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The Indifference of Heaven


Montana had never been to Montana.


Or even anywhere close.


Her friend Stephanie had warned her never to use her real name when talking to strangers on the chat lines.


‘I call myself Ghostlight,’ Stephanie revealed. ‘It’s exotic, unusual, catches people’s attention. Not at all like my own name …’


Montana’s real name was Adrienne. She’d never liked it anyway.


She ransacked her memory for a name, a word that would suit her and finally reached back to her childhood when, for weeks on end, she had inhabited an imaginary world in her mind where she was none other than an audacious cowgirl roaming the plains, between open skies and chilly valleys, wielding a mighty whip and a shotgun. There had been an old black and white western on television, which the family had all watched in their previous Longuieul apartment, with Barbara Stanwyck – or was it Jane Wyman? – as the indomitable heroine, and it had somehow caught Adrienne’s fertile imagination in a big way. Memories of it were still vague today, and she was now unsure whether the TV Montana had actually been a good gal or a baddie. But the name had stuck.


Her new Internet persona would be Montana.


So, tonight, as she tossed and turned in the marital bed in the Montreal night, craving sleep to fill the emptiness, her dreams kept on returning to the unending plains and the big blue sky of the faraway American state, to distant hills capped with snow and posses of wild horses racing through the wilderness.


The bedroom was quiet. The sound of cars racing down the nearby highway to Ontario was muted and the familiar rhythm of her sleeping husband’s snores no longer bothered her in the slightest. She had had almost seven years to get accustomed to it.


The snores took a respite. She looked round at her sleeping husband, almost as if she were still unused to the sight of this large, inert body sharing the geography of the bed with her. On the bedside table on her side, the baby alarm’s small red light winked continuously. The child was now past three, but out of habit they had not yet disconnected the apparatus connecting them to the crib down the corridor.


It was a girl. Vanessa, he had wanted to call her. So they did. Adrienne would have preferred to name her Mireille, after her grandmother. But Vanessa it had been. It wasn’t that his will had turned out to be stronger than hers. More the surprise at finding herself so suddenly a mother, like a shock to the system at being confronted with this minuscule, living thing they had consciously made together. The pregnancy seemed to have gone so fast. So, come the naming of the baby, still reeling with genuine surprise, she had given in on Vanessa. She no longer had the energy to argue, negotiate, compromise.


The baby had arrived so quickly. Of course, in her mind and from her distended appearance, she had known that the nine months were almost up. But the circumstances had proven unexpected. She had gotten a strong stomach ache after too heavy a meal at her in-laws and took a precautionary trip to the hospital, during which time the two of them had replayed the mathematics of the pregnancy over and over again, only to jointly agree it was still a couple of weeks early.


The pain had increased while they were still in the brightly lit waiting room.


‘Ouch!’ she had complained.


‘Is it getting worse?’ her husband had asked.


‘It’s not the baby,’ she had said with an air of certitude, holding her breath back. ‘I really have to go to the toilet.’


‘Are you sure?’


‘Of course,’ she had shouted at him. ‘Do you think I don’t know when I have to take a shit?’


Of course, she had been wrong and it had been their daughter about to make her first appearance on the scene. Taking a shit or delivering a baby, it had initially felt much the same to her in the muddle of her pain and acute constipation.


It was a moment her husband had never allowed her to forget, and which no doubt Vanessa would learn about when old enough, the sorry story of how her mother had once confused her with faecal matter.


As Adrienne’s husband groaned in his sleep, her thoughts drifted back to the here and now. This man, her husband. A good man, the father of their child. Yes, he loved her; she knew that. And she loved him back – or, at any rate, she thought she did. It was just that sometimes this thing called love seemed to elude her. There was a man – was it already ten years ago? –who had told her in anger that she had a cold heart. She had then indifferently acknowledged the fact. If such was the case, she accepted it gladly. It seldom bothered her. After all, other people were sometimes so unnecessarily emotional. Not her problem.


Still floating in layers of sleep, her husband’s bulk shifted. His body moved nearer to hers between the crisp white sheets, unconsciously seeking her heat.


This morning – was it three or four in the morning? she couldn’t see the reading on the clock alarm from her position in the bed – she didn’t pull back from his contact. She had been awake for so long now that his warmth was welcome.


He cradled himself against the small of her back, adjusting his stance to fit her shape.


The bump of his penis was already hardening as it grazed her skin.


