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Chapter One

 


“A girl like you comes along oh so
very rarely,” Marten said to her. He was a little older than his
wife, friendly, not at all creepy. He was just starting to develop
crow’s feet in the corners of his eyes and his curly black hair had
the hint of graying at the temples. He claimed his family always
went gray prematurely.

His girlfriend rolled her eyes and said, “Just
call her what she is, a unicorn.” Lexi gave their new friend a
wink. “It’s a compliment.”

“Oh.” There was a nervous bubble
in Bryn’s stomach. She had never done this before and was eager to
jump into the opportunity but she was also a little bit nervous
about it. Marten and Lexi seemed a nice couple and even though they
had made their initial acquaintance on an internet dating website,
it was an unusual moment. Bryn had never slept with another woman
let alone a couple. She wanted to do this; she needed to do this,
but making that final step over the line of what was acceptable in
polite society was proving more difficult than she had anticipated.
“Does it come from My Little Ponies or something like that?”
She took a gulp of her wine.

They were in the bar of the hotel they agreed
to as their in-person meeting place. They had emailed and instant
messaged and Skyped for the past month and now Bryn was trying to
work up the courage to go the rest of the way. She wanted a dose of
liquid courage to help her, but didn’t want to get so stinking
drunk she was like a sorority girl running topless through the frat
party who passes out in a stranger’s bed. It was a fine balancing
act; especially when she factored in the use of alcohol as an
aphrodisiac.

Marten laughed at her. “No, nothing like
that…though I’m sure someone has glued a spiral horn on some ponies
to make sexy unicorns.”

It was Lexi who explained. “You are so
exceptionally rare that your existence is more rumor than
fact.”

That made Bryn giggle…and that made her decide
to put down the wine. She had more than enough. “What?”

“You are a fantasy, unreal. You’re
beautiful, young, sexy, apparently willing, an unattached woman
eager to have some no strings attached sex with a couple you barely
know. That is the modern definition of a unicorn.”

The definition made Bryn blush a bit. “You
think I’m beautiful?” While she knew she wasn’t ugly and always
tried to make a presentable appearance Bryn never really considered
herself beautiful. Her incisors were slightly crooked, her left
breast was larger than her right, there were scars on her knees
from too many summer days playing the tomboy, she didn’t wear
enough makeup and purchased clothing based more on comfort than
style. Her one concession was her long red hair that she
customarily wore back in a ponytail…except for tonight.

“Yes,” Lexi said reaching out a
little overly-familiar to brush back a stray strand of that red
hair and then rested her hand on Bryn’s thigh. Bryn inhaled sharply
but didn’t ask her to move her hand away. She wanted to elsewhere
on her body.

“Oh. Wow.”

Lexi leaned in a bit. “I’d like to kiss you
right here, right now.”

“Oh, no. I couldn’t do that,” Bryn
said pulling back a tiny fraction. “…but I’d like to do it upstairs
with you.”

She was lightheaded on their short journey up
to the room the couple had already booked for the night. Bryn all
but swooned when Lexi took her hand and held it on the elevator
ride up to the fifth floor. The people who were waiting to get on
the elevator certainly noted the two women holding hand on their
way out, but said nothing. Maybe they were puzzled. Maybe they
didn’t notice. Maybe they were confused by the presence of the man
with the women. Maybe it was upstate New York and it was impolite
to say anything about one’s private behavior—even out in
public.

Once they were in the room Lexi pushed Bryn up
against the wall and kissed her with an uninhibited ferocity. Bryn
kissed back with equal intensity. The two women pulled at each
other’s clothes, stripping their garments away to get to their soft
skin beneath. Bryn had long been confused and worried about her
sexuality—too many thoughts about having sex with too many
women—but once she actually kissed a person of the same gender she
quickly set aside all her previous concerns. It was just kissing—a
prelude to sex—but did it really matter if the lips were attached
to a man or a woman?

In the few moments after they entered the room
and before they collapsed onto the bed Bryn lost track of Marten.
She didn’t care. She was too consumed with Lexi who was now on top
of her, kissing her face and neck. The older woman’s breasts
pressed into her own, Bryn’s skin slid across Lexi’s. She was so
much softer and smoother than a man. That was wonderful. It was
easy for her to decide that there was nothing wrong with making
love to a woman.

She slid her hands down Lexi’s body, searching
for her pussy. Somehow Lexi had managed to keep her panties on even
though Bryn was completely naked. That was okay too. Bryn was
completely at ease in the moment. She was anticipating what was
going to happen next but she wanted the couple to take the lead.
She wanted to be used even though they told her she could stop at
any time and walk out the door.

She didn’t want to stop. She wanted
more.

Lexi kissed her way down Bryn’s body, pausing
for a minute at the redhead’s breasts to nip at the sensitive
little buds topping her tits. Bryn yelped at the slight infliction
of pain, but then Lexi was already moving on, burrowing her tongue
into Bryn’s bellybutton, and then kissing her way down between her
legs.

