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Eric’s hand shook slightly as he lifted the tall, paper coffee cup to his lips. The mid-afternoon sun floated in and out from behind clouds as it shone warmly across the open pavement just outside Ceremony Coffee Roasters. Eric sipped at the cup as an elderly couple chatted warmly at another table nearby him and a nervous looking young man madly typed away at something on a laptop across the way. Regret instantly filled Eric’s tongue as the boiling hot liquid filled his mouth causing him to spit it back into the cup hastily as he wiped his mouth wishing he had exercised the patience to wait for his mocha latte to cool before trying to drink it. “Idiot” He muttered to himself angrily as seagulls floating overhead. They seemed to squawk at him in laughter as they floated along the Baltimore sea breeze.

A young woman with messy brown hair that had been pulled hastily back into what appeared to be an attempt at a bun, but had fallen through to be some mish-mash of a bun and a pony tail, suddenly stepped up to the table taking a seat across from him setting down a manila folder with some documents in it along with her own cup. Eric blinked at her in surprise as she stared back at him.

“Sorry…uh… miss. I don’t mean to be rude, but I am expecting to meet someone.” Eric fumbled over his words as he muttered this out to the girl. His eyes glanced over her as he spoke. He quickly took in her purple sweater with two faint bumps vaguely indicating the location of her breasts as well as the disappointingly slight curvature of her hips in the heavy old blue jeans she wore. Eric’s eyes soon went back to her face having satisfied himself that her body, well covered in the everyday, practical clothing of normal women, held nothing of significant enjoyment for his eyes to behold.

“Are you Eric Mann?” she asked flatly.

He grimaced and asked “how do you know my name?”

“You came to meet…” She cleared her throat and continued more softly with a slight grimace to her face “Sexicorn-sixty-nine. Correct?”

Eric stared at her, and his heart pounded in fear as he replied, “Umm… maybe?”

He had heard of sting operations before and dread filled his heart that the woman sitting across the table from him would flash a badge and a pair of handcuffs. He pretended to sip his coffee saying, “Sorry, I don’t know who-”

“She’s agreed to meet with you for a solo session.” The young woman replied.

Eric put down his coffee and looked at her closely.

“You… you…” He leaned in and asked, “are you like… her… manager or something?”

The woman’s left eye twitched lightly before she replied “In a manner of speaking. I depend on Sexicorn for my income.”

Eric looked off distantly for a moment before sighing and saying “yeah, of course.” He shook his head saying “That makes sense. Sorry, I just had this idea that Sexicorn would come meet me here, but… nah, that’s ridiculous. Of course, in real life she would have a manager and stuff.  She probably has an entire team on staff.”

Eric frowned lightly as he stared down at his coffee. He contemplated all the things he had expected for the day and started to appreciate just how ridiculous they really were.

“No, just me.” The young woman replied.

Eric nodded saying, “I am glad someone came out to meet me. I was afraid that this whole thing would be a ridiculous goose chase or, even worse, I would get attacked and robbed by like five dudes or something. You know what they say about meeting people from the internet.”

“I am very aware of that.” The woman replied.

Eric pursed his lips as he looked back at her and the woman continued, “before we, er… Sexicorn-sixty-nine and you can have the session, I need to ask a few questions and get some logistics and details taken care of. Is that okay with you?”

Eric nodded saying, “yeah, of course. I’m happy to answer whatever you want to know.”

The woman nodded. Her face remained flat as she reached into the envelope withdrawing a piece of paper printed with a series of crude photos of scantily clad women covered with comic-sans font phone-numbers. She continued, “the session you have requested is very expensive and there will be extremely strict limitations on what you can and cannot do during the session. More sexually pleasing experiences can be had at Linthicum heights, which isn’t too far away. They have a wide variety of ages, sizes, races, and ethnic backgrounds of women available who can provide a significantly better sexual experience for a fraction of the price you would be paying to have a session with Sexicorn. If you would like, I would be happy to help arrange for an experience with one, or multiple if you like, of these girls. They offer everything ranging across bondage experiences, rim-jobs, blow jobs, spankings, submissives, anal sex, scat-”

“Um…” Eric cut her off. He gritted his teeth and said, “I’m not… uh… just looking for…well… just sex.”

Her soft brown eyes seemed to drill into his soul as she stared at him. He continued staring down at his coffee, “It’s just, well…ugg…sorry… I don’t know how to explain this to a woman.”

“One does not last long in this industry if they are squeamish, Mr. Mann. You can tell me anything.”

Eric swallowed hard and frowned as he continued, “You probably think I’m some pervert for saying this, but Sexicorn-sixty-nine has been a part of my life for several years now. There wasn’t a single girl in high school who would so much as give me the time of day, but Sexicorn was always there for me. I’ll never forget my Junior year, when I finally worked up the nerve to try asking Brittany out to prom during lunch. I’ll never forget the way she looked into my eyes as she called me a ‘nobody’ and poured an entire carton of milk over my head as the whole cafeteria laughed at me.”

Eric looked up at the woman across from him trying to gauge any reaction to the story so far, but gained little from her tight-drawn, professional expression. He continued, “I didn’t have a change of clothes that day so I spent the last half smelling more and more like rancid milk as I snuck my way through my classes trying to sit as far away from other kids as possible. After school, I went home and showered just in time to see Sexicorn had uploaded a new video. I watched it and she told me she was happy to see me. I mean, I know she was just talking to a camera or whatever but…well… hearing a girl say that she was happy to see me after what I had just been through, I… well…I cried.”

Eric blew out a sigh and continued, “part of the reason I want to have this session with Sexicorn is, well, yes, the sex obviously, but also I want to thank her. Sexicorn was with me when no other girl would be. She got me through some very dark times in my life. I want to let her know how much she helped me in my life.” Eric shuddered lightly and stared down at his coffee as he continued, “god, that sounds so pathetic. I’m sorry to bore you with this. You probably have more important things to do than listen to how much of a loser I am.”

Silence greeted him for a second and he looked up to see the woman’s lower lip quivering as her eyes almost glistened on the edge of tears. Her hand shook as she said, “thank you for telling me about this. I just need to collect myself. Sometimes being part of…uh… Sexicorn’s staff means I don’t really get to know the whole extent of who all sees the videos and the impact that they have on their lives.” She suddenly reached across the table and placed a small hand on top of his. Eric looked down at it and back up at her as she spoke intimately, “I’m glad that one of the videos that… um… we prepared was able to help you.”

Eric smiled at her sadly as she withdrew her hand awkwardly back to the envelope.

“Thanks for not making fun of me for needing it.”

“I do have some forms you’ll need to sign in order to have the session. I assume you have the money, correct? Cash only, of course. No credit cards, checks, or anything else will be accepted.”

Eric nodded and reached into his pocket pulling out two white envelopes. He glanced around nervously as he opened it showing it to the woman and thumbing through the bills inside briefly. Her shoulders seemed to rise quickly as she tensed. Her hand made an ever-so-subtle flinch towards the envelope, but she restrained it with great effort.

“Yes, full payment broken up in half increments. All in twenties, exactly as we discussed” Eric said, quietly.

“Excellent.”
 

“Should I pay you… now? Or how does this work?” Eric asked.

The woman gulped lightly but held her professional demeanor as she continued, “Not until we’ve signed the forms. You need to know exactly what you are getting into before committing.”

She slid over a clean, legal document across the table to him. It sat incongruously alongside the hooker advertisement she had pulled out earlier. “Non-disclosure agreement. This one is critically important. Read it very carefully.” Eric thumbed through the document asking, “non-disclosure? What does that mean?”

“As part of this you will know where my…er… Sexicorn’s… uh… studio is located. Any attempt to reveal the studio location or other personal details of Sexicorn will have severe legal consequences.”

“Oh, yeah, I guess you guys wouldn’t like me doing that.”

“It’s absolutely necessary. Safety is a paramount concern and I assure you that, given her occupation, Sexicorn has received several death-threats in the past. Given what you’ve told me…” The woman swallowed hard and continued, “I assume you don’t want to do anything to cause Sexicorn to get hurt.”

“Of course not.” Eric said as he scribbled his name and date at the bottom of the document.

She quickly took it from him and slid over another document saying, “this is a consent to be filmed.”

“Huh?”
 

“The session will be recorded. Don’t worry, it specifies here in paragraph two subsection ‘A’ that your face will be either cropped or digitally edited to protect your identity, should you elect to request this by checking the box.”

“Oh… I…uh…” Eric stammered as he fumbled his way across the document. He cleared his throat and said, “I thought this was going to be a private session.”

“It is. Well… private, but on camera. Don’t worry, like I said you will be edited out.”

Eric scribbled his name across the bottom and checked the box.

“Okay, excellent. The last document here is extremely important. Are you familiar with that fifty-shades movie from a few years ago?”

Eric shrugged. He had not seen it but he definitely had heard about it. The woman continued, “well, think of that document but in reverse. Listed here are all allowed and disallowed sexual activities. Now, this is important…” The woman shuffled the hookers ad up alongside the form saying “if you want to do these specified activities I can happily arrange for you to be experiencing them in less than a half an hour with your choice of woman. Looks like they have black, Asian, white, Hispanic… well… you get to pick the ethnicity and also what you want to do to her.”

“Wait. I thought I was allowed to have sex with Sexicorn as part of this?”

The woman nodded saying, “Oral and vaginal only. No anal, no bondage, no group, no scat, no sadomasochism, no dolcett, no CBT, no...well, the whole list is here. If you want to do any of that, there is this rather lovely Asian girl here who advertises her services for BDSM. She’s really pretty and looks like she screams incredibly loud. I bet you would have a wonderful time whipping her ass before fucking it. This other one advertises that she’s guaranteed to pass out from pain during every session. That would be nice, right? A sweet little girl completely unconscious and helpless to protect herself from your manly domination. Look at how cute and small she is…”

“What are you doing?” Eric asked with a disgusted look on his face.

“What do you mean?” the woman asked blankly.

“What’s with all the bondage-hooker stuff?”

The woman blinked at him and replied, “I just want you to fully understand all of your options and make an informed decision. That is all.”

She nodded towards his pocket saying, “you have more than enough money to hire women who can provide you with experiences that Sexicorn simply will not.”

Eric swallowed hard saying “I’m not looking to just hire some hooker. I already explained, I want to be with Sexicorn.” He pointed towards the document saying, “I’m fine abiding by these rules. I’m not interested in hurting Sexicorn or doing anything extreme with her. If anything, well…” Eric trailed off.

“Well, what?” The woman prompted.

“It would be my…uh… first time. With a girl, for real, that is. I…” He sighed and stared down at his coffee.

“You’re a virgin?” The woman asked.

Eric frowned and nodded saying “yeah. Pathetic, right? Nineteen years old and still a virgin. Sorry, I’m probably a big letdown. I don’t know if Sexicorn will even want to film me. I doubt I’ll actually be any good at sex. I just hope she’s nice enough to not get angry at me for being so much less experienced than she is. She always seems so nice on camera, so I’m hoping she won’t be too mad at me for being a virgin. She probably won’t see it this way but, for me, it kind of makes it more special. Kind of like sacrificing my virginity at the altar of a goddess. That’s why I really just want Sexicorn to take my virginity, not some street-walker from Linthicum heights. I don’t need to do anything extreme or bizarre to her. If anything, my life will feel complete even just getting the once-in-a-lifetime chance to be with her. It’s almost like…”

Eric stared off for a while before continuing, “I suppose it’s like visiting a national monument or meeting a celebrity, you know. Like a real, you-never-get-to-do-this type thing. Even now, I can’t believe this is real and is happening. It wouldn’t happen, either, except for she suddenly decided to open up to the possibility of these kinds of sessions and I finally have a job which pays enough for me to afford this. Well, mostly afford this. I’ll be eating potatoes for the rest of the month in order to make rent, but it will be worth it for a chance to meet Sexicorn.”

Eric looked back at the woman and witnessed a strange affliction seemingly cross her face. Her countenance belayed a series of emotions in rapid succession while her face reddened. “Are…you… okay?” Eric asked her. She shook her head and said, “Yes, fine, of course. Okay, you have passed.”

“Passed?”

“Part of my job is to ensure Sexicorn’s security, Mr. Mann, and I take that job extremely seriously. If you were the kind of man who wanted to hurt a woman or just needed a quick and abusive fuck, you would have taken me up on the offer for the hookers. It is a legit offer, after all. These women do exist, and their services are highly rated.”

Eric chuckled saying, “I get it. you don’t have to try selling me on the hookers anymore. You’re trying to screen out the kind of men who would hurt Sexicorn and redirect them somewhere else instead.”

He gestured towards her saying, “that’s really smart. You’re a good manager.”

The woman smiled lightly at this and gestured towards the document saying, “sign here, please.”

She tapped the files together collecting them all back into the envelope as Eric sipped at his mocha latte. “Everything is in order. You can give me the first half of the money now.” She said holding out her hand. Eric looked at it quietly and put down his drink, “yes, of course.” He fished one of the envelopes out from his pocket and sullenly handed it over.

Her demeanor suddenly broke as she said “Eric.”

He glanced at her and she smiled at him warmly as she continued, “cheer up. Tonight, you will actually be inside of Sexicorn-sixty-nine.”

Her voice turned hopeful as she continued, “that’s exciting, right?”

“It is.” Eric admitted with a nod of his head.

“Just be at this address at six pm sharp. If you can, I suggest taking it easy this afternoon. You have a very long and very pleasurable night ahead of you.” The woman said handing over a small card with nothing, but a street and apartment number listed on it.