Adrienne extended her arm down to her husband’s crotch, making a way through the tangled covers. Yes, he was already half-erect. Her fingers tightened gently around the base of his awakening cock, taking the silent pulse of his dormant desire.


‘Do you want to?’ she asked him.


Outside the window the distant stars were already making way for early morning banks of low clouds that were moving in from the south.


‘Hmmm …’ he mumbled, shifting again so that his cock uncoiled to full, aroused length, away from the rampart of her body. She still held it between three fingers, feeling its slow, steady growth to hardness. She finally let go, a lone finger straying over its tip, where the glans peeked through the shrivelled foreskin, smooth, almost damp to her touch.


‘That’s nice,’ he remarked, his voice moving from slumber to wakefulness. His whole body straightened, spreadeagled itself between sheet and bedcover, toes stretching at an acute angle towards the foot of their bed. His customary pose of prone sexual acceptance.


Adrienne repositioned herself on her side, now facing the extended shape of her husband and pulled the cover back to unveil his body in the semidarkness of their bedroom.


She distractedly kept on stroking his jutting cock as he opened his eyes and silently beckoned her to maybe take him into her mouth. She remained silent as the invisible dialogue of married-life sex quietly moved between them, swirling between the heat their now partly uncovered bodies were generating. His left arm rose towards her and his hand cupped her right breast, fingering the nipple into a hard, elongated ball of pliant, darker flesh. Still, her mouth kept safely away from his cock. Now, she closed her eyes – imagining the first time the hands of a man had touched her breasts – and attempted to recapture that indefinable feeling, that nervous prelude to the electricity of pleasure. Between her fingers, his cock twitched.


Already?


How come men could wake already hard and ready for it?


Did he dream of her, of other girls, of sex, even in his sleep? How much she would have liked to read his dreams of lust.


‘Now?’ she asked him.


Her husband nodded.


She twisted round and straddled him as he opened his legs wider to welcome her onto his lap. Still stroking him, humouring his hardness, Adrienne used her other hand to open her lips wider, she was barely wet, just a bit sticky. She brought her fingers to her lips and dribbled some saliva onto them which she used to lubricate herself more and then impaled herself on him.


He held his breath as his cock dug into her, submerged by her warmth.


Right then, their daughter coughed, back in her room and the sound echoed loudly through the plastic speaker of the baby alarm standing on the flimsy wicker table near them. Their movements stopped suddenly as they both listened for more. But there were no more noises from the child and, mind again at rest, her husband began thrusting into her with staccato movements, pushing himself higher into her, then partly out again and in and out and in and out. Each of his movements stretched her outer lips farther and farther apart as his lovemaking sought to bury his shaft deeper and deeper inside her vagina, the tip of his fully extended cock sometimes brushing against her inner walls as his motion became more metronomic. His eyes were closed. Both his arms were extended forward, towards her torso, mechanically kneading her breasts.


The glimmer of pleasure at last began inside her. A pleasant tingle in the hollow of her stomach, like a small electric shock extending ever so slowly onwards from that uncharted inner territory surrounding her cunt, onward to her darkening nipples, reverberating all the way up to her brain.


Then, all too quickly, her husband convulsed and groaned and Adrienne felt his come spurt inside her, bathing her innards with its perfunctory warmth. The glimmer inside her faded fast as his thrusts settled down and, flat on his back, under her, he expelled most of the air that had been stored in his lungs while they fucked to indicate his pleasure had come, and gone. For another half minute or so, she took over the movement and rocked herself up and down on his shaft, in a vain attempt to recover the needed contact between cock and sensitive inside walls. But she soon lost touch with the evanescent feeling as he detumesced and she felt his ejaculate begin to seep out of her through the growing gap between their linked genitals and dribble onto her open thighs.


She disengaged from him, now dripping onto the sheets; he rolled sideways and took a box of Kleenex from his side of the bed and handed one to her. As she used it to dam the gooey flow, he used another to wipe his penis clean, an old automatic habit of his she had always hated. As if he were wiping himself clean of her, so quickly after the act. Ashamed of her inner juices, her smell.


He straightened up in the bed and threw the soiled tissue into the bin.


‘That was nice, Adie,’ he said. ‘It’s been a long time since we’ve done it in the morning. ‘


She didn’t answer.


Outside the window, the morning sky paraded its customary shade of grey.


This was Monday, her day off work.


