
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_88e08cd841ee53806c93e3b7f5dc5e69_lBWlzJ_html_521cf6eb.jpg]

 


Truth or Dare by Michaela Rhua

 


 



 


[image: tmp_88e08cd841ee53806c93e3b7f5dc5e69_lBWlzJ_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2013 Michaela
Rhua

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77130-298-2

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: Melissa Hosack

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


My thanks goes to the
ladies of UCW for their constant support. Thank you Tricia
Sutherland for sharing Sunday Lattes as we plot away and to
Evernight Publishing for making my publishing journey with you a
joy.







TRUTH OR DARE

 


Romance on the
Go

 


Michaela Rhua

 


Copyright © 2013

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


The disco ball spun around
to the beat of the music blaring from massive speakers. The dim
lights and smoky atmosphere allowed a measure of
anonymity, which worked
for the Cali Club.

Jess stood behind the bar taking a
good look around the place. Yes, the loyal customers were in
tonight, but there weren't many new bodies coming in. Something
needed to be done to liven the place up, and to make a profit
rather than break even each week.

Stella and her partner Kos walked in.
Stella was dressed up as usual. She wore the tightest red glitter
dress imaginable that nipped in at the waist, and the low neckline
revealed breasts that everyone knew were padded and strapped to
form cleavage.

Jess looked at Stella and wished she
had time to look half as good.

Kos was his usual suited self, black
hair slicked back and a cigar he never lit perched in the corner of
his mouth. Both men chose this look from time to time.

"The usual, Jess, and whatever you're
having." Kos smiled broadly at her.

"I'm good. Thanks, Kos. Got a drink
already,” Jess said, holding up her drink.

This was their normal routine. Kos
would offer her a drink, which she would decline, because she knew
these two didn’t have money to throw away. Jess brushed her blonde
hair out of her face as she bent down to open the fridge containing
the chilled white wine that Stella liked.

"Usual crowd in here tonight, hey,
Jess." Kos spoke up over the music.

"Yeah, a little too quiet. We need
more people in." Jess handed over his drinks.

"It'll take time, but this place
certainly has potential. Be patient." With that, he winked and
walked off to find a table.

A few other customers came to refresh
their drinks and order snacks, which kept her busy. Jess missed
Leah walking in until she nearly bumped into her while passing a
customer their drinks.

"Hey, slow down, speedy." Leah held
onto Jess in an effort to steady her.

Warm hands massaged her shoulders for
a few seconds; Jess enjoyed the feel of Leah's hands manipulating
her tired muscles. Then Leah let go, making Jess immediately missed
the contact.

"Hey. I didn’t see you come in. How
was the warehouse trip? Did you sort the supply issue out?" Jess
asked, trying hard to focus her mind on work.

Leah shrugged and reached for a beer
to hand a customer. "We still need to settle before we can order
new stock. We have until the end of this month."

Great. Since the new owners had taken over the warehouse, they
insisted on monthly payments. The previous owner had given them
extra time if things were tight and business was not as good, like
now. That relationship had seen the girls through a few rough
months, but they always managed to pay what they owed. In return,
the girls did not take their custom anywhere else, opting to
promote whatever the supplier had an oversupply of. It worked, or
rather had worked, well.

"Just what we need!" Jess threw down
the towel she was holding in frustration, and groaned
aloud.

"Hey, come on. We will work it out."
Leah patted Jess on the back as she walked by to the back
room.

The rest of the night went smoothly. A
few new customers walked in. Some were obviously curious about what
happened in a gay bar by the way they looked around the place,
others may have just walked by looking for a bar. Both girls were
rushed off their feet until near closing time when only the
regulars remained.