“Thanks.”
 

The woman made as if to get up to leave, but stopped herself short as she turned towards Eric and said, “one last question. Do you think I’m pretty?”

Eric stared at her with a puzzled stare. He twisted up his lips and said, “oh, that’s a tough one.”

“It is?” The woman asked, with a visibly pained expression on her face.

“If I say ‘yes,’ then maybe you’ll exclude me out from meeting Sexicorn, because I was hitting on you, but if I say ‘no’ then maybe that means I don’t have a normal attraction to women, and you would kick me out then. Shit. I’m truly sorry. I don’t know the right answer to this one.”

“It’s not a screening question.” The woman replied. Her face reddened slightly as she briefly gritted her teeth in embarrassment before continuing, “I was just… curious… what you thought of me.”

“Oh, you look fine. You look… normal, I guess. I’m…”

Her glare spoke volumes.

He sighed and said “…not very good at talking to women. Sorry, I didn’t mean to insult you.”

“I understand.” The woman said sadly.

She pursed her lips and continued, “I suppose I do look rather normal.”

As she turned to leave, he said, “you are a good person, though.” She glanced back at him. He said, “You came out to meet with some stranger who could have been very dangerous to you, and you did it to protect Sexicorn. I can tell you care very deeply about her.  As one of her fans, I’m glad she has such a loyal and dedicated manager, protecting her. Thank you for that. Honestly. I appreciate it.”

The woman gave a small, sad smile as she said “you’re welcome” before turning heel and walking away.

Her feet ached painfully as the worn-out flats she wore clacked against the pavement. She muttered angrily to herself as she walked, “god damn it. What the fuck is wrong with you?” She looked down at the empty coffee cup in her hand. Mercifully, the guy she had just met had been too distracted with dreams of Sexicorn to notice that she had never taken a single sip from it. She put it back in the same trash can that she had just pulled it out from before approaching the table. As she watched the empty and useless cup clatter down into the black plastic bag, she couldn’t help but feel a disgusting sensation of kindred spirit with the piece of trash that had temporarily served as a prop for her impromptu act. She sighed as she watched it fall and drank in her own bitter rebuke whispering, “why did you even ask that stupid question? you know no man would ever want a pathetic, ‘normal’ girl like you.”

Still, she looked up into the sky and sighed contemplating the man she had just met. Piercing blue eyes, dark shlock of jet-black hair, cool, pale skin. And the smile he gave when he talked about Sexicorn… oh… that smile was dangerous. If he only had the confidence in himself to share that smile a bit more, the girls sure as hell wouldn’t have been pouring milk on his head at high school. He also had an endearing, albeit clumsy quality about him which felt disarmingly genuine. She also couldn’t quite get his little speech about her being a good person out of her head. She opened her eyes and watched as the sun beat down on the trash-strewn alleyway before her.

Fantasies.

She was supposed to be the one that sold them, not succumbed to them herself. She frowned as she continued walking along the hard streets back to her squalid and overpriced apartment muttering, “stop being stupid. He loves Sexicorn, not you.”

Eric checked the card and looked at the building then back to the card then his phone and back at the card again…

The address was here…but…

This was no place for a goddess.

The tawdry, low-rent apartment complex bore cheap grey siding and a near post-soviet union aesthetic. Climbing the stairs did not add confidence to Eric’s heart nor did traversing the hallway bearing cheap, stained carpeting dimly lit by the flickering overhead fluorescent lights. Eric’s hand trembled lightly as he knocked on the heavy, faux wood door, feeling increasingly convinced he had made a horrible mistake and had just been robbed.

The door swung open on his second knock and his mouth swung open. Sexicorn-sixty-nine, in her trademarked green wig, stood before him. She wore a bright pink, spaghetti strapped blouse through which her perky little nipples protruded slightly. A stretchy pair of tight-fitting spandex shorts hugged close against her perfectly rounded thighs. Eric’s eyes trailed down along the same, perfectly smooth and deliciously pale legs he had stared at so many times before on a screen to her cute little bare feet which trembled with slight impatience on the floor. He looked back up at her face. Dark mascara lined her eyes with one eye bearing pink and the other lime-green eyeshadow that cut outward at dramatic angles from her eyes. Her cheeks sparkled with glitter as her perfectly cute little nose crinkled with her smile of excitement.

“Sexicorn.” Eric gasped in surprise.

“I’m so happy to see you, Eric.” She replied, sweetly.

He nearly fell to his knees in adoration. That one sentence alone was worth the fucking money. She gestured for him to come in and he floated through her doorway as if propelled along by a dream.

“I can’t believe it’s really you!” Eric muttered in stunned amazement. To his slight surprise, she looked up at him with a glittering smile. For some reason, he had assumed she would be taller, but he remembered that he had never truly seen her at a camera angle above the height of her crotch.

“Believe it. It’s me.” She replied.

He looked across the room seeing first and foremost the famous king-sized bed that he had seen in so many videos. It bore black covers decorated with oversized, red hearts. A set of white-board shelves protruded from the wall above it bearing a plethora of brightly colored dildos and sex toys along with custom-printed “Sexicorn69” branded panties, bras, and socks which served as the available merch that could be purchased online with the expressed guaranteed that each item of clothing had been worn by Sexicorn herself.  Eric smiled contemplating how he had one of these sweet-scented souvenirs back at his own apartment.

The bed and the shelves he recognized, but several items he did not. The bed sat in a seeming forest of tripods mounted to ring-light stands holding cell phones. Alongside it stood a cheap-looking desk on top of which sat a couple of laptops connected by wires to the forest of stands. Next to the desk stood a set of bookshelves overflowing with cat ears, unicorn horns, stockings, lingerie, some of the larger sex toys, an entire shelf dedicated to a surprisingly comprehensive assortment of butt-plugs, along with other tools of the sexual trade.

“It’s such an honor to be…” Eric turned and looked at the rest of the apartment. He recognized the scroll-backed black metal chair that Sexicorn had used for a burlesque dance routine during one of her shows a few months back, but he did not recognize the stack of empty ramen boxes sitting on top of that holy throne of sexuality. Next to the chair sat an overflowing trashcan filled with food wrappers and empty energy drink cans.

“…here?” Eric said as he scowled in confusion. Sexicorn gave a dismissive wave saying, “you’re a little bit early. I’m still setting up for filming. Feel free to make yourself at home while you wait.”

He stepped further into the apartment as she quickly stepped over to the pair of laptops on the desk and began typing away at something and clicking through several options. Save for the bed and filmography equipment, the apartment looked disturbingly unfurnished. Down a short hallway he saw an air mattress sitting on the floor of the actual bedroom of the apartment. Someone had duct-taped flattened cardboard, printed with ramen noodle ingredients, over the one and only window in the room. Slightly further he saw a cluttered and messy kitchen as he stepped towards it, his foot struck something on the floor. He looked down to briefly glance at a framed diploma which sat on the ground.

“oh… don’t…uh…” he heard Sexicorn call from the computers. She waved towards him saying, “yeah, there’s nothing over there. Here, you can come have a seat on my bed. I’m almost ready.”

“I’m surprised it’s not your manager handling the filming.” Eric said as he weaved his way through the forest of ring-lights and cameras. “Hey, she’s great by the way. You should give her like a raise or something. I’ve never met an employee before who is so dedicated and protective. She really gave me the third degree. Don’t worry, she made sure, I won’t tell anyone where this place is and I’m not like some psycho who will hurt you. I bet you feel much safer with her protecting you. I didn’t quite catch her name, though.” Sexicorn swallowed hard and frowned at his words.

“What? Is something wrong?” Eric asked.

Sexicorn sighed and looked across the top of the laptops at him.

“I don’t have a manager.” She said flatly.

“Huh?”

“Did she look familiar to you at all?” Sexicorn asked.

Eric shook his head. Sexicorn pursed her lips and balled up the green wig with her hand holding it back from her face. She looked directly at him and said, “look closely.” She gestured towards her face asking, “did my manager look familiar to you at all? Imagine all the makeup and wig gone.”

Eric blinked and squinted, “it was… you?”

Sexicorn released the wig letting it fall back into place as she said “sorry for tricking you. I had to make sure you weren’t some nut-job who would murder me before revealing myself.”

Eric groaned, “I can’t believe I couldn’t tell. I am so sorry. You must think I’m the biggest idiot on the planet.”

Sexicorn shook her head letting her green hair splay about as she replied, “Not really. I just feel safer knowing that my disguise works.”

Eric hung his head and continued, “Oh, shit, and all the stuff I told her.”

Sexicorn smiled and returned to typing as she said, “what you said was very sweet. I’m sorry about that girl in high school pouring milk on you, but I am glad that I was able to help, even if I had no idea that I had done so. Talking with you really helped confirm that having this session with you was a good idea. I honestly felt terrified about meeting a fan in person, but…” She looked closely at him and said, “After we spoke, I knew that I would be safe with you. That’s very important for me, Eric.”

Eric smiled back but sighed saying, “and... now you know I’m a loser virgin as well.”

Sexicorn stared at him for a while.

“I’m a virgin too.”

“What? No way! I call bullshit! I’ve seen you have sex dozens of times on film.”

“Yeah, point-of-view angle, right?” Sexicorn said. She grabbed up an aJDustable metal rod with a realistic looking penis-shaped dildo on it. She used the penis to point at the cameras saying “mounts easily right under the camera. When I say I’m a virgin, I’m not counting silicone toys. That you’ve seen plenty of.” She sighed and continued working on the computer as she muttered, “that is something all of my followers have seen plenty of and they are getting bored.”

“But, I mean, as popular as you are, surely you’ve had a boyfriend before?” Eric asked. Sexicorn twisted her lips and blew out a breath as she said, “if you ever meet a guy who doesn’t mind his girlfriend showing off her pussy to half the world-wide-web, you let me know. I’m not holding my breath to meet one of those. Besides, you said it yourself…” She gestured towards her face as she continued, “without the wig, I’m just normal looking.”

“I’m sorry about that. I really didn’t mean to insult you.”

“You don’t have to apologize for telling the truth. I also believe you on the virgin thing. That’s why I’m skipping the rapid HIV test kit, which I was originally planning to use. I mean, we could, but it takes like forty minutes, and I want to maximize the use of our time.”

Eric shook his head saying, “I don’t have HIV. Thinking of, uhh… stuff. I’m, uh… not going to get you pregnant, right?” Sexicorn swallowed hard and stared at him. Eric gritted his teeth and said, “I mean, I don’t want to…” He sighed and said, “I should have brought condoms. I was so stupid.” Sexicorn shook her head and said, “just as well you didn’t. There’s no condoms allowed for this session. They stick out on film and viewers hate them. I am prepared to handle the pregnancy issue.” She tapped her fingers on a circular pack bearing a series of hormone pills saying, “you won’t get me pregnant tonight.”

Eric nodded and turned back to look down at the length of the bed. The forest of cameras and lights pointed directly at him felt ominous and threatening. A cold shudder flowed through his shoulders.

“You doing, okay?” Sexicorn asked.

“Yeah, just… I don’t know. Nervous, I guess.”

“Excited?”

“A little.”
 

“A little?” Sexicorn asked, with a hurt tone to her voice.

Eric looked over at her. She cringed lightly and said, “I know, I know. Logistics isn’t sexy. Just, please, trust me. You will get to raw dog the shit out of Sexicorn-sixty-nine tonight. And I mean all night. She will be your sexual plaything to live out your fantasies with. You can do with her whatever you want, within the boundaries we discussed earlier but still, that’s a wide buffet of fantasies to partake from.” She gestured towards the shelves saying, “you paid for a fully customizable experience. This is just my initial starting costume, but you can choose what you want Sexicorn to wear. We’ve got everything. Crotchless panties, cage-bras, lace-stockings, fox-tails, cat-ears, playboy bunny costume, leather corset… there’s even a light-up butt-plug you can put inside her, if you like doing it with a girl whose ass glows. You can do whatever you want with her. She’s your sex-toy to fuck as hard as you like and in any position you want.”

“But… will you be okay?” Eric asked, staring at her empathetically.

Sexicorn blinked at him in surprise at the question.  She swallowed hard and said, “she… er… I’ll…I’ll be fine. As long as you obey the boundaries we set earlier, everything else is on the table.” She sighed and said “Eric, this is what I do. You’ve seen my videos. I’ll be fine.”

Eric nodded saying “yeah, you’re right. I shouldn’t worry.”

“I kind of do hope you pick out some of the fantasy stuff, by the way.” Sexicorn said.

“Really?”

“Yeah, it would make for great footage.”

“You’re really obsessed with that, aren’t you?”

“What can I say?” She stood up from the computer and walked over to stand beside him as he sat on the bed looking up into her face “I’m a cam-girl.” He smiled at her warmly. She placed her hand on his shoulder. He looked down at the ethereal appendage, with each fingertip painted alternating shades of green and pink. For the first time in his life, the woman of his dreams had made physical contact with him. His eyes widened at the feeling of her warm hand pressed against his shoulder even through his light-blue, button-up shirt. Somehow, the sensation simultaneously felt magical and natural. Part of him half expected her hand to pass through him in a digital dream of networking cloud but the fingers which touched him belonged to a very real and very living young woman. She said, “Last question, and after this I swear, we’ll get to fucking. Would you like some music playing while we have sex?”

“Uh, sure… you mean, like the Weeknd, Rihanna, Doja Cat… I mean, they all have some pretty sexy songs.”
 

