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Chapter 1

The dress is this astounding deep black. It seems wet, luxurious, the black that inexplicably wouldn’t let your gaze wander. The fabric is glossy and rich. The sight of it, just hanging there on its black velveteen hanger causes a shiver to run through my body, tightening my muscles unexpectedly. The ink of my pupils spread in pleasure.

The dress is expensive, and normally this would move me on to the next item, but this time, I decide to try it on.

The fabric fit so close to my skin it felt like it had been hand-made for me, for some very special occasion. The material falls heavy, soft, decadent, the way clothes from the regular racks never seem to no matter how good the fit. The neck is high, tickling my clavicle, the fitted bodice just right. Perfect. The dress clings to my breasts, snugly contouring my hips, accentuating my waist with a tiny flare.

The sleeves flutter against my wrists, the hem exactly under my knee when I stand tall. It is simple, elegant, sensual. I love looking at myself in the multi-view mirrors, and turn my head a touch to see the back.

The back, attached to the sleeves by a single seam, is set in a U-shaped curve, the bottom of the U laid across my ass crack. An involuntary sigh leaves my lips as I arch sideways to get a better look. I am flushed with pleasure at the beautifully-crafted dress and how I look wearing it: stunning, with very little effort at all. That’s the beauty of a great dress.

The crack of my ass so close to being revealed is deeply pleasing to me. I want it, but there wasn’t much point in buying it – I was at a genetics council review in Montreal. Alas, I buy the dress.

Chapter 2

Geneticists aren’t famous for their cocktail-hour antics, and after four days of exhausting presentations and panels and meetings, with my presentation at the end of it all, almost everyone had flown the coop. We’d covered some excellent ground, but it was over.

The review of my research was well received by those who saw it, but if the room is two-thirds empty and nobody hears it, it’s like the tree falling in the forest. As it was, I could see two men asleep, another few checking their wrists periodically to see when it wasn’t going to be rude to leave. Some weren’t as courteous. Getting through airports on Sunday nights is nightmarish because people are tired and anxious to get home after the weekend. I understood and I didn’t feel bad. We’d all had enough.

The last council members scuttled out of the building, everyone being very polite and kind about my paper and presentation, offering their congratulations. It was still the afternoon, a touch too early for a martini, so I went back to my room and took a long bath.

Now, I have a deep love and respect for hotel rooms. They are always furnished beautifully, and if you pay enough, the rooms are always spotless, the staff highly trained and customer-centric, and if I choose the right hotel, it has a fabulous bath.

What intrigues me about hotel rooms is the constant trail of human beings through their doors, absorbing every scenario you can imagine. Lovers, arguments, relatives, friends, long-lost cousins. Parties, sex, forbidden smoking, drugs, debauchery, lost money, quiet sleeps of the guilty, the restless nights of insomniacs. I love hotels. It is expected that you do whatever you want.

Due to the timing of my talk, I’d booked an extra night at my hotel, the one that the council review was at – it came highly recommended, had great ratings, but mostly, the bath was beautiful – big, oblong, free-standing. Pearl taps, lion’s feet. I was grateful that I could go and relax for the night. Wear my new dress somewhere. I smiled at the thought, knowing I wouldn’t go far.

After smoothing cream on my damp skin, I applied some smoky eye makeup, glossed my lips, and clipped my hair up loosely on the back of my head. I wanted my bare back to be seen. All of it.

Then, with reverence, I put on the dress. It slid onto my body better than it had in the shop. I felt so sexy, fresh, clean, Italian fragrance light on my skin. There is nothing like the naked outline of a woman’s back to arouse sensuality in another human, I knew this, and was very deliberate in my walk, hips exposed by the fit of the dress, my bottom wiggling just a touch.

The hotel was very upmarket, boutique, designed for expensive tastes. Rich maroon, mahogany, navy, comfort and class at every turn. I wasn’t paying for it, so it made the place all the sweeter. Being a board review member, I had an all-expenses-paid ticket to the world. It was lovely.

The tables at the hotel bar had various guests, in groups or pairs, drinking chilled wine or frosty beers. I could see sparkles in eyes, or in others, the glaze of boredom. The many faces of a hotel. I didn’t see anyone I might like to talk to.

I love sitting at a bar, and always avoid tables when I am alone. The solid bar is the most social place for a person on their own, and bartenders are almost always great people to know.

