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Elaine lounged in the bed; her eyes half open
as her mind tried to process the last couple of days. Much of it
was feeling like a blur and if it had been real, she wanted to
ensure that she was processing it all correctly. Wanted to ensure
that her mind could recall every sense of the situations, the fear
when she was alone with the wolf pack, the sensation of being
stretched by a knot, the taste of unicorn cum, and the thrill of
being taken by the dwarf over the bales of hay. As she rolled in
the bed her head came across the still warm pillow of Gramdacs. His
scent filled her nose, sending a reassuring feeling through her
that everything had been real.

The soreness of her lower extremities helped
to reinforce that feeling. Elaine gingerly stretched her legs and
back out as she slipped out from beneath the covers. The room had a
masculine feel to it to no surprise. Complete with an axe resting
upon a pair of pegs on the wall. Otherwise the room was fairly
spartan in nature, just the bare essentials.

A little smile played upon her face when she
found her luggage had already been moved. He’d probably just tell
her it was to make room for another resident but she still liked it
either way. Opening it up, she found a pair of jeans and t-shirt
for the day, keeping anything fancy packed away. She wouldn’t need
it here.

After getting dressed, she headed down to the
bar to grab her cup of coffee to go and take Gramdac out for
another stroll about the property.

The colt from her second day at the site came
trotting over, his eyes bright and eager. He thrust his muzzle
against her chest, nuzzling against her. Elaine let her hand caress
over his cheek while he rubbed against her.

“It would seem you’ve been accepted,” Gramdac
commented, “Otherwise the herd stallion would never let him come
close to you again.”

“Blowjobs open doors, even in the unicorn
world apparently,” she mused as she reached up and scratched around
the base of his horn.

Gramdac cleared his throat quietly at that.
“Yes, it would seem that they do.”

“And if I were to erm…offer another method of
pleasure?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Well, if that’s really
your intentions then there are further erm…customs to
understand.”

“Do tell.”

“You’ll have to satisfy one of the stallions
before you’re allowed to be mounted by this one.”

She coughed a little at the thought of one of
them filling her pussy. Regaining her composure, she glanced at
Gramdac. “I mean sure, a pussy returns to its normal size a little
while after sex, but erm, wouldn’t that leave me a little loose for
his first time?”

“If you were to fuck the stallion, yes. But,
as you said, blowjobs open doors.”

“Phew. I mean,” she bit her lip a bit, “You
know I just realized I never once contemplated if the stallion
would even fit. God I’m such a slut, but it feels so damned
good.”

“You won’t hear any complaints from me. Just
be sure to shower off that unicorn cum before bedtime.”

She snorted. “You know, you’re fairly easy to
please.”

He gave a shrug in response. “I’ve mellowed
in my time here.”

“Or you’ve just mellowed from getting laid
the last couple of days…”

“Hmm. Good point. Better keep at it lest the
grumpy, asshole dwarf returns.” He offered a slight grin. “But
besides, you should understand this is a great honor of sorts. The
herd does not trust treatment of its young ones lightly. The other
day it was more out of trust in me to prevent you from doing the
colt harm than anything else. Mounting you will put it in a further
place of trust of you. Their numbers aren’t large, there are only a
few herds that remain in existence. Unicorns were hunted for their
horns, some for the belief of a magic potion, and some because
others found it pretty and wanted it displayed over their mantle.
Either way when one mounts you, they are putting their legs at risk
and trusting that you will not do something that comes of harm. And
that is also partly why that breeding mount has straps.”
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