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"Christ, Randy, stop staring like you've never seen a woman before," Jack muttered, tossing a sequined corset onto the overflowing rack behind him. The wardrobe trailer hummed with the static of too many bodies in too small a space—perfume, sweat, and the metallic bite of steaming irons. Outside, Sunny Cotton’s laughter cut through the chaos like a blade through silk, sharp and effortless. At seventy-five, and five feet tall, she moved through the world like it owed her something, and judging by her 44HH breasts barely contained in a mesh bodysuit, the world was still paying up. Her Instagram had crashed twice this month from the backlash of her latest thirst trap, a poolside shot where the water clung to her hips like it was begging for forgiveness.

The video shoot was her idea, three days on location near a mountain resort.  Her new album coinciding with her latest business venture, a nighttime line of lingerie for mature women who still wanted to feel like they were in their prime.  She wasn’t just selling a product—she was selling the fantasy that age was nothing more than a number, and she embodied it effortlessly.  The director had wanted CGI, greenscreens, but Sunny insisted on authenticity.  "If they don’t believe it’s real," she’d said, fixing her skirt hem, "then what’s the fucking point?"

Social media had been set ablaze for weeks with teasers—Sunny sprawled across a bearskin rug in nothing but pearls and a tiny blanket, Sunny straddling a motorcycle in thigh-high boots, the leather straining at the seams where her thighs met.  The comments section was a warzone of disbelief and lust, men twice her junior arguing over her body measurements, certainly enhanced by years of plastic surgery, but it didn't matter. For the record it was a jaw dropping 44-22-36. Her manager Danny fielded calls from talk shows, podcasters, even a senator’s office complaining about "the moral decay."  Sunny just laughed and posted another shot, this time in a bathrobe slipping off one shoulder, the caption: *75 and still ruining marriages.*

Randy had seen the footage from the first day’s shoot—Sunny submerged in a marble tub, rose petals clinging to her damp skin as she arched back, water slicing between her breasts.  The crew had gone unnervingly quiet, the only sound the soft whir of the camera and the occasional, involuntary sigh from someone remembering to breathe.  Jack had elbowed him hard in the ribs when he caught him staring.  "Keep it in your pants, kid," he’d hissed, but Randy wasn’t the only one adjusting himself.

Now, back in the wardrobe trailer, Jack shoved a garment bag into Randy’s arms.  "Sunny wants the emerald piece for the next shot," he said, jerking his chin toward the set.  "And don’t fucking drop it."  Outside, Sunny was arguing with the director about choreography, one hand on her hip, the other gesturing sharply.  The movement made the mesh of her bodysuit pull taut across her nipples, and Randy felt his mouth go dry.  He’d never seen a woman who could command a room just by existing in it.  And Christ, those tits—A sharp whistle snapped him out of it.  Sunny had turned, catching his stare mid-gawk.  She didn’t look offended, just slightly amused, knowing what her presence was like for others, particularly newbies.

However, she was professional and demanded the same from her staff and anyone she worked with.  You don't get to be a successful mogul in multiple fields without discipline.

The emerald piece was a slinky dress that clung like a second skin and would highlight her curves and cleavage in the upcoming scene.  Randy carefully unzipped the bag, the fabric shimmering like liquid under the trailer's harsh lights.  The scent of expensive perfume and leather wafted out—Sunny's signature, something musky and dangerous that made Randy's pulse stutter.

"Bring it here, sweetheart," Sunny called, still mid-argument with the director but flicking her fingers toward Randy like she was summoning a waiter.  Her voice was syrup over gravel, the kind that settled low in the stomach.  Randy moved, the dress slung over his arm, hyper-aware of the way her eyes tracked him—assessing his demeanor, like she already knew how his palms were sweating.

The director threw his hands up and stormed off, muttering about "artistic integrity," but Sunny just rolled her eyes and turned her full attention to Randy.  Up close, her makeup was flawless, but he could see the fine lines at the corners of her eyes, the way her collarbones pressed against skin that had softened with age but lost none of its allure.  "Let's see it," she said, reaching for the dress, her fingers brushing his wrist.  The contact was accidental but it was enough for Randy to almost stop in his tracks.

"Jack picked this out?" she asked, her wardrobe consultant Jack Summers had been with her for decades and she trusted him fully. Sunny held the emerald dress up to her body, the fabric cascading like molten glass over her hips. Randy swallowed hard—her fingers were painted the same shade as the dress, nails sharp enough to draw blood. "Whoa, I'm glad I've stayed in shape, this would be a tough dress to pull off for a 25 year old!" she chuckled to herself.

"Ten minutes to shoot!" the radio cracked nearby and crew members were heard scurrying outside as Sunny put the outfit down and headed out towards the set, wardrobe fitting and adjusting would have to wait until later in the day.

During the shoot Randy was in the wardrobe trailer when Jack popped in to see how things were going, they had a lot of work once this sequence of the video was shot and he needed Randy to step it up, "Randy, I need to focus on a couple of outfits that are important for the main shots in the video, there's a couple of things I need double checked for Sunny, some measurements in case I need to adjust anything.  Can you handle it?"Jack handed him a list and Randy nodded quickly, he didn't want to let Jack down, he wanted to prove he could be a valuable asset to the crew.  Randy stepped outside and looked at the list, he saw Sunny was finishing up the current scene, he'd wait until she and Jack spoke before he went to her trailer, he knew she wouldn't be thrilled someone so new would be handling that.

When the scene wrapped up Jack called her over, "Sunny stepped off the set, the heat of the studio lights leaving a phantom warmth on her skin as she shrugged off the mesh bodysuit with practiced ease. "Darling," she said to Jack, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur that made Randy's spine straighten from where he lurked near the craft services table, "tell me you didn't pawn off measurements on the new boy." Jack's chuckle was low, his fingers brushing the small of Sunny's back as he guided her toward her trailer—a gesture so casual it felt like a secret.

