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Chapter One

 


 

Above the blare of horns, wisecracking truck drivers and low flying aircraft he heard the sweet music of her voice, as she came.  Ahhh …. brown-skinned Maria didn’t move as much as she undulated, half covered by the damp sheets, half exposed to the sunlight streaming into the apartment, which was already steamy by ten in the morning.  She did her best fucking then, when it was hot.  Perhaps because she was reminded of Tijuana where she was born.  The best things came out of the heat.  Her body glistened sweaty, as his mouth moved from one brown nipple to the next and then to her navel where a little pool of liquid collected as he dripped his frosty beer can over her belly.  She’d squealed and jerked like a madwoman.  But she wasn’t going anywhere.  He had her hands tied overhead, her feet below, just the way she liked her sex.  He’d made her lie there from first light until he decided he wanted to have her, until she was stimulated to a peak, until she might have spontaneously orgasmed from the air itself. But then, she would never do that, she liked to get fucked.


	He made her take his prick in her mouth first while she remained unable to move.  He knelt above her and watched it slide slowly down her throat.  In and out of her, the thick erection was bathed inside her wet mouth, made larger by her lips sucking.  About to ejaculate, but not quite, he pulled away and took her between her thighs.  She struggled with the ropes at her wrists and ankles, wanting to pull up her thighs, wrap her legs around his ass and use her hands to scratch his back so it would look like he’d been flailed with a whip.  


	He couldn’t hold back when she orgasmed a second time.  Then she squeezed him with her inner muscles and he shot off, while each hand held a full breast in its grip.  The hard rhythmic beating of groin to groin raised the sound of her voice like a new melody into a day already filled with sound.  He liked the music of her voice above the other noises in the air.


	“You piss me off!” Maria shouted throwing a pillow at a naked Tad Stone.  She was seconds away from cussing him out in Spanish – a really bad sign for a sweet tempered senorita.


	“Hey!  Cut that out!” he barked back.  “You got what you wanted.”


	“I never get what I want,” she shouted.


	“I told you, babe, I don’t do well with romance.”


	“You ass!  Get out!”


	“Yeah, well after I shower.”


	“Now!”


	He laughed, ignoring her, then showered and left the apartment, dropping a few bills on the table by the door.  It wasn’t that he had to pay her, but she needed the money, and instead of romance, it softened her bite.






***




 

	The newsroom buzzed with activity, with the sounds of computer keys, telephones and laughter.  Inside the office on the far wall, behind the glass windows, the willowy blonde sitting at her desk peered over her glasses that were poised at the tip of her nose.  She was missing one quarter of her staff and she didn’t like it, even though she expected nothing less on Tad Stone’s first day.  She’d argued for two hours with Sam, her editor.  But no argument was good enough to keep Tad Stone off the City Desk and out of the domain she considered hers.  


	He was the most reckless investigative reporter in the city, the most ambitious, and the best.  But he was more than Kelly London needed.  She had a hard enough time keeping the other three members of her team under control.  The trouble was, they were all too much alike: free thinkers, mavericks, itinerant gamblers who thrived on action and very little common sense.  Tad Stone was undoubtedly the worst of the best – as bad as his reputation.  


	He was on his way up in the news world with a fluke Pulitzer, due primarily to luck and good timing.  That landed him the plum job on The Mirror, the one that Kelly thought she’d handed to a good-natured but moldable young reporter from Sioux City.  But then, the decision was taken away from her, an event no news director should have to put up with. 


	The Mirror needed readers, they needed results and they needed stories that no one else in the City could get.  Tad Stone would get what Sam Ross and the Publisher, Teddy Jones, wanted.


	“The meeting was at ten, Mr. Stone,” Kelly said, as the errant reporter finally sauntered into her cramped office at half past eleven.  A few papers fluttered from her hands and they both stooped to pick them up.


	“I guess I overslept,” he replied with a smile.


	“Or other things?”


	“Hey, when you have it, you’ve got to take advantage of it,” he snickered.


	“Is that how you refer to your relationships with women?” Kelly asked.


	“Who said I was referring to women?”


	“I assumed you were referring to sex,” she said.  “Unless of course you like men better.”


	“No, ma’am, I’m strictly a pussy man,” he answered.


	Kelly took a deep breath.  “Well, this is quite a first conversation,” she said, holding out her hand for him to shake.  “I’m Kelly London, and I am the director of the City Desk, and when I schedule a meeting I expect my staff to be on time, including you, Mr. Stone.  Pull yourself out of bed next time.”


	“Your point is taken,” he acknowledged with a nod, though the steady smirk remained on his face.  It was intended to intimidate her, and they both knew that.  Kelly tried ignoring it.  Sitting back down at her desk, she watched as Tad took a chair across from her.


	“You don’t like me much, do you?” he said as he carefully observed the expression on her face.


	“Why would you think that?” she said, with sarcasm dripping.


	“Because all the women who haven’t been to bed with me have a hard time.”


	Kelly sat up straight and took a deep breath.  “If you’re going to make sexually harassing comments, Mr. Stone, we will part ways immediately.  I don’t care what it takes for Sam Ross to get the message.  I won’t have it.”


	“Hey, I’m sorry,” he shrugged. 


	He did sincere really well, brown eyes twinkling, his broad grin flashing.  Tad Stone looked like a rogue in a handsome sort of way, with his feathered-back brown hair just beginning to show a hint of gray, and a good old All American tan that she noticed on his exposed forearms and hands.  With his broad shoulders and tight waist, he probably worked out.


	She liked men’s hands, could tell a lot from them.  Spent some time studying them on the subway and in restaurants.  She thought of how they’d feel on her skin, whether it would be a gentle touch or something more harsh.  She didn’t mind either kind of touch, both had their purpose.  It took just a second to figure Tad’s.  His were skilled, easily changeable.  And that was a dangerous sign.  Already fantasizing about what they’d do to her body, she felt the first unwanted jolt of sexual attraction.


	“Get this real clear, Mr. Stone.  You’re right, I don’t like you.  I didn’t choose you.  I didn’t want you on my team.  I think you’re dangerous, in spite of your Pulitzer.  You’re arrogant, cocky and you take too many risks.  I think, ultimately, you’ll be a liability for the paper, cause you’ll fuck up, and we’ll all pay.”  She stopped.


	“Gee,” Tad said grinning.  “Terrific welcome.”


	“Well, my opinions aside, you’re here, and I’m obliged to work with you.  I just want things to be right on the table from the beginning.”


	“Well, I guess you did a real good job of that.”  There was a bite in his voice, but still a smile on his face.  “So, what’s my assignment?”


	Getting on to business, Kelly leafed through the papers on her desk for a file.  Finding it, she handed it to Tad.


	“We’re working on Mick Hagan, the drug dealer.  You have any leads?”


	His smiled turned warm again.


	“I’ve got more than leads,” Tad replied.  “Just got to pump my informants.”


	“You want to tell me about that?” she asked, curious.


	“No.  But I’ll have your story,” he said, rising from his chair.  “Better not waste any more time.”


	“Mr. Stone, I haven’t ended this meeting,” Kelly called him back.


	“Oh?” he stopped his lazy saunter towards the door.


	“We need to get a few things straight around here.  I can’t ask you your sources, but I do want to know what you’re working on and what I can expect from you.  I want daily reports.”


	“Hey, I just told you what I’d be doing.”  Just the tiniest bit of annoyance was appearing on the surface of his cool attitude.


	“I need more details,” she said, matching his cool with her own.


	“Is that so?”  he said.


	“Yes, that’s so. You work for me and you will remember that.”


	“Oh, I’m sure I won’t forget.”


	Moseying back towards the desk he sat on the edge and leaned in, peering at her with his typical jaunty expression: though it suddenly faded. “I know you don’t like me, Ms. London,” he said, turning serious.  “But I’m the best goddam reporter in this town.  You know it, I know it, and everyone else knows it.  So if you want to make a stink about me, you go right ahead.  But I’m not above kicking a bitchy dame out of her job to get what I want, and you’re right up there with the best of the bitches.”  He stood up.  “And don’t call me Mr. Stone, because I won’t answer you again.  I’m Tad, just Tad.”               


	Without his signature smile he retraced his steps to the door.


	“Now, if you don’t mind, there’s a little Spanish filly with warm firm thighs and a succulent pussy waiting for me.  That’s where I plan to spend my afternoon.  Is that enough detail for you?”


	Ten minutes with Tad Stone, Kelly had never been so aroused in her life.  Her body heat sky high, she was furious with him and furious with herself.  She hated him, hated his handsome face, and his flirtatious eyes and his broad grin and the muscled shoulders and even the tight ass that she stared at as it disappeared from sight.  She could never work with a man she despised one minute, only to want him to screw her the next.  She’d been a sucker for scoundrels before.  They used her, took advantage of her, and made her look like a fool.  If she wasn’t careful, very careful, it would happen all over again. 


	Kelly London managed to keep thoughts of Tad Stone out of her mind the remainder of the day – more by force of will than anything else.  But as she drove to her apartment, she couldn’t keep her mind off their first confrontation.  To her dismay, he was already lodged in her brain cells and her groin, stimulating every nerve ending in her body as surely as if he was there between her legs with his mouth moving on her naked pubis.  At home that night, her only salvation was to think of him, and let her mind wander to every tantalizing feature of his virile body.  Maybe this way she could purge herself of the thought of him and maintain her composure in his presence.


	She thought of him while stood before her dressing mirror, unbuttoning the filmy white blouse.  It billowed for just a minute with the breeze blowing in the window.  Dropping like a white sail to the floor, she stared at what remained, her torso clothed in nothing but the soft pink bra that cupped her breasts and made her natural cleavage more remarkable.  The little shimmy of her flesh made her imagine what it would feel like to have Tad Stone’s hands touching her there.  She touched herself, pulling a pink nipple from the pink bra and pinching it between her fingers.  The little twinge of pain involved made her wince, made her think that Tad would pinch it harder until it really hurt.  She’d like that.


	Her hands behind her back found the bra clasp and freed her of the constraining garment, breasts swinging before her eyes.  Both nipples were hard.  Cupping one breast, she leaned down and licked the surface.  As she gazed at her reflection in the mirror, she imagined Tad behind her, removing his shirt, his tanned chest against her skin, his groin attached to hers from the rear, his dick pulsing so she could feel it in her bottom.  They’d dance a little.  His hands would be clinging to her breasts, squeezing them.  And then because her body demanded it, she’d loose the button on her skirt and let that drop too.  Tad’s hands would be inside the brief bikinis, one grasping her neatly shaved mound.  He’d be the kind of man to tug at her silky hair, and take his middle finger deep between her labia.


	Kelly, mimicking the moves, discarded her skirt and panties on the floor.  One hand at her crotch accomplished all that she imagined Tad Stone would do.  He would never like sex pretty.  He’d bend her over the back of the chair and enter her from behind, grab her tits and slap her ass.  She slapped her own breasts while thinking Tad’s larger hand would make a better impact.  She slapped herself till she could feel a sting, then returned to her pubis and the pleasure growing there.	


	She might have orgasmed a moment later to the thought of his erection moving inside her.  But the fantasy disappeared with one quick glance toward the door and the eyes of her boyfriend staring intently at her show.


	“Must have been missing me, huh?” he said as he moved forward, removing his tie and pulling his shirt from his pants.


	“You’re back early,” she said in a breathless voice.


	“Is that bad?  Or would you rather have sex with yourself?”  She was a little annoyed with the interruption, but she covered quickly, helping Gray Morgan to strip off his pants.  And those on the floor, she pulled him to the bed.


	“Hey, I liked that little dance you were doing.  Maybe we could just fuck right there,” he protested.


	“Ah, but I want you really deep, darling,” she purred.


	He liked the animal in her climbing out of her well carved image of self control.  With his erection ready, he entered her sopping puss and began to thrust.  He could feel a little orgasm in her right away, and then another building more slowly while his got started.  They climaxed almost simultaneously, though hers lasted longer.  A dozen spasms must have pulsed through her body making her inner muscles clench tight around his cock.  


	“I like this kind of welcome,” Gray said later as he stroked her hair.  Their relationship was a little rocky even on good days.  But with this welcome home, he have to rethink the decision he’d made on the plane flying in from the West Coast.  The woman he’d spent the last few nights with in L. A. suddenly disappeared from his mind seeing Kelly as he remembered her when they first met.


	“I bet you do,” Kelly replied to him sweetly, as she snuggled into his arms.  Her loins were pressed to his, as though she expected another erection to magically appear.  She kissed his face a dozen times, then his lips.  “You might just have to take care of me again, before the night’s over,” she told him, as her hand slipped between his thighs and began to play with his limp penis.  


	“What’s made you so horny?” he asked, really thinking the question was just rhetorical.


	But she answered anyway.  “Another man,” she told the truth.


	“Really?  I thought I was the only one.”  He feigned hurt, though he wasn’t very good at it.


	“Yes, but he’s an impossible one, so you have nothing to worry about.”


	“But there are others?” he asked.


	“Maybe,” she was purposefully vague.  She turned over in bed, and turned out the light.  “Don’t think, Gray, that I didn’t see the make-up on your shirt,” she added, as she was about to drift off to sleep.  “I hope she was worth it.”  


	Gray laid back, just the sheet over his perspiring body.  Damn, the reporter in her never slept, never took a vacation, never stopped looking for clues, evidence, the hint of anything that would make a juicy story.  She should have been a detective, or a mystery writer.






Chapter Two

 


 

At ten a.m. Kelly’s office was packed with her reporting staff, John Marlboro, Liz Sanchez, David Chow and Tad Stone.


	“Well, you missed meeting Tad yesterday,” Kelly said, as a way of introducing the newest member of the team.  “He’ll be doing features and interviews.  I understand he loves to link politics and crime.”  She actually looked like she admired him as she spoke.  “I’m sure you’ll all remember his infamous stories.  You can take some time to get to know him, but right now we have a full schedule and we need to get cracking.”


	“Excuse me,” Tad suddenly jumped in, interrupting her monologue.


	Kelly reached for the typed papers in Tad’s hand and perused the copy.


	“What’s this?”


	“Thought that was spelled out pretty clearly,” he said.


	“You got an interview with Armand Perez?”  She was astonished.


	“Last night about four a.m.,” Tad said with a smile.


	“How’d you do that, we’ve been after him for weeks?”


	“I told you, I just needed a few minutes with my informants.  Led me right to him.  He was a little hyped up on coke, but that only made the interview more interesting.  Actually, you might have to edit it, being The Mirror is a family newspaper.”


	Kelly perused the full interview line by line, more amazed with every word she read.


	“I think this will be fine, with a few choice metaphors deleted,” she said.  “I’m impressed.”


	“It’s why I was hired, Ms. London,” he said, letting his eyes get inside her as they stared at each other.


	“Well, we can see why Tad Stone has joined our team.  I’m sure we’ll have more first class copy coming from him soon.  And for today,” she said, moving on, “John you need to stick with the rape story, see if there’s anything else we can dig up, Liz and David, you’re still looking into the trial.  And David, see if you can get anything out of the Mayor’s office.  Tad and I will be doing some undercover work trying to tie the drug ring into the brothel and the topless nightclub.”


	“Sounds like you get all the fun,” John commented with a grin.


	“Yeah, if I sent you into that place you’d spend too much and waste too much time,” she said, grinning back at the seasoned veteran who always looked as though he was waking up from a hangover.  “So, let’s make the headlines, people.”  She dismissed them.  All but Tad, who lingered in her office.


	“Undercover?” he asked.


	“I know there’s more to that bar.  The girls are pretty mum.”


	“You thinking of turning pro for a story?” Tad said smiling.


	“No, that’s not what I had in mind.  But I did think you and I should do a little sleuthing this afternoon.  That’s if you’re not planning to spend the day in bed.”


	“It would only be with you, hon,” he mocked her.


	Three days pounding the pavement together, Tad and Kelly produced few results from the seedy Blue Lady nightclub and the rumored brothel, the suspected headquarters of the drug operation.  In a bar across the street from the Blue Lady, the pair sat drinking beer.


	“Damn, we’re going no where fast,” she said.


	“Maybe,” Tad said.


	“What have you heard that I haven’t?” she asked.


	“Just the solution to the problem,” he said.


	“Oh?”  


	“We have to infiltrate the club.  If you look at the sign outside the door, seems pretty straightforward to me. They’re hiring cocktail waitresses.”


	“Topless?” she asked.


	“I wouldn’t think you’d have any problem with that,” he remarked.


	She took a drink of her beer, sat back and appraised him, and his suggestion.  It wasn’t that she hadn’t already thought of it, even if the measure seemed a little extreme.  She’d never gone that far just for a story.  But she wasn’t surprised that Tad had mentioned it.  He’d taken similar lengths to get a story a few years ago, almost getting himself arrested in a drug bust when he moved inside a ring.  It worked in his favor with the police that his story helped crack the case.


	“I’ll think about it,” she said.


	“If you’re worried about fitting in, with your body you’ll have no problem.”


	“Thanks.”


	“That was a compliment, Ms. London.”


	“Listen, you don’t want me calling you Mr. Stone, you can cut the Ms. London crap.”


	“I thought it was kind of cute, since we’re spending an awful lot of time trying to keep our hands off each other,” Tad said.


	“You think so?” she said.


	“I know so,” he said.  “You’re hot now.  And the only reason you’re not coming on to me, is because you don’t really like me.”


	“I think that’s a very good reason.”


	“Not if it’s only sex.”


	“Sure,” she scowled.  “Just like a man to think that physical is all that matters.”


	“You’re going to tell me, Ms. Bitch, that you haven’t just fucked for pleasure and not given the guy a second thought the next day?  You try to lay that line on me, and I’ll know you’re lying.”


	“If I did want something just sexual, why would I want it with you?” she asked.


	“Chemistry,” he replied.  “Ours clicks.  We both know that.  Might even help that we don’t really like each other.”


	“That’s interesting logic,” she replied.  She’d had just enough liquor in her system not to lay on some silly moralistic judgment which she didn’t believe.  “So you think having sex will what?”


	“Be a real kick,” he answered lightly.


	“And that’s all?” she asked.


	“What else do you want?”


	“Is that a proposition?”


	“Take it anyway you like.”  He snickered.


	“And if I flat refused you?”


	Tad smirked.  “You won’t refuse forever and you know it,” he said.


	“How in the hell did you get so damned arrogant?” she asked, honestly amazed by his audacity.


	He shrugged.  “Maybe it’s faked, you ever thought about that?”


	“Now wouldn’t that be interesting.  Tad Stone vulnerable.  You say things like that, you’ll lose your reputation.”


	“So, what do you think about topless bars, and an undercover operation?” he asked.


	“You want me to take a job there because you think it’ll be useful, or because you want to see my bared breasts?”


	“Take your pick,” he said.  His eyes gleamed.


	“I’ll have to think about it,” she answered.


	For awhile neither of them said a word.  The silence was peaceful.  


	“You okay to drive?” he finally asked, ready to leave her.


	“You’re worried?”


	“I wouldn’t want my partner doing something stupid,” he said.


	“I’m fine,” she answered.  “I have a way of waking up very sober, when I get in traffic.  I have a strong survival instinct.  But you’ll have to drive me to my car.  It’s at The Mirror.” 


	Ten minutes later Tad dropped her off at the parking garage.


	“You’re sure you’re okay?”


	“I’m sure.  I’ll see you in the morning, at nine,” she said, “and remember, be on time, nine o’clock.”


	“Nine?” he scowled.


	“Yeah, I changed the time, just to piss you off.”


	His scowl turned into a grin.  “I’ll be there sharp, boss,” he replied with a little salute.  


	For a brief instant, she wished she was going home with him.  It would be so nice to screw him and lie side by side until dawn, which wasn’t very far away.  But that would never happen, if she could help it.  The world was full of sexy guys.  There was no reason why she had to obsess on this one.


	Gray was home in bed when Kelly arrived at the apartment.  He was sleeping as peacefully as a babe until she woke him, playing with his prick.  It swelled in her mouth before he was fully awake, and by the time he was conscious, she was on top of him, moving sensuously to a tune from the bar that was still playing through her head.  In the darkness, it was Tad, not Gray she was screwing.  Her mind had always been good at imagining other men in bed.  She was kissing Tad’s lips, sucking nastily on his shoulder, and riding on the very tiptop of his hard penis with her skillful cunt.  Slowly, she let the sensations that began in the bar hours before begin to mount.  When she exploded, there was a cry much louder than she should have ever made past midnight with the windows open to the sultry night.  


	She slept peacefully for five hours until the alarm went off.  Jerked awake, when her eyes opened, she was reminded that she was sleeping next to Gray not Tad Stone.

 





***




 

	The investigation into the drug ring was going no where.  Kelly decided to back off of any personal contact with the street informants and basic riff raff around the club.  She didn’t want to destroy any chances she had to go undercover. 	


	Tad had some pretty good sources, but the big story was just not materializing.  While she waited for something hot to break, she edited Tad’s notes, becoming more impressed than ever with his style.  He was not half as rough as she thought he might be.  She’d taken him for a decent fact finder, but not much of a journalist.  On the contrary, he turned out to be a terrific writer, snappy with his prose and intelligent.  She hadn’t planned on admiring him any more than she already did.  It made the pressure for sex that much more real.  


	Every day his innuendo and the banter continued, until she was afraid that the rest of the news staff would notice.


	“You’re really hot for him,” Liz remarked after one morning meeting.


	“Oh, give me a break” she moaned.  “There’s not one good reason why I should give him a second thought.” 


	“I could give you a dozen,” Liz contended.  “Let’s just say he’s the sexiest man around here.  He has those gorgeous brown eyes on you—or at least on your body parts—the better part of every morning meeting.”


	“And that’s a reason to go to bed with him?”


	“In Tad Stone’s case, I think it’s enough,” Liz said.  The newswoman was hot herself thinking of Tad.  That was something to take note of.  The diminutive Liz with the long brown hair and the generous curves was more the kind of woman that Kelly envisioned with Tad—like the Spanish senorita that he kept referring to.


	Regardless of what Kelly might have desired, however, there was little time for sex with Tad out on the street most of the day.  She hardly saw him past noon.  After the suggestion that she get hired by the topless club, she tabled any idea that they work together on the drug story.  If he was so good, he’d get the whole story himself without her.  And for several days, he seemed to be doing just that.  However, when he skipped two morning meetings in a row, no one had any idea where he was.  Trying to raise him on his phone at home, Kelly didn’t have any luck.  Hopefully that meant he was working, not out screwing some chick.  But the thought occurred to her that he was in some kind of trouble.  For professional and personal reasons that worried her.


	It had been a quiet day for news and the newsroom had cleared out early.  By ten, it was just Kelly working late in her office, combing through a number of stories she wanted to feature the next day.  She’d just been to the water cooler, and had sat back down at her desk thinking that her eyes might be good for another hour, when she heard a shuffle outside her door and looked up.


	“You’re burning the midnight oil,” Tad remarked.


	“Where the hell have you been?” she blurted out seeing him leaning against the doorpost.


	“You’re gonna have to go undercover, Kel,” he said, ignoring her remark.


	“That doesn’t answer my question,” she replied.


	“You want a story or not?” he snapped.


	“The least you could have done was call and let me know where you’ve been,” she said.  “And you don’t need to snap at me.”


	“You know, sometimes you have a rod up your ass,” he said.


	“You’re being paid to produce, and you haven’t been anywhere around for three days.”


	“Listen, I do my work, you’ll get your copy.  But if you really want something juicy on this story, you’ll take off your top and get in cozy with the girls at the club.”


	“Is that so?” she said.


	“Yeah.”


	“The kind of risk you’d take?” I’d suppose.


	“Sure I take risks, I just spent the last hour at gunpoint if you really want to know.”


	“You what!”


	“I’m not even sure it was loaded,” he said immediately trying to soothe her concern.  “Guy was a punk without much guts.”


	“At gunpoint!”


	“Some dude thought I was getting too close.”


	The thought was sobering, but it almost reminded her of how he’d started this conversation. 


	“And now you want me to expose my breasts in a nightclub, because you’re getting nowhere?” Her eyes flashed, though it was more than annoyance she communicated.  Being so close to Tad was getting to her again.  After a few days not seeing him, she discovered that absence had only made her longing more obvious to both of them.


	“I didn’t say that,” he snapped at her, matching the look of scorn she was sending his way.


	“But that’s what you’re implying.  The Pulitzer author a little short on magic tricks this time?”


	“You know, you’re one hell of a dame.  You gave me the assignment, called us partners, but when the job calls for getting a little nude, you back out like you’re some kind of priss.  Fact is, I can’t get everything we need because I don’t have a cunt.  You do.  I suppose the partners crap was just you shittin’ me.”


	“Listen, Stone, I have a whole staff I’m responsible for,” Kelly reminded him.  “I have to look at the whole picture, and I can’t see myself taking off a week to get the story you should be getting yourself.”


  	“Well, that tells me what I need to know,” he answered sarcastically.


	“And what’s that?” she asked.


	“You’ve lost your nerve, babe.  Leave it to the guys to get the real stuff, you’re just like all the other chicks I’ve been around.”


	“I have not lost my nerve,” she snapped at him.  


	“Couldn’t tell by me,” he snapped back.  “You’ve lost your nerve about lots of things.  Time was, I’d see your byline all over The Mirror.  Now you’re content to remain on the editor’s page.  Nice and safe.”


	“You have no business talking this way,” Kelly said.


	“Bothers you because it’s true, just like the fact that you want to fuck me right now.”


	Tad moved from the center of her office, to the side of her desk, and pulled her to her feet.


	“What are you doing?” she asked.	


	“Just testing the waters,” he said, taking her into his arms, and kissing her mouth.


	Just like she imagined it, she kissed him back; but remembering that they were at war, she pushed him off.  


	“Don’t tell me you don’t want it,” Tad mocked her as he rocked back on his heel.


	“That doesn’t mean you have license to fuck me,” she answered breathing hard.


	“Of course it doesn’t, but why not?”  He was challenging her and the fire between them was turning into a first class blaze. 


	“Because I’d never want anything from you but what’s physical.”


