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Sophie: First Day on a New job
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A week passed before I received any further contact from the studio. When an email came in, I read it again and again. The email gave me an offer of work and I could accept or reject the offer. God, I hated lawyers and their weasel words. Accept or reject what! After reading the email three times, I noted a referred attachment. Within the PDF, I found the details. 

Item: Three days’ work performing in a granny and boy fetish? With an offer of four scenes, the attachment gave me an overview of each one. Again, I could reject or accept an individual scene. I read through the summaries and then read them again. Each scene sounded exciting and erotic, and fed the inner urges and fantasies. Images of young boys and their hardness floated across the mind. God, Sophie, you are depraved. 

Scene one. Men have sex with a drug addict at the Dockyards. Sneaky and quick for cash. Sounds okay. Scene two. A group sex scene with another granny on board a boat involving double penetration. Yep, okay. Scene three. A granny pleases boy scene where I am his submissive tutor. Oh yes. Scene four. An oral sex scene with a boy facing a window next to a highway. Yes, please! The studio offered a thousand dollars for the two days, and I accepted. 

Elated at this opportunity to fulfil a fantasy, I worried about the evil Sophie. Control had slipped once or twice, but so far; I masked it from Sam ... just. Perhaps he suspected anyway because I told Sam about the fears of the darkness within that emerged at the audition. Sam suggested I see my doctor, which I did. Following the appointment, uneasiness in the gut grew because I lied to my husband.

“Everything is okay. Just a minor setback that a change in medication and dosage solves.” 

Did Sam believe me? Were our lives once more in danger of spiralling out of control? Does my medical condition affect me, or can I manage it? What if I hurt Sam again? Control! How do I maintain it? Can Sam forgive me if I regress? Shit! I didn’t know what to do. When you get up out of bed each day and become consumed by what you must and wish to do, isn’t there a degree of lost control? Only when you sit back and think do you see this balancing act. 

On the day of my first shoot, Sam drove me down to the studio. Apart from the basics, we didn’t talk. Thoughts of the deception troubled me, filling the stomach with dread. Should I tell him to turn around and take me home? A woman with courage did that, a selfless woman. Unfortunately, I was neither. Only me and I.  

Sam misread my concerned expression, believing nerves and anxiety kept me silent. Wrong Sam. He tried to buoy my confidence by telling me he remained on set for each scene. Words didn’t matter because an inexorable force weighed on my soul. The only concern that mattered came to be how to stop this evil force? 

At the studio, Shani greeted me and directed Sam to wait while I entered a changing area off limits to non-actors. The massive room teemed with actors in various states of dress. Nerves jangled while I stood confused until an officious woman came and studied me up and down. She referred to a clipboard. Sizes? 42D and 30 and 40. 

“Follow me,” she ordered. 

The woman selected a rack of clothes and handed me each item. 

“This bra is too small.” 

“That’s the idea. Hands can flop your tits out and to be honest you won’t have the bra on for long. The first scene ends in an hour and then you hand back the clothes. Then you shower and wait,” she explained. 

“Have you showered today?” 

“Yes, at home.” 

The woman handed over a towel and showed me the showers. 

“Clean whenever you can and use the shower gel. It contains moisturiser. We don’t want a dried-up prune after three or four showers.”

Gee! Dried-up prune already. I entered the shower area and noticed the lack of doors or general privacy. Showered in record time, I dressed in the selected clothes. A naked young man strolled past and offered a smile. 

“Hello.” 

“Hello,” I replied. 

“What are you in for today?” he asked. 

“A granny and boy scene,” I croaked. 

The young man stood naked while discussing the day’s work routine. Despite an attempt at general conversation, I couldn’t help but study his body. Manscaped chest, stomach, legs and groin area. Not a body hair to be seen. Between his legs, an enormous, six inches soft and smooth penis hung flaccid. Circumcised and the same colour as the rest of his body. No doubt the young man enjoyed nude sunbathing. A perfect male body. The man smiled at the study of his appearance. 

“Not bad, don’t you think? I even did the butthole ... well, I had a man do it for me. A sensual experience like no other.” 

