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Sophie: New realities
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The following month proved to be a tough period to get through both work wise and emotionally. SexPo rose on the horizon just thirty-three days away. The world’s largest exhibition, dedicated to the adult industry could launch careers and provide opportunities. The entire studio staff acknowledge the pressure building each day. We each became a bundle of nerves and excitement. Despite the anticipation of SexPo, the excitement at the potential opportunity became tempered by thoughts of Sam. 

The relationship with Sam appeared broken. The second marriage betrayal hurt Sam so deeply that he switched off. Indifferent and uncaring, Sam lived a separate life that lacked affection toward me. I hoped Emma and Nicky were sexual sideshows for Sam, but the two to four weeks with Mary worried me. Sam and I had not been together for before the yacht and his continued distance wore me down. This time I didn’t melt down and require help. Rather, the situation seemed an inevitable product of the libido dominating my life. Without the dick, I couldn’t survive and I understood a separate path may lie ahead for me.

Perhaps I am better at looking after myself and my needs. His revelation that he searched for love, needed love, spoke volumes about how I may not be its sole provider for him. Alone unable to satisfy my sexual needs it appeared I did not satisfy him in love. Sam had disappeared out of my life, and I hurt but had no choice except wait and hope. While I accepted the potential fate of a second marriage ending, I would fight for him and not surrender to an inevitable outcome.

To help relieve the pain, work became the focus. Work provided me with stimulation, sexual satisfaction and challenges, but even better my career had blossomed. The stats read sixty thousand views of my videos and the work involved with sudden fame consumed a great deal of time.

Nowhere near the million views other actors had, Seb told me the niche I occupied had grown exponentially. The increase from a handful to over sixty thousand astonished me. Seb wished to exploit this wave of adulation to capitalise on the financial benefit. Seb offered a pay rise which without endorsements would equal over 100K per year full-time equivalent. Not as much as my business earned, but gee, fuck and get paid sounded fabulous. 

Seb explained other women with millions of views had been in the industry ten years or more and should expect this return. He also suggested I ask for subscribers who would pay for my channel and content directly. One afternoon the two of us set it up and within a week, I had fifteen hundred subscribers. My take is two dollars per subscriber and additional income from advertising. His studio made money and paid me. The attention drove my ego and while the money looked okay; I knew a rip-off when I spotted it. Hey, I can’t complain about this unexpected bonus. Flattered by the following, I sat and reflected on sixty thousand men ... no wait! The views included a thousand women. All but fifty-odd admired me and asked for advice on many topics. The other fifty women wanted to fuck me. Ha. All types. 

Close work with Seb inevitably led to a long flirt and then sex. God, the man could fuck! Slow and powerful like a machine. Why isn’t Evie not satisfied with this stud? For twenty minutes, Seb edged me. A plateau of bliss accompanied the mystery of his face mask. Seb had the sex filmed, and he explained a reluctance to be identified. Not bothered, I found the mask stimulating when I peered into the two slits that covered lustful eyes. Seb used all three holes and finished on my belly. This is a man I needed, but Evie hovered with evil intent and I knew my boundaries. A quick fuck with the husband is okay, but that is it.

The movies I made lost their appeal and even became boring. On reflection, I missed the risk. Outdoors should include the chance of discovery. The police, the danger of humiliation and public embarrassment, drove a deep passion to live in fear yet wish for attention. Too many sanitised movies with unbelievable story lines. The last one, even more bizarre. Sit in a car in a park and men out of nowhere appeared who desired to touch me and masturbate. Each man ejaculated through the window and in the end I needed a quick bath with a bucket. What is the point of this movie? Stuck to the seat, the skin peeled like a banana while the ick seemed everywhere. 

An experience I enjoyed involved a movie about an invitation to dinner from a workmate. After flirting with her husband, the three of us ended up in bed together. Rather than the expected role of us first servicing his cock, the man filmed me and his wife having sex together. An experienced woman, she brought me to orgasm and then fucked me with a strap-on cock whilst I sucked her husband. The strap-on felt authentic enough except for its coolness. A spank from the woman set me off. Small female hands lingered on the butthole while her husband used two hands to control my head and drill my mouth with his wonderful stiff rod. A mirror showed boobs moving back and forth while ass cheeks shuddered to each female thrust. A favourite position had me throated twice. Saliva hung off the magnificent cock while I gathered the breath. Perfection! Just like the strap on except warm and full of blood. Excellent blowjob skills had him cum onto my face. The actor unloaded a bucket of cum I couldn’t swallow. Two spurts landed on the forehead and nose while white fluid drooled down the chin. 