	“Of course.  That’s all you’d get.  I’m not much of a boyfriend.  So let’s just do the physical part.  Get it over with.  You know it’s going to come down to that.”


	She thought about it, as Tad slowly bridged the space she’d put between them.  Right in her face, so close she could almost hear his heart beating, and could surely smell a hint of coffee on his breath.  Her resistance was breaking down.


	“It’s just physical,” she reminded him, once she realized that she wouldn’t stop.  “Nothing more.”


	“No other way,” he agreed, as he took her back into his arms, and began running his hands over her breasts.  


	He made a line of kisses down her neck, tiny, purposeful ones.  When he reached the crook of her shoulder, his one hand was under her dress reaching for her panties.  His hands toyed with the soft wet skin, his fingers finding their way deep to her hole.  The body heat swam over her like a wild wind.  Once he found her vagina, and prodded it with a few thrusting pokes, he pulled his hand out and squeezed her entire pubic mound in his firm grasp.  Then returning to his exploration, he invaded her between her legs again with his hand, forcing them wide apart.  Moving lower still, he moved beyond her vagina to her back door.


	“No, not there,” she whispered, expecting him to stop.  But he wasn’t dissuaded at all.  Taking juice from her pussy, he lubricated her anus and began to push through the tight barrier.


	“God no, I can’t,” she murmured again.


	“Oh, yes you can.  You wouldn’t be happy any other way,” he assured her.  He had no plans of listening to her protest.


	“But I’ve never … . “


	“You will tonight.”  


	He was leading, she was following, the most submissive she ever remembered being.  


	Tad stopped for a moment and pulled her dress up over her head. 


	“Don’t you think we should find someplace a little more private?” she asked, as she looked at the windows of her office.


	“No,” he replied as his T-shirt went over his head and he tossed it to the floor along side her dress.  Unzipping his pants, he was more naked than she was in a minute’s time.  She was still in bra and panties.  One glance at his glorious body, and Kelly was not disappointed.  The chest was as muscular, the loins as inviting, and his cock as large as her imagination had created them.


	“You’re not really gonna put it in my ass, are you?” she questioned him before he could assault her again.


	“After I’ve fucked your cunt,” he answered her.  


	He had her legs parted, his dick between them, and though she’d laid back on her desk across the messy papers, he pulled her up to him so their chests rubbed, and he could fondle her breasts.  The instantaneous clash of heat, the energy, the pulsing groins, slapping together like locomotives colliding, produced an orgasm in Kelly almost instantly.  She bucked against him seeking another, the trip switch in her wound so tight it might take half a dozen to ease the pain of withholding from Tad Stone all these weeks.


	As the spasms from her second orgasm died away, he pulled out, set her feet on the ground and turned her over the desk.  One hand slapped her thighs and ass, the other prodded at her anus.  She had one instinct to run away, the other to accept his plain faced assault for what it was.  Never having been entered from behind, she thought she’d scream.  But Tad, far more artful then she ever expected him to be, had her ready for the startling breach.  With a multicolored fiasco of images shooting through her mind, the sensations fired through her body and she latched on to her own orgasmic wave.  A different kind of orgasm, the feelings had a different source.  This baser brand of copulation had its own rewards for the way it touched the darkness in her, the way she was forced to open and let go. 


	No, it wasn’t a pretty sight.  What a simple masturbation weeks before didn’t accomplish, one hot ass fuck did.  What was suppressed and angry and frustrated in her, vanished.  And both limp after Tad exploded in her ass, neither one could argue with the results.


	“You got a cigarette?” Tad asked, when he finally pulled away from her.


	“You smoke?” she asked surprised.


	“God you’re dense,” he laughed.  “It’s just a joke.”


	She got it then, but didn’t smile.  “Maybe it won’t be so hard to work together after this,” she acknowledged.


	“Maybe,” he answered, remaining purposefully guarded, like he had a whole lot more to add, but wouldn’t.  


	He was picking up his clothes, putting on the jeans while Kelly’s blue dress fell down over her flushed body.  She might have been good for another round, but she’d never say so.  Her ass hurt, and now felt empty.  She liked the way it has been filled, liked being taken and subdued, but that was also something she’d never admit. 


	“What I didn’t tell you, Kel,” Tad said, as he pulled his T-shirt over his head—he was back to business, “there’s something really fishy going on at that nightclub.  There are rumors all over the place implicating the mayor’s office.  I don’t know exactly where it’s coming from, but I have a feeling that there are a few politicians right around the corner just waiting to be featured in our next story.”


	Kelly sat down, listening to his speculation, forgetting her body.  Her mind was suddenly racing fast.


	“You’ve got some proof?” she asked.


	“Some, but I need more,” he said.


	“And you need me,” she stated, as though she finally under-stood.


	“It’s all up to you,” he replied, and he walked out the door.  


	She couldn’t think of work, or the topless bar, or baring her breasts, or anything else mundane or otherwise.  Her mind was on Tad Stone and the fuck of her life just minutes before.  Her body and soul were more at peace than they’d been in a long time.  Any decisions about the future and Tad’s story would have to wait until she’d had a long night’s sleep.






Chapter Three

 


 

Well, how do I look?” Kelly asked as she marched from her bedroom dressed in a tiny midriff T-shirt and cutoff jean shorts slung low at the waist to show her belly button.  Tad sat on her sofa thumbing through an old Architectural Digest.  Hearing the question, he tossed the magazine back on her coffee table and looked up.


	He nodded.  “Not bad.  But you gotta ditch the bra.”


	“No,” she replied, shaking her head. 


	He stood up and walked to her side, his hand feeling behind her back for the clasp of her bra.  In spite of herself, she wiggled out of it when it was loose, drawing the straps through her sleeves and finally letting it drop to the couch.


	“There, that’s better,” he said, looking at her breasts as they pushed against the fabric, her nipples poking through.


	“Yeah, sure,” she said looking down.


	“Girls that work in joints like this like to flaunt it, Kel.  Like it or not, you gotta land the job before you can make any contacts.”


	She took a deep breath, knowing exactly what he meant, even if she didn’t like it.  “You think this wig’s going to work?” she asked, as she tucked her blond hair into the short black wig. 


	“You don’t look anything like yourself.  And the make-up’s great,” he assured her as he looked at her boldly shadowed eyelids and bright red lips.


	“I suppose you like me better this way anyway?” she said with a little sarcasm.  


	“Honey, I like you just the way you are.”


	They hadn’t had sex since the night in her office.  But it was obvious that they hadn’t forgotten that wild moment.  There’d been a lot of unspoken messages and eye contact that regularly reminded them of the lust and that night, and the inevitable second go around.  Sex wouldn’t be a bad way to start the afternoon, but she had too much on her mind.


	Kelly was used to being provocative with her dress.  But topless?  That had never been in her plans.  But regardless of her reservations she was turned on.  Maybe it was just Tad getting more personal than she was used to.  Or maybe it was the clothes.  Or maybe it was the slut she suspected was underneath the proper business exterior she presented to the world.


	“Hey, look at the bright side,” Tad added.  “Those tips can be pretty generous.  Might even pay for that next vacation to Hawaii.”  He held back his mirth.


	“Watch it, Stone.  I’m one step shy of ditching the whole plan.  If Sam knew what I was doing, he’d have my head.”


	“Sam wants the headlines, babe.  We’ll give them to him, and he’ll be happy.  What he doesn’t know is not going to hurt him.”


	“And if his City editor is found flaunting her naked tits for customers in some local dive, it could turn sour.”


	“But that’s not going to happen.  Just for a few nights, Kel, nothing more.”


	She wished she had Tad’s confidence, that some of his cockiness would rub off.


	Tad dropped her off three blocks from the Blue Lady, so she had to walk the rest of the way to the nightclub. She wasn’t used to looking like a whore waiting for a john.  And even if it gave her a perverse thrill, she breathed a sign of relief when she entered the club. 


	“You need something?” a burly, scruffy faced man asked.  He was huge, must have been the bouncer.  Rubbing his big belly, he leered at her breasts as they bounced underneath the tight T-shirt.


	“I’m here about the job?”


	“Yeah, sure, you need Jake.  He’s in the back.”


	The lights were on in the place, giving what was suppose to be smoky and erotic, an almost sterile look.  Certainly there was no charisma or magic in the daytime.  The place was just worn down and worn out, even if it was thriving.  Maybe all the decay lent to the atmosphere a seedy sexual quality, though Kelly wasn’t quite sure.  She wandered between tables to the back of the empty room, and then down a short hall she found Jake’s office. 


	“You Jake,” she asked a man leaning over a desk piled high with papers and accounting books.


	“Yeah, I’m Jake, what do you want?”  He didn’t bother to look up.


	“I’m here about the waitress job,” she said.


	“How’d you know about it?” he asked, he finally peering up at her over the top of his glasses.


	“Larry,” she said.  It was the name Tad had told her to use.


	“Larry, huh?  You his latest girl?


	“No, we’re just friends.”	


	“Yeah, sure.  Like Larry has friends.”  He drew a cigarette from the pack in front of him and lit it with a match.  “What’s your name?”


	“Trish,” she said.


	“Good bar name.  Suppose it’s not real.”


	“It’s real enough,” she replied and he accepted that.


	“You dance?” he asked.


	“No, just waitress.”


	“You got the body for dancing,” he suggested, his eyes moving from her breasts to her well shaped legs.


	“Thanks.  But I’d like to stay off the stage.  I need to make some money, but I don’t need a lot of attention.”


	“We’ll you’re gonna get it anyway, honey.  That’s what happens in this joint.”


	“Then I suppose I’ll handle it.”


	“I always need dancers.  But I need a good steady waitress too.  Someone who’ll show up,” he said dryly.  “The last waitress I had was here two weeks, started getting laid by one of the guys that comes in here all the time.  The two decided to fly off to Florida.  Here one day, gone the next.  Never told anyone she was going, just didn’t show.”


	Kelly nodded, listening to his speech.  “Don’t worry, I’ll be here.  I need the money.”


	He sat back in his chair and inspected her carefully.  “So, let’s just see what you have to offer,” he said.  “Take off the top and show me your tits. 


	“Here?  Now?”


	“Sooner or later, babe.  Since I’m the boss, I get first peek.”  He smiled, satisfied that he had the power to make that statement.


	“Larry said I wouldn’t have to fuck to get hired,” Kelly said, hoping Tad hadn’t misunderstood his friend.


	“He’s right, but I get to look.  Now take off the top.”


	She hesitated, but there seemed little choice.  After all, she’d be doing it every night if she got the job.  Might as well start now.  Reaching for the bottom of her tiny T-shirt, Kelly drew it over her breasts, then over her head.  Unveiled, she stood nervously waiting for Jake to speak.  


	He nodded, pleased.  “They’ll get lots of attention,” he said, taking a puff of his cigarette,  “So what size are you down below?”  While she was answering, he was fishing through a cabinet behind him.


	“Eight in shorts and skirts.”


	“Hey, perfect.  I just happen to have one left.”  Turning back, he tossed her a pair of pink satin shorts.  “Try them on.”


	Kelly hesitated while Jake waited, puffing his cigarette until a long ash hung down about to drop to the desk.


	“You haven’t done this before, am I right?” he asked.


	“No, I’ve never waitressed topless.”


	“Well, babe, if you work around here, you’d better get used to it.  I see girls in their birthday suits parading around all night long.  And if you don’t want to show it off, hon, you’re in the wrong place.


	“No, I want the job, I’m just not used …”


	She gave up explanations, realizing that they were pointless.  Taking a deep breath, she pushed her jean shorts over her hips, taking her panties with them.  Exchanging them for the pink satin, she quickly put on the shorts, though Jake still got a perfect shot of her naked crotch.  She was damp between her legs, so she could even smell the musty odor.  Her arousal had been climbing all day long since she awakened in the morning and remembered what she’d be doing later.


	“Looks good,” Jake said, as she did a 360 degree in front of him.  “Got a collar and cuffs for your wrists,” he added, pulling a baggy from his drawer.  “Costume looks real sweet don’t you think?  I designed it myself.  You know, sort of after the playboy bunny ones, except you might as well see the jiggling flesh as have it all cramped up inside some tiny suit.”


	Kelly looked down at herself, unable to fully appreciate the look.  But she knew enough to know that the shorts were specifically designed to catch the eye but keep the Blue Lady legal in the eyes of the law.  “Yeah, I like it,” she finally answered the question.  


	Truth was, it wasn’t really bad at all.  Riding high on her thighs, low at her waist and so tight they got caught in her crack of her rear, she could both see and feel the beauty of them.  They rubbed against her crotch so much, she was afraid her female juice would show through.  Did the other girls have that problem too?  She could just imagine Tad leering at her like a sailor just back from six months at sea.  	


	“You’ll do,” he said.  “Just turn on the charm.”  Admiring her for a few seconds more, he finally opened a desk drawer and pulled out a paper for her to sign.  “Couple of rules … don’t let me see you doing drugs, show up on time, and keep your costume clean.  That’s all I ask.  You get minimum wage and the tips are yours.  Show up tonight about eight.  Things don’t get going around here much before then.  I’ll have Cass show you around.”


	“Thanks,” she said.  Leaning over the desk to sign the paper, Jake’s eyes were glued to the quivering shape of her breasts dangled down before his eyes.  


	“Well, now, you gotta go,” he announced abruptly, when she handed him the paper.  “I got some calls to make.”


	He lit another cigarette, and shooed her off with a wave of his hand.  Kelly, deciding that he didn’t want to wait for her to get dressed, grabbed her street clothes and walked out.  In the hallway outside the door, she quickly donned her T-shirt and the jean shorts right over the satin pants.  Out the front door a second later, she breathed a sigh of relief.  


	Her body was raw, pent-up.  She would have rubbed herself off if she’d been home.  Now just walking she could feel her thighs rub together, the action of the satin pants beneath her shorts stimulating her flushed skin.  A block up the street, Tad’s old 70’s convertible pulled up beside her.  


	“Where the hell are you going?” he asked.  “I was waiting for you down the street.”


	Disoriented, she’d completely forgotten in what direction she was headed – like being drunk, though she hadn’t had had any booze, or being stoned, but there’d been no joint.  As if just being in the Blue Lady was intoxicating her head swam and she was finding it difficult to make sense of surroundings.


	“Sorry,” she said, giving Tad an embarrassed smile.


	“You get the job?” he asked, leaning over to push open the door.


	“Yeah,” she replied, as she hopped inside and he drove off.


	Kelly remained quiet for awhile, thinking about the bar and going topless and how there’d be dozens of men staring at her breasts which she’d expose for them to see.  She wasn’t just doing this for work, for a story of mobsters, and pimps, and drugs, and crooked politicians.  She was doing it for herself, for the woman that didn’t like ordinary things—-not in sex, or in men, or anywhere in her life.  Going topless was liberating, taking her out of a mold she often hated.  Feeling the throbbing between her legs, she turned to Tad.  “How about we fuck right now?” 


	Seeing the glint in her eyes, that softness and allure of a woman when she’s turned on, he enjoyed the feel of Kelly letting go as much as she was loving it.  “You’re hot, aren’t you?” he said.


	“Yes, but don’t you dare rub it in, Tad Stone, just fuck me.”


	“Honey, I’d never turn down your pussy,” he replied.  With a sudden jerk of the wheel, he peeled rubber turning into an alley, then slowed to a crawl.  It was an old manufacturing district.  Most of the buildings were empty, waiting for bulldozers to tear them down for future development.  Stopping the car, they climbed and took the back service entrance stairs of an abandoned factory, finding the once locked door pushed open without much effort.  


	Kelly had been thinking his bed or hers, but maybe this was just as well, the fuck just being physical.


	“Want it here, or a few floors up?” he asked.  


	“Anywhere,” she replied, aimlessly, still feeling drunk.


	Tad took her by the hand, leading her into the interior of the building, to what had been the center of the old factory floor.  A crumbling brick wall became the backdrop, and pushed against its scratchy surface every touch, every movement, everything rough sensation just added to her sexual urge.  Tad removed her T-shirt in seconds, the shorts fell to the floor beside it, and the satin pants, with just enough stretch to the fabric, were pushed aside, so she was afraid he’d tear them.


	“Don’t you want them off?” she asked.


	“No,” he replied.  “I like it this way.”	


	He shoved his dick between her thighs, high inside her cunt.  Raising her legs so they wrapped around his waist, his body crushed her into the brick and they fucked.  She was hammered hard.  And deep, because Tad was sizable enough to go deep in that position.  And long, because he wanted to take his time.  He figured that she needed that.  


	 “Oh, gawd,” she moaned softly.  “Fuck me harder.”  


	He banged her until she was delirious and her body ached from the pounding. 


	“You ever tie a girl up?” she whispered to him, when he paused long enough to hear her.  Having spied some rope strewn on the cement floor her imagination didn’t let her rest until she asked for what she wanted.


	“You want to be tied?”  He smirked delight.  “Yeah I bet you do want to be tied.  An uptight newslady.  So perfectly professional, so in command.  You want to be subdued and taken advantage of.  That right?  Tired of being a priss?  Always being in charge.  Time to let someone else take control.  Is that what you need?”


	“Do it, Tad,” she murmured, not listening to his monologue.  “God gawd, just do me, do me now.”


	Tad dropped her to the floor as he pulled out of her.  And while Kelly tore away the satin pants, he picked up the dusty rope.  A pocketknife in his hand, he cut lengths that went around her wrists and ankles, one for her waist and one he’d run up through her crotch.  The ropes and a discarded wooden saw horse a few feet away was he all he needed to immobilize her.  


	The feisty blonde was a pretty picture tied over the long beam.  Her feet secured to one end, her arms secured to the other, her breasts where forced to either side of the wood, while her ass end hung off the end so he could have access to any place he wanted.  He bound her around the waist securing her to the top bar, and then drew one end of the rope up the middle of her behind, so it was on the inside of her labia, but not covering the main hole where he’d finally take her.


	“This what you need babe,” Tad said, slapping her ass, as he admired his handiwork.


	The fright, the fear, the trepidation were all gone.  This was something she’d wanted for years, the peace of this kind of restraint.  She allowed that peace to move through her in one delirious one wave after another.  


	Tad fucked her pussy from behind, while he toyed with her anus.  She couldn’t move against him the way she was bound.  With her body immobile, it was just an elemental fuck.  And that was good, she was feeling very elemental.  She screamed when the fucking started to hurt, screamed with pleasure when an intense climax jerked her groin, and screamed in unison to Tad’s mellow groan as he ejaculated inside her.  He spanked her ass and mauled her flesh as though he could draw out every bit of unsatisfied desire.


	When he untied her, she slumped with him to the floor, sweaty, dirty and worn out.  She was used up and empty, but where she needed to be.


	“This undercover assignment isn’t going to be easy for me, Tad,” she whispered to him.  “Strikes too close to home, you know, what I don’t like to admit.”


	“I know,” he said, and he understood.  He stroked her hair, her real hair.  The wig had been slung somewhere else in the midst of the screwing.  “And listen, if you need to get fucked, or tied or abused again, I’ll gladly help,” he offered.  He was quite sincere.


	“I know,” she answered.  “I’m counting on it.”


	Nothing please him more.






***




 

	The Blue Lady was a better looking place at night when the neon captured a little aura of the time of day and lured its customers off the street for an erotic show.  It was an ass and tits game strictly, because that’s all the Blue Lady offered—unless you were privileged enough to know what other benefits might be available for a man with lots of money in his pockets.  However, anything other than the show and the titillation of waitresses parading in pink and blue satin shorts was under the table, reserved for the most trusted customers.


	Inside the place at night, Kelly was surprised by how civil it looked, little lights about the stage and walls twinkling like a Las Vegas night, as if something magical might happen.  


	Kelly wasn’t used to half-naked women parading around her as they primped for the show.  The dancers were prima donnas, the waitresses were mother hens.  She wasn’t sure why, except that that was how Cass operated.  She was a waitress, several of the dancers her good friends.  The buxom woman fawned over the tight bodied dancers, massaging their backs and legs, the sexual double entendre thick.  Kelly supposed that they all slept together, but that wasn’t something they would talk about openly.  When Debbie, a sweet little brunette asked Kelly to rub her back with cream, she didn’t balk.  It seemed so natural.  Maybe there was a little mother hen in her too.  The cream was really glitter that had to go everywhere.  When Kelly’s hands reached the small of Debbie’s back, her hand dropped to the plump round ass cheeks to finish the job.  Did it arouse her too?  The girl didn’t say, so Kelly kept her feelings to herself.  She only wished she could have rubbed the girl’s breasts, those soft mounds looked as soft s newborn skin. 


	Kelly watched the getting ready, no longer feeling out of place.  She would have been more self-conscious if she’d worn real clothes instead of the pink satin shorts, the satin collar around her neck, and the starched white cuffs at her wrists.  The cuffs made her think of being tied that afternoon in the old factory, and how the ropes had left indentations that only disappeared just before she had to go to work.


	The talk between the girls was easy going and natural, strangely centered on men.  On the real men in their lives: the louses and the sweet ones and the ones that sat on the fence.  Kelly could commiserate, knowing her history of relationships was as crazy as these young women’s.  Blending into this very different world had seemed at first an impossible stunt; but it was becoming more possible every minute.  It didn’t take much to gain their confidence, just emotional honesty, a commodity they treasured among themselves, but didn’t expect from men.  


	Doing her job, however, Kelly was much less comfortable.  Walking topless into the lounge, she thought for a moment she was going to faint, though that was only the sexual energy firing inside, upsetting her natural cool.  Choosing to focus on the men, not her breasts, she regained her composure.


	“You’re new?” her first customer asked.


	“Yes, I am, ” she answered, serving his beer.  


	He stared right at her breasts and then looked up at her with a smile.  “Nice, really nice.”


	It was about the same all evening.  Lots of stares and meaningless sweet talk, and only one brief touch from a man the bouncers pulled from the bar just a half hour later when he went after one of the dancers.  


	When the bar closed, Tad was there at the end of the back alley to pick her up.  Hopping in the convertible next to him, she took a long, deep breath trying to let the night disappear from her mind.  And yet hundreds of thoughts and feelings played against each other in brain and body.  All she wanted to do was sleep, to forget about everything for awhile and hope she could be the editor of the City Desk in the morning.  At the moment, she could hardly imagine her other life, the paper, the job, the research for the story.  She felt as if she’d disappeared into another planet where none of that existed. 


	“Don’t you think this car’s a little too visible?” she asked Tad as they were halfway towards her apartment.  She felt exposed to the world, even though she was perfectly sheltered in the car beside him.


	“Not really,” he answered, seeing her odd inward expression.  She’d put a wall up. closing him out.


	“You just want to go home?” he asked.


	“What do you think?”


	“I think you need to get fucked.  Whether you want to or not, that’s another thing?” he replied.


	“Maybe I do, maybe I don’t,” she said, the coldness in her heart appearing in her voice.


	“Fine,” Tad said.  “I’ll take you home.”


	“Fine,” she replied.


	He insisted on taking the elevator to her apartment, just to make sure she got inside all right.  He knew she was on an erotic edge, that any moment she’d explode.  He knew it was only a matter of minutes before she let loose.  In his short relationship with Kelly London, he knew her that well.  But then too, he’d known lots of women like her.


	Just as Tad predicted, once inside the elevator, Kelly’s chilly wall came down.  “Here, just do it here,” she said turning to him.


	“What?  Jam the elevator?” 


	“Whatever works,” she answered.  She opened her coat and tore away the stretch pants that had replaced her tiny shorts.  With them off, she was naked underneath her coat, the sweet triangle of her cunt glistening with sweat and female juice.


	It was a five minute fuck, if that.  Just in and out banging, and clenched bodies, and a hickey on either of their shoulders and a wrenching climax.  She would have screamed, but it was the middle of the night and the neighbors would wake up.  Instead there was just a long finishing groan.  Once he pulled out, they dressed.  Tad unjammed the elevator and they proceeded to her apartment door as if nothing had happened.


	“You’re sure you want to go through with this?” Tad asked.


	“Yeah, I’m really sure,” she replied with a sensuous smile.  She was actually smiling warmly, giving him a decent, intimate kiss on the lips to say good-bye.  And for that instant she could feel her real life returning, replacing the one she’d left behind at the bar.


	On the second night, Kelly got her first real piece of solid information. 


	It was the night Juno showed up.  Polish and refinement, a hard thing to find in the Blue Lady, he seemed out of place in his slick suit, starched shirt and neat tie.  Close clipped dark brown hair, aquiline nose and tanned face, he looked as if he’d just come from a game of tennis or polo.  And yet his refinement seemed fake.  Kelly couldn’t put her finger on why, but she was just sure that there was a lot to the man that was hidden and not at all refined.  On the one hand she was fascinated, on the other, her instincts told her to keep her distance.


	Juno entered the dressing room at the Blue Lady as though he belonged there.


	“So, you’re new?” he asked Kelly as he walked up to her, having spotted her in the commotion of dancers and waitresses that were getting ready for the night.


	“I started last night,” she answered him.


	He had his hands on her upper arms, inspecting her.  “You should be dancing,” he said.  “Those legs.”


	“I don’t want to dance,” she replied.


	“And why not?” he asked.  “You’ve got the hips for it.  I think dance is all in the hips, don’t you?  It’s about sex and sex is between these thighs.”  His hands moved to hers, and she was too afraid to balk.  “And here?” he said, one hand on her pubic mound that looked practically naked in her costume.


	“I’d rather you not,” she said, trying to shake away.


	“Get your hands off her, Juno,” Cass said, as the motherly woman pushed her way between them.


	“She’s going to work out fine,” Juno said, unfazed.


	“Yeah, well you keep your grimy hands off of the girls, if they want you, they’ll come to you.”


	“I just want to make sure that she knows what I offer.”


	“Just great, asshole,” Cass said.  “You keep it under wraps where it belongs,” she whispered as though she was afraid to be overheard.  “Out on the floor, girls,” she said, hustling the waitresses to the door.  “And you,” she pointed back to Juno, “you too.”


	“Who is he?” Kelly asked as they moved down the hallway into the lounge. 


