
        
            [image: cover]
        


I Dare You

By Larkin Rose

Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2008 Larkin Rose

This eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment
only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.
If you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading
this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your
use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.


Synopsis

Sex is the perfect escape—until it holds you
captive.

Sexy stripper by night, staid corporate raider by
day, Kelsey’s not looking for love, only sex and power. Then rough,
tough karate champion Jordan walks into her life and dares her to
risk her heart on a night of searing passion. Two women caught in
an inferno of desire struggle on the brink of love while secrets
from their past—and a stalker obsessed with Kelsey—threaten to
destroy them. Will the fire burning between them forge a love
strong enough to survive, or will the dare lead to heartbreak—or
worse? I Dare You is a journey into the seething realm of
obsession, lust, and desire.
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Chapter One

From between the folds of the curtain, Kelsey
Billings watched from backstage as the patrons milled into the bar.
It was Friday, another night she would waste entertaining drunken
women with drool glistening at the corners of their mouths. This
job was for the birds. She could get better tips, and better
service, from the new gay bar three blocks away. But friendship
kept her here. And a need of her own. Not for the money.

She let the curtain close and returned to her
dressing room. That is, the tiny closet she was obliged to call a
dressing room. She collapsed into the only chair and stared at her
reflection.

“I’m too damn old to be dancing anymore.” She cupped
her B-size breasts through the flimsy silk halter top and lifted
them a fraction of an inch. “Even my tits are sagging.”

“Are you talking to your tits again?” Darren Taylor
breezed into the room and plopped his bony ass on her dressing
table. “You’re only thirty-one and you have a sweeter ass than any
of the chickadees in this godforsaken place.” He turned to the
mirror, licked his index finger, and rubbed it across his eyebrow.
“The women cream their panties when you step on that stage.”

“I don’t want those women creaming their panties or
putting their filthy hands on me.”

“Then why the hell are you working here,
goofball?”

“Because I love dancing and it takes me away from
the real world. Besides, Sharon needed someone to help bring this
place alive again.”

Kelsey knew her answer was good enough for her best
friend. Darren was one of only a few people who knew about her real
life—that of managing a multi-million-dollar corporation, of
binding herself inside business suits, hair pinned tight into an
elegant French braid she hated.

He slid off the table and pointed in the direction
of the stage. “Go out there and help your friend.” He puckered his
whore-red lips, adjusted his flowing wig, and then strolled out the
door.

“Loser,” Kelsey mumbled after him.

“I heard that, bitch.”

Chuckling, she rolled the eyeliner under her lids
one last time and blew a kiss to her reflection. “Go get ’em,
tiger.”

She stood up and fluffed out her waves to show off
the platinum highlights, then pulled on a thin black mask. She
didn’t dare take a chance on anyone recognizing the other Kelsey, a
woman who tore companies apart and inspired admiring feature
articles in the business pages. Here, at The Pink Lady, she
could let go of her inhibitions. She didn’t want to lose that
freedom.

Tugging down the tiny leather skirt that barely
covered her ass, she headed back to the curtain and took another
look through the gap. The room was filled to capacity, every chair
occupied and women lining the walls, waiting for the lights to
darken and the strippers to begin their seductive routines.

Whistles and cheers erupted as the lights dimmed and
DJ Max’s raspy voice boomed through the speakers. “Anyone ready for
some fine asses?”

Kelsey held her breath and waited for her stage name
to echo through the room.

“Introducing our star…Veronicaaaaaa!”

The music blared and she slicked her leg through the
curtain, running it seductively up and down the edge. Whistles
deafened her as she emerged, rocking her hips and sinking to the
floor. She twisted around, then shot her ass out toward the
screaming crowd, running her fingers seductively along her black
lace stockings while she rose with the rumble of drums. The crowd
went wild, screaming obscenities as she strutted to the edge of the
stage a few feet above the women, then sank to the floor on her
knees. Even a few cross-dressers were squeezed in among the dykes,
just as eager to join in the fun.

With fingers spread, she ran her hands over her
breasts, along her slim stomach, and between her legs, dipping a
single finger across her crotch. A woman reached out. Kelsey
grabbed her hand, took a single finger, and licked the tip before
running it around her hardened nipple over the thin material of her
top.

