

Every relationship I've been in hasn't worked out, and I know the reason for that. I've struggled with this since I was a teenager, but I need to find out if the reason I believe my relationships haven't worked is why I think they haven't.

I'm nervous about having the conversation with my best friend and step-sister, Maya, and not because I think it'll ruin our relationship. I'm nervous because I'm not sure how to bring up the subject. I arrive at Maya's with a few bottles of wine and let myself into her apartment.

Maya is on the couch and talking on her cell phone through the speakerphone. "Mike, I need to go. My sister is here."

"Hi, Emma!" Mike shouts.

"Hey, Mike!" I respond.

"I love you."

"I love you too, baby."

Maya ends her call and smiles as she looks at the bag I'm carrying. "What do you have?"

"A few bottles of wine for us to drink and a few bottles for you to put in your wine fridge. I went to the winery last weekend with Amy."

"You're the fucking best. I'm happy to see you, but it's Friday night. Why don't you have plans with Joe tonight."

"We broke up."

"No, Emma! When?!"

"Last night."

"Why?"

"It wasn't working."

"How was it not working? Joe is handsome, has a great career, treats you like a princess and kisses your ass. Joe is a fucking catch."

"If you like him so much, you can date him."

"First, Mike would have a huge problem with that. Second, I'm off the market," Emma responds as she takes the bag from my hand.

I follow Maya into the kitchen as she places the bottles of wine I brought and places them into her wine fridge. Maya removes a bottle from the wine fridge, opens it, and pours two glasses. She hands me a glass. We clink glasses and take sips.

"Why wasn't it working with Joe?"

"I realized that Joe wasn't the person I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I didn't see the point in continuing my relationship with Joe, knowing that I didn't see a future with him."

"How did he take it?"

"Not well. I don't think I've ever seen a guy cry that much."

"I don't get it, Emma. You've been in relationships with great guys, and you always end them for the most absurd reasons."

"Breaking up with Joe because I realized he wasn't the one for him isn't an absurd reason to end a relationship."

"I'll give you this one, but come on. You broke up with Marcus because he was too into fitness, even though he looked like a Greek God. You broke up with Andrew because he was too tall. You broke up with Scott because he worked too much and broke up with Mark because he didn't work enough. I can go on and on."

"Please don't."

"You broke up with Brian because he was too serious about your relationship and broke up with Walter because he wasn't serious enough."

"I get it, Maya."

"You broke up with Max because he orgasmed too fast, yet broke up with Mitch because he lasted too long."

"Please, stop."

"You find something wrong with every guy you've been with, and relationships don't work that way. Mike does shit that drives me insane, and I do things that drive him insane, but we accept and love each other."

"What do you see when you look at Mike?"

"My future husband and father of my children."

"I haven't seen that with any guy I've been with."

"How would you when you keep breaking up with one guy after another for absurd reasons? I don't get it. It's like you purposely avoid happiness."

"How is sex with Mike?"

Maya's eyes open wide. A huge smile appears, and she says, "You want to talk about sex?"

"I need to talk about sex."

"You need to talk to me about sex?"

"Badly."

I'm an uptight person and always have been. Sex is something I've never felt comfortable talking about with anyone, but I've always felt the most comfortable talking about sex with Maya on the rare occasion that I've talked to her about sex.

"Fuck drinking wine. We need to get fucked up. Rum and colas?"

"Sure."

Maya and I finish our glasses of wine. She makes us Rum and colas. We exit the kitchen and sit on her sofa in the living room."

"Sex with Mike is great. He's extremely attentive, and unlike most guys, he tries to make me cum before we get down to business."

"Do you always cum?"

"Not even close, but it's the thought that counts. Besides, having sex with Mike isn't always about me getting off. It's about feeling connected to him."

"I don't enjoy sex. I've faked more orgasms than I've had."

"You don't enjoy sex at all?"

"I enjoy receiving oral."

"Who the fuck doesn't?" she asks through laughter.

"I think cocks are unattractive."

"I do, too. I've never looked at a cock and thought that it was beautiful, but I love having a hard one inside me."

"It's hard for me to get aroused, and when I have sex, the first thought that pops into my head is how long will it be before it's over."

Maya looks at me curiously as we sip our drinks. "How often do you masturbate?"

"Not much. It isn't easy for me to touch myself and enjoy it without a visual aid."

"Porn?"

"Yeah, porn."

"What kind of porn?"

"Lesbian porn," I admit.

Maya finishes her drink and looks at me. I finish my drink and hand her my empty glass. Maya goes into the kitchen and returns with two more drinks. She retakes her seat beside me and says,

"You only enjoy oral sex, and when you're having sex, the first thing that pops into your head is how long it'll take before it's over. When you masturbate, you need to watch lesbian porn to get yourself off."

I nod, take a large drink from my glass, and flash a smile.

"Am I missing anything so far?"

I shake my head and take another large drink from my glass. "Are you trying to tell me what I think you're trying to tell me, Emma?"

"What is it that you think I'm trying to tell you?"

"Are you gay?"

"I'm not sure, but I might be. It's the only thing that makes sense to me about why I haven't been able to have a successful relationship."

"What makes you think that you might be?"

"Have you ever looked at a woman and wondered how she would look nude?"

"No."

"I have, and it has been for a long time."

"How long?"

"Since high school."

"You're twenty-six, Emma!"

"No shit, Maya!"

"Why didn't you ever talk to me about this before?!"

"You know how I am. It's something I've been struggling with since I was a fucking teenager, and it hasn't been easy for me to deal with. Better late than never, right?"

"I'm sorry for raising my voice."

"It's okay."

"Was there anyone in particular in high school that you looked at and wondered what she would look like in her birthday suit?"

"Only your friend, Megan."

"Megan was the hottest girl in school, and she's a professional model for a reason."