	“An ass mostly.  But if you want additional work, Juno’s the one that keeps you safe.”


	“You mean turning tricks?”


	“For some of the girls it’s the only way they make ends meet.  But don’t you get involved.  As safe as you think it is, a girl from this place ends up dead every year.”  


	There was a lot more Kelly was dying to ask her, but they had work to do.  Maybe at their break they’d get another chance.


	Break time was crazy.  Kelly didn’t have a minute with Cass alone.  But at half past two, closing time, it was just she and the buxom redhead in the dressing room.  The other girls had already cleared out.


	“So some of the girls take business to bed?” Kelly initiated the conversation.


	“Yeah,” Cass replied, looking a little disgusted.


	“Have you ever?”


	“Sure,” she chuckled.  “By the time you’re as old as I am, in this business you can’t help it.  But it’s never right and it’s always dangerous, no matter how well you know the man.”


	“So you worry about getting arrested?”


	“Arrested?  You kidding?  If that happened then the world would really be crazy.  No it’s a knife or a gun I’m worried about.  Cops?  Juno takes care of the cops, either Juno or Jake.”  The woman was lacing a black bustier around her torso, looking as though she had more than just going home and sleeping on her mind.   “You’re not seriously thinking about it, are you?” she asked.


	“I don’t know,” Kelly replied.  “Not yet anyway.  I did this because it’s better money than anything I could think of.  Sometimes a little more wouldn’t hurt.”


	“Well, that’s why we’re all here.  Unless you really like being nothing but sex to men.”


	“There’s something to that,” Kelly mused aloud.  “I mean, it’s not really as bad as I thought.  At least it’s honest.”


	“That it is,” Cass agreed.


	“I guess just being physical is what I need right now,” Kelly admitted.


	“No entanglements, you got that right,” Cass agreed.  “But stay away from Juno.  You want a trick or two that can be arranged.  But his contacts run deep, and they’re scary.  You don’t want to get inside that hell hole.”


	“What do you mean?” Kelly asked.


	“Never mind what I mean.  Just trust me.”


	Kelly thought about tricks and sex, and bare breasts and flaunted ass ends, and Juno.  The whole way home, her mind worked at a frantic pitch, trying to piece together the bits and pieces of Cass’s information with what she knew already, and what she had gleaned from the other girls.  What was going on for her personally, all the lust and desire just added to the muddle of confusion.  If only she had a few days to think things through, maybe she’d understand, but there simply wasn’t the time available.  She counted on having to strike while the iron was hot.  It was getting hotter every day.


	“What’s going on?” Tad asked her about half way to her apartment.


	“Lots of things, but nothing’s clear.”


	“You want to be by yourself?” he asked.


	No, she really didn’t want to be by herself, but she couldn’t imagine telling Tad her thoughts.  “I’m bushed, really,” she told him, and he left her at her door, no jammed elevator this night.  Even so, she couldn’t go to sleep without masturbating just to get rid of the tension.  By the time she was done, she was wishing for Tad in her bed just to have a warm body to cling to.






***




 

	Gray had been gone a week and that was good.  He wouldn’t understand this undercover work, though it wasn’t likely she would have told him.  Theirs was a curious relationship, having stayed together a couple of years, though they’d long ago given up the idea of fidelity.  They’d simply never be enough for each other. Now, it was more a relationship of convenience than anything else.  He helped with the rent on her plush apartment, even though he was hardly ever there, and occasionally she had the comfort of his body and the familiarity of his sex to enjoy.  Since Gray traveled a lot, it made things easy for them both to play around. 


	As easy-going as the relationship was, when Gray came home unexpectedly in the middle of the night, he was more than a little shocked to find his roommate with a man.  Standing at the front door in her pink satin pants and cropped T-shirt, she looked as if she’d just finished a night walking the streets.  If Gray used his imagination, Tad looked enough like a pimp to pass for one, 


	“Kel?” he asked, as he approached the door.  


	They weren’t kissing or groping, just talking quietly, but Gray was obviously annoyed.


	“Hi,” Kelly said, turning to the familiar voice.  “You’re back so soon?”


	“Yeah, I’m back, but it’s not all that early.  What are you doing like that?” he asked.  He stared at her provocative attire, noticing how her breasts looked as though they were jumping out of the flimsy T-shirt.


	Kelly looked down at herself.  “It’s an assignment,” she said.


	“An assignment?  From Sam?”


	“No, not Sam,” she answered.  “This is Tad Stone.”


	“Heard about you,” Gray said, shaking his hand.  “So are you going to come in and screw my girlfriend, or what?”


	“I was just leaving,” Tad answered.  The reporter shrugged off the testy couple sensing the argument about to happen.  And Kelly was left to do the explanations on her own, not a task she relished at nearly three a. m..


	“I’m sorry, Gray, I should have told you,” she admitted to him once they were inside the apartment.  “But you haven’t exactly been around.”


	“No, and maybe if I had, I would have talked some sense into you.  What’s this jerk think he’s doing?” Gray said, with an arm sweeping gesture toward the door as if Tad was still standing there.


	“He’s doing nothing,” Kelly snapped.  “I’m his boss, it’s not the other way around.”  She headed towards the bedroom hoping to end the questions, but Gray followed.


	“The story’s that important that you parade your tits in a bar!” he accused, seeing how her ass jiggled inside the tight shorts.  His dick was getting hard in spite of his anger.


	“It’s only for a few days.  Maybe by tomorrow I’ll have all the information I need,” she said turning around.


	“You’re not doing it, Kelly, not another night,” he said.


	“And what gives you the right to tell me that?” she snapped at him.


	“Well, I love you,” he said, as if that was perfectly obvious.


	“Love me?” The statement sounded silly.  


	“Well, at least I used to.  I do care about you, that hasn’t changed.  You’re probably fucking that guy too.  I know the type you like.”


	“Dammit, where do you come off being so self-righteous!” she blared.  She pulled her T-shirt off over her head, appearing to him as she did in the bar, in nothing but the shorts and collar.


	“Good god, Kelly, look at you,” he said staring at her.  “Do you have any self respect left?”


	“Actually, as far as the topless waitressing goes, I like it.”  She spit the words out, happy she was saying them.


	“You’ve got to be kidding me.”


	“I’m not.  It’s liberating.  I bump asses and breasts with other naked woman.  We talk real, about what jerks guys can really be.  We laugh at them because we have all this power to make them hard, to have their dicks in their hands.  And you know what?  We walk away with self satisfied snickers and a few more dollars in our pockets.  Yeah, Gray, I like it.”


	He shook his head.  “I’d never believe this.  Never.  What’s Sam going to say when he hears about it?”


	“He’s not going to know anything until this is over, if at all.”


	“Not if I have anything to do with it.”


	“You will NOT tell Sam Ross,” Kelly charged at him angrily, her eyes had suddenly lit like lightening, something he never dared to cross.


	“You say it’s only a few more days?” he asked, backing down.


	“That’s what I said.”


	“And no more?”


	She didn’t like the way the conversation was going.  She could predict the ultimatum at the finish, though she’d never accept an ultimatum from Gray.  “I can’t say that,” she answered.  “Some things are just part of the job.”


	“I don’t like it Kelly,” he said.  Though he had little say in face of her emotional power.


	“Well, I suppose that’s something you’ll have to accept,” she replied.


	The discussion was over.


	So you want to make love, or not?” she asked.


	The question took him by surprise and he stared at her as he considered his answer.  “I don’t think I can,” he finally replied, almost looking a little lost.


	“Well, that’s just fine,” she replied, feeling a twinge of judgment and hurt shut down the glorious feeling that had welled up in her.  “If that’s the case, you can sleep on the couch and move your things out in the morning.”


	“Move out?” He sounded surprised. 


	“I guess it’s time,” she said without batting an eye, even if she was feeling a little scared.


	“I suppose you’re right,” he admitted, taking one last lusty look at her bared breasts before she threw her bathrobe over her body and his access to Kelly London was over for good.






Chapter Four

 


 

The next morning at the newspaper office, Kelly dressed in her baby blue summer suit, the demure one she wore when she had meetings with the top brass of the paper.  Not that she expected that kind of meeting, but perhaps she needed to remind herself that she wasn’t all tits and ass and sultry smiles.


	“How’d you do with Gray?” Tad asked, when he arrived.


	“We ended it,” she said.


	“Oops.”  He looked chagrined.


	“No, it should have happened a long time ago.  It wasn’t anything more than a relationship of convenience.  Like two old shoes we’d grown accustomed to each other.  I guess I got a little more real with myself, and he didn’t handle it very well.”


	“I’m sorry anyway,” Tad added.  “Cutting ties is never easy.”


	“Sounds like you’ve had experience?” she said.


	He was about to answer with something other than a cocky off-the-wall comment, but their exchange was interrupted by Liz, John, and David rushing in for the meeting.


	“I’m off tonight,” Kelly told Tad when the meeting was over and they were alone in her office.


	“You never did tell me what went on last night,” he said.


	“I’m getting close.  The matron of the Blue Lady, Cass, confirmed the prostitution.   A guy named Juno seems to have some of the girls on his tether.  He was looking to get cozy with me.”


	“Juno?  Huh.” He thought a moment.  “The name sounds familiar, I’ll look into it.”


	“No one’s actually implicated anyone in power, but Cass says the girls are protected from arrest.”  Kelly paused a moment.  “Just not from getting killed,” she added.


	“You be careful,” Tad warned.


	“I have a feeling that we’re still dealing with minor league players.”


	“And the ones in power may not show their faces for awhile,” he advised her.


	“That’s what I’m worried about,” she said, thinking of the weird dichotomy in her life.  A respectable journalist by day, self-proclaimed slut by night. 


	“We’ll get you out of there as quick as we can,” Tad said, as if he was reading her mind.


	She smiled.  “But not yet,” she said.  There was a twinkle in her pale green eyes.  “I haven’t been nearly nasty enough.”


	“Oh, you’re thinking about dancing, maybe?” he asked.


	“It’s crossed my mind, but it’ll probably be more useful to the story to remain where I am.”


	“So practical,” he said sighing.


	“And smart too.”


	If she’d found some common ground with Tad Stone, it was right in this place, in the midst of the tawdry investigation.  He was the one man she didn’t expect to throw cold water on her own desires rising from the ugly slice of life into which she’d walked.

 





***




 

	After a night off, Kelly had to admit she felt pretty hot walking into the Blue Lady again to show off her tits.  A little renewed enthusiasm was likely what attracted the eyes of a gentleman in the corner of the place, one that she’d seen once before, though just briefly.  When she served him his drink, he smiled warmly—not something laced with sexual desire, though it was clear he appreciated how she looked.  He was the same age as most of the clientele they served.  The Blue Lady attracting the forty and over crowd with just a sprinkling of younger men.  This man was near fifty, more distinguished than most, wearing a tweed suit.  His manner was as polished as Juno’s but a lot more natural. 


	“Your name?” he asked, when she came back with a second drink.


	She almost said, Kelly, but then remembered.  “Trish.”


	“Short for Patricia,” he concluded.


	“Just Trish,” she said.


	“I see,” he said, understanding that it was not her real name.  “You have a little more class than the other girls.”


	“I do?” she said.  That wasn’t a good sign.  She’d been practicing not looking like a journalist, business woman or anything that would point to her other life.  “That’s kinda sweet of ya’ to say,” she said.  “I’m earning money to go back to school.  This isn’t gonna be my whole life.”


	“That’s good,” he said with a nod.  “So, does it pay well?”


	“Better than being a secretary?”


	“Really?”


	“But, I bet you already know that,” she said, enjoying the opportunity to flirt with the charming man.


	“Yes, I do,” he admitted.  “Maybe I can add to your fund,” he suggested.  He was sincere, and the offer was understood.	


	“I don’t know,” she said.  “I think I’m okay just like this.”


	“Well, if you should change your mind.”


	She nodded. “If I change my mind.” 


	“Who’s the guy in the corner,” Kelly asked Cass when they were taking a break together.


	“Him?” she looked at the distinguished gentleman.  “Malcolm Howell.”


	“He offered me some money.”


	“I bet he did,” Cass said.  “He likes it kinky.”


	“Really?”


	“He’s harmless, believe me.  Not one of Juno’s thugs, but he isn’t asking for straight sex.”


	“What does he want?”


	“Geri, a gal that worked here a year ago.  She’s waitressing in a regular restaurant now.  She went out with the guy because he offered her a thousand a night and she needed the money.  He was into bondage, tying her up and making her a slave.  Whips and chains the whole S&M trip.  He took her to a sex club on the other side of town, bought her the complete leather outfit, nasty skirt, cutout brassiere, collar, leash, everything.”


	“Did she know what she was getting into?” Kelly asked.


	“Yeah.  He’s real upfront if you agree to his terms.  Geri said she liked it at least for a while.  Myself, I think she went off the deep end.  She was gone for about a week.  Couldn’t waitress for another two weeks because of the marks he’d left on her breasts.  She actually acted proud of them.”


	“But she got out of this business.”


	“I think it was a mind thing.  He had this real hold on her.  Almost like she was in a trance.  She shook it off after a while, but by then she wasn’t much good for this life.”


	“She was marked that much?”


	“No, not like that, she was just spent, like she’d seen too much, wasted I guess.  Used up.  ‘Course sometimes I feel used up working here.”


	“Sometimes I like feeling used,” Kelly remarked.


	“Well, it’s either getting used, or feeling our power, working here,” Cass said.  “Always one or the other.”


	Kelly couldn’t think of a better way to explain it.   She thought of the night Tad bound her over the bar.  It still made her shiver thinking of that moment hardly a week ago.  But could she take more of that rough stuff.  Not likely.  She served the gentleman in the corner another drink but kept the flirting to a minimum.  It was kind of humorous thinking of how he was probably imagining her in leather and chains.


	Late that night, after most of the dancing was done, just before the Blue Lady closed, Juno walked in.  He sat at one of Kelly’s tables waiting for her serve to him.  When she did, he pulled her gently to his side and ran his finger up her thigh.  


	“So are you ready to get a little action?  I’ve got two clients already who want you.”


	She smiled, but pulled back from him just enough to suggest he keep his hands off.  “I’m not interested,” she told him.


	“All the girls here are interested, it’s just a matter of getting over that little twinge of fear, crossing the line, so to speak.”


	Kelly could agree with that. 


	“It’s not what I want,” she told him very nicely.


	“You’re afraid you’ll get hurt, I know that.  But let me assure you, this is not the “B” movie business here, just straight, clean call-girl action.  Good johns, nothing weird, and you won’t get hurt.”


	“That’s nice of you to say.  But let’s just say I’m not ready.”


	It was his turn to smile.  She was leaving the door open and that was all he was looking for.


	That night after work, Kelly needed Tad for another strictly physical fuck.  With all her dark fantasies engaged the release was necessary.  They parked in an alley again, but this time they didn’t go into the empty building.  It may have been awkward in the car, but it was hot.  In the back seat, they had barely enough to maneuver, but it didn’t stop them from fucking like minks.  


	She took his cock in her mouth to start, climbed all over the hard stalk with her tongue and lips, licked his balls and massaged them so he was groaning sweetly.  Tearing away her leather jacket, she threw it in the front seat.  They exchanged places, with Tad diving in with his cock while she spread her legs wide so he could enter her.  Her breasts lay against her body, so he could have a clear view of them in the moonlight all—white and ghostly.  Pressing his mouth to one, he left a faint hickey on its surface.  After he pounded her for several minutes, she came hard, squeezed tight and listened to the sounds of his voice rising to meet the emptiness of the empty alley and its deserted brick buildings.


	“Have you ever done leather and S&M?” she asked him.  They were collecting themselves before he took her home, sitting side by side in the front seat.


	“Some.  Is that what you want?”


	“There was a guy at the bar, Cass said did kinky stuff.  I guess it pays well.”


	“Maybe you should quit your day job,” Tad suggested.


	“I just wonder why it fascinates me.  I can’t imagine a lot of pain …”


	“You sure liked getting tied,” he reminded her.  “I suppose this gives our physical relationship a place to go.”


	“I don’t think so,” she said, though she was hardly convinced of that herself.  “I’m just curious.”


	“I’ll take you into some leather shops, see what you think,” he proposed.


	“Humm, I might like that,” she said.


	He was about to start the car, turning the engine over, he put his arm on the back of seat and looked behind him.


	“Wait.”


	“Wait what?  It’s late,” he said.  “And I gotta get home.”


	“Listen, Tad, she said.  “I’ve got more on my mind that just leather shops.  I’m not sure where to go with this stint.” 


	Hearing the serious tone of her voice, he stopped the car.  He already knew she was in one of her pensive moods, which he really didn’t like to deal with.  He liked women that were more upbeat.  Maybe it was just the Blue Lady getting her down.  But because he’d suggested this investigation in the first place, and because she was really getting somewhere with the story, and because he was getting the action on the side, he’d put up with her moods.  Most girls he’d have dropped a long time ago.


	“What’s the problem?” he asked.


	“I think I can get quite a story focusing on Juno.  But I won’t get anything without screwing him.” 	


	“I’ve never asked you to do that, Kelly,” Tad said.  “If it’s a dead-end otherwise, it’s time to pull back.”	


	“I don’t like dead ends,” she said.


	“Neither do I, but sometimes you just have to work a different angle.”


	“Then too, maybe it wouldn’t be so bad,” she speculated.


	“What?  Screwing the guy?  Is that what you want?”


	She shrugged.  “He’s good looking.  Probably has a few decent moves in bed.  Why not?”


	“Listen, wanting something, liking the idea is one thing, taking your clothes off and accepting cash, that’s illegal in this state.”


	“How many illegal things have you done to get a story?” she returned.


	“I never tell,” he said.  “But you’re …”


	” … a woman,” she finished.  “That’s what this is about, isn’t it?  And you probably think of whores as nothing but sluts.”


	“Hey listen, I’ve fucked a ton of whores, and I find them some of the best women I know.”


	“But not for me?”


	“I can’t see you doing it, no.  Besides, it’s fuckin’ dangerous.”


	“I didn’t say I was going to do anything.  It’s just that the desire’s there.  I mean all the ugliness aside, turning a trick turns me on.”


	“Sure, and under most circumstances one trick is probably harmless.  But you don’t know what you’re dealing with.  No.  You’re not going to do it.”  He went from letting her make the decision, to making it for her.


	“And if I want to get fucked, just because it’s nasty.”


	“You’ve got me for that.  Good god, what do you want a whole fuckin’ football team?  No,” he shook his head.  “It stops today, you’re way over your head and it ends now.”	


	“Now wait a minute, Tad Stone.  This is not your decision to make, it’s mine.  Don’t you go telling me how to live my life or do my work.”


	“You’re just tired,” he said.


	“Well isn’t that a patronizing, condescending thing to say.”


	He looked at her angrily.  Restarting the engine of the old Ford, he gunned it, shot out of the alley in reverse, and drove her home.  Dropping her at her apartment, he didn’t bother to see her to her door.  And that was just fine with Kelly.






***




 

	Kelly returned to the Blue Lady for three more nights, thinking that she might get the information she wanted with just a little patience and open ears.  She also returned because a piece of her couldn’t let go the blatant eroticism.  Being naked for men was becoming an addiction, the sensation of it the best aphrodisiac she’d ever had.  If she quit, she wondered if her nights with Tad would be the same … or if she’d even have them at all.


	And yet, after three uneventful evenings in a row, she was about to give it up.  At least that was until Juno reappeared, just before the club was about to close for the night. 


	“Trish,” he called to her as she was getting dressed.


	“Yeah?”


	“Got a little party happening tonight you might enjoy,” he said watching as she changed from her shorts to jeans.  She shivered nervously. 


	“I told you I wasn’t into it, Juno,” she replied. 


	“Hey, you’ve got it all wrong.  No one’s gonna bother you.  You’ll just pretty up the place.”  


	“Yeah, sure.”


	Sauntering towards her, he stood close, running his hand through her hair.  “What are you, blonde underneath this wig?”


	“I don’t tell,” she replied.  “It makes working here more anonymous.”  She turned away from him to grab her T-shirt.


	“And you can keep it that way.  You’ll go as my date.”


	“And I’ll be obliged to you?” she asked, turning back.


	“No.  Just see if you like the party.  Though I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”


	“And how do I know I can trust you?”


	“You don’t.  But why would I want to piss you off.”  He looked down at her, his lips so close, she thought he might kiss her.  “Don’t tell me you’re not intrigued.”


	She was, for more reasons than he knew, the thought of work, not sex, coming to mind.  Maybe this was the opening she was waiting for.  


	“I have a friend waiting for me outside,” she said.


	“Boyfriend?”


	“No.”  Thinking about Tad, she was sure he’d be pissed if she took off with the pimp.


	“Tell him I’ll bring you home,” Juno suggested.


	“Humm.”  She considered.  “Maybe I will,” she said.  Of course the idea intrigued her from a sexual point of view, but it also might be her only chance to dig a little deeper for the story.  “I guess you could say, if you see me back here in a couple of minutes, I’m going.”


	Throwing her purse over her shoulder, Kelly pushed her way out the back door of the bar and walked briskly towards the car at the end of the alley.  She bent over the side of the convertible, leaning against the door.  “I’m going to a party with Juno.  Sounds like the break we need.”


	“Wait a minute.  We already decided you weren’t going that route.”


	“No, that was your decision, not mine.  Don’t worry, nothing’s going to happen.”  She could tell he was pissed.  But she just smiled.  “I’ll see you in the morning.”   She backed off so she wasn’t close enough for him to grab.  By the time he could get out of the car to follow her, she’d returned to the club, with a smile for Juno, and a strange feeling of triumph racing through her.  Maybe it was to spite Tad, she thought, but it certainly couldn’t hurt their investigation.


	Three a.m. in a smoke filled darkened room, Kelly played Trish the new girl on Juno’s arm.  He’d found a dress for her to wear in the dressing room of the Blue Lady, something some dancer had left.  The skin tight number with the cut-outs at the bodice was perfect the way it looked practically fused to her skin.  The red dress, her red painted lips and the dark brunette wig made a startling statement.  Introducing her around, she made a point to remember names, particularly the men.  She assumed that most of the women, like her, weren’t using their real ones.


	There was plenty of coke, the smell of hash, and girls going into the bedrooms on the arms of men, only to return to the massive living room a half hour later.  A quick mental count, Kelly figured there were about fifty people meandering about the mansion.  It might well have been a plush place, if she could have only seen it by the light of day.  At night, in an atmosphere that was sexual, on the fringe, outside the mainstream, it was hard to think clearly.  What was clear was how much she was aroused, those delicious sensations between her thighs and the way she hungered to be screwed.  With just a little push she’d be joining the activity.  She knew Juno counted on that.


	As the minutes ticked by, Kelly struggled to keep her mind clear, so she could overhear conversations, catch names and places and tuck them away into her memory before they were lost.  She drank instead of doing drugs deciding that was far safer, but she was already feeling buzzed by the end of the first half hour.  It crossed her mind that there’d been something more than liquor in her drink.  But what good would it do to worry about that?  She simply wouldn’t drink anything else offered her.  Unfortunately, her inebriation made getting information more difficult, her powers of concentration taxed on what should have been an evening of pleasure.


	When Juno left her for awhile, she slipped out of the house to the patio for some fresh air—though it seemed the steamy sensuality just followed her into the night.  At pool-side there were several couples in the middle of sexual foreplay.  Several women were already naked.  Two men seeing her alone, approached her with smiles, and began to dance, pulling her between them.  Lewdly locked together at the hips, they moved to the erotic strains of a saxophone and some deep-throated singer coming from inside the house.  She swam with the music floating in and out of her ears, forgetting about investigations and stories and Tad Stone and anything else that connected her to the world outside this one.


	When a pair of hands came around from behind and cupped her breasts, she hardly noticed.  The gentle massage felt too good to end it.  When the same pair of hands lifted the straps of the dress from her shoulders to peel it slowly off her skin, she hardly balked.  When she was naked, her body seemed to take on more power to provoke.  And the dancing didn’t stop.


	“I told you, you should be a dancer,” a soft voice whispered in her ear.  It was Juno behind her, Juno’s hands fondling her, Juno guiding her sexual heat.  The other men disappeared letting him take was what his that night.  “You know, Trish, some girls …  I can see the desire in their eyes.  There’s a certain way about them, that suggests what they really want.  We’ll get you over your fear.  And that’s all it is a little fear.”  His hand at her pubis, she covered it with her own and pressed it harder against that pulsing place.  “We really have a terrific time here.  You do what’s natural, that’s all it requires.  And it’ll make a lot more sense when you discover that this ass of yours is worth a fortune.”  One hand was opening her anal cleft, his fingers moving to the center, where she was wet.  She turned to him, dancing still, his eyes on her mouth, on the way it parted as she panted from the rising desire.  “You could come right here, couldn’t you?” he purred in her ear.


	“Hummmm,” was all she could answer.  She was swimming, floating through the air, breathing sex, any kind of sex, any kind of exposure.  


	The hand at her pussy pushed deeper with several fingers that knew how to hit the hot spots, places where her vagina naturally tighten and she’d spasm against them.


	“You’re gonna come, baby,” Juno whispered, even as the first lush jolts began to shoot.  “Yes, yes that’s perfect, darling, just perfect.”  She fell against his invading arm, her body writhing to a music beyond the music, playing to the tune of her climax.  Bringing her to that almost painful edge, it spilled over the top.  


	“Ohhhh, yesssss,” she whispered softly as she shivered.  Her body jerked against Juno’s chest, until she thought she’d simply melt into the man, her body becoming his.


	“Yes, baby, that’s what you needed.  Just a little help from Juno.  Now it’s time to give a little back.”


	“Hummmm, yes,” she whispered softly, as her hands discovered the erection inside his pants.


	Leading her to a bedroom, Juno pushed her down on the bed, and began to remove his clothes.  “You were perfect, Trish, just perfect,” he said admiring her from above.  Screwing her was his reward for letting her come and Kelly didn’t object.  She lay on her back in her lovely stupor, thinking that nothing in the world mattered but what her body was feeling, and what it would feel a moment later when Juno entered her, and what it would feel like when another orgasm came and went.