“So much cum!” I laughed through the strings of hanging sperm. 

After collapsing spent, the man filmed the female action. The tongue flicked her clit whilst a finger played with cheeks and butthole. Eating the mango became Sam’s ultimate skill, and he had taught it to me when my fantasies expanded to sex with women. The actress exploded in an orgasm of gripping thighs and long mewls. A new director loved the scene and finished with a round of applause. Watching the video in review made me horny and a flick to the nub sent vibrations everywhere. Sophie, do not watch porn movies! 

It became the first time since Alexis that I desired nothing beyond what I already had. Satisfied, I understood the answer lies in a woman, not a man. Women are more complicated and the achievement of orgasm is not enough. For men, orgasm seemed enough although men like Sam understood this and continued to pleasure the female after ejaculation. 

With a new resolve, I determined to find a woman and make her my lover. Never considering myself bisexual a limited exposure to sex with females had always been positive but not a habit requiring feeding. If Sam came back into my life, I would share her with him. In love with the idea, I searched through Sam’s adult website for a match. Over 40, single, average body, seeking relationship, active, kind and giving and wishing to experiment. Okay! The wheel spun and dozens of matches popped up. Profile by profile, I examined bio’s and pictures. Too much makeup, too many tattoos, too overweight, nose piercings yuck. One by one I rejected many and saved few. 

One woman around fifty-five looked familiar, but the picture part hid her face. She had a fine body, appeared taller than me, and had similar interests. Divorced with three adult children, she searched for friends and possible relationships. I sent her a message and offered a meeting over coffee. 

A week later, I sat in a cafe waiting for her arrival. Fingers drummed on the table and after arriving early, I nursed the long black with a dash of milk. While I waited, I reflected on Sam’s return. After spending time with Mary, Sam stayed with Emma for close to a week. Congenial to my face, I noticed he also returned quiet and contemplating. Patience, never a strong suit, was rewarded by an agitated Sam bursting out in consternation.

“She wants a baby,” he said, pacing the room. 

“I’m too old for children. We argued, and she cried and like a coward, I ran away. Fuck! Fuck!”

Shit, I thought. A baby, for fuck’s sake! This complicates everything because babies require care and time. We couldn’t travel, couldn’t do all our planned hopes and dreams. Sam appeared worried, confused, and upset. Not knowing what to say, I told him everything would be okay. 

“It’s not okay. How will I care for a baby? I can’t leave her to be a single mother to struggle through life. No way will I end up like millions of other assholes I despise.” 

Unsure why he was worried, I asked him to calm down. 

“I can’t! How can I? I am going to be a father. Sophie! Emma missed her period and took a pregnancy test. The test came back positive. Oh fuck, fuck,” he said still pacing back and forth. 

A reality struck. Not just does she want a baby, but she is pregnant.  

“What has she decided?” I asked. 

Sam stopped pacing and sat. 

“She wants the baby and understands my age and it is her decision and all of that. But I have a responsibility to help her. Perhaps I cannot be a traditional father, but I must help without being asked.” 

Sitting in silence, I noticed Sam rock back and forth, deep in thought. 

“Sam, I must ask this, but are you positive the baby is yours?”

Sam peered at me for an entire minute. Eyes narrowed and a facial tick erupted. 

“Yes, Sophie. The baby is mine. DNA ninety-nine percent match.”

“Sam, we are well off and could help with money. If we sell this apartment, we will still be okay.”

Sam again peered at me for a minute. The tick returned, and I noticed the wheels turning. 

“No! This is my problem. I will not ask you to sell this apartment. Here is your home. No, I will see these women, the ones offering me money and be their sex partner for money. Then I will give every cent to Emma. Nicky offered me thirty grand for four days. Evie has also raised ten grand. I will fuck her brains out because she’s a bitch, a horny bitch, but still a bitch. Seb and I will tag team her. Yes, like on the boat. Mary and I will spend time together and then I will come back here to rest.” 

Later that day, I mentioned the plan about having a female lover and sharing her with Sam. Sam seemed non-committal, neither happy nor sad. His ambivalence toward me had become typical. His heart looked lost; I recognised the slim hopes of reconciliation vanish.

Back in the present, I sat in the cafe searching the faces of passing people. A woman approached, and I recognised her from the website and the adult store. Maren! We shook hands and then embraced. Wow! Just wow! Fifty-six and stunning is my only description. Intimidated by this tall, elegant and beautiful woman, I became jealous and envious. 

“The glory hole was months back! Sorry I didn’t call, but I wished to fight my own battles.” 