The woman’s mouth sagged open. She stared at
Kelsey’s breasts as if they were suckers and she needed to get to
the center of the Tootsie Roll Pop. Dropping her hand, Kelsey got
up and sashayed to the stool in the middle of the stage, rolling
her hips provocatively with every step. With her hands on the flat
wooden stool top, she spread her legs and slowly bent over. She ran
a fingertip between the cheeks of her ass and dragged it forward
over her crotch. The beat of the music pounded as she dipped to the
floor, shooting her ass out toward the crowd again. When she turned
and sat, drawing her knees to her chest, the women in the front row
were virtually pawing the stage.

With her weight braced, she lifted her legs in the
air and let them fall open. The crowd roared and craned while she
displayed her covered crotch. They’d have to use their imaginations
if they wanted to know what her pussy looked like. Only a few
carefully chosen women had the pleasure of sinking their face
between her legs. Call her picky, she didn’t care.

She clamped her legs together and pushed away from
the stool. A gold painted pole climbed from the stage to the
ceiling a few feet behind her. She wrapped a leg around it and
hunched her crotch against the cold metal. The pressure sent heat
burrowing between her legs, reminding her she was long overdue for
a fuck. She slid down until she reached the floor then crawled like
a cat on the prowl across the stage, coming dangerously close to a
forest of extended hands.

Her knees neared the edge, close enough for fingers
to run along her stockings and garter belt. She allowed a fortunate
few to fondle her tight legs while she cupped one breast and
slipped the spaghetti strap over her shoulder, revealing tanned
skin to the vultures below. She pushed the other strap from her
shoulder and covered both breasts as the top fell around her hips.
Sometimes a tantalizing peek offered more stimulation than full
nudity, so she exposed only tiny glimpses of flesh through her
fingers. The drooling gawkers screamed and catcalled, reaching for
her, trying in vain to grab hold. She licked her lips, raising an
eyebrow and hopefully their blood pressures, as she began to fondle
herself, sighing and moaning in a pantomime of sex, right on
stage.

“Let me do that for you, baby,” yelled a woman with
a crew cut and drunken leer.

Kelsey gave her a seductive smile, pushed up her
breast, and flicked out her tongue, tracing the length of her
nipple. Liquid heat crashed between her thighs, and the cries of
excited, lusty women fueled the desire coursing through her veins.
She really needed to be fucked tonight. Hard.

She imagined her nipple being sucked while fingers
were diving into her. Her pussy throbbed in anticipation. She let
her nipple poke from her other hand and gave it equal treatment,
teasing the frenetic throng until she felt every gaze plastered on
her. With the banging closure of the song, she spread her arms and
fell back while whistles shrilled around her. She was still for a
moment, reveling in the power she had to reduce them all to moist
putty, then she rose to her feet and gave the ogling women a saucy
wink before exiting through the curtain and shutting them out.

Waiting backstage for his cue, Darren stamped his
red high heel and gave her a playful pout. “I so hate going out
there after your fine ass has gotten them all shook up. All the
delicious men get pushed to the back. It’s just not fair.”

Kelsey dragged her mask off. “There’s a couple in
the front I think might interest you.”

Darren peeked out. “Hot damn, Mama is coming!”

He yanked the curtains aside and an immediate
tension buzzed through the room. Darren was hot sex personified,
his electric routine whipping his audience into a frenzy. Kelsey
watched him work them for a few seconds then escaped to her
dressing room and plopped into the chair. She was free to mingle
with the customers now, but being mauled was not on her mind
tonight, unless it was by familiar hands. Finding one of her
regular fucks was what she wanted.

Her personal favorites were etched into the erotic
black book in her mind. Pam? No, she’d found a steady girlfriend
now, thank God…hands off. What about Sharon? Hell, no. Kelsey had
stopped sleeping with her the second she took this job. She didn’t
mix business with pleasure, even though, ultimately, she was mixing
pleasure with business. Still…another scratch. Roxy slipped into
her mind. Um…hello? She’d moved away, like, three months ago. Shit.
Surely, she could come up with a few more contenders. How could
that little black book have such slim pickings? Was she that
choosy?