I often chat to the bartender, who in turn is chatting with other people scattered down the bar. At first, we all keep our personal space and act like we’re happy on our own, but after a while, the bartender acts as a form of social glue, a connect-the-dots between barflies. I much appreciate their free social services.

In Montreal, I especially love it when my bartender speaks to me in French. I don’t understand a word of it, and he repeats himself in heavily accented English. I order a dirty martini and feel guilty that I don’t know any French words.

My drink was perfect. I love this city. As I sipped my martini, I went back over some of the more interesting presentations I’d watched over the past few days. One in particular stood out to me, a talk about the connection between certain yeasts and their behaviour in the presence of particular genes in the host tissue.

I also reflected on how lucky I felt to be away from home for a while, away from my husband. We’d been fighting a bit lately, I’m not even sure what about, but he keeps accusing me of flirting with other men, which is now starting to turn into me having an affair – simply not true, though of course I’ve been tempted. Of course I gently flirt from time to time, but I think it’s normal. He gets really jealous, and I do get sick of it, which is why it’s nice to be alone in the world again. Just me and my martini.

I can be anyone I like right now. A world-famous ground-breaking epigenetics researcher. A Russian spy here to follow a Nazi war criminal. The wife of a man with borderline personality disorder. It’s complicated.

I raised my hand discreetly, indicating I wanted another drink. The young, cool bartender fixed it, and as he placed it down on the glossy bar, he again spoke to me in French, but said something I gathered meant, ‘Enjoy your drink, madam’, and as he gave me a cheeky smile that only the young and handsome can pull off, he offered me a small bow. A very deep voice next to me said, ‘I’ll take care of that.’

I turned to face the owner of the voice offering to pay for my drink, a man, probably about fifty, give or take, silver hair, in a very, very beautiful suit. A splash of colour at his throat, a red bowtie. I am a sucker for bowties, so immediately liked him. I thanked him for the drink with a courteous nod of my head.

I didn’t recognise him immediately, so asked, ‘were you at the genetics council review?’ There had been hundreds of guests.

He joked, ‘Oh, no. I’d be rather awful as a geneticist. My genes are perfect, and I see absolutely no need to study anyone else’s’. His laugh was rounded and full. I smiled with him. He then added, ‘I run a corporate law firm, and a few of the guys set up a mini get together, networking and so on. We’ve just had our black tie event.’ He motions to his bowtie as evidence. I nod. ‘Nice bowtie,’ I say. He just nods at me with a smile that crinkles his eyes. I like him.

Corporate law wasn’t something I knew anything about, so I delved, and got the most interesting answers to what I’d always thought were boring questions. We talked about money systems, I learnt some really unusual things about American law, human psychology, capitalism, why the global financial crisis really happened. Then we talked about the human elements to our legal system, the systems set up to support – and exploit – our weaknesses. It was fascinating. I was having fun.

He was intelligent, and though I usually don’t fancy older men, especially not lawyers, he was very sexy. He effortlessly pulled off being a successful, interesting, attractive man without seeming arrogant or insecure. A rarity. I found him intriguing, which is always dangerous after a few martinis.

His hand slid down my back, his fingers warm on my skin. I felt a guilty pleasure chill and the hair on my arms stood up slightly. Thankfully he couldn’t see. He was very bold. When he asked if I would like to accompany him to his room, I said yes, straight away in fact. I wished I’d been the slightest bit less of a cheating whore and at least insisted on dinner first, but it was too late.

The truth was, I wanted to see him naked. I wanted to see what lay beneath his finely-tailored suit. I wanted to fuck another man who wasn’t my crazy husband whom I loved to death.

This stranger oozed confidence, so I was sure he would be impressive – a calculated risk. Overselling himself is not the task of a secure man. This was my several martinis thinking, I was sure, but fuck it. Here goes nothing.

His hand hovered at my back as we rode our way to the twenty-fifth storey of the hotel – twelve floors above my room. His view of Montreal was grander than mine. Our eyes met as we stepped out of the elevator, and then he looked away, deliberate in all of his actions, but still casual.

I was hooked.

As I was looking with wonder out the window, and pushing back the pangs of guilt that threatened to interfere with the rush I was experiencing through my whole body, the man stepped into place directly behind me, kissing the bare back of my neck gently, his hands gliding over the fabric of my dress, my ribs, my waist, stroking me. I felt breathless. His hands found their way into the back of my dress, where his soft, strong palms cupped my waist.

