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It was Sandy who threw the first
pillow.  They'd all been lying around in their nighties
chewing the fat when she got bored and decided to liven things up a
bit. So she tossed her pillow in Sandra's face.  It only took
Sandra half a minute to stop being outraged and catch on. When she
did, she threw her pillow at Sally, who caught it and tossed it
back with a single motion.  Soon all three were at it,
feathers flying everywhere and nighties rucking up till they
covered very little of what they were supposed to.

Once again it was Sandy, the leader of
the pack, who led the girls into the next phase. Having had had her
fill of just looking at all that bare flesh, she grabbed Sally
around the waist with one hand and with her other cupped her full
breast, lifted it to her mouth and sucked her nipple.  This
wasn't the first sleepover the girls had had, so Sally wasn't as
surprised as she might have been and arched her back to make it
easier for Sandy, allowing her to lick and suck until her nipple
was erect, its aureole swollen to twice its size.

That was all it took to make Sandra
want her share of the action. "Hey, guys, it's my turn!"

"So, choose your nipple," said Sandy.
"There're plenty to go around. You need a written
invitation?"

Sandra chose to reach around Sandy
from the back with both hands and play with both Sandy's breasts
and soon all three figured out how they could all be in action
together and after a few minutes of concerted breast play, lowered
their sights for a three way licking fest, each tongue with its own
vagina working its way as far in as it can reach until there were
three sets of groans and three puddles on the sheets.

"Cut! We'll keep that."

At the sound of the Manny, the director's
voice, the girls stopped, and the camera stopped. Scene one was in
the bag.

All this was normal for the porn
studio they were operating in. The girls were regulars, Manny was
the resident film director, and a bit of lesbian lovemaking opened
practically every porn film they made. It was their
trademark.  They were all used to their jobs, if not
outstanding and producing run of the mill B porn flicks suited
them.  It was profitable, unchallenging, physically
undemanding and part-time. All three of the girls were
moonlighting. Sandra was a primary school teacher; Sally was a
typist; Sandy, at least sometimes, was an actress.  The only
unusual feature of this particular night was that Sean, the regular
male wasn't there. As he was generally reliable, they'd started the
filming without him, assuming that he was stuck in the city's
horrendous traffic or something.

"That was great, girls.  Well
done," Manny congratulated them.  "For the next scene, though,
we've got a problem. Sean just rang to say can't make it. He's got
the flu."

"Aw, no," Sandy said and pouted her
lips. "I think filming with Sean is always fun. He's such a
joker."

"Exactly," Sandra said and wrapped an
arm around Sandy. "Besides, we know all the moves when Sean's
here."

"So now what, Manny?" Sally asked and
tapped her foot impatiently. She folded her arms as if to
accentuate her frustration. "Where to from here?"

"Quit for the evening, I guess." This
seemed to meet with approval from the girls until Sally spoke up,
her face bright with hope, "Hey, do we get a night's pay anyway?"
Sally asked.

"No way."  Manny was very
definite. "No way at all."

This did not meet with the girl's
approval.  "That sucks!" said Sally.

"Oh, stuff that!" said Sandra. "So
we've come all this way for nothing?  I drove all the way from
the other side of town to be here. You going to at least cover my
gas, right?"

"Not even that, I'm afraid. Check your
contract if you don't believe me."

Three voices began to complain
vociferously but were cut off when a new voice struck in – a male
voice.  "Maybe I can help."

They all turned in astonishment to see
who'd spoken and were taken aback when they saw who it was. It was
one of the new stage hands that started working with the crew
recently. He had a pretty face but was eerily quiet. Until
now.

"How do you think you can help?" asked
Manny, his skepticism clear in his tone of voice.

"I can play Sean's part."

"Really? Are you an actor?

"I was at St. Alban's."

"You know this is a porno shoot,
right?"

"I could hardly miss that. You think
I'm blind or something? In fact, that's why I decided to help, I
think I have what it takes to qualify for the role."

There was a moment of silence while
his listeners absorbed that.  "In what way?" Manny asked,
suspicious of the offer.