Memories of the glory hole and Maren performing sex acts to please a man returned. 

“Of course I understand. That night was a genuine no strings attached offer to help. Now life has dealt me a fresh hand of cards.” 

“I watched you afterwards and gee you’re good. Those men seemed like putty in your hands. Your bottom and breasts bounced like a natural female while mine were enhanced. It takes a lot of movement to get these puppies dancing.” 

Straight away, I admired her. Self-effacing and humble in her stunning beauty, Maren ticked all boxes. Maren ordered a coffee while we spoke of general things. She owned her own apartment and had an occasional man in her life but found too many tedious, needy, and possessive. Part time work supported her living expenses, but Maren sought friendship and relationships with women for fun, sex, and companionship. 

“Sophie, I am a long time bisexual way back to the twenties. Travel in Europe with a female friend became more than friendship. I find women satisfy me just like men. There are differences offset by sex toys, but the only aspects she missed from men was ... dominance. The way men throw you about, spank your bottom and take you like a predator. The lustful eyes always turn me on.”

“Ha, Maren, we think alike. I love the male strength and admit to needing the ‘D’. Work in the adult industry gets me that.”

“Tell me about life in general. Do you work or wish to travel?”

“Work through an agency is two days a week. Excellent money, but the work is not challenging. From last year I work from home by proofreading for a Chinese company. The translator they use does not understand the nuances of English, so I am needed to rewrite certain portions of documentation. Zoom meetings are fun and I liaise with a young Chinese woman in Shanghai. A month ago, I began online research for a group of companies. So far, so good. These last two jobs give tremendous flexibility because I can work at my own pace.”

“Wonderful, and the work sounds interesting. I earn passive income from a business I own but no longer work in and think it is time for me to branch out.”

Mention of an involvement in the adult industry didn’t seem appropriate at the moment.

Without giving her the sordid details, I outlined a plan. After explaining the relationship with the new old husband, Sam, Maren seemed okay with his potential involvement. If Maren didn’t fancy him, then she could move on. Later, we arranged for a visit when Sam came home. Instead of a parting handshake, lips met. It seemed so natural and I sensed a strange tingle. Maren blushed and my cheeks burned. While driving home, the envy of her looks returned. A younger version of herself would be stunning and compared to my average looks it appeared no contest. What if Sam preferred her? Oh shit, I didn’t consider that. No, Sophie, Maren made it clear she desired female companionship. The cold sweat on the brow dried. 

Work beckoned, and I shot a scene on a pool table with two men. The best part became their ogling and touching while teaching me the game. The hard surface on the pool table made the sex awkward and uncomfortable. After yelling action and then cutting ten times, Evie gave up. 

“Carry her to the bedroom, for god’s sake,” she ordered. 

The men lifted me like a sack and threw me on the bed. Boobs smacked the chin when I landed. The scene resumed, and the men took me in multiple positions, doggy, cowboy, and then missionary. The sex progressed to anal and oral and then double penetration. Tired, I welcomed their finishings together into my open mouth. Evie chortled a double money shot meant double the money. My pussy seemed satisfied despite the lack of orgasm, but in the shower I provided my clit with relief. Evie caught me masturbating. She stood there staring while I tried to cover myself. 

“After two men just fucked you, you need more! I understand you and Sam. He can’t satisfy you. I’m the same. Seb is fabulous, but not enough. Tonight I am having him for dinner ... then breakfast and dinner again.” 

Evie continued to rub my nose in her use of my husband. Sam and I had not coupled for months, but I knew his every conquest. If it wasn’t Evie, then it was another woman ... Mary or Nicky or Emma. For god’s sake, I opened pandora’s box expecting Sam to struggle with his side of the open relationship. Now he flourishes and worse still each woman seeks a relationship with him and not just sex. A returning sense of doom kept my tongue quiet. Evie was right. I am a complete idiot. 

Over one hundred and fifty thousand views registered on my videos, and the number grew daily. Fan mail poured into my channel, named ‘Sophie.’ and I struggled to keep up and read them. Despite Sam’s prolonged absence, I tittered with delight at the attention and felt on top of the world. This had become my world, and I reconsidered the future. Perhaps I won’t quit and travel with Sam. After all, he and I behaved like friends, not husband and wife. 

The SexPo approached and with the preparation work taking time, filming became limited. With the exhibition taking a week, preparation became an all-hands-on-deck process. The world’s biggest porn companies and stars would attend and a successful SexPo would cement contacts and opportunities worldwide. 