"Sorry, I need to focus on your two outfits for that last scene tomorrow, these are just double checking in case I need to take in anything or adjust something.  You have two hours, so he should be good.  I'll check on things a little later.  He'll come to your trailer soon."  She shook her head and got into the golf cart and headed to her trailer.

About five minutes later Randy knocked on her trailer door, his palms slick against the clipboard holding Jack’s measurements list. The door swung open before his knuckles could land a second time—Sunny stood there barefoot, in jeans and a tight long sleeve blouse, "Jack told me, I know why you're here," she told him before he could speak.

He stumbled in as she walked away from the door stammering when he told her, "I..I..just...I have a few.." she turned back, "Come on son, if you let fame get you flustered you'll never work in this business."  It wasn't the fame, it was her body that him stuttering and nervous.  She didn’t sit, just leaned against the kitchenette counter, arms crossed, watching him fumble with the clipboard. The blouse clung to her ribs where she’d untucked it, the fabric straining faintly over the swell of her breasts. "Relax, kid," she said, rolling her eyes when his pen clattered to the floor. "You’d think being asked to sing the national anthem at the Super Bowl or something."

Sunny tried to calm his nerves, "What's the first thing you need to do Randy?" she asked with a smile. Randy looked at his clipboard and read from Jack's notes, "Uhm..I need to get your measurements Sunny."  She laughed, "Yes I know, I meant what outfit and what part of the outfit."

Randy shuffled through the papers, "Uh..it says here..the gold sequin outfit..for scene 3..and..and the bust, waist, hips.." he stammered out. Sunny grinned, "Ohhh the gold sequin dress, that's gonna be fun to get into, Jack better have loosened it up some since the last time!"

Randy had the outfits in a hanger set so he pulled it out and handed it to her.  She took it from him, "I'll be right back," and went to the back of the trailer to change into the outfit.  Randy paced in the closed up area with the tape measure in his hand waiting for her,

When she walked out the back door his jaw nearly dropped, her massive tits spilled out from the plunging neckline of the gold sequined top, nipples straining against the fabric as she adjusted the waistline of the skirt with an impatient tug. "Christ, Jack wasn’t kidding—this thing’s tighter than an unemployed divorced man’s wallet," she muttered, twisting to check the seam in the full-length mirror.  "Ok kid, get started, I'm gonna read some notes for the shoot so just let me know what I have to do," she told him.

Randy was trying his best to be professional, but his hands were shaking so bad he could barely hold the measuring tape steady.  He mumbled something about needing to measure her waist first, his voice cracking as he awkwardly reached toward her.

He was a scrawny, nerdy kid, looking no more than 19 years old, even though he was 24, and never been this close to a woman.  Sunny was slightly hesitant and realized the kid was in over his head, but trusted Jack so she figured it would be a good experience for him.  Randy was trying his best to be professional, but his hands were shaking so bad he could barely hold the measuring tape steady.

Randy swallowed hard, nodding jerkily as he fumbled with the tape. The waist measurement was manageable, but when he had to measure her bust, his fingers twitched with hesitation. He hesitated—just for a second—then steeled himself, wrapping the tape around her. The fabric of her top strained against her curves, and Randy's breath hitched. He wasn't just measuring; he was memorizing.

His erection began growing, he was glad she was looking at her notes and didn't notice.  Her tits were massive and he couldn't help envisioning what they looked like and kneading them, he was slightly panicking so he pulled back and told her, "Uhh..let me write down the waist first and I'll do the hips..umm..then I'll..the bust and all.." he mumbled, trying to buy himself time to calm down. Sunny glanced up from her script, one eyebrow arched as he looked down at his pad.

About a minute later his hands wrapped the tape around her waist as he continued to read the script notes for the next scene for the video.  Sunny’s fingers traced the edge of the script absently, her nails tapping against the paper like a slow drumbeat. Randy’s hands shook less now, the warmth of her skin bleeding through the fabric of the dress as he adjusted the tape.

He finished the waist and scribbled down a number, then looked at how big her breasts appeared in her outfit, "It's... uh, better if you take the blouse off," he blurted, immediately regretting it when Sunny shot a glance over to him. "Fabric thickness throws off the numbers," he lied quickly, pulse hammering in his throat. His palms were slick against the tape, and he couldn't stop his gaze from flickering down—just once—before snapping back to her face.

Sunny replied sharply, "Honey, are you sure?  Jack never mentioned that."  Randy really wanted to see what she looked like in a bra—and he was already imagining how her breasts would spill over the cups.  He nodded stiffly.

She had been in her underwear many times around Jack for measurements and outfit changes, but he'd been working with her for over thirty years, she'd never done this with someone new. Sunny hesitated for a moment, "Let me give Jack a call," and Randy got nervous knowing he needed to think of something quickly so she wouldn't catch him a lie, saying with a cracked voice, "Uh..no.." she looked over puzzled, "Umm...if you call him...he'll think I..uh...can't do things on my own,"  Sunny sighed and rolled her eyes shrugging.  "Alright, but maybe you could turn around for a second?" Randy nodded too quickly, spinning on his heel like a toy soldier. The rustle of fabric behind him made his pulse spike. When she cleared her throat, he turned back—and nearly choked. Her blouse was draped over a chair, leaving her in nothing but a lacy bra that barely contained her. The cups strained, and Randy's throat went dry. His hands twitched around the measuring tape, suddenly unsure where to look.

