eyes of their companions.
Behind her, Dean pushed the white slip from her shoulders while Adam helped pull it below her small, perky tits, before stepping close and kissing her passionately. She welcomed the embrace. Dean, behind her, started to grope her svelte body.
Still, it was Lisa that held my attention. She was standing next to Ron, who was whispering to her as they watched the orgy begin to unfold. Like everyone else in the room, their eyes were on the blonde. Even from way up where I was hiding, I could sense that Lisa was almost jealous of what she was seeing.
“You remember when that was you, right?” He had a hand on her lower back, his fingers gently caressing her, tracing small circles on the back of her outfit. “You still could be. There’s more than enough cocks to go around.”
Dean led the blonde to a long leather couch against one of the walls. She hopped onto it, opening her legs and showing off the small triangle of fine hair that coated her mound. Dean leaned in, pressing his mouth between her legs, his tongue delving into her while his hands worked to free himself from his clothes. The other men followed suit, disrobing with a mixture of haste and anticipation. 
“You!” Ron said to the young bartender. “Get in there with the camera. Don’t be shy.” Then he turned to Lisa. “And you know what comes next. Be a good little slut and help get the party going.”
“She’s a real find, isn’t she?” Adam said to Ron as
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