Her face contorted in shock and abject horror, “Are you insane?”

“What? What did I do?”

“I’ll get DMCA’d!” Sexicorn hissed out in terror.

“Oh, no, I uhh… I don’t even know the DMCA sex move, but I wouldn’t plan to do that to you tonight. I’m sure it’s on your do not do list.”

Sexicorn huffed and shook her head with a chuckle saying, “No, Eric… DMCA, it’s a copyright infringement. Any song by a major artist would get me in big legal trouble.” She let go of his shoulder and stepped back over to the laptop clicking through a few buttons saying “you would like music though, right?”

“Umm… sure.”

Soft, non-descript poppy-jazz played lightly in the background as Sexicorn said, “there we go” Eric squinted and said, “I recognize this music from your videos.” Sexicorn nodded saying, “My standard playlist pulled from Bensound, Pixabay, and Wikimedia commons. It will just go on a long, infinite loop.”

She gestured for him to stand up as she stepped in close to him. She glanced back at the laptop screen making sure they were in frame as she whispered “perfect.” She looked back up at him with an anticipatory smile on her face “Okay, I’ll be calling you J.D.”

“J.D.?”

“Short for Jon Doe, unless you want me screaming out your real name mid-orgasm on camera?”

“oh, yeah, J.D. is fine.”

“Excellent. I have cameras covering every angle… and… uh… oh, yes. The wig…” Sexicorn reached up and grabbed hold of her green hair balling it up in her hand and tugging on it a bit “Don’t worry about accidentally pulling it off. I have it attached really well. You can just think of it as being like my own hair. You can ball it up in your fist and shove me down onto my knees so that I’m at the right height for you to face-fuck with your cock.”

“I thought I wasn’t allowed to do BDSM stuff.”

Sexicorn shook her head as she said, “What I meant by that is no whips and chains. No heavy bondage stuff. You can totally push me around and dominate me.” Eric gritted his teeth in concern, but Sexicorn continued, “if you need inspiration, think of it this way. I poured milk on your head. This started a fight between us, and I lost. Now you need to punish and humiliate me so badly that I will never pick on you again. You’ve seen enough of my videos to know how flexible I am. You can really stretch me out if you like. Just, no actual punching or kicking, of course. This could really take us to some pretty exciting places like…” She gestured towards the bed saying, “You could shove my chest down into the bedcovers and pull my hips up so you could fuck me from behind doggy-style. Then, you could grab my hair and pull it hard forcing my head back so that I helplessly look into the camera while you pound my ass from behind.” Sexicorn stopped as her face brightened, and she began panting slightly in excitement. A smile spread across her face as she whispered breathily “I could cry a little bit and let my mascara run while I’m like that. Oh my god… that would be incredible footage.”

“Would it be okay if I kissed you?”

Sexicorn blinked and looked up at Eric in surprise.

“Huh?”

Eric licked his lips and said “I…uh… didn’t see kissing on either side of your list. Either allowed or not allowed, so I wasn’t sure if it was allowed or not.”

Sexicorn looked off thoughtfully for a second before looking back up at him saying, “um… yeah. Kissing would be allowed.”

“Can I kiss you now?”

Sexicorn chuckled and said, “you probably should. I talk a lot when I’m nervous. You’ll need to shut me up or I’ll spend all night blabbering about filmography.”

Eric placed warm hands on her shoulders to brace her as he knelt in and tilted his head to the side. Their lips touched sweetly. He smelled her delicious, floral perfume as he tasted the faint residue of salty chicken ramen on her breath. She opened her mouth invitingly and he gently invaded with his tongue as she leaned in close to him pressing her warm, soft body across his chest. She wrapped her arms lovingly around his waist and pulled him in close. Eric groaned as the sensitive bulge in his slacks compressed warmly against her abdomen as she pressed her hips longingly against him. Her flesh softly filled in partially around the front half of his cock through their clothing. This initial aperitif spoke sweetly to the buffet of pleasure which lay in store for them that night. A sensual experience for them both themed around her flesh sweetly enveloping his in every way imaginable.

Sexicorn released the kiss and Eric felt her trembling in his arms. Her eyes lay plastered wide as she clung on to him. She no longer had the confident stare of a woman who knows how to expertly seduce a man or even a cam-girl actress apathetically discussing the ins and outs of how she is to look on screen. Now her glistening eyes lay locked wide as if she stared into the void precipice of her own existence.

“My name is Rebecca Simmons.” She whispered.

She looked down into his chest unable to look into his eyes with the emotions overcoming her as she continued, “please, don’t ever tell anyone and don’t say it out loud on camera.”

“Why are you telling me this now?” Eric asked.

“I… I want the man who takes my virginity to know my real name.”

She sniffed back a tear and continued, “if you don’t believe me, you can go check that worthless BA in journalism I have sitting on the floor over there. I got it because my mom told me that if I didn’t get a college degree, I would grow up to become a stripper.”

Rebecca looked back up into his face with her eyes glistening on tears and a smile across her face as she bitter-sweetly continued, “guess I showed her, didn’t I?”

Eric looked down sadly. “I shouldn’t do this.”

He let go of her shoulders and sat down heavily on the bed.

“No, please.” Rebecca begged. She knelt to the ground in front of him resting her hands on his knees and staring up into his face as he hung his head. “I need this footage. People are getting tired of my solo content. I’m losing subscribers and my bank account is dwindling. I can barely make rent and I’m crippled with my student loan debt.”

“Is that why you agreed to have sex with a fan?”

“I knew this stunt was going to be a fifty-fifty chance. I was either going to get the footage that I need, or end up being murdered by a psychopath. I looked at my bank account. I looked at those odds. Eric, I took that chance. I suppose that tells you how bad things are.”

“I came here on what felt like a pilgrimage to see the great Sexicorn in person.” Eric said, sadly.

“Then it’s true what they say.”

“What’s that?”

“Don’t ever meet your heroes.” Sexicorn said sadly.

“So, everything was always a lie then?” Eric asked.

Sexicorn pursed her lips and said “well, not really.” He cocked his head to the side curiously, and she continued, “I am a woman. I have a vagina, breasts, well… all the body parts you’ve seen on camera. I mean, everything you saw on my channel is true. That is me shoving that dildo in or showing my tits. I’m just…” She paused and spat the next word out painfully saying, “…normal. Without the wig, the glitter, the digital filters and the makeup, I’m just another penniless Gen-Z girl barely surviving in a post-pandemic dystopia.”

Eric smiled sadly at this and replied, “for what it’s worth, it did feel nice to hold you.”

Sexicorn looked off sadly saying, “you’re the first person that I’ve physically touched in almost two years.”

She looked back at him saying, “even just kissing you and leaning against your chest felt so incredibly intimate that it pierced straight into my soul. I felt a flood of relief but also regret. I suppose it broke me. I’m sorry you had to see Rebecca. I didn’t mean for you to meet her.”

“You know what, I’m glad I did meet her.” Eric replied with an encouraging smile.

Sexicorn squinted at him asking, “really?”

Eric shrugged saying, “I did come to meet you. I mean, knowing the real girl who has always been there for me sexually helps in a way. I just want to know whether you, the real you… Rebecca that is… thinks I’m taking advantage of her situation.” He continued firmly, “I did not come here to molest you. I’m not doing this if it’s going to hurt you.”

“Oh god, please let him whip out a ring and wife me now.” Rebecca muttered under her breath.

“What was that?” Eric asked.

Sexicorn shook her head sending a splay of neon green hair flying as she replied more loudly, “No, no, Eric. It’s fine. I’m fine, honestly.”

Sexicorn stepped in close as he looked up at her through the benippled hills of her breasts pressing outward against her blouse. He felt the warmth of her body close to his face as she placed her hands on his shoulders saying “As Rebecca, I’m ready to no longer be a virgin and I’m glad it’s you who gets to take it.”

“Really?”

“Yes, a long-time fan and… well… you’re likeable and good looking.”

Eric replied grumpily, “most girls out there would disagree with you on that.”

“Yeah, well, forget them. Now, you paid good money for Sexicorn, not Rebecca. Rebecca’s okay with having sex with you, but she is a sad-sack of a woman squatting in some dumpy apartment. Sexicorn is well…” She raised a hand and turned it palm up uncurling her fingers in a flourish as she cocked her wide, sensual hips to the side saying “Sexy. Right there in the name. She’s way more fun to have sex with because she’s everything Rebecca wishes she could be but isn’t.”

“You do realize that you’re the same, one woman, right?”

“Minor detail”

“Can I kiss you again?”

“Yes. And this time I promise not to sob about my useless college degree and blabber out my real name.”

Sexicorn started to back up to let him stand, but Eric reached out and grabbed either side of her hips. He felt her warm, soft flesh of her buttocks flex sweetly beneath the stretched-black veneer of her spandex shorts. He tugged her close and gently kissed her crotch. Sexicorn gasped as her eyes went wide. The gentle warmth of his hands, as well as his face pressing against her hips and crotch was not particularly overpowering, but the implications of what he was suggesting made her salivate with desire and not from her mouth.

He rose back up from the sensual kiss and said to her, “may I take off your shorts?”

“Yes, daddy.” Sexicorn whispered breathily, as her mind wandered off into a submissive dream.

“Huh?”

“Yes, go ahead.” She replied doing her best to sound confident.

She felt his thumbs hook into the upper seam of her stretchy shorts as the delicious sensation of his warm hands pressing against her thighs. A strange fear filled her mind at the thought of being stripped by him. Would he like the sight of her pussy in person? Online she could always use filters and highlighting to give a nice, pretty sheen across her labial lips and darken the pink tones of the intimate regions which lay beneath. Here, however, a man was about to see her in person with no post production.

She closed her eyes and laid her head back not daring to look at the shock and disgust on his face when he discovered that, in real life, her vagina didn’t sparkle. She held her hands up tight folded at the elbow keeping them out of his way so he could take full advantage of her lower half. She trembled on the edge as she felt the protective hem of her spandex shorts slide over the thick round of her buttocks and begin its descent revealing her womanhood to him inch-by-inch.

“Oh.” Eric muttered in slight exclamation as she felt her shorts fall down across her thighs and slide down to her knees.  Sexicorn gritted her teeth unable to tell if it was a good “oh” or a bad “oh.”

“I can’t believe I finally get to touch it.”

The sensation shot through her body so fast that she couldn’t process the pleasure behind the shock, and she gasped flinching and dropping her arms opening her eyes open wide and nearly screaming in panic as she felt his thumb delicately swipe right along her clitoris.

“Whoa! You, okay?” Eric asked, looking up at her.

She placed her hands on his shoulders to brace herself and whispered, “just caught me off guard.” She panted lightly as he placed warm hands on her thighs.

“I barely touched you. I mean, I’ve seen you take toys much larger than my thumb inside dozens of times.” He offered up.

She blinked and replied “I know…” She squinted thoughtfully and said “…it’s so different, though, when it’s another person in control.”

Eric smiled at her saying “I should probably take this a little slower, shouldn’t I?”

“No, I need to get over myself. By the way, you don’t mind the way I uh… look, right?” Sexicorn shifted her hips lightly, both working her shorts further down her legs as well as highlighting what she meant.

“Of course not, you’re beautiful.” Eric replied. He nodded at her top saying “how about I spend some time with your breasts. We’ll work our way up to your pussy. Sound like a plan?”

“My body belongs to you for the night.”

Eric cocked an eyebrow and asked in a low voice, “would it be okay with Rebecca if I play with her breasts?”

Sexicorn rolled her eyes and said, “Yes.”

Sexicorn stepped out from her shorts as Eric stood up next to her. She submissively raised her arms so he could strip her top off from her but she said, “you don’t seem to like it when I talk about how you own me for the night, do you?”

“You are technically correct. I did pay for this experience. I just don’t like thinking of it that way. Especially not after meeting Rebecca, as I did.”

She felt him grab the soft fabric of her top and his warm fingers graze along the sides of her belly as he lifted her shirt up. That familiar fear came back to her that soon he would see her breasts with no editing, but the fear seeped to the back of her mind given their current conversation. The world turned pink as the slight chill of air prickled lightly at her belly and chest as a man’s hands lifted her shirt clean from her body. That surreal sensation of being undressed by someone else filled her heart once more and it demanded an answer.

Sexicorn trembled as she stared at Eric who stood before her holding the last of her clothing in his hand. She looked down and bit her lip as every flaw in her own body glared bright and angry in her own eyes. She desperately wanted to run off and grab some concealer for the light birthmark on her belly and a bit of rouge to brighten up the pink of her areolas. Time had run out, however, and now Eric beheld her body with no filter.

Eric set her shirt gently down on the desk behind him as she slowly lowered her arms. She palpably felt his eyes upon her, eyes which had beheld her naked body hundreds of times before over the digital wires of the internet and yet now these were eyes in the room with her.

“I hope I’m not too disappointing in pers-”

“Are you kidding?” Eric said with gleam in his eyes. He brought his hands up to her chest but asked “may I?”

“They’re yours for the night.” Sexicorn replied. She felt warm fingers slide under her breasts cupping them up into a sweet, tender caress. “They’re still yours. You’re just… letting me play with them for a little bit.” Eric replied. “I like the thought of you owning them.” Sexicorn replied dreamily. She looked into his eyes as he sweetly massaged her breasts “I like the thought of you owning me for the night. It’s extremely sexy to me. I like thinking of how you’ve been staring at my body and dreaming about what you would do to me if you owned me for a night. Now, here you are. You own me for a night.” Sexicorn trembled lightly in anticipation as she continued “and I’m about to find out what you are going to do with my body.”