The trailer suddenly felt ten degrees hotter.  He swallowed hard, forcing himself to focus as he wrapped the tape around her bust, his fingers brushing against lace that barely contained her. The numbers didn't matter; all he could think about was how her nipples pressed against the fabric, taut and impatient.

"You were right," Sunny admitted, adjusting one strap. "This *does* give a more accurate reading." Her tone was light, but her eyes tracked the way his gaze kept dropping. Randy swallowed hard, stepping closer—too close—as he looped the tape around her. His fingers brushed the warm skin just above her bra, and he jerked back like he'd been burned. "Whoa, cowboy," she chuckled, catching his wrist. "Relax. I don’t bite, just focus."

She stood there and looked back at her notes while he stood to the side of her getting the tape into position.  He shook his head and purposely cupped one of her heavy and massive breasts with his palm, squeezing gently. Her nipple stiffened against his hand, and he felt his own body respond instantly. "Sorry," he mumbled, voice rough. "Just... checking the fit." Sunny exhaled sharply and his fingers lingered longer than strictly necessary.

The tape dropped slightly but he didn't notice, even placing his other hand under the other breast to cup them both, the sensation in his palms like holding ripe fruit. "Accurate measurements require... umm proper support," he murmured, fingers pressing into soft flesh as he pretended to adjust the tape’s position. Sunny had the look of annoyance on her face, but her full attention wasn't on Randy and him measuring, her notes taking up part of her attention.

"I..I...umm...would...maybe we could...ummm take the...off for more accuracy??" Randy stuttered, his pulse hammering in his ears as he gestured vaguely at her breasts in the lace. Sunny's turned her head in confusion, she'd been measured hundreds of times, and no one had ever needed *this* level of precision.

But the excuse spilled out before she could call his bluff: "The...the lace has too much give," he lied, fingers twitching against the measuring tape. "Silhouette distortion." The words sounded ridiculous even to him, and Sunny tilted her head, "Huh?  That doesn't make any sense."  Randy felt heat crawl up his neck, but he doubled down—desperation outweighing shame—"Jack , uhh...he said..umm..told me I had to..."

"Why didn't he mention that to me?" she shot back in a bit of disbelief.  "Because...uh...he wanted me to learn initiative?" Randy stammered, voice cracking as Sunny's gaze sharpened, his face felt like it was on fire.

Sunny rolled her eyes, "I surely don't think Jack would say that, we've worked together for decades and I've never heard of that." Randy was stuttering as he tried to come up with any sort of reasonable reason, making things up on the spot, "Ummm...it's just..your, they are so...uhhhh...large..I mean...it's more important than usual to get exact measurements because uh...support...and the fabric..."

Sunny was in just a short skirt and lace bra and said, "You know, let me just call Jack and ask him," and Randy needed to really think on his feet now, "NO! No, Sunny, trust me, he'll get upset that I couldn't figure it out myself. He's already told me I need to be more independent." His voice cracked, but he held her gaze, hoping she wouldn't call his bluff.

She hesitated as she looked at her phone and turned back to Randy and sighed, "I don't normally do this...but ok...just try to be as quick as possible, but get it right," and he nodded, his erection growing in his pants.  She reached behind her back and while she was looking at him noticed his erection in his pants, and it was extremely noticeable, her mind going back to the crew talking about his "gift".  She paused, and he said, "What??  Come on take...it off...so I can get this done."

He realized he sounded too unprofessional, "Uhh...I mean...what's the matter?" Sunny cleared her throat, "You ummm have a...well...nevermind," she shook her head, "At least turn around," and then unclasped her bra, letting it slide off her shoulders and down her arms, her massive breasts spilling free.

"Ok," she said, "You can turn around."  Randy's breath caught—"Hoollllyyy shhhhiiiittttt," he said loud enough for her to hear, his eyes wide.  "Excuse me?" Sunny said, arms instinctively crossing over her bare chest—but not fast enough to hide the way Randy's gaze locked onto her massive breasts.  He swallowed hard, fingers tightening around the measuring tape like a lifeline. "I—uh, just meant holy *cow*, your measurements are gonna be... precise now," he stammered, stepping closer without thinking his knees nearly buckled.

Sunny was skeptical but uncrossed her arms, letting her breasts hang heavy and full in the open air. Randy’s hands shook as he reached for her breasts, the tape measure around his neck, an afterthought. Sunny was watching him, "What are you doing?" Randy hesitated, "Uhh...measuring your bust size..." Sunny sighed, "With your hands?" Randy nodded, "Yeah...it's...uh...better for accuracy. I mean...get them in place before the tape starts."  She rolled her eyes but didn’t stop him "Just hurry up please.”

His hands rested underneath them, the weight was astonishing, "Oh god," he whispered but she heard him, "Randy, focus," she scolded but he didn't let go, kneading slightly as if testing the texture. He swallowed hard, fingers tracing the underside of each breast—"I..I..they are..." he said under his breath as he gently massaged them. While she looked down at his arms she saw his erection was testing the fabric of his pants, "You're obviously not measuring anymore," she said bluntly, watching as his hands continued to cup and explore her bare skin.

She couldn't allow him to continue just copping and as she was about to tell him, she gasped at his next shocking move.  Randy leaned in suddenly, his mouth closing around her left nipple—hot, wet, and desperate. Sunny's protest died in her throat as his tongue swirled, "Good god..wha...." she breathed, hands hovering uncertainly near his shoulders. His hands were still kneading her other breast, fingers digging greedily into soft flesh as he sucked hard enough to make her knees weaken.

With his free right hand he unzipped his fly, letting his erection spring free—thick and unmistakably large, just like the rumors said. Sunny’s breath hitched stunned at the length he had, "Holy shit," she murmured before she could stop herself. Randy barely registered her reaction, too consumed by the taste of her skin, the way her nipple stiffened further against his tongue. His hips jerked forward instinctively, his cock brushing against her thigh.