"That doesn't change the fact that I wondered what her bare breasts looked like under her shirt."

"Anyone else in high school?"

"No."

"College?"

"Oh yeah. A lot."

"How many would you say?"

"I don't know. It's not like I kept a running tally of girls that I looked at and had sexual thoughts about."

"Wondering what a woman looks like nude and having sexual thoughts are entirely different."

"See what I'm getting at?"

"Emma, you're hot. I find it difficult to believe that you didn't have any opportunities with girls at college."

"I did, but I was always with a guy when the opportunity presented itself. Even if I weren't with a guy, I would not have been able to do it.

"Why not?"

"I think I'm gay, but I'm not sure because I'm not sure about eating pussy."

"Eating pussy is mandatory for lesbians, Emma."

"I had no idea. Thank you for shedding light on the subject."

"There's no need to be sarcastic."

"Sorry, but this isn't easy for me to talk about."

"Have you ever kissed a girl before?"

"Nope."

I finish my drink and look at Maya. She finishes her drink and says, "Your turn."

I go into the kitchen, make the drinks, and then take a drink from the bottle. I exit the kitchen and retake my seat next to Maya.

"I can't keep living like this, Maya. I need to find out. I need to be with a woman and do everything a woman can do to another woman."

"You know I love you and would do almost anything for you, but not that."

"I'm not asking you. That would be incestuous, and no offense, but you're not my type."

"We have no blood relation."

"We're a year apart in age, and you've known me since I was six."

"How am I not your type?"

"You're too skinny and don't have a much of an ass."

"I'm petite."

"Hence, not my type."

"What is your type?"

"Long hair, big breasts, luscious lips, and a heart-shaped ass."

"That shouldn't be hard to find. Why don't we hit a gay bar and go shopping?"

"You would do that for me?"

"Of course."

"I can't."

"Why not?"

"I'm not going to meet a random woman, then go home and have sex with her. A woman willing to do that with me probably does it with a lot of women, and I could catch something."

"How about a professional? You could hire an escort."

"I'm not going to pay for sex."

"Dating app?"

"I've thought about it, but I don't want to lead anyone on. Besides, I'm not looking to date a woman. I only want to get laid."

"You want to get laid, but you don't want to meet a woman at a gay bar, hire an escort, or eventually have sex with a woman by first dating the woman."

"Exactly."

"Hair color?"

"Blonde."

"Eye color?"

"Light."

"Your ideal woman to have sex with has long blonde hair, light eyes, big tits, and a heart-shaped ass."

"Yup."

Maya looks at me, sips her drink, and laughs. "Amy!"

"Yeah, Amy. Do you think she would?"

"You cannot be serious! That woman has been trying to get between your legs since you met her, but it's a bad idea."

"Why do you think it's a bad idea?"

"I don't think it's a bad idea. I know it's a bad idea. Amy is one of your closest friends, and sex ruins friendships. Beyond the fact that Amy is a lesbian, why her?"

"First, Amy is a lesbian. Second, she always flirts with me. Third, she's my type. Last, Amy is experienced."

"Experienced is an understatement, Emma. Amy has seen more vaginas than a gynecologist. You're worried about catching a sexually transmitted disease but want to have sex with Amy?"

"Amy doesn't have anything, and it's not like Amy is running around Los Angeles fucking every woman in sight."

"Pretty fucking close."

"Amy and I are close friends, and I trust her. I would feel comfortable with her, and if we were to have sex, I don't think it would affect our friendship."

"How would you go about asking, Amy?"

"I don't know. What do you think?"

"I already told you that it's a bad idea."

"I don't agree, so please help me."

"I'm not helping you with this. Amy is also my friend and won't be caught in the middle."

"There won't be anything to be caught in the middle over. It would be a one-time thing, and it won't affect my friendship with Amy, which means it won't affect your friendship with her."

"Fine, but I will say I told you so."

"No, you won't because you're wrong. Please tell me what to do?"

"It's super easy, Emma. Go to her place or invite her to your place. Hang out and have drinks as normal, and when she hits on you, go with it."

"You think it'll be that easy?"

"I know it'll be that easy, but had I known this was going to happen, I would have never introduced you to her."

"You have nothing to worry about, Maya."

Truthfully, I've been sexually attracted to Amy since Maya introduced us three years ago. Maya and Amy attended college together. When they graduated, Maya came home to Los Angeles, and Amy moved back home to Sacramento.

They lost touch for a little while but reconnected when Amy moved from Sacramento to Los Angeles for work. Amy introduced Maya to Michael. Michael and Maya were high school friends who had moved to Los Angeles together. They were roommates for over a year until Mike and Maya moved in together.

Besides my sexual attraction toward Amy, I admired her for her confidence, drive, and being comfortable in her skin. She was an out and proud lesbian since high school and didn't care much about what people thought about her.

Amy is promiscuous, but that works in my favor. She's never been in a serious relationship and has never wanted to be in one. Amy feels that monogamy is unnatural, which is why she has her fun and moves on.

Amy and I get along great. She doesn't mind nor get annoyed with my idiosyncrasies. Amy always shakes her head and laughs, and I appreciate that she does. Amy and I have a lot in common, which is why we get along so well.

Maya has known Amy for much longer than I have, but Amy and I have a closer relationship. I don't understand why Maya believes that if Amy and I have sex, it would ruin our friendship and Maya's friendship with Amy. The more I think about it, the more confident I feel that I'm correct and Maya is incorrect.

As soon as I wake up, I text Amy to find out what she's doing tonight. "I've had a long week, and the only thing I want to do is stay home and relax," Amy replies.

"Do you want company?"

"My place, 9 PM?"

"See you tonight."

"Bring an overnight bag and park in my spot."