After Vanessa’s birth, they had taken a hard look at their financial situation and jointly came to the conclusion that with the regular interest generated by a recent inheritance from his grandfather, together with his earnings at the computer consultancy, it was no longer necessary for Adrienne to work at the bank. The human resources people at Citicorp had suggested she not make an immediate decision about this, just in case she later changed her mind. They knew her well and, six months after the baby’s birth, she decided to return to her position there as an investment analyst. Sitting at home all day to look after the child had grown boring and frustrating. Vanessa was a quiet, happy, but withdrawn child, who actually didn’t need that much close care. And with Adrienne’s salary boosting their joint income, they could easily afford a daily childminder.


The one compromise she agreed to with her husband was to restrict herself to a four-day week at the bank and take Mondays off. They both had a computer at home, so work could always be done there if the need arose. But it seldom did.


Breakfast had come and gone in silence. Her husband was gone for the day and Vanessa had been bathed and fed by Natalie the childminder, before being dropped off at the local play school. Natalie would return there at twelve to pick her up.


Adrienne placed the bowls, plates, and glasses in the dishwasher and, clad only in her usual fluffy white bathrobe, walked into the study. She knew she should take a shower but a glance at the digital wall clock indicated that it was the beginning of the afternoon in Europe.


She had often dreamed of Europe years back, but had never been there. She and Pierre had become engaged whilst studying at the local university, and once they had both graduated and started working, they had sensibly foregone luxuries like holidays in order to save for the deposit on their first piece of property together. It seemed the right thing to do at the time. They had married as soon as they’d had enough in their joint bank account for the down payment. It had been a nice two bedroom apartment on the French hill. But, out of habit, they had kept on saving assiduously thereafter, and within two years had upgraded to their current house in the suburbs. It had all seemed so easy. The engagement, the marriage, the apartment, the house, the baby. So organized and predictable. Now, Adrienne sort of wondered where all the time had gone, how she had never seemed to have the time to even think about things, about life. A honeymoon in Jamaica, where he’d caught a stomach bug. Occasional holidays in Florida. Biannual trips to Ontario for family outings. Routine had taken over so quickly.


In a few months, she would be 32. Not a major birthday, she knew. But a strange age to be. If you’d never even been to Europe.


Her cunt felt clammy, but the laptop lay open on the desk in the study. The shower would have to wait. She switched on the computer, an old Compaq, and watched the blue screen appear as the computer booted up. She waited impatiently. It was so much slower than the desk computer she used at the office.


With a few keystrokes on the sleek keyboard, she logged on to the Internet and connected with the chat line.


She was no longer Adrienne in Montreal. She was now Montana.


She glanced quickly at the long list of names, the “handles” on display in the rectangular box in the top right quadrant of the screen. Many were familiar to her, even without her recourse to the “Friends” tab, some were new.


The names, the pseudonyms, the subtle and the unclever, the liars, the indifferent and the desperate: 9 inches & thick. A. Amour. Aromafem. Attika (FR). Bayou. Bel Ria. Bettie Page. Big One for You. Bi f London for bi f. Bi m free massage NY. Bob. Bobbie (Sw). Bored wife for fone sex. Boy 19. Busty Babe. California guy’s little slut. Cantata. Carl. Chris (m). Christine. CK. Clare (loves anal). Corrina. Cple for bi f. Courtney. Cree (Oz). DeeDee. Des (f). Dominique for f only. DJ. Doctor. Dreams. Dune (scot). Dungeon denizen. Early and lonely. Elmer. Elusive. f for f (busy). Enormous black cock. For older women. Fred. Grace. Haircutter. Hard for you. Helen. Hermann. HiMaintenance. Holly. Horny. Hot and Hungry. Hugh Jarse. Hunter. Ian. Italian guy. Irving, Janwillem. Jen. Jerry. Jonny. Juliete. Juergen. Impaler (Philly). Kate. Kit Kat. Kristin. Lolita. Lonely. Louise. Lucy. MadLove. Marcelo Masturbani. married m for affair. m for cple. M for married f. Marc. Master. maxine. Mercy. Miaw McKenna. mk. Montana. Mr & Mrs UK. Naked in office. Nathalie.


Nate. Naughty girl. On the beach. Orgy boy. Paul. Penetrator. pete. Peter. Photographer. Quality fem wanted. Rachel (for pictures). rachel. Really big. Really nice guy. Rob & Dee. Ruth. Sarah Bond. Scott in ny. Seattle. Seek f for harem. Sensuous sculptress. Soleil. Stella for f. Steff. Stephanie. Sub f. The original nice guy. Tim S. Tom Cruise lookalike. US gal in Switzerland. Teacher for v. yng. girl. Voodoo. Well-endowed. Wet and willing. Wife away. Younger sister.