Sharon poked her head around the door frame. Her
narrow face bore the fine lines of stress. She grinned. “Interested
in a lap dance?”

“Are you offering or asking?”

Sharon entered the room, black slacks wrapped tight
around her long legs. She bent down and nibbled Kelsey’s ear. “Am I
going to have to fire you just to fuck you again?”

“As a matter of fact, yes.” Kelsey wanted to yank
Sharon’s face between her legs and ride it until hot come spewed
from her, but she pushed the thought away, reminding herself again
that she had boundaries, that Sharon was her employer and friend
first, and a great fuck second. “Who wants the lap dance?”

“A delicious looking piece of ass, that’s who.”
Sharon straightened herself up in the mirror. “She’s waiting for
you in the back room.”

Kelsey raised her eyebrows. She was the one who made
the decisions about who she lap-danced for, and she didn’t take
many women to the small, quiet room away from the main bar.

“I thought you’d want some privacy,” Sharon said
with a knowing smile. “I’m jealous already.”

*

The woman had her back to the door. Below that back
was a fine ass contoured by a pair of carpenter jeans. Dark, wavy
hair kissed the nape of her neck. Her hands were tucked into her
pockets, expanding wide shoulder blades. Kelsey had a mental image
of riding her like a derby rider, using her hair as reins,
screaming with pleasure while she creamed all over her back. She
blinked hard, pushing the image out of focus so she could
concentrate on her job.

The woman turned slowly, her gaze roaming the walls.
The profile of a hard-chiseled jaw and a slightly crooked nose came
into view. Her hair was short on top and feathered back at the
sides. Tanned arms filled out the short sleeves of her peach golf
shirt. A jade-green gaze roamed over Kelsey like hot fudge oozing
over the side of an ice cream cone. Heat licked a path straight to
her clit, making it throb. Her heart strummed in her ears.

She tightened her legs together, easing the throb
searing through her crotch. “Is there something I can help you
with?”

The reply came in a deep, steady voice. “I was
hoping to get a dance.” The eyes dropped to Kelsey’s hardened
nipples.

“Thirty bucks on the table.”

Kelsey closed the door and went over to the stereo.
When she glanced back, bills were lying on the table and the woman
had sunk into the plush chair. Kelsey flipped to her song of
choice. She’d played it so many times it should be the only one on
the CD. Music blared from the speakers. The strobe lights pulsed
with rhythm around them. Kelsey walked around the woman’s chair,
running her fingers up a lean arm and across a broad shoulder,
until she stood behind her.

“No touching. I do that.” She leaned over and licked
the woman’s ear, smiling as she watched her eyes flutter shut.

She liked the control she had when she gave lap
dances. She could do what she wanted and allow what she wanted.
Right now, she wanted to straddle this gorgeous woman’s face.

She ran her fingers between the firm breasts to the
curves of a six-pack stomach, inching her way toward the loose
jeans. She nibbled the woman’s neck, raked her nails down a firm
arm, then moved in front of her. Raw need was plastered in the
depths of the woman’s eyes, making Kelsey wetter than she already
was. If that were possible.

Hiking her leg on the arm of the chair, she rocked
her hips toward the woman’s face and inched her fingers over her
wet pussy. The woman mouthed something as Kelsey straddled her and
dropped into her lap.

“Yes?” Kelsey prompted.

The answer was quietly spoken. “I dare you to kiss
me.”

Kelsey shook her head and turned herself around in
the woman’s lap. Scooting her ass all the way back until she
encountered that sexy, grooved stomach, she began to grind her
hips. Strong fingers slid around her waist before working down
between her legs. Kelsey moved them aside and rose to her feet,
shaking a finger in a no-no gesture.

The woman rose with her and pulled Kelsey against
her hard body. “When you spread your legs, make sure you dry your
wet crotch first.”

Kelsey’s heart hammered in her chest while fire
licked her inner thighs. She controlled the impulse to sneak a peek
between her legs to see how big her wet spot actually was. Hard
green eyes met hers. The woman reached for Kelsey’s mask. Kelsey
jerked back, but she was held tight by arms stronger than her
own.