"Wait, what is goi...uhhh..you ca...." Sunny's words dissolved into a sharp gasp as Randy's hips pressed forward, his thick cock sliding against her bare thigh. She could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of her skirt, the sheer size making her pulse jump—crew gossip hadn't exaggerated. Randy's mouth worked hungrily at her nipple, one hand still kneading her other breast while the other gripped her hip, pulling her flush against him.

He'd never seen a woman's breasts before, much less a pair this huge, and he was addicted and possessed.  He lifted up her skirt as her momentum carried her back, ass hitting the vanity.  He reached around to unzip the skirt, tugging it down her hips—revealing lacy panties.  His mouth left her breasts and his focus adjusted to trying to position her in the right spot for him to try and get his cock adjusted.

Sunny caught his wrist, breath uneven. "Whoa, this..you aren...you are a ki...this is..." unable to get out full sentences as her mind swirled and hands defended gingerly.  She was shaken by just how big a cock this scrawny, nerdy, kid had. He lifted her enough so her ass slid onto the vanity and Randy moved closer, parting her legs.

Sunny gasped in shock, "Wait—" but Randy had taken his hand, wrapping it around his cock to try and steady it, aiming for her, his complete inexperience showing as he fumbled blindly for her entrance. Her hands were shaking and slid off his shoulder as he placed it on her panties over her pussy.  "Uhhhhhh..." she gasped when she felt his tip over the panties.

She hadn't expected anything like this to happen, she was a professional and expected everyone else who worked with and around her to act like one as well, regardless of what the shoots or outfits had intended to conjure up in one's imagination.

He reached and slid the panties slightly askew trying to get them out of the way as Sunny instinctively clamped her thighs together, trapping his hand between them. The sudden pressure made Randy groan—her warmth radiating through the damp lace. "Easy," she breathed, but he was beyond listening, hips jerking forward again, his cockhead dragging wet against her inner thigh. Her breath hitched as his free hand gripped her knee, prying her legs apart with surprising strength for someone so scrawny.

He cupped a breast as he finally got the tip to where he thought it needed to be.  Then he guessed he should just push forward, his hips moving forward, the tip slipping past the panties, but not quite catching—Sunny gasped sharply, her hands shooting out to grip the vanity's edge. "Christ, kid...what the f..." her words dissolved as the shock ensued.

Randy reached down and repositioned his cock, Sunny looked down, one hand reaching for his scrawny chest, the other holding herself up on the vanity's edge, "No, wait, you're not—" But then he pushed forward again, his inexperienced thrust finally catching, the thick head popping past her folds with a wet gasp of friction. Sunny's protest twisted into a sharp cry—part surprise, part something darker—as her body arched against the sudden stretch. Randy froze, eyes wide, panting, his hands shaking against her hips like he'd just discovered fire.

He looked down, his thick tip had breached inside and he moved his hips, the tension and opening too tight for much movement, but he was inside.  Sunny gasped out, "Oh...god...you're..." but Randy didn't wait—he pulled back slightly and thrust forward again, his cock sinking deeper with a wet, tight resistance that made Sunny's fingers claw at the vanity. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts, her legs trembling as Randy's hips stuttered against her, his inexperience making every movement jerky and uneven.

Randy barely registered her reaction, too focused on the tight, wet heat enveloping just the first few inches of his cock. His breath came in ragged gasps, fingers digging into her thigh as he rocked forward another inch, stretching her further than she'd been stretched in years.

The sound out of her mouth surprised them both, "Ohhhh fuuuuck," escaping Sunny's lips before she could stop it—tightness giving way to a deep, unexpected fullness. Randy's fingers dug into her hips, his breath hitching as he pushed deeper, her walls clenching around him in protest before reluctantly yielding. Her head tipped back, blonde curls brushing the vanity mirror as his cock filled her inch by agonizing inch, her body adjusting—just barely—to his size.

"Pull back..fuck..." she groaned, asking for a bit of relief.  He had no idea what he was doing so he listened, withdrawing a few inches before he sunk back in, still just half of his cock inside her.  Sunny moaned out, "Ohhh fuckkkk," clutching the vanity's edge, her mouth agape as she looked down watching the thickness and length disappear back inside her—her stomach practically bulging with the shape of him.

Randy's hands trembled as they slid up her thighs, gripping her waist like he was afraid she'd vanish. He'd never felt anything like this—the heat, the pressure, the way her body pulsed around him, he pulled back to begin his thrusting and she pushed his bony body and he slid out, the full 13 inches barely leaving her, "You can't...this isn't..I'm your...ohhhh...fuck.." she gasped as he leaned back in, pushing his cock back inside her, but her arms held stiff and only the head made it in.

Sunny's breath hitched as the head made it in, "Ohhh..what the hell are you..." but Randy pushed forward again, sliding deeper her arms bending as she felt the first 6 inches push through.  She looked down and saw how much more was outside of her and groaned, "Ohh fuckkkkk.....you're....it'ssss..sooo.." her words turning into a gasp as he leaned forward, pushing her against the mirror and pressing her legs back, spreading her wider.

She watched his massive cock disappear into her with a mixture of shock and fascination—she could *see* the bulge it created in her lower belly. Randy groaned, having never experienced being inside of someone let alone a woman that looked like Sunny.  He palmed one of her massive breasts, his hand looked tiny against her flesh, as he bottomed out again.

This time retreating only half way before pushing forward, "Ohhh fuuuuuuckkkkkkkkk," Sunny gasped as she felt the full length push back in, her arms giving out as she fully laid back on the vanity. Having only seen porn and never experiencing sex himself, he was mimicking what he had watched on his laptop thousands of times and sliding his cock entirely out of her tight pussy and attempting to slam it back in, but missing entirely and rubbing against her thigh.