	She couldn’t complain about his style.  Beginning with his lips at her labia, he pulled them in his teeth ever so gently.  Doing the same with her clit, she shivered with the tense sensation.  His tongue mixing with her juices made more, made her pussy open with the invitation for him to fuck.  From her labia, to her belly, to her navel where his tongue made a gentle circle, to her breasts and tender nipples, to her lips above, until he was body to body against her, his erection between her legs finding a home.


	“Ahhhh, oh gawd!  Ahhhhhhhhhh!” she murmured.


	She spasmed when he entered her, and with each sharp thrust, and when he was shooting his cum inside her, and even when he pulled out.  Wholly his for just that moment, she couldn’t imagine a better place to be than this.


	It took almost ten minutes for Kelly to return from that oblivion, where there wasn’t a thought in her mind.  By then, Juno was already off the bed getting dressed.  He was answering a knock at the door when her eyes finally opened.  She heard the sound of voices but could hardly compute the words, though the names McMillian and Forest stuck.  She’d have to remember why they were important later.  Closing the door on the intruder, Juno turned to her.  He smiled seeing that she was looking at him.


	“See, sweet Trish.  See how sweet this life is?  You think about it, and see if you really want to turn down my offer.  Remember, I’m the only one you fuck for free.  Everyone else has to pay.”  Buttoned, zipped, his tie in a careful knot, he showed no signs of his moment in bed with her.  And with one last gracious kiss on the lips, he left her.  “I’ll have someone take you home when you’re ready,” he said as he walked out.






Chapter Five

 


 

It was a struggle to rise at seven when she hadn’t gotten home until five.  But she had to make a good show for Tad at the morning meeting.  She imagined him there gloating or furious, maybe just plan worried.  What she wasn’t prepared for was his indifference.


	“Did you get what you wanted?” he asked her after the rest of the reporters had left her office.


	“Yes.  Two names, McMillian and Forest,” she replied.


	“Humm.  The vice-mayor and one of the police chief’s top aides?”  That interested him.  He raised his eyebrows impressed.  “And what about them?”


	“Unfortunately there wasn’t much conversation connected with them.  But at least you have some place to start looking.”


	“It’ll be my job today, boss,” he said.  “And hey, you look great this morning.”


	“Thanks.”  She was sure she didn’t look great at all.  Tad never gave her compliments, and for the life of her she couldn’t decide what that comment meant.  Though he actually sounded sincere.


	All day Kelly remembered the night before.  When she sat at her desk and edited copy and when she was on the phone arguing with Sam over the lack of progress on the drug story.  He wanted the headlines she promised.  But as the conversations came and went, only half of her mind was engaged.  The other sexual part of her was running her outlandish behavior through her brain cells, playing it like a broken record.  The erotic shimmy beside Juno’s pool, the nude dance, the orgasm and the fuck.  She hiked her skirt up almost to her hips so her free hand could feel skin above her stockings, so the same hand for just a moment could touch her silk clothed pussy.  If there hadn’t been windows looking out to the pool of reporters scampering helter skelter from computer terminals to fax machines, she might have rubbed herself off with the remembrance.


	“Kelly, are you listening?” she heard Sam Ross bark at her over the phone.


	“I’m sorry, I was just distracted.  Listen, don’t worry, Tad and I just about have things wrapped up.  I promise by the end of the week, you’ll have your story.” She was stretching the truth to stall him another day.  At the same time she was worried that he was going to poke his nose into the process and find out what she’d been doing undercover.  He would hit the roof, if he found out about her night with Juno.  Though despite her worries over Sam, she felt surprisingly at peace with it all, like Juno had given her something that her lust demanded.  It was just a night, Juno just a two-bit hood.  She never thought about being worried.


	“I’ll be in the club to get you tonight,” Tad said, when he dropped her off at Blue Lady late that afternoon.


	“I thought we decided it’s not a good idea for you to be seen here?”


	“I don’t care,” he answered her.  


	She didn’t understand.


	“We agreed, Tad.”


	“Yes, and we also agreed that we’d do this investigation as partners.  You screwed that up last night, so I’ve changed the rules.”


	“What?”  He was so cool about it in the morning, now his sudden change of attitude surprised her.	


	“I’ll pick you up in the club.”


	Her eyes might have flashed, her cheeks might have been hot, but she kept her composure.  To fight him would serve no purpose.  Maybe he had been worried about her, and this was the way he showed it.  But why the hell did she care, anyway.  All they had was physical?


	“Are you sure you’re just not afraid I’m going to screw Juno again tonight?”  Kelly asked him.


	“If you’re screwing Juno, you’ve lost your mind.  But that’s not too surprising considering you’re a woman.”


	He said that just to piss her off.  And she might have slapped him across the face, but she’d be wasting her time.  She slammed the car door instead, the little compensation she’d take for the moment.


	It was a slow night at the Blue Lady.  And Kelly was able to pry a few more pieces of information from Cass and a couple of the other girls.  It was just talk, loose talk, stuff about Juno and his friends, and how there was always some kind of funny business about the place.  There was a lot of hearsay to sift through, but Kelly figured that there were some useful tidbits Tad would like to hear.  Something about the night was a little ominous, though.  It was too quiet.  Her reporter’s instincts suggested that it was time to pull the plug on her new career and return to her other life.  The night before had plumbed her depths, taking her to a world she’d always desired.  She’d be happy enough to walk away from it.  Fucking Juno was something to remember, but not something to repeat.


	Having made her decision, Kelly was annoyed when Juno showed up about eleven o’clock.  He sat passively at one of the tables looking at her, though she decided to ignore him.  When he finally motioned her to him, she’d been relaxing at the bar talking to the bartender.  Sauntering toward the pimp, she presented him with an attitude far less submissive than she’d shown him a day earlier.  Then of course, she was totally sober.  For old times sake, like he’d earned the right to be there, she allowed his hand on her thigh to go unnoticed.  She even ignored him as he began to fondle her ass.


	“I want you to take care of my friends.  They’re over there.”  He motioned to two men who appeared not surprisingly like him—well put together, but sleazy.  “Make a few bucks.”


	She shook her head no.  “Tempting offer, Juno, but I’m not turning tricks,” she replied.  Thinking she’d said enough, she started to walk away,  but he pulled her back with a hand firmly grasping her ass.


	“It’s not a choice for you to make, darling,” he said.  “I already promised you to them.  They won’t be very happy if you turn them down.”


	“Then, they’ll have to understand,” Kelly replied, and with a swish of her ass, she left Juno’s table, deciding to ignore both Juno and his friends. 


	An hour later she was in the back hallway of the Blue Lady on her way to the lady’s room.  “You think you’re going somewhere without us?” she heard the sound of a man’s voice behind her.


	“I’m going to the bathroom,” she said, turning around.


	“Well, then we’ll go with you.”


	“That’s not necessary,” she told them, trying to keep her cool.


	“Oh, but I think it is,” the tall one said.  He was as attractive as Tad and Juno put together, curly dark hair, a classic smile, perfectly dressed in a up scale causal sort of way.  Though there was something eerie about him she didn’t like.  The other man was a nervous redhead with furtive eyes that refused to look at her.  They both were sexual in their attitude, but dominant and cold.  As many men as she’d been around she was unexpectedly intimidated by these two.  No doubt they counted on intimidation to get what they were after.  The two refused to stop at the door of the lady’s room.  Following her inside, they held the stall door open and looked at her as she peed.


	“Juno said you were hot,” the tall man spoke.  “We’ll drag it from you, if we have to.  I’d suggest you just follow along and everything will be fine.” He snickered.  “After all, we’re paying good money to have you.”


	Her trip to the bathroom was the last she’d see of the Blue Lady that night.  Walking out, the two men were already on either side of her, leading her to the exit.  She glanced at Jake as he stood at the hallway looking on, as though she could appeal to his sense of compassion; but he only turned away.  She was hustled out the door, to the back seat of an old Cadillac just about the time Tad he said he’d be waiting for her in the bar.  Zooming out into the night on the streets of the city, there was no way he’d find her.  She was on her own this time, alone and scared with her body screaming, “yes, fuck them like crazy,” her mind screaming one resounding, “no”. 


	When they offered her a drink, she accepted.  If a little booze might soften the horror, she’d down the whole bottle.


	With he fifth of scotch polished off between the three of them taking alternating shots, the assault began with an attack to her tits.  Two mouths covered her nipples and gnawed on them.  She shrieked.  She must have startled the driver in the front seat, because they swerved on the road, and the redhead pulled back and slapped her face.


	“Don’t scream, bitch,” he said glaring at her.


	They drove to a seedy house that was nothing like Juno’s glittering one of the night before.  The bed was torn apart, the sheets stripped off by the tall man, until there was nothing but a bare striped tick.  Throwing her against the lumpy mattress the two men began to strip.  Both naked, they attacked her, cocks stiff.


	One at her mouth, the other at her groin, it was a classic fantasy coming alive.  She fought them off until she realized that it was no use to struggle with the inevitable.  If all they wanted was sex, she’d give in and she might even enjoy the fuck.


	“Give us what you gave Juno,” the redhead seethed.  


	Following orders, Kelly played with his cock, felt the fine full length of it and allowed her tongue to run its way about the shaft.  He wanted inside and she let him inside her mouth, deep, deep as Tad had gone, and deeper still, because he pushed until she gagged.


	“First class whore we have here,” the tall man at her groin remarked, as he fingered her cunt.  “Wet, I love wet.”  He brought his fingers from her hole and licked them.  


	“But what I really want is her ass.  He did say you do asses well,” the redhead remarked pulling out of her mouth.  He jerked her about until she was on hands and knees a thick dildo pushed against her sphincter.  When the tight hole finally gave in, a full ten inches of molded plastic slipped in all the way.


	“You do take cunt and ass at the same time?” the man asked.


	“I never have,” she said, trembling at the thought of being filled that way.


	“Then I guess there’s always a first time.”  He smacked her ass until she crawled up on the tall man and let his prick sink deep into her cunt.  And then coming at her from behind, the redhead pulled the dildo out and pressed his cock where it had been.


	“My god, nooooo,” she cried.


	So tight, she thought she’d pass out.  So full, she couldn’t move.  So hot, the fever in her increased until she felt an explosion imminent.  They worked her hard, meanly, not giving her a inch to move or a moment to catch her thoughts.  They fucked her through the pain, until the pain subsided, until she could feel her body respond and there was such a driving need to find a climax that she latched on to the rape as a way to pleasure.  It happened without her thinking, just by feel and fullness and movement, one difficult movement after another to the point she wouldn’t have let them stop if they’d tried.


	Kelly clung to the man underneath her, the handsome, tall one with the eerie look of darkness in his eyes.  Her breasts beat against his chest one minute, pressed against it the next, were squeezed and mauled by his muscled hands the next.  He pinched her nipples again until she screamed, though she wasn’t slapped this time.  Not in the seedy house, it didn’t matter there.  They didn’t care how much noise they made, that it was heard in the night by the neighborhood, or that their threesome could be seen as a silhouette on the yellowed shade for anyone that cared to look.


	She screamed from the way they wretched her body and the way the redhead’s hands slapped her thighs with each thrust.  Full, so full, she couldn’t take any more; but she’d have to get through it, because there was no choice, and no one would end it until it ended right.  


	The man on the bottom came first, while the man in her rear coasted.  But the man on the bottom remained put, until the redhead came, just so they’d feel the tightness about their pricks.  The end came to Kelly in small waves, not something crashing or explosive, but in waves, as the second man jerked for the last time.  Her body grabbed for them to remain inside her.  And as though this was hers to control, they stayed while the waves passed through her and out.


	The two wandered around her as Kelly lay on the bed staring at their movements.  She didn’t realize how she looked, her limbs stretched as though they’d tied them apart.  Perhaps it was a natural position for a submissive.  


	They muttered to each other words she couldn’t hear, even if she was conscious enough to strain her power of hearing.  How absurd!  Getting fucked simultaneously cunt and ass, and still having the audacity to look for clues to a story.


	As the two were getting dressed, a third man came into the room.  A burly fellow, she could tell he would be rough.


	“She want any more?” he asked looking down at her.


	She started to draw her limbs to herself, thinking that would make her less appealing.


	“Sure, she’s a whore, isn’t she,” the tall man said.


	She wanted to disagree, but there wasn’t enough will in her to object.


	“I want her tied, just like that,” he said.  “No, wait, turn her over and tie her face down.  She does take it in the ass?”


	“Just had her there.  Should be all open and ready,” the redhead said.  “You can have her upside down, for all I care.  She’s Juno’s whore and she’ll do what she’s told.  


	The three had her limp body belly down on the bed, ropes looped at her ankles and wrists, a pillow pushed beneath her hips, so that when the burly man crawled between her legs he could easily press his dick into her ass.  He was not as thick as the redhead so she didn’t feel full.  But she was helpless, just as she’d been with Tad.  She remembered the feeling of going down inside herself, reaching the abyss of her sanity.  


	The burly man fucked her long, far longer than the other two.  Twice he poured lubricant about her ass, so he’d slide in as deep as he wanted.  After awhile, it wasn’t anymore uncomfortable than being fucked in the pussy, just more vulgar.  Vulgar felt like she was throwing herself away, getting rid of the id, identity lost.  She supposed she felt like a whore—assuming 


that whores just kept their identity hidden in a small corner of themselves, to be taken out only when they weren’t being used.  Otherwise, being used might feel more degrading. As it was for Kelly, being used could almost be its own reward.


	The long fuck over, the man patted her behind with his empty prick and left the room.  He hadn’t even taken down his pants.


	As Kelly waited for what would happen next, she wondered if she might remain in this house, abused and fucked for days on end.  She saw the picture of herself clearly, becoming exactly what Juno named her.  How far was she from that anyway?  She couldn’t tell the difference between herself and the rest of the street-walking, call girl womanhood Juno controlled.  


	She did stay long into the next day.  She passed out for awhile only to wake finding the redhead taking advantage of her back portal again.  Passed out again when he finished, she only remembered the sun coming in the window burning her body with its heat and she had no desire to get out of its path.  They’d untied her feet but not her hands, so she could almost curl up in a ball.  The tall man used her mouth, and the redhead went for her one last time before they were finished with her and finally let her go.  


	Dropping her in the Blue Lady’s back alley, she slipped inside the door and grabbed for her things.  It was early, but the show was already going on and the dressing room was deserted.  She slipped out without being noticed and six blocks down the street she hailed a taxi.


	“Where you going?” the driver asked.


	“I don’t know,” she said shaking her head.


	“You on drugs, or what?” he scowled.


	“No, no I’m not, I’m just confused,” she said.  “Take me uptown, 223 Franklin.”  The address was out of her mouth without thinking about it.  How she remembered it, she had no idea.


	Twenty minutes later Kelly was climbing out of the taxi, crushing some bills into the man’s hand, not waiting for change.  Looking up at the high-rise in front of her, she wondered which apartment was his.  When she found the registry, she read the number, Stone - 816.


	After knocking on his door, Kelly was relieved to hear footsteps behind it.  He was home. 


	“Good god, you look like shit!  Where have you been?” Tad exclaimed when he saw her.


	She stood there wanting to say something, wanting to fall into his arms and tell him everything.  But she was silenced by a half-clothed woman on the other side of the door.  A small T-shirt covered the woman’s breasts, but otherwise she was naked, her pubic mound and round ass cheeks immodestly on display. 


	“Maria,” Tad only nodded his head, expecting the woman to understand what he wanted.  And Kelly waited in the hallway, while the woman snatched the rest of her clothes from the couch and hurriedly dressed.


	“You call me, won’t you?” she asked him as she walked out.


	“In the morning,” he replied tersely.


	When the door finally closed, Kelly collapsed into Tad’s chest like a frightened child.  






Chapter Six

 


 

Tad didn’t ask questions, he simply put her to bed.  When he crawled in next to her he didn’t expect sex, but she moved close to him.  “Make love to me,” she murmured quietly.


	His arms were warm, dangerously comforting, exuding the tenderness she’d felt before – that tenderness that made his often ruthless style bearable.  Every part of her ached, her limbs were sore and her skin felt as if the nerve endings had been rubbed raw, as though they’d been brushed with a hard bristle brush.  They didn’t speak, wordlessly moving together in a unison that could only been born of some real affection.  He slipped inside her quivering thighs, moving briskly towards an end.  Then he held her as she moved on his receding cock until her climax appeared calmly and then quickly drifted away.


	She slept, unaware of Tad or the rest of the world until late that next morning.


	“I called in sick for you,” he told her when she appeared in his bathrobe at the door of his room.  He was making coffee in the kitchen, fully dressed.


	“What time is it?” she asked.


	“Eleven.”


	“Oh, god, this is worse than a hangover.”


	“You want to tell me what happened?”


	“I suppose I owe you that much,” she acknowledged.  “Juno gave me to his fiends.”


	Tad’s eyes opened wide and for a moment he stopped what he was doing.  “And you were raped?” he asked.


	“No, just fucked.  I suppose it was consensual.”


	“You wanted to go with them?”


	“Not exactly, they took me out of the bar.  Still I didn’t give them much of a struggle.”


	He shook his head.  “You’re going to have to lay low for awhile.”


	“Why?”


	“You think you can let a pimp like Juno use you like that, and then walk away?”


	“My life has nothing to do with the Blue Lady.  What’s the problem?”


	“The problem is recognizing your face.”


	“Like I’d be walking in their neighborhood anytime soon?”


	Juno’s neighborhood is bigger than you think.  If you think a wig and some make-up will change you all that much, you’re kidding yourself.”


	“That’s not what you said when I first got the job,” she reminded him.


	“This is different.  You weren’t in danger, you are now.”


	Kelly refused to let his fears sway her.


	Tad turned to light a fire on the stove.  Slapping a pan on the burner, he pulled a dozen eggs from the refrigerator.	


	“You’re probably going to have to tell Sam,” he said turning back to her.


	She winced.


	“Hey, I didn’t recommend this.”


	“I didn’t say you did,” she replied, with the familiar disdain for the man rising quickly.  She turned away.  “I think I’ll take a shower.”


	“You’re going to miss breakfast,” he said.


	“I’m not all that hungry,” she murmured, and she disappeared into his bedroom.


	When Kelly returned to the kitchen she was toweling her hair with a thick cotton terry.  There was almost a smile on her face, and the dreariness that had shrouded her since she’d walked in the door appeared to be gone.


	“Feeling better?” he asked.  He was just polishing off a plate of eggs.  More were still steaming on the platter in front of him.


	“Yeah, thanks, I’m sorry I snapped.”


	“Let me see you?” he said.


	“See me?”


	“Yes, take off the robe.  I want to see how much they roughed you up.”


	Not sure whether this was a compassionate or sexual move, she was beholden enough to follow orders.  Dropping the robe to her feet, she let him view her body front and back.  He observed her critically. 


	“Looks like they didn’t leave too many bruises.”


	“Just a couple on my arms,” she said.


	“And one on your bottom.  Your skin’s roughed up, but you’ll survive.  And you’re beautiful as ever.”


	“Thanks,” Kelly replied, actually blushing from the compliment.  She picked up the fallen garment and pulled it around her body, tying the belt at her waist.


	“I know you’re not hungry, but why don’t you eat anyway?” he said, holding a chair for her like he was a real gentleman.


	Tad poured her orange juice, made her two pieces of toast after she finished off the eggs.  Going from not hungry at all, she felt like a bottomless pit.  It made sense remembering that she hadn’t had anything to eat in two days.  Somehow Tad sensed that.


	“So, Kel, why’d you come here?  Why didn’t you just go home?”


	“I don’t know, I guess I didn’t want to be alone,” she said.  “And you’re the only one I didn’t think would judge me.”


	“Judge you for what?”


	“For the way I was fucked.  For fucking in the first place, for putting my life in jeopardy, for liking it even if it was horrible.”


	“All that huh?  Tell me, how horrible was it?”


	“You want details,” she asked.


	“I like details,” he answered.


	“And you’re going to gloat over them?” she wondered.


	“No.  I’m going to appreciate them.”  He smiled.


	She wasn’t sure if she owed him this much, but he was a better person to tell her story to than anyone else she knew.


	“One was tall, the other was redhead, that’s about all that I remember about the guys that took me from the Blue Lady.  One was in my cunt to start, the other in my ass at the same time.  When they were done with me, I was tied face down on the bed and this big guy used my ass again.  All three places got used again when I woke up later, then they dropped me at the Lady and a taxi brought me here.


	“You get paid?”


	“One of them shoved a hundred in my hand when he was done.  The others said they paid Juno.”


	He almost snickered.  “So I suppose you’ll want to go back for your cut?” Tad asked.


	“You ass,” she answered him, her eyes flashing.


	“You made your bed, when you decided go home with Juno.  Let’s face it Kel, you liked it.  Can’t be so prim anymore, can you?”


	Tad had every available excuse to gloat, but he was subtle with the sentiment.  He was almost being gentle since half of her was still in shock.


	“I have to tell Sam, huh?” she asked as she drank her third cup of coffee.   Tad had risen from the table and was putting the dishes into the sink.


	“You’ve got to tell him something.  Especially why you need to lay low for awhile.  Any excuse you come up with, I’ll back you up.  But that’s not to say the truth won’t work its way around.”


	“The truth that I was fucked by a mobster pimp and was then taken as a whore and used?”


	“It’s not going to look good on your resume,” he observed.  


	He was obviously right.


	After breakfast, Tad went out, telling Kelly to stay inside.  She had no arguments with him, no desire to protest.  Perhaps a first in her life, she was allowing someone to nurture her.  Perhaps a first in Tad’s, he was allowing himself to take care of a woman.

 





***




 

	Tad brought pizza home at ten that night.


	“Where’ve you been?” Kelly asked him anxiously as he came through the door.


	“Ooo, the little woman worried?” he replied, amused.


	“No.  I just wondered.”


	He smiled.  “Maybe I’ve been screwing a brothel full of women,” he said.


	“Have you?”


	He chuckled.  “No.  I’d rather have my fucks one at a time, unless of course you have a girlfriend you’d like to do for me, just for the pleasure of letting me watch.”


	“You’d like that?”


	“What man wouldn’t?”


	He opened the pizza box on the coffee table, threw some napkins her way, and went to the fridge to get a couple of beers.


	“You want one?” he asked.


	“Sure.”


	He brought out three.  One he downed in seconds, gulping the way a man does, the second he offered to her, and the third he popped open for himself.


	“So tell me, where are we with the story?” Kelly asked, really hoping to change the conversation away from her, and feeling a little guilty that she was “under the weather.”


	“All fell into place today,” Tad said.


	“It did?” She was shocked.


	“I work fast with the right information.”


	“Anything I said helpful?”


	“It all was.  I even think Juno’s going down when this is over.”


	“And the vice mayor?”


	He winced.  “That’s a little more ticklish to prove.  The cops did nail Forest.  He’s been looking the other way, taking payoffs.  Juno had quite an operation, but your few tidbits of information opened the police investigation wide.  The cops busted Juno the other night.  He’ll be in jail a while.”


	“And we’ve met the deadline?” she asked.


	“What deadline?”


	It hadn’t occurred to her that she hadn’t mentioned the deadline to Tad.  “Sam was getting frustrated.  I told him we’d be ready to print by Friday.”


	“You did?”


	“And we’ll be ready,” she said, happily.


	“Thanks for letting me know,” he said rightfully annoyed.


	“That’s my prerogative,” she said, sensing his anger rise.  “Hey, don’t be upset, I always figure a real deadline alerts the universe that things have to happen, and so they did.”


	“Interesting logic,” he said.  He polished off another beer, and went to the refrigerator for more.  “You want another,” he called to her.


	“Sure,” she said, taking another gooey piece of pizza in hand.


	“By the way, I took care of Sam for you.”


	“Took care of him?”


	“I explained stuff, sort of, about why you’re going to stick close to the newsroom.  I managed to leave out the fucking and prostitution parts.”


	“That’s good,” Kelly replied.


	“He was okay, just don’t bring it up.”


	“Thanks,” Kelly said.  Funny how she was feeling so comfortable with Tad, almost as though they were becoming friends.


	They finished off two six packs by the time the night was over, toasted beer cans thinking of their triumph.  And then got really drunk when Tad began pouring shots.  Somewhere in the middle of the laughter, Kelly’s clothes came off, and then Tad’s, and they were naked making love, though they passed out before either one could reach a climax.


	In the morning, she was hung over, and Tad took the story to the paper to finish, while Kelly nursed her headache and thought about Tad Stone way too affectionately.






Chapter Seven

 


 

Two months later


Stone, get in here,” Kelly yelled to the disappearing reporter as he tried to exit the newspaper building without seeing his news director.


	He stalled for awhile, flirting with a copy editor.  He had been on his way out of the building and if he could, he might just ignore Kelly and slip on out.  Unfortunately she was standing at her office door, arms crossed in front of her like some 19th century school marm.  The way she was peering through her reading glasses, he must have really pissed her off.


	“What’s ya’ need, babe,” Tad said, sauntering past her into her office.  He sat down at the chair in front of her desk and put his feet up on it as though he planned to stay for awhile.


	“You conniving, devious, ungrateful bastard!” she declared, as she shut the door firmly behind her.  “And get your feet off of my desk.”


	“Ooo my, we are pissed at something?”


	“You’re damn right and you know what?”


	He looked at her as if he had no idea.


	“I gave the Claussen murder to David Chow, and what do you do?  You ignore my specific instructions and go after the interview he should have had.”


	“Is Sam pissed about it too?” Tad asked.


	“Sam has nothing to do with this.”


	“David would have never gotten that interview and you know it.  I was just saving the paper.”


	“You don’t know that, you arrogant SOB,” she snapped.


	“Hey, I’m not satisfied with the assignments you’re giving me,” Tad said, sitting up and staring her straight in the eye.  “You’ve been handing out the plums to your favorites, while you’ve been giving me mall openings and high school band concerts!  You think I’m going to settle for that shit?”


	“I do not give you mall openings and band concerts,” Kelly shot back.


	“Well, lifeless politicians are just as bad.”


	“I thought handling local politics was one of your forte’s?” she said.