I've been fine all day. I was fine all morning long and was fine when I went out for lunch with my mother. I was fine as I ran errands, but I've been freaking out since I arrived home. I feel anxious and nervous, and I don't know what to wear.

I'm overthinking things. I've hung out with Amy and spent the night at her place so many times that I've lost count. Nothing needs to happen. If I lose my nerves, nothing will happen. Then again, Amy could shoot me down. What if Amy shoots me down? Stop thinking, Emma. Everything will be fine.

I drive from my apartment to Amy's apartment and park in her spot, as she told me to. I enter the building and buzz her apartment. The door unlocks, and I enter the lobby and get into the elevator. I arrive on Amy's floor and walk from the elevator to her apartment as she waits for me in the hallway.

Amy looks amazing. She's wearing a half-shirt without a bra and yoga shorts. Her long blonde hair is wet. Amy greets me with a hug, and we enter her apartment. "I've had the worst week ever. I only onboarded two clients for the entire week, and I need to buy a new car."

"What happened to your car?"

"Some asshole crashed into it while it was parked. My insurance company called it a total loss."

"That sucks."

"Why aren't you with Joe tonight?"

"I broke up with him on Thursday night."

"About time. I don't know why you were with Joe for so long."

"Maya was upset about it."

"That's because Maya likes everyone. Joe is handsome and all, but he was such a kiss-ass. You could have hooked up with another guy in front of him, and we would have taken it."

I shrug my shoulders and reply, "I'm going to take a break from dating for a while."

"Also, it's about time. Are you hungry?"

"No, I had a late lunch with my mother."

"How is she?"

"Upset that I broke up with Joe."

"What are we drinking tonight?"

"Are you in the mood for anything?"

"You sitting on my face."

"I meant, what are you in the mood to drink?"

Amy laughs and smiles with her beautiful smile and replies, "Vodka and cranberry."

"Sounds good."

Amy makes our drinks, and we lean against the counters and across from one another. "Anything else happens this week? I ask.

"I bumped into Heather last night during happy hour. She was pissed that I blocked her number and blocked her from my social media and caused a huge fucking scene. Heather told me that I'm a fucked up individual and that she deserves better than me."

"What did you say?"

"I told her that she was right and that I was honest from the start. I told Heather that it wasn't my fault she caught feelings. Heather splashed me with a glass of red wine and ruined my fucking blouse. I need a vacation."

"So do I."

Amy and I have had a few drinks while talking, and she's been hitting on me more than usual, but I'm too nervous to go along with it. 

"Are you okay?" she asks as I rub my neck.

"It's time for a new mattress. My entire body is aching."

"You need a massage."

"I would love a massage, but you know I don't like to be touched by strangers. I wouldn't be able to relax."

"Let me give you a massage. My hands are magic."

"Isn't that how you get women to relax that you're trying to have sex with?"

"Yeah. Emma, I wouldn't touch you anywhere you don't want to be touched, but I don't have a problem touching you anywhere you want."

My heart is pounding, and I can't feel more nervous. "Okay."

Amy smiles and says, "You're not getting more than an hour unless you want to pay me," with laughter.

"An entire hour?"

"One full hour, but if you fall asleep, I'm waking your ass up. Go into my room while I get what I need."

"Okay."

I get off the couch and enter Amy's bedroom. I remove my shirt and shorts and get onto Amy's bed on my stomach. Amy enters the bedroom, lights a scented candle, and plays relaxing music on her cell phone.

"I'm ready when you are," I say.

"You're not ready, Emma. Bra and panties off."

"Not happening, Amy."

"I know how uptight you are, but if you want a proper massage, the bar and panties need to come off."

I get onto my knees and respond, "Fine, but turn around."

"We have the same parts, Emma."

"It's awkward enough for me to let you see my bare ass. I don't want you to see my breasts."

"Will you grow up?"

This is my chance. If Amy sees me nude, she may get aroused and more aroused as she massages my body. Massages are how she gets women to relax so Amy can get between their legs. Maybe Amy will try to get between my legs. It may happen without me needing to tell Amy that I want it to happen.

I get off Amy's bed, remove my panties, and then remove my bra. Amy licks her lips as she starts at my vagina and tits. I get back onto her bed and nervously wait for Amy to begin massaging me.

Amy squirts lotion onto my back and then sits on my ass. Amy begins to massage my neck and shoulders, and my body feels like it's melting in her hands. "Too hard?"

"No, it's good," I respond.

Amy stops massaging my neck and begins massaging my back. Amy wasn't joking when she told me that her hands were magic. I didn't think I could feel relaxed being nude in Amy's bed while she massaged my body, but I am relaxed.

Amy gets off me, applies lotion to my right foot, and begins massaging my foot. After massaging my right foot, Amy massaged my left foot. Amy massages my calves and works her way up my right leg, and stops just below my ass cheek. Amy massages my left leg and again stops just below my ass cheek.

"Is it okay for me to massage your ass?"

"Uhuh," I respond while trying to hide the fact that I'm aroused.

Amy gets off the bed, applies lotion to my ass, and then sits on top of my legs. I've never had anyone massage my ass before, and I can't believe that it feels so good. Amy stops massaging my ass and places herself beside my left leg.

Amy massages the inside of my left leg for a while and then places herself beside my right leg. She massages the inside of my right leg, and I moan when I feel her fingers touch my pussy. "I'm sorry."

Now's my chance. Say the fucking words, Emma! You can do it!

"It's okay. I don't mind."

"You don't mind?"

"Not at all."

"Roll over, Emma."

I roll over and feel a wet spot on Amy's sheet. Oh no! This cannot be happening! Maybe she won't notice. I press my legs together to hide the wet spot as Amy begins massaging the top of my right leg.

Amy stops massaging my right leg and begins massaging my left leg. She gently pulls my legs apart, giggles, and then begins massaging the inside of my legs again. I can't prevent myself from moaning as I feel Amy's fingers touch my pussy.