‘You are very beautiful,’ he said, kissing the back of my neck again, his hands roaming up to my breasts, down to my buttocks, up under the floating hem to my raw flesh. Nobody had said that to be in such a long time. I was a walking cliché.

I heard his breath change ever so slightly as he realised I wasn’t wearing any panties. He chuckled.

‘Makes sense,’ is all he said.

My breath caught in my throat as he whirled me around to face him. My hands made their way to his bowtie, but he caught my hand in his, placed it on his hip, undid his own bowtie. It was an unusual attachment style.

He bent down slightly to grasp the bottom of my dress, then slid it up my body, the great reveal, until it was pulled over my head. After carefully pulling the dress inside out, right-side-in, he draped it carefully across the back of the armchair.

He stood a few feet from me, examining me, consuming my nudity with his eyes. The only thing left on my body were my earrings and heels.

‘Have you been enjoying the hotel?’ he asked me, a smile playing on his lips.

‘Very much so. It’s—‘

His mouth found mine mid-sentence, his tongue parting my lips. The whiskey on his breath was smoky, peaty. I could taste the dense tobacco of a cigar. He had been celebrating.

My fingers found the curls on his chest, his nipples, through his shirt. Quickly he twirled me around, made me face the glass, and forced me gently up against the glass, my breasts flattened, my cheek cold. I gasped.

‘It is a beautiful view. Montreal is a very beautiful city,’ he said, eventually. He was teasing me.

He held my hands above my head as I was pushed up against the glass, finding his way to my breasts, pulling at my nipples, kneading me. My arousal was taking shape, with my clitoris starting to tingle, the wetness beginning to inch its way out of my pussy. His hands roamed over my body, getting closer and closer, over my stomach, down the front to my shaved-clean cunt.

‘Open your legs,’ he demanded.

His hands roved across my thighs, into my ass crack, my cheeks spread open. His hard cock was pushing against me from under his suit trousers, aching to be released. My body craved his touch, so when he pushed a finger into my slit, spreading my lips wide open, I moaned.

‘Oh God.’ I was spread, front and back. I begged. ‘Please…’ though it was just a whisper. I wanted him inside me.

‘I’ve heard this hotel is one of the ten tallest buildings in Montreal, built by a famous billionaire for his wife. Do you think that’s true?’

A finger pressed on my anus. I shivered.

‘Sounds lovely, don’t you think, but probably unlikely?’ His question and statement.

‘I don’t know,’ I whispered, returning his pressure. He wouldn’t allow me to back into him, instead moving with me. This man knew how to tease a woman, and my wetness was his evidence.

‘Calm down, eager. We have time.’

His fingers were wet from my slippery cunt lips, his fingers parting me, pulling me open. I knew how wet I was.

‘Mm please,’ I whispered again, pushing my hips against him, my lips open, panting, moaning.

I rocked against him, and he pulled his fingers together onto my clitoris, rubbing, sliding, pushing them into my opening just a tiny bit, his other fingers keeping my lips parted.

This was making me crazy, wild. This was way outside anything I’d experienced with other guys, which is strange, because I love sex – I am not afraid to succumb to my passions, but he was playing me expertly, like a finely-tuned violin.

He pulled his fingers out of my slit, spreading my lips open further, his other hand still resting between my cheeks. He pushed the tip of his wet finger slightly into my anus, spreading my buttocks. I shivered, moaned, got instantly wetter, the quiver complete from head to toe. My opening was inviting, glistening, while his finger sank into my ass.

‘You are just lovely,’ he murmured into my ear, his hot breath on my neck. ‘Open your legs. That’s right.’

I was again pushed against the cool glass, my nipples hard. He then withdrew from me, leaving me gasping and moaning against the window pane. He said, ‘I’ll be back shortly – I need something from the bathroom. Enjoy the view.’ And with that, I was on alone with my dirty thoughts.

My breath was fogging up the glass through my open mouth, but I stayed put as instructed. I wondered what he was getting, if anyone in another building could see me, and what they would think. I felt his hand on my buttock, slipping up into my wetness again, ever so gently. I could feel that I was about to orgasm, my clitoris was full and buzzing, my cunt heavy and poised, tightening up.

‘Look at you, so easy to please.’