Speechless at such a brazen confession, I gazed at this naked, god-like figure. To distract myself, I asked a question.

“What are you doing today?” I asked. 

“Today, a gay scene. This one might be difficult because they cast me as a ‘bottom’ and a large man fucks me. One scene lasting an hour.” 

How does the scene take an hour?

“Well, we meet at a bar and return to his place. A drink and he strokes himself and then me. On the knees, I suck him before he takes me to bed. Doggy and straight. At the end, I suck him to cum shot. These days, at least he can clean his cock before it goes back in the mouth. Not much fun for me though, because I prefer women.”

He shrugged.

“But I need the money.” 

“I hoped you might be in my scene.” 

He smiled back and checked me out. 

“Ha, the undersized clothing scenes. Yes, young boys love older women with large boobs. I know I have been in such scenes and only just survived the cut.”

“What do you mean ‘the cut’?” 

“Well! When you are a new young man, the challenge is to not orgasm early. With all the sexy women like yourself walking around half-dressed, it becomes easy for young men, well, all men to get aroused. And then they find themselves in a scene already half-cooked, and they cannot last. Either they cum early or worse than that. Early ejaculation when the camera is not ready can end your career. I have seen directors fire actors on the spot for unplanned cum shots, and one that is unfilmed is grounds for immediate dismissal. The cut is those able to control themselves until the director calls for the money shot. That is why I do gay scenes, because I don’t need to cum, but I have a man cum on me. It is easier.” 

Fascinated by this gorgeous boy, I considered a quick warmup with him. 

“I didn’t orgasm at my audition until Seb ... ah, intervened. It’s the stop-and-then-start. Women, like men, lose their arousal. The positions can be uncomfortable as well.” 

“Yes, the positions change for the sake of camera angles and sound effects. For men, regaining an erection can be difficult if tired or not in the mood. Producers also fire male actors unable to perform. I am in a scene shortly where I need to be aroused even though I don’t cum. The bear fucks my ass and the camera prefers an erection swaying and not a flaccid prick.” 

Talk faded away and I noted his arousal. Eyes met, and he smiled back. Fingers reached for his cock and touched the growing phallus. A stroke and yes eight inches and thick. Fuck, only Marcus was bigger. The hardness grew and the rod filled my small hand. God, it was a beauty, hard yet soft. The perfect example of manhood sat heavy in my palm. Balls and cock on a god!

“They used to employ fluffers to do this, but I don’t need one today.” 

I stared at his hardness. 

“It is beautiful, so stiff, and veins down the side. I would love it in me, but perhaps not today, but soon.” 

“Well, we might meet in the spare room following our scenes,” he smirked. 

“The spare room?” I asked. 

“Yes, when actors finish filming and showering, they can visit the spare room to sleep, eat and relax. Staff use it for sex because, as you say all the sex on film doesn’t mean you are satisfied. I have walked in on couples, women and men all trying to achieve satisfaction. Guys who have finished for the day seek to ejaculate because they have until the next day to regain strength. Unsatisfied women turn ratty and must fuck anything for relief.” 

The young man’s voice croaked to my continued strokes. But with a sigh, he removed the hand, leaned forward, and kissed me. A smile, a wink and he disappeared. Tingles, pulses and throbs. Shit! A hot guy just ogled my body. Fears vanished at the idea of young hot men desiring me. The body flushed and perhaps required another shower, but I had under fifteen minutes to be ready so I searched for the makeup people. I found an impatient-looking Shani.

“Where have you been?”

“In the shower, I found a hot guy. We talked.”

“You have a libido, don’t you? Come on, sit down and let me start.”

“Which hot guy? There are too many,” she asked. 

“I don’t know because I didn’t ask him his name, but a gorgeous male specimen ... I fluffed him. He is ready,” I croaked. 

Shani giggled.

