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I Dare You

          by Rocket Jesse

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

I heard Jesse stretch and yawn, making all of her adorable little morning noises as she crawled out of her sleeping bag about ten feet behind my back.  "Morning," I greeted her while she approached and sat down right next to me.

"Good morning," she sighed, distantly smiling into the sunrise.  "… nice view."

Though neither of us had looked at each other yet, I chose that moment to steal a sideways glance at her.

So beautiful…

"Yeah," I agreed.

She sensed me looking at her, of course, just like always.  "Alright, mister, you're thinking of something," she said to me, giving me the same sideways glance.  "Spill the beans."

Well, I reasoned, Meowth's not up yet.  Why not?

"Just wondering," I told her, staring into the sunrise again.  "What it would've been like if Meowth had stayed on that island."

Pausing as though considering her words, she tucked a strand of lustrous hair behind her ear and leaned back on the flat wall of stone behind us.  "I just had a dream about that," she disclosed like it was a secret only I was allowed to know.

I put my back against the big rock.  Our shoulders were touching.  "So did I," I half smiled.

"Hm," she acknowledged.  "What do you think Meowth is dreaming about?"

Before answering, I absorbed some more of the sunrise; the millions of sparkles on the water, the brilliant pastels of the sky, the fresh morning air…

"Whatever he's dreaming of," I responded, "It couldn't be as nice as this."

"You're right.  There's nothing more gorgeous than me watching the sunrise," she quipped, smiling to herself.

"What about me?" I prodded, grinning at her.

She turned her head to me, still smiling.  My heart started thumping.  "Alright, then," she corrected herself.  "There's nothing more gorgeous than the two of us watching the sunrise."

"That's more like it," I said contentedly.

Wait, I thought after speaking.  What did she just say?  Did I miss something?  Did I say the wrong thing?  Was I supposed to do anything?  Did I hear her right?!

"Mmm-hmm," she hummed in agreement, still smiling at me.

My heart banged against my ribs.  What was the standard procedure in this situation, again?

"What happened in your dream?" I heard myself ask her, regretting the question immediately.

"Oh… things…" she thoughtfully told me.  "What happened in your dream?"  She was still smiling at me.

So pretty…

"Um… well…" I clumsily stumbled over my words.  "Things…"

Still smiling.

Still beautiful.

She raised her eyebrow.

She knew I couldn't resist that look…

Hey, I thought, my defenses crumbling like a piece of cake that's been sitting out for a week.  I always tell her everything.  Why not now…?

Because… because…

While I desperately clawed for a reason not to reveal my dream, she *still* kept smiling at me.  Her other eyebrow went up to join the first.

Her face was too close to mine.  I was having trouble thinking straight.  I was having trouble breathing straight.

Yes! I thought when I could've sworn I felt the light bulb click on over my head.  "Jesse," I slyly said, deftly changing the subject.  "You seemed very eager to live without Meowth."

I grinned.  She was blushing already!

"There a reason for that?" I goaded.  I was so very proud of myself.

"You still haven't answered *my* question," she playfully shot back, moving her gaze to the sunrise once more.

I spent a second or two fumbling, but then realized, "I was the one who asked you about your dream in the first place."

I felt so smart!

The corner of her lip quirked up, but she forced it back down quickly, not wanting me to see.

It meant that she'd outsmarted me once again and was about to demonstrate.

When she opened her mouth to speak, I involuntarily winced and looked to the sunrise.  "One question," she smugly declared.  "Both of us have to answer it.  Deal?"

"You first…" I non-committingly muttered.

"James…" she demanded, sounding maternal.

I sighed.  "Deal."

"Good.  Now, you *have* to tell me the truth."

"Right.  Like truth or dare."

I sensed her slight shock at that comment.  Maybe it wasn't the right thing to say…

"Sure… like truth or dare," she pensively said.  "And yours is truth."

I didn't mean it *that* way!

"So," she continued.  "Here's the question."

Tensing, I took a deep, preparatory breath.

"Were you looking forward to life without Meowth?"

At least it was a simple yes or no question that required little to no thinking.  "Yes," I replied.

"Why?"

Okay, so maybe it required more thinking than I thought.

But it was her turn now, wasn't it?  "You can't do that," I smiled.  "Now *you* have to answer the question."