He was there.


Montana moved her mouse over to the mk line, just an inch or so away from her own nickname on the ever-changing list and clicked on ‘Talk. ‘


Montana: Hello, my love. Am I disturbing you? Talking to anyone else?


mk: Hi. No, I was just hanging around here waiting for you, watching the cyber-landscape.


Montana: You don’t have to say that to please me, u know. I don’t mind if you talk to others …


mk: It’s OK. I only came online a few minutes before you. It’s Monday, our time to talk. How could I ever forget?


Montana: You’re sweet-talking me again!


mk: As ever …


Montana: So how’s your week been, my love?


mk: Much the same as usual. Days just drifted by and away. Thought of you a lot.


Montana: So did I.


mk: You always say that, Montana.


Montana: Well, I do. You’re very special to me. Like a ray of sunshine in my drab life, you know.


mk: But not enough to agree to see me, hey?


Montana: There you go again, Martin. You never give up, do you?


mk: The day I give up on you, Montana, is the day I give up on living …


Montana: You naughty man, is that a threat, emotional blackmail?


mk: No. Just a statement of fact.


Montana: Are you going to make me sad again today, because if that’s what you intend to do, I’d rather go! I’m not in the mood for contrariness right now.


mk: OK, I’ll be good. Behave. So, on your own, childminder and daughter away? Just you and me on the screen? What are you wearing?


Montana: Just my bathrobe. I was going to take my shower and realised you might be online already. The clocks changed, moved back one hour last week. Wasn’t sure whether I’d missed you because of the new time difference.


mk: They also changed here. Anything underneath that bathrobe?


Montana: No. Slipped it on as I got out of bed.


mk: Oh, Montana, just the thought of you nude under that flimsy piece of cloth is enough to make me crazy. I want you so much …


Montana: I like it when you say things like that. I do.


mk: You’d like it even more if I were there in the flesh to say all those things, and so much more. In person.


Montana: I know I would, Martin, but I can’t allow that. Isn’t it enough for you to know that I love you deeply, that there’s a very special place for you right there inside my heart?


mk: Here we go again …It’s not what I call love, and you know that, Montana. Love is more. Not just a whim, it’s more than feelings or emotions, you see, it requires bodies to meet, embrace. I can’t survive on this second division version of love. I require reality.


Montana: You need the physical side, I know. But I’m married, I love my child and husband and cannot take the risk of losing them, Martin. I can’t allow it to go that far. And even if I did, what would happen after? Would I be any happier knowing it’s happened and that the reality you invoke prevents us both from going any further down that road. I’d feel betrayed, used …


mk: How you make me suffer, Montana … you know it would only take a word from you and I would be on the first plane to Canada. Please think hard about it, do change your mind. All I’m asking is a drink in a cafe, a meal, to be able to talk to you. Does the idea of actually meeting me scare you so much?


Montana: Yes, Martin. Because if we did meet, we both know it might happen and I cannot take that risk. We’ve talked about this so many times before …


mk: I know. But I will not give up on you.


Montana: You lovely man. I still love you very much, u know.


mk: Enough, my sweet Montana, you’re just going to make me sadder and angrier.


Montana: But I don’t want to make you sad. If that is the case today, maybe I should log off?


mk: No. STAY.


Montana: OK.


mk: When you take that shower later, think of me invisibly present between the droplets of water pearling down your body while you soap your breasts.


Montana: mmmmmmm …


mk: Imagine how my fingers would clean you slowly, moving from the valley of your cleavage down and further down towards your sweet intimacy.


Montana: mmmmmmmm … I love it when you talk to me like that. No other man ever has.


mk: None of your other Internet lovers? Really?


Montana: You know that I have no other lovers here, just friends. All we do is chat harmlessly. Martin, you are the only man I have sent my photo to.


mk: And I fell in love with that photo, Montana. But I beg you to send me another. I want to see your eyes. A photograph without those damn sunglasses. I want to see more of your face, you bewitching woman.


Montana: I promise I’ll look for one. I’m the one who takes the snaps in the family so there aren’t many of me around. But I’ll search for a suitable picture and try and scan it.


mk: An unsuitable one would do.


Montana: I don’t have any either. Well, some years back my husband took a photograph of my chest. In black and white, you can’t even see my face. Like a piece of meat. I don’t like that picture at all.


mk: My mouth is watering already, my sweet love.