“You are the horniest mature woman I have seen for ages. Good on you. To be honest, I find this the unfortunate part of the adult industry. The growing number of young girls and boys aspiring to be porn stars. They think they can get rich but only a handful do and meanwhile, their bodies burn out. And they struggle with outside relationships. How can a girl have a normal sexual relationship with a boyfriend when she has been gang banged, covered in cum, sodomised, and double penetrated? You can’t leave that at work and then go home to your partner. Young women bond with men, but dozens of men might mean losing the ability to bond for life. Young men, on the other hand, lose respect for women. They don’t care and become unfeeling and damaged. Rarely do they cope well. Older people, even those over thirty, have had a normal sex life and appreciate that for what it is. Perhaps with children and a loving, understanding partner and it works, but not for a young person.”

Shani’s honesty brought nods from another older actor.  

“I know what you mean. Sam and I began exploring sexual fantasies just four years ago. For me, I didn’t feel compromised, but enjoyed the experiences of different bodies, scents and sizes. One day we found two school kids fucking and joined them. The girl bonded with my husband because of his passion and skill. How does she have a normal relationship with a boy when Sam had eaten her mango? Just over a month ago, the same girl asked Sam and me for sex lessons for her boyfriend. Otherwise, her high expectations meant a failure to satisfy her sexual needs. At twenty-three, she seeks satisfaction and is miserable without it.”

“Eating the mango is what Sam did to the porn stars?” 

“Yes, and to you.” 

“Oh god! Sorry about that. Everything just came together. Your scene, curiosity and your husband’s charm made it easy. You know we said little and Sam just crawled under the table. By magic, the legs spread, fingers found my clit, and the legs spread further. God, I remembered smelling myself. How men deal with that I don’t know, but Sam slurped my clit like a popsicle. Two minutes Sophie just two minutes and I almost squirted. Fuck, he should have those lips and tongue licensed. Sorry, I should have asked, and I know I stared at you when he did it. Sophie, I get one orgasm from my partners and yes, I have three partners. Sam gave me two and hasn’t even fucked me.” 

“He is available to you and is fabulous in bed. Ask him and remember we have an open marriage.”

“Okay, and thanks. You look fantastic and are ready for your debut performance, discounting that impromptu scene last week. That doesn’t count, so go get them, girl.” 

“Afterwards, join me in the ‘spare room’? Sam will be there!” 

Shani didn’t answer, but she tried to work out if time permitted. 

“Let’s see. Perhaps I might spare thirty minutes if I’m lucky. Ha, ha, the lunch break of sex, ha, ha.”

“Thirty minutes is time for three orgasms with him ... I mean, it.” 

Shani blinked, flushed and wished me well. 

“Break a leg, Sophie.” 

After applying makeup, I strode down the corridor on the way to becoming a porn actor. The bra hurt the breasts pushing against the undersized restraint. An easy to remove dress covered black underwear and bra with matching suspenders. I opened the door to see Sam. His jaw dropped. I smiled until noticing six other people milling around the room. Cameras, sound equipment, a boom microphone and other equipment crammed into the room. One person held a clipboard. A deep breath and I strode in.
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Sam: Observations
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Everything happened in a rush. What had become of normal life? Were we reverting to the disasters of the past? A spectre of fear permeated the relationship with Sophie. Can I still trust her? I must be vigilant, but vigilance is not a prerequisite for a healthy relationship. Doom hovered on the horizon, driven by the obsessive nature of her behaviour. Like in the past, Sophie couldn’t get enough sex. She thought about sex nonstop just like a teenage boy. The boy is cursed with thoughts of sex every twenty minutes, and Sophie represented the female equivalent. 

Sex at the rest stop and the porn theatre raised doubts because of the eery resemblance of a never forgotten past. Risk of reversion and dangerous to health, we don’t require greater sexual activity. The danger of assault was real, and coupled with the discomfort and pain afterward, the risks outweighed any reward. What is she doing? How do I save her?

Now Sophie wished to be a porn star! What! She told me about the resurfacing demons, and I advised to see the doctor. When Sophie returned home, she sounded buoyant but refused to meet my eye. The story smelled rotten and sounded too convenient. A slight setback didn’t feel right. By not taking the medication, Sophie’s mental health had regressed. Let out of its cage the mad Sophie showed emerging signs, but I sensed the good Sophie’s fight for control. At night, she talked in her sleep. Angry and restless, I listened to her rant. Fear! Oh yes, fear. Last time the evil demon within had control, Sophie almost had me killed. What do I do? She won’t listen to me. Reluctance to take medication drove madness to the surface. 