The Cali Club had been
Jess' idea when she had spotted the place all boarded up. The
‘For Sale’ sign
drew her eye. It was not in a busy area full of cafes or
restaurants, which may have been the reason why no one had seemed
interested. It grabbed Jess' attention, and she could not let go.
She immediately hit on the idea of opening a gay club and convinced
her friend Leah that it could work. Both sold their own apartments,
and Leah, being the one with a business degree, had managed to get
a loan from the bank where she worked. Jess had done bar work so
knew the ropes. It made sense for her to run it full time. Their
dream was to own it outright one day, but that day was sure not
going to be soon.

Stella came to order a last drink. Her
black wig was slightly out of place, but neither one said anything
about it.

"Hey, Jess, same again, darling."
Stella’s gruff voice was a direct contrast to that feminine
exterior. When Stella got drunk, her volume increased. "Kos says
you're a little worried about business, darling." Stella smiled
down at Jess.

Jess smiled apologetically. "Yes, so
anything you can suggest to bring business in would be
great!"

"Well, let me think on it," Stella
replied with a wink as she trotted off to where Kos was
sitting.

Jess rubbed the back of her neck to
ease the tension that had built up during the course of the day.
Leah sat chatting in the corner; her new pixie cut hair suited her
small face and slender frame, Jess thought. However, her waif-like
look was not to be mistaken for a delicate nature. Leah could deal
with anyone who got out of hand at any time, and had a great
business brain. She’d researched the area thoroughly, the local
businesses, supply chains, and dealt with all the contracts. Only
when she was convinced the idea would work did she start to make an
investment.

Closing time came and Leah walked
round collecting the remaining empty glasses and putting the chairs
up. Jess said goodbye to the last of the customers at the door and
spent a few minutes enjoying the fresh air. She then proceeded to
lock up.

Finally, with everything tidy, Jess
went and perched on the bar stool as Leah poured her a glass of
wine. This was their own ritual. One drink at the end of the
working evening before they went up to the apartment above the club
that they now shared.

"I was talking to Stella and Kos; you
know they had a good idea." Leah leaned over and ruffled Jess'
hair.

Jess had nearly fallen asleep. Her
head had been bowed over her drink and her eyes closing. "Yep,
okay, I'm listening." She looked up slowly into Leah's brown eyes.
Her friend’s eyes always twinkled when she was up to no good or had
something good to share.

"Cabaret night!" Leah grinned at
her.

Through all the years Jess had known
Leah, she remained the same. She was not an ideas type person
usually. However, when she did have an idea she was convinced would
work, it was like an adventure, something to marvel at and approach
with enthusiasm and passion.

"So picture
this,"
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said, gesturing with her hands. "We hold open auditions, that way
we raise the profile of the club. We advertise with posters
everywhere and presto! We have ourselves a Cabaret Night!" She
finished with a final flourish and stood with her hands on her
hips.

Jess looked at her long-time friend
and giggled. "Yes, actually that could be a real community
event."

"So let's do it," said Leah with a
mischievous smile.

"Yes, but that does not take away the
problem of paying the suppliers." She hated to bring Leah back down
to reality, but their immediate need was to pay the bill. She
watched Leah walk round the bar and come to a stand behind
her.

Leah reached over and placed her wine
glass on the bar.

As she did so, her soft fragrance and
warmth surrounded Jess. She felt Leah place two soft hands on her
shoulders, and her friend began to massage the ache away
gently.

"I have the money to pay
up—"

Jess turned around and interrupted,
annoyed at Leah's suggestion. "No way. We are not touching your
savings. We agreed that when we started."

"Come on now." Leah placed her hands
gently on Jess' shoulders and turned her around, her fingers
continued to work their magic. "We are not going to be able to pay
the suppliers by the end of the week. There is no cash coming in.
So this is the only way and you know it. After our great Cabaret
Night, we can earn enough to pay me back, okay?"

"Hmmm." Jess was barely listening. She
was enjoying Leah's hands working on her bare shoulders and the
warmth coming from the woman behind her. Her body tingled with
delight, and she was lost in the sensations beginning to move
across her. Her mind wondered what it would feel like if Leah
slowly moved her hands around to massage her breasts. Would she
kiss the back
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