Before laying it on her, I gave her the sideways glance again.

She was blushing.  Was that a good sign?

"Were you looking forward to life without Meowth?" I asked.

"Yes," she said flatly.  I couldn't tell if she meant it in a good way or a bad way.  "Truth or dare, James?"

She was smiling at me again.

Oh boy.

I gulped.  She heard.

"Um…" I began.  "… dare?"  That way, she couldn't make me tell her what my dream was about.

"Alright, then," she confidently smiled.  "I dare you to tell me what happened in your dream."

Hey… she couldn't do that…

And… she was giving me that look again.  That one I couldn't refuse.

"Well," I started, my pulse pounding in my ears.  "I-It was just you and me."

"Duh, James."

"A-And… we were sitting on the sub under the stars."  I was pitiful.  I'd caved from a single *look!*

"Mmm-hmm?" she grinned, sounding almost eager.  As if this was a good thing.

"The moon," I recalled, "Looked gorgeous.  Everything was perfect."

"Mmm-hmm?"  She fervently leaned a little closer to me, the smile gone.  Something else was in its place, but it was hard to say what.

My lips seemed to take off on their own.  "We were sharing a blanket and watching the night sky, sipping hot chocolate and talking for hours."

She nodded urgently, silently pleading for me to keep going.  I couldn't believe how much she was liking this.

"The ocean stretched out as far as the eye could see in all directions.  Nobody was there to interrupt us or bark orders at us.  It just felt like we were the only two people in the galaxy.  And I told you that I…"

"Yes?" she whispered.

"I…"

"Yes?"

Now or never.

"I have a whole stash of limited edition vintage bottle caps!"

"Huh?" she blinked, totally surprised.

Then, as expected, she smacked me.

She crossed her arms and pursed her lips, frowning at the sunrise.

Once I finished rubbing the sore spot on my head, I weakly asked her, "Truth or dare?" knowing she was just mad at me for keeping my hidden bottle caps a secret.  It'd pass soon enough.

"Don't you dare-"

"Dare?" I interrupted her.  "I dare you to tell me what happened in your dream."

Rolling her eyes, she gave right away.  "Okay, fine.  Maybe you'll learn a thing or two from it."

Pleased, I overlooked her words and focused on her tone of voice, which, if I'm not mistaken, was almost flirty.

Yes, I *did* say flirty.

"You and me," she said so I could tell she was very carefully picking each word.  "Were sitting on a rock in the middle of the ocean watching the sunrise."

Okay, now she was *definitely* sounding flirty.  "Yeah?" I curiously prompted her.

"There were millions of sparkles on the water, each one like a little sliver of heaven's light.  The sky was so beautiful, with the pinks and oranges and long yellow clouds stretching across the horizon.  And a cool fresh morning feeling hung in the air, the almost still breeze whispering in our ears, saying things that only we could understand."

By this time, she had me wrapped around her finger with no way to pry me away.  She had her eyes on the sunrise; mine wouldn't move from her lips as they formed each word.

"We were having a talk.  One of those deep and meaningful conversations that would seem like mindless chatter to anyone but us."

Slowly, she turned to look at me.  Her penetrating blue eyes were eating me alive and I couldn't get enough of them.  Her lips were curved into the most delicate and divine smile I'd ever seen.  I wouldn't have been surprised if she could hear my heart beating in my throat.  "Yes?" I feebly whispered, willing her to go on.

Pleased with my reaction, she did.  "Then you leaned in *really* close to me, gazing deeply into my eyes, so you could tell me something *very* important."

"What?" I anxiously queried.  I felt like I'd explode if she didn't say it.

"You said…" she practically breathed, her mouth inches from mine.

"Yes?"

"You said…"

"Yes?"

"… you said that you have a whole stash of limited edition vintage bottle caps."

"What?!" I squealed.  What kind of cruel joke was that?

She smirked at me and started to stand up while my ego deflated like a whoopie cushion she'd just stepped on.

On an impulse, I shot my arm out and grabbed her wrist before she walked away.  "Wait," I pleaded, giving her what I hope was my irresistible sad puppy face.

"What do you want?" she impatiently asked, placing her free hand on her hip and trying to frown at me.

She was holding back a smile.