Simple, reduced medication leads to resurgent libido leads to the emerging dangerous Sophie. I saw it and she saw it. On the drive home, Sophie became sexually aggressive, displaying and flaunting herself on a public highway. Sophie rode the edge and we knew the crash closed in ahead of us. In despair, I watched her deteriorate not knowing when the crash might come.

At least the porn industry had controls and regulations, I surmised. Perhaps Sophie saw this as risk reduction while still feeding her libido. No dark alleys or porn theatres or rest stops. Sophie wished to try, and the industry’s operation intrigued me. A successful audition reassured me about the studio’s professionalism.

At the studio, I ogled almost naked, attractive young men and women who wandered about. And like a dirty old pervert, I enjoyed myself. Perhaps the actors complained that my presence worried them. Why is this old man here? Ha, maybe I creeped them out. Okay ... yes... possible. Dirty old man ogling young women. Well, I agreed there. Security then blocked me every chance until satisfied I belonged in the studio. I even befriended one security guard because he understood the difficulty. 

“I put my dick on ice and focus on just protection. But at home, I see images of nearly naked women in my sleep. When I tell the wife about my day, she stands hands on hips, gazing at me with a curled upper lip and squinting eyes. Following a shower and a change of clothes, she makes dinner. The wife is a marvellous woman, so I am lucky. But following dinner, she gazes at me in silence, so I take her to bed. My beautiful wife says she needs a rest, but no I don’t let her rest. Last week she said she was pregnant. Oh yes! Now I love her more than ever and each night we hold one another. However, for me, it doesn’t stop. One day while she cooked in the kitchen, I made love to her. She stirred the contents of a pot while I pleasured each part of the beautiful woman I love. From start to finish took three minutes.” 

The guard’s story made me melancholy. For Sophie, I wasn’t enough to satisfy her incessant, wild cravings. But each time we expand our sex lives to include others, the events become extreme. Sophie desires superseded me and there appeared no chance she might choose a different path. In the meantime, I hung on because of love for her. Perhaps it’s the way of man, but I wouldn’t choose any other path.

“I remembered you from years ago at the mansion, and what I observed that day amazed me. Since then, I have tried to copy you. When I told the wife, she offered to cook for you one lunchtime in return for lessons. She is Italian and a wonderful cook.”

How do I cope with this new reality? The bisexual side lay dormant, and I accepted that these young people at the studio were too good for me. Every actor, young and attractive in their own way, and the men’s asses were to die for. Time had passed since I sucked Colin the gay guy, in the toilets, and I resigned myself I offered nothing to young male porn actors. Too old, uninteresting, and just an old pervert. 

Regardless of my unattractiveness to younger people, I had limited myself. I didn’t enjoy anal sex, even with lube and muscle relaxants. Anal sex can be uncomfortable except when over-aroused and I didn’t care. However, that wasn’t what I journeyed out and planned for. The fetish for oral sex though increased to compensate, and I daydreamed about sucking a man’s balls, kneading his ass cheeks, and bobbing the head on his cock. Perhaps I might relieve a desperate man because I knew men and what they craved. 

Fascinated by the guard’s offer, images came to mind of a threesome with his wife. Perhaps I might team up with her to suck his cock. Mango eating lessons, hey! A specialist method of clitoral stimulation I had developed and akin to eating the mango fruit. Hence the name because the actions required pulling with the lips and mouth to slurp and lick the clitoris area. So far, the improving skill always led to a powerful orgasm, and I prided myself on a disciplined assault on the pussy and nub until the female asked me to stop. Bizarre thoughts grew in an environment of overt sex. Visuals of near naked actors drove me wild with lust. What other interests can I think about?

Even casting thoughts to others didn’t help. Constant visual stimulation brought images of friends that intrigued me. Adam and Carol’s wedding had been fantastic and gee, I missed his companionship, banter and honesty. No, I shouldn’t think of it, but images of Liz’s ass bent over whilst she ate Sophie made the highlight reel. Next time I must tell her how those ass cheeks affect me, although I suspect she already knows. Might Liz be my secret love? What? No, Eric and Liz were in love. A sculptured bottom, a lovely personality and a wonderful fuck. Shit! Who the hell made that mesmerising bottom? All I thought about was a doggy style fuck in her ass or pussy. 

