
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
GIRL ON GIRL SEX

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright 2013 Lunatic Ink Publishing

 


All characters over 18yrs and consent.
Find more at Sophie
Sin’s Book List.


MONEY LOVING MIDNIGHT LADY

 


Pussy Wang stood outside the small
whorehouse, looking at it with a sense of disgust. Her father owned
a number of the local brothels, and they all knew to give her money
and alcohol when she turned up at their door. However, this small,
filthy pot was a troublesome one, which had given her hassles in
the past that had resulted in a visit from her father's men and her
allowance being suspended.

She walked inside and noted all of the ugly
men hanging around looking horny and a huge black man who was
talking to the woman at the counter.

She walked up to the counter and caught sight
of someone to her left standing in a doorway. It was a short,
skinny woman who looked too young to work in a place like this,
staring at the big black man with what looked like glistening white
cum all over her face and a big, satisfied smile.

Thankfully, the woman disappeared back into
her room, and Wang was left to shake her head in disgust at the
filthy ways of these dirty women.

The big man stepped around her, looking down
his nose at her while shaking his head as if he saw something he
didn't particularly like.

Wang gave him the finger and then turned to
the owner, who was looking at her in annoyance.

The owner was an annoying old bitch with a
slight beard coming on and squinty eyes that showed her distaste
much too easily.

Wang leaned over the counter and tapped on
the cash drawer. The woman knew the routine well and reached inside
to pull out some notes.

"And some alcohol too. I wanna get
smashed."

The manager rolled her eyes.

"I guess you'll be wanting a room as
well?"

"Fucking right I do. Set me up."

The manager pushed a bottle of vodka over the
counter, and Wang popped the top to drown a full quarter.

"You can use the third room on the right,"
the bitch said, pointing down the hallway.

Wang downed another quarter of the vodka
before she even reached the door the fucking slut monger had
indicated would be okay for her to stay in.

She pulled the door open and slammed it
against the wall, stepping inside to find a naked woman looking at
a computer screen with a large dildo sitting at her feet.

"Fucking whore-slut. Are you fucking yourself
with that oversized pussy fucker?" Wang said, feeling way too
drunk.

The woman looked her over and jerked her
thumb towards the bed. She knew the routine as well, it seemed.

"Just don't touch me with your fucking jizzy
fingers, all right? I don't want to catch anything."

The woman rolled her eyes and tapped around
on the computer she was using for a bit. Wang went to the bed and
tried to pull off her skirt.

"Fuck!"

She fell over and hit the ground hard. The
world swirled around in circles, and she felt a little dizzy.

"Are you ok?"

The woman had a sweet voice, Wang noted,
trying to figure out which way was up.

"Here. Let me help you out of that."

Wang could feel the woman's hands on her and
tried to remember what she had said to her about her
don't-fucking-touch-me-policy. It was hard to think straight.

Wang's vision cleared a little, and she found
herself slightly uncomfortable under the woman's gaze.

She didn't seem too worried about being naked
in front of another woman, and the computer glowing in the distance
playing light rock music had what looked like a video camera
setup.

The woman brought her skirt off and sat her
down on the bed. She sat down next to her, and Wang felt the
woman's hand on her lap.

"You are quite cute. How old are you?"

"18. What the fuck do you... um... ah fuck, I
feel like shit."

"18. That's such a sexy age. I remember when
I was 18. The boys really liked me a lot back then. Do you get laid
much?"

Wang tried to focus on the question. Was this
about sex or something?

"I get some cock. Now take your hands
off..."

"Fucking slut. I bet you get heaps and heaps
of cock, but have you ever tasted cunt before?"

"Cunt?"

The woman stood up and spread her pussy in
front of Wang.

"Look at how cute and pink my pussy is. Don't
you just want to touch it a little? It's nice to touch - you know,
soft, sexy, really fun to play with and roll like this."

Wang watched as the woman started to roll her
clit around in front of her. It was red with blood and surrounded
by pink, glistening flesh. Wang had to admit that, even though she
wasn't gay, it was a gorgeous cunt.

"Come on. Try it. You'll like it a lot. I
promise."

The woman grabbed Wang's hand and pushed her
fingers to her cunt. It was slightly sticky but warm and sort of
comfortable to feel, similar but different - all at the same
time.

"Do you want to kiss me?"

Wang looked up and was caught up in the shape
of the woman's lips.

"I'm not gay."

"Sure. Sure. Hey, I'm not gay either - SUPER
straight and all, right? Still, it's so much nicer kissing a girl
than a guy. Guys are so bad at kissing."

Wang didn't enjoy kissing boys much either.
They didn't know much about kissing. Maybe she could try it: just
once, no more than that, of course.

The woman brought her hands down to Wang's
cheeks and murmured something.

"What?"

"I said, ‘You are so fucking beautiful.' I
bet you are a great kisser."

Wang grinned. She had been told that she was
pretty good.

The woman stroked her face in a way that felt
extra nice.

"I bet you know how to fuck a girl senseless
too."

With that comment left between them, the
woman brought her lips to Wang's. Her lips were beautifully soft
and supple, and for a moment Wang was caught up in their expert
skill as she was drawn down to the bed and the woman lay down on
top of her.

She came to, feeling strange. This was not a
man touching her like this. It was so wrong, but so amazingly soft
and warm too. A man's body could never duplicate the soft curves of
a woman, and this one was just right in all the best ways.

She shook herself. She liked boys, and there
was no way she was going to let some two-bit hussy feel her up when
all she wanted to do was get drunk and chill out.

The woman's hand slipped up under Wang's
dress, and she did a little fluttery thing with her fingers that
sent Wang's back ramrod straight.

A moan emitted from her mouth, and she
struggled to maintain a proper stream of consciousness as the woman
went down to lift aside her skirt and run her tongue over the small
lips of Wang's little pussy.

In all her 18 years of life, she had never
experienced anything like this from any man.

"Stop! I don't want to be gay. If you fuck
me, I'm going to catch the disease and be a homo."

The woman looked up at her from her position
at Wang's fuckhole.

"Trust me, you are not gay. You are just a
little stressed and need


































































cover.jpg