Montana: Don’t hold your breath.


mk: So, Montana, where now?


Montana: What do you mean?


mk: I’m not even sure myself. I seem to be running out of words, of arguments, reasons to convince you, to seduce you . . . What is it now? Eight months we’ve been talking here almost daily and I don’t think I have much energy to continue fighting like this.


Montana: But we’re not fighting!


mk: I am, an uphill struggle to gain access to your distant heart.


Montana: But you are already in my heart, deep deep inside. Believe me. And when the day is grey like today, you feel like a ray of sunshine. You light up my life. Always remember that.


mk: It just doesn’t feel that way. I love you. I want you. Badly.


Montana: Martin, you have me.


mk: Have I really?


Montana: Yes.


Their chat line conversations invariably led to the same dead end these days. Going round and round. Declarations, assurances, sarcasm, fervour, sadness and anger, a waltz of words on flickering screens, with increasing periods of silence between the lines when one or the other ran out of words to say.


Montana: Are you still there?


mk: Yes.


Montana: Busy elsewhere?


mk: No. Just thinking.


Montana: Of what?


mk: Of the colour of your nipples.


Montana: You make me smile, you know.


mk: My pleasure entirely.


Montana: Is that irony or bitterness?


mk: Both.


Montana: Anyway, I have to go take that shower now. I have my salsa class in a couple of hours downtown.


mk: I’d love to see you dance.


Montana: Close your eyes and imagine it. You’re so good at imagining things, Martin. I’d love if you could send me another e-mail like you did in December. About the two of us, on that tropical beach, sunning ourselves in the nude, with all the colours of the sea and sand surrounding us. You never did finish that story, did you?


mk: I need more inspiration!


Montana: You’re just being naughty, now. Please, I like it so much when you tell me stories about the two of us.


mk: But will there ever be two of us?


Montana: We’re already together, Martin. We always will be, in my mind. Look, I have to go, really. Or I’ll be late for the class.


mk: Enjoy your dancing, then. I’ll be thinking of you.


Montana: I know. And it would nice to get an e-mail.


mk: Maybe.


Montana: Bye my love.


mk: cya.


Montana: xxxxxxxxxxx


mk: x


Montana drove towards the airport, her wicker basket on the passenger seat beside her. It was filled with her billowing salsa dress and black bolero top, still in the dry cleaner’s plastic wrap. The traffic on the highway was light for the time of day. As she drove parallel to the airport’s perimeter barbed-wire fence, she watched a Northwest jumbo land and an American Airlines cargo flight take off in a flurry of dust.


A road sign indicated the major junction ahead where the whirlpool of highways merged and bifurcated in all directions. One wrong turn (or a right one?) and a couple of days later she would find herself in Calgary or Vancouver. Two more places she had never visited. Cruising the sargasso of airport hotels was the nearest Montana had ever come to exotic travel.


Today, she selected the Stouffer Madison. The hotels with underground car parking facilities were preferable. More unlikely for anyone she knew to spot her three-year-old white Lexus, a present from her husband when she had become pregnant. Not that anybody she might know ever came around here in the daytime, whether friends, bank clients, acquaintances.


She manoeuvred the car into a corner spot on the first lower level, locked her wicker basket into the boot and took a lift to the hotel lobby. She was wearing one of her office power suits, a two-piece grey striped tailleur with a low hemline that reached just above her knees. And opaque stockings. Montana knew her legs were her best asset. Long, rangy without being thin. And this was the best way to display them. Black low-heeled leather shoes complemented the ensemble, highlighting the sleek, pale curve of her calves.


There were few people in the bar area. Just one barman in attendance, polishing the liquor glasses, and a maid dusting the glass-topped tables, lost in daydreams of escape. Montana found a seat, halfway between the entrance to the low-ceilinged, half-lit room and the bar counter, where she could strategically survey the whole area.


She wasn’t noticed for a couple of minutes.


Finally, the barman walked over and she ordered her drink, a vodka with orange. She looked around her. A couple in the opposite corner, sipping tea or coffee, probably checked out and still too early to make their way to the airport to catch their flight home. Stray businessmen looking bored, nursing half-empty glasses. She often wondered about the people who briefly inhabited airport hotels, what they did, why they were here, how come they had so much time on their hands? She felt safe in temporary places such as this.