His whisper, combined with him pushing two fingers inside of me while his thumb rubbed my wet clit, made my pussy erupt in a small explosion, an orgasm that felt like fireworks going off from my clitoris, but not much more.

My orgasm didn’t take the edge off. It just made me more desperate for a bone-crushing, deep orgasm. Release. Here, I was still trapped by this sexy, sensual man, trapped in the rush of his tease.

‘Just to keep you going,’ he said as he turned away from me.

My head rush made me grab the side of the armchair that my dress lay on to steady myself. He was carefully pulling each button on his shirt out through its slit, one by one. I could see now the hair I had felt before, thick, dark hair with speckles of white. He clearly spent time at the gym, his muscles clearly defined, his shoulders firm and broad. He stood up straight, like a man in charge. He looked better than most of the guys I had fucked who he had two decades on.

His belt and pants fell to the ground, leaving him in white boxer briefs that showed the dimple in the side of his buttock. He slowly removed the boxers, and I got a glimpse of his cock for the first time.

His thick meat was protruding from his body, swollen and stiff. My mouth watered at the thought of him plunging his cock into me, how quickly I would melt, but tasting him was also a delicious thought. I eyed his body, licking my lips and swallowing like a hungry animal.

I walked over to where he stood and knelt in front of him like a filthy slave, my knees parted so my slit was close to the fluffy carpet. I couldn’t help but grind myself on the fabric as I took his shaft into both hands, and lapped at the head of his now-stiff cock.

The bulb of his penis was shiny and the shaft was veiny. As I licked his cock up and down, teasing him before I opened my mouth and accepted him into me. His balls smelt aromatic and manly, mixed with soap and his own perfume. I tongued his long shaft, his bulbous head, his scented balls, guzzling him into me. I moaned as my clit only just hit the top of the carpet, teasing me. He was too big for my mouth, I couldn’t fit him all the way in, so I did what I could, sucking, licking, massaging. I tried to get his cock down my throat, just a little bit, and gagged, but kept trying because while it left me breathless, I could tell that he liked it.

His hands were on my head, digging into my scalp, grabbing small handfuls of my hair, while I rolled my tongue into the eye of his cock, up under the head, flicked and suckled and gagged. His balls tightened under my hand, and I could feel the semen start to fill his cock. I wanted him to cum in my mouth and I moaned, but he grabbed my hair and pulled me off his dick right at the last moment, saying, ‘No, I want to cum inside of you. Not yet.’

He was breathing heavily, his cock bulging with blood and glistening with saliva. My eyes watered as I gasped for breath.

‘Condoms,’ I heaved.

He laughed. ‘Of course. In a condom.’

He helped me up and we walked across to the bed, where he proceeded to pull off the top layers of blankets and sheets, leaving the bare bottom sheet. He put me in the middle.

His bathroom kit was next to the bed, and he reached over and pulled out two condoms and a small bottle of lube, then ever-so-politely asked, ‘May I please fuck your ass?’

I was taken aback – anal straight off the bat – but I actually love anal, probably even more than vaginal sex, so I immediately agreed with a nod. He double checked – ‘are you sure?’ – and then when I agreed with an exuberant, ‘Oh yes!’ he kissed me deeply on the mouth before repositioning me to take his cock in my ass.

On my hands and knees, his hand on my back holding me in place, he bent down and started to lick my anus, and gently probe at it, opening it up, teasing it, so he could easily and painlessly slide his dick into me. He was an expert.

‘Your body is so incredible,’ he murmured, teasing my crack.

I love nothing more than being adored, complimented, worshipped. I felt flush with pleasured at his words as I felt the cold plop of lube on my asshole. He used a finger to massage the lube around, sensuously, gently, he teased me open.

‘Your ass is amazing,’ he said, gently pushing in a finger, then two, slowly fingering my asshole. ‘I can’t wait to feel my cock inside, to feel you grip me.’

After adding more lube, he then slipped in one more finger, making three. I moaned. I love this more than life itself.

‘You going ok there?’ he checked in, to which I replied, ‘Maybe just go a bit slower, I need a minute to adjust.’

At this, he let his fingers come to rest, still inside me, but still, and as my breath slowed, he gently, slower, started again, in and out, wiggling his fingers slightly, feeling my insides. I felt so full, and was excited at the thought of his cock filling me up. It had been ages since I’d been this full.

I wanted to touch my clit, but I knew that as soon as I did, I would cum, hard. I had to wait for his cock to start fucking me before then. My clit, heavy and swollen, was begging for attention, but I had to resist.