He placed the tip back at her entrance, Sunny eyes half lidded, looked down as she gasped again feeling the width stretch her, "Ohhh fuckkkk," she groaned as he pushed forward, her body arching off the vanity as inch after inch disappeared inside her. Randy's fingers dug into her thighs, his breath ragged.  Randy began thrusting quicker attempting to gain some sort of rhythm but once again all 13 inches escaped her, sliding out entirely before he tried pushing forward, missing her entrance entirely—his cock dragging wetly against her thigh again.

Sunny exhaled sharply through her nose, watching his frantic movements with a sense of shock that she had allowed a scrawny, nerdy, kid to enter her, "Ohh my god...stop...wait..." she gasped, but Randy was too focused on trying to get back inside, his cock twitching against her thigh. She tried to sit up, but his hand pressed against her stomach, holding her down as he fumbled again—this time, the head caught, and he pushed forward with a grunt, her body yielding reluctantly as he sank halfway in.

She let out a loud moan, "Ohhh goooddddd," as his cock stretched her beyond what she thought possible—her toes curling against the vanity's edge. Randy's hips stuttered forward again, burying himself fully inside her with a choked groan, his skinny frame trembling from the effort. Sunny's hands scrambled against the mirror, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as he started a clumsy rhythm, withdrawing halfway before slamming back in, each thrust pushing her body up the vanity.

Her mouth open in hushed tones as he withdrew half way and back in slower now, learning a pace he could settle into, 8 inches remaining in and out of her, "Ohhhh goddd...you're...you're not supposed...to be...fuckkkkk," her words fell apart as she watched his skinny body move, his hips in a slow steady pace now. Randy's hands gripped the vanity's edge on either side of her body, his breath hot and uneven as he focused entirely on the sensation of her tight warmth clenching around him. Sunny's breasts bounced slightly with each thrust, her nipples stiff and flushed—his gaze locked onto them with a hunger that made her shiver despite the heat between them.

She slowly opened her eyes watching him and thought to herself, 'How the hell did this happen? This ugly scrawny kid is fucking me' Randy's thrusts grew erratic, his breathing ragged—he was close, but didn't want this to end especially after she made more sounds, "Ohhhh fucckkkk...it's really...happeninggg..." Sunny groaned louder, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts, her breasts bouncing with each movement.

"Huh?" he grunted, curious what she was referring to.  Randy paused mid-thrust, and asked again, "What's happening?" Sunny was gasping, "Ohhhh fucckkk....it's.....really......happeninggg..." Randy shook his head, "Huh??"

Her breath hitching in short, sharp gasps, "Ohhh goddd...ohhh goddd..." she chanted, her eyes squeezed shut as a wave of pleasure crashed over her—his cock still buried deep inside her, twitching against her walls. "What's happening?" he asked again.  What was 'happening' was that she hadn't been fucked like this in years—certainly not by some kid with a cock bigger than any man she'd ever been with. She let out a loud groan, "Ohhhh fucckkk...you're...gonna...make me cum...." as he looked down and saw cum dripping down her thighs.

His cock was so long and it was hitting places inside her that hadn’t been touched in years—maybe ever. Sunny’s fingers clawed at the vanity as Randy leaned forward, his skinny frame pressing her deeper into the mirror, his hips pistoning in a rhythm that was somehow both clumsy and relentless. She could feel the sweat dripping down his chest onto hers, his breath hot and uneven as he looked like a deer in headlights shocked at what he was managing to do with an icon, a woman with tits the size of his head.

The radio cracked beside them, Jack on the other end, "Sunny, how are things going in there?  Need me to come check on things?  We may need you back on set earlier, how much longer"  Randy looked at her as his pace slowed, wondering what would happen.  Sunny reached for the radio, Randy panicking but still moving inside of her.  She grabbed the radio, in ragged breath she answered back, "No...no...everything's fine...just uh...Randy's...umm..got a few more measurements...I'll be out...soon..." she gasped out.

"How much longer?" Jack barked back, Sunny looked down at Randy's cock sliding in and out, "Ohhhh...it's really long.." and she caught herself when Jack replied, "What?" She gasped, "Uhh...it's really...long measurements Jack...we need...I'm not done...I'm close...Randy is gonna make sure...we get this right," she stammered, dropping the radio as Randy bucked forward, slamming into her cervix with a grunt. Sunny arched off the vanity, biting her lip hard enough to taste copper—her thighs trembling around his hips as another orgasm was rising in her body.

He looked up at her surpised at what she told Jack, she stuttered to Randy, "Ohhh fuckkk...I don't know why I said that..." Randy paused for a second, but she mumbled back at him, "I gave you more time...so keep going..." Randy nodded and resumed thrusting harder now, pushing deeper each time, Sunny's toes curling against the vanity's edge as she gasped, "Ohhh goddd...you're...hitting so...deep..."

The sound of ragged breathing from both of them filled that part of the trailer, Randy was living out his wildest fantasy, fucking an icon with a body that Greek Goddesses would be envious of.  The sound of footsteps outside the trailer didn't stop him, he kept thrusting deep inside her, his cock stretching Sunny's pussy with each stroke.  She was gripping the edge of the vanity, her legs shaking as she mumbled incoherently, "Ohhhh...this...shouldn't...be...happening...but...fuuuccckkk..."

He leaned his head down to suck her nipple again, he was amazed at just how much breast he had to try and wrap his mouth around—it wasn't possible, he couldn't cover the whole thing. Sunny gasped as he latched onto her nipple, her hands instinctively gripping his hair—whether to push him away or pull him closer, she wasn't sure.