Carol’s tits proved another test. Yes, I admit Carol’s tits existed in the perfect ‘hey guys check out my puppy’s category’ but still Carol please don’t unleash your tits on helpless males. Nipples hard atop massive swinging mammaries meant the gang bang ended up brilliant but short. Three cocks at once made her a legend and yes, a noisy legend. Mass murder might be quieter.  

The interview and casting went well, and despite Sophie’s nervousness, I noticed a natural porn star. Sophie acted like a natural slut. A simple start led to the shoot building through phases. The photographer moved, touched, gave directions and aroused my wife. Hands positioned Sophie, and I saw ... no, almost smelled Sophie’s arousal. The first whiff of female pheromones energised me. God Sophie! Control your pheromones. Gee, what a delicious aroma. 

The still camera operator parted her panties to show the pussy. A thumb rubbed the soft flesh while Sophie bit her lip and rolled the eyes. The operator ran a burst and then replaced her panties, hiding the vagina. Next, fingers pulled on the material and presented a camel toe effect. A slight dampness revealed itself from the touch. 

Sophie’s eyes glazed while her cheeks flushed. Slutty flirts flew at everyone in the room. A gang bang right there would surprise nobody. The outlined vagina from spread legs stared at me in invitation and when the soft folds moved to face the photographer, my groin stirred to the pleasure that part of the female anatomy provided. An erection sat rock hard, and noticing the bulge, Sophie smiled. A tongue glazed her lips on the open mouth while the eyes studied my erection. Meanwhile, a group of people, as in a doctor’s consultation, inspected her groin. 

Later, a young man coached Sophie in male dominance, submissiveness and sucking his cock. Despite our long lasting open marriage, the sight of Sophie sucking another man’s cock proved uncomfortable. The woman is my wife, for God’s sake. Had we put aside sex in our relationship as a commodity to be used without thought?  

A break offered Sophie paid work as a replacement actor in a scene. Her first paid gig, and she accepted the opportunity, rushing to the studio. Sophie forgot thin panties prevented total nakedness. Down the corridor and into the room, she strode. Boobs bounced and ass cheeks swayed like a complete natural. Sophie showed no modesty nor shame at an old body exposed against other actors’ young firm flesh. Handed a gown which at least provided modesty, I tagged along like a well-trained dog. 

The scene included three pretend rock musicians playing music whilst receiving oral sex. From my position, I focussed on Sophie’s back. She knelt and bobbed the head on the guitarist’s cock. Cameras surrounded and recorded her technique and the associated sound effects. The other younger girls, alongside Sophie had lovely bottoms. Each girl’s panties pulled up into ass cracks and for me, a mere male, I indulged in the glorious scene. 

Despite pert youthful bottoms and breasts distracting me, I found Sophie’s ass the best. More natural, perhaps, because the ass cheeks wobbled against her heels each time she rocked back and forth. No hands! Wow! The girls continued to perform despite the distractions of the director, camera and crew. Sophie performed well given her lack of experience. At the end, when the girls showered I grew horny beyond belief. Images and sounds of sex overwhelmed all the other images. An erection stirred, became flaccid, only to re harden. God help me! 

Back in the audition room, Seb replaced the young actor for further testing. I remembered him having sex with Sophie years before and didn’t appreciate the fact that he took to my wife. What happened to the other piece of flesh? A bland, no-name actor replaced by the studio owner concerned me. Seb fancied Sophie as a lover, and in return, Sophie offered herself to a man of influence without shame or regard for me. What do I do? The cameramen operated three cameras, while Seb and Sophie had sex in various positions. Constant movement between the lovers meant repositioning and refocusing each camera. Seb proved to be an excellent lover and Sophie’s responses told him and me that. Like a predator waiting, Seb ensured Sophie’s satisfaction. Shani came in and watched the action, resting a hand on my thigh. 