‘I think you’re ready.’ He withdrew his fingers, emptying me of him, then I heard the condom being unwrapped, and the ping of the elastic around the base of his stiff penis. Soon I felt more lube and the warm, hard head of his penis nuzzling my crack. He slid his shaft up and across my anus, reaching around with his clean hand to my clitoris. I pushed him away, moaning. Not yet.

He pushed at me with the head of his cock, gently pushing my tight sphincter open so it would allow him to enter me.

And wow was it worth it. He took his time, taking several minutes to have himself comfortably inside of me, his balls heavy against my labia. I squeezed, and in response, he made a small sound, a chuckle. He just stayed put, fully seated in me, so I could adjust to the sensation and relax fully. He had done this before.

Again the urge to feverishly rub my clitoris and orgasm rolled through me and I started to slide on his cock, just small motions at first, but soon I got into a rhythm.

He checked in with me again, ‘You all good there?’

I sighed and moaned in response, sliding his cock into me deeper, then out, deep, out, slowly. Each thrust was slightly longer than the last, a little faster, until I was pushing into him, backing up to fill my body with his throbbing cock. Soon I was fucking myself on him, harder, faster, moaning and whimpering.

I was ready to free my hand so I could touch myself, but he wouldn’t let me move. Instead, he adjusted himself, then put one of his hands around to my front and found my swollen cunt, finding me dripping wet, sopping.

‘Aren’t you just a wet little slut!’ he exclaimed, pushing two of his fingers into my vagina, gathering rhythm with his thrusts into my ass. I was so near to coming, my muscles were clenching, my moans were louder, our fucking becoming desperate.

I tried to get to my clitoris, but he stopped me, saying, ‘do you want to have an orgasm, wet slut?’ and I choked on my yes. He then said, ‘No. Not yet.’

Men have died for lesser sins.

It made me fuck harder, pounding against him. His wet balls smacked on my vulva, and he growled, ‘I am controlling this, and it’s not time yet.’

I was puffing, groaning, trying to force him to let me cum, but then he switched it up, changing his rhythm, taking away pressure on my clitoris, and instead just tracing the sides of my lips, the crease of my thigh.

I was furious, and a small scream came out of my mouth, and he laughed, ‘Are you getting frustrated, you poor little slut?’ and slapped the flesh of my buttock while he slowed the pace of his cock inside me. My ass tightened.

Soon he was back to a regular rhythm, pounding into me, me backing up against him. His hand reached around again and pulled my lips apart, opening up my hungry cunt, stroking me, at first softly, but then harder and harder.

He was still thrusting into my ass, me panting and whining, and soon his rubbing on my clitoris and pumping my pussy with his fingers, on my g-spot, all became too much and without warning, I came, but with this orgasm I squirted out liquid onto his hand, something that had never happened to me before.

He pulled his hand away from my pussy, rubbing the liquid onto my back, resuming holding me with both hands.

‘Good girl. I like that in a woman.’

And with that, he continued to thrust, long and strong, into me, until finally he grunted, and came, his cock pumping the hot liquid into the condom.

His cock continued to contract for what felt like an age until it finally died down, with his cock growing soft quickly inside of me. Gently he prised his cock from my body, me complaining, rolling away from him onto my back.

We were both sweating and panting, hearts racing.

‘Holy fucking shit,’ I said through my breath. ‘I’ve never squirted before!’

‘Well, you’re welcome!’ We both laughed.

We calmed down, showered, and I got dressed and walked back into the room, looking worse for wear than when I had arrived. His pants and shirt were on. The fun was over, it seemed.

‘Do you have a card?’ he asked. ‘If I am back in town soon I would like to see you again.’

‘Oh, I don’t live here,’ I said, rifling through my handbag for one of my cards anyway. I’d sure like to see him again – one day. I handed him the card, and he slipped his into my palm. I kissed him on the cheek, and because it felt nice and dirty, I thanked him with a cheeky grin and walked out the door, not looking back. I didn’t feel the slightest bit guilty.

When I was safely in the elevator, laughing to myself I looked in my hand. The card was blank except for the handwritten words, “Busted x”. I turned the card over and was shocked at the neat black-and-white business card that simply read, Peter Ulbricht, Private Detective Specialising in Cheating Spouses.

The breath left my chest.
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