Suddenly a knock at her trailer door, "Sunny?" a man called out, sounded like Gary, the crew chief.  "You in there?"  She looked at Randy, "Sshhhh..." as he slowed down but didn't stop.  In a ragged voice she yelled out, "I'm...uhhh...changing!" Randy was just focused on his movements.  Gary called back, "Did you get the message about earlier shoot time?" Sunny inhaled sharply, "Ohhhh fucckk...yesss...I...got it..." she gasped out, her hands gripping Randy's bony shoulders as he thrust harder, his cock hitting depths she'd forgotten existed.

"We need you back in ten," Gary said through the door, oblivious to what was going on inside the door.  She knew she couldn't make it that soon, "Uhhh...give me...twenty," Sunny gasped, her legs trembling as Randy's hips pistoned faster—his cock dragging against her inner walls with each thrust.

"I'm not sure about that, I need to check, hold on," Gary said, footsteps retreating slightly. Sunny seized Randy's shoulders, nails digging in—whether to stop him or urge him on, neither could tell. "You gotta—*ohhh*—finish," she gasped, hips lifting desperately as Randy's thrusts turned erratic, his breath hitching. He nodded dumbly, hands fumbling to grip her waist tighter, her breasts bouncing wildly with each snap of his hips.

Her eyes half closed as he pumped into her, surprisingly lasting for such a long time, her moans grew louder and Gary returned to the door, "Sunny, I have Clayton on the phone.  He wants to know exactly how long?  He doesn't want the crew standing around."

Sunny swallowed hard, her hands pressed against Randy's chest as he kept thrusting—slow, deep strokes now, the feeling had been foreign to her for such a long time, "Ohhh..tell....Clayton...twenty...minutes...oh shiiit..." and she whispered to Randy, "You're so...deep...ohhhh fuckkk..." Gary paused outside, "You sound...winded?" Sunny exhaled sharply, "Just...measuring...hard to...ohhh...reach spots..." Randy was oblivious, just focused on the sensation.

"Well?" Gary shouted.  Sunny whispered to Gary, "You have to have the biggest cock I've ever felt."  Gary was confused, "What?" Sunny gasped, realizing she hadn't really whispered that.  Randy's face concentrating and he began to thrust harder, making Sunny cry out, "Ohhh fuuuuckkkk!" Gary called out, "You ok?" Sunny groaned, "Fine! Just...measuring...something...big!" Randy's hips snapping forward again—Sunny's back arched off the vanity, her breasts heaving as pleasure coiled tight in her stomach.

"Twenty...ohh..it might be longer," Sunny gasped, her thighs clamping around Randy's hips as his cock throbbed inside her—deep, unrelenting strokes that left her breathless. Gary sighed outside, "Fine, but Clayton's gonna be pissed." Randy barely registered the conversation, his hands kneading her breasts frantically as his hips pistoned faster, sweat dripping between them. Sunny's moans turned ragged, her nails raking down his chest, this was something she couldn't have imagined when she arrived on set.

Randy's breath hitched—his movements growing erratic as Sunny's body tightened around him, her pussy clenching rhythmically. "Ohh fuck, I'm—" he choked out, but Sunny silenced him with a sharp tug of his hair, pressing his face into her cleavage. "Not yet," she hissed, waiting for her own orgasm to crest.  Her hips buckied uncontrollably against his. "I don't know how much longer...I can...uhhh..go," he panted heavily.

He pumped faster and groaned, "Fuuck...I can't..." and he exploded inside of her, his load shooting deep as Sunny's body arched violently—her pussy clamping around him in waves as she came harder than she had in years. She felt his hips thrust and the amount of cum filling her was shocking, "Ohhh.." he moaned as more cum spilled into her, the aftershocks still wracking his skinny frame.

Her body shook from the aftershocks, Randy still slumped against her, his cock twitching weakly inside her as ropes of cum leaked down her thighs. Sunny exhaled sharply, staring blankly—her mind struggling to reconcile the mess of limbs, sweat, and spent desire with the prim image she’d maintained for decades. Randy lifted his head from her chest, dazed, his gaze drifting to where their bodies were still joined, his softening cock slick with her arousal and his release.

Sunny exhaled sharply through her nose and pushed against his chest—"Okay, that's enough," she said, voice regaining some of its usual steel despite the breathlessness. Randy slid out with a wet pop, his cock dripping onto the trailer floor between them. She sat up slowly, wincing at the ache between her legs, and snatched a discarded wash rag to wipe herself. "Jesus Christ," she muttered, glancing down at the mess—her stomach, her thighs, the vanity—all streaked white.

"I've never seen so much...Jesus, are you part horse?" Sunny muttered, tossing the soiled rag aside as Randy stood frozen, his softening cock still glistening between them.

The radio crackled again—Jack’s impatient voice cutting through the haze: "Sunny, wrap it up. We’re losing light." She looked at Randy, "Don’t. Say. Anything."

Randy nodded dumbly, "I didn’t—" She cut him off, "You wait to leave until after I do," she said as she rushed to the bathroom to wash herself quickly."

A few minutes later when she walked out he was dressed and she headed towards the door, "If you say anything about this to anyone...You're a dead man walking!  Understood?!"  He nodded fast, "I..I..won't tell..it's..it was great but..I...I won't say..." Randy stammered,  She sneered at him, "This never happened, now clean up the mess and make sure you don't let anyone see you leave this trailer."

She opened the door, stepped out, and she froze.  Jack had just pulled up in a golf cart with a PA, "What took so long?!  Hurry!" he said as she walked over in her high heels still having to go change on set, "Uh...the measurements were...more complicated than expected."  Jack narrowed his eyes, "Really?  Fucking Randy, that should have been a breeze.  I'll talk to him later."