She cupped her glass in both hands, sunk deeper into the softness of the plush chair, watched the two cubes of ice slowly melt inside her glass. The lipstick trace of her lips adhered to the edge of the glass. Adrienne never wore lipstick at the bank, at home or socially, only at the hotels. Montana sighed deeply and briefly closed her eyes.


Which is when the suit walked in to the hotel bar.


With his carefully groomed slicked-back greying hair, charcoal black loafer shoes and sky blue button down collar shirt, he looked around the room and took note of her, the only woman in the place, before he moved on to the bar and lowered himself on to a high stool at the end of the crescent-shaped counter.


She heard him order a Jack Daniels on the rocks. He carried neither briefcase nor attaché case with him.


Montana silently sipped her drink, occasionally attempting to recognize a particular song here and there amongst the blur of the music that piped out quietly from the bar’s hidden speakers.


On several occasions, when she looked up, she noticed the man glancing at her with increased curiosity. Lunchtime neared and the room began to fill. There were other single men around now, but most of them appeared to have a private agenda, either drinking too fast, making every minute of alcohol consumption count or checking their watches at regular intervals, waiting for someone to join them.


Montana gave the suit a final once-over and reflected he would do. Neither too young nor too old, suitably dressed, seemingly fit, good-looking, too, in a bland sort of conformist way.


The next time he glanced in her direction, she flashed him a gentle smile of recognition.


He smiled back, a tad surprised by her acknowledgment.


Minutes later, as she knew and hoped he would, he asked if he could join her. She agreed. He brought his drink over from the bar and settled into the armchair facing her.


‘Another drink?’


‘Sure. That would be nice.’


He hailed the bartender. Stuck to mineral water for himself.


‘Are you waiting for anyone?’ he asked her.


‘No.’ She did not elaborate.


‘I’m staying at the hotel,’ he informed her. ‘A day to kill at the fag end of a business trip. The symposium I was attending ended a day earlier than I thought.’


The drinks he had ordered arrived. Montana emptied what remained of her first vodka and orange into the new glass, filling it to the brim. She was a slow drinker. She did not respond to the information he had volunteered. The suit persevered.


‘I’m from Detroit. My name’s Anthony. Tony, if you prefer.’


‘Mine is Belle de Jour,’ she replied.


He was silent for a moment, digesting her words.


‘That’s certainly unusual,’ he answered. ‘Rings a bell somehow.’ He laughed quietly, suddenly realising his involuntary pun.


He looked Montana in the eyes quite solemnly and asked, 'It would feel odd calling you Belle. I accept your discretion and the use of an alias but, won’t you tell me your real name? Please?’ he pleaded.


She steadily held his gaze.


‘Montana. My name is Montana,’ she revealed.


The man smiled broadly.


‘That’s also pretty unusual, but it’ll do.’


She smiled back at him.


In turn, he looked the carefully groomed young blonde woman up and down. She certainly was a striking specimen, he thought. The jacket of her suit was partly unbuttoned and unveiled the outset of her cleavage. She didn’t appear very opulent but he did wonder whether she was wearing a brassiere underneath. Something told him she wasn’t. She crossed her long legs and he heard the unmistakable ruffle of nylon against nylon and skin. Her eyes were pale green, her lips thin but bright red. She didn’t appear to be wearing any other make-up. She continued to smile back at him, enigmatically, indulgently.


A host of contradictory thoughts and questions swirled across the man’s mind. A woman in a hotel bar, attractive, with a touch of class but not really the type, surely?


‘I’m available,’ she said softly.


‘You mean …?’ His glass froze in motion between the table and his mouth, as her sudden statement took him by surprise.


‘I mean I’m yours if you want me.’


He set his glass down without taking a further sip of water.


‘You said you had a room upstairs?’ she asked.


Maybe she should have accepted his civilized offer to have a bite to eat first, but now they were in his hotel room.


The man suggested she help herself to anything from the mini bar while he quickly tidied away the clothes and thick files that sprawled across the bed, but Montana declined. She stood there watching him, reflecting on the anonymity of all hotel rooms and the curious universal smell that emanated from them. She couldn’t put a finger on it. But it was the same, whether luxury inns or cheap motels, it was always the same. Maybe it was the smell of sex, she reckoned. The fragrance bequeathed by the hundreds of couples who had fucked in this small enclosure, the solitary men and women who had masturbated wildly in the privacy of the room to personal memories of times past, daydreams of partners who would never be or to the Technicolor images of tawdry magazines or the pay-per-view erotic channel on the television set in the corner.
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