"This way." As he spoke, he unbuckled
his belt and unzipped his chinos, allowing a 12" monster dong to
flop out, reaching halfway to his knees.

There was another moment of silence, a
longer one this time.   It wasn't just the length of the
man's part. It was huge.  The guy smirked at their reaction.
"Meet your needs?" He asked, "Do I qualify?"

"My God," exclaimed Manny, finding his
voice. "In spades!"  Then he backtracked slightly, "Though
maybe we should look at the rest just to be sure it measures
up."

"No problem." The guy let his chinos
drop and pulled his T-shirt over his head. He was no body builder
and didn't sport a six pack, but his belly was flat and his
buttocks taut, and there were no disfiguring scars or anything like
that. Besides with a schlong like that, thought Manny, nobody would
be looking too hard at anything else.

"You'll do," said Manny,
pleased.

"Yeah," said Sally. "Cool!" Sandra
nodded in agreement.

"Just wait a bloody minute," Sandy
interrupted their little happy fest, always the one to see things a
bit clearer than the others, "If you think he's going to put that
monstrous thing in me, you've got another think coming!"

"A 50ft human anaconda and a 5ft. 1
inch leading lady just won't work. Do the math. I'm not going to
ruin my assets trying that on for size! Not unless you have an
ambulance standing by."

"Ah, Sandy," scowled Manny. "You're
making a mountain out of an anthill."

"That's no ant hill" retorted Sandy,
pointing to gigantic penis dangling between the man's legs. "At the
very least it's a termite mound. No way, Kubla Khan!"

"You'd rather lose a day's work than
take on something new?" Manny was doing his best to convince the
girls to give this a go.

"That's not just new! That's a
revelation!" muttered Sandra. "I didn't know dongs that size
existed."

"Oh, they exist, all right.  I've
seen one like it – in a zoo!" said Sally, and they all
laughed.

The guy didn't seem fazed at all by
the banter.  "Thanks for the compliments. I'm touched, but I
can assure you that a number of ladies have experienced it at work
– and lived to tell the tale."

The girls looked
unconvinced.

"Look, ladies," Manny said, not
wanting to lose the argument. "How about this. You don't actually
have to do it with him.  We'll shoot from angles that make it
look like you're doing it.  One shot from the side with just
the tip in place, and then a new camera angle that just shows the
spray landing on your body." Manny turned to the head cameraman and
asked, "We can do that, can't you?"

"Sure we can!" he replied. "It'll just
take a bit of planning." Most porn studios use three cameras going
simultaneously, to make the most of every position the actors get
into, but this was a C grade porno studio and could only manage
two. Luckily the two cameramen were experts, so Manny believed that
it could be done.

"You promise?" asked Sandy. She looked
hesitant and confused, but more relaxed with the game
plan.

"I promise! Cross my heart and hope to
die." Manny crossed his fingers behind his back. He had no
intention of letting a good shot go to waste because of something
as small as the size of his leading man's dick. He chuckled at the
irony of his thoughts. Small was not the right word in this
instance.

Sandy's riposte was quick as a wink.
"Dying is what you'll be doing if you renege on that, Manny. 
Painfully!"

"Trust me!" Manny walked over to Sandy
and gave her a peck on the forehead. "Stop worrying and get
ready."

Sandy rolled her eyes and looked over
at the other two girls. "Are you ready to do this?"

Sandra shrugged, willing enough for
the exposure and money. Sally just nodded.

Manny sighed in relief. "That's great,
ladies. You'll not regret it."

Turning to the stagehand, he saw that
the guy was waiting patiently with his trousers around his ankles
and everything he had in view.  That encouraged him a lot.
This guy had balls! He wasn't going to shrivel up when the cameras
started rolling. "Zip up, I guess you're hired. What's your
name?"

"Owen Swank."

"OK Owen. Let's get
started."

"Just a second. We've not discussed
terms."

Manny had sudden second thoughts about
the amount of balls the guy had, but they discussed terms, and Owen
let Manny off without exploiting his advantage too much.  In
fact, he was looking forward to the action as much as the money.
Being paid for screwing was a novelty for him, but only the icing
on the cake. They shook hands on it, and Owen said, "That's my
introductory offer, a discount offered for inexperience. Next time
we'll renegotiate." 