	“Yeah, when there’s story.”


	“Well sometimes there just isn’t one.”


	“Well, I’d suggest you take a look at how your making your decisions, or I’ll be upstaging your darlings every chance I get.”


	“Is that a threat?”


	He shook his head.  “Threat?  No.  How could I possible threaten you, unless, of course, I suggested that I’d be visiting your boss real soon.”


	“I’m not so sure he’d help you out after you pulled that stunt, flying off to Mexico, doing research on illegal immigrants, spending half the time on the beach with your girlfriend.”


	“You know you could have covered for me.”


	“Covered?  How was I suppose to do that when you were running up bills right and left.”


	“I’m sure you could have figured out a way since you owe me big time, bailing you out of the brothel fiasco.”


	“And I’ve given you half a dozen damn great story leads since then, but you can’t have it all.  That’s just the way it is.”


	“Yeah, I guess so.  Of course I suppose I shouldn’t expect anything more than your cold shoulder treatment.”


	“Cold shoulder?  C’mon now, we’ve never been bosom buddy friends,” she said.  “What we had for a few weeks was just physical, if you remember, exactly the way you wanted it.”


	“How could I forget,” he answered her.  “Funny, I find it really interesting that as far as you’re concerned, I haven’t done a bloody thing right since the night you spent in my apartment.”


	“What’s that have to do with anything?’


	He shrugged.  “Hell, I don’t know.”


	“Are you trying to say that it wasn’t just physical?” she inquired.


	“Hell, no.  Why would I want a relationship with you?  You’d eat me alive.”


	“I’m glad our feelings are still mutual,” she replied, her temper was beginning to rise.  “And I’ll tell you what, just because I still “owe” you, you can take a look at this story.”  She handed him a news wire.  


	Tad’s eyebrows narrowed looking at the paper in his hands.  “Cassandra Marble?  Wasn’t she a waitress at the Blue Lady?  A friend of yours?”


	“We were friends, yeah.  She was a good woman.”  Kelly’s anger at Tad was turning to sadness.  “And she wasn’t part of Juno’s brothel.  Funny, how she told me that every year one of the girls from the Blue Lady ended up dead.  I never would have thought it would be her.”


	“I’m sorry, Kel.”


	“Me too,” she said.  “See if you can do anything with her story.  I wouldn’t trust anyone else with it, and that’s the truth.”


	He nodded and left her office without another word.






***




 

	It had been a cold two months.  No Gray, no Tad.  She’d been keeping out of sight, burying herself in work at the paper and spending her time at home writing the novel that she’d started two years before.  She spent a lot of time just before she fell asleep at night, trying to keep thoughts of Tad Stone out of her head.  There was Tad Stone, and the Blue Lady, Juno, the night at his house, and the long hours in the rundown shack taking a sexual nose dive into the world of her most trashy thoughts.  


	As much as she pushed thoughts of Tad away from her, she remembered him many times—with dildo in hand.  She remembered the Blue Lady too, and the feel of the men’s eyes as they gazed at her naked chest, the way their fingertips would graze her thigh, and how their desire would make their lips wet with anticipation that was never realized.  It all played in her head like an old movie in slow motion.  The men became real again, perhaps more real than when she was actually running around topless.  Then she was often too nervous to really acknowledge what was going on between her thighs.  The time at Juno’s house, she remembered being as much a whore as she’d ever been, only to find herself taking her lust for prostitution one step further the next night when she lived through the repeated assaults.


	If she hadn’t been a news-reporter, and doing it for a story, was she really any different that the women that used their body’s for money?  There were many nights, she climaxed to the idea of it, loving what made her a felon in the eyes of the law, a whore in the eyes of men, and a fallen woman in the eyes of people with real morals.  Funny though, how those thoughts were swept away when her masturbations were over, only to return when she drew her dildo from the bedside stand the next night, and began to let her thoughts run free.


	Her fantasies were glorious, but in real life, it was another bad season for men.  She took heart knowing it wouldn’t last,  Eventually, she’d pull herself out of the blues and move on.


	When she received an invitation to the mayor’s charity banquet, it was just the coming out she needed to start her search for a man again.






***




 

	The lights at the St. Johns Hotel danced.  The chandeliers gleamed and everyone invited to the Mayor’s grand affair seemed to be meandering in slow motion, as if the sequin dresses and starched shirts made it more difficult to move.  


	Kelly was wearing a long black slip dress, the only adornment the rhinestone spaghetti straps and the rhinestone bauble earrings at her ears.  Her blonde hair was swept back in a sexy loose pile, wispy curls softening the line of her face.  She wore spike high heels in satin brocade and spent two hours at the salon getting her acrylic nails painted red.  The slim line of the dress, the way she moved, and how she held her head with a haughty self assurance created just the picture of femininity she wanted to communicate to the men in the room.  She was on the prowl again after her self-imposed hiatus.


	The only drawback to the night was going with Travis, one of the photographers on the news staff.  The invitation came at the last minute, after she’d already decided that she would be perfectly happy going alone.  Travis was cute, absolutely perfect, the kind of guy no woman in her right mind would turn down especially when he was wearing a tux.  Stunning looks, a hint of snobbery and charming wit behind his cool facade, made him the consummate date, as long as you didn’t expect passion beneath his well turned-out elegance.


	When he asked her to the banquet, she almost felt sorry for him, even if the invitation sounded like he was rescuing her from the mortification of going to the banquet alone.  Kelly figured he must have been turned down at the last minute, and the compassion made her accept his offer before she could bite her tongue.


	For the first hour of the evening, the two floated from place to place finding dozens of people they both knew.  It didn’t take long to get a champagne buzz when their glasses were filled by watchful waiters every time they were empty.  She was pretty high before she even got to the dance floor.  A few token dances with Travis, Kelly linked her date up with a young female editor from a competing city paper, and struck out on her own.


	“I’ll catch up with you in a bit,” she said to Travis.  


	To her surprise, Kelly literally bumped into Tad Stone as she was climbing the stairs to the ladies lounge while she was looking back over her shoulder at a friend.


	“Ouch!  I’m sorry,” she said without thinking.  Looking up, she was staring into Tad’s eyes, seeing Tad Stone for the first time in something other than scruffy denim, T-shirts and leather jackets.  He wore his tux coat with a collarless shirt and perfectly pressed blue jeans.  He’d even combed his hair back and sprinkled cologne on his chest.  She could smell it being that close.


	“You better keep your eyes in front of you,” he suggested.


	“Yeah, sure,” she answered him.  For an instant he’d taken her breath away, a different more formal side to his character leaving her enchanted.  The lush lady on his arm was a svelte brunette with hazel eyes and one of the kindest smiles she’d ever seen.  Who she was remained a mystery.  That Tad would be with such a woman when she always suspected he preferred exotic dancers and women on the fringe, she couldn’t figure.


	“Aren’t you going to introduce us?” the woman asked.


	“Sure, this is Kelly London, my boss.  Kel, this is Ariel.”


	They shook hands, the kind smile not fading in the slightest.  And though the woman made the moment less awkward, Kelly was anxious to move on.  Giving them a nod, she continued up the stairs.


	There was a balcony on the second level that looked out at the city lights.  For a breath of fresh air, she wandered out, ignoring kissing couples and the cold that made her shiver and hold on to her arms.  After a few minutes in the night air, as she was about to return inside, she felt two warm hands on her shoulders, and a warm body behind her.  When he bent down to kiss the back of her neck she smelled Tad’s cologne.


	“Where’s Ariel?” Kelly asked, turning around.


	“Inside.”


	“She’s a lovely girl, how did you manage to hook up with her?”


	“I needed a date, she didn’t have one and we agreed to go.”


	“A friend?”


	“No, I met her at the bank, a teller.”


	Kelly laughed.


	“You’d put on the moves anywhere, wouldn’t you?”


	“I guess.  But she’s too puritan to fuck.  I’d think I was having my sister.  You know what I mean?”


	Kelly laughed again.


	“So, where’s your date?  Didn’t I see you with Travis whats-his-name, the photographer?”


	“Oh, I left him getting acquainted with some sweet redhead with big breasts.”


	Standing close, the smell of him was having the most fascinating affect on her.  Little jolts of electricity shot through her, as though the sense of smell had that kind of power to arouse.


	They looked eye to eye, trying to make a decision, but neither one wanted to say it first.   Moments passed and Kelly could sense Tad’s groin move.  Reaching around her, he had a hand on her behind pulling her into him.  


	“It’s just physical you know,” he said.


	“I got that clearly,” she replied.


	“We could probably find some empty room,” he suggested.


	“Maybe down the hall?” she replied.


	They moved off the balcony quickly, both anxious for a good screw.  Bodies, pent-up from no fucking for weeks, can make do with almost any private sliver of space.  They found a janitor’s store room, the only door that opened when they tried it.  Without worrying about a lot of preliminaries, Tad had Kelly’s dress at her waist, her ass resting on the edge of a janitor’s wash basin as he pressed his erection inside her.  With the strains of Mozart coming from below, and the sound of some woman’s laughter moving down the hall outside, they added to the genteel night with a music of their own.  A fucking, grunting, shrieking music, the sound of it traveled beyond the closed storeroom door.  Clashing with the mellow harmony, it was a titillating addition to the stodgy minds outside.  Perhaps reminding the perfectly coifed and pristinely polished that there is a more passionate side to life. 


	Kelly craved Tad’s cock in her so much she wouldn’t let him stop with a single orgasm.  They waited wordlessly in the tiny space for nearly fifteen minutes after the first orgasm died away, and then she slipped to the floor and fluffed his erection with her mouth until he was hard again.


	“You must have been saving up for me,” she observed when he was ready to enter her again.


	“Must have,” he agreed.  For the second time in a half hour she was getting pumped again, this time from behind as she bent her over a rickety chair.  He hammered her hard, even threatening to change holes and go for her ass—he was working that dark place.  But she discouraged him, giving him such a spectacular massage with her vaginal muscles that he couldn’t pull out.  Their cries were even louder the second time, though it was a quicker climax.  


	The pair didn’t leave the storeroom, for ten minutes—timed by Tad’s watch.  Hopefully anyone that was curious about who was on the other side of the door had given up waiting, so they could exit without being noticed.  When they finally slipped out, there was no one there, unless the small party halfway down the hallway had heard and was just patiently waiting to see who the sexual culprits were.  Still, no one appeared to look their way.


	“So, you’re still going to make your moves on Ariel tonight?” Kelly asked.


	“I’ll do what I can,” Tad replied.  “You letting Travis sleep over?” he asked.


	“I might,” she replied.


	“Well, thanks,” he said, when they reached the winding staircase to the main level.  They descended together.  


	“See you Monday morning,” Kelly said.  They gave each other a pleasant wave and then made their way through the crowd to find their dates.


	Tad did have the sweet Ariel later that night.  She turned into quite a slut with enough booze flowing through her thin limbs and plush groin.  When he took her home in the convertible, she was cold by the time he got to her apartment.  He let her use his tuxedo jacket until he got her to her door.  Instead of giving him a kiss good-bye, she invited him inside; and standing in her front hallway, she deliberately pulled the straps of her dress off her shoulders, the thin slip of cloth falling to the floor.  She was naked except for her garter belt and hose.  For a shock-proof Tad Stone, this move took him totally off guard, not that he didn’t catch up to her desire just seconds after the unveiling.


	The surprising nymph refused to let him in bed with her.  Instead she asked for it in her ass, and got it, while she lay over a footstool in her living room, and cringed with each forced thrust of his dick inside her tightest hole.  


	“Oh, yes, I love it.  Yes more,” she cried even when he saw her wincing.  The fuck went on like that until the end, Tad not knowing what the woman really wanted, though he guessed he’d given her what she needed.


	Saying goodbye at the door, she swayed her silk wrapped body next to his and kissed him on the mouth.  It was the first kiss they’d had that night.  


	“You’re were very good in my ass,” she said.  “Of course, sometimes I like them even bigger than you.”


	To that remark he had nothing to say, except that he thought it was time to go.  After she closed the door, he walked away feeling as if he was just the newest trophy mounted on her wall of male conquests.  It may have been a good night for his cock, but not for his peace of mind.


	After the banquet, Kelly went home with Travis.  They didn’t speak much, but she was sure she wanted to go to bed with him just to feel what it would be like to have perfection for a night.


	Just as she figured, it was less than fascinating, though perfectly adequate.  He was methodical and easy to the point that he was almost lifeless.  After they managed to climax, Kelly hoped they’d just fall asleep until morning.


	Travis had other ideas however.  Jumping from the bed, he offered to take pictures of her in the nude.  The idea was the first exciting thing that had happened since she’d left Tad.  It seemed taking pictures was Travis’s real turn-on.  


	He had her masturbate herself on the bed while he snapped two rolls of film, capturing all her crude twists and turns.  Considering that it was his profession, Kelly wondered if he was actually able to photograph what she was like when she was making love to herself: the facial expression, her feelings, her sense of sexual resolve?  Once the orgasm was over, Travis led her to his darkroom and developed the black and white photographs right there.  Before her eyes the essence of her sexual self appeared on paper.  Her mouth parted, her labia opened with her hands, her fingers pinching her nipples, her hands pushing her breasts to her face for her lips to kiss.  He caught her rubbing her clitoris, sticking her fingers inside her wet brew of juice, and then licking the cum from them with a coy expression of innocence as if it was the first time she’d done anything so naughty.


	“I only want one,” Travis told her as they were eating breakfast the morning after.  He handed her the prints and all the negatives, along with a bagel and juice.  “Just this one,” he said, holding up one for her to view.  “You can’t see your face, so I can’t use it against you, if you’re worried about that.”


	“Not unless you know someone that has intimate knowledge of me in that position,” she said, as a joke.  It was quite a picture.  On hand and knees, her fingers reached her pubic mound pulling it apart.  Every bit of her hind end was exposed to the camera’s eye.  She thought of Tad.  He’d probably be one of the few men that would recognize the view.


	“You can keep it if you like,” Travis said, backing off.


	“No. No, that’s okay.   I trust you,” she replied.  “You can have it.”  She imagined that he’d be masturbating to it by the end of the day.


	Finishing their breakfast, Kelly gathered the photographs and negatives into the file Travis had provided her.  The photographer, cleaning up the breakfast dishes suddenly asked her a question right out of the blue, “How was it was Stone in that upstairs room?” 


	Kelly looked up shocked.  “You know?”


	“I was looking for you, and heard the noise.”


	“And you knew it was me?”


	He looked as if he was about to blush.  “You weren’t too discreet.  There were names spoken …”


	“I didn’t realize.  The whole party knew?”


	He shook his head no.  “Just a handful,” he said.  


	“I guess that would have bothered you, since I was your date,” she admitted with a sheepish grin.


	Travis shrugged.  “Not really,” he said.  “Kinda turned me on, like taking pictures of you.  I guess it’s the voyeur me.   I like to watch or even listen.” 


	He made sense, and his confession made sense of the night.  He liked being one step away from the action, while she liked being right in the middle.  It had been quite a night, her only worry was how many stares and giggles she and Tad would have to live through Monday morning.  And Sam, he’d have a fit, though he’d never fire his two best reporters.






Chapter Eight

 


 

As if it was perched at the top branch of a great tree, Sam Ross’s office was found at the highest pinnacle of the newspaper building   It didn’t even seem like it belonged to the rest of the world, especially the real world of front page news.  For Tad and Kelly it was an unexpected visit with the scowling, red-faced editor that brought them there.  Though neither of them was easily intimidated, the whole set-up—rising to the top of the building and walking into the cool crisp office must have been designed for intimidation.


	“For the life of me, I can’t understand you two,” Sam, groused.  “One minute you’re fighting like cats and dogs, the next minute you’re screwing each other like mad animals at the Mayor’s banquet.  Are you totally mad?”


	“The thought’s occurred to me,” Tad said, flippantly.


	“Well, perhaps you two want to keep the sex in your bedroom?” he barked at them both. 


	“No one saw us,” Kelly said smugly.


	“But they sure as hell heard you.  And don’t think I don’t know what happened in that topless bar, Kelly London.  I should have fired you then, but your boyfriend made such a case for you.”  It was the first he’d said about that investigation to her face.  


	“I suppose you know the whole story?” she asked.


	“What whole story?” Sam asked.


	“He heard enough,” Tad interjected.  He was lounging back, really casual in his chair.  The flippant remark, just enough to quiet Sam, made Kelly wonder exactly what Tad had told him. 


	Sam shook his head.  “I never thought I’d have to start lecturing my reporters like they were children.”


	“You don’t have to, Sam,” Kelly said.  “We’re adults.  We’ll handle the flack if there’s any.”


	“Yeah, but I’m hearing about it.”


	“Too bad you weren’t there, so you could have heard for yourself,” Tad said smirking.  He was so amused he was almost laughing out loud.


	Sam jawed on his cigar for a minute while he glared at them.  “Just keep it to yourself,” he grumbled.  “I don’t want to know your sleeping habits any more than you want to know mine.   But why I really brought you here was to talk about this conflict between you two.”


	“Conflict?” Kelly asked.  “I wasn’t aware that there was one.” 


	“Well, Stone seems to think so.  I thought we could hash it out.”


	Kelly looked at her colleague.  Here in just a second he’d gone from ally to enemy.  He looked back at her unruffled, as usual.  “What the hell did you tell him?” she asked.  “I thought we’d ironed everything out?”


	He shrugged.  “I’d already talked to him when you started that little donnybrook in your office.”


	“And you didn’t tell me?”


	“What was the point, you look so  … how do I say it … rousingly passionate when you’re angry.”


	“You condescending ass!”


	“Hey!” Sam barked.  “You both got hard ones for each other, think it’s time you did something about it.”


	“We did and you got pissed,” Tad returned immediately.


	“I mean in private,” he said.


	“If you want us to be more discreet about our sexual relations, I suppose that’s possible,” Kelly said.  “Though I doubt there’s going to be anything more for anyone to see or hear.”  She glared at Tad.  “Besides, we’re not talking about sex any-more, we’re talking about work.”


	“Then let’s handle Tad’s complaint about his assignments.”


	“I just gave him the best one to come across the news desk in weeks.  If he has a complaint about that, then I’d suggest that he find a bigger paper in a bigger city.  That’s as good as it comes.”


	“Don’t waste his talents,” Sam said.  He was looking at her in a fatherly way, which made her want to strangle him.  To have two men patronizing her in a matter of minutes was more than she wanted to take.


	“I have to be fair to my other reporters, Sam.  If there’s something in this man’s contract that requires he get first pick of everything, then you really don’t need me to delegate the work.  We’ll just let Tad take over the City Desk.”


	“Would you calm down, Kel, no one’s suggesting that,” Sam tried pacifying her.


	“I won’t work under those circumstances, if I get criticized for every decision I make.”


	“Welcome to the real world babe,” Tad said dryly.


	“What are you trying to accomplish?” Kelly said.  She was completely baffled. 


	Tad chuckled.  “For a worldly reporter, slash newspaper woman, your damned naive, Kel. I want the headlines, I want the bylines, I want my name out there.  One Pulitzer isn’t enough for me.  Your paper paid good bucks to have me because they know I’m the cream of the crop.  When you see my interview with Senator Lewellyn, we’re talking award time.  In the meantime, I want first refusal on every story that goes down.”


	“Sam?” Kelly immediately turned to her boss.


	“He carries that kind of clout,” Sam admitted.


	There was dead silence, until Kelly finally rose from her chair.


	“Fine,” she said.  “You two run the City Desk, I’m going back to free-lancing, where I don’t have to deal with this kind of arrogance.”


	“Kelly, come on, you’re not serious,” Sam groaned.


	“Oh, but I am.  You’ll have my official resignation on your desk by five.”  She left the room despite Sam’s attempts to call her back. 

 





***




 


	An hour later, Kelly was in her office, packing a cardboard box with her personal things.


	“You’re not really leaving, are you?” she heard Tad’s voice and looked up.  His more charming nature having returned, he smiled broadly as though he was about to begin something sexual.


	“What does it look like?”	


	“A little reactionary, I think.”


	“Reactionary.  You think this is reactionary?  I call it the most sane thing I’ve done in five months.  I can’t believe you’d pull that kind of stunt about first refusal, and mean it.  Maybe I was dense, a little slow to catch on, but I’m clear now what you want.  And with those conditions, I can’t do the job.  It’s pointless.  Let some spineless copy editor take over, they’d do the job and it won’t piss them off every day.”


	“Why don’t you give it a couple of days,” he said.  “Cool down a little.”


	“Why?  Did Sam send you down here to undo the shit you started?”


	“I came on my own.  Maybe I don’t want you to leave.”


	Kelly took a deep breath.  It was actually kindness she was getting from the maverick reporter, but that didn’t really matter, it was too late.  “Listen, I’m tired of the grind, the hours, the sass from you and everyone else, and Sam’s cigar smoke, and deadlines every day, and spending too much time correcting other people’s grammar and listening to them bitch.  It’s just not worth it.”


	“It’s part of the job, Kel.  You’re just having a rough day … all the tension with the nightclub incident.”	


	“No!” she snapped.  “That’s not it at all.  This is no rough day, it’s not PMS, it’s not some “woman” thing.  It has nothing to do with what was over and done two months ago.  It’s real stuff for me.  You say welcome to the real world, well here’s a piece of mine.  I don’t want to deal with you.  I don’t want you on my staff, the only way I’ve ever wanted you in my life was sexual.  And I guess that’s over too.  You got the job you wanted, you climbed your way right over top of me, just like you said you would.  So enjoy the view.  This is final.  I won’t change my mind.  And you can take that tidbit back to Sam.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like my office to myself.”


	It was impossible to look at Tad without sexual things stirring in her.  There was a little sadness in his eyes, not something that she expected to see, but still, it was genuine.


	“Whatever you say, boss,” he replied.


	He backed out the door and closed it before she could remind him that she was no longer his boss.






Chapter Nine

 


 

It was a new life, not getting up in the morning at the crack of dawn, staying late at night pouring over work on her messy desk.  There was no mad rush around her, no sparring conversations, no deadlines to keep her on track, and there was only the people she chose to deal with populating her life.  


	The novel was the first thought on her mind when she quit, thinking the time to finish the work would be like heaven.  Though there was little excitement spending all her hours in front of a computer monitor.  She was determined not to return to the newspaper in spite of Sam’s weekly calls to offer her everything from her old job back, to editorial assignments.  But she did need more stimulation.  She needed people.  With that fact obvious after just two weeks on her own, she decided to strike out on a far different kind of work.   A few calls to her publishing contacts, and she had the backing she needed to begin a non-fiction piece on some titillating topic of her choice.  It paid to have been a journalist all these years.


	On all accounts, the topic she chose for an investigative inquiry met all the criteria she was looking for.  A book on unique, bizarre and often over the edge sexual practices was a perfect means of meeting her need for income, and her desire for provocative thrills.   Despite how her dance club investigation turned out, her interest in that area of life hadn’t declined in the slightest.  If anything, it had been stimulated.  


	To begin the work, Kelly began exploring the dozens of shops and boutiques in the city that catered to sexual finery.  Everything from Frederick’s of Hollywood and plush lingerie boutiques to leather stores, and those carrying sex toys, pornography, and offering their customers the opportunity to be tattooed or pierced with body jewelry.  Kelly spoke with shop owners, customers and casual voyeurs for informal interviews.  Her enthusiasm for the curious sub-culture grew with each place she visited; her fascination for the strange and macabre sparked her lust each time.


	At one particularly interesting boutique, she was encouraged by the store owner to try on some leather and chain garments – just so she could get a personal appreciation of how such clothing might erotically arouse its wearer.


	“You’ll like the effect,” the long-haired man told her, as he pulled a backless skirt, a leather halter bra, and various cuffs and collars from their displays.  “The dressing room’s quite private.  Of course if you’d like to model them, no one would object.”


	“This,” she said, holding up the skirt.


	There was a twinkle in his eye.  “As I said, no one’s going to object.”


	Kelly discovered quickly, that being an observer and being a participant were two wholly different things.  Once in the dressing room, she went beyond being a casual reporter of the facts to being one of the many who sometimes tiptoed, sometimes walked boldly into darker sexual territory.  With just the thought of trying on the unusual attire, the same kind of sensations that she remembered from the topless bar were engaged.  Words like naughty, sordid, obscene and lewd popped into her head.  She’d been a whore once, now she was walking into a new level of depravity and loving it.  It was too bad that the walk was such a lonely one.  She couldn’t imagine sharing this with any man she knew.  Except with Tad perhaps.  And she hadn’t seen him in weeks.


	The clothes she took into the dressing room required her to strip naked before putting them on.  It was almost like being reborn into another world.  An instant before she began trying on the outfit, the three way mirror reflected back three naked Kellys, wet pussys, jiggling breasts and blushing cheeks.  Running her hands over her bare skin, she might have began masturbating before she even began trying on clothes.  But she stopped.  That wasn’t the point.  Kelly wondered how many lovers used the sex shop for sex.  Tad would have fucked her here in a heartbeat.


	Trying the skirt first, she saw the front side as little more than a simple short straight leather, though adjusting the movable side of the mirror, she was able to see the back that was purposefully cut out to show her bottom.  Straps in three places held the sides together.  Though what was left bare was the important part: the cleft of her ass.  That was provocatively accentuated as though it had been placed in a picture frame.  If she was into spanking, the skirt was the perfect thing to wear.  Imagining a rosy glow on her exposed cheeks, she wondered what it would feel like to have her bottom paddled.  The leather halter was subdued enough, except for the zippers at the middle of each cup.  Unzipped, it exposed her nipples.  With the two erect buds peeking though the slits, she could even imagine them pierced with rings.  


	If Kelly wanted a personality change, dressing in leather was certainly one way to achieve it.  With each piece added to her outfit, she moved one step closer to an attitude of submissiveness.  It was not a state she was accustomed to even if it was curiously comfortable.


