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“I dare you to kiss me.”

The words floated in the heavy air.  It was late, late enough for the sun to almost be coming back up, and both of us were completely wasted, surrounded by drunkenly passed out friends all over the room.

Our game had started much earlier in the night.  We were a group of bored college students, and when someone had suggested Truth or Dare, we had all laughed.  It started ironically, all of us pretending that we really weren’t that immature anymore to play such a game.  However, it proved to be entertaining throughout the night.  People got more and more drunk, and dirtier secrets and riskier dares came up.  By now, though, it seemed that only me and Connor were playing.  Most people weren’t even awake, and if they were, they had had way too much to drink to focus on the game still.  I honestly wasn’t sure why I was still participating.

I had known Connor for a long time, so his sudden dare came as a total surprise.  He wanted me to kiss him?  I had never suspected in all my time as his friend that he was interested in guys.  I didn’t move, afraid that this would be some kind of weird joke.  

“You want me to kiss you?” I said, trying to keep my tone light and joking.

“I dare you to kiss me,” he repeated, like it was a challenge.

Perhaps it was his tone, or maybe all the alcohol in my system, but something pushed me to actually do it.  I got up from my chair and stumbled over to the couch he was currently sitting on.  I acted without thinking, only listening to the strange urges of my body.  I leaned in and pressed my lips against his, giving him a lazy, sloppy kiss.  I had intended at first for it to only be a short kiss, a small peck on the lips, but our mouths melded together and soon I had lost myself.  Our tongues clashed and our lips crashed together in a desperate lust that I didn’t even know I had been holding in.  My hands roamed aimlessly over his body, needing to touch him.

We broke apart eventually, though I wasn’t sure how much time had passed.  My lungs ached as I finally got big gulps of air.  I tried to look Connor in the eyes, but I was too dizzy to focus.  

“Your turn,” he said.  It took my brain a few moments to realize he was talking about the game.  In my mind, it was far off and forgotten.  But if he wanted to continue, I wasn’t going to be the one to spoil the fun.

“Truth or dare?” I asked.  A strange excitement came over me, like I was back in middle school again.  

“Dare,” he said.

“I dare you to suck my cock,” I said.  The words came out of my mouth automatically, without any thought.  They even surprised me.  But damn, that was exactly what I wanted in that moment.  I watched Connor’s reaction nervously.  I couldn’t believe it when he just smirked and got on his knees in front of me.  

Together we got my pants and boxers out of the way.  I glanced around, fearful that one of the others would see what was happening, but everyone seemed to be sleeping.  Either way, Connor seemed to be completely oblivious to the rest of the world.  My dick was already hard from the anticipation.  He took it in his hand and examined it for a bit.  I couldn’t believe that I was letting a man so close to my cock.  I had never imagined this kind of thing would happen in my whole life.  Everything was happening so fast that my mind couldn’t decide what it wanted.  I decided to listen to my body.

Connor slipped my cock past his lips, circling his warm tongue around the tip.  I stared at him, feeling both amazed and wary of my best friend sucking my dick.  In my mind, I knew it was wrong and that I should have just stopped it there, but it felt too amazing to pass up.  He slid some of my length into his mouth, and I groaned at the warmth.  I bit my lip, trying not to make too much noise and wake up the others.  

Although the first couple minutes of Connor’s blow job were hesitant and probing, he quickly picked up the pace.  I had forgotten about everything in the world around me once again, and all I could focus on was Connor’s mouth.  Every stroke of his tongue and lips was amazing, sending a warm, fuzzy feeling through my body, much like the alcohol had done for me earlier in the night.  He was getting more and more into it, holding onto my hips tightly and taking as much of my cock into his mouth as he possibly could.  He sucked me off like he was starving for dick, like he had been dreaming about this moment for months.  I leaned back in the couch, enjoying every touch.  