The woman smiled. “I want to see more than just
those gorgeous blue eyes. I want to see who I’m taking home
tonight.”

Her mouth clamped down on Kelsey’s, igniting an
inferno. A tongue slithered between her lips. Her insides
instinctively coiled with need. Holy shit, she wanted this woman’s
fingers rammed inside her, twisting and turning and forcing her
over the edge. The warm lips slid down to Kelsey’s throat.

“Take off your mask,” the woman urged, sucking skin
between her teeth.

All Kelsey wanted was to yank the hot stranger’s
head back and bite the shit out of her, then climb over her hips
and hunch against her until the fire between her legs burned itself
out. As if willed by some great power, she found her hands fumbling
for the mask. She lifted the edge, revealing her face to the woman
she wanted to ride like a stallion, not knowing why she’d done
so.

The woman studied her like she was the most
breathtaking creature she’d ever seen in her life. “Are you
taken?”

Kelsey’s stomach knotted. She felt like a beauty
queen standing on a stage instead of a stripper in the backroom
giving a lap dance. She shook her head. Or did she? Perhaps an
earthquake was vibrating her insides.

“No,” she whispered.

“Good.” The woman drew back, almost spilling her
onto the floor. She helped Kelsey get her balance, then stalked to
the door like a tornado whipping through Kansas.

The sex-starved high still ran like hot lead through
Kelsey’s veins. She wished she were still straddling the firm body,
anonymous and following her own rules. She wished she’d just
imagined letting her burning need for sex override her common
sense. But the eyes staring back at her proved the kiss had taken
place. Then came the final taunt.

“I dare you to want more.”

She was out the door before Kelsey could call her
all the things that echoed through her mind. Loser, tease,
bitable, edible… Hey, get your fucking ass back in here and clean
up the mess you made. She was in awe of the woman’s nerve. I
dare you to want more? Hello? What fucking grade were they in?
Sally, I dare you to kiss Eugene on his pee-pee. She whirled
around and punched the off button, praying this was all just some
sick dream and she hadn’t revealed her face to a total stranger…a
stranger she still wanted between her legs, making her howl with
pleasure.

Kelsey stared into the empty hallway. “Who the fuck
was that?”


Chapter Two

Jordan Porter eased onto a stool at the bar. Her
crotch throbbed for the woman who’d just flopped around in her lap
like a rag doll. She’d wanted to fling Veronica—or whatever her
real name was—on her back, open her legs like a pocketbook, and
feast on her. The moment the luscious blonde had erupted onto the
stage, Jordan knew she wanted nothing more than to feel that
scrumptious body shake and tremble under her weight, to hear moans
rumble from that delicate throat. She couldn’t remember feeling
such instant, gut-wrenching need spiral inside her for anyone. Not
even for Marsha, the raving beauty she couldn’t get enough of for
the first six months of their relationship, then couldn’t get rid
of for the next year.

After their breakup, freedom rang in her soul like a
church bell and she’d vowed not to lose it again anytime soon. She
set her sights on women who were already attached—the safest by
far—or had careers to worry about and didn’t want bothersome
relationships to interfere. Besides, Jordan had her own career to
think about, too.

But God, how she wanted Veronica.

Jordan imagined she’d be just as good a lover as she
was a dancer. Her glares at the audience told Jordan she got no
pleasure from seducing them. Nor had she given them the show they
really wanted, her bare-naked pussy slithering on the stage. It
pleased Jordan to know she wasn’t taken. Veronica could have her
pick of any woman in this slimy bar, and outside of it as well.
She’d need only beckon to have any one of them follow her around
like a lost puppy. But maybe that was too easy for her.

Jordan wondered what it would take to hear her beg.
She hadn’t believed in lust at first sight…until now. Out of all
the women she’d had the pleasure of making love to, not one had
stalled her heart like Veronica. The sight of her sinking to her
knees and crawling on the floor like a love goddess made Jordan
whine. She was destined to have this woman, meant to make her
scream in pleasure.

