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      Sophie and Vivian have feelings for each other that neither are brave enough to admit to. Despite Vivian coming out as bi to her best friend, Sophie has yet to admit her feelings.  Sophie would rather keep things simple and not risk their friendship on what feels like a whim.  But when Vivian puts forth a bet, it gives Sophie the perfect opportunity to experiment with her best friend while keeping it casual.  And Sophie doesn't expect Vivian to win the bet, anyway.  But if Vivian does win, Sophie is going to have to face her true feelings and finally come out to her best friend.
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        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my mailing list. No spam, just romance goodies!
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                  “Come on, already,” Vivian said, sliding a hand through her cold-dark hair and sighing.

                  I tossed her a beer can and playfully flipped her off.

                  “You’re lucky you’re getting one at all after that move on the ice tonight,” I said.

                  “You had it coming for weeks now. Don’t try and be an all-star,” Vivian warned as I headed around the sofa to find her striking face sporting a cocky grin.

                  This was more or less how Vivian and I spent our evenings lately. We’d been best friends for years, but only recently decided to go in for the hockey team together.

                  And thus far, it was going well.

                  Of course, Vivian being the arrogant one couldn’t seem to leave any room for me on the ice; she always had to be the center of attention.

                  I suppose it was only natural.

                  A girl as gorgeous and athletic as her was bound to steal the show. Vivian was tall and pretty; the sort of combination that boys drool over.

                  Granted, all throughout our teens I’d never seen her with more than a casual circle of male friends, who seemed more like chums than lovers.

                  I didn’t harbor any suspicions, but one fateful night a year before, Vivian had drunkenly confessed to me that she was bisexual.

                  “You know… I like both,” she said, stumbling over her words as we sat on the sofa and watched television, much like we were doing on this current night.

                  I thought nothing of it, to be honest. I thought maybe it was a phase. And then I was wracked with my own feelings toward girls. It didn’t take much long after her confession, for me to realize that I had been attracted to Vivian as much more than a friend for a while.

                  I certainly didn’t want to admit it, and I didn’t for a long time.

                  Vivian sometimes joked about the fact that I also never seemed to have a boyfriend, and almost seemed to hint that I might be compatible with her bisexuality.

                  Of course, I shrugged it off.

                  “I just haven’t found the right one,” I had told her.

                  “C’mon.  Don’t tell me you’re waiting for your knight in shining armor?” she joked, shoving me.

                  I rolled my eyes and tempered Vivian’s jovial over-the-top spirit as usual and we got on fine.

                  Though I never saw Vivian around any girls who I held the suspicion were lovers of her, I did wonder if she’d ever been with a woman. The idea always excited me. It took about five minutes of imagining her and I together, before I was locking my bedroom door and moving my hand lower underneath the sheets.

                  As time went on, I found myself more and more attracted to her, which clouded my decision to join the hockey team with her.

                  “I don’t know,” I’d told her. I was instantly imagining several steamy locker room scenarios, and as hot as they were, they also left me with the realization that we might be seeing each other nude for the first time.

                  As much as I’d wanted that, I also loathed the idea because it would mean I was more or less outed to Vivian when she saw my slick thighs and my lustful, enamored gaze toward her warm hazel eyes.

                  Fuck, those eyes were the stuff of legends. Vivian was a jokester and a clown, but in the rare moments of seriousness between us, she was irresistible. Those eyes would stare a hole right through my soul as she’d bite her lip and seem to try and read my very thoughts.

                  We shared few moments like this, which was nice, because every time it ran the risk of me dropping my charade and kissing her right then and there.

                  Reluctantly though, I joined her in signing up for the team. Our schoolyard days had paid off, and we aced the college team try-outs.

                  Soon enough we were skating together and joking as usual. Even in the company of so many incredibly gorgeous college girls, walking around the locker room shirtless and sometimes even more, I couldn’t fathom the idea of being with anyone else but Vivian.

