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TRUTH OR DARE

 


The shoulder-to-shoulder circle of
partygoers spread out a little as Carl skillfully compacts his
adjustable cane to a handspan length and negotiates his way down to
the livingroom's shabby carpet with the kind assistance of the
person to his right so he can join what, up until now, seems, from
what he was able to discern after arriving home, to be an extremely
spirited game of truth and dare that has been underway for awhile
now with the last three turns while he got himself a drink from the
fridge being all 'dares'. However, now that one of his two best
friends, one of his roommates and also the party's host, Joseph
Donaldson, has whipped out the big guns (a premium quality bottle
of real Mexican tequila which they brought back from their
three-year gap trip after graduating high school) under the guise
of promoting the telling of more 'truths', Carl expects that trend
towards the choice of 'dare' will quickly change.

"Okay, we gotta stop with the dares,
alright. Who's up for a little truth?" Joe inquires with his usual
showmanship to the group.

A 20-something guy from his first-year
finance class whose name Carl doesn't know speaks up from way
across the other side of the tightknit circle with: "I'll give it a
shot," and after deliberating for a time, Joe ultimately asks,
"What was your GPA before uni?"

That draws a chuckle out of everyone
and "3.85" is announced as the number.

"Cool, man. Here's your shot," Joe
says then: "So, anyone else for a truth?"

"I'm in."

This comes from Carl's other best
friend and second roommate, Thomas.

"Have you ever seen a teacher
naked?"

A few people go "eeewww" in a teasing
manner, but Thomas is, as usual, forthright and unhesitant in his
answer: "Nah, but I did see your mum undress once, bro."

Of course, no one who actually knows
him would believe Thomas' cheeky comeback because he's from Texas
and Joe and Carl are Cali born and bred and it's a fact that he's
never met Joe's mother before as their friend's parents moved to
San Fran to be closer to his older sister, Jenny, after she gave
birth to her first child and that was a few months before Thomas
transferred to their high school when his family shifted to Cali
for work. Still, it gets an amused laugh from all involved and a
shot is handed over.

"Okay, so who's next?"

A handful of the guests take their
turns (all truths) then someone Carl hadn't been aware was at the
party speaks up.

"Truth," Anna Jones (Carl's crush
since, like, forever) selects.

Joe once again contemplates for a time
then asks, "Is there anyone in this room that you like?"

Carl can hear her choking on something
liquidy, but she soon succeeds in getting the resulting coughing
fit under control and clears her throat to say, "No," in a way so
obviously false that even Carl - a 21-year-old virgin, less than 10
total lifetime dates (not a one leading to sex), girl shy to the
max - can tell she's fibbing.

"Oh? Well, I guess that's an answer,"
Joe provides evenly.

The guy sitting to Carl's right
shuffles over suddenly and - somewhat based on the nostril-tingling
weight of generic supermarket brand body spray as well as his sheer
size - Thomas squeezes his broad, athletic frame in next to
him.

"Hey, you good?" the big guy asks
casually as the game continues.

"Kinda. Why didn't you tell me Anna
was coming?" Carl questions in a low whisper while a young woman
starts recounting her most embarrassing camp experience in junior
high school to the group in excruciating detail.

"You wouldn't have talked to her
anyways," Thomas counters.

Well, that is the truth, but still...
"How is she tonight?"

"Flowery dress, beautiful as usual;
oh, and she's wearing her hair down. It looks good." His friend
pauses. "I think she came with that girl Joe has been flirting with
- you know, the one I told you about: Redhead, soft voice, big
tits, and such - and some tall chick, but they left around 20
minutes back, so I guess she's here alone now."

"Alright, thanks."

Try as Carl might, it's challenging to
imagine the adult version of Anna properly. Yet, it doesn't phase
him much; rather, he enjoys the mystery of and fantasizing about
how she might feel under his fingers if he were to reach out
and--

"Dude, adjust your tracksuit pants,"
Thomas whispers to him.

Immediately embarrassed, Carl casually
does so and turns his head in Thomas' direction to say, "Sorry
about that," despite his mind not yet being ready enough to let go
of what he thinks Anna would feel like skin-to-skin.

"Carl, would you like a turn?" Joe
asks, right in front of him.

"Ah, yeah, okay."

"Choose dare," Tomas advises in a
whisper. "Otherwise, he'll ask who you like."

A hot flush appears on Carl's cheeks
at the thought of sharing his truth right in front of the woman in
question and so he's quick to take up his friend's
counsel.

"Dare."

From next door, Tomas whacks one big
hand down on Carl's shoulder and says proudly, "Good
choice."

"Okay, this is super high school and
stuff, but I'm gonna dare you to go into the closet with
someone."

"Ah..."

"To clarify, it can't be a
guy."

"Oh."

Carl is well aware that he's easily
the shyest person in the room and it's always been that way -
regardless of his blindness - so, for him, this seems like it's
going to be a tough dare to undertake.

"I don't know how to
choose."

When Joe responds with "Well, we'll
just spin the bottle then," Carl would be willing to bet big that
his friend was grinning mischievously as he spoke.

There's a faint liquid sloshing clonk
on their rented home's dingy carpeting and Thomas and the person to
Carl's other side lean in to see what the result will
be.

"On 3. Three, two, one."

A light grinding sound emits as the
bottle spins.

"Well, that's surprising," Joe
announces. "Looks like, uh, Anna, I guess it's you."

Anna's name alone being brought up in
regards to jointly entering a confined space with a member of the
opposite sex is sufficient to increase Carl's anxiety (and also
crude imaginings) by at least four times the usual and, earnestly,
he does his best to not let it show.

"You don't have to if you don't want
to," Joe mentions offhandedly. "I was being a bit juvenile when I
suggested it, so it's alright to decline."