	The two inch collar around her neck made the feeling of surrender even more acute.  As the heavy metal buckle tightened about her thin neck, the sense of capture and being conquered swept through her with subtle longing.  Cuffs at her wrists made her think of being bound before an ancient tribunal.  Thoughts she never would have entertained entered her mind as if she’d taken some fantasy elixir.  It seemed that there were many places that her psyche longed to go without her ever being aware.  For that instant she could have turned down any road and experienced erotic thrills.  This road, this one in the leather shop, held her so captive, she jumped hearing the unexpected sound of the shop owner knocking on the door. 	


	“I thought perhaps you should try some nipple clamps,” he told her.


	Kelly opened the door to the room without even realizing how exposed she was. 


	“My, that is divine!” he exclaimed.  “What do you think?”


	“Amazing,” was all she could reply.  “Nipple clamps?”


	“Yes, let me show you,” he said, already reaching for her breasts and stretching out a nipple.  The small clamp in his hand opened with a squeeze of his fingers, closing seconds later to apply a startling pressure to the tender bud.


	“How does that feel?”


	“Ooo, tight,” she whispered.


	“But not uncomfortable,” he said, as if to assure her.  “There are many more severe ones, but for a novice, I thought this would give you the necessary effect.”  Repeating the process with the other nipple, a few seconds later, two clamps hung heavy from her leather clad tits, just a shade below painful.  Each time she moved, the sensation became more intense. 


	“Enough?” the man asked, as she stared at her.


	“No, no yet,” she said.  “I suppose if I’m doing research I should make this as authentic as possible.”


	“I agree.  It’s not uncommon for a submissive to wear clamps for extended periods of time. Of course according to the intensity.  These you could probably wear two hours, even more.  Others you’d scream at the top of your lungs in a second.”  He stopped for a instant while he perused her again from cuffs to collar.  “How about the skirt?  It would allow you to try some of the paddles if you like.”


	“I’m not sure.”  She doubted her courage.


	“Certainly you wouldn’t want to go home without the complete experience,” he said.  “I’ve got some customers that would like to see a demo if you’re game.” 


	She winced.


	“Hey, I’ll throw in the collar if you like.  And it won’t take but a few minutes.”  He was already turning her around to look at her naked behind.  “Yes, this is nice.  A little red skin would only make it better.”


	By then, Kelly was so far into the fantasy it seemed unreal: unreal the way he took her by the hand; unreal the scenario in the semi darkness of the shop where she leaned over one of the counters with her bottom exposed; unreal too when she felt a rude smack on her behind, and the snap of a cane, and then a buggy whip which stung the most.  With that one, she jerked back to reality, and stood up, to see a dozen pairs of eyes looking at her.


	“I think that’s enough,” she said, backing off.


	“No?  Not going to try the paddles?” the man asked.


	“No.  I think I’ve had enough, but thanks,” she said.


	With her nipple clamps still bobbing off her breasts she moved back behind the curtain to the dressing room and into the safety of that cramped corner.


	“Hey, you were a real sport,” she heard the shop owner call to her, as he followed her back.


	“And it was quite an experience,” she admitted.  She was about to close the door and return to her real clothes, but the shop owner had his foot in the door and obviously other ideas. 


	“Better let me take off the clamps,” he said.  “Just be prepared.  There’s quite a rush when they loosen.”  Reaching out he began to squeeze the right one open.  As careful as he was however, Kelly shrieked when the sharp pain bolted through her.


	“A lot of people love the spike,” he said. 	


	She took a deep breath.  “I don’t know about that,” she answered.  “Though I do know this turns me on.  I almost feel like I’m drunk.”


	He smiled.  “Good way to put it,” he said.  “I imagine you have a personal fascination for this?  It’s not just professional?” he rightly observed.


	“It has its intrigue,” she agreed.


	“Shame to let the feelings go to waste.”  He moved his hand to her crotch, and began to stroke her through the leather.  “You ever been dominated?”


	“Not this way,” she answered, feeling the heat in her crotch rise with each caress of his hand. 


	“There are lots of places you can take these feeling to and you can have all sorts of fun with them.”


	“I’m not sure I’m into the pain.”


	“That’s just it.  It’s not pain for pain’s sake, it for pleasure’s sake.”  He moved forward and kissed her lips lightly, so she could smell the spearmint and tobacco on his breath.  He didn’t push, but he didn’t stop.  Kelly had no will left to resist, perhaps this way the fantasy would be complete.  She might have offered her ass to him at that point and she guessed he knew that.”


	“My name’s Jerry, and yours?”


	“Kelly,” she said.  Their lips were whispering so close to each other they could feel the air between them move. 


	“Kelly, why don’t you let me take you to the master’s club dressed just like this,” he said.  He’d reached around her so he could fondle her naked skin.


	“Oh, I don’t think so,” she managed to say.


	“Or we could do something right here?” His fingers parted the crack of her ass.  To make his task easier, she parted her legs and turned to the side.


	“You like it in the ass?” he asked.


	“Love it there,” she answered.


	“That’s the only way I’d take a new submissive,” Jerry informed her.  “Until they paid the price to have it in the cunt.”  


	She was on the verge of submission.  Something about his attitude, the way when he spoke he just presumed that he could have what he wanted.  


	“You need a dildo in here, you know that,” he said as his fingers found her back door.  “Something that will stretch you wide, make you cry, make you feel really full.”


	“You’d do that?” she asked.


	“I have a whole counter full just outside that door.  You could take your pick.”


	“Don’t you have to get back to work?” she said.


	“Not if I don’t want to,” he replied.  “Remember, I own the shop.  All I have to do is send the bastards out and close the door.  Right here, Kelly, you can have it right here.”


	His fingers were gathering her juice from her cunt to lubricate the tight place.  It seemed like months since the night she was raped—if she could call it rape.  The half that wanted to run out the door was slowly loosing to the side that wanted more.


	“Why don’t you just take me here?” she whispered.  Her body was giving in, making the a decision that took such little thought.


	It wasn’t exactly the submission that Jerry was used to, but he was willing to forget about being dominant in favor of a willing woman who needed her ass screwed.  All leather and collars and nipple clamps aside, she was just plain horny, and he was too smart to make this novice stretch too far.


	“The next dressing room’s bigger,” he told her, as he pulled her with him to the larger space.  Pushing her to the floor, he knelt behind her and did the deed.  Still in leather, still in collar and cuffs, she was submissive enough yielding to the commotion in her dark portal that needed relief.  He was quick, taking hardly a dozen thrusts to reach a climax.  Just like she liked it best, Kelly kicked off with a mean finale as the man pinched her clit hard to the very end.


	“I suppose you could get a few pages for your book from this,” Jerry said, as he was standing behind her wiping his dick.


	Kelly sitting back on her legs, looked at his face, wanting know how she could loose herself this way, and she wasn’t even drunk.  He wasn’t a lover, he was just a fuck.  Maybe that’s all she needed.  Maybe that was all she was really looking for in this book.  Someday, really soon, she’d have to think about her motives with a little objectivity, if that was possible.  Or maybe it was better to forget objectivity and go for thrills regardless.  Yeah, she could probably fill a whole chapter on this afternoon.


	“Like I said, keep the collar,” Jerry told her.  “And someday, if you really want to submit, it will be a good way to start.”


	“Thanks,” she said, wondering why she was thanking him.  Maybe it was because he’d done her a favor.  Maybe she just needed to get this one out of the way before she proceeded with the rest of her assignment.

 





***




 


	There were three more weeks of visiting sex shops and talking to the management and customers.  She was surprised how open some people were to the questions, not surprised that some remained tight-lipped at any attempt to get a real answer about their sexual motives.  She recorded those responses too, while at the same time trying to understand the phenomenon she saw.  The experimentation, the ritual practices, the alterations people willingly made to their bodies, the lengths some went to experience pain and pleasure.  She decided that the human psyche was filled with smut, and if that was so, smut must be natural.  If it was so natural however, why did everyone judge it and fear it and try to control it?  Of course if everyone believed that it was natural, then it couldn’t be smutty anymore.  And if it wasn’t smutty, would people care about it?  Being naughty and bad and outside the boundaries of what was proper seemed to be the greatest aphrodisiac—the foundation for all the kinks and quirks.  She was working on these theories for the book, but not formulating any conclusions, not yet.  She had more research to do in the subcultures, and more to do on herself.


	By far the most incredible thing she witnessed was the day she walked into a tattoo parlor in the middle of a piercing.  Not an ordinary event at all, she became witness to an astounding ten minutes of sado-masochism she would chronicle in detail for the book—and allow to haunt her for weeks after. 


	There was a girl, so she seemed, even though she signed the release form indicating she was over twenty-one.  Other than that self willed act, the girl was a slave to the man that brought her to the place.  


	“I want her marked permanently,” the dominant told the proprietor who was a scruffy, gray-haired aging hippie who sported a half dozen tattoos down each arm.


	“The best way to do that is branding, but I don’t do that,” he answered the request.


	“That will come later,” the dominant said.  He seemed as old as the gentleman waiting on them, but was much more refined.  His gray hair was cut short, his mustache was neatly trimmed and he smelled of some familiar brand of cologne.  The girl at his side was plainly attired in a black leather mini-skirt and a sleeveless T-shirt that was neatly tucked inside the waistband of her skirt.  “I want her clit pierced today,” he said.  “Not the hood, but the clitoris itself.”


	“That will make a lasting impression,” the man replied.


	Kelly was about to exit the tattoo parlor, already having had the conversation she needed with the tattoo artist, but the gray-haired master turned to her, motioning her to stay.  “You will watch won’t you?” he implored her.  “Bess could use a female witness, I think.”


	It wasn’t her intention to intrude, but with the open invitation, she wasn’t about to leave.


	“You wouldn’t mind my including this in the book I’m writing?”


	“A book on what?”


	“Unusual sex practices.”


	The man smiled.


	“Do you have anything on slavery?” he asked.


	“Not exactly.  On S&M yes, but … .”


	“This goes far beyond that.  I do own her quite literally.  And she’s mine to do with as I please.  It pleases me to have her body pierced.  This will be the tenth time, if I’m counting right.”


	The girl at his side offered just a half smile, otherwise she remained meek and utterly passive.


	“If I could talk to her?” Kelly asked.


	“I’m afraid I can’t allow that,” her dom replied.  “But you may ask me whatever you like.”


	“That might make a one-sided story,” Kelly replied.  She was still interested in the girl.


	“Then perhaps a question or two, once she’s been pierced.”


	Kelly watched the ceremony, the way the artist turned the music on, some operatic aria Kelly remembered hearing before, the way he lit the candles in the back of the shop, and had the girl lie down and raise her skirt.  From where she stood, Kelly could see the other rings at her cunt, though it was too shadowy to see exactly how she’d been pierced. 


	“Remember, through the clit itself this time,” the dominant instructed the artist.


	Kelly saw the needles, the rod that would be inserted there and a look of pain in the girl’s eyes before the act began.  Her master stood at her head and held her wrists above her.


	“You have some question you’d like to ask now?” the girl’s master said turning to Kelly.


	“Why is she allowing this?” Kelly blurted out.


	“Answer her, Bess,” the girl was instructed.


	“Because I do whatever my master requires,” she replied.  “It is my duty.”


	Duty?  The word sounded strange from the lips of one so young and apparently naive.


	That was all that Kelly was allowed to ask.  The needle pierced the girl’s flesh, and she gripped her dom’s hands until her knuckles were white and Kelly figured that she would have to have her hands pried away.  The girl screamed.  She panted and moved her hips so much Kelly thought it might be dangerous for the piercing.  But the act had been accomplished.  The rod installed, there was nothing more to see.


	“No more tears, Bess,” her master ordered her.  “You take care of him like a good-girl and I might go easy when I whip you tonight.”


	Not another word was spoken, but the trio had it all rehearsed.  Helped from the table by the man who’d pierced her, Bess disappeared with him into the back of the store, while her master waited.  Kelly could hear the sounds of fucking: the groans, the noise of a squeaky bed and the gentle sobs of the girl as she gave herself.


	“Bess chose this life?” Kelly asked.


	“In a manner of speaking she started this when she gave up her will,” he replied.  


	“Gave it up, as if she has no choice anymore?”


	“She has none, it’s not necessary for a sex slave.”


	“And you think she’s happy?”


	“Frankly I wouldn’t know.  Her happiness is not required, her compliance is.”


	“And you’ll use her this way until when?” Kelly asked.


	“Until I tire of her.”


	“And then what will happen?”


	“If she’s marketable, I’ll sell her.  If not, I suppose she’s on her own to fend for herself.”


	Kelly shook her head.  “It’s hard to believe such things would happen in this century.”  The reporter was anxious to leave the shop, as if there were bugs or bees or spiders jumping about her skin, crawling up her legs and arms.  


	“You’re thin skinned if you squirm at this little ritual.  If you’re exploring sex practices, there are ones that would make you scream in your nightmares.”


	“And you’d call that erotic?”


	“It’s in the eye of the beholder.  Perhaps you should see Bess when she orgasms.  It’s quite a sight.  I suppose if you counted that as happiness, you could say Bess lives in paradise.”


	Kelly would have asked to have seen that, but she was too distraught to continue with this nightmare of a man.  He made Tad look like a prince, Juno an upright citizen, and the men that raped her look like pussy cats.  She hated his eyes, because there was nothing there, not a spark of life.  For that matter, she hadn’t seen much in the girl.  If she could have concluded anything, she would guess that neither one had a soul anymore.  Kelly left the shop without any further discussion with the demented dominant.


	A day later, Kelly returned to the tattoo parlor to speak with the piercing artist.  She was still intensely curious about the unusual couple from the day before.


	“The slave girl you had in here yesterday?  Bess?  Has she been in here before?” she asked him.


	“Maybe one other time.  He takes her lots of places, I guess.  I think he’s even flown her to Europe just for a special ring or two from an artist he likes there.”


	“And she takes care of you, I see?”


	“It’s part of the arrangement.  I don’t complain.”


	“You don’t find that the least bit over the edge, around the bend, crazy?”


	“I don’t judge, lady.  But if it means anything to you, those two are the most chilling people I’ve ever met in this business.  But she gives great head, and her pussy is about warm as they come, and she always orgasms.  I figure with all that, what they’ve got can’t be all the weird.”


	Kelly considered his  comments.  “Maybe not,” she agreed.


	She wouldn’t forget their faces, the seeming blankness in their lives.  Yet who was she to judge when she’d behaved as licentiously as any woman she’d known, at least there was some sense of structure in their lives.






***




 

	The more Kelly moved inside the erotic sub-culture, the more there was to see, the more there was to write about, the mores stories she happened on, like the tattoo parlor that she serendipitously discovered.  There were places however, that she still avoided, ones she knew were dangerous for herself.  There were clubs and theatres that treaded into the sexual territory that attracted her the most.  After what had happened with Juno, she vowed not to stupidly think she could be a non-participating observer of anything.  Her own desire required that she play on their turf.  Maybe the story she was writing required that too.


	Her dilemma – not knowing how to get the material for the rest of the book – led her back the newspaper office one Friday morning, just about the time that the City Desk should be have adjourned their morning meeting That is if they still had them.


	While she socialized with half a dozen former colleagues that still couldn’t understand why she quit, and made a point of skirting Sam’s attentions, she was pleased to see Tad was still there.  He was the purpose of the visit.


	“How would you like to do some research with me?” she asked him, after closing the door behind him, in what had been her old office.  It was Tad’s now.  Not that he used it.  It was more a mess than when she had it.  Obviously he still hadn’t earned a secretary from his cushy deal with The Mirror.


	“You want to work with me again?” Tad asked after hearing her initial request.


	“I need a body guard,” she said.


	“Well then, why not hire one,” he asked pointedly.  “I have other things to do.”


	Thank god, the man was still turning her on.  If he didn’t, she’d have really have lost her nerve considering what she was asking him to do.  Oh, but he was still pushing all the right buttons with her, including the ones that wanted her to pick a fight with him.  She was pushing his just as well.


	“I don’t need that kind of bodyguard.  I need you,” she said.


	“Me?  You need me?”


	“Because of where I want to go.”


	“You’re not doing something stupid, are you?” he asked.


	“I need someone I trust.”


	“You are talking about me, Tad Stone, the man you love to hate?”  He looked at her incredulously.


	“Yes, I am,” she answered him directly.


	“So what’s the story?” he asked.


	“The job in the topless bar gave me some inspiration.  I’m expanding the idea, researching contemporary sexual practices.  The ones that are over the edge, a little off kilter, like sex shops and leather boutiques, piercing.  I even have an amazing piece on sexual slavery.” 


	“And you want me to join your research team?”  There was probably no story that would have enticed the maverick reporter away from his newspaper work, except this one.


	“Just for a few nights.  I know you’re busy.  But there are some sex clubs I’d like to go to, and I’d be more comfortable with someone I know.”


	“And trust?”  He was still amazed by her use of the word.


	“And trust,” she agreed.  


	He thought he’d never hear that from Kelly London.


	“Sounds interesting,” he mused.  “You want me because of the places themselves, because you’re too chicken to go alone, or because you don’t want it to get too personal?”


	“I might want it personal,” she said, almost in a whisper, as if the there were a dozen people at the walls listening to their conversation.  (There probably were a dozen people in the outer office who were visually keeping tabs on the pair, but there was no way they’d hear what was said.)


	“And you want me to make sure you don’t go over the edge?” Tad guessed.


	Kelly nodded.  “That’s what I’m thinking.”


	“You want to play in a pretty mean world,” he observed.


	“I want to feel what it’s like.  I want to be honest with what I report.  I want to know why it fascinates so many people and why it fascinates me.”


	“The book will work, I can see that,” Tad agreed.


	“So you’ll help?”


	“I suppose.  As long as I get my ‘something physical’ on the side.”


	“Have I disappointed you before?” she asked.


	“Only that you left the paper.  I have all this shit to deal with.”  He stared at the mess on the desk.


	“Well, isn’t that too bad.”


	“They’d probably hire you back,” he said.  “Of course they have this cute little chick they’re trying to hire from the Times.  Now she’s the kind that could really take over what you do best.”


	“You you’ll always be an insufferable bastard,” Kelly declared.


	“I practice daily,” he joked.


	“I’m sure you do,” she laughed.  “How about meeting me at my apartment tonight about nine.”


	“What’s tonight?” he asked.


	“Private sex party at a leather boutique.”


	“Private?” he asked.


	“I was trying on some leathers one afternoon, and one thing led to another.  The owner ended up screwing my ass.”


	“Humph,” Tad retorted.  “Makes me wonder who’s really the reckless one,” he said.


	“That’s why I need you there.”

 





***




 

	Jerry from the leather shop had loaned her what she needed for the night.  The private party was in the store, but he wanted her to come fully prepared.  It was intended as a fashion show, a half dozen adventurous women and a handful of men modeling leather and chains: everything from skirts, pants, bustiers and leather harnesses, to collars, wrist and ankle cuffs, dildoes and gags.  


	He promised nothing more than supreme titillation, but Kelly could see it going much further, since she’d already been easily seduced by the dominant Jerry.  His friends in the audience would likely be just as aggressive.  She might have wanted to handle it by herself, but the idea of Tad seeing her in this venue raised her sexual expectations to a degree that went right off the charts.


	“Damn,” he exclaimed, seeing Kelly appear fully attired for the party. “I thought you were hot going into the topless bar.”


	“You like it?”  She was wearing a black bustier complete with zippers over her nipples – that at the moment were zipped tight – and a tiny skirt, this one was not backless.  She wore the same collar Jerry had given her from their afternoon together, a pair of wrist cuffs and a spiked heel leather ankle boots with “O” rings at the sides for buckling a submissive into position.


	“You want to have sex right now?” he asked.


	She smirked.  “If we do I’ll be late, and Jerry promised me he’d spank my ass if I was.”


	“I’d like to see that too,” he said.  “In fact, I can think of nothing I’d like better than to spank you myself, you sassy brat.”


	“You think I’d play the submissive?” she asked, almost laughing at the very thought.


	“Then why are you?” he asked pointedly.  “All I’d need is a leash to make you my slave.”


	The point was well taken, but she wasn’t about to give him that kind of liberty.  “But would you really like a sex slave, or a woman that has the “balls” to fight back?”


	Tad smirked gleefully.  “Actually with you, Kelly London, I could really get off on that fantasy.  I know it would never happen.  But you have no idea how many times I’ve thought about tying you, leading you around by a chain, and making you serve my every whim.  You did have a taste of that, you do remember?”


	“So you have fantasies about me?  I’m impressed.”


	“I’m not so sure you would be, if you were in the middle of them.”


	“My how we really hate each other,” she declared.  “No, I think we’d better get going.”  She threw her coat over her shoulders and led Tad to the door.  Just before she opened it, she looked down to see an envelope that had been slipped underneath.


	“What’s that?” Tad asked, as she picked it up.


	“Oh, just a note from my neighbor.  She’s going away for the week, and I’m taking care of her apartment.”  Kelly slid the envelope between her phone and a stack of bills on the kitchen counter.  Where she’d been so calm and sure of herself preparing for this night, she was suddenly feeling a little agitation.  She hoped Tad wouldn’t pick up on it; but she couldn’t tell.  He looked at her strangely for an instant, but then proceeded with her out the door.


	The leather shop at night was more eerie than it was in the afternoon.  Jerry had candles and incense burning.  He’d moved the racks of clothes around to make a space for the floor show.  A ten inch high runner had been placed in the center where the models would display his merchandise and there were a dozen chairs on either side of the raised platform.


	“Kelly, you look terrific,” Jerry said rushing towards her and giving her a peck on the cheek as though he was meeting an old friend.  “You can go on with that first.  And who’s your friend?”  He turned to Tad.


	“Tad Stone.  He’s a reporter.  I thought he might lend a little journalistic objectivity, in case I lose mine.”


	“Maybe I won’t be objective either,” Tad joked with the shop owner.


	They both laughed.


	“I’m glad you could come,” Jerry said.  “You do realize that my clientele and my models do expect anonymity.  I’m sure you’ll honor that?”


	“By all means,” Tad assured.


	“Well then, you can sit here,” Jerry said pointing to one end of the row of chairs.  “The rest of my guests should be coming in about a half hour.  Kelly, you need to disappear into the dressing rooms.  Meet the other models, I’m sure they’ll give you some interesting thoughts for the book.”


	Someone was serving an exotic cocktail behind the curtain at the back of the shop.  The party had already begun.  A glass of the odd concoction appeared in Kelly’s hand, and tasting so good, there was a second to replace the first as soon as she finished.  It made the mood for her, took away some of the nervousness; but left her still thinking clearly enough to remember what she was experiencing.  At least she thought so.


	In the catacombs of the old store there were the dressings rooms where it was nearly dark, except for black lights that made the tiny rooms glow with odd hues.  Make-up changed with the atmosphere, becoming more outlandish.  One woman in a leather harness of intertwined straps, pulled Kelly to a mirror, and began making up her eyes with florescent cream that would illuminate in the dark.  The zippers on her bustier were unzipped and her nipples pulled out.  A man, sporting an anal plug attached to his broad waist belt, played with Kelly’s nipples until they were sticking out straight.  To keep them erect, he placed gold rings around them that tightened a half inch back, leaving her with the two purple buds looking larger than they ever had before.


	“Not too tight, I hope,” he said.


	“I think I’ll make it,” she replied.


	Kelly watched while the models dressed, theirs a performance in itself, as rumps were paddled until they were a vile shade of red, and jewelry began to decorate every body part imaginable.  There was little show of modesty.  The cocktail must have made them as bold as Kelly was feeling.  In addition to the leather and chains, there were feather masks over faces and one dress of see-through lace modeled by a well-endowed women with curves that made the lace appear to dance as the woman walked.  The assortment of hair styles made one think they’d walked into a different century.


	Kelly talked discreetly to her companions in this hard-edged world, finding softness and lush voices, and tenderness from men and women both, that she rarely found in the more sane world.  There were tears on one woman’s cheeks as she allowed a dominant man to tie her to a post and lash her, just to make her submissive attire authentic.  When she showed clear signs of welts, the dom returned to the woman affectionately playing with her punished body, until Kelly saw her jerk and sway with orgasm.


	Others in the maze of back rooms let their freed inhibitions run loose, raising their sexual expectations high, so high Kelly thought the whole place might simply descend into an orgasmic feast even before they had their turn exhibiting Jerry’s wares.  But just at the brink of climax, most in this carnival of players backed off in anticipation of their stint on the runway.  They wouldn’t want to lose the erotic edge.


	When the show began, one model after another trooped out from behind the curtain, to the nods of interest from an audience of men and women who looked almost as outrageous as the show itself.  Though for the moment they were not as drunk as the leather clad reporter and her friends.  Kelly’s observation of the audience of twenty-five suggested that it was a mixed crowd: gays, lesbians, straights, dominants, submissives and those that could go either way, both in the audience and on the platform.  The mood was festive with provocative smiles, laughter and the undercurrent of sexuality running throughout the room.  The purpose was to arouse, naked fannys, bare breasts adorned with jewelry, tattoos and exposed penis’s became normal in the room.  Exposure on the stage produced exposure in the audience as if there was a game afoot to see who could be the most shocking.


	After Kelly modeled her first outfit, she returned to the dressing room, where a matronly woman with a corseted bodice and enormous breasts, began to strip her of everything.


	“I wasn’t planning to model anything else,” she murmured to the woman with the fast moving fingers.


	“Oh, but you will,” she assured her.  “I have just the thing.”


	“Just the thing” was a skin tight see-through catsuit.  High collar, long sleeves, and ankle length, the black silk conformed to her body like second skin.  From its surface her body parts appeared so there was little that the eye could not see.  Taking Kelly’s hair from the combs that had kept it swept up off her face, the woman brushed it out, teased it, and fashioned it into a mane of gold about her reddening cheeks.  She added whiskers as though Kelly was about to star in a performance of Cats.  


	“Maybe you’ll crawl to the stage?” the woman suggested, as she viewed her work. 


	It was an appropriate thought, but one that Kelly wasn’t about to try right off.  However, when she reached the stage in front of the audience, she finally dropped to her hands and knees.  Her admirers were asking for it.  Turning herself into a sultry cat, she spit and hissed and seductively batted her eyes at the adoring fans.  	