“When you put it that way, I don’t feel so bad. You sound excited about this.” Eric slid his thumbs over her sensitive nipples, feeling them flex and bounce back playfully under his touch. Sexicorn leaned her head back and moaned submissively. Eric leaned in close, and she felt his hot breath against her cheek as he whispered, “lay down on the bed. I have a gift for you. It’s something I’ve been wanting to give you for a very long time.”

Sexicorn slid up onto the bed and Eric gently slid his hand across her hips directing her to lie properly across the black covers decorated with red lip marks. Her pale, lithe body made an incredible contrast against the dark covers. For his part, Eric merely kicked off his shoes before crawling up onto the bed.

“Mmm… your pants are still on. Would you like to take care of that so I can see this gift of yours?” Sexicorn purred as she stretched and flexed her body sensually across the sheets. She spread her arms out as she folded her legs up lightly swaying her knees back and forth feeling her hips flex deliciously along the line of her crotch as she did so.

“God knows I want you to. I desperately want to rip my pants off and plumb every single one of your delicious, sensual, wet holes with my cock, but I made a promise to myself and I’m going to keep it.”

“What promise is that?” Sexicorn asked with a hint of concern in her voice. She didn’t like where this was going. Him ripping of his pants and thrusting to nut inside her she could understand. Any other kind of ‘gift’ made her nervous.

He leaned over her naked body with his face mere inches from her own. She felt the promising warmth of his clothed body tantalizingly close to her own naked frame. She trembled as he spoke, “I told you I wanted to say ‘thank you’ but not just with my words. You’ve given me thousands of orgasms over the years and that’s what I’m going to give you. I promised myself if I met you, I would give you a nice, big, screaming orgasm to thank you for all the pleasure you’ve given me.”

Sexicorn licked her lips lightly and replied with a weak and breathy “okay.”

A twinge of embarrassment ran through her mind. All the cool, powerful, sexy replies she could have given to him and ‘okay’ was the best she could come up with? She internally chided herself for being so vanilla but, at the same time, she had never felt the experience of being face to face with a man straight up telling her that he was going to make her orgasm. Prancing around in front of a webcam was one thing, but this felt completely different. Her heart pounded loud in her chest with a mix of trepidation and anticipation as she felt Eric plant a deliciously promising kiss across her mouth. She felt his warm hand caress her abdomen as he shifted and transitioned down kissing across her chin and descending lower. Sexicorn leaned her head back submissively letting him have access to her neck. Unwittingly, the primal mating dance commenced between them as he placed his lips across her jugular, his teeth mere millimeters away from the pulsating life-force of blood within her body. She did nothing to protect her life from the carnivore as he placed his mouth exactly where he would to naturally kill a smaller and weaker prey animal. Kill her, he did not, however merely sensually caressing her neck with his lips and tongue as she moaned lightly.  The ancient sign of mating was complete, for she had given her life to him to do with as he pleased, and he gave it back to her now fulling owning permission over her life and breeding. Of course, such ancient anthropological understandings of neck-kissing were lost on both Eric and Sexicorn but yet, somewhere in the back of their brains where nothing had changed for eons, they both enjoyed the dance and Eric gained courage to slide his hand down across Sexicorn’s abdomen finding the sweet, pouting lips of her labia. She whimpered as he slid a finger in between the lips sliding it along places that every man has seen but no man has been. He continued kissing his way down across her chest, she looked down admiring the back of his dark hair as she watched him bring her nipple into his mouth. She drew sharp breath as she felt him suck on it lightly before toying with it a bit with his tongue. Hedonistic tickles spread from her chest and danced along with the pleasure building between her thighs as he continued stroking her with his fingers.

He continued sliding down kissing his way across her belly making her smile. Some strange part of her felt as if it intermittently floated between a woman having sex with a man and a little girl exploring exciting little tickles. The belly tickled more than seduced, but luckily he moved on planting a sweet little kiss on her belly button before continuing his journey down. She helpfully spread her legs open reminding herself that her body belonged to him for the night and she owed it to him to help him fuck her as hard as he wanted and in any way he wanted. Her breath caught in her throat as his kisses descended with terrifying sensuality across her crotch delicately dancing their way down to her trembling pussy.

Her eyes plastered open wide and her mouth sprung open all of its own accord as she felt his soft, wet, tongue press against her achingly sensitive clitoris. It felt as if her soul had been pressed right out of her body by his tongue in that moment. She lay there animalistically unable to think as she gasped at the air before her before finally catching it again in her lungs and singing out a single breathy note of exultant pleasure. She looked down to see the top of his head right at her crotch as leaned back up waggling his tongue and making an odd face.

“Tastes… uhh…” Eric muttered.

“What?” Sexicorn asked.

Eric swallowed hard and continued with a grimace saying, “everyone always talks about pussy tasting sweet, like honey. But that’s not what it tastes like at all. It’s like licking hot, raw meat. It’s… kind of… ugh.”

Sexicorn’s face contorted painfully, and she started to close her legs back together muttering, “I’m so sorry that I taste bad.”

“No, no…It’s okay.” Eric protested as he sat back on his knees and placed his hands on her thighs to try and stop her from closing her legs completely. They struggled slightly against one another in that pose.

“No, it’s not okay. You paid a lot of money for me, and I taste bad and…I’m not any good at this real life sex stuff.” Sexicorn trembled as she closed her arms around her chest now painfully ashamed of her own nudity.

“No, you don’t taste bad…just… unexpected.”
 

“I’ve licked dildos that have been inside me, so I know how I taste. I always figured that was because I was a girl and it tasted good to men, because men are always talking about how sweet pussy tastes.”

“Let’s not worry about the taste. I licked it because I wanted to pleasure you. Did it feel good to you, or is that just porno bullshit as well?”

“It felt incredible.”

“Really?”

Sexicorn looked intimately into his eyes and nodded with her lips drawn down as she continued “nothing like playing with myself with a toy. The moment your tongue touched my clit it felt like pure magic shooting through my body.” She blinked and continued “how did you find my clit so fast? I thought virgin men were horrible at that type of thing?” Eric gestured towards her crotch saying, “You’ve shown me exactly where it was in dozens of videos.”

“Oh yeah.” Sexicorn replied before shivering lightly and continuing “I did get a nice close-up of it during the Halloween special, didn’t I?” Eric chuckled saying “a treat for your trick, I remember that one. God, I went through so many tissues watching you squirm in that one.”

Something in the back of Sexicorn’s mind rose up to bother her at his words but she shook it off. This was no time to be squeamish.

“I still have my promise.” Eric said.

He swallowed and said to her “relax your legs.”

“You don’t have to do this. I can just pleasure you.” Sexicorn said.

“This is what I want to do to you.” Eric said.

“I don’t deserve pleasure. I…taste bad.” Sexicorn whimpered.

“I never said ‘bad’ just unexpected. Come on, open up.”
 

Sexicorn gritted her teeth.

“I paid to own your body for the night. Open…your…legs.” Eric said firmly emphasizing each word.

Sexicorn’s expressions softened as she relaxed her legs open for him letting them part to once again spread wide the delicate flesh of her crotch placing her womanhood vulnerably spread before him.

“Thank you.” She whispered.

“For what I’m about to do?” Eric asked.

“No, for commanding me.” Sexicorn replied. She opened her arms once more and said “it’s easier when you’re just telling me what to do and I obey. I… don’t know why.”

“mmm… then I command you to orgasm.” He began to dip his head deliciously down towards her crotch before he stopped himself and said “a real one too. No faking it on my behalf. Understand?”

“Yes.” Sexicorn replied.

“Also, let me know if what I’m doing is working or not. Be honest. No lying to just make me feel good about myself.”

“I promise.”

She felt him pull her lips apart and his delicious, warm, wet tongue touch her once more. This time, it felt entirely different. The pleasure didn’t dance freely through her body, instead it marched dull and wooden through her crotch. He licked at her fervently, but the joy had already left her body as fear began to swell in her heart. She already knew she tasted bad which was a wretched thought in and of itself but what if she simply couldn't have a real orgasm for him? She knew she could from years of on-screen masturbation, but this was different. Now a boy was here, and she had to impress him.

After letting him lick her for a minute or so, she gave up and shook her head sadly and said, “it’s not working.”

“What? Am I doing something wrong?” Eric asked.

“No, no, you’re licking me just like you did before but I’m…” She clasped her hands to her mouth as sobs began to well up in her throat. Eric quit his position from between her legs and slid in on the bed lying next to her “did I hurt you?”

Sexicorn shook her head as tears formed on the corner of her eyes as she turned to look at him saying, “I can’t believe it. I’m bad at sex. After all these years fucking around with dildos and costumes pretending to be some goddess, and the moment a real man shows up. I taste bad and I can’t even orgasm for him.” She began to tremble and brought her hand up to her face to stifle the welling sob.

Eric placed a hand on her belly “whoa, whoa, hold on.” He slid up next to her on the bed and laid down beside her wrapping a comforting arm under her head and another over her chest hugging her close saying “it’s okay, it’s okay.” She squinted at him in confusion unable to understand why he would do this. She bit her lip. On one hand, feeling his warm body pressed close to her naked flesh felt as comforting as his reassuring words. On the other hand, they had yet to cut even one single second of usable, sexy footage from this hot, angsty attempt at fucking.

He continued whispering warmly into her ear “I’m sorry, Rebecca. I didn’t mean to make you cry.” She stared deep into his dark eyes afraid that she might actually fall into them and drowned in that moment as he spoke her real name. He continued “you don’t taste bad. I honestly don’t know what I was expecting a woman to taste like at all.  You shouldn’t listen to me about stuff like that, anyhow. I’m just a kid who learned everything he knows about sex from watching porn. As for orgasm…” He nodded towards the cameras and tilted his head back to himself saying, “I suppose it’s like sometimes a guy can’t get an erection when he’s stressed. Right, like you’re under a lot of pressure here and it’s making you nervous. I suppose I didn’t really help that situation.”

He smoothly ran his hand along her abdomen patting her belly reassuringly. He then leaned up and kissed her gently on the forehead bringing a sigh to her mouth as she closed her eyes. Her mind split in two parts in that moment. The fantastical part imagined if this is what love felt like. The dark part punished her with self-loafing thoughts about how she didn’t deserve such reassuring treatment.

“If you need to take a break or whatever, that’s okay.” Eric whispered, reassuringly

“No, no, no… that’s not okay.” Sexicorn said.

“Huh?”

Determination filled her voice as she continued, “I’ll admit it. Sex with an actual man is harder than I expected. And, yes, I never thought those words would leave my lips either. Still, you paid to get laid, not cuddle some pathetic woman who can’t get it up.” She placed her hand on his shoulder and said, “let me do something to pleasure you. I know that goes against your plan of pleasing me first but, I need to prove, at least to myself, that I can pleasure a man in real life. I can’t just give up on sex now.”

Eric pursed his lips and asked, “Okay…Do… you think you could suck my cock?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure I can do that.”

“I’ve seen you suck on dildos. What you did to them looked incredible. Just do that to me. Simple, right?”


“Has to be. I’ll try my best.” 

Eric started to pull away but Sexicorn grabbed him saying, “Eric, thank you for giving me another chance.” She looked off sadly for a second before continuing, “A different man would have demanded his money back and stormed out of here by now.” Eric winked at her and said, “and he would have missed his chance to get his cock sucked by Sexicorn.”

Eric slid off the bed and Sexicorn rolled over. She shimmied up into a seated position as he stood in front of her, and she sat on the side of the bed. She slid her hands through her hair tucking the green wig strands behind her shoulders. Eric began to undo his buckle but Sexicorn reached up and started to work the straps for him “I should at least take care of your pants.” Sexicorn said sadly. She gripped his belt strap tight and flexed it outward in her small hand feeling the stiff leather pull free from the strap as she continued, “at least maybe I can undress a man right. God knows I can’t do anything else properly.”

Eric let her continue with his pants as he unbuttoned his shirt revealing his hairy chest. Barrel chested he was by no means fat though he did not quite have the full athleticism of six-pack and abs. If nothing else his physique could perhaps have been described as developing an early dad-bod. As Sexicorn pulled the zipper on his pants with her right hand she reached up and placed her left hand on his chest.

She smiled sadly saying “Your chest hair is… soft. I like the feel of it. If… you’ll let me, I would like to feel it pressed against me sometime tonight. Maybe you can at least enjoy the feeling of my warm body pressed against you… even if I’m not any good at sex.” She sighed and continued pulling on his zipper sliding his pants open. Eric leaned in a bit to her and said “hey, don’t worry. I think you’ll do great at this, okay?” Sexicorn looked up at him with a slight smile and a sigh as she finished unzipping his pants. They began to fall but she caught them in her hands and lowered them slowly revealing his dark navy boxer shorts underneath. She guided his pants down to the ground, revealing his hairy, muscular legs. She smiled as she looked at them and couldn’t resist the urge to at least run a hand along his calf and up to his knee before caressing it across his thigh. As she did this, he undid the final button on his shirt peeling it away revealing a warm, curvaceous sea of flesh across his belly and chest. She smiled feeling a bit of relief from her earlier pain. Perhaps sucking his cock wouldn’t be that bad after all. If nothing else, exploring the new world of his body would help dull the pain of her own sexual shortcomings.