Manny nodded without taking it in,
absorbed with the dollar signs in his head. He gave Owen directions
for the first scene, making sure he understood, which Owen did
without any sign of difficulty. He slipped Owen the little blue
pill that is the stalwart friend of every male porn
star.

"I won't need that!" protested Owen.
"I've never needed anything of the sort."

"You've never been an actor in a porn
movie before, either. Take it as a precaution," insisted Manny.
"Just in case. If you lose your stiffy, everybody
loses."

Owen agreed and swallowed the pill. He
went into the dressing room, hung up his clothes, and returned,
wearing the clothes that were set out for his role in the
movie.

Manny looked Owen up and down. His
face expressionless, he shouted, "OK, everybody in
position."

As they were getting into position to
start filming, Sandy took Owen by the arm. "Look, buddy. If you
don't behave, I'll have your balls for breakfast." Owen just smiled
and nodded. "You don't have anything to worry about. I'll behave."
Secretly everybody's reaction amused him.  Sure, he was bigger
than average, but thought that it didn't make that much difference
in reality as it looked like it might.

The plot of the film, if it deserved
to be called a plot, was standard porno fare.  The movie
opened with some ‘girl-on-girl' action, followed by a man, Owen,
appearing at the door, asking if they knew where the neighbor was.
Of course, the girls didn't know where the neighbor was, but they
now had an unsuspecting man in their hands, and they weren't about
to let him go. He was dressed in a dark business suit with a
restrained tie and carried a briefcase – a perfect yuppie at first
glance. This made it more fun. They'd soon make him look like
something else. The girls clustered around Owen, inviting him in
for a drink. He protested that he had to get back home. They, with
a judicious display of flesh and some not so subtle hand play,
persuaded him that getting home wasn't all that urgent.

Still off balance and not sure what
was intended, Owen stood at the entrance looking for a chair to sit
on. The room was completely stripped of all furniture to
accommodate the beds. He mimed that he wasn't sure that it would be
polite just to sit on the bed and didn't know what to do with his
briefcase either.  It was clear that Owen's character was
puzzled and confused. Watching, Manny nodded in approval. 
Owen had the acting talent as well as the physical attributes for
what he had been hired for.

Taking pity on him, Sally removed his
suit coat, led him over to one of the beds, and pushed him down on
it.  Still uncomfortable, he started to stand up, but then he
was captured by Sandra from behind and pinned down. Soon, a
prisoner to three pairs of hands, he was helpless. Together the
girls began to remove his clothes.  He protested a little, but
finally he accepted the inevitable and complied with their demands,
all pretenses gone. First they undid his tie, then removed his
shirt and exclaimed at the quality of the flesh that was
uncovered.

"Ooh, aren't you the fancy man!"
emoted Sandy, running her hands over his chest.  Leaning over,
she bit his nipples until they stood erect.  There was a
similar development further down, which was very obvious – so
obvious, in fact, that the girls eyed it warily off camera while
the cameras focused on it.   A little embarrassed, Owen
tried to cover it with his hands, but Sally wouldn't allow it.
Sandra undid his runners and sucked a little on his toes. 
Then Sally undid his belt, and very slowly and deliberately
unzipped his fly, expressing with her face and her body language a
delight that she wasn't sure she felt.   She slid the
trousers down over his legs, and Sandy started to take over for the
next step. Then Manny stopped them. "We need a close-up for
this!"

The delay while the cameraman got the
camera in place had a dampening effect on Owen's ardor, but the
girls, used to this development, played with him to keep him up to
snuff, and the Viagra from earlier started to kick in. After the
camera was focused on the area with its magnificent bulge, Sandy,
with a grand gesture, lifted up the waistband of his shorts and
gasped with delight.  "Are you a man or a horse?  Is
there a tail in there somewhere too?" Sandy glanced up at Owen and
saw a glimmer of wickedness flickering in his eyes. This made the
other girls giggle.