An invitation to Anna and Ben for dinner came with the news of their engagement. Anna invited Sam and me to a party in a few weeks along with Eric and Liz. Anna glowed in full female bloom at the dinner table. Constant glances at Ben, which he returned told me they loved each other. After explaining I had become a porn actor, I showed them a movie. 

“I can do that,” Anna called before Ben spanked her bottom. 

“Naughty girl,” he chuckled, but I sensed I had sown a seed in Anna’s mind. For a moment, I regretted showing her my work. Anna continued to ask questions even after the movie finished. Anna and Ben asked about Sam and they saw through my lie. An expression of sadness crossed Anna’s face despite my hopes of a reconciliation. Later, waving goodbye I realised the loneliness of being single in all but name. Long ago, Sam and I carried on like Anna and Ben, but now we acted like strangers.

The last scene before a long break leading up to Sexpo involved a young boy being forced to share a bed with his mother-in-law. Trapped by a flood, we agreed to share the only bed in a hotel room and not touch one another. Well, according to the script he got an erection, and I had to cure it. The scene became fun because, despite the poor acting and writing, I got to wear sexy sleepwear and have sex with a cute young man with a large and rock hard penis. 

A natural rock hard rod seemed a rarity these days because the male actors were tired and getting them hard became more difficult for me than a younger woman. An aging face, saggy tits and ass, guaranteed a nearing use-by-date. Male models became choosy about what they did and enough now chose other scenes without me. Despite efforts to make men erect, there is a difference between an erection and a rock hard cock. The only benefit from selective male models was the studio hiring more mature men. Dad bods we called them and I loved the hairy chests and occasional chubby tummy. These men seemed natural, and while I hankered for the attention of a young stud, I understood my place in the world of adult entertainment.

Anyway, I enjoyed the scene. In it, I wore a backless baby doll outfit that didn’t fit me. The soft material massaged the skin and seemed easy to push aside when effective in arousing the boy. And he was gorgeous. A chiselled jaw, dark thick hair and pale eyes made me wish to be young again. 

The scene started with us in the hotel room discussing our situation and agreeing to share the bed. Disappearing into the bathroom to change into sleepwear, I admitted to myself that I wished to fuck this young man. Back in the bedroom, I found him almost asleep. On his side and facing away from me, I noted the broad shoulders and narrow male hips. To charge my phone, I sneaked around to the other side of the bed. The cable lay on the floor and I bent over to attach the USB C into my phone. In doing so, the sleepwear pulled up. After struggling with the cable in the semi dark, I turned to catch him studying my bottom. 

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“You have a lovely bottom and gorgeous big tits,” he croaked. 

“You can’t say that to me. What would your father say?” I gasped in mock horror. “Go to sleep and behave yourself.”

After climbing into bed, I lay with the back to him and pretended to go to sleep. A hand touched my waist, but I thought that was okay. The boy might wish to cuddle with his stepmother. Closer he moved and a hard object poked me in the bottom. Half turning, I asked.

“What’s that?” 

The boy shrugged, so I lay back down and pretended to sleep. This time the hard object rubbed on my bottom. 

“What are you doing? That’s disgusting.” 

“I can’t help it. It just gets hard, and I can’t make it soft.”

Frustrated, I lay back down and again felt him rubbing on me. I reached around behind me and touched his rock hard erection. 

“Look! If I touch it, will you go away?” I asked. 

The cock stood like a steel rod, and despite the acting, I wanted it inside me. If we weren’t acting, I would impale myself on the hardness already. Fingers stroked the outlined shaft through thin underwear. Up and down, slow and steady. Fuck, he pulsed. A male orgasm without ejaculation. Wow! A breath brushed my ear and hands touched my breasts and bottom.

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“This will help,” he said. 

I gave a tired, bored expression.

“Okay, if it helps, then you can touch.” 

Fingers squeezed nipples, and I fought the urge to sigh. Young hands explored my flesh and gave the attention I craved. This young stud wished to mate with me and I noted the increase in pulses in the groin. I turned to lie on the back while hands fondled to flesh of each breast. Fingers peeled down the strap-on my sleepwear to expose my right breast. A mouth shot to the nipple. This time, I lost the battle to suppress a sigh. 

“Oooh, and mmm.” 

A hand slid along my body to touch the front of the panties. In a circular motion, two fingers caressed the clitoris. The sigh became a moan.

“Mm, mm, yes, that’s nice, oh yes.” 

The eyes opened and met his. We kissed while fingers played with me, and I stroked his rod. 

“The hardness is not going away; can I park it between your legs?” he asked. 