Not exactly sure what to say, I blurted out the first thing that popped into my mind.  "Was there a point to that story?"

Annoyed, she shook my grip off and took a step or two more away.

I lunged at her legs and wrapped my arms around her ankles.  "*Wait!*"

"What is it, James?" she growled down at me, this time with no hidden smile.

"That wasn't really your dream, was it?" I involuntarily blabbed.  Probably not too wise of me to say.  I winced, ready for another blow to the head.

"Gee, how'd you figure that one out?" she sardonically bit back without hitting me.

Opening one of my eyes, I peeked up at her.  "I just don't get why you told me, that's all," I pathetically whimpered.

She sighed heavily and stepped from the circle of my arms to squat down in front of me.  "I just wanted to teach you a lesson," she said like an irritated first grade teacher.

I rested my chin on my forearms and kept my eyes on her.  "What lesson?"

"Not to lead me on like that," she admitted, blushing just a little under that angry expression of hers.

Clueless as to what she was talking about, I stared blankly at her.

"When you told me your dream, James.  You led me on."

I raised my eyebrows until they hit my hairline and sat up in front of her with my legs crossed.  "*I* led you on?" I incredulously asked.

Submissively, she looked away and nodded.  Then she rocked back and peeked around the huge slab of stone we'd been leaning against before.  She shortly sat back down in front of me again, mirroring my cross-legged position.  "Meowth is still dozing," she informed me, acting somewhat shy.

"So, wait," I said, still a bit confused.  "How was *I* able to lead *you* on?"

She blinked.  I guess she was surprised I asked such a thing.

"Well… James, I… uhm… don't you… don't you *know?*"  By the end of her chain of words, she'd managed to raise her eyes to mine.

I still didn't get it.

She gasped.  "You *don't* know, do you?"

Shaking my head, I voiced, "Know what?"

Her mouth was moving but wasn't producing any sound.  And I had *never* seen a cuter look on her face.  It was almost like she was gazing at me in wide-eyed adoration.

"What is it, Jess?" I gently inquired, scooting a little bit nearer to her side and picking her hands up in mine.

Her cheeks were all red and her eyebrows were drawn together in an upside-down V.  Still, her opening and closing lips wouldn't say a word.

Comfortingly, I slid my arm around her waist and gave her a little smile.  "You can tell me anything."

This was one of those moments when I just wanted to kiss her even more than eating an entire box of freshly glazed doughnuts.  With sprinkles.

And suddenly, it all fell into place.

I was able to lead her on for the same reason she was able to lead me on.  She really actually felt that way about me.

Woah.

Let me rephrase that…

*WOAH.*

Here I was, ready to kiss her and--

Hey, I thought.  I *should* kiss her.

Her mouth stopped moving as she realized that I'd finally figured it out.

As if through some unspoken agreement, we gravitated towards each others' lips.  After a few seconds that stretched on for hours… we were kissing.

*Kissing.*

"Ah.  Whatta good night's sleep!" Meowth loudly called as he woke up.

Quickly, we broke the kiss and jumped apart from one another before Meowth spotted us.

"Man, it's great ta wake up wit you guys!" he proclaimed, padding around the rock wall.  "Hey, why are ya both breathin' so hard?  An' yer blushin', too!"

Exchanging a wordless plan in a single look, Jesse and I grinned in perfect unison.  *This* was why we'd been eager to live without Meowth-- mere friendship just wasn't on our minds at the moment.

"Arm wrestling," she and I said simultaneously.

He shrugged.  "Ya may be a couple a' nutballs, wakin' up at da crack a' dawn ta *arm wrestle,* but…  Eh!  Yer my nutballs!  Now let's go catch Pikachu!"

"Oh, that's alright, Meowth," Jesse slyly said.

"Yes, Meowth," I added.  "Why don't we take a day off?"

He looked on with interest.

"You can go have fun with Arbok and Lickitung."

"And Weezing and Victreebel!  They'll help you learn payday!"

Of course, this was the part when we threw out our Pokéballs and our Pokémon chased a screaming Meowth away.

Once he was gone, Jesse and I beamed at each other.

"Hey, Jess-- truth or dare?"

"Dare," she seductively smiled.

"I dare you to-"

She planted her lips on mine.

-kiss me.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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