                  The past few weeks had been particularly trying as we faced a merciless schedule. Vivian hadn’t visited in a while but started coming over when I proposed we share a few beers and ice our calves on the ottoman.

                  Next thing I knew, we had made it a regular thing. We always seemed to get a bit tipsy and run the risk of saying or doing something we might have regretted, but nothing risky ever happened.

                  Well, not until this particular evening, at least.

                  I sat down on the sofa next to Vivian and turned on the widescreen TV.

                  “So it’s a smart TV? What the hell is a smart TV? Does it have a high IQ?” Vivian said, launching one of her many corny jokes.

                  I rolled my eyes.  “It means that it can stream Internet stuff; things like that, I guess,” I said, shrugging. I didn’t have any better of an idea than she did, after all.  “I just got the TV and I only really know how to use this one app to browse the Internet,” I admitted.

                  “Then let’s ‘browse,’” Vivian suggested with a grin.  That mischievous smile told me exactly what she meant. I popped open my second beer and sipped as Vivian took over the controls.

                  “No dirty movies,” I said, hoping to cut her off before she reached the punch line of her little joke.

                  “Come on, Sophie,” Vivian said, turning to me.  “Don’t you just love how ridiculous and over-the-top they are?” she continued, her warm hazel eyes ignited and wide.

                  “With a screen this big, it’d be like going to those theatres in the 70’s,” she added.

                  “With less bush,” I joked.

                  Vivian laughed and took a sip of her beer. She took her hand off the remote for a moment and adjusted her top, an image I couldn’t help but sneak a glance toward.

                  I continued facing the television, but I could see in the corner of my peripheral that Vivian was looking over toward me, perhaps hoping I’d see her.

                  Sneaky girl, I thought before quickly rebuking myself.

                  I’d been having these sorts of thoughts and inner conversations around Vivian lately. I’d say something that I obviously would have loved to say aloud to Vivian. Perhaps in another time, or universe, I could.

                  But I knew I was too cowardly. Vivian was perfectly fine in confession that she was bisexual, and I couldn’t at least lie and say I was, too.

                  It would have been the perfect match, but I couldn’t do it. Years of hiding in the closet and strategically appearing as straight as possible, had left me too calculated. Every decision in front of a peer was planned or overcompensated.

                  And while Vivian was the closest person I’d ever known, even she was not exempt.

                  “No dirty movies,” I repeated.

                  Vivian didn’t listen though, as she retook the control and instantly typed out the address of a popular adult website.

                  The lewd thumbnails came scrolling across the fifty-inch screen and enchanting my deepest senses with their connotations.

                  “Hmm,” Vivian said, stroking her chin.

                  “How about… this one,” she said, before clicking on a video of a blonde teen by a pool.

                  As she danced for us on the screen, I couldn’t help but roll my eyes.

                  Could she try any harder? I thought to myself, sipping my beer with little interest.

                  Vivian seemed to enjoy herself enough, but she quickly moved on to another video, which seemed telling enough for me.

                  What are you trying to do? I thought to myself as I watched Vivian and tried to read her dirty intentions.

                  Vivian chose another video, this time two girls making out.

                  I felt the tension grow between my legs as one girl knelt down and began licking the other one. I felt wet and worried Vivian would be able to read it on my face.

                  “Come on, knock it off,” I said, trying to steal the control from Vivian, albeit passively.

                  “Uh, uh, uh,” Vivian said, denying me.  “I think we’re touching on something,” she said, accentuating the word ‘touching.’

                  “We’re touching on stupidity,” I said, sighing and chugging the last of my beer.

                  My head grew light and easy, and the living room lights stung my vision with their brightness. I could tell I was growing tipsy, and decided to cut myself off from the beers.

                  Unfortunately the damage had been done and the little alcohol I’d had was making me hotter than ever.  I watched as Vivian operated the control right atop her lap with ease, and directed the site to another video. This one was much closer to home for us both.