Then making a job of maneuvering it
out, she removed his package and licked it until Owen's manhood
reached its full size in her hands. Holding it up for the girls to
see, she allowed the camera to dwell on its magnificence. 
Sandra pulled the shorts off his legs until he was free of all his
clothes, exposing his entire manhood. Supine, but erect.  The
three of them played with him teasingly, coyly removing pieces of
their clothing. They pranced around him and the bed, touching his
prick, then licking it. Finally, Sandy taking the lead, took the
tip of it in her mouth for a quick suck, finding it less of a
stretch than she'd expected.

When everybody was free of clothing,
ready in every way for a free for all, Owen went down on Sally
while Sandra and Sandy played a ‘69' with each other. After a few
minutes, they reversed roles and then shifted again until Owen had
had a go with all of them while the remaining two pleasured each
other. Finally, they were ready for the main course.

Sandy dragged Owen away from the
others and ignored them as they protested violently. It was obvious
she was top bitch.  Then, having secured her quarry, she
turned to tease him. First she pretended to change her mind and
pushed him away when he tried to massage her breasts or suck on
them.  Then in an initiative that didn't come from Manny she
presented herself for him to mount her doggie style.

Manny was delighted at her initiative.
Doggy was the easiest way to fake actual penetration. With the
camera doing a close up from the side, focused at the point where
Owen's dick entered between her buttocks, they could film him
thrusting violently and increasingly rapidly. His fake thrusting
could be masked with close-ups of his hands cupping her breasts and
Sandy in the throes of passion, finishing with him falling across
her back in exhaustion.

"Cut," said Manny, "That's fucking
marvelous! Take 15 and then we'll go for the next scene." 
Taking advantage of the rest time Manny had given them, Owen
grabbed a robe and got himself and Sandy a power drink from the
dispenser that was always kept well-stocked. The two spent the time
sipping away and chatting while they waited for the camera crew to
finish lining up the shots.

"So Owen, you grew up around
here?"

"Nope, I'm a farm boy from the
Mid-West. What about you?"

"Oh, I'm a city girl – I was born in
my parents' house and still live there."

"You've never been out of the
city?"

"Not really. I have a friend from a
small town up north, so I go there now and again."

"That's tough. What about the
coast?"

"Hey, don't you know, that takes
money, and there was never much of that around."

"And you started making porn films
when you finished high school?"

"I never finished high school. I got
pregnant two years before senior year and was a single mother –
working to keep my family alive.  I tried a lot of things, but
they were too much like work. Then people kept telling me I looked
like an actress. And so I do – a porn actress anyway.

"Is the kid still with
you?"

"Where else should she be?  Of
course, my mother helps out a lot. What about you?"

"Well, this is the first job I've
had.  I finished high school with scores too low to get me
into college. I was always involved with theater at St. Alban's, so
I was sort of looking for something to do with that … and when I
saw this job it intrigued me. I had an idea that I might turn this
fellow into an asset. And I was right."

"This fellow?"

"Just my joke. I call him
"Rover."

"Cool. Hello Rover!  But you mean
it – or rather he - wasn't an asset at St. Alban's?"

"You've gotta be kidding!  The
guys were merciless about it, and the jokes endless.  They
were mostly jealous and had to cover that up. Then I had to wear
special jock straps if I wanted to wear shorts, lest he fall out if
I did anything energetic, and peer out below the hems. That was one
reason I got into theater instead of sports."

Sandy had to laugh. "I can just
imagine it. Did Rover ever escape?"

"Well, once, very early on, it started
to.  Fortunately it was in the gym and not on the playing
field, but it was scary enough. After that, I took careful
precautions."

"And did it frighten the girls off? It
certainly did us."

"Well, with my clothes on, it wasn't
so obvious. You didn't notice until I showed you, did
you?"

"No, I guess we didn't." Sandy
shrugged and took another sip of her drink.

"Of course, I had to stay away from
stovepipe jeans or spandex. When things progressed to the point
where I took him out of hiding, sometimes it was a disaster, but I
was very discrete about what I did with it." Owen grinned at the
strange conversation he just had about his pet anaconda swinging
around beneath the robe.

"Well, I certainly hope you'll be
discrete with me." Sandy tossed the empty drink bottle in the trash
and walked over to the makeup table where she checked her mascara
and lipstick.