Silence follows as everyone - Carl
included - waits to hear her answer.

"It's fine. It's just a dare. I don't
mind."

Thomas claps Carl a little too roughly
on the back several times in celebration of Anna agreeing to a
closeted affair as the others unleash a semi-teasing "woooo", which
sounds almost as childish as the challenge itself, and, after, his
very athletically built roommate assists him to his feet where Anna
shyly grabs his hand, asking him to follow her, and marches him off
towards the house's bedrooms.

Moving carefully, Carl lets her drag
him along a zig-zagging route through the close sitting ring of
partygoers and other people loitering about nearby and in half a
dozen steps he soon loses track of their exact position until they
arrive and she says, "I can't tell whose room this is. Do you think
it will be alright if we go inside?"

All Carl can really do in response to
that is nod because it seems his ability to formulate words,
alongside a couple of other things that involve intricate motor
control, abandoned him shortly after the two of them exited the
living room - probably at just the moment that he realized this
whole closet thing genuinely was going to happen and that this
isn't some joyous illusion produced in a slumbering state by his
always horny mind.

"It's right in front of us. Let me
open the door."

A loose rattling of the topmost hinge
tells Carl that the closet Anna has chosen is in Joe's bedroom and
not his own.

"I'll go in first and you come in
after," Anna conveys back to him.

There's the clonk of what sounds like
some footwear being hastily shifted aside by her feet then the
woman draws him inside the closet and pulls the door
shut.

"Uh, so," he garbles out, "um, we made
it..."

Her sweet, warm breath delicately
sweeps over his cheeks when she replies back huskily, "Yeah, we
did."

Only 10 or less words shared so far,
the worst cock block of a silence in the world almost immediately
falls between them after this minuscule interaction and after 30
seconds (during which he vaguely wonders if she would like him to
leave or something) Carl tries again with a fading "ahhhhhhh" that
isn't followed by any substantive speech and, thus, leads right
back into the dreaded quiet from before once again.

'Long time no see' or 'How's school?'
or even 'I didn't know you were coming to the party tonight' ought
to have all been things that he could have brought out to get a
conversation flowing. However, inwardly, Carl knows that his
overwhelming lack of capacity to initiate a dialogue (heck, even a
monologue) in very high-stakes situations is to blame here and
strive as he might there's no way he can speak up when the exact
girl that he fantasizes about (with a regularity that is quite
embarrassing) and whose lolly rose-scented perfume and near
erotically moist breath is exhilarating his senses is directly in
front of him at a distance of a foot or less.

"We don't come across each other much
these days," she prompts.

"Yeah, I know what you mean," he
agrees. "Still, we first-year business students have different
lecture rooms to you third years, so I guess it's to be
expected."

"That's true. I have seen you in the
first-floor lobby of the West Building a few times, though," Anna
mentions. "I keep thinking I should say hello, but there's a
distance between us now that wasn't there when we were
younger."

Carl slides back against the wall and
sighs meaningfully.

"Well, we had the bulk of our classes
together in school. I suppose we've gotten distant because you went
straight to uni and Thomas, Joe and I took time to
travel."

Again, silence fills the gap that
rightfully shouldn't be there for two people who have known each
other since kindergarten.

"Did you ever do the closet thing back
in school?" she inquires eventually.

"You'd have heard about it if I did.
Our groups were always close. How about you?"

"Never," Anna replies with an amused
chuckle. "This is my first time."

More silence ensues then she very,
very quietly notes, "I've heard that people do stuff in these
closet situations. Like, you know, sexy stuff."

"I've heard that too," Carl replies,
puzzled as to how he should interpret that statement while, at the
same time, also mildly frightened that the ascending drawbridge his
cock is progressively becoming will betray how turned on being in
this situation with her is making him.

"By the way, you know that question
Joe asked."

"Yeah, what about it?"

"I lied when I said there was no one I
like in the circle." Anna pauses. "Actually, the truth is that
there's someone I have been sweet on for a really long time
and..."

He stifles an aroused groan as her
lean belly collides firmly with the rockhard tip of his
dick.

"Oh my god, wait. Is this..." Her
feminine fingers tighten around the head of his manhood. "Are you
hard right now, Carl?"

All he can do is apologize and that's
what he does.

"Um, it's okay. It's not like I mind,"
she admits shyly. "I think it is kind of nice,
actually."

"Really?" he blurts out, super shocked
at how bold she's being.

"Yeah, we are in a closet after all,"
Anna comments candidly. "And, people do sexy stuff in the closet,
right?"

Stunned to an absolute silence, Carl
feels her bend and then a rustling of fabric right
after.

"You can't see what I'm doing and so I'll only tell you
once because this is way, way, way too embarrassing to repeat."
Anna grabs his hand and brings it to her midriff. "I'm holding my
dress up, Carl, and if you were to finger me then I promise that I
wouldn't stop you."

How extraordinarily embarrassed she is
during saying this, probably cheeks burning, heart a flutter, is
strongly evident in her hushed, strained tone, yet for a shy virgin
like Carl this comes across as tremendously sexy - nearly too much
- to where his cock is aggressively jerking about due to it. And,
clenching and unclenching his left hand once, he bravely replies,
"I can do that."

"Be gentle," she counsels softly in
return - really, really close to him now. "I'm not, uh, used to
this."

"You haven't done things like this
before?"

"I have," Anna admits. "Just not
everything and certainly not recently."

Carl pauses a moment then asks, "Are
you...?"

"Pretty much, yeah."

He immediately raises a hand, smiles
and touches her cheek. "Me too."

Now, it's Anna's turn for a prolonged
pause.

"Really? I think you are good-looking
enough, though."

The weary smile that flows over his
lips
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