Inside Randy was scrambling to clean up any trace of what just happened, his mind replaying every second, wondering how the hell he managed to pull that off.  He looked at the vanity still slightly wet with cum, grabbed a random rag and wiped it clean, his hands still shaking.  He couldn't believe he just fucked Sunny Cotton—her body, her breasts, the way she moaned—none of it felt real, and it was his first time.

An hour later he had stumbled back on set, taking in the shoot, seeing her lipstick perfectly reapplied, hair freshly curled—every inch the untouchable icon. He nearly dropped his coffee when Jack asked, "Did you get everything done with today's outfits?  I heard you took longer than expected." Randy swallowed hard, he actually didn't finish because he forced himself on her before he got the bust measurements done.  He had completely forgotten about that, her body and what they had done had been the only thing he had thought about.

"Uhh..well actually...I need to get one more - " he stuttered, and Jack cut him off, "What?!  You took longer than scheduled and still didn't finish?!  What the hell were you doing in there for so long?!"

"Well the thing is..ummm...I just got sidetracked and then..umm..had some trouble with.." Randy stammered, his face burning as Sunny—now draped in a shimmering emerald gown twenty feet away—glanced sharply in his direction. Jack threw his hands up. "Christ, am I working with adults or toddlers? Get those damn measurements before the end of the day!" Randy nodded frantically, clutching the forgotten tape measure in his pocket like a guilty secret.

Randy didn't know how Sunny would react to him again, he was almost afraid of what she might do when Jack told her he was coming back to her trailer again, but also excited to be in her trailer again.

After a two hour shoot, things broke and Jack took Sunny aside, "Sorry Randy never finished the measuring, we need them done today since they are for tomorrow.  I want him to finish, so at 4 PM, you have an hour available.  I'll tell him to be at your trailer then."  Sunny sighed slightly, "Sure, fine...yes I know, we need them done by today."

At 3:55 PM, Randy knocked on her trailer door, shifting nervously from foot to foot. Sunny opened it wearing jeans and a cotton blouse—no teasing wardrobe malfunctions this time—her expression unreadable. "Come in," she said flatly, stepping aside. The moment the door clicked shut, Randy blurted out, "About earlier—" but she cut him off with a sharp gesture toward the measuring tape in his hand. "Measurements only. No funny business."

He nodded and they walked back to where they had been earlier, "Ummm..I need to get your bust size," he stammered, staring at his feet while Sunny rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, "yeah I know." She reluctantly unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a simple nylon/polyester bra, nothing like what she had worn earlier. Randy hesitated, tape measure dangling limply—his hands still shook slightly—and Sunny sighed, "Just measure and get it over with." As he looped the tape around her, she caught his wrist again, voice low, "No funny business." He swallowed hard, nodding fast.

"Uhh...it's just last time the..umm..the bra wasn't accurate," Randy stammered, eyes flicking toward her cleavage. Sunny huffed, "Not a chance cowboy, that hog in your pants aint getting a repeat performance." She slapped his hand away as it hovered too close to her bra clasp—his fingers twitching like a junkie eyeing his last fix.

"It's just if Jack...if I don't get it right...tomorrow the scene and he's gonna..." Randy stammered, as he looked at her. She sighed, "Fine, unhook it."  She turned her back, and he swallowed, fingers fumbling with the clasp—his knuckles brushing her skin, sending a jolt through him. The bra fell away, and Sunny crossed her arms over her chest defensively. "Measure. Now."

"Uhhh..it's hard...I mean difficult to..with your arms..." he said as he moved in front of her, facing her now. Sunny shook her head at his persistence and dropped her arms—her breasts swaying slightly, nipples hardening in the trailer's cool air. Randy's breath hitched as he looped the tape around her, fingers brushing her skin with deliberate slowness. She rolled her eyes when his hands cupped them and his fingers pressed into her flesh, "Ohhhh god.." he sighed as she said flatly, "Are you measuring or fondling?"

"I...I...they are...my god...I should have...when we were..." he said softly as he pressed his fingers into her tits again, Sunny's patience thinning. "Measure or leave," she warned, but Randy's hands slid lower, thumbs brushing her nipples—her breath catching despite herself. His erection pressed against his pants visibly, straining toward her as he whispered, "Just...one more time?" Sunny was on the verge of erupting when all of the sudden he took her hand and placed it on his erection, "Jesus...Christ" she groaned as she felt the size again through the fabric.

"You have to have the biggest cock I've ever felt," Sunny muttered again—this time deliberately—her fingers curling around the thick outline through his jeans. Randy whimpered, hips jerking forward as she squeezed experimentally. "Fuck," she breathed, her professional resolve cracking "Just once more...and you keep your mouth shut and never come back to this trailer again, got it?!"

Randy nodded frantically, already fumbling with his zipper when Sunny walked over to the couch in the trailer and slid her jeans off, then her panties, "Get over here and sit down," she ordered him. He scrambled to the couch, his cock springing free—thick and flushed—as Sunny straddled his lap without ceremony, she wrapped her hands around his thick long shaft and lifted herself up easing the tip to her entrance, "Hold my waist," she told him and began to ease herself down.

"Mother...." her words caught in her throat as she worked herself down, struggling to allow his cock to ease into her, "Good god, you're so big," she gasped as she began to sink further down. Randy's fingers dug into her waist—his breath ragged as he watched her inch by inch take him, her wetness easing the way. Sunny's thighs trembled around him, her hands braced on his shoulders as she finally bottomed out, her body stretched tight around him, "Ohhhh....fuuuuuck," she groaned, rolling her hips experimentally, already feeling his cock pressing deep inside her.