"I'll do my best," Owen said beneath
his breath and just smiled at the thought of himself pegging Rover
deep into Sandy.

 

* * *

 

  

The next scene involved Sally
insisting that she have a turn going down on Owen.  There was
some conflict between her and Sandra about that, with them both
wanting the privilege of experiencing his huge manhood throbbing in
their mouths. The girls worked out a way in which Sally going in
from the front, lying on him with her womanhood within reach of his
tongue, and Sandra, going in from the back, tickling the base of
his shaft and his balls with her tongue. 

For a while, the action was fierce,
with three mouths in full use. Sally had planned just to take his
tip into her mouth, concentrating on stimulating the head of his
dick with her tongue, but with him licking and prodding her with
his tongue, she got into the spirit of the thing more and more. At
one point, Sally had him in so deep that Sandra's tongue and her
lips met, which made it all just that much more interesting. 
The cameramen had to work like fury to capture all the action, but
finally, they gave thumbs up signal to Manny, and he called for
another rest.

This time it was Sally who grabbed a
place next to Owen so they could chat.  "So what do you do
when you're not here?" Owen asked.

"I'm a grade school teacher." Sally
smiled and started fiddling with a lock of her hair.

"No kidding! In a public school, I
assume." Owen was fascinated to hear that someone so normal could
make porno movies on the side.

"Not at all, a very toney private
one."

"Isn't that risky? What if they found
out?"

"If the Head found out, I'd be sacked
on the spot.  But who's going to tell her? The mothers don't
watch porn, and the fathers would only use their knowledge to get a
freebie or two. No skin off my back if they did."

"Does your family know?"

"My sister does. She can hardly wait
until she's old enough to start working with me."

"Remarkable. My family would disown me
if they found out. My mother would probably kill me on the
spot."

"You're from a different
world."

"I guess so."

At that point, Manny called an end to
the recess.

This time, only Sandy and Owen were on
stage, and the directions didn't take a long time.  While
Manny was explaining how the next scene was going to work, Sandy
indulged herself by sitting beside Owen and stroking her hand up
and down his leg.  Normally, as a porn actress, she was all
business, but something about Owen – whether the size of his dick
or just his intriguing personality – mesmerized Sandy. Owen turned
her on, and this got her all hot and bothered.

The scene started out with the normal
foreplay moves. Owen sucked on Sandy's breasts, and then Sandy did
some full body massage moves on Owen, moving slowly down his chest
to his groin, and finally putting her hands around Rover, stroking
him, and licking around the tip with the camera recording each and
every detail.

Suddenly, Owen heaved himself up,
turned Sandy over, and straddled her. He hooked her legs with his
arms so that her feet were in the air near her ears. As the camera
moved into the bottom of the pallet for a close-up, he let Rover
hang down over her pussy, looking like a third leg. With a huge
thrust, he slammed his hips against hers, careful to direct Rover
over her vagina instead of into it.

And then, quite suddenly, he lost
control.  He didn't mean to, but the body underneath him was
no longer just a body. It was Sandy. What had been professional and
purely physical became personal.

It was like Rover took over and
refused to make do with skimming over the top. Instead, Owen took
the head of his cock and slid it up and down Sandy's wetness. The
sensation of feeling her hot and pulsing beneath him sent Owen over
the top. With one swift thrust, he plunged into her. The thick
flesh glided into Sandy and stretched her wider open than she'd
ever been in her life. Owen filled her pussy completely and still
had more to give. Fortunately, Sandy was well lubricated, and the
feeling of her warm wetness coating his manhood nearly drove him
insane.

Sandy was in shock for a few seconds
and tried to pull back, fearing she might be split in half. She
tried to push him away, but Owen had her pinned down to the bed.
She had nowhere to escape to.  Almost frantic at first, she
immediately realized that the sensation of a prick that filled her
was something mind-blowing.  So size really does matter, she
thought, and began to respond to Owen's initiatives.  For her
too, what was normally routine became personal and intimate. She
was flooded with waves of pleasure she'd never experienced
before.  Nerve endings that had never come alive before were
firing of waves of intense pleasure. This was what it was all
about. 