“Don’t worry, Sam, Seb is an expert. He makes me quiver when I watch him. Sophie is safe and will enjoy herself.”

“That’s an understatement. He’s fucking her stupid, and she has lost herself in the lovemaking.”

This is more than sex I thought. Lovemaking like two lovers with passion and caresses matching the rhythm of sex.

The hand moved to my groin, and I glanced at Shani. Eyes met. Her gaze switched from each of my eyes. The tongue licked lips. Okay, if these are the new rules, then I should have fun. Shani attractive hot and aroused, so why not? A disturbing question crept into the mind. Am I doing this for revenge or as competition to what happened just metres away? 

If so, then this is problematic news. Sex with others without passion was the unwritten rule. This ensured Sophie and I came back to one another afterwards. But here Sophie indulged another man with passion and yes, her enthusiasm told me she bonded with him. 

Shani led me by the hand and while Seb and Sophie fucked, we sneaked out to the reception area. Not requiring foreplay or soft caresses, Shani devoured me like a tiger eating meat. She radiated sex holding qualities every man adored. Feminine and well formed, yet a complete slut when desired. A kiss, then hands roamed. A voice croaked in my ear.

“No time for pre play, Sam.”

Determined hands pushed me onto the reception seat while Shani knelt under the desk. Fingers unzipped me and released my erection. Lips took the head and two inches of my shaft. Shani vacuumed my cock like a professional and within three minutes, I finished down her throat. Jesus, how did that happen? Yes, horny watching Sophie and the near naked actors, but three minutes! 

Shani stood, wiped her chin, and smiled, expectant. 

“Sam, your performance is legendary, and you must show me why.”

Shani replaced me in her receptionist’s chair, hitching up her skirt. Soft, anticipatory sighs signalled her arousal. Legendary! Fuck me! No pressure then. Eyes below a creased brow betrayed longing and curiosity. Close to the end without me even starting, I promised to not disappoint this magnificent female.

Hands gripped soft thighs and pulled her ass to the edge of the seat. On the knees, I studied the dark shadow between her legs. The breath deepened, and the hands reached up white skinned thighs. Shani gulped, panted, and whimpered, parting her legs as if in a trance. A mewl, a crease of concern and a lip bitten met my gaze.

As a male, I understood the feeling. Subconscious cravings replaced caution. Eyes met eyes while fingers pushed aside panties, providing limited access to her pussy. Shani shivered, releasing female pheromones to assault my senses. A deep breath sucked in the female scent, and I resisted the male primeval urge to ravish the female. 

There it is, hairless and lubricating. Heat emanated from the prize the thighs damp, moist, and warm. Fuck me! Shani grimaced at me. Wow, this woman exuded sex. Shani squirmed in the seat, frustrated at my lack of progress. Eyes studied her while her impatience grew. I smiled, returning to the shaved mound. 

Between parted lips and like a tiny wet marble, the nub shone at me. Be patient, Sam! Wait! Shani moaned a desperate plea while her thighs moved of their own accord. Muscles tensed and relaxed while she squirmed in desperate need. Hurry, I sensed from her obvious impatience. Under my gaze and breath, the nub hardened even further. The lips found it, and Shani jolted and groaned. Lips slurped and sucked the tiny pebble and Shani stiffened, but remained silent. Men had this pussy before, but mouths down here were rare. Shani’s reaction to each touch told me everything. 

The left lip sucked into my mouth, and when I pulled at the soft flesh, Shani swore. Again, I returned to suck at the nub. Lips pulled at the hard flesh and then relaxed only to pull at it again. Shani gripped the chair, and I noticed the hands pale as blood flowed out. Close to the edge she rode and her eyes closed and then opened. A drunk gaze shifted elsewhere, a sneer curled her mouth, and she swore. 

“Shit.”

An agonised moan escaped a gaping mouth. A pain so acute and glorious her body didn’t process what happened. A massive grip of tension followed by a whimper. Shani stroked and held the back of my head. Silence for a moment until Shani tensed for a second time. Rigid like a board and then relaxed in a rush. More foul language. 

“Fuck me! Oh, fuck me. Never ever. Fuck me!” 

Once more, she tensed again. A shudder of epic
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