I want her to touch me so bad. I want to feel her fingers on and inside my pussy. I want to feel her soft and wet tongue lick and enter my wet pussy. "How am I doing?"

"Great," I say in a nervous low tone.

"Are you okay?"

"Never better."

"Good."

Amy gets off the bed and stands over me as she applies more lotion to the top of my legs. Amy leans over me and massages my legs as I open my eyes and stare at her huge tits. Amy stops massaging my legs and begins to rub my temples.

Amy rubs my temples for a little while and then places her hands on my stomach. She moves her hands from my stomach to my sides and works her hand up my rib cage. The feeling of her fingers on the side of my tits makes me excited and more aroused.

Amy runs her fingers beneath my tits and then between them. She then moves her fingers from between to under my breasts again and continues as I do my best to breathe normally to hide the fact that she's driving me insane.

Amy's fingers suddenly move from between my tits to across my nipples. I let out a sexual moan, and Amy says, "Tell me where you want me to touch you, Emma."

"Wherever you want," I quickly respond.

Amy doesn't hesitate for a second. She uses her left hand to caress my tits, and as I watch her right hand move toward my pussy, I spread my legs. "Oh fuck, Amy! That feels so good!" I exclaim when she begins to play with my pussy.

I can't control myself. I reach up and place my hands on Amy's tits as I moan with pleasure. Amy stops playing with my pussy and removes her shirt. She may have the greatest tits I've ever seen. Amy places herself on my right side.

She again uses her left hand to caress my tits and her right hand to touch my pussy. I run my hand and fingers across her tits and stare into her beautiful light gray eyes. I place my hand behind her head and push her face toward my lips.

Amy's lips are so soft. She kisses my lips a few times and then enters my mouth with her tongue. Amy's tongue is almost as soft as her lips. Amy stops kissing me and stops touching me. She looks at me with a seriously sexy look and places herself between my legs on her knees.

She penetrates my pussy with the fingers on her right hand and rubs my clitoris in a circular motion using her left hand. As Amy's finger fucks me as I run my fingers across my nipples. "Oh God, Amy! You're going to make me cum!"

"That's the plan, Emma," she responds.

I feel myself getting closer and closer to climax and then explode with the most intense and body-shaking orgasm of my life. Amy stops rubbing my clitoris and removes her fingers from inside me. Amy licks the fingers she used to finger fuck me, sucks them for a few seconds, and stares at me.

I don't say a word as Amy places herself on top of me and begins to kiss me with her tongue. I place my hands on her ass, rub her ass cheeks in a circular motion and then squeeze her ass a few times. Amy's ass feels amazing, as does the feeling of her tits pressed against mine.

Amy stops kissing me, moves herself lower, and begins to lick and suck on my nipples. I run my fingers through her long blonde hair. As she kisses down my stomach, I place my hand on her head. The anticipation is driving me insane. I push her head down, and with her lips inches away from my pussy, Amy gently blows in it.

The feeling of her blowing on my wet pussy forces the words from my mouth. "Stop teasing me and eat my fucking pussy!"

"Oh shit!" I shout as Amy's soft and wet tongue licks every inch of my pussy.

It's the greatest oral sex of my life. Amy's entire mouth is over my pussy, and the feeling of her tongue moving in and out of me while also moving from side to side makes my body feel like it'll explode.

There's no way. It can't be. Oh shit. I'm close to having another orgasm. I've never felt so close to orgasm so soon into oral sex. I placed my hands on the back of Amy's head and pushed her face deep into me. I sway my pussy into her mouth. I stop swaying as my body becomes tense and shakes as I enjoy my second orgasm.

Amy stops eating my pussy and uses the sides of my legs to wipe my juices from her cheeks. She gets onto her knees, and I do the same. I walk on my knees to Amy and kiss her. I can taste my pussy in her mouth, and it makes me want to know how Amy's pussy tastes.

I pull her panties as far down as I can and then touch her wet pussy as I begin to lick and suck on her nipples. "Bite," she says.

I gently bite Amy's nipple, and she lets out a sensual whimper. I stop biting her nipple and wrap my arms around her. I spin her around and push her down on the bed. I remove her panties and stare at her bare pussy. Amy bites down on the lower right corner of her lip and then smiles at me.

It's my moment of truth. I'm going to taste pussy for the first time. I hope I enjoy the taste, and if I do enjoy the taste, I hope that I'm good at it. Do it, Emma! I quickly place myself between Amy's legs, stick my tongue out, and lick. "Do it, Emma! I need you to do it!" Amy exclaims.

I kiss Amy's pussy and explore her wet vagina with my tongue. I penetrate her pussy with my tongue and enjoy the taste of her sweet and slightly tart pussy. I can't get enough of the taste of her pussy, and based on the sounds Amy's making, I think I'm doing an okay job.

I gently nibble on Amy's clit and insert my middle finger inside her pussy. I finger fuck Amy while I continue alternating between sucking and licking her clitoris. "Suck on it, Emma. I need you to suck my clit hard," Amy instructs through her heavy breathing.

I suck on Amy's clitoris as she wants while fingering her pussy as hard and fast as I can. Amy's feet move up and down my back, as her body begins to shake. "Fuck!" she shouts and has an extremely loud orgasm.

I stop sucking her clitoris and stop finger fucking her. I remove my finger from inside her pussy and lick my finger. "That cannot have been your first time doing that," she says while running her fingers through her hair."

"It was my first time."

"I need you to know that I'm not close to being done with you," Amy says as she sits up.

"I need to know that I'm beyond okay with that."

"Good, now get on your hands and knees and bend that ass over."

I get onto my hands and knees and wiggle my ass from side to side. Amy places herself behind me, kisses my ass cheeks, and rims my asshole. No guy has ever rimmed my ass, but Amy doing it feels fantastic. 