	For an instant, she caught Tad’s unwavering but expressionless glance.  When she thought he might have snickered or laughed, or simply chuckled to himself, he looked more turned on than anything.  Glancing elsewhere, Kelly played her audience as though she was an exotic dancer.  She’d certainly seen enough moves to know the ones that were her.  Like she was sometimes in bed with the right partner, she took on the role and let the role play through her body.  Inside the suit of her second skin, there was a second person rising.  When a whip cracked her ass however, she raced off the platform like a scared mouse.  


	To the sound of applause she slipped behind the curtain. 	


	It was not much later that the audience and the models interchanged.  Connections were made, and the sex began.  The place swam with bodies fornicating in the midst of kinky scenes.  At the edge of sanity and madness, Kelly, still wearing the catsuit, slipped her coat on over her shoulders and then into the night with Tad. 


	Driving her to the docks which were close to the shop, they had sex wedged in a corner where two old buildings sagged against each other making the perfect alcove where they could get close enough to fuck.  Tad ripped at the catsuit to find her pussy, and pressed her belly to the wall.  He fingered her clit and listened to her  and hiss like she was back on stage.  


	“What a pretty little pussy this is,” he murmured. 


	She scowled at him and licked his lips, while her cunt ground on his hand.  


	Feeling her wet, he turned her around, and lifted her ass to press his erection inside.  In a steamy sensuous union they moved together until Tad came.  His fingers reaching around from behind toyed with her clit until she suddenly tightened with one long lush spasm.  


	After he released her, Kelly dropped to the cold ground and licked the last of his dripping sperm.  It had begun to rain.  The humid night releasing the moisture into the air, they were drenched, water running off Kelly’s nearly naked body.  In the dark, in the rain, with no worry about what tramp or thief that might see her, she helped Tad put the roof up on the convertible.  Then climbing inside next to him, she huddled close, half chilled, half scorching hot from sex and lust and loneliness.


	They still weren’t speaking.  For a man and woman of words to be so silent meant something hidden was coming to the surface, though neither one would acknowledge what that something was.


	They spent the night together in Kelly’s bed, making love twice more, each time a little more passively, and with a little more affection.  Kelly never did discard the catsuit completely.  Remnants of it clung to her perspiring body all night long.  With bands of silk at her ankles, wrists and neck quite intact, she slept when they took time to sleep, with the thought of submissiveness running in her dreams.  It provided a crazy dichotomy, being conquered and subdued, yet feeling free.  She wondered if Tad was feeling that.  Or was he just about being in control while she remained moldable?


	“Would it be too anticlimactic to say you look like something the cat drug in?” were Tad’s first words to her that morning while they were still in bed


	“That bad?” she asked.


	“It could be beautiful,” he said.


	He kissed her nose, something only real lovers do.


	“It wasn’t exactly beautiful last night,” she said.


	“It wasn’t suppose to be,” he replied.


	“You never said what you thought,” she said.


	“Haven’t I been telling you all night,” he said.  “I hope you listened.”


	He turned away from her and the gentleness they were sharing, and got out of bed.  Kelly watched how his ass moved until he finally disappeared into the bathroom.


	When she joined him there, they still couldn’t speak.  But they showered together, washed each other’s body parts and then kissed in the rain that poured from the shower nozzle.  They remembered that they hadn’t kissed even once the night before when the skies had opened on their sex.  But this time, their lips wouldn’t stop, and their hands couldn’t find enough ways to feel their heated skin.  Aroused again, they left the shower and tumbled to the bed sopping wet to finish with another nearly silent fuck–silent but for the sound of their spontaneous orgasmic replies to letting go.


	When they were finished, Tad left the bed first, saying he needed to get to work.  Though when Kelly joined him in the kitchen a few minutes later, she found him poking through the personal papers that she’d tucked between her phone book and wall. 


	“What are you doing?” she exclaimed.  Every tender thought about Tad slipped away at the invasion.


	“How many threatening notes have you gotten?” he asked, looking up at her.


	“Threatening notes?”


	“Ones like this,” he said, holding up the one that had been slipped under the door the night before.


	She snatched it away from him.


	“It’s a note from my neighbor,” she said.


	He shook his head.  “I know better than that.  I’ve had three myself.  Same paper, same handwriting.”


	“What?”


	“You heard me.  That’s not a letter from your neighbor, it’s a ‘stay out of my business’ warning.”


	“Hey, in this business, you’re likely to piss off a few people, once and a while.  You and I blew the whistle on a hornet’s nest, a few got loose.  What am I suppose to do?  Get scared?”


	“You’re telling me you’re not worried?” Tad said.  


	He could tell she was, she just wasn’t the kind of women that showed her fear.


	“What good does it do to worry?  You’ve been threatened before, haven’t you?”


	“And I almost died one time,” he said.


	“So what do you do?  Panic.  Go into hiding?”


	“You get cautious with yourself, Kelly.  That joint we were in last night, you’re walking right into the same kind of scenario.  You have no idea how these people might be connected.”


	“And you have no idea that they are,” she said.  “They’re sexually kinky, but they’re not criminals.  It’s a whole other element in that crowd.”


	“You’re probably right.  But you’ve been traipsing around the underbelly of normal society for weeks.  You can’t tell me that the brothel and the topless nightclub don’t occasionally rub elbows with all the other places you’ve been visiting.”


	“I can’t believe you’d be saying this.”


	“I probably wouldn’t, if we weren’t both getting these every few days.”


	She chuckled.  “Tad Stone, getting rattled.  I can’t believe it.”


	“Tad Stone’s not crazy, Kel, that’s why I’ve lasted so long.”


	Kelly appraised him for several seconds, realizing that there was more than a little fear in this exchange.  Of course the threats had upset her, and of course she wasn’t quick to admit that.  But from Tad, his hesitation was more than she ever expected.  


	“You’re really serious about this,” she said aloud.


	“I wouldn’t say it, if I weren’t.”


	“Has something happened you haven’t told me about?” she asked.	


	“I don’t know, Kelly,” he answered.  “I go with my gut and my eyes.  And what they tell me is that I’ve been followed several times in the last few weeks.  I don’t have any proof and I don’t want to alarm you, but …”


	“But you are,” she said.


	“Let’s just say you should be cautious.  If you have more research for the book, why don’t you take me along.  Or maybe you should consider ending the research.  Certainly you have enough material to finish it.”


	“Of course I have enough material, but I want it to be thorough.”


	“Unless, it’s really a personal obsession that’s driving you.”


	“You mean the sex?”


	“Of course, I mean the sex.  Just look at you last night?”


	“Just look at me!” she snapped.  “You’re judging me.”


	“I’m doing nothing of the sort.  I’m just worried that you’ll slip up.”


	“Isn’t that why I asked you to come along?”


	“I know you, Kelly, enough to know that when you’re hot for something, you’ll go right past me to have it.  You’ve done it before.”


	“Funny how I could say the same thing about you.”


	“Touche,” he replied with his most jaunty grin in place. 	


	He was talking about the topless bar, about the night with Juno that led to the rape.  She was referring to the way he’d climbed right into her job.  There was a lot about them that was the same.  She was probably as reckless as he was in her own way.  Though when it came to working the streets, because she was a woman, that made her recklessness more dangerous.  But who was he anyway, to act like this, when what they had was a relationship born of enmity and conflict and likely not to change?  “You know, this is really quite a conversation,” she finally said.  


	Tad shrugged.  “Some things need to get said.  So I’ve said them.  Now, I really do need to get to work, or I’ll be missing my own meeting.”	


	“They made you the City Editor?”


	“Only until they can have you back.”


	“That’s not going to happen,” she retorted as though it was silly to even think it.


	“Well, I guess then, it’s my job,” he returned.  


	Same old Tad.  Same old snicker.  Same old arrogance and practiced evasiveness.  Though it was just as carefully engineered as her own.  This was something Kelly was beginning to realize somewhere in her hidden brain cells, even if it would take some time before she’d acknowledged it. 


	One thing she was sure of, Tad wasn’t a man that could be easily loved.  When something genuine and affectionate was about to happen, he had a way of slamming doors shut that defied physics.  Of course that could be said of herself.






Chapter Ten

 


 

Kelly was actually taking Tad’s advice, or at least stealing his thoughts about her book.  She had enough material, more than enough, and she was stretching out the research simply because she loved the sexual thrill of it.  In most cases she knew it wasn’t dangerous.  Just walking down the street could be dangerous.  But maybe it was time to get a grip on her obsession for the shady sides of the erotic equation.  Funny, how since meeting Tad Stone, sex had taken a whole new meaning.  Certainly not because of him.  He’d just been a catalyst to everything else that followed, at least that’s what she wanted to think.


	For the next week, Kelly made a few excursions to boutiques and adult book stores she’d missed, finding out little more than what she’d already learned.  By then, even the fascination for the job was beginning to fade as she realized that the personal involvement was much more exhilarating than mere reporting.  


	It was a Friday evening.  She was in the vicinity of the Blue Lady, thinking just a brief peek into one lone store with a sad neon light over its door would be her last of these trips.  Inside the well-worn edifice there was the cigarette smoking proprietor, and a handful of men furtively perusing the rows of shelves.  Their minds were turned up a notch seeing a good-looking blonde enter the store.  Although since Kelly’s conversation with Tad, she’d taken a few extra precautions in her travels, combing back her hair and tying it behind her.  Instead of wearing her contacts, she wore her more dowdy looking reading glasses.  Still, it could have been any woman entering the shop, all attention was focused on the female form, even if the eyes only bothered to glance at her on the sly.


	Looking over things herself, Kelly stopped at the front counter to talk to the clerk.


	“Are you the owner?” she asked.


	“Most days,” he groused.


	She smiled.


	Kelly continued, asking him the questions she usually asked the owners of such shops: which items were most popular?  How many people could he expect in a day?  Was there any overt sexuality going on.  Did his clientele remain passive?  Or were there flagrant sex acts going on in the corners?


	Half way through her list, a man approached the counter and laid several items there while he fished through his pockets for his cash.  It took only seconds for Kelly to see that it was the redhead man from the night of her rape.  Her heart thumped so loud she thought sure that it could be heard all over the store.  Hoping not to be recognized, she turned away and walked along the wall of sex toys, waiting for the man to leave.


	Unfortunately, a moment later, she felt him behind her, much too close.  “You been getting my notes, bitch?” she heard his raspy voice ask her.  She ignored him, but he followed her to the far wall and was standing so close that she could recognize the smell of him – something she’d never forget.


	“I don’t know you,” Kelly said, just half turning.


	“You know we put all the pieces together, Juno and me.”


	“What do you mean?”


	“Juno’s in jail.  But I’m not.  We know what you did, bitch, who you tipped off, everything that went down.”


	“You’re mistaking me.”


	He laughed.  “No, I don’t mistake the women I fuck, not even when I’m stoned.  You might have looked like a brunette then, but no one’s going to mistake your face.  We know who you are and where you work.  I know you almost as much as I know your pretty ass,” he said.  He reached down and pinched her.  She jerked.


	“Get your hands off me,” she snapped, and she moved to the front of the store, giving the owner a quick nod.  


	“You got more questions?” the man asked.


	“No, not today,” she said, nodding to the back of the store.


	“You gotta expect that kind of thing in a place like this, lady.  No such thing as politically correct here.”


	He had no idea why she was so upset, and he wouldn’t either.  She left quickly, trying not to look too scared of the redhead man, just in control.


	Notes under her door, the redhead in the shop, the feeling that she was being followed, it all added up.  Since Tad had told her about the notes he’d received, the whole thing was taking on a much more ominous feel.  Maybe it was time to get real with it. But did she trust the police, even after they’d nailed Captain Forest?  And what about McMillian in the Mayor’s office.  He’d been implicated, but never arrested.  She mulled over her choices, but decided nothing.  And for the twentieth time, at the very least, she put it out of her mind, thinking that the next day, she’d do something.  She didn’t sleep as well however, knowing it might have been the redhead slipping notes under her door.  He knew where she lived.  Was she safe in her own bed?






***




 

	Kelly had one last stop to make before her research for the book was done.  She swore to herself, just this one, and for this one she’d have Tad at her side.  She was willing to put aside several S&M clubs and various other titillating opportunities since she’d already interviewed dozens of people who’d made leather, chains and whipping a part of their lives.  But this particular experience held a unique fascination – a unique porno theatre that she’d heard about through the grapevine of her previous sexual explorations.  It seemed that a lot of activity in this venue was by word of mouth.  More than just a theatre showing porno flicks through the long hours of the night to men with nothing better to do that jack-off in the dark, this one was designed for the sado-masochistic crowd.  Some of the same group that she and Tad had run into the night in Jerry’s leather boutique.


	It was called a theatre because there was performance art going on all evening long, in addition to the pictures of sex moving on the walls in an eerie collage of body parts.  She was told it was the very best place to observe this sub-culture.  She’d heard that from sources she considered experts in the field.  Considering the recommendation came from a variety of people, she knew this was the event she needed to attend.


	It was referred to as John Guy’s masquerade.   John Guy the man who’d founded the bi-monthly event.  Held in a broken-down warehouse, because that was the best atmosphere for S&M, the theatre of the absurd was packed, though never wall to wall.  John Guy wouldn’t let it become a social occasion because there were necessary desires lived out that night.  It wasn’t for gawkers and the curious.  The fetish and the fascination had to be real.


	Getting an invitation from the host however was another matter.  Not everyone that asked, even if they could afford the cover charge, was granted admission.  Getting hers, turned out to be a heart stopping moment for Kelly.  John initially banged the phone down in her ear, just at the mention of being a reporter wanting to attend his gathering.  On a second call, she convinced him with a fast talking speech to at least see her so she could present her story to him.


	He agreed to let her to come to his office.  John Guy was an architect working for the priciest building contractor in the city.  When she arrived at the appointed time, and he was very precise about her being prompt, she was ushered into his private paneled office by a studious secretary in a blue, knee-length suit and a high necked blouse.  When Kelly noticed the pin on her lapel however, she was shocked.  The emblem was one that she recognized from her underworld travels.  She’d been told that the gold submissive’s pin would only be worn if there was a matching one somewhere pierced through a significant body part.  On a woman preferably the hood of the clitoris or a nipple.  The pin was worn to indicate to any dominant man acquainted with this cult that the woman would be available to service his sexual needs at almost any moment.  When Kelly heard the cult’s practices explained to her, she recognized her own desire shooting through her at the thought of what kind of life that would mean.  Seeing the lapl pin on this woman’s demure suit, in just seconds she imagined the secretary naked, dozens of perverted things being done to her willing body.


	Pulled out of her momentary reverie, Kelly followed the woman through the door to John Guy’s office and was instructed to sit down.


	“I have five minutes, that’s all,” the man at the desk said.  He was staring down at a pile of drawings on his desk.  Close cropped brown hair, glasses, an expensive but simple silk suit, he presented an unblemished picture of himself as a respectable gentleman.  It was not the first such regular sort of executive that she’d seen playing on the fringes of sexual extremes, but the contrast was certainly the most remarkable one that Kelly had witnessed to date.


	“It won’t take a minute,” she explained to him.  “I would simply like an invitation to the next gathering at the warehouse.  I have a date, a dominant that would attend with me.  You might know the name, Tad Stone?”  


	John nodded briefly, looking up at her for just an instant.


	Kelly continued.  “In all honesty we are reporters, but this is a very personal assignment.  Perhaps if you spoke with Jerry Bianca.  I believe you know his leather house?   He could vouch for my personal as well as professional interest in this sub-culture event.  I’m doing a book about the deviant sex practices of the decade.  I can’t imagine it being complete without a chapter on one of your parties.”


	John Guy looked up at her when she finally finished speaking.  “You don’t have to flatter me,” he said.  “That won’t work.”


	“Then what does?” she asked.


	“Sincerity.”


	“And how would I prove that to you?”


	He thought only for a second before he replied.  “Bend over the desk, bare your ass and let me paddle it.  That would do.  You live through that without screaming, I might be persuaded.”


	Kelly and John Guy stared each other down for a long sixty seconds, while her mind raced and his remained passive.  He was an immovable man.  That was one thing that Kelly decided in that minute.  He wouldn’t be persuaded by anything other than her compliance.


	“I’m not sure, Mr. Guy, if I’m submissive or dominant.  I do know I’m not a pain freak.  But I have been through worse to get a story.”


	Saying that, she did exactly as he’d told her, wondering how far she’d really go, just to get a story.


	Her bottom bared, she waited while John Guy remained behind his desk.  She wasn’t sure how long she could take the suspense.  Any moment she could feel herself fleeing out the door, left to call this stunt just another of her ridiculous mistakes.  However, just as her resolve was about to crumble, the man rose from his seat, having just pulled something from his bottom drawer.  Hiding whatever it was so that she couldn’t see, he moved around the desk to her exposed backside.	


	John was brisk paddling her behind.  And the stinging smacks hurt.  She imagined her bottom must be red as a beet.  It took every bit of strength she had to hold back nasty cry.  But she held on, thinking of how Tad would be in stitches if he could see her now.  When John was finished, he said nothing to her as he retraced his steps back to desk chair and sat down.  Pulling out an engraved white envelope from another of his drawers he handed it to her.


	“Keep the interviewing to a minimum,” he said.  “I don’t want my guests knowing you’re reporters, and if names, dates and places ever appear in anything you write, you can expect an immediate and life-threatening lawsuit.  Is that clear?”


	“I’ll let you review your chapter if you like,” she said.


	He nodded.  “That would be the intelligent thing to do.  Now please go, I’ve already spent more time with you than you’re worth.”


	As Kelly left the building, she wondered how John Guy managed to attract such a following, luring so many to his parties.  She wasn’t smitten with him, she was hardly even aroused, but obviously he created something that many in the city simply couldn’t live without.  






Chapter Eleven

 


 

The cover charge for John Guy’s party was exorbitant and Kelly promised to pay Tad’s way if he’d go with her.


	“Just think, I’ll probably get horny and you’ll get horny and we’ll end up in bed or screwing somewhere,” she explained to him over the phone.  


	“You know I’m beginning to think I’m being used.”


	“Really?  Are you telling me you don’t enjoy sex with me?”


	“Not exactly,” he said.


	“Weren’t you were the one that advised me not to tread into dangerous territory without you?”


	“Two hundred dollars a head, Kelly, that’s four hundred for the two of us in one night.”


	“Good, you can add,” she answered sarcastically.  “It’s just business expenses.”


	“And you have to have an invitation?”


	“Yes, and I got that.  You know there are hundreds of people that are turned away every time he has one of these?”


	“And it’s just a party?”  He couldn’t figure this one out.


	“It’s an event, a twelve hour event.”  She sounded as if that alone should persuade him.


	“I’m good babe, but I’m not sure I can get it up for twelve hours straight.”


	“Oh, you better not tell tales on yourself, I might just believe them.”


	“So where’s it at?”


	“An old warehouse not too far from the Blue Lady.  Not too close either,” she added immediately just in case that made him nervous.


	“I had you in an old warehouse, and it was pretty nasty if I recall.  You think four hundred dollars and twelve hours are going to top that day?”


	“I think we’re going to have fun.  And don’t tell me you don’t want to go.  I’ll even get you something to wear.”


	“Don’t bother I’ve already got it,” he said.  “And you did tell John I was coming?”


	“I told him everything.  He’s not really the kind of person you want to lie to.”


	“And he didn’t say anything when you mentioned Tad Stone?”


	“No, should he?” Kelly asked.


	“There was a time when I was still on the streets doing illegit stuff, I was his bouncer.”


	“You mean you know John Guy?”


	“Like a brother, darling Kelly.  I wouldn’t be surprised if he gave you the invitation because I was going with you.”


	For a moment she was silent on her end of the phone.  


	“You mean to say I went through his little ritual for nothing?”


	“What did he make you do?  Lie over his desk so he could paddle your butt?”


	“I suppose that’s the protocol.”


	“He makes people do whatever he goddam wants them to, hon.  And you fell right into it.”  He was almost laughing.


	Kelly was pissed.  But what could she do?


	“Hey, I’ll go with you,” he finally said.  “Just next time I’d like to be there when you get your butt paddled.  Want me to pick you up?”


	“That’s fine,” she replied.  She figured it was best to ignore his amusement and let him have his fun.  It didn’t seem to matter what she did, he had a way of getting the best of her.






***




 

	Kelly dressed in leather: bustier, skirt and collar.  She let her hair go wild like it had been done when she modeled for Jerry.  Long silver earrings dangled from her ears almost to her neck, and she wore a cuff on her left hand with chains attached to silver rings on two fingers.  It was something that she’d picked up at Jerry’s.  She liked the way her hand looked with red porcelain nails, the silver and the chains. 


	Tad appeared at her door in leather pants, a low necked silk shirt and a long sweeping leather coat. The aura of authority he gave off was enough to frighten her.


	“My god.  I never knew you could look like that,” she exclaimed.


	“Lots you don’t know about me,” he replied, as he swept past her.  “You about ready?”


	“Yeah, I just need my cape.”


	“Little subdued, aren’t we?” he said, observing her attire.


	“Subdued?” 


	“No tits popping out, no bare ass.  Where’s your sense of adventure?”


	“Don’t worry, I haven’t lost it.  The zippers work,” she said, pointing to the ones in appropriate places.  


	“Good,” Tad replied.  “Knowing John, he won’t settle for you being so modest.”


	“Why would he pay attention to me anyway?” Kelly asked.


	“Didn’t I tell you.  John likes to give demonstrations on novices.  Before he got into these big extravaganzas, he had little parties in his penthouse.  I saw him get really nasty with some young willing sluts.  I’m sure he’ll have a field day with you, the way you pushed your way into an invitation.”


	“Pushed my way?”


	“The women in his life don’t call him unsolicited, and they’re certainly not ballsy enough to walk into his office unless they plan to kneel in front of him and serve his dick.  And they never have careers.  You’re about as far out of his ball park as any woman I know.” 


	“Oh, my,” she said, sighing.  “This is going to make for quite a night.”


	“Well then, let’s get started.”


	Maybe she was imagining it, but Tad seemed to have changed.  She wondered if it was the clothes or the party or just Tad being Tad; but she was sure he was displaying a more controlling attitude.  She didn’t mind it, but preferred the Tad she was used to.






***




 

	They were in the convertible speeding through the streets much faster than Kelly was used to going.  The feeling was exhilarating, something about the night, about Tad and leather and even John Guy and his party that was sending heart and body into a pleasant ecstasy.  All without booze and drugs.  Just nature and her imagination having a field day with the erotic possibilities before her.


	“We’re going to have to take a detour,” Tad suddenly announced, just as he made a sharp right turn, the wheels squealing all the way around the corner.


	“What’s wrong?” she asked, as she saw him stare anxiously from the rear view mirror, back to the road, only to look behind them again.  He careened down an alley at full speed, then jumped into traffic in front of a bus like he was in a movie car chase.	


	“You’re scaring me.”


	“What’s behind me is scaring me more,” he answered her, as he made another sharp turn on to the freeway on ramp leading out of the city.  He drove like maniac for a mile, trying to gain ground in front of whoever was following them, then all of a sudden, he crossed two lanes of traffic to the sound of blaring horns.  He exited the freeway.  Another six blocks of twisting and turning as though they were trying to make their way through a rat’s maze, he finally slowed down.


	“I think we’ve lost them,” he said sighing.  He parked the car in an alley, next to a smelly dumpster behind some Chinese restaurant, and hopped out of the vehicle.


	“What are you doing?”


	“Putting up the top.  We’ll be less recognizable this way,” he said, “once we get back out on the street.”


	“We were really being followed, weren’t we?”  She was shaken, still trying to catch her breath.


	“Yeah, and for me that’s about the fifth time in two weeks.  It’s really beginning to piss me off.”


	Kelly shook, thinking of the redhead in the sex shop.  It would probably be a bad time to tell him about the incident.


	“You had any problems?” he asked outright.


	She looked at him about to say, “No”, but he could see the fear in her eyes.


	“It’s not the time to pull your feminist crap, Kelly.  If you’ve been hassled, I’ve got to know.”


	“I thought I was followed a couple of days ago, and then …”


	“And then what?”


	“I ran into the redhead guy, Juno’s friend that screwed me.”


	“What happened?”


	“He sort of indicated he was the one that was sending the notes.  But I wasn’t admitting to anything, and I got away from him as fast as I could.”


	“Good, god, Kelly, you didn’t call the police?”


	“What for?” 


	“Because you and I are getting death threats, and being followed.  You think these guys aren’t serious?  The case is over as far as the police is concerned.  But obviously we’re still a threat to someone.”


	Attaching the roof and securing it, Tad climbed back into the car and started the engine.  He drove slowly this time, winding his way about a residential district for about twenty minutes until he reached a street of old brownstone houses—the kind built tight together so they almost looked attached, but weren’t.  


	“What’s this?” she asked as she watched Tad get out of the car.


	“My brother’s.  He’s out of town, you’ll stay here until I can get us some protection.”


	“You’re serious, aren’t you?”


	“Dammit, Kelly, it’s time you were.  Here I thought I was suppose to be the reckless one.”


	“I guess this blows our plans.”


	“John Guy and your book can wait,” Tad stated.  He hopped out of the car and hustled her inside the house.  “Make yourself at home.  My brother’s a lot like me, so he won’t care.”  


	He was turning on lights so Kelly could see the over stuffed couch and the lush brocade and the antique lamps.  The place was a haphazard mess, but it was kind of cozy by Kelly’s standards.  Lots of old pictures on the walls.  Tad’s brother was obviously a stage actor, she discovered as she moved from one picture to the next, hoping that maybe her surroundings would calm her.


	“You’ll be okay here, but you don’t you dare leave,” Tad told her. “I’m going to find my friends at the police station.  See if they can do something about this redhead guy.”  He looked at her sleazy leather clothes, and shook his head communicating his disappointment at their plans gone awry.  “If you want something more normal to wear, I’m sure you can find a T-shirt or something in his closet.  I’m going to pull the car into the back alley, and take Mitch’s motorcycle.  You sit tight, but if anything really funny starts to happen, get the hell out of here.”


	Tad left through the back door, Kelly remaining behind to figure out what was happening.


