Now here’s a little story you can read whilst you have you’re morning tea/coffee and a bickie. Only takes a minute or so. So go put the kettle on and grab that coffee. You’ll be finished before the coffee has time to cool. It’s a story that has kicked around for quite a while and I thought I’d throw it in before Christmas.
May I take this moment to thank all my readers for taking the time to write me and comment on my writings, I do enjoy reading them…well some, I realise I can’t please all, but that’s life. May I also wish you a Merry Christmas and a Happy and prosperous New Year. Further adventures of Vicki and the Book Club will continue in the next chapter. Chapter 3

        ********************

Tasman Studios wasn’t one of your mega studios where big productions and box office hits came from, but it was a studio with a good reputation for quality movies and TV drama. Drama like “The Lost Colony” you may remember seeing it. A period drama set in the eighteen hundreds…no…oh well it doesn’t matter, next time it screens, you’ll see the scene I’m going to tell you about.

I worked for the studio, helping in production. I also had the opportunity from time to time, when called upon, to take part as an extra in some or the productions and small walk on bits. Like “Yes ma’m I’ll see to it immediately” curtsey and walk off again…you know the type…maid to the lady of the house. I had always wanted to be a big time actress but never managed to get the big brake. Well I’m still young and in the right place and who knows you may see my name in the Big Lights before long…Sally Drummond. 

One of my many coworkers is Matt Styles…we’re good buddies and I enjoy working with him…a real mischievous, devil may care type of guy. Will try anything…enjoys the challenge. The Studio is like a big family…and we all chip in and work hard when called upon…especially when we have deadlines to meet.

As I said “The Lost Colony” is set in the eighteen hundreds, so period dress was, lots of petticoats, bloomers and long skirts or dresses, for the ladies and the baggie button up fly type trousers for the men and coarse shirts or jackets.

The first of the settlers have been deposited on the coast, and left to fend as best they can, whilst the ship returns to England for more settlers and more provisions. You know the type of thing that was happening during those years. England sending folks all over the world to set up camp and populate the area. The commander that was left in charge was absolutely useless…which seemed to be the in thing with some of the establishment then…no bloody idea…none at all.

Where they had been deposited was not the most ideal spot on the planet, with extremes in the weather, hot one minute and damn well cold the next. The housing was none existent, wood and canvas covering, food and supplies supplemented with whatever they could grow themselves, which most of the time failed and they waited and waited for the supply ship to return…all made for a festering and highly explosive situation.

That situation eventually came to a head. The commander had totally lost control and the good folks of the settlement, became the bad folks of the settlement. Festering frustrations blowing up and out of control. As an extra I was one of the womenfolk of the settlement and Matt one of the male inhabitants. He like me, reveled in the bit part we had to play…the next scene was the big part…well for us it was.
As I was saying things get out of control, food is scarce, the weather hot and the only thing that seems to be in abundance is the hooch, which the men brew locally from secret stills.

As they drink more and more of this mind bending, mind destroying liquid, they all go on a bender, setting fire to the shacks and seek out the females to rape…if they are unwilling to bow to their requests voluntarily.

Now this was the scene that Matt and I were paired off for.

The director gave his instructions on how he wanted it shot. One man…one woman…take up positions on the ground…woman on hands and knees…man situated directly behind…her dress pulled up to her waist…man simulating sex behind her. Or woman lying on her back on the ground, again her skirt pulled up. Her legs apart and a man between them…again, simulating sex. The couples were spread over an area of ground whilst all around them was chaos and burning shanties.

The director asked us to take up our positions. Matt took great delight in being on top of me and stuck between my legs…a great grin on his face as he took up his position. “God if only you’re husband could see us now…eh?” 
“It’s only make believe Matt…not the real thing” I said smiling back at him.