Bryn knew what was expected of her and she
happily complied, opening her thighs and exposing her pussy for the
older woman.

“You are eager,” Lexi said
breathlessly.

“Uh-huh.”

“She doesn’t shave,” Marten said
from his position on the other bed. He was sitting down and
watching them. Bryn didn’t blame him. Most men would be happy to
have a lesbian sex show right in front on their eyes; Marten was no
exception. His shirt was unbuttoned but that was the extent of his
disrobing.

“I do,” Bryn insisted.

“He means you leave behind a good
patch of hair,” Lexi told her. “That’s good. Proves you’re a real
redhead.”

Bryn looked down at the carefully shaped
triangle of copper-colored hair at the top of her slit. She
wondered how Lexi styled her pubes, and then lost all train of
thought as Lexi lowered her face to Bryn’s pussy. The redhead
sighed and trembled. Lexi’s tongue found Bryn’s clit and the
redhead rested her hands on top of Lexi’s head. Her black hair was
straight and smooth. It felt lovely under Bryn’s
fingertips.

There was too much pent-up demand and stress
on Bryn’s body. She let go of Lexi’s head and clawed at the bed
sheets, bucked up hips and down, wailed a keening cry, trying to
hold back her body, but Lexi’s tongue and lips were too strong, too
experienced, too insistent on Bryn’s young pussy. She came hard
with a unladylike groan, squeezing her thighs around Lexi’s head.
Though Bryn had heard of squirting she had never done it and still
didn’t do it even with Lexi’s excellent cunnilingus technique, but
she could feel that her body want to do something more with
her orgasm.

“Satisfied?” Lexi asked her with a
bemused grin on her face. She was still between Bryn’s legs as the
redhead came down from her climax. Her lips and cheeks here wet
with Bryn’s moisture and she felt no shame at having marked her new
lover in that way.

“No,” Bryn gasped. “Not yet. But
maybe you’ll finish me up tonight.”

“Maybe,” Lexi teased as she placed
an index fingertip on Bryn’s tingling clit. She shivered at the
touch. “But first it’s your turn to help me out.”

“You want me to go down on you?”
Bryn asked knowing that was exactly what Lexi wanted.

“Of course. I can’t let Marten
mount either of us until I know we are both well lubricated.” She
got up on her hands and knees, crawled up the bed, lay down next to
Bryn, and kissed her. Bryn tasted her pussy on Lexi’s lips. “Go
down on me like a good girl.”

Bryn didn’t need any instruction beyond that
simple sentence. Her initial orgasm, instead of sating her had
instead inflamed her desire. Putting her face in another woman’s
sex had never been something she had seriously considered before
her desires had gotten the better of her, but doing this simple act
now was something she had to do if for no other reason than
to prove to herself that she was more than just some little girl
lost, not understanding her desires.

Lexi was still wearing a pair of purple
panties. They were lacy and cut low on her hips while also letting
the edges of her ass cheeks hang out ever so slightly. It was an
act of compassion for Bryn to tug them off the other woman. She
wasn’t the least bit surprised to see that Lexi had carefully
removed every trace of her pubic hair. It was easy to understand
from their previous conversations that Lexi considered herself to
be a sexual creature and reveled in that role. What did surprise
Bryn was the tattoo where Lexi’s pubes would be.

It was a complex red flower, mostly done in
outline with some black highlights. She lowered her face and kissed
the tattoo and was astonished when her lips touched the artwork.
The lines of the tattoo were literally raised up off Lexi’s
skin.

“Is this a tattoo?” she asked as
she marveled at the image emblazoned on her lover’s
pussy.

Lexi smiled down at the younger woman. “Yeah,
you can say that.”

“But…I can feel it
too.”

“It’s a special tat. Let’s call it
a piece of three dimensional body art.”

Bryn grinned and rolled her shoulders. “Sure,
why not?” She kissed the flower one more time. “Literal flower
above the figurative flower,” she commented and went the rest of
the way down on Lexi. Tasting another woman was exciting. It was
the first time Bryn had ever seen another woman’s pussy up close
and personal. It wasn’t all that different from her own. It was
beautiful in its own way, just upside down from her usual
perspective. Her labia and clit and inner lips were dark red and
completely hairless—Bryn decided Lexi must wax and not shave—and
they tasted musky and slightly sour, but exuded an exciting scent
that kept Bryn kissing and licking at the older woman.

“Should I fuck her now?” Marten
asked. His voice came from behind Bryn. She realized her ass was up
in the air and must have been inviting to him. She didn’t bother to
look up from Lexi’s pussy; she was too engrossed in what she was
already doing.

“No, not yet. Don’t distract her.”
Lexi’s voice was supremely calm. Bryn started to worry that she was
a lousy lesbian lover and what she was doing to Lexi




















cover.jpg
THE UNICORN CURSE

"I ,

LBy Grace ViLmonT [§