                  “Mm, fuck,” Vivian said.  She hummed with satisfaction and set the control down as she sipped her beer. She clearly didn’t intend on changing the video any time soon.

                  And I could see why, as I read the title, referring to two bisexual women and one lesbian.

                   “Fuck,” Vivian moaned.

                  I couldn’t help but look down, to see her shifting in her seat. My own body was shifting as well, unable to sit still and endure the full length of the video.

                  “Come on V, this is ridiculous,” I complained, turning away.

                  “Seriously? You don’t think this is hot?” Vivian asked in disbelief.  “Mm… damn, I can’t get enough of it,” she added.

                   “I don’t know how you can find this so arousing,” I said.

                  “This is pure, raw energy; I don’t know how you can’t,” Vivian argued.

                  Her lithe fingers slid down over her thigh and seemed itchy and restless. Her hand seemed to want to rub between her thighs, but she refrained.

                  Vivian turned toward me and raised her brow, as if to get me to admit that I was actually attracted to the video.

                  “Come on, lift your skirt and let’s see how wet you are,” she said, beginning to reach over.

                  “No, fuck off,” I said, scooting further away.

                  “I think you like this, and you’re just afraid to admit it,” she said.

                  I brushed a hand through my short, blonde hair and shook my head.  A smile formed across my lips; a very guilty grin that suggested I was lying as much as she’d suspected. I quickly turned away in denial.

                  “No?” Vivian said.  “Then how about a dare?” she proposed.

                  “A dare?” I asked, not sure where this was going, but it certainly sounded risky enough.

                  “Yeah; well, more of a deal maybe,” she started.

                  “If I get a hat trick in the next game, you’ve got to let me go down on you,” Vivian said, with a slight flush over her cheeks.

                  It was obvious that she’d wanted to propose this for some time, and both the alcohol and movies had finally strengthened her whimsy.

                  “What? No way, fuck that,” I said, shaking my head and continuing to clench my thighs.

                  Now I was growing painfully wet, as we both seemed dangerously close to what we both secretly wanted. There was nothing I wanted more than Vivian’s perfect pink lips sucking tightly on my body. But I still couldn’t concede it.

                  “Come on,” she continued.

                  “What are the odds, anyway?” she asked.

                  “How long have you been wanting to go down on me?” I asked, slightly blushing as well.

                  “Mm, well,” Vivian started, clearly buzzed from her beers, “I’m doing it more for science than anything else.”

                  “What does that even mean?” I asked, rolling my eyes.

                  “For experimentation purposes. I won’t lie, I wouldn’t mind giving you a quick lick if you ever wanted, but this is for more serious reasons right now,” Vivian said.

                  We both burst out in laughter and I shook my head once again.

                  “V, you’re drunk; that’s all it is,” I dismissed.

                  “No… no, no no,” Vivian said, wagging her finger toward me.  She quickly reached down and landed her hand on my inner thigh. The suddenness of this gesture caught me off-guard, and she instantly felt the wetness that had been building there.

                  “Someone is turned on by this idea,” she said as her eyes lit up.

                  “Whatever,” I said.

                  “Come on, Sophie. For fuck’s sake, it’s just a little lick. And if you don’t end up liking it, I’ll finally believe you when you say you’re straight,” she said.

                  This struck a nerve in me.

                  Can she tell I’m a lesbian? How long has she known? I wondered in a bit of frenzy. My heart sped just a bit and I blushed once more.

                  Vivian’s clumsy and nonetheless perceptive nature seemed to pick up on this and she shoved me playfully.

                  “Uh huh, that’s what I thought,” she laughed.

                  “Ok fine,” I relented, throwing my hands in the air.

                  “You’re on. If you get three goals in the next game, I’ll let you go down on me,” I said. The mere words flared the heat in my lower belly until I was twitchy and needing a release.