“God what if it was for real” He said

“There’s not much chance of that happening” I replied. Then he pushed himself hard against me and I could feel he had an erection on, the scene was getting to him. “What do you think of that Sally…that’s real enough” he said still grinning like mad and laughing as he rubbed up and down. I had to admit I was starting to feel a little worked up myself, I knew I was getting somewhat moist in a certain area as he continued his rubbing.

The director was giving his last instructions and checking the scene with the camera crews.

I felt Matt’s hand as he tugged at my pantaloons. “Hey…Matt what are you doing” I said, looking to my right and left to see if anyone was watching Matt as he kept pulling at my pantaloons. No one was taking the slightest notice; they were too wrapped up in their own little scene, waiting for the cry “ACTION”

“Oh come on Sally….let’s have some fun…let’s make it real…live a little” that never fading grin on his face.

“Don’t be silly we can’t, look at all the others around us…the camera is going to see us…see what we’re doing” My underwear now well and truly down around my thighs.

“No one’s going to see…you’re petticoats and dress is hiding all the action” He replied as he undid the buttons on his fly.

“No…no…you…you can’t…don’t” I said in hushed response, again looking left and right, not wanting the others to hear or see what was going on.

I felt the warm hard shaft against my thigh as he searched for my entrance.

“No…no Matt…please, I…oh…my…god” I said as I felt his manhood slip inside me.

“See…the real thing” he said smiling and gently rocking back and forth.
“Oh god Matt, if anyone finds out” I said with a slight sigh…I’d never seen Matt’s penis before but it felt pretty impressive where it was right now.

“Ok everyone…we’re going to shoot the scene…when we’re finished stay as you are…we are shifting the camera angles and will do another take straight away…now don’t forget…this is rape and pillage…plenty of tormented noise from you women and it’s ACTION”

Matt was out of the gate like a thoroughbred race horse galloping for the winning post. His ass was humping up and down with great fury, he had a limited time to do what he wanted…unload himself in to me. The moans shouts and screams from the both of us were real enough…I know I didn’t have to fake it. The cameras were rolling, following the action. The camera panned to Matt and I, lingered a moment, then passed on, taking the images of the other couples. The only difference Matt and I were doing it for real. I was now frantic, frantic from what Matt was doing, god it felt good and so daring, here in front of everyone, I was actually being fucked and no one had the slightest idea what was going on. I felt a tingle of excitement rip through my body.
“You nearly finished Matt” I asked.

“No…no…not yet…I’m close…real close” He said, perspiration falling from his face.

I was holding on to him, my hands digging into his arms, god this was great I thought
“And CUT” The director shouted. Everyone came to a standstill, Matt a moment later than the rest.

“Well have you…have you cum yet?” I asked.

Panting and still perspiring he said “No, not yet…I’m almost there a bit more time” continuing to gently rock back and forth, like an engine just ticking over.

“One moment everyone and we’ll do the second take” said the director.
He was grinning again “Shit this is fun…don’t you think”

“I think I like this acting game Matt” I said smiling up at him.

“Ready…and ACTION” The director shouted. Again like the thoroughbred he was he was off, ass and shaft going like mad, humping for the finish. “I’m cuming…I’m cuming” He whispered…I felt his body shudder and a gasp from his mouth as he unloaded his pent up sperm. “Oh god that was fucking great” he said, unable to be heard by any of the others, all drowned out by the surrounding noise of the scene. He had of course to keep on humping, until the director shouted “CUT”. The scene was canned.
He carefully withdrew, took a careful look around and tucked his cock back inside his trousers, the problem was trying to button up without it being obvious…so he didn’t. I on the other hand had only the stand up, my petticoats and long dress, hid the fact that my pantaloons were around my thighs. 

“Hey Matt…you’re fly’s undone” I heard the director say to Matt.

Matt looked down and casually said “Well what do you know…so it is”

Now when I watched that particular scene on TV sitting next to my husband, I must admit I did feel a tad guilty, but on close inspection, there is no way you can see what really happened. I’m pretty sure Matt and I will put our names forward for the next period drama…we just love acting.