She gently ran her hands across the soft, stretchy fabric of his boxers, finding the bulge in the middle of them. She pressed her hands in around it cupping his manhood within them and looking up at him with a smile. “Men really do have a bulg-” suddenly his manhood shifted in her grasp and she drew in a sharp breath saying “it moved.”

Eric chuckled lightly and Sexicorn frowned.

“Hey, don’t feel bad.” Eric said putting an encouraging hand on her shoulder. She looked up at him and he said “it’s okay for you to be learning stuff tonight. I never thought of you as a virgin as well but now I see how much sense it makes. Have you ever seen a real cock before?”

“Well… online, lots…”

“Okay, well, now go ahead and take my shorts off and meet one in person.”

Sexicorn awkwardly slid his shorts down watching the bulge seemingly travel up the fabric as she went. Slight reprieve came in the fact that he had practically no buttocks to speak of rather just the flat, sloping angle of a man’s legs. The bulge in the front however made up for this in terms of difficulty and Sexicorn had to stretch his underwear as hard as she could forward to make room for his cock to slide out. As soon as it came free, it bounced and twitched mere inches from her face. Of all the sexy thoughts she should have had the only image which came to mind was that of a puppy excited to see its owner at the end of the workday as that described how the veiny, purple-tipped cock behaved. It waggled and bounced about like it was excited to leap into her lap and lick her face. She dropped his underwear down the rest of his legs and took his cock into her hands to steady it. Unlike her rubber toys before, she felt the heat of his body and the pulsing blood in his veins as her fingers wrapped fully around his shaft. She looked up at his face and back down at his cock marveling at the surreal miracle that this cock actually belonged to him, and was just a much a part of his body as his arm or leg. Something felt unsettling about the idea of people having an extra appendage which shouldn’t exist in a place where one shouldn’t be, but Sexicorn knew this simply was normal male biology. She had seen plenty of men’s cocks in porn before, so the sight of it was no surprise to her. She steadied her nerves for a moment, half wishing he would do the gentlemanly thing for her in the situation and grab the back of her head shoving her face first down onto his cock. This way, she wouldn’t have to worry about ‘how’ she sucked his cock rather just relaxing her jaw and gag reflex to let him fuck her face to his heart’s content. No such move came, and she knew that he would provide her no merciful out by forcing her to suck his cock. She parted her lips and stretched her jaw bringing the swollen purple tip into her mouth.

She closed her eyes, not wanting to watch how badly she failed at this task. Just like she had seen and done before, she bobbed her head back and forth slightly feeling his hot cock slide back and forth inside her mouth. To her relief, she heard him utter a pleasured moan up over her head as a second hand came down on her other shoulder, this time to steady the balance of its owner rather than reassure her. She opened her eyes and looked up to see Eric’s face turn soft and languid as he gasped and groaned.

She briefly quit her suckling to ask quietly, “does that feel good?”

“That feels amazing.”


“Oh, thank God, at least I can do this right.” Sexicorn muttered before hurriedly putting his cock back into her mouth. A renewed vigor filled her spirit at her first taste of sexual success for the evening. 

She began bobbing her head in earnest doing her best to lap at the bottom of his cock with her tongue as she felt the warm, full tip thrust sweetly into her mouth before retracting back again.

“I don’t taste bad… do I?” Eric panted down at her.

She released hold of his cock and gasped for air briefly before replying, “No. Tastes like, well… skin.”

“Skin?”
 

“Yeah, like if you put your mouth on your arm or something.”

She ran a finger along the top of his smooth tip saying, “this part feels interesting though. It’s so smooth and full. It’s also amazing how I can feel your pulse inside my mouth.”

“My pulse?”

“Yeah, your heartbeat.” Sexicorn ran a gentle finger along the swollen veins on the top of his cock. “it’s fascinating.” She shook her head saying, “you didn’t pay for me to be a fucking tourist to your manhood though. I’ll get right back to sucking here. At least I can be a good little cock sucker for the night. Thank you so much for giving me another chance. I’ll do my best, as a woman, to make sure you don’t regret it.”

Sexicorn plunged her head forward once again this time bringing him as deep as she could go feeling his warm, swollen tip tickle the back of her throat menacingly as she stared at the curly pubic hairs of his lower abdomen wondering if she could manage to bring him deep enough to feel those hairs tickle her nose and face. He groaned and she realized she was doing everything wrong. She hastily brought up her left hand and cupped her fingers gently around his balls feeling the hairy, fleshy sack rest with promising heft in the palm of her left hand as she slowly retracted her suckling grasp on his cock. Like an alien egg-sac in some cheesy sci-fi movie his balls suddenly tensed and shifted in her hand in a manner which could not be explained by the motion of the rest of his body. She resisted the urge to cry out in surprise at this, as doing so with her mouth full could be disastrous. She decided to just accept that, unlike her toys, men’s cocks and balls were alive and living things tend to move. She did feel slight rejection, however, as his balls seemed to pull away from her sucking them back up into his body. Did he not trust her to have them?

The desire to ask him about this coupled with her lungs screaming for oxygen caused her to back off and release. She panted, “You can… relax your balls back into my hand. I’m not going to do ball-busting or any dominatrix moves on you.”

“I didn’t pull them up out of your hand.”

“But they tensed up, it’s like they are sucked almost back into your body.” Sexicorn pondered as she padded her fingers against his tight scrotum.

“Yeah, but I don’t control them. They move around on their own.”

Sexicorn gave a shocked look and said, “they move on their own? You mean men don’t control their balls?”

Eric chuckled saying, “somedays it’s more like my balls control me. Just be patient. They’ll relax down again.”

Sexicorn returned to sucking as she clung onto his balls feeling them slowly relax into her hand. They felt like a ripe pair of eggs, warm and firm cradled in her palm. Knowing what they truly were, however, lent greater gravity to their presence. She couldn’t believe that she was holding a real, live man’s balls in the palm of her hand. She thought back to science class. How many millions of sperm were supposed to be in these things? Sexicorn wondered if she had enough DNA resting in the space between her fingers to populate the eastern seaboard. What was amazing was that he had just…well… given it to her. He didn’t flinch away or draw back or anything. He just quietly let her hold the most vulnerable and important parts of his body. They felt so delicate, like a pair of little eggs jostling about in their stretchy sack. The fact that she could squeeze her hand and easily destroy his masculinity forever perplexed Sexicorn oddly. She felt well aware of the fact that a man could hurt her, but the idea that she could hurt a man, not just annoy, but do serious, real damage to one, had not quite crossed her mind before she held his balls in her hand. She wasn’t going to, of course, they operated on a tenuous truce which allowed absolute strangers to participate in activities infinitely more intimate than warranted given their nearly non-existent relationship. She continued bobbing, trying to bring him ever deeper into her throat. She hoped this was working and that he was having a good time. Aggravatingly, however, her lungs screamed for air once again. She tried to push through it, but her damn body wouldn’t let her succeed in the way she wanted to.

Eric moaned and pitched forward leaning on her shoulders ever more. His face nearly rested on top of her head as she released her grasp on his cock sucking in greedy gulps of air and whispering “sorry.”

“Good girl.” she heard him rumble darkly over her head. She looked up into his face and saw the open-jawed pant of pleasure there within. A magical transformation seemed to have overtaken his visage. The determined, cool, collected man was gone and replaced with stare which could only be described as a collage of childlike wonder and discovery blended with animalistic desire. Had she done all that with just her tongue? She felt his hand rub her cheek massaging her aching jaw muscles as he continued “go ahead and get some nice big breaths. You’re doing incredibly well.”

“Really?”

He nodded and continued, “you’re about to make me cum.”

“would you like to spray it all over my face?” She asked.

He shook his head “no. I want to cum in your mouth.”

She gritted her teeth lightly. She always thought men loved spraying their cum on women’s faces but, well, maybe that was just porn-y internet garbage as well.

He quietly asked, “will you… swallow it?”

The question cut through her like a knife. She knew the age old decision of ‘spits’ versus ‘swallows’ quite literally separated the “girls” from the “women.” Still…

What did it taste like?

She noticed a growing flavor of saltiness to his cock, which matched what she had seen online about men’s cum. She didn’t answer him, rather returned to sucking on his cock hoping she had what it took to at least be a good at that. It didn’t take much longer before she felt his head swell and grow hotter than it had before in her mouth. His balls tensed up in her hands and he groaned loudly. She looked up at him curiously then suddenly felt her mouth fill with hot, sticky, salty fluid. At first a ping of terror that perhaps he was peeing in her mouth came to her mind, but this soon disappeared with the realization that she had indeed made him cum.  His cock continued to squirt irregularly in her mouth threatening to flood out what little space she had. She tried to swallow but found it difficult to do with her mouth forced open such as it was by his cock. He shuddered and began to lose balance as she desperately gagged on his cum for a few seconds before finally mustering enough coordination to bring his cock shallow in her mouth and swallow the salty load down.

“Thank you.” He gasped out with a shudder as she released his cock with her mouth. He staggered towards the bed and sprawled across it next to her with his legs splayed over the edge weekly panting out “I… I… need to lay down.”

Sexicorn looked across his muscular frame laying across her black sheets with lipstick prints on them and a wide smile spread across her lips as her heart fluttered with joy at her incredible accomplishment. She had taken a healthy, strong, powerful man and literally just sucked him off his feet. She placed a hand over her heart and nearly giggled with happiness. She wondered if she could possibly do more. Sure, her jaw hurt from its exercise, but not much more than what she had experienced sucking on toys for the camera. She stood up from the bed, turned around, and dropped to her knees between his legs and brought his glistening, damp cock up into her mouth again and began sucking on it once more. To her surprise, he giggled and pushed her head away saying, “whoa, whoa, hold on, that tickles.”

“Tickles?” She asked in confusion.

“I already came. It just tickles if you try to do any more. I’ll need a few minutes to reset.”

“reset?”

“Yeah, just a few minutes and I’ll be ready for more.

“Oh” Sexicorn muttered.

She found herself learning a disturbingly high number of new facts about men given that she had normally considered herself quite the expert.

“That was incredible, by the way. Your mouth felt so warm and wet with your tongue caressing my cock. That and the way you held on to my balls keeping them warm with your hand while you suckled me so sweetly, just… amazing.”

He slid his way up onto the bed until he lay on it properly and stuck out an arm beside him saying “come on up here. Let me hold you for a little bit.”

Rebecca felt a twinge of happiness enter her heart at his invitation. Some expectant causation reminded her that she had just done something nice for a man and now he was going to do something nice for her. Sexicorn internally countered this reminding herself how much he had already paid for the night and that he owed her nothing. Still, lying beside a warm, man on a bed would be infinitely more comfortable than crouching on the floor.

Sexicorn crawled up onto the bed letting her eyes wander along the soft, hairy flesh of his body while glancing briefly at his now shrinking cock. She tried not to let terror overtake her as she felt confident that, should she point this out, he would likely explain away as a normal man thing. By this point, she wouldn’t be surprised if his cock and balls got up and started dancing about the room. She pondered the utterly alien rules which seemed to dictate the behavior of male sexual organs as she slid up next to his chest. Despite her desire to achieve consummate professionalism, she could not help but sigh as her head came to rest on his shoulder and she felt the front of her body press against his side as she lay next to him. What to do with her left arm remained a quandary which she solved awkwardly enough for the time being with it pinned between the two of them while her right hand lay gently across his belly. She felt his bicep flex beneath her head as she felt him wrap his long arm around her back and rest his warm hand atop her hips gently massaging her thigh.

Sexicorn closed her eyes and enjoyed the sweet sensation of intimate skin-on-skin contact while Rebecca fantasized about a scenario where this was true love and not just some rando from the internet drawn in by the fantasy of what she could never be. She felt him shift beneath her and then a warm hand press against her cheek. She opened her eyes as he began massaging her jaw muscles. He smiled down at her reassuringly saying “are you doing okay?” Sexicorn shifted her jaw a bit to stretch it and said, “I’m fine.” He stopped massaging her jaw and caressed her cheek lovingly with the back of his knuckles.

“Glad to hear it.” He said. He gently leaned in…

…and kissed her forehead.

The ring lights surrounding them dimmed in that moment as Rebecca’s eyes grew weak. She moaned lightly as her soul danced under the falling stars of the universe within her that Eric had just shattered with that sweet, simple kiss. A sea of emotions welled up within her as for the first time in their dual existence, Sexicorn stood squared up against Rebecca.

In all the years they had worked together, they had never fought before, but now Rebecca stared Sexicorn straight in the face.

“He kissed my forehead, that means he cares about me.” Rebecca swooned.

“He meant to kiss my lips and he missed.” Sexicorn hissed out bitterly, “don’t think for one second this means he loves you.”

Rebecca clung to Eric, a man she could never truly call her own and yet one she could have all the meaningless sex he could possibly want with her, as long as she kept the green wig on and played the goddess role. She trembled as conflict filled her mind and Eric placed his hand on her shoulder saying “hey, you alright?” It took every ounce of her effort to raise her eyes to look at him in his sweet face. It felt like staring into the sun as she stood on the precipice of feelings not permitted to cam-girls and prostitutes.

“A little raw, emotionally.” Rebecca admitted.

“Do you mind if I ask you a question?” Sexicorn asked.

“Sure.”

“This will teach you” Sexicorn nagged.

“How many times have you jacked off staring at my body?” Sexicorn asked purposefully teaching Rebecca a lesson.

“Well, hundreds. I mean, like I said, it’s not like the girls would have anything to do with me and other porn stars and cam-girls just seemed, well… wrong somehow.”

“Wrong?”

“I suppose it’s because you were my first.”