                  The worst part of the entire evening was that Vivian and I clearly both wanted to each other, and we both would have loved to provide each other with that gift. But I was too damn nervous to tempt the idea and make a move.

                  “Fine, I score three goals on Thursday and you lay back and let me go down on you,” Vivian said.

                  “Right,” I said, sipping my beer.

                  “You’d better not back out if I do it,” Vivian warned.

                  “We’ll worry about that if you somehow perform a miracle and do it,” I chided.

                  “Hey, we’re playing Westfield. They’re defense is awful. Last time we scored six goals on them, so get your body ready,” Vivian said.

                  She was right. I’d drunkenly made this deal that was hinged on the worst defense in our league.

                  “Wait, let’s do the game after next, with Springfield,” I started.

                  “No, you already agreed to the next game,” Vivian said, holding me to it.

                  “Fine, whatever,” I said, and tossed my empty beer can toward her.

                  “Why not show me your pussy right now and let me see what I need to prepare for,” Vivian proposed.

                  There was no more painful abstinence than when I rejected her then. I laughed and shook my head, shrugging off the idea, but inside I’d wanted it more than ever. I wanted to show her and pull her in for a kiss, before having her lick and tease me senseless.

                  “That’s fine; we’ll do it Thursday night,” she said.

                  The evening winded down and Vivian left. The moment she had, I found the bisexual video we’d watched from earlier and instantly came to it.

                    

                  I saw Vivian only once before the game that our little dare was riding on, and though I’d hoped she had forgotten all about our deal, it was the very first thing she’d brought up.

                  “Can’t wait for after the game Thursday,” she said, biting her lip and eyeing down at my jeans.

                  “If you weren’t such a shitty scorer I’d be worried,” I returned as we hit the ice for practice.

                  “Don’t be so sure. When I want something, I usually get it, and I already have one hat-trick this season,” she argued. The mention returned the tension in my lower belly, as I realized that she may very well accomplish her end of the bargain, and I’d be stuck having to fulfill my crazy dare.

                  I tried not to worry, but apparently I should have.

                  “Are you fucking kidding me?” I said as our Thursday night game came to a close.

                  Four goals.

                  Vivian had scored four goals; an unprecedented achievement on our team. Her cheesy grin blared on the jumbo screen above the ice, but the audience had no idea just why she was really grinning so hard.

                  I felt the pit of my stomach turn to knots. I didn’t actually believe I’d be losing my veil of straightness that night, but now it was more apparent than ever.

                  And secretly, I couldn’t wait.

                  We played it normal until the rest of the team congratulated Vivian, hit the showers and shuffled out of the locker room. I hadn’t even had a chance to speak to Vivian before everyone left, as they all wanted to shower her with praise and ask her what her motivation was.

                  Every time they asked, I felt my body tighten and my heart stop, as I worried the moronic jokester nature of Vivian, would quickly spill the beans on our little deal.

                  But she didn’t. She remained mum, and I wondered if she hadn’t been nervous as well.

                  When the last player left the locker room, Vivian locked the door and waltzed over.

                  I paid her no attention, and instead continued packing up my hockey uniform.

                  “You got lucky,” I said, pulling off my helmet and shaking the sweat from my brow.

                  “Doesn’t matter. I did it.  You know what that means,” Vivian quickly argued.

                  “Fuck,” I sighed, though the last thing I felt was hesitation. I may have very well wanted this more than Vivian, even.

                  In fact, the moment Vivian scored the fourth and final goal, my breath grew short, and I knew I’d be revealing all of myself to her for the very first time.  We’d been friends for years, yet kept ourselves mostly private. Of course, I’d seen Vivian’s perfect, topless chest, and she’d seen mine. But it was mostly because we’d been changing in the locker rooms, hiding the rest of our bodies from one another. And while I didn’t know why she’d hidden hers from me, I secretly only kept myself shielded, for the fear that she’d see me wet and trembling, and full of want for her.