I suppressed the urge to laugh at the stupidity of the line and my response. “Okay, but only go in a bit.” 

The boy spotted the smiling eyes and burst out laughing. So did I. 

“Cut!”

“Okay, when you are ready.”

The boy rolled me onto the side and lifted the right leg. A cock slid toward my pussy, but the inflexibility of his hardness would not allow penetration. A slight move into the bed provided an improved angle. The head pushed and lips stretched. Oh, glorious sex. What a wonderful sensation. Lips folded around the organ and he pushed. Another inch and another stretch. Oh shit. I groaned to suppress a swear word. 

“Is that okay darling?” 

“Yes. Much better. Just let me push a bit more. Ah yes. Now out slightly, then back in. That’s right. Can I park the sausage inside?”

Another laugh and another cut. 

A hardness filled my pussy wrapped by walls determined to siphon the intruder. Millions of years of evolution made us simple creatures with simple urges. Slow and steady the rod pushed in and then slid out. The hips pushed back and forth and he thrust to match the rhythm. A magnificent coupling with a young stud, and I neared orgasm. 

“Cut,” said Evie. 

“Sophie, you are his mother-in-law trying to help him out. You cannot enjoy him like that.” 

“Tell that to his cock. It is so hard it feels like I mounted a flagpole.” 

The boy and I laughed, and I kissed him and smiled. 

“Just let him finish over you then we can go home,” said Evie.  

After we restarted, I maintained a shocked expression while he thrust into me. A shudder and a wild push before the boy left a thick glob of cum on my hip. On impulse, I slid the still-hard cock into me. Back and forward with the hips an urgency and desperation took over. Close, yes, close and with a grimace and cry I raced to the edge and clenched on his still-hard cock. Wildfires sent sparks through the brain while the body convulsed. Once, twice and a third time. Fuck me, I love boys.

The young man leaned over to kiss my neck and face. Still panting from the exertion, our mouths joined, and I luxuriated in a wonderful intimate embrace that allowed me to feel his hard sculpted body. Oh, fuck, Sophie. Isn’t he wonderful? No. Don’t go down that path again. The boy smiled and then jumped out of the bed to leave me empty, disappointed and alone. 

Later, Seb told me of the continued viewing success, so overall I remained happy. By now I had qualified for the MILF (mothers I would like to fuck) and GILF (grannies I would like to fuck) groups, which I will represent at SexPo. 

Seb offered other categories. ‘Pimped wife where a woman sleeps once a week with strangers for money.’ Second, ‘libertine matures where I walked around in public without underwear flashing boobs and butt before group sex.’ 

Yes, and yes, I laughed. Seb gazed into my eyes and for the next twenty minutes took me to heaven. Have I mentioned how wonderful a fuck he is?

Three days later, I picked up Sam from Evie’s and noticed the dark circles under her eyes and dishevelled appearance when she waved goodbye. Dressed in a white satin bathrobe, Evie’s face contained a dangerous longing stare at Sam. Oh shit!

“Fuck her brains out, did you?” I asked. 

“Yes, and I spent time with Nicky as a corporate adviser. Better still, she paid up,” Sam laughed, showing me wads of notes all in hundreds. 

On the way home, I broached the subject of Maren.

“Sam! I told you about Maren. The woman from the adult store!”

“Yes! Yes, you mentioned it.” 

Sam looked askance at me while I drove.

“Well ... I have invited her for dinner. To get to know you. She and I have become friends ... not lovers, just friends.”

Pausing, I thought hard about my next statement.

“Sam, I told you I want you in my life and I realise your love for me is ... conditional. Sam, you are my soulmate and Maren in our lives may meet our needs. She looks for a woman, but I have mentioned you and our relationship. Maren might help satisfy my needs and keep us together.”

Sam looked surprised.

“Yes Sam, I do fancy women. Not my first choice, but time and experience have made me realise sex with women can be fulfilling. Apart from the college days, Liz became my first gay experience quickly followed by an actress. Three of us, Sam, a man and this actress set off new feelings. Anyway, I hope Maren can please us both and bring us back together. What do you think?”

He remained silent. Fuck me! Nothing I tried worked. Ten minutes passed in silence, and I was about to say I didn’t care when he turned in the seat. 

“Sounds good Sophie. Do you mean I get two women?”

A lascivious smile made me laugh.

“Yes. Maybe you might make love to us both ... especially me. It has been too long, Sam. I need you.”

He smiled offhand.

“For me, for now, I require rest.”

Sam slept in the spare room again despite my plea. Pride could take no more. If he didn’t care for Maren, then we were finished.
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