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Glenn lowered his right foot and raised the revs of the Bentley, making it surge 

northward on the A7 away from the Cote d’Azur.  He tried to forget the last time he 

was on the golf course at Terre Blanche. 

 

Only hours earlier he was on the 5th hole taking in the full 360 degrees of his 

surroundings and slowly releasing his breath before taking out his driver. 

 

Weeks earlier the Bentley Mulsanne was heading southward at the start of this luxury 

golf break, its V8 effortlessly propelling Glenn, his golf clubs, his wife and his other 

trophies of social and financial success, towards the first golf and spa hotel of the 

vacation.  Glenn was eyeing his investments on the screen in front of him; His wife, 

Anna, was eyeing the hotel spa facilities on hers; Guy, the chauffeur, was eyeing the 

rear view mirror, which was set a little too low.   

 

Guy let his eyes stay a little too long on the legs of his employer’s wife and had to 

flick the steering a little as he shot his eyes back to the road in time to avoid clipping a 

bicycle. 

 

Anna, having looked up to see the cyclist inches away from her window, observed the 

passing landscape then shifted her attention back to the inside of the car with its 

luxury and new distractions. 

 

Guy eased himself forward in his seat, nearer to the rear view mirror, and focused on 

Anna; taking in her body like a drug, pausing at her cleavage for a moment as he 

drove over a slight bump in the road which gave Anna’s breasts a jiggle that raised his 
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heart rate and more besides.  His eyes reluctantly moved up from their indulgence to 

meet Anna’s eyes looking straight back, giving him an almost electric shock.   He felt 

his body jump.  His heart kicked hell out of his ribs.  A flush of heat and an eruption 

of sweat, burst out all over his body.  He looked straight ahead, not daring to look 

back in the mirror.  When he eventually and cautiously checked the rear view mirror, 

there waiting for him, were Anna’s eyes.  She held his gaze long enough for his 

discomfort then she smiled and slowly turned her head to look out of the window, 

smiling all the while. 

 

A fortnight later, the golfing was well underway.  Glenn stood under a benevolent sky 

with a relaxed posture, looked to the green and with an effortless, natural swing, 

drove the ball with a wedge right onto the green.  At the same time, Guy was driving a 

wedge between Glenn and his wife as he effortlessly swung Anna onto a hotel bed.  

With a decidedly self focussed approach to all areas of life, Glenn did not take much 

bettering in the bedroom.  For all the delights that wealth had brought to Anna, the 

gasp induced by diamonds was nothing compared to the gasp that Guy released in her 

as she held onto twisted handfuls of hotel bedding. 

 

Over the course of the vacation, driving from one exclusive golf resort to another, 

Guy and Anna shared moments in the rear view mirror whilst Glenn was absorbed in 

his iPad, seemingly unaware of the charged atmosphere between the front seat and the 

back.   

 

Glenn, however, was not unaware of the glances and the barely concealed smirks, 

which made being cuckolded by a man who you pay a salary to, all the more hard to 
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swallow.  Even the highly awarded hotel cuisine was hard to swallow as it seemed to 

turn to sawdust in his mouth when he dwelled upon what had been going on in the 

hotels as he sunk putt after putt on the greens of Europe.  Not only was he paying the 

bastard’s salary, he was paying for his suite at the hotel and he resented every last 

euro, especially when he discovered that he was paying for the Champagne, 

strawberries and chocolates ordered to the suite to finesse Guy’s fornication with his 

own wife. 

 

Glenn was not a man to let such an insult go.  His ego was as fragile as his marriage 

and he had reached his current height of wealth and self esteem, through sacrifice and 

dishonest hard work.  The sacrifices were never his own and the blood money, earned 

in his past, had given him significant capital to invest and to be cleaned up along with 

his image, but he still had contacts and had been making arrangements for some tools 

of his old trade to be brought to him in France. 

 

In his suite, Guy was in exhausted slumber with Anna next to him.  She sighed.  

Contentment was here, with this man and the exquisite exhaustion they shared, the 

tidy landscape outside through the open French windows and the muted cracks of 

each shot taken from tee, fairway, rough or bunker.  The muted crack from one shot 

was quite different from the rest. 

 

Glenn had driven a shot off the 5th tee with an uncharacteristic slice, sending the ball 

into a line of trees next to the fairway.  Leaving the golf cart behind he took his bag of 

clubs in to the trees.  He found a spot near the other side of the trees and set his bag 

down.  He casually checked all 360 degrees around him before he unzipped a side 
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pocket on his golf bag and removed a bolt action rifle.  He knelt down, fitted the 

scope and silencer, then settled down, aiming though the open French windows of one 

of the hotel suites.  His composure wobbled momentarily, along with his aim, as he 

saw for the first time, his wife lying next to Guy.  He watched her get up and walk 

into the bathroom.  Although a headshot would have been his previous modus 

operandi, he moved his aim to Guy’s chest, which was lazily rising and falling with 

each breath; steadily he released his own breath, eased the trigger back and took out 

his driver. 

 