Amy continues rimming my ass, then licks from the bottom of my asshole across to the top and back down. Amy does it a few more times and then sticks her tongue inside my ass. Yup. I need to have my ass eaten from now on. As Amy devours my asshole, she rubs my pussy.

"I want to fuck me!" I shout with passion.

Amy stops rubbing my pussy and eating my ass. She gets off the bed, and I watch her over my shoulder as she enters her closet and then exits with a strapon. Amy places the strapon on her body and places herself behind me.

"I'm going to fuck you better than you've ever been fucked," she says and then bites my earlobe.

I feel the dildo against my pussy and then feel it enter my pussy. Amy places her hands on my shoulders and begins to pound my pussy. I've never been fucked like this before. Not only have I never been fucked like this before, but for the first time in my life, I don't care about how long Amy will fuck me. I want her to fuck me for as long as she wants, and I want to cum again.

"Fuck me!" I shriek as Amy continues to fuck me hard, fast and deep.

Amy reaches around my waist and begins to play with my clitoris as she keeps pounding me how I've never been pounded before. Amy moves her hand from my shoulder and places her arm around my tits. The feeling of her tits against my back with the dildo moving in and out of my pussy makes my brain feel like it's about to shortcircuit.

Holy crap. I'm going to cum again! I hardly ever come during sex, and Amy is about to make me cum for the third time!

"I'm going to cum again," I say.

"Yeah. You're going to cum again? Cum for me for Emma."

Amy telling me cum for her brings me over the edge. I enjoy my third orgasm of our encounter and collapse onto my stomach as soon as Amy removes her arm from across my tits and the dildo from my pussy. I'm drenched in sweat and have never felt so sexually satisfied in my life.

Amy gets off the bed, removes the strapon, and tosses it to the floor. Amy gets back on the bed on her hands and knees and wiggles her ass as I had done previously. "You're turn," she sings.

"You want me to eat your ass?"

"Not only do I want you to eat my ass, I expect you to eat my ass."

"I've never eaten an ass before, Amy."

"There's a first time for everything. Less talk and more action, please."

The thought of eating Amy's ass never crossed my mind. I was too preoccupied with eating pussy for the first time, but I wanted to have the full woman-on-woman experience. I place myself behind Amy and do to her as she had done to me.

I rim her asshole, lick from the bottom to the top, and from the top to the bottom of her asshole. I then enter her ass with my tongue. The best I can describe the taste of Amy's ass is how a penny tastes at the bottom of beer pitchers. It tastes metallic, but I find myself enjoying the taste.

I feel naughty with my tongue inside Amy's ass, and I like feeling naughty. Amy enjoys how I'm eating her ass, and I'm enjoying eating her ass. I play with Amy's clitoris as I fuck her asshole with my tongue, and I have a feeling that Amy is getting close to climax.

"Put your tongue in my ass and leave it there!" she shouts, and I do as she wants.

I leave my tongue inside her ass and continue rubbing her clitoris for a little while when Amy has her second orgasm. I remove my tongue from her ass and stop playing with her clitoris. Amy gets off the bed, grabs the strap from the floor, and tosses it onto the bed.

Amy smiles and winks at me and says, "Do you need help putting that on?"

"Please."

Amy helps me secure the strapon to my body and tells me to lie down. Amy kneels over the dildo, takes hold of it, and guides it into her pussy. Amy rides the dildo deep and fast with her hands on my tits. I'm happy that I don't need to do anything more than remain still and let Amy do as she wants because I'm exhausted.

"Don't fucking move!" Amy shouts as she continues riding the dildo.

"Pull my nipples!" Amy instructs, and I comply.

"Hard!"

I'm pulling Amy's nipples hard, and I'm surprised that she's enjoying it so much. There is no way I would enjoy having my nipples pulled how I'm pulling on Amy's nipples but to each their own. Amy has another orgasm while sitting in the dildo with me tugging on her nipples.

Amy gets off the dildo and removes it from my body. She's drenched in sweat and smiles from ear to ear. She kisses my lips and asks, "Do you want to take a shower with me?"

"Yeah, okay."

Amy and I get off her bed, exit her bedroom, and enter the bathroom. Amy urinates and then turns the water on. She checks the temperature and enters. I urinate and join Amy in the shower. We kiss as we wash each other's bodies. Amy's body is so soft, and I love the feeling of her soapy hands on my body. Amy gets out of the shower and dries off as I finish showering.

I exit the shower, dry off, and exit the bathroom with Amy. I go into the living room, grab my overnight bag, and enter Amy's bedroom as she exits. "Want a drink, Emma?"

"Please," I respond.

I enter Amy's bedroom and get dressed for bed. I sit on Amy's bed and feel completely at peace because I'm no longer confused. It's taken me over a decade to realize what I should have known all along. I love pussy and tits. I love the female body because I'm a lesbian. I'm a pussy licking, titty-sucking, ass-eating, dildo over cock fucking lesbian.

I exit Amy's bedroom and join her in the kitchen. Amy sits on the counter enjoying a cocktail as I grab my glass and sit on the counter across from her. We smile at one another, and she says, "I knew you wanted to fuck me."

"How did you know that I wanted to fuck you when I didn't know?"

Amy laughs and replies, "You've wanted to fuck me since the day we met."

"I'll admit that I was sexually attracted to you, but I didn't want to fuck you."

"You sure as hell fucked me tonight. Oh, Amy, I would love a massage. It's okay if you touch my pussy. I need you to eat my pussy, Amy," she says jokingly, mocking me.

"Whatever," I respond with laughter.

"Maya is going to freak the fuck out."

"She'll be fine."

"I always thought you were curious, but I thought you'd been a pillow princess. I didn't expect you to go down on me and be so fucking good at it."