                  How I’d even survived so long on the team while keeping my sexuality a secret, I’ll never know.

                  But now the jig was up.

                  Vivian licked her lips and grinned as she rubbed her jaw and shook her head.

                  “Funny how things work out, huh?” She laughed.

                  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you really wanted this,” I said, my voice deepened.

                  We looked around the locker room after the last player cleared out. We were all alone as the steam surrounded us, and we turned once again as we wrapped ourselves in towels and headed toward the shower.

                  “Forget it,” I said, eyeing Vivian’s cool hazel gaze.

                  “Sophie, we had a deal. We shook on it. It was a dare, after all,” she said, stepping over toward her shower spout.  “Don’t tell me you aren’t the least bit curious,” she added, unraveling her towel.

                  Vivian clearly wanted me to see her naked as she stripped so blatantly while facing me, but I turned and snuck my own towel off, only after the water began pouring from the spout.

                  “Whatever,” I said, rolling my eyes and wetting my aching muscles.

                  The shower seemed to last forever until I saw Vivian turn hers off and head back to the lockers.

                  After a moment I did the same, wrapping the towel tightly around my chest and walking toward my bench where my clothes had been bundled.

                  There I saw Vivian, still in nothing but a towel, sitting on the bench. As I entered, she stood up and stepped forward.  Her eyes traced up and down my body, and I sensed a deep transformation in my best friend.

                  It was a side of her I hadn’t truly ever seen before. She had lust in her eyes, and bit her lip as she hummed with delight and pushed my back softly against the lockers.

                  My breath grew strong and fast, as my heart raced. This was it; I wanted it, but I was tense as could be.

                  Vivian’s shoulders flexed as she reached down and, while still eyeing me straight on, tugged the towel from my body.

                  Fuck that was hot, I thought to myself.

                  If she’d have looked down, she would have seen my fully hard nipples and how wet I was.

                  But she knew soon enough, the moment she kept her eyes locked with mine, but reached down and softly slid her fingers between my legs.

                  “Whoa,” she smiled and instinctively looked to see the pussy she was touching.

                  My head fell back as Vivian’s mouth breathed warmly against my pussy and she began to lick softly. It was as if she struggled to keep herself from devouring me instantly.

                  “Fuck,” I sighed beneath my breath.

                  I could feel Vivian’s gaze as she looked up in satisfaction. Clearly she was piecing it together now that I wasn’t as reluctant as I’d led on.

                  “Mm,” she moaned. She parted her soft pink lips and stuck out her tongue.

                  The warm, wet sensation glided between my folds, pulling sting after sting of pleasure all across my body. My thighs seemed weak and useless with every brush, until they nearly gave way as her mouth swallowed my swollen pussy.

                  The tight, warm seal captured my entire mound and Vivian sucked hard, as if she was ready to make me come hard.  Her fingers crept forward and ran over the tops of my thighs

                  “Fuck,” I whispered. My head fell back against the lockers with a small thud, and I impulsively began to run my fingers through Vivian’s black locks.

                  The scent of coconut soap surrounded us as her hair’s fragrance gathered on my fingers.

                   “Just like that,” I said, slightly thrusting my hips and gliding my pussy against her mouth.  I’d wondered if she was waiting for this; for a confirmation that I was willing to make the next move, and thus admit that I wanted it just as much as her.

                  My heart continued to race and my body tensed. The sensation seemed nearly too much to endure. Though I was unnerved by the new experience, I felt more comfortable with Vivian than anyone else.

                  I felt the pressure building in my core and bit my lip, feeling a whimper as I came against her mouth.

                  As Vivian’s towel fell to her ankles, I saw her full breasts and taut stomach. I wanted to caress her everywhere and kiss every inch of skin.

                  I grabbed Vivian up and shoved her against the lockers, now.

                  I took big, pushy kisses against her hard, full breasts as they heaved with breath.

