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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
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