“You mean just here and now when I tasted you?”

“No. The first woman I stared at while masturbating. You were the first woman I orgasmed to.”

“After that girl dumped milk on your head, right?”

“No. No… way before that. Started when I was about twelve.”

“TWELVE!” Sexicorn exclaimed as she sat bolt upright on the bed.

“Well, yeah, that’s when I started watching your videos.”

Sexicorn shook her head saying, “No, no, that can’t be right. There’s an age lock on my content.”

“Yeah, a pop-up that says, ‘are you eighteen?’ and I click, ‘yes.’ Not exactly genius hacking skills required.”

Sexicorn wrapped her arms around her chest saying, “twelve… oh, my god. Twelve…”

“What’s wrong?”

Sexicorn looked deep into Eric’s eyes and grimaced saying “Eric, my content is not intended for twelve-year-olds. Oh, my god, it’s like... like I…”

Sexicorn swallowed hard and continued in a hoarse and terrified whisper, “…molested you as a child.”

Eric began laughing “No, no, nothing like that. Look, Sexicorn, er… Rebecca, or whatever… I knew what I was looking for on the internet.” His laugh died in his throat as he saw how troubled Sexicorn felt by his revelation. He placed a comforting hand on her back and said, “you did nothing wrong. Like I said, you were there for me when I needed you.” He sat up and wrapped his arms around her naked body. The warmth of his presence against her quelled the terror in her heart. “you don’t have to apologize for anything. I’m grateful for what you provided during those dark and lonely years. Your videos gave me the escape and solace I so desperately needed in my young and painfully horny life. Even back in the early days when I could only watch your free, teaser content.”

“I would have been eighteen back then, right? I’m doing the math correctly.” Sexicorn said quietly.

“Yeah, that sounds about right.”

“I wasn’t much more than a child myself back then, I suppose. My freshman year of college and my roommate had just joked about selling feet pics to pay off her loans. I took her joke and came up with a plan to get quick cash. It was terrifying and exhilarating in the beginning, praying to god she wouldn’t step into my apartment bedroom while I was filming.” Sexicorn twisted her lips and said, “I always imagined some older gentleman, maybe a swinger type that’s an expert in corrupting little girls like me, staring at my naked body as I paraded it around on screen for him. Thinking of you as a little kid, massaging your cock and staring at a woman old enough to be… well… I guess your older sister… okay… maybe it’s not as much of a stretch as I’m thinking of it as.” Sexicorn shook her head and looked back at Eric saying, “I suppose you turned out okay anyhow.”

“It wasn’t just the sex, you know.” Eric said to her comfortingly. “I liked hearing you talk. You were always so encouraging describing how handsome I was and all that.” Sexicorn chuckled replying, “I wanted to give men something good for their self-esteem. I imagined my ideal customer and spoke to him when I talked to the camera. I never imagined that I was encouraging a young boy.”

“You encouraged me well, none the less. And, more importantly…” Sexicorn felt Eric’s left arm drop from around her shoulders and his hand scoop up her breast and gently squeezing it warmly “…I get to be here with you now. I get to meet you in person. The gorgeous, sensual body that I stared at for so long and now I get to finally touch you and feel your soft, beautiful skin for myself. Again, thank you for sharing it with me.”

Sexicorn leaned her head back on Eric’s shoulder and sighed as his warm hands danced adoring circles about her body. Something gentle yet firm prodded against her lower back and a quick process of elimination indicated that this was no hand. Eric kissed the side of her neck sweetly before whispering into her ear “If it’s okay with you, I would love to be inside your body.”

“Yes.” Sexicorn replied. She turned around and smiled as she saw his jaunty cock all stiffened up and ready to play again. She pushed Eric’s shoulder gently and he laid out across the bed as she clambered up over him saying, “I’ve always wanted to try reverse cowgirl.”

She turned her back to him and stared into the ominous sea of ring-lights and phones staring blindly back at her. She sat straddled across his thighs feeling his cock prodding lightly against her right butt cheek. “oh, I thought we could just do…” Eric started to say. Sexicorn looked over her shoulder at him and smiled. He looked up across her ass and backside at her and said, “well… yeah… reverse cowgirl will be fine.”

Sexicorn flexed her legs and raised her body a bit sliding backwards to center her womanhood up over his cock. She began to sit down but he winced as his cock jammed painfully against her inner thigh. “Crap” Sexicorn muttered reaching down with her hand and grabbing hold of the hot piece of man flesh to keep it still. She never imagined that she would end up having to ‘capture’ a man’s cock between the lips of her vagina before it could flop away. As she struggled with her quarry, awkwardly jerking it into position beneath her pussy, Eric spoke up saying “you sure you’re ready to lose your virginity?”

“Absolutely. I would have lost it earlier if it wasn’t for the pandemic. Now hold still and stop your cock from flopping around while I…” She stopped as she felt the smooth, purple tip of his cock press sweetly into the folds of her vaginal lips. He was barely an inch inside her but the shear magic of the sensation brought renewed gravity to the action they were about to do. She let go of his cock, letting her vagina hold it in place as she twisted her body around a bit to see him better. She placed a lithe hand on his warm, furry abdomen and said with a nearly reverent tone of voice “are you ready to lose your virginity?”

“There’s no one else on the planet I would rather give it to than you.” Eric said with an appreciative smile. For a moment they sat there, smiling at one another before Sexicorn whispered, “I’m glad its you taking mine, as well. Honestly, if it wasn’t for-” She stopped herself from finishing that sentence.

Some words shouldn’t be said by camgirl or prostitute. Words like “you’re hot and I like doing this” or “could you be my boyfriend?” are not permitted on the lips of people such as herself.

Finally, Sexicorn shook her head and continued “Well, I’m glad it’s you that I’m losing my virginity to.  A true fan of my work. Also, a kind and handsome man at that.” She turned back to the cameras and clenched her teeth.

“shit, shit, shit…” Sexicorn hissed to herself under her breath. She closed her eyes and waited for the painful words. She heard them in her mind’s ear, ‘if you enjoy fucking me so much, why aren’t you doing it for free?’

No such words came, rather a warm “thank you.” Rumbled from his lips.

Sexicorn knew she needed to get his cock inside her now before she said anything else stupid. She swallowed hard and reminded herself that no matter how nice Eric seemed, he was still just a man and he wanted what men want and none of that had anything to do with her blabbering stupid things. “Grab my hips.” Sexicorn instructed. She felt his firm thumbs press into either side of her back just above her butt cheeks as his fingers wrapped around above her hips locking her into place. Sexicorn channeled her inner porn-star as she said “Good, now pull me down and teach this girl what it feels like to be fucked by a real man.”

In truth, of course, she could have just relaxed her legs and lowered her own body onto his cock at any time but she knew men enjoyed the feeling of being in control as much as, sometimes, women enjoy the feeling of temporarily giving up control. She felt pressure on her hips from her fingers and his cock thrust slowly deeper into her womanhood pressing it open like a bee sliding his buzzing body into the delicate folds of a garden flower. She waited to feel the bite, the sting, the pain of his cock invading her womanhood. It should, after all, ‘hurt only the first time.’ It didn’t come, rather what she did feel was the tender sweet fullness pervading her pussy in a way she had never experience before. Even the best of her silicone toys did not match this experience as warm, human flesh filled her bringing a gasp to her throat. Even more intimate, this wasn’t some random piece of rubber she was shoving into herself, it was a live human being sharing the space of her body with her.

Something clicked within Sexicorn and she remembered she needed to start doing sex better. So far, she had screwed up everything, save for the blowjob. She had to get this right. “Oh Fuck! Yes, I feel your massive cock ripping apart my womanhood and rearranging my guts!” Sexicorn screamed out looking straight into the camera and giving her best ahego face. Eric’s hands shifted to where he shoved hard against her butt-cheeks lifting her up from himself saying “whoa, whoa, am I hurting you?”

Sheepishly, Sexicorn looked over her shoulder and said “Uh…no… not really. I just thought…well… that’s what men like to hear during sex.”

“Oh. Maybe some other guys but not me.”

“Yeah. I should have figured.”

“This is incredible, by the way, it’s like your body is swallowing me in inch-by-inch. What does it feel like for you?”

“Like being filled.”

“Same as your dildo’s”

“Totally different.”

“How?”

Sexicorn closed her eyes and concentrated. She reached down glossing her hand over her own womanhood shuddering lightly before finding the base of his cock and his balls still protruding out from between her legs. She swallowed hard and said “I can feel your heartbeat. Inside my pussy.”

“Really? That’s amazing.” Eric said in earnest surprise and excitement. Sexicorn gave a wide mouthed grin. He shifted his hold on her and continued pulling her down onto him. She cupped her fingers around his balls, and he groaned saying “Oh, that feels good.”

“What? Me holding your balls?”

“Yeah.”

At last she came to sit fully on top of him. She looked up into the lights surrounding her body and a strange loneliness filled her mind. She wished Eric was here to experience this. Like, she knew he was inside her but at the same time lying down behind her as he was it felt like he was practically in another room.

“Once he cums inside me, I’ll feel better.” Sexicorn whispered to herself.

She looked over her shoulder at him and said “I’m ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“For you to cum.”

“Well, I got to like… I mean…you got to like move or something if I’m going to cum.”

“Oh, yeah.” Sexicorn said weakly. She flexed her legs and felt him retract briefly before she sat back down again feeling his thrust deep inside her womanhood. He groaned appreciatively but already tension began playing about with her hip muscles as she raised herself up again and lowered once more. She did this a few more times before she began panting, her leg muscles strained and tired from the awkward position. Whatever pleasure she experienced disappeared in the mere experience of the physical exercise the awkward position entailed. Helpfully, Eric rubbed her thigh muscles to soothe them seeming to sense her pain as he said, “can we…um… do something else?”

“Like what?”

“I don’t know, I would just like to see your face while we have sex. If that’s okay.”

Sexicorn looked into the cameras before her. The staring, unblinking gods which demanded her skills as an actress in exchange for what coins they would drop into her bank account looked back at her. Conflict filled her mind. She felt him moving underneath her and his warm cock gently thrust within her womanhood raising desire for something more tangible, more real than an actress playing her role at being a porn star.

“Fuck it.” Sexicorn grumbled under her breath. Her body and will succumbed to Eric’s desire causing her to slide her body upward feeling his cock slide slickly out from within her womanhood. She reminded herself that she had cameras on either side of the bed. Although the process would be infinitely less visually dramatic, she could still get decent footage of her on top. She turned away from the garish lights and looked down at Eric who smiled back at her as he caressed her hips with his hands saying, “thank you. You’re so beautiful that I just want to see you during this.”

The compliment cut to her core as Sexicorn squared her hips up and felt his cock slide once more back inside her bringing gasps of pleasure to both their mouths. “Oh, god, thank you.” Eric muttered in a pant as he reached up one hand to massage her breast and another gently slid warm fingers along the side of her cheek caressing it “Would you think me weird if I said I missed you while you were in reverse cowgirl?”

Sexicorn chuckled and replied, “I missed you too.”

“Can we kiss again?”

Sexicorn grimaced knowing that she would have to blur out her own face if it got too close to his on video during this incredibly important moment of her first time of having sex. Rebecca, however, knew the answer that she wanted to give as a woman rather than as an actress and spoke up for the both of them saying

“Absolutely.”

Sexicorn knelt in and felt his warm lips caress her one in a delicate embrace. His hand tightened around her breast holding her soft flesh firmly with his grasp as his other hand dropped to wrap fingers about her thighs. More importantly, his hips, now free from the awkward weight of her on top of him, began thrusting deep and hard inside her womanhood pressing sweet sensations of pleasure across her abdomen every time the deliciously warm bit of his abdomen right at the base of his cock rammed against her clitoris. His cock grew taught and thick inside her and seemed as if it emanated heat beyond that humanly possible. She recognized the sensation as one she had experienced before, but with her mouth. Her eyes fluttered open and caught his own gaze with them as they held their lips locked. Rebecca wanted to quit the kiss only because she wanted to ask him a question, a stupid one at that about whether he was about to cum or not. She pushed this idea away as he was clearly close to cumming and instead focused her energy on holding the kiss as she felt the incredible intimacy between them in secure knowledge that within a few seconds he was going to make a woman out of her, in every sense of the word, by ending every illusion of virginity she could maintain. She would be his first, same as she had been his first for everything else and as his lips vibrated with a rising groan of pleasure she realized that he was about to be her first as well. Like two people holding each other in a storm, they clung together with their arms as his hips worked savage thrusts against her pussy.

He broke the kiss but only because his mouth exploded with shouted animalistic grunts and groans indecipherable to any known language, but well known to the likes of women. Sexicorn moaned too feeling him shove his swollen cock impossibly deep inside her womanhood making her wonder if those ridiculous old cartoons of a man’s cock penetrating even into the inner sanctum of a woman’s uterus could be true. No longer cognizant of his rapid heartbeat she now felt the odd, irregular pulsation from his cock and a renewed wetness filling her womanhood. It took her a few moments to gather that she was indeed feeling him cum inside her as he wrapped powerful arms around her back and pulled her bodily down onto himself compressing her body deliciously against his warm and powerful chest.

Hot breath danced along her neck and ear causing the strands from her disgusting green wig to dance in his breath. Her wig felt like an old friend that she now yearned to wrench from her head and throw away so that poor, lonely Rebecca could experience the joy of being fucked by a man instead of the apathetic and slutty Sexicorn.

