The Hospital Dare

“I love sleepovers.” My throat is still dry and my voice is still hoarse as I whisper to Vanessa Connors. I see her head jerk up and the smell of black tea and cedar wavers for a minute before settling again. Her mop of afro curls bounces and flies everywhere, forcing her to pull the stray hairs behind her ear. 
“This isn’t a sleepover, Sunny. You’re in the hospital.” Vanessa looked down. I think she’s writing something down. 
“But… I’m in a nightgown.” My knees and legs and toes are cold. 
“You’re in a hospital gown.” Vanessa didn’t look up this time, her voice like cold honey. 
I stare at Vanessa. I can see that she is wearing her white coat and a matching set of a dull aqua shirt and pants. There isn’t a single crease in her uniform. 
I shift a little. Vanessa watches me from the corner of her eye. 
My eye is swollen, I’m on a plastic mattress with thin plastic sheets, wearing a thin plastic gown. I sigh deeply. I’ve only been here for a handful of hours and I am so bored. 
I turn to Vanessa. 
“Hey Nessa?” I ask. Gosh, my voice sounds horrible. 
“You really should call me Doctor Connors, but what’s up?” 
“Truth or dare?” I ask. I’m sure Vanessa can hear that I’m smirking. 
“Sunny, this isn’t a sleepover. You’re in a hospital.” She sighs. I know she’s exhausted, I’m a pain in the… neck. It’s probably something like three a.m. and she’s watching over me.  
“Truth or dare?” I ask anyway. Vanessa puts her writing implement down and either closes or turns over the paper she was writing on.
“I am not getting out of this, am I?” She asked, and I shake my head. “Alright; dare.” 
Perfect. I ponder on the most embarrassing or humiliating dare I could give Vanessa. I’ve got to have my fun while in a hospital, don’t I? 
Vanessa inhales sharply and quickly adds, “But nothing that will risk my job or the health of someone else.” 
I nod. So I can’t make her swap the medicines of two patients. Though, I’d never make her do that. She’s too sweet. 
I think for a little bit, and then I got it. I raise my eyebrow and offer her a smug look. 
“Ask out your hottest coworker,” I pause and give her a choice. “Or, ask out your coworker crush.” 
She goes red. I have hit the nail on the head. 
“I—I can’t do that. There’s… a code.” She glances away. At the perfect time too, because an olive-skinned  woman strolled passed, her ocean blue hair tied up into a thick bun. She flicked her head and caught Vanessa’s eye, offered a wave, adjusted her red-rimmed glasses and hurried off. I smirked.
“She seems to be your target.” 
Vanessa whipped her head to me.
“Doctor Evans?!” Vanessa squeaked. Jackpot. “I cannot ask out Doctor Evans.”
“Sure you can,” I start. “You walk up to her and ask her if she wants to see a movie next week. Then—BAM—you’ve asked her out.” If my arm was not as numb and squishy as a marshmallow, I would’ve added dramatized hand actions. How disappointing. 
At least Vanessa’s face is a good substitute. 
“Absolutely not.” She stood, as though she could escape it. 
“Then you should’ve picked truth…” I sang. I watched as Vanessa walk out of my hospital room, her breath was heavy. I watched as she followed after Doctor Evans. 
I waited for a while. I waited and waited. I fell asleep before I knew it. 

I woke at a more reasonable hour, Vanessa seated again with her paper and writing implement out again. I smiled. 
“So?” I asked, my voice sounding like a cat being run over by a lawn mower. 
Vanessa jumped a little as she looked up. She was beaming too. 
“We’re… going to see some new Disney movie. Next Friday.” Her voice was shaky, as though she had only asked out Doctor Evans moments ago. 
“Sick.” I closed my eyes, suddenly tired. It didn’t last long. 
“Truth or dare?” I heard Vanessa ask. 