Without much enthusiasm, she lifted her gaze to the
woman dancing on the stage. Fishnet stockings clung to her legs
like a second skin. She was pretty, in a schoolgirl kind of way.
Her blond ponytail bounced while she danced to the fast-paced song.
A red-and-black plaid miniskirt slipped to the floor as she
performed her routine. The difference between her and Veronica was
stark. Veronica danced to the beat as if she owned it and taunted
the audience with all they would never get to touch. The dancer
with the ponytail moved as though she’d rehearsed the part just
enough to memorize each one-two-three step.

Jordan turned toward the darkened hall once more,
and this time Veronica stood at the end with flushed cheeks and
pissed smirk, mask back in place over her gorgeous face. Her blond
highlights glistened with every passing orb of the strobe light.
Jordan’s breathing quickened and heat ignited between her legs. She
gave a casual nod, not ready to make the next move. How long would
it take for Veronica to send a signal?

Her neck tingled as the air behind her stirred and
she looked around with the beginnings of a grin. But Veronica
passed by without a second look and stopped at a table where a
group of women immediately started grabbing at her. A tall woman
with a dark crew cut pulled her down into her lap. Veronica threw
her arms around the woman’s neck, playing her goddess role to
perfection. She cast a smug look over the woman’s shoulder at
Jordan, awakening a green-eyed monster that growled,
“Mine.”

Jordan wanted to bang her head repeatedly on the
wooden counter until there was nothing left but common sense. What
the hell was she thinking? She’d teased this fine piece of ass, and
now another woman would get to take her home and put out the fire.
What now, moron? She dared another glance in Veronica’s
direction. Their eyes met. Jordan flashed an aroused smile, feeling
the need to jump off the stool and drag her to a secluded part of
the bar.

The crew cut woman ran her hand along Veronica’s
thigh, inching too close to her crotch for Jordan’s liking—as if
she had a right to care one way or the other. Veronica cared,
however. She picked up the roaming hand and twisted it, whipping
around to face the woman. Something was said, then she threw her
long, blond curls around her shoulders, shoved off the woman’s lap,
and disappeared through a side door by the stage. Red blotches
splashed the woman’s face.

A trickle of satisfaction crept into Jordan’s heart.
I feel your pain, baby. Guess you went too far. She wondered
how far Veronica would let her go? Something told her she’d
get exactly what she wanted if she played her cards right.
Determined to find out, she eased off the stool with heat traveling
between her legs and a hard fuck on her mind.

*

“Goddamn women!” Kelsey shoved cash from the lap
dance into Darren’s tip jar and slammed into her dressing room. She
ripped off the mask and tank top and grabbed her bra from the
chair.

“Who you screaming at now?” Darren asked from the
doorway.

“Everyone.” Kelsey continued changing her clothes,
swapping the miniskirt for a pair of low-slung jeans. “They think
I’m rare meat on a plate.”

“Honey, the way you crawl around that stage hiding
all the goodies, you can’t expect anything less.” Darren strolled
into the room, completely free of stage makeup. “They all want to
see what they’re missing out on.”

“Duh. If I wanted them to see the goodies,
I’d show them.” Kelsey slunk to her chair. “I’m so tired of the
cheap shit that comes in here.”

Darren plopped onto her couch and pointed out the
obvious. “Well, you don’t have to dance. It’s not like you need the
income.”

“You know why I do it.” She met his quizzical eyes.
“Sharon needs the income, and you and I can sure pull in a
crowd.”

He sighed. “As much as I hate to say this, you’ve
never fit in here. You’re smart and gorgeous, and have a body to
die for. Most of the women out there are only looking for a
one-nighter, not that they could keep up.”

“Tell me about it.” Kelsey pulled her hair into a
clip. “Let’s get the hell out of here. A movie, dinner, doing each
other’s hair…I don’t care.”

He gave her his schoolboy smile. “Can’t. One of
those hunky men invited me to his house for some hot sex.”

“You dog. I’m so jealous.” She slipped on her belly
shirt. “Let me guess. Tall, brown hair, pretty smile?”

“How could you tell?” Darren snickered.

“He sure wasn’t waiting for me at the edge of
that stage.” She giggled. “Play safe, you sex maniac.”

“Always do.” He turned to leave, then jumped back,
his hand covering his heart dramatically. “Ooh, honey. You scared
the shit out of me.”

A woman stepped inside the door frame
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