“Thank…you. Oh, god, thank you. Thank you so much. Oh, god thank you…” Eric said in his deep, warm voice straight into her ear. Sexicorn shuddered lightly, but not from orgasmic pleasure. Rather icy fears tingled along her spine followed immediately by terrifying animalistic desires.

He had cum inside her…

She literally had his sperm swimming through her uterus right now…

They had just had sex. Not oral, not hand-play, not foot-play, not dildo play… straight up sex.

Sex is how girls like her get pregnant.

No part of her life could even pretend to be suitable for the raising of a child and yet the concept of his manhood sparking human life within her body simultaneously fascinated and called to her with deep biological yearnings which threatened the very core of her intellect itself. The tableau played out before her mind’s eye…

Swollen belly with it’s own little heartbeat inside…

Grunting screams as the magical properties of her womanhood bring new human life to existence…

A baby at her breast, dependent entirely on her as his loving mother…

First steps, kindergarten, college graduation… everything flashed before her eyes making her shudder in icy terror as some primal force wanted these terrifying things to happen to her. It didn’t care about her rent, student loans, bills, and uncertain income. It wanted new life to exist and she felt as if she stood on the precipice of a steep cliff feeling the call of the void to give that desire what it wanted.

Or had she already done so?

Was she standing at the top of the cliff or already tumbling down it like a stupid little girl who placed all her trust on some pharmaceutical company’s definition of too much progestin to get pregnant.

“Birth control is ninety-nine-point-nine percent effective. Right?” Sexicorn muttered fearfully. Eric panted and said “Yeah, right… wait… you’re not afraid I got you-”

Sexicorn leaned up and stammered nervously with a light giggle, “no, no… like… couldn’t happen. Don’t worry. I’m on birth control. No way I’m…like… no… just no.”

Eric breathed out a sigh of relief saying “good because I’m terrified of getting you pregnant. I mean, maybe someday you would like to become a mother but-”

“Actually, can we just forget that I said anything.” Sexicorn snapped before he could continue.

Eric swallowed hard and said “Yeah, that’s okay. Ninety-nine-point-nine percent effective so, no worries, right?”

“Right.”

She rolled off to his side and lay next to him. They had done it. Their mutual virginity was now lost, and they still had a large portion of the night stretched out before them. A few minutes of eerie silence with nothing but the light throb of royalty-free music to fill the space between them, Eric spoke up saying, “so… you like ramen noodles?”

Sexicorn laughed and asked, “where did that come from?”

“Just… wanting to get to know you a bit better. I mean, this is also a chance to meet you. I just noticed the empty boxes and-”

“They fit my budget.” Sexicorn said sadly before she continued, “though that’s not all there is to it. They’re salty and warm comfort food. I suppose I got addicted to them back at Coppin State.”

“I thought the logo on that degree looked familiar.”

“You go to Coppin State?” Sexicorn asked.

“I work there. I’m…uh…” Eric cringed lightly and continued “facilities crew. It’s not a bad job, really. Most the time I can just plug in a pair of earbuds and rock out while working.”

“So, you live in Baltimore too?”

“You… thought I didn’t?”

“Well, I just assumed bringing in a fan from the internet, well, it is the world-wide-web after all so…”

Eric chuckled saying “yeah, imagine my surprise when I found out you wanted to meet me in Baltimore.”

“I suppose you never know someone until you get to know them.” Sexicorn said. The words felt deeper and more meaningful in her mind than they did after she said them out loud.

“I suppose that’s true. Sorry about not being able to give you an orgasm earlier. I do still want to do something for you.”

“You’re paying me for a night of your fantasies. You don’t have to do anything for me.”

“Aww… come on. You got to tell me at least something the great Sexicorn would like.”

Sexicorn twisted her lips.

“Did you want me to do that stuff you talked about earlier with me like jerking you around by your hair and dominating you and stuff?”

Her eyes trailed up to meet his and he shrugged nonchalantly saying, “You seemed kind of excited about it, or at least the video of it. I suppose as long as we both know its not real, like I’m not actually going to hurt you or anything, then it would be okay, right?”

“Yeah. I uhh…” Sexicorn gritted her teeth and continued sheepishly, “I would actually kind of prefer that. Honestly this whole respecting me and being nice to me stuff makes me feel unsexy. I was hoping… or I suppose expecting to spend tonight just sacrificing my body to whatever you wanted to do to it.” She looked off distantly as she continued, “sex is almost easier if I feel like its something being done to me rather than something I’m participating in.”

Eric leaned in and kissed her sweetly on the lips before saying, “what you just did to me, with the tasting and sharing the experience of losing our virginity together, has already made this the best night of my life. I can never thank you enough for that. If dominating you for a little while is something you would enjoy, well, I’ll try my best at it. All I know about dominating a girl comes from porn, and that’s probably about as fake as everything else has been so far.”

“Who knows, maybe that part is realistic. Just so we’re clear, I don’t want you to physically hurt me. Bruises look bad on film. Just put me in a position where I have no choice but to have sex with you then shove your cock inside my helpless body while I flail about. Can you do that for me?”

Eric smiled saying “I’ll try. Do you want to wear one of these costumes while I do it?”

Sexicorn rolled her eyes at him, and he countered, “Oh, we’re… starting now then? Follow me over here and I’ll put one of these costumes on you… whether you like it or not…uh…slut.”  He gummed at his lips a bit muttering “god, that feels weird to say.”

“Try just being very direct.” Sexicorn prompted.

“Come over here!” Eric bellowed before he sat up and grabbed her by the wrist pulling her up as well. She let out a little yelp as she felt his powerful arms wrap around her chest as he bodily lifted her off the bed dragging her over to racks of costumes. She kicked fruitlessly at the floor with her bare feet, unable to gain any purchase with which to change her trajectory. Fright filled her mind for a moment. He felt so strong that he could rip her to pieces if he wanted to. Had she pushed him too far and pissed him off? Was he going to hurt her? Was the whole ‘nice guy’ schtick a fucking act and now she was going to be found by authorities later buried in a shallow grave in the woods? These questions rattled in her brain, but she held off on screaming or doing anything drastic for the moment until she could gather more information. He stopped suddenly at the front of the costumes and asked inquisitively, “…like that? Right?”

Sexicorn’s heart pounded loudly in her chest as she panted. A smile spread across her face and she replied “yeah, that’s perfect.”

“Oh, good, I was afraid I was overdoing it there for a second and…”

Sexicorn clung to his arms about her chest with one hand but held up her other to quiet him saying “don’t… don’t stop to explain everything to me. Kind of ruins the experience.” 

“Oh, yeah, okay. Well, how about this? The moment you stop having fun with it… shit, I’m terrible at thinking up safe words… just yell ‘cut.’”

“Cut?”

“Yeah, like a director telling an actor to stop the scene. Just, ‘cut.’”

“Okay. What do you want me to wear, daddy?”

“Daddy?”

She looked at him and gave a sexy wink.

He pursed his lips and said “Sorry, ‘Daddy’ kind of reminds me of my parent’s divorce when I was seven and, how my mom’s still trying to back-due collect child support from my-”

“ugg… why does everything have to be ruined by our sad-ass lives?” Sexicorn grumbled. She sighed and said “now you got me thinking about how I never knew who my father was.”

“How about JD? You said you would call me that and haven’t yet.”

“JD?”

“Yeah, JD, jackass kind of guy who likes to push girls around and fuck them. I don’t know. Kind of like a fictional character.”

“Like Sexicorn?”

Eric smiled “Yeah, like Sexicorn.”

“Okay, JD, what do you want me to wear?”

Eric released his hold on her as he carefully reviewed his way up and down the costumes. He picked out a pleated, green-and-blue plaid miniskirt and a white button-up shirt complete with thigh-high stockings.

“School girl?” Sexicorn asked.
 

“Well, I was just thinking through the whole domination thing and your daddy issues and…”

“say less. I’ll also put my hair up in piggy-tails for you. Some nice handles for you to hold onto while you face fuck me. Actually, can we film an intro?”

Light bathed lower half of his body as the bed shifted uncomfortably under Eric’s feet. He stood on top of the black and red-lip print covers. Sexicorn, dressed as a Catholic school girl, knelt before him. He had a tight grip on the piggy tails on either side of her green wig as he thrust his cock firmly into her mouth watching her eyes start to roll up in the back of her head. She gave a quick sideways glance towards the cameras with her eyes and Eric followed his cue pulling her head back from his cock letting her suck in a deep breath of air as a streamer of drool descended from the tip of his member across her chin. He then wrenched her head around so she faced the cameras. She smiled broadly saying “I’m so happy to see you. Tonight, I have a special guest.” She pointed up towards Eric’s firm hands still wrapped tightly around her pigtails and continued “or more like my special guest has me. Give a warm welcome to JD. He’s a longtime fan that I sold my body to. Yeah, you hear that right. Now he gets to do whatever he wants to me, and I mean whatever. What do you guys think JD has in store for me? Even I don’t know what he’s going to do to me. I’m a little bit scared, but looks like I don’t have a choice now. JD’s massive cock is hungry, and my body is on its menu. Want to see what happens next? Click that subscribe button below to unlock my premium content. Uh-oh, looks like my time is over. My new owner is getting impatient.”

On cue, Eric pulled her back in to start sucking his cock once more. A softness overcame her eyes as she looked up at him with sweet desire.

Eric reminded himself that he was helping her, and she was liking this as he pulled her face back from his cock. Inanely, her mouth kept jawing almost like she was reaching for him. He twisted her head and shoved her head first sprawling across the mattress. The move felt violent and she did whimper a little bit, but refused to say “cut” so he continued sliding in behind her kneeling down feeling the fringe of her skirt caress the top of his cock as he slid his legs in between hers. He reached over and grabbed her by the shoulders jerking her upwards so she faced the camera in a kneeling position in front of him. He reached around and grabbed either side of her shirt ripping it open violently as she feigned demurely covering her breasts. Same as the sewn on buttons hiding Velcro strips underneath, this act was merely for show to the camera. Eric grabbed her hands pulling them away from her breasts as she contorted her face in fear at being vulnerably exposed in front of the audience as he pulled her shirt up and off her body. With firm hands and eyes blinded by the multitude of ring lights, he reached around front of her feeling the warmth of her back press against his chest as he gripped up her breasts in his hands squeezing them as hard as he felt that he could without breaking her ‘don’t hurt me’ rule.

She cringed and leaned forward gasping with a shuddering whimper as she weakly tried pulling his hands away with her own.

He expected to hear “cut.”

He didn’t.

He pulled her back against his chest, overpowering her easily and continuing his brutal massage of her breasts. In that moment, he felt the warmth of her body pressed against him again and could even discern her heartbeat.

It felt slow and steady, calm and relaxed. Nothing at all like what it had earlier during what could have been described as normal sex. He smiled. As disturbing as this felt, he knew that she now felt more in her element.

He released her breasts and grabbed the hem of her skirt raising it up to show off her sweetly shaved labial lips underneath to the camera. He grabbed these and spread them apart rubbing at her clitoris as she leaned her head back on his shoulder screaming breathlessly into the air above them. His cock now dangled suspended beneath her buttocks and time had come to move her into position. He brought his hands back and shoved hard against her back forcing her to fall forward and catch herself with her hands. He then shifted his body and slid his cock into her pussy feeling that same delicious wetness he had experienced before. The only problem now was that he had no leeway to savor it. Rather he watched her body shake and convulse as he thrust into her from behind before remembering his next step and reaching forward to grab her by her hair and pull her up to face the camera. He couldn’t see what she was doing but he felt confident she was giving a great actress face as he continued to thrust into her from behind. Pleasure started to well up inside him threatening to bring cum. This served as his cue to change positions. He slid out from inside her and released hold of her head as he got back up and stepped off the bed walking around to the side. She lay limp and silent like an abused rag-doll, which had just been discarded before he grabbed her by the feet and spun her around flipping her over in the process so that she lay face up and side-ways on the bed. He pulled her harshly towards himself causing her to shriek momentarily as she slid to where her buttocks came to the edge of the bed. He grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it off her quickly before kneeling in to lick at her pussy. She placed lithe hands against his head whimpering and pleading with him unintelligibly, seeming to beg him to stop as her chest rose and fell in concert with his tongue. He stood back up and grabbed her hips up pulling her buttock to the level of his cock and shoving himself deep inside her. Due to his height, She now lay at an obtuse angle with her lower half raised up high enough to be fucked while her head and chest still lay on the bed. Unable to stop him, she did the only thing she could do and brace her hands against the bed to support herself as he jammed his cock repeatedly inside her while she screamed and cried. Once again, that feeling began to rise within his balls and he quit fucking her this way letting her collapse back down onto the bed in a whimpering pile.

He literally couldn’t believe she hadn’t said ‘cut.’

He flipped her over once more and stepped around to sit on the foot of the bed. He grabbed her by her shoulders and forced her to sit up before pulling her over to sit on his lap with his cock deep inside her. He wrapped his left arm around her chest and dropped his right hand to guide himself into her as he lifted and lowered her bodily fucking her as she lay limply in his arms lulling her head off to the side and letting her tongue stick out as if she were near death.

“Time to show all the boys back home how you cum all over a real man’s cock, Sexicorn.” Eric growled in a voice purposefully deeper than his own as he dropped his right hand down to start tickling her clitoris. She shrieked, “yes, JD, fuck me like your dirty little whore!.” She gasped convulsed as he thrust and finger-fucked her for a few minutes before his own will failed him and Eric began squirting once again inside her body. It seemed to work, however, as Sexicorn began orgasming in tandem moaning and shouting exultantly alongside his grunts of pleasure. At long last, he lay back with her still on his lap and his cock still skewered inside her as they both panted in sheer exhaustion.