	After giving Mitch Stone’s living room a thorough going over, grabbing a glass of wine from an opened bottle in the fridge, and pacing restlessly about, Kelly curled up on the couch to read, but dozed off instead.  She was dreaming of John Guy’s party, in a strange montage of caricatures from the night at Jerry’s mixing with the men that raped her.  In the dream, she was tasting fruit with juices that ran down her chin and hands.  There was laughter, and giggles, and her pussy being stroked, and the feel of someone at her side, not hanging on to her, but lovingly walking with her from moment to moment.  If she could have turned around, she would have seen his face, but she woke instead, with a dizzying headache.


	It was a quarter past eleven.  She heard the sound of the cycle in the alley, followed by the backdoor clattering against the doorjam.  Realizing that Tad had returned, she bolted from the couch and headed for the kitchen.  


	“Good god!  What happened?” she shouted, seeing the blood dripping from Tad’s brow and the cut on his lip.


	“I may look like shit, but I’m okay,” he said.  He was limping, as he held a handkerchief against his forehead.


	“Okay? I don’t believe it.  She helped him to the couch in the living room.  “I thought you were going to the police.”


	“I did.  I just thought I’d take a peek around the Blue Lady while I had time.  I got jumped leaving.”


	“You have any idea who it was?”


	“Two really big guys,” Tad’s eyes got big.  “But it was too dark to get a good look at them.  Damn, my ankle aches.”


	“Let me see it,” Kelly said, kneeling down in front of him.


	“You going to tell me you’re a doctor too?” he asked.


	“No.  I just thought if we get it out of these boots, I could rub it, see if you need a doctor.”


	“I’m not going to any doctor,” he stated flatly.


	“Stubborn like every other man I know,” Kelly said.  She stared into the reporter’s eyes as she pulled his boot and sock from his foot and began to massage his ankle.


	He smiled.  “If I’d known I would get this kind of treatment, I might have sprained my ankle a long time ago.”


	“How sweet of you to say so,” she replied.  “So what’s happening with our problem?  How long do we have to hibernate here?”


	“The night at least.  And I wouldn’t go back to your apartment until we have some idea that you’re safe.”


	“I don’t like this,” she said shaking her head.


	“Those guys were after us, Kel, big time.  They must figure that you know something about those nights.  Are you sure you picked your brain for all the details?”


	“I’m not sure,” she admitted.  “The night I was with Juno and the night I was with those two friends of his, I was drunk or stoned most of the time.  It’s all such a blur now.”


	“Keep thinking, real hard.  The more you can remember, the more likely a chance we have catching these thugs.”  He watched her face as her mind retraced her steps that night—as much as she could remember.  “Like the house.  You have any idea at all where it was?”


	Kelly thought again as she nursed Tad’s wounded ankle.  She finally shook her head.  “I’m drawing a blank.”  Her look was sincere, another of those times where she and Tad connected with kindness and respect.  It would have been something to enjoy, except that with everything else that was happening at the moment, Kelly couldn’t appreciate the subtle intimacy.  She was beginning to shake, the last several hours of worry finally catching up with her.  There were tears forming in her eyes, though she had no idea what to do about them.


	“Come here,” Tad said, motioning her to a place beside him on the couch.  Pulling up next to him, she could feel the kisses coming on, his arms going around her, her body mellowing into his mellow one.  Body to body, with the feeling of comfort beginning to soothe her, the feisty agitation diminished.  Their clothes found places on the floor, and when they were naked, they lay close because there was no other way on the small couch.  Tad found the swampy warmth of her lush vagina welcomed him inside her.  Clenched, their bodies moved slowly, like meandering through a park on a warm summer day.  They never had conversation during sex, and this was as wordless as all the other times.  But after they both climaxed, they couldn’t break apart, as though they were hanging on for dear life.  That was another first in their relationship.  They dozed right there together, until Tad disentangled from her arms about two a.m., so he could get up to pee. 	


	Limping to the bathroom and back Tad returned to see that Kelly was sleeping deeply.  Sprawled so on the couch, he couldn’t imagine fitting in beside her.  Tossing an afghan over her nude body, he took the stairs to Mitch’s bedroom and crashed.


	Kelly woke the next morning, assuming that obviously “just physical” was still the operative circumstance of her relationship with Tad, since he made his bed elsewhere.  She was disappointed, but then what did she expect from a physical relationship.  Rising, she went to the kitchen to make coffee.






***




 

	“So sleepy head, you realize how late it is?” Kelly asked, when Tad hobbled downstairs at ten the next morning.”


	“You’re telling me I overslept?” he asked.  “It’s Saturday, isn’t it?”


	“Looks that way to me,” she replied.


	She poured him some coffee.


	“So when can I get on with my life?” she asked him.  “I’ve got a million things to do.  And I’d really like to get back in my apartment.”


	“Not yet,” Tad told her.


	She heaved an exasperated sigh, as though it was too much bother to be targeted by some unknown hoods.


	“You know, Kel, you’re not doing either one of us any good acting like this.”


	“I hate wasting time,” she said, pointedly.  


	“You think I like it?”


	“I just don’t like the idea of being holed up in some guy’s house that I don’t know, until God knows when, with a man I can only seem to fuck or fight with.”


	“I don’t like it any better than you,” he said.  “Believe me.”  He looked as pissed as she was.  He got up from the kitchen table and limped towards the coffee pot to pour himself another cup, then rooted through his brother’s cupboards looking for breakfast.


	“There’s not much there,” Kelly informed him.


	“I can see,” he replied.  Frustrated, he turned around and stared at her.  “Well, I guess I should shove off, see what I can do to get us out of this mess.”


	“Don’t you think you’d better have that ankle looked at?” she asked.


	“Like you really care?”


	“You want me to care?” she asked.


	“Yeah, maybe that would be nice.  Like me caring about you when you’re off fucking a pimp and I don’t know where the hell you are for twenty four hours.  And caring about you when you’re shoving your tits in guys faces, or when you disappear altogether, and I have no idea where you are.”


	“That bothered you?”


	“Of course it did, what do you think, I’m totally heartless?”


	“It’s crossed my mind,” she answered.


	“Thanks.  After all the times we’ve had in bed, I would have thought …” He didn’t finish.


	“Are you telling me that you want more than ‘physical’?” she asked.


	“Maybe I do.  But maybe that’s too much to ask.”


	“I kind of  thought last night was special, but when you left me down here by myself, I got the hint.”


	“You were sleeping, I didn’t want to disturb you.”


	“So that’s suppose to be an affectionate gesture?” she wondered


	“I would have liked to climb back on couch after I got up to pee, but there wasn’t any room,” he explained.  “Seems your bed is always just a little too full.”


	“My bed?  As if you’re not out screwing whoever you want.”


	“That bothers you?  I thought it was ‘just physical’?” he asked.


	“I thought so too,” she said.


	They stood looking at each other with combative eyes, like they should be fighting but there was no place else to take the fight.  They’d run out of words and sentiments, at the same time they’d run smack dab into something they never expected.


	“Are telling me you want something different than we’ve had?” he asked, his voice actually softening.


	“I’m only telling you that I was disappointed when you weren’t on the couch with me this morning.  That’s all I know.”  She was softening too.


	“Maybe I was disappointed that I couldn’t get back on the couch next to you,” he answered her.


	“So what does that mean?” she wondered.


	He shrugged.  “Maybe we have something more here than we expected.”


	“Maybe,” she said.


	The phone rang.  They stared at each other sorry to have been interrupted.  It rang again.  Both wanted to pursue their conversation, but knowing their lives were still in jeopardy, Tad finally reached for the phone on the third ring.  


	Kelly could tell by the conversation that it was the police; and as soon as Tad hung up he started towards the door.


	“You stay here, I’ll call you as soon as I know something.”


	“What the hell’s going on?” she asked.


	“I’m not sure, I’ll call,” he answered evasively.  He was taking the back steps two at a time.


	“Don’t you dare treat me like a woman, Stone!” she yelled at him as he limped towards the bike.


	“You are a woman, last time I checked,” he yelled, and since he gunned the motorcycle the next instant, her last retort was lost in the noise.


	Kelly London had never backed away and hidden from a war, she didn’t care if this was an underworld version.  She’d sooner die than stay in Mitch Stone’s stuffy house and wait for Tad to rescue her.  But where the hell would she go?


	When the phone rang, she knew it couldn’t be Tad, not that soon.


	“Mitch Stone’s residence,” she said answering the ring. 


	“Well hello, babe.  It’s been along time,” the voice on the other end replied in a warm seductive tone she recognized.


	“Juno.”  The reality of her predicament hit home.


	“Yeah, it’s me.”


	“How do you know where I am?” she asked.  As she spoke, she could feel the blood drain from her face. 


	“Your boyfriend wasn’t as smart as he thinks he is,” Juno replied.


	“I thought you were in jail?”


	“Good lawyers take care of a lot of things.”


	That must have been what made Tad run out so quickly.  He must have found out that Juno had been released from prison.


	“So what do you want?” she asked.


	“You, Trish.  Or should I call you by your real name, Kelly?”


	She was beginning to shake.


	“I don’t take kindly to being ratted on by my girls,” he continued.


	“I was never one of your girls.”


	“Well, I’m afraid I don’t see it that way.”


	“You bastard,” she spit out angrily, all her fear moving quickly to rage.


	“You better be careful what you say, bitch.  I either got to get you back under my wing, or eliminate you.  It’s one or the other.”


	“Why do you want me?  Good god, there’s hundreds of women more willing than me,” Kelly said.  She was on the verge of tears, her stomach doing flip flops, her heart ready to jump from her chest.


	“You know too much, darling, and that’s a liability.”


	“I know nothing, Juno.  Believe me, I have nothing on you.”


	“I’m sure you’d like me to believe that,” he said.


	“You drugged me, I don’t remember a thing that happened at that party.”  She was desperate.


	“I know you remember the sex,” he said.  His voice was a whisper making something erotic tingle through her system, as if she could be turned on when her life was threatened.


	Kelly heard a rap on the door, and turned to see the hulking shapes of three men through the curtain at the window.  When she didn’t answer the knock, the trio burst through the door.  The redhead and two other men she’d never seen, grabbed her, and the phone receiver dropped to the floor with a heavy clunk.  Taking her roughly by the arms, she was led to a car parked on the street.  Though it was broad daylight, it was a lonesome neighborhood, and there was no one to see her.  When they closed the door on her, they pushed her to the floor so she couldn’t see outside.  Her mind was spiraling downward, her world, her whole life closing in around her, coming down to this one horrifying moment.  This price for sex, because she was too stubborn to shake off the fascination for danger and reckless thrills, because she had to get her jollies walking into risky situations.  Even Tad had been more sensible than she was.  Her heart filled with dread, and her mind overwhelmed with regret, she closed her eyes.  A momen later, she passed out when someone knocked her on the head.


	When Kelly woke, she was in the seedy house where she’d first been raped, on the same bed, the same bare mattress, at least one of the same men standing over her bound body.  There were three plus Juno, their expressions angry, laced with lust and cruelty.


	“I told you he’d have you again,” the redhead declared triumphantly.


	“She’s pretty even when she’d bound, isn’t she?  All that blonde hair,” Juno remarked.  “Who would have known?  I like you much better this way, my sassy whore.  At least while you’re still alive.”  Dangling her survival before her, he laughed maliciously then left her to wonder what her fate might be. 






***




 

	While Kelly lay tied by the ankles and wrists, Tad was on the other side of town with two detectives, getting names from Jake at the Blue Lady.  They wanted to question all the girls about the pimp, Juno.  Unfortunately, it was too early to for any of them to show up for work.


	“You might find them at these places,” Jake said.  “But I’ve always suspected that the addresses were as fake as their names.  Good luck.”


	They’d leaned on Jake a good fifteen minutes about Juno with no results.  All he knew was that the louse was in jail, and he was just as happy, since he was hassling his girls.  “I guess it comes with the territory in this business,” Jake admitted.  “Having pimps around.”  In the end, all Jake offered was a dubious list of names and addresses.  


	“Something better turn up with these,” Tad warned, as he left the club with the detectives.  “If we don’t find her, I’ll be back.  You can count on it.”  


	Tad had the same uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach that he had when he arrived back at Mitch’s to find Kelly gone.  He’d been so sure that they hadn’t been followed to his brother’s house.  But then he remembered how crazy it was the night before.  He’d probably lost it coming back from the police station.  Finding the house empty there were only two choices: either she’d been kidnapped by Juno, or she’d left on her own.  Since the door was broken in and the phone was off the hook, he opted for kidnapped.


	“They think she knows too much,” Tad explained to the detectives.


	“Does she?” one asked back.


	“I don’t think so, but that doesn’t really matter, does it?

 





***




 


	Kelly waited in the semi-darkness of the musty bedroom for nearly a hour before her kidnappers returned.  When they did, it was with the same scowling lecherous expressions that had frightened her before.


	“You like getting used, don’t you, Kelly London?” Juno purred to her.  He lifted the T-shirt she was wearing and played with her breasts.


	“Not today, asshole,” she snarled at him.


	He slapped her face.


	“Don’t get bitchy, my pet,” Juno seethed.  “You’re in no position to play hardball.  You’ve got to figure that you’ll stay alive as long as you’re sweet and your body keeps us happy.  You get ugly, we’ll get ugly back.  And believe me, darling, that’s something you won’t survive.  You have no idea how nasty these guys can get with a sassy dame.”  He turned to one of the men behind her, “hand me those things you found at the house,” he said.


	Kelly watched as Juno was given the leather skirt and bustier.


	“Going to a party, were we?” he said, pushing the leather in her face.  “I bet you got royally fucked.”


	“I didn’t get there,” she said.


	“Ooo, too bad,” he said.  “Such a waste of a great outfit.”  He smiled.  “You know what I think guys?” he said.  “I think Kelly would like to model this for us, let us see how she looks all dolled up.  He began to untie the ropes that held her hands, and then those at her feet.  When she was freed, he handed her over to the redhead.  “Take her to the bathroom.  Make sure she comes out looking like she’s ready for the street, and then we’ll see her dance.”






***




 

	Tad knocked at the fifth apartment.  In their first four attempts, they only found one girl home, and she’d never heard of Juno, or knew anything about some crazy redheaded man.


	“I just started working at the place a couple of weeks ago.”  She shook her head.  “No, I don’t remember any girl named Trish.”


	At the fifth apartment, they found another dancer at home.  The lush brunette was wearing a pretty red silk gown, her robe thrown over her shoulders.  She obviously wasn’t planning for company.  At least not the kind that was knocking at her door.


	“You’re Debbie?” a detective asked.


	She looked at the three men carefully, even as the two detectives flashed their badges.


	“You must from the Blue Lady,” she said.  She opened the door and allowed them inside.


	“That’s where we got your name.  You don’t mind telling us your real name?”


	“I suppose not.  It’s Rachel, Rachel Beck.”


	“We need just a minute of your time,” one detective said.  He was purposefully restraining Tad, knowing the reporter was much too impatient to make a good detective.


	“Do you remember a Trish working in the nightclub a few months back?”


	“Sure.  She was beautiful, but a little hard to figure.”


	“Oh?”


	“Looked like she didn’t really belong there.”


	“You’re familiar with a man named Juno?”


	“Oh, god yes,” she said.  They could see the scorn in her expression.


	“You ever work for him?


	“No, never,” she was adamant.  “But he did rough me up once.  He’s a fuckin’ animal.”


	“You ever call the cops on him?” 


	“Call the cops on him?  You crazy?  Girls in my profession don’t get protection from the police.  Not when Juno’s involved.  Now if they’re working for Juno, that’s another matter, at least that’s the way it was until he ended up in jail.”


	“He was released yesterday, Miss Beck.”


	“Oh shit,” she groaned.


	“We need to find him,” Tad said.  “You have any idea where he might be?”


	She thought a minute and shrugged.


	“Do you remember a couple of guys that were in the bar before Juno got arrested?  One was a wiry redhead, the other tall, thin, dark?”


	“Yeah, maybe.  We get a lot of men there.”


	“Anything you could tell us about these too?”


	“I don’t try to get personal,” Rachel admitted.  “It’s not a good idea.”


	“I’m sure it’s not,” a detective remarked.  “But then another profession would be a good idea too.”


	She looked at him annoyed by the put-down.


	“You know anything about some rundown old house where Juno and these men might have taken women?”


	“To turn tricks?” she asked.


	“Possibly.”


	“Yeah, there was a house.  I’ve never seen it, but one of the girls said that when they had out-of-town johns that couldn’t be seen, they’ll take them to this place near the river.  I guess it was pretty shabby.”


	“Any idea where it is by the river?”


	“I’m not sure, except that Audrey.  That’s her real name.  Her stage name was Kit.  Said she took off one night from the place, had to call a taxi because the guy was so drunk that he passed out, and she couldn’t stand the place.  She was a funny girl, had us all in stitches telling us about shivering in her little ankle boots while she called a cab from the Redlight diner.  She was laughing, you know, because of Redlight district and whores, and all.  She told us this crazy story about being assaulted there, just before the taxi showed up.”  


	“You have any idea where Audrey might be?”


	“No where around here.  I think she moved some place south.  She had a real Southern accent, said she wanted to go back home.”






***




 

	Kelly came out of the bathroom dressed as she had been the night before, though there were a few alterations in her make-up, and her hair hardly looked as hot.  Then again, she wasn’t putting her heart into it.  Now her heart was trying to stay calm while she realized that she could be experiencing her last minutes on earth.  She only hoped they’d be quick when the time came, though she had a feeling that they had something much different in mind.  


	As much as she would liked to spend some time contemplating her end, she wasn’t afford that privilege.  She had to keep her wits.  It was no time for musing, and it was no time to panic.  Her only hope was that by now, Tad had discovered her missing and was somehow going to figure out where they’d taken her.


	Kelly was a sexual woman, but being commanded to perform, it wasn’t in her nature to willingly comply, and yet, her back was against the wall.   What else could she do?


	“You probably want this,” Juno said, as she returned to the room dressed in her leathers.  He handed her the drink.  Looking at him disdainfully, she downed it in one gulp, hoping it might work miracles.


	“So show us what you have baby,” Juno said, leaning back against an old chest of drawers in the tattered bedroom.  “Show us what you were going to do in that get-up last night.”


	Seeing his leering expression and the evil in his eyes, Kelly couldn’t imagine what had turned her on about the pimp.  Moving her gaze from one man to the next, she was searching for some way out of the place, and yet she was no match for four strong men with guns.  “I was just going to dance,” she finally told then.


	Juno smiled, pleased.  “Then dance, Miss Kelly,” he said.  “You just dance your heart out, show us what a slutty tramp you really are, Miss High and Mighty Reporter.  Probably think you’re better than my girls.  But we all know different, don’t we?”  Juno moved to the only chair in the room and sat down.  “Put on a little music for her, Chuck.  We’ll see how she performs.”


	Someone flipped through a dozen stations on the radio finally finding some noisy rap music.  At least it had a decent beat that would making moving easier.  Even so, she could hardly start, fear choking the sensuous flow of energy her dance required.


	“A little more booze perhaps?” Juno asked.  Someone handed her a glass and she drank it fast.


	Waiting for the liquor to do its job, Kelly remembered the dancers at the Blue Lady, and how she’d danced for Juno.  She let the pictures of them float through her head and she began to sway her hips and push her ass towards the men’s watchful gaze.  It might have been supercharged moment.  In fact, somewhere in the midst of getting ready to die, she was actually feeling sexual.  The more she moved, the more she felt the desire in her loosen.  Though she hated how her body betrayed her, it was probably good for her survival.


	You just keep swaying that ass of yours, Kelly,” Juno said.  “Let’s see your ass.”  She listened, and began to raise her skirt.  “How about those tits of yours, open up those zippers.”  She tugged at each, exposing her nipples.  “Pinch them,” Juno ordered.   She did just that.  “Now go bend over the end of the bed, so we can have your ass.”  As before she obeyed him, strutting artfully to the foot of the mattress and leaning over it.  All the while her ass end swayed, and her cunt below looked as if it was beckoning the cocks to follow.


	One song on the radio over, another began, and she had to change her movements to match the new beat.  She was glad the booze was having the desired effect sending her mind away.  She thought of nothing but letting the music take charge.  


	She knew eventually they’d begin their assault.  They wouldn’t care how hard they used her, how much they made her hurt, what pain they might inflict on her.  Especially since her survival wasn’t necessary.  Her imagination began to fuel her darkest desires.  All the sleazy and bizarre fantasies she’d been toying with for months came back to haunt her, as she moved downward into a world as rough and dangerous as her reckless thoughts.


	Kelly let herself go numb feeling a man’s fingers at her pussy.  Without thinking, she was moving on them as they pried her open.  Trying to empty her mind of every purposeful thought and all her fear, putting every bit of her will into the task, she forgot the world around her.  With the first erection about to strike, she bore down expecting the worst assault of her life.


	“Police!”  The word came out of the blue, followed by a commotion of noise and shouting voices.  She felt a hand on her shoulders, a firm, purposeful hand pulling her to her feet.  When she finally opened her eyes, she was looking at a strange man in a tweed sport coat and tie, thinking she’d suddenly changed lifetimes or planets, his appearance seemed so absurd.  She stood paralyzed in her place.


	Her eyes, doing a 360 degree of the room, her attention finally focused on Tad’s face.  Without having to figure out what was happening, she was scooped up in his arms and carried away from the old house.  Sirens, police cars, flashlights, frenetic agitation swirled around her.  But she was safe.  She was in Tad’s arms safe.  Juno and the others were no longer around them.  That was all that mattered.  She didn’t even think until later that her leather skirt was pulled up so high that anyone bothering to glance at her could see her exposed puss.  Apparently modesty wasn’t important.  But being safe was. 	


	Tad sat with her in the squad car and held her close to him.  He held her as they waited, as they drove back to the station, and was just inches from her while she gave her testimony to the official looking sergeant looking down his nose at her as though he was talking to a real whore.  Tad stayed with her while they waited for the taxi and then took her to his apartment.


	“I really want to go home,” she said, seeing where they were headed.


	“You can do that tomorrow, Kel,” he answered her.  “You’re going to stay here tonight with me.”


	Though she wanted to go home, she also liked the thought of Tad taking care of her.  Funny, they’d hardly spoken in the confusion.  Now his voice was welcome.


	Taking her to his bedroom, he opened the comforter so she could climb inside.  But before he let her under the covers, he removed the leather clothes.


	“Why don’t you lay down for awhile,” he suggested.


	“Only if you lay next to me,” she said.  “I don’t want to be alone.”


	Kelly hadn’t remembered his bed being so comfortable.  But once her limbs hit the soft surface she thought it was the most comfortable place on earth.  Her body was aching everywhere for something she couldn’t give herself.  She needed Tad.  And climbing in on the other side, he moved close, though he didn’t touch her.


	“You going to be okay?” he asked, reaching out, as if he was afraid to lay his hand on her.  She took his hand in hers, and laid it against her cheek, so she could feel the warmth.


	“I’m going to be fine,” she said.  “Thanks for saving me.”


	She was close to tears, and for a moment thought he was too.


	He stroked her shoulder and her face ever so gently.  “I thought I’d lost you,” he said.


	“Me, never.  I’m too tough for that,” she answered him.  She liked hearing the sound of her voice become stronger.  “You know what I really want right now?”


	“What’s that?” he asked.


	“I want you to make love to me.  I want you close.  I need to forget all that ugliness.”  She was regaining her confidence and her control.  But there was still a vulnerable piece of her that needed more than confidence and control. 


	Permission given, Tad began to caress her.  However despite the rawness in them both, neither one was after a warring, raucous body confrontation.  It wasn’t particularly slow or fast; but it was thorough.  Their hands were grabbing as forcefully and as well as they had the night before, except now, they both knew something they hadn’t known then.  


	They were exhausted when they finished as much from the tension of the day as from sex.  Naked together, his well used cock lying limp between them, that felt good.  Being together in his bed, that felt good too.


	They stared at each other for a while, as they listened to the lazy ceiling fan go round and round above them.  They didn’t speak for the longest time—though  they both knew that it was time for words.


	“It is more than physical,” Tad said at last.


	“I know,” Kelly agreed.


	“And that’s okay with you?” he asked.


	“Yes, it’s fine with me,” she said.  She stroked the hairs of his chest.  “I know that I was never so glad to see anyone, as I was to see you today.”


	“And I was so glad to see you alive,” he said.  “I’m not used to hurting the way I did.”


	“And I’m not used to caring,” Kelly replied.


	They weren’t used to awkward moments of the heart, but they were finally ready for this one.


	“I guess we both have a lot to figure out,” Tad said.  “Maybe we could figure it out together?”


	She smiled at him and then snuggled close.  Wrapping an arm around him, she tucked her head into his chest.  She wholeheartedly agreed with him, but she wasn’t quite ready to say so.  She’d tell him later.  For the moment she simply liked the fact that she could feel his heart beating next to hers, and that they were so close she could smell the aroma of coffee on his breath, and feel the way her body liked their cozy fit.  She imagined they’d remain like that until they fell asleep, and until the sun woke them in the morning.  Then they’d find the words they needed to express what love they’d come to share.  For the moment however, she was just glad to be alive and safely resting in his arms.







More Erotic Fiction by Lizbeth Dusseau

 

Little Savage


Naughty Baby


In The Garden of Lust


Seven Days in Cell Block 7


Memoirs of a Sex Toy


Innocence Defiled


Honeymoon In Bondage


Labyrinth


Carly On Her Knees


Taken Before Dawn


Punishable Offenses


Betrayal of the Virgin Bride


Sexual Mischief


Bounty Hunter


The War of the Remingtons


The Truth About Marianne


Master For A Desperate Slave


Poor Little Rich Slut


The Humiliation of Hannah


The Scandalous Demise of Lily Lake


The Secret Sins of Lizzy Barton


Pagan Dreams, Lesbian


Outer Island


Into the Dark Wilds


Force Me To Obey

 

These titles and many more!





 





For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…


 







Pink Flamingo Publications



 



P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com





Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com




cover.jpeg
REGKLESS