As soon as his hands went to massage at my balls, I knew I was getting dangerously close.  I wanted to hold onto that moment of pleasure for as long as possible, but Connor’s mouth was just too good.  I squirmed in my seat, my breath coming out in labored puffs, and he just pushed even harder.  I came with a muffled cry, shoving my hand over my mouth to hold back the sound from echoing through the small apartment.

The cocky look on Connor’s face surprised me.  He looked so confident in what he had just done.  I had expected regret to hit me the instant I came, but instead, looking down at him clean me up with his tongue, I continued to feel that low burn of lust.  Just a few minutes ago, I had never imagined doing anything with Connor, or any other man.  Now, my instincts were telling me that I needed more.  

The weak rays of light from the morning sun had begun to fill the apartment.  I fixed up my clothes, making it seem as though the moment had never happened.  Connor climbed onto the couch, that cocky grin still plastered on his face.  We fell asleep without exchanging anymore words, heads at opposite ends of the couch, our limbs in a comfortable tangle.

The next morning when I woke up, I was definitely not comfortable.  My body was stiff from sleeping in a strange position, and I couldn’t turn my head to the left.

I woke up before Connor, and though I tried to get off the couch as slowly and carefully as possible without waking him, my motions had been too much.  He stirred, muttering something dreamily.  I froze, looking around.  Everyone still seemed to be passed out in the apartment.  Once it seemed like Connor was back to sleep, I pulled myself away from his body and the couch and stood on tired, shaky legs.  I still felt drunk, but not in a good way.  The floor felt as though it was moving under me, and my eyes couldn’t seem to focus.

I wanted to get out of there.  It was still early, only 8 A.M. according to my phone.  It was the perfect time to slip away without anyone noticing me.  I could get to my dorm room and sleep for the rest of the day and forget about everything else in the world.  I tried to walk across the room to the door as quietly as possible, which on wobbly legs, turned out to be not so quiet.  

“Jarrod?”  I stopped in my tracks.  It was Connor calling out to me.  I looked back at him, my stomach feeling heavy with nerves.  

I watched Connor as he sat up, rubbing his brown eyes sleepily.  He stood, squinting at me and scrunching his face in a strange way as he let his thoughts process.  “Are you leaving?” he asked finally.

“Yeah,” I said.  

“Alright,” he said.  He was quiet for a long period, so I thought that was the end of our conversation.  As I turned around, he continued, “Let’s go.”

We had a very strange walk of shame across our university’s campus on the way to our dorm.  Connor was quiet and groggy the whole way, and my head was buzzing from thinking of what to say.  Was this going to change our friendship forever?  How were we going to act from now on?  Was this all going to be pushed off as a drunken mistake?  

By the time we made it back to the apartment, I actually felt sick from the anticipation.  Apparently my nerves were written all over my face.  As soon as Connor looked at me, he began to laugh.  He clapped his hand onto my shoulders and looked at me directly in the eyes.  “What’s wrong, Jarrod?  Is it about last night?”  I chewed on my lip and nodded.  He continued, “Did you enjoy it?”  When I paused to think about the answer, he shook me.  “Just answer.  Don’t think too hard about it.  Did you enjoy it?”

“Yes,” I said, pushing his hands off me.  

“Then there’s nothing to worry about,” he said with a smirk.  I raised my eyebrow.  How could be so confident in that?

Before I could reply with anything, Connor pulled his T-shirt over his head and tossed it onto his bed.  As he pulled off his pants he gave me a smile and asked, “Wanna join me in the shower?”  He didn’t wait for my answer.  He slipped off his boxer briefs, showing off his entire body to me without any shame.  He turned around and strutted to the bathroom.

In that moment, I knew I had to make a choice.  I could be okay with everything and listen to my cock and follow him, or I could stay there in my room and pretend that nothing ever happened.  I trotted into the bathroom after him, peeling off my clothes along the way.

When I got to the bathroom, Connor was already in the shower under the running water.  He looked stunning as the droplets ran down the muscles of his body.  I stood mesmerized for a few moments
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