"I needed to go down on you. My only apprehension about me questioning my sexuality was that I was worried about eating pussy. That's no longer an issue."

"Did you like eating my ass?"

"Not as much as eating your pussy, but yes."

"Was there anything you didn't like?"

"I enjoyed every second of every minute. I even enjoyed being fucked in my pussy for the first time."

"I'm exhausted. I hear my bed calling my name. I'm going to change my sheets since someone made a mess of them and call it a night," Amy says.

"I'm tired too. I'll help you change the sheet, and then it's lights out."

This is different. I've spent so many nights sleeping beside Amy, but we've never cuddled before. Then again, we hadn't had sex before until tonight. Why is she cuddling me, though? It's probably nothing.

It's been a week since Amy and I slept together, and she's been acting so differently that I don't know what to think. I don't know if I'm reading too much into things or if something is going on with her.

When we woke up on Sunday, Amy was acting normal. I treated her to brunch, and we parted ways. We didn't speak on Monday or Tuesday, and when she called me on Wednesday to invite me to dinner, she had an attitude.

Amy and I met at the restaurant that night, and she greeted me with a kiss on my lips and a hug instead of her normal greeting of only a hug. She complimented me as usual and flirted with me, but how she looked at me was different. After dinner, it was like Amy expected me to invite her to stay at my place or ask her about staying at her place.

We didn't talk on Thursday, and she again showed an attitude when she called me on Friday. When I questioned Amy about her attitude, she apologized and told me that she had had a bad day at work. I accepted her apology, but she sounded off when she asked me to meet her for drinks on Saturday night.

I'm annoyed. Amy knows how insane it makes me when she's late, and she's always late. There she is. "Sorry, I'm late. I needed to get hot before meeting you," Amy says, greeting me with a kiss on my lips and a hug.

We sit at the bar, and I say, "You're always hot, Amy."

"Thank you, Emma," she replies and kisses my lips again.

Okay, something is definitely going on with Amy. Greeting me with kisses on my lips is one thing, but kissing me because I complimented her is unusual and worrying.

"Drinks on me. What can I get you?"

"I'll have a coconut margarita."

"That sounds good. I'll have on too."

Amy orders the drinks and hands the bartender her credit card to open a tab.

The bartender brings our drinks to the bar. Amy and I grab the drinks, clink them together, and sip our drinks. "Good call, Emma."

"I was in the mood."

"Speaking about moods, how many drinks do I need to get into you before I do?"

I nervously laugh and reply, "I'll let you know."

Okay. It would have been a good idea to talk to Amy and tell her that it was a one-time thing. I assumed that I didn't need to tell her, but I shouldn't have. Why is she smiling at me this way?! Here she comes again.

Amy kisses me and says, "I've missed you."

"You saw me on Wednesday, and today is Saturday. We've gone weeks without seeing each other before."

"I know, but that was before, and this is now."

I finish my drink and order another as Amy stares at me. "Thirsty?"

"Extremely."

As soon as the bartender places my drink on the bar, I take a large drink. "You weren't kidding," Amy says.

Amy takes hold of my hand, stares into my eyes, and says, "I've been meaning to talk to you about something."

"Okay."

"We've been close friends for over three years, and the reason we're close friends is because we have so much in common. How do you feel about us officially becoming more than friends."

"More than friends?"

"Yeah. Last weekend was amazing. We had amazing sex, cuddled until we fell asleep, and went out to brunch. I like it a lot, and I can get used to doing things like that with you."

"We do things like that all the time, minus the sex and cuddling."

"I know, but the sex and cuddling is what makes it so much better."

"I thought you didn't believe in monogamy."

"I didn't, but it's different with you. Sex with you felt so different because I never had sex with anyone I had feelings for."

"Feelings?"

"You know. I've always loved you as a friend."

"I've always loved you as a friend, Amy. You are one of my best friends."

"I think being in a relationship with you would be amazing. We could go from being close friends to lovers to having something special. What do you think?" Amy asks with a smile.

"I think I'm extremely surprised that you feel this way."

"What do you think?"

"I uh…um…uh…don't know."

Amy pulls her hand away from mine and replies, "You don't know?"

"I've struggled with my sexuality for a long time, and this is new to me. I had sex with a woman for the first and only time last weekend, and now you're hitting me with this. It's a lot to take in."

"I'm not asking you to come out or anything. All I'm trying to find out is what you think about us being in a relationship."

"Us being in a relationship without me coming out wouldn't be fair to you."

"I'm okay with it, Emma," Amy responds, and it's obvious she's becoming increasingly upset.

"I wouldn't be."

"Why don't you want to be with me?"

"You're putting words into my mouth. I didn't say that I don't want to be with you."

"I'll make it easy for you. Do you want to be with me or not?"

"That's not an easy question to answer."

"Try your best," she responds and finishes her drink.

"Not now, but possibly in the future."

"Possibly in the future," she repeats and laughs.

I nod and then finish my drink. Amy calls the bartender over to us. She orders two shots of whiskey and a beer. I thought she ordered two shots so we could have a shot each, but she drinks both and chases the whiskey shots with a large drink of beer.

Amy suddenly gets up, says, "I need to get some air," and walks out of the bar.

Meeting Amy for drinks couldn't be going any worse than it is. I need to check on her. I leave my seat and exit the bat to find Amy leaning against the outside of the bar and smoking a cigarette.

"I thought you quit."

"I thought after over three years of friendship would be honest with me instead of blowing smoke up my ass. I need you to be honest and tell me why you don't want to be in a relationship with me."

"Okay. I've always been sexually attracted to you, and last weekend was amazing, but I thought it would be a one-time thing; you've been anti-monogamy since I've known you, and it is a lot for me to deal with you wanting to be in a relationship with me. You've been with a lot of women."