She looked at him with a wince, "God, you're one ugly kid," Sunny groaned through gritted teeth as Randy eased her down slowly—her body clinging to him in a way that made his vision blur. His hips stuttered forward instinctively, burying himself again with a groan that sounded more like pain than pleasure. She could feel every ridge of him dragging against her inner walls, the stretch bordering on unbearable as they found a rhythm. The couch creaked dangerously beneath them, its thin frame protesting as Sunny moved up and down in a steady pace.

"Uhh..then why am I fucking...you..." he grunted as he kneaded those massive breasts of hers. She let out a sharp laugh that dissolved into a groan when she sank all the way down, his cock hitting a spot deep, "Because...oh god...you're built like a fucking...ahhh...power line...with benefits..." Her fingers clawed at his chest as she lifted herself up and fell down at an increasing pace.

Time wasn't on their side but it didn't seem that it would be an issue, her body was no match for his girth as Sunny grunted with each downward movement, "Ohhh fucckkk...I'm gonna cum already..." Randy's hands slid from her waist to grip her bouncing breasts and leaning up so he could start sucking her nipples again. Sunny grabbed his hair, pulling him tighter against her chest—her moans muffled against his skull as her thighs clenched around his hips.

She felt the orgasm building faster than before, her body still hypersensitive from earlier—Randy's cock dragging against her inner walls with every thrust, his tongue swirling around her nipple in a rhythm that matched his relentless pace below. Sunny's fingers tightened in his hair, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she felt ready to unwind.

A choked scream tore from Sunny’s throat as her orgasm hit—her body locking around Randy’s cock in violent pulses that made his hips jerk upward uncontrollably. "Oh shiiit...it's...ohhhh..." she moaned as her body went slightly limp.  Randy told her, "Quick, get off and lean over," she did so, her muscles still twitching as she gripped the couch arm for balance, her knees sinking into the cushions.

He lifted himself up, holding his dangling cock and waited a second for her to be in position, "Ohhh goddd," she gasped as she felt him press against her entrance again—her body still throbbing from the last orgasm. Randy placed the tip at her entrance and before he knew it she backed into him, taking half his length in one swift motion—her body clenching tight around him with an audible gasp. He groaned, hands gripping her hips as he slid the rest of the way in, his balls pressing against her slick folds. Sunny shuddered, her breath ragged as she whispered, "Fuck...you fit even deeper like this..."

He knew he didn't have much longer before he blew but had dreamt about fucking someone from behind, never imagining the first one he'd get to do it with would be Sunny Cotton. He pulled back slowly, watching her ass cheeks ripple as his cock slid out—only to thrust forward again, burying himself completely with a grunt that made Sunny yelp. "Jesus—*ohhh*—slow down!" she gasped, but Randy's hands clamped onto her hips, his fingers digging into soft flesh as he started a relentless pace—each snap of his hips punctuated by the wet slap of skin and Sunny's ragged curses.

Sunny's forearms collapsed onto the couch cushions, her face pressed against the upholstery as Randy fucked her with a frantic, amateurish rhythm—too fast, too deep, but somehow hitting spots that made her yelp. She could feel his balls slapping against her with every thrust, his cock stretching her obscenely as drool pooled beneath her cheek. "You're—*fuck*—gonna break me," she slurred, but arched her back further, pushing her ass back against him—an unspoken plea for more.

"Ughhhh.....shhhiiiittt..." he groaned as he erupted inside her—hot, thick spurts filling her without warning as his hips jerked forward erratically. Sunny gasped at the sudden flood, her own orgasm ripped from her as Randy slumped against her back, his softening cock twitching inside her as ropes of cum leaked down her trembling thighs. She collapsed fully onto the couch, barely registering the wet smear beneath her —his release mixing with her own slickness on the upholstery. Randy peeled himself off her with a wet pop, his spent cock dripping onto the floor as Sunny lay motionless except for the rise and fall of her chest.

He fell back into the corner of the couch trying to catch his breath, looking at her ass as she lay flat on her stomach breeathing heavily.  "Hurry up and get the measurement done and get the hell out of here," she said, her voice muffled by the sofa cushion her mouth was pressed against.

He untangled his legs and got off the couch, she peered over and saw his length dangling between his legs as he reached for his jeans, "No," she groaned, "measure me first, hurry up." Randy grabbed the tape measure and knelt in front of her—his hands shaking as he looped it around her still-exposed breasts, her nipples brushing his knuckles as she sighed impatiently. "56 inches" he mumbled, "Now go" she said as she reached for her blouse on the floor and began wiping herself clean. Randy stuffed himself back into his pants, glancing at the mess on the couch—cum pooling between the cushions where Sunny still lay sprawled—before scribbling the measurement onto a crumpled notepad.

She stood up and slipped her jeans on while Randy finished getting dressed, "Uhh..I think that's it...Ummm..would..." he mumbled and she cut him off with a sharp look, "You're gonna leave and never mention this to anyone.  You're going to avoid me the rest of this shoot and if Jack mentions anything about getting something for me you make sure I'm not around when you do it, Understood?!" Randy nodded fast, "Got it—never happened." Sunny scoffed and pointed to the door, "Out."

He left her trailer and she walked over and locked the door, slumping back in chair next to the door.  "What the hell did I just do." she said out loud but thought to herself, 'I may be 75 but it's nice to know I can still have an orgasm, and take a cock like that.'  

She smiled and walked towards the back of her trailer with a slight to get ready for the next scene grabbing the radio before she reached the changing area, "Jack, it's Sunny.  I'll be ready to go on time.  See you in 15 minutes."  Sunny was a star and a star is always ready when the camera is rolling.
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