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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 she 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.