“I kept waiting for you to say ‘cut.’”

“Oh, God, that felt incredible.” Sexicorn whispered between pants.

“Good footage?” Eric asked quietly.

“I think I actually did cum.” Sexicorn replied.

“Wait… What? For real?”

“Yeah, it feels different with a man than a toy. That and the footage from that is going to be awesome.”

“Glad to hear it.”

“Once you catch your breath, do you want to try me out in one of my other costumes? I can’t wait to see what you do to my body next.”

“I thought you said no anal.” Eric said as he reviewed the light up butt plug. The plug featured a well-lubed chrome tip shaped disturbingly similar to a card-game ‘spade’ butted up against a circular disc from which a rainbow cascade of battery-operated LED lights danced. “I meant anal sex. Go ahead and put it in me.” Sexicorn replied as she lay across his lap holding her butt cheeks open for him and winking at the camera. Eric slowly descended the plug into her buttocks watching her back arch and her head come up with a gasp as he did so. Somehow the beautiful, soft flesh that he was penetrating and the girl it belonged to felt weirdly disconnected in his mind. Still, she didn’t say ‘cut’ at that time nor did she say it as he folded her over in front of the camera letting her rainbow lights make his abdomen look like a disco as he fucked her roughly from behind.

In the next sceen, Eric put his clothes back on briefly as Sexicorn donned the button-up shirt and a knee-length grey skirt coupled with a cheap three-quarter sleeve grey jacket in a faint pantomime of business professional wear. Boss JD threw secretary Sexicorn onto the bed before growling at her “I give you a job and this is how you repay me? Acting like a disgusting slut on the internet?”

“No, please Mr. JD. It’s not what it looks like.”


“You’re fired.” 

Sexicorn slid off the bed and dropped to her knees in front of Eric pleading up at him “No, don’t fire me. I’ll do anything to keep my job, Mr. JD. Anything!”

“Anything?”

“Yes.”
 

“Then suck my cock like a good little girl.”

“Yes, Mr. JD. Anything.”

Sexicorn fumbled through unzipping Eric’s pants before bringing out his cock and putting it to her mouth to suckle at it. As she did so, Eric reached down saying “You say you’ll do anything. How about you give me a good reason to keep your useless, slutty little ass on my payroll. Let’s get that slutty little body of yours out so I can see if there is any reason to bother with you anymore.” Eric roughly pulled her jacked down her arms. During the entire action, she never once broke contact of her mouth with his cock. He repeated the trick of ripping her shirt open before pulling her up to her feet and stripping the skirt from her body.

“Hmmm… Hmmm…” He said running his hands over her hips and breasts appreciatively saying “Maybe you could work out. Let’s see what you got in between your legs here.” He slid his hands up her inseam finding her pussy and pressing his middle two fingers into it making her gasp and whimper.

“Yeah, that could work.” He said as he pulled his fingers out and put them in her mouth saying, “taste how sweet you are, slut?”

“mmhmm” Sexicorn whimpered back as she licked her own vaginal juices from his fingers. Eric twisted his lips in confusion as he looked into Sexicorn’s face. She cocked her head to the side inquisitively as if waiting for him to say something as he pulled his fingers out from her mouth whispering, “you can say ‘cut’ anytime you want to.”

“Mr. JD, let me show you my true powers as a woman. If you’ll help me, I bet I can touch my ankles to my ears.” Sexicorn panted out breathily before continuing “get my body in that position and I’m sure you’ll agree I’m a good… fit… for the position of personal secretary.” Eric chuckled but obeyed grabbing hold of Sexicorn’s legs and lifting them up. He stopped halfway through whispering “wait…are you sure you can do this?”

“I’ve been practicing stretches for this moment for years.” She replied quietly. Her skirt hiked up easily as he bent her legs upward. Her sweet little lips, now swollen and pink from all their undue exercise of the evening pressed out cutely from between her legs and Eric pressed his cock in between them feeling the now familiar sensation of gloriously fluid sexual pleasure. Her thighs pressed against his stomach and her calves stretched against his shoulders as he began thrusting inside her. Unlike previous positions, fucking her with her legs bent up as they were created a strange sensation of bouncing as the natural tension in her leg muscles countered his own weight and force of his thrust. More importantly, he could see her face fully at a comfortable distance from his own as she peered out at him from between her own legs.

She smiled at him sweetly as he chuckled whispering to her, “you’re so springy, I feel like a kid on a bounce-castle.” Her eyebrows shot up and she replied “that must have been one hell of a bounce castle you had as a kid.” She giggled and he laughed a bit relaxing into a rhythm that forced their laughter to die away so that it could be replaced with moans and pleasured grunts as, once again, he filled her pussy to the brim with their sexual tango of pleasure.

“Okay, Sexicorn, you can keep your position as my personal secretary. Just know how to always stay in the positions I like you in.”

“Will do, Mr. JD.” Sexicorn gasped back breathily.

Eric glanced at the cameras and slid out from within her slowly letting her legs lay back down to a more natural position before he lay down next to her leaning his head back and nearly falling asleep from sexual exhaustion.

“I’ll need to wash these blankets. I’m leaking your cum out all over the place.” Sexicorn muttered absentmindedly as she lay in her ‘ripped open’ secretary costume alongside an exhausted Eric.
 

“Sorry about that.”

“Don’t be.” Sexicorn sighed as she lay beside him. “God, Eric, the footage from tonight is incredible.”

“Are you going to include when we lost our virginity for real?”

Sexicorn turned her head to look at him and he stared back. She looked off thoughtfully for a moment before saying “no.” She stared intimately back into Eric’s eyes as she continued, “that moment is for us and us alone.”

“Thank you. I do hope I got you enough footage from crazy-JD-sex to help your channel. It was a bit fun, I suppose, like playing dress up or whatever. But that first time felt so powerful, so magical, I’m…well… glad we get to keep it to ourselves.”

“Me too.”

“I’m getting hard again. How do you feel?”

“I hate sounding like some ungrateful wife, but I actually am getting a bit tired.”

“Oh” Eric’s voice bore a hint of dejection

“Hey, don’t sound like that. I feel healthy enough I can still do it one more time, but I think after that I’ll need to eat some ramen and get some sleep.”

“One last time is fine. I’m getting close to my end, too. Can we just do normal sex instead of crazy JD stuff?”

Sexicorn smiled softly and said, “yeah, that would be nice.”

“Can I take you out of that costume?”

“Yeah, of course.” Sexicorn said sitting up and letting Eric unceremoniously strip off her open shirt and peel away her prop skirt. She closed her eyes and flopped back onto the bed comfortably naked once more with a relaxed sigh. She felt the familiar warmth of Eric’s body as he slid over her followed by the now familiar pressure of his cock sweetly entering her swollen and watery vagina once again. A slight twinge of worry entered her mind that perhaps she was now getting too comfortable for the sex. Was her vagina getting too loose to please him anymore? She hoped not and an appreciative moan coming from Eric relaxed her worries. She waited a moment to feel him enter the familiar rhythm of his thrusting, but he did not, rather he simply lay on top of her missionary style with his cock inside her. She opened her eyes and saw him looking across her body. He looked up into her face with a dreamy expression in his eyes.

“God, could you imagine what it would be like to be married and able to experience this whenever you want?”

Sexicorn gritted her teeth not sure if this was a question she should answer or not. He shook his head and continued, “I will never understand why my parents split up. If a woman offered me this, there’s no way I would ever leave. I would find a way to make the relationship work because this experience…”

He slid out and slowly thrust into Sexicorn bringing pleasured sighs to both their lips before he continued “…and getting to share it with someone, that is so incredibly valuable.”

Sexicorn nodded not daring to let her emotions guide the words from her mouth.

“Do you think you’ll ever want to get married someday?”

“Eric, don’t…”

“Yeah, sorry, way too personal of a question. Forget I asked it. I…”

“No, Eric, it’s not that it’s too personal. It’s that I can’t.”

“Because of this?” Eric said leaning his head towards the cameras and lights.

Sexicorn frowned saying, “Somewhat. Look, just finish up having your way with Sexicorn one last time and then… I guess… if you’re done here, you can go If you want. Tonight is about fantasies with no strings attached, right?”

“Right… I suppose.” Eric said sadly as he entered into the familiar rhythm of thrusting and retracting once more as they danced their way through one final samba. A sad, demure dance of goodbye sex shared between two people at the end of their time together.

“Can I ask you one final question?” Eric said as he slid his shirt back on over his head.

“Um…yeah... I suppose” Sexicorn replied as she donned a ratty bathrobe and clicked a few buttons on her laptops bringing darkness to the multitude of ring-lights surrounding the bed.  She stepped over to where he was dressing.

He stammered saying, “I know this seems weird…but…uh… I was thinking of…”

He gritted his teeth saying “God, this is hard.”

“Oh, you can say it.”

“Would it be okay if I took Rebecca out on a date?”

Sexicorn looked up at him with her eyes wide in abject terror.

She trembled as she shook her head saying, “no, no… Eric. Rebecca… she’s…” She began panting lightly in fear.

“What?”

“She is nothing, Eric. I know you had a good time with Sexicorn tonight but…well… it’s the lights, the makeup, the costumes, the cameras, this…” Rebecca reached up and grabbed hold of her trademark green hair and shook it saying, “wig… It’s all fake, Eric. This isn’t what I’m really like at all. You saw me earlier, I’m painfully normal looking.”

She hung her head and felt the wretched green, synthetic hairs tickle across her brow as she continued “Without the wig, I’m nothing. Everybody loves Sexicorn. Nobody likes Rebecca.”

Eric took this in thoughtfully and replied, “thank god, I thought you were going to call me an idiot for thinking I had a chance with her.”

He took a deep breath and let it out saying, “you’re right.” She looked up at him and he gestured towards himself saying “every girl in high school called me a ‘nobody’ and…well.” He pointed at his chest then to her emphasizing the meaning of his words “this ’nobody’ likes Rebecca.”

“Rebecca isn’t just ugly. She’s also a shameless internet whore.”

“And I’m a glorified janitor. Who am I to judge you for doing what you had to in order to financially survive?”

“I can barely afford this crappy apartment.”

“Looks to be about the same size as mine.”

“You can’t afford to take me out on a date. You said it yourself, you spent almost all your money just on tonight and don’t be thinking I’m going to give any of it back.”
 

Eric smiled at this saying, “I know that. That’s why I was going to ask if you would like to go grocery shopping with me.”

“Grocery shopping?”

“I read online it’s a better way to get to know someone than dinner and a movie. There’s an Aldi around the corner. You can buy some ramen. I’ll buy some potatoes. And… if we’re feeling frisky.” He leaned in close and wrapped his arms around her shoulders holding her in a warm and tight hug. He whispered into her ear “we’ll pool our money together and see if we can buy a dozen eggs. Then we’ll split them between us, six and six.”

Rebecca sighed saying, “eggs would be nice.”

She shook her head and wrapped her bathrobe about herself more tightly before stepping backwards out from his embrace.

“The time you bought from Sexicorn is over.”

She looked at him intently as she continued, “you haven’t earned the right to touch Rebecca like that yet, understand?”

“Uhh… yeah… I guess.” Eric stammered out in slight confusion.

Sexicorn spoke in a firm and formal tone, “you cannot use Rebecca to gain free access to Sexicorn. She couldn’t withstand the pain of a man doing that to her. As Sexicorn, I can’t let you do anything to hurt Rebecca. She’s valuable to me. And before you ask any stupid question, yes, I know exactly how ridiculous this all sounds after what we just did and I’m the same person, but that’s the rule. That’s…” She steeled her nerve and continued, “…the boundary you have to obey if you’re going to date Rebecca.”

Eric nodded saying, “I understand.” He placed his hand over his heart and continued in a formal tone “Sexicorn, I vow to you that my intentions with Rebecca are pure. I’m not going to force her to become you for me. I promised her that I wouldn’t hurt you and now I’m promising you that I won’t hurt her. All I’m going to do with her is spend some time together and hopefully get to know one another better. I promise that I won’t do anything involving green wigs or sex at all.”

“Ohh…that’s too bad.” Sexicorn said with a disappointed voice.

“What?”

“I didn’t say you weren’t allowed to have sex with her… but…” Sexicorn swallowed hard and continued saying, “when she is ready. Okay?”

“Okay.” Eric said with a loving smile. He stepped in to her and lifted his hand up over her shoulder letting it hover for a second before asking, “would this be okay?” Sexicorn nodded and he laid a reassuring hand on her shoulder saying, “with the kind of job you have, I understand why you have to be two people. I had an incredible time with you tonight, Sexicorn. And I look forward to seeing Rebecca, brown hair, old jeans, and all that goes with her tomorrow night at Aldi. I’ll plan to meet her by the carts at six. I’ll bring a quarter for the deposit.”

Rebecca smiled at him and replied, “I’ll bring some empty bags to put the groceries in.”

Eric patted her shoulder sweetly before letting her go. He gathered up the last of his belongings saying, “then it’s a date.”

He started to leave but Rebecca called out to him saying, “Eric.”

“Yes?”

“I’m really looking forward to sharing those eggs with you.”

“I’m looking forward to it as well.” Eric said warmly as he stepped out the door. His solo session with Sexicorn-Sixty-Nine had come to an end. His relationship with Rebecca had just started.
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