"You're judging me when you've been with almost as many guys as I've been with women."

"That's different, Amy. I've been in relationships with every guy I've slept with."

"I'm good enough for you to fuck but not good enough to be with you?!"

"I didn't say that, Amy."

"You don't need to say it. You inferred it, and I can see it on your face."

"Amy, please. Your friendship means everything to me. Can we please go back to how we were before last weekend?"

"Last weekend happened, Emma, and it changed everything for me!"

"For you, Amy! It didn't change anything for me!"

"Great. Enjoy the rest of your night."

"I didn't mean that."

"Yeah, you did, and it's fine. You've made everything crystal clear, so it's been nice knowing you."

"Amy, you don't mean that."

"Have a nice life, Emma!"

Amy tosses her cigarette to the ground and goes back into the bar. There's no point in trying to talk to her tonight. I need to give her a few days to cool off, and when I do, everything will go back to normal.

It's been four days since Amy and I argued at the bar. She won't answer my calls and texts, and I miss her. This is the last thing I need. Maya is calling me to tell me she was right because Amy told her about the other night."

"Hey, Maya."

"Open your door, Emma."

"Why?"

"I'm outside your door. Please open it."

I get off my sofa, walk to my door, and open it. I smile at Maya, and she smiles at me. She enters my apartment, and I close the door. She's rather calm, so she may not have spoken to Amy.

"I told fucking told you that this would happen. I told you that I knew it was a bad idea to have sex with Amy, but did you listen to me?! No, you fucking didn't listen to me!"

"Let it all out, Maya."

"Don't patronize me! I told you that I didn't want to be caught in the middle of your bullshit with Amy, yet here I am caught in the fucking middle! Why would you call Amy a whore?!"

"Whoa. I didn't call Amy a whore. All I said was that I've been in relationships with every guy I've slept with, and she hasn't been in relationships with any women that she's slept with."

"Are you in a relationship with Amy?"

"No."

"Did you not fuck her, Emma!"

"Good point. I don't want you to be caught in the middle, and you wouldn't be if Amy would answer my texts, calls, or voicemails."

"You hurt her!"

"I didn't mean to hurt her."

"It doesn't change the fact that you did!"

"Please, stop yelling at me."

"No! I love you, Emma, but I'm so sick and tired of your bullshit!"

"What bullshit?!"

"Amy is perfect for you!"

"I'm not ready to come out! I've been dealing with this shit since I was fourteen. Sorry for not wanting to be in a committed lesbian relationship in less than two weeks!"

"What does you coming out have to do with anything?"

"It wouldn't be fair to Amy."

"Emma. I don't know what it's like to be in your shoes. I empathize with you, but I don't know what it's like. I do know that you and Amy would be amazing together."

"You don't know that any more than I do."

"Admit it already!"

"Admit what, Maya?!"

"You're in love with Amy, and you're terrified that you are!"

"I know that you're accustomed to being correct, but you're wrong about this. I'm not in love with Amy."

"You wanted Amy for a reason, Emma."

"I wanted Amy because Amy is my type!"

"Do you truthfully believe that's a coincidence?"

"Yeah, I do."

"You had an excuse about picking up a woman at a gay bar or allowing a woman to pick you up. You had an excuse about why you didn't want to have the lesbian experience with an escort. I told you what I knew, and you had one excuse after another about why I was wrong. That's not a coincidence, Emma."

"You don't know what you're talking about."

"Amy has never liked any of your boyfriends, and you know it, but you've always cared so much about what she thought."

"I didn't like any of my boyfriends either. I'm a lesbian."

"No shit, Emma. I've known. I've always known."

"That's bullshit!"

"I knew you were hot for Megan in high school, and she was too. It couldn't have been obvious. I wanted to talk to you about it, but I thought that it would be best for you to talk to me about it. I didn't think it would take so long for us to have the conversation."

"I would have denied it had you tried to talk to me."

"I introduced you to Amy for a reason, Emma. I knew I was right about you two from the moment you two met, and so was Mike."

"Are you telling me that you introduced me to Amy because you were trying to set me up with her?"

"Yes, but I didn't think it would take over three years and five boyfriends later for it to happen."

"Did you tell Amy that you were trying to set us up?!"

"Never. Again, I didn't think it would take over three fucking years and five boyfriends later to give in to her advances!"

"Why did you try to talk me out of having sex with Amy then?!"

"I didn't think it was a good idea for you to go from never having kissed a woman to having your tongue inside of Amy."

I laugh and reply, "I went from zero to a hundred quick, and look at me now. I see your point."

"I've said my peace and the choice is yours, Emma. I can't tell you what to do and can't tell you how to feel. I believe that you love Amy, but if you don't, you don't, and there isn't anything wrong with that."

"Maya. Do you believe that Amy is in love with me?"

"Amy putting up with all our insane idiosyncrasies for all these years tells me that she does. You're my sister, and I often want to choke the life from your body. Amy never has. I'm out of here. I love you."

"I love you too, Maya. Tell Mike I said, hey."

"I will."

Maya being correct all the time is beyond annoying, and the more I think about what she said to me, the more I believe she may be right about how Amy and I feel about one another. Most people find my idiosyncrasies beyond annoying, including my mother, who gave birth to me. Amy never has, and I've always loved and appreciated it.

When I eat, none of my food can touch. Everything needs to be separated, and if my food touches, I lose my appetite. When I go to sleep, my feet need to be tucked in because even as a grown woman, I think a monster may be under my bed, and my sheets and blanket somehow protect me.

I ask ridiculous questions like, why am I hungry or why wasn't I able to sleep as if anyone other than myself could answer my questions. Amy always answers my questions with the same answers and never gets annoyed.