                  Vivian grinned and I quickly rose my head, planting my lips against her as our hands met one another’s’ and we embraced.

                  So this is what it feels like, I thought to myself in a lustful daze.

                  “Fuck,” she gasped as I pulled away.  “How long have you wanted this?” She asked, her eyes wide.

                  “It doesn’t matter,” I said, before returning aggressively to her lips.

                  I reached down and circled her clit.  I began making my way down her neck, chest and navel with my kisses.

                  “We’re here now; that’s all that matters,” I sighed in between kisses.

                  I found her pussy and wasted little time opening my mouth and sinking my lips around her mound. It was soft and sweet, as if plush or velvet, with the taste of clean sweat.

                  Vivian moaned in delight as I dragged my tongue along her wet slit, “Fuck yes.”

                   “Just like that,” Vivian continued, “I’m yours.”

                  There was no going back now. We would never be the same; and I couldn’t have been more satisfied.

                  “Don’t stop,” she growled as my intensity grew.

                   I couldn’t have stopped if my life depended on it. I licked and sucked harder and felt the rippling climax approaching through her body, rippling through her pussy walls.

                   “Oh… oh fuck,” she growled.

                  As I felt her pulses weaken, I pulled back and smiled up at her.

                  I grabbed Vivian and pressed her against the lockers again, kissing her as she returned the favor, in exhausted and mindless stupor.

                  We pulled apart and laughed. I shook my head in disbelief, and tried to imagine how things might change.  I fought back the over-analyzing and instead, could only submit to enjoying that moment, as if it would last forever. And it certainly would, in my mind.

                  “I knew you were,” Vivian breathed.

                  “Fuck you,” I said, biting at her neck and pulling away with a grin.

                  “Doesn’t explain how you pulled off the impossible tonight,” I said, turning and grabbing my towel.

                  “Maybe I had some help,” Vivian cryptically returned.

                  My eyes widened with curiosity.

                  “Help?” I repeated.

                  “It’s amazing how easily your teammates will give you the puck for five dollars a piece,” Vivian grinned guiltily.

                  “You cheater,” I said, snapping my towel at her.  Of course I wasn’t upset; rather, glad that she’d pulled her little trick.

                  “What now?” I asked, as if ready to delve into some deep conversation about our future together.

                  “Well, it’s going to be hot, and wet, and brief,” Vivian alluded.

                  “It will?” I asked, feeling both excited and disappointed at the prospect of our future relationship.

                  “I’m talking about the shower we need,” Vivian laughed.

                  I shook my head and laughed, chasing Vivian to the shower and hoping for another round.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Mailing List

        

      

    
    
      
        Are you interested in being the first to know when I release my next story? Interested in a free book promo or two? Then click the link below to join in on my mailing list. No spam, just romance goodies!

      

      
                    

      

      
         Click here to join my mailing list!

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Also by Julia Young

        

      

    
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      Claire is a college freshman and desperate for a new image.  Used to being the wallflower, she's looking to break out into something  that will get her noticed.  So she searches for a sorority that she can join.  A group of friends she can call her own.  Only she's having a difficult time finding one that fits just right.

      When Alexa comes along, head of Kappa Signa, Claire finally feels at home.  But it's not just the sorority that Claire is into.  Claire is developing feelings for Alexa as well, which is confusing, because Claire has never admitted to liking women before.  But when Alexa and Claire share their first kiss, all doubt fades away.

      Claire wants Alexa more than she's wanted anything.  Is Alexa what Claire's secretly been looking for?
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      Abby is a college student in desperate need of some extra cash.  When Theresa - a photographer - contacts her, Abby is given an offer she can't refuse.  It's an hour of easy work worth hundreds of dollars.  But the photography session isn't everything Abby expects.  Theresa has another offer for her - a much riskier offer.  If Abby takes it, she may not have to worry about money for quite a while.  But she may end up questioning her straightness by the end of the heated session.
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