Amy gets me, but I also get her. Amy does things that have annoyed others, but those things have never annoyed me. Whenever Amy and I watch a movie that we've never seen, she asks me what's going to happen next, as if I've watched the movie before. I answer with what I think will happen because that's the only way I can answer.

When we go out to eat, she orders by saying, "Can I have?" instead of "I'll have," as if the server is going to tell Amy that she can't have something. It's the same when she orders drinks: "Can I have a Corona?" instead of "I'll have a Corona."

She takes forever to get ready to go out because she needs to look hot as if it were possible for Amy not to look hot. I've woken up to Amy hung over with eye-crust, and she still looks hot. It's never bothered or annoyed me.

The only thing that Amy does that drives me insane is that she's always late. The only way I can ever get her to show up on time is by giving her an earlier time so that Amy is on time. I sometimes forget, and part of me thinks that she does it on purpose because she loves messing with me so much.

Amy has hit on me since we met. I could have shot it down then, but I never did because I honestly have always liked it. Even when I know I'm not looking my best, she compliments me, and it makes me feel so much better about myself.

Amy has always accepted me for who I am, and I've always accepted Amy for who she is. I no longer believe that Maya may be right about Amy and me. Maya is right about Amy and me, and I hope I didn't fuck it all up by saying what I said to her. I need to see her!

I leave my apartment, get into my car, and drive to Amy's apartment. I park my car in her parking spot and enter the building. I buzz her apartment, but she's not answering. I need to get into the building, so I buzz a few apartments at a time, knowing someone will buzz me into the lobby without asking who I am.

I enter the lobby, get into the elevator, and arrive on Amy's floor. I exit the elevator and walk to her door. I know she's inside. I can hear Amy watching television. I pound on her door, and she shouts, "Who is it?"

I don't answer and again pound on her door. "Who the fuck is it?!" she screams.

I ignore Amy again and pound on her door. I hear the television turn off and then hear her stomp across the floor and to the door. I remove myself from in front of the door and wait for her to open it.

I hear the door open and see Amy step into the hallway. I run past her and into her apartment. Amy enters and says, "Get out!"

"Please, Amy. I need to tell you something, and if you don't like what you hear, I'll leave, and you won't ever need to see me again."

Amy closes the door, crosses her arms, and leans against it. "I'll need to see you again, even if I don't like what you need to tell me because of Maya."

"I'm sorry about what I said at the bar the other night. What I said came out wrong."

"It sounded crystal clear to me, Emma."

"I want to be with you."

"You want to be with me even though I'm a whore?"

"You're not a whore, but you can be my whore whenever you want."

Amy smiles for a moment and then stops smiling. "You could have texted that to me instead of coming here."

"You didn't give me a choice. It's not like you answer my texts."

"Why do you want to be with me?"

"I want to be with you because I love you and not how a friend loves a friend. I want to be with you because I'm in love with you."

"Don't say it if you don't mean it."

"It took Maya talking to me to make me realize how I feel about you, but I do mean it. I'm in love with you, Amy."

Amy looks like she's about to cry. I quickly walk to her and kiss her. Amy kisses me back and we stop kissing. We stare into each other's eyes, and Amy says, "I love you too, but I'm still pissed off at you."

"If I were you, I would be pissed off at me too. How can I make it up to you?"

"If I need to tell you, then you and I don't belong together."

I pull her pajama bottoms down to her feet and look up at her with lust. I place my hands on her hips and taste her delicious and intoxicating pussy. "This works," Amy says while moaning as I proceed to devour her wet pussy.

Amy places her hands on the back of my head and grinds her pussy into my mouth. "Oh fuck, Emma. This is so fucking hot. You're going to make me cum."

Amy told her that I was going to make her orgasm, but I'm amazed that she already did. I only went down on her for maybe five minutes at most. I stop going down on Amy and rise to my feet. I grab her hands and pin her arms above her head and against the door. I kiss her with my tongue as she kisses me with her tongue.

I stop kissing her, and Amy says, "That was fucking amazing, but I'm still pissed off at you. Not as much as I was, but I'm still pissed off."

"How about I let you do anything you want to me?"

"Anything?"

"Anything, Amy."

"I want that ass."

"You can my ass."

When I told Amy that she could have my ass, I expected her to eat my ass, not fuck my ass, but I let her. It fucking hurt bad, but when she played with my pussy at the same time, the mixture of pleasure and pain was overwhelming and made me cum."

"It's going to hurt to walk in the morning."

"You loved it."

I laugh and reply, "I did love it, and I love you."

"Are you sure?"

"I'm positive. I've never been more positive about anything."

"No doubt?"

"None."

"I love you too, Emma."

"Do you want to move in together?"

"Fuck yeah, I do."

"Do you want to start looking for an apartment right now?"

"Absolutely!"

Amy and I moved in together two months later. I wanted to live with her so bad that I bought out the remainder of my lease. My relationship with Amy has been the most amazing four years of my life. Amy thought she was slick, but I found the ring. When Amy asks me to marry her, I'll accept. I've been planning our wedding for over a year, and she knows it.

My sister, Maya, will be my maid of honor as I was her maid of honor when she married Mike. Mike will be Amy's honor attendant, as in her maid of honor, as Amy was Mike's best woman when he married my sister. Amy knows that I know she's about to pop the question because she knows me better than anyone.

When I decided that I wanted to have my first lesbian experience with Amy, I didn't know if she would or not. I definitely didn't expect to realize that I was in love with her and that she was in love with me, but life is funny that way. When Maya asks me if I think Amy and I will live happily ever after, I respond as she always does.

"Maya, I don't think Amy and I will live happily ever after. I know that Amy and I will live happily ever after."

A MESSAGE FROM AUTHOR ANTOINETTE SAX

I hope you enjoyed reading “First Lesbian Experience – Help Me Amy.” If you want to read more of my stories, you can find all of them by going to http://www.AntoinetteSax.info
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