Owen retained enough control over
Rover to avoid violence. In fact, after the first plunge, he moved
very little at all entering and withdrawing inch by inch, building
the tension.  He wanted it to last.  Gazing into Sandy's
eyes, he watched as they lost their focus and relished it when she
began to participate, and her breathing began to get more and more
ragged. Soon there was no presence between them at all. Sandy
rocked her hips into each of Owen's thrusts. The burning sting of
each of his poundings just awakened her more, and she wanted him as
deep as her tiny frame would allow.

At first Manny was a little
frightened, but when he saw that Sandy wasn't screaming for help,
it dawned on him that he was filming something real instead of a
fake scene. He was delighted and motioned both cameras to capture
as much as they could.  No B movie, this one would be first
rate. It might even make him famous.

Sandra and Sally watched in amazement,
momentarily forgetting that they were supposed to join in.
Familiar, comfortable, ordinary Sandy wasn't ordinary, familiar or
comfortable anymore. It took Manny nudging them on to bring them
back to the job at hand, but they still hesitated.

Sandy and Owen were completely focused
on each other. How could they expand the focus without destroying
it? It was Sally who saw her opportunity first, and started
stroking Owen's buttocks with her hand and reaching between his
legs to press the magic spot at the base of his thick cock, nearly
sending him over the crest there and then.  Sandra found a
spot from which she could massage Sandy's breasts.

It was wild for a little while, and
the cameramen scrambled to catch it all, but then, inevitably Owen
lost it and jetted his seed deep and hard into Sandy, sending her
into another wave of pure ecstasy.

"O My God! My God!" Sandy's screams of
pleasure ripped through her chest, and her fists gripped into
Owen's hair.

There was no chance for a dramatic cum
shot. The cameraman did manage to get a good view of Owen's seed
dripping out of Sandy. Sandra and Sally, worked up by Sandy and
Owen, caressed and kissed each other passionately until the last
remnants of their orgasms had passed.  Owen was reluctant to
withdraw completely and just held himself in place, pulsing inside
the sated Sandy, but when he came back to his senses and became
aware of the cameras and Manny watching keenly. The personal
element that had seized him momentarily drained away, and he
realized that his impulse to fall and just hold Sandy was
inappropriate. He lifted himself off Sandy, and they both fled to
their individual dressing rooms without a word.

The intrusion of reality had suddenly
made them both feel naked.

Owen came out almost immediately, his
dressing gown wrapped around him firmly.  He looked at Manny
and rather embarrassed said, "Sorry, I got carried away. I won't do
that again."

"Don't apologize. It made for an
excellent scene." Manny saw dollar signs when he thought about the
money shot.

"I hope Sandy's okay."

Owen's concern over Sandy made Manny
wonder as well. He had broken his promise to her, and was suddenly
appalled at the prospect that some real harm had been done. Going
over to the dressing room, he put his ear to the door and heard
what he thought was sobbing. 

O my God, he thought, it's bad, and
tapped on the door. "Sandy, are you okay?"

"Come in! Come in! I'm fine." When
Manny went in, he saw the tears on Sandy's face and for a moment
thought the worst. But then he realized that she was laughing, not
crying. "My God, Manny!" she gasped. "That was something
else."

"Then you're okay!" Manny was relieved
to hear that his star actress was still in one piece and
satisfied.

"Never been better!" The glint in her
eyes betrayed the relief she experienced. "I have never been fucked
like that in my life. God, that man ruined me for other
men."

"He didn't hurt you?" Manny was
intrigued by her reaction to being used like a human hood
ornament.

"Not at all.  In fact, he woke up
desires in me that I didn't even know existed."

"Are you ready to do a ‘human
centipede' sequence with the other girls?"

"Well, it will be an act of real
generosity to share Rover with everybody. It's only
fair."

"Rover?" Manny looked at Sandy
quizzical.

"Forget it. Private joke. Give me a
few minutes to clean up, and I'll be with you."

Manny went back to the others and told
them to get ready for a cluster fuck. The girls were amazed.
"Sandy's okay?"

"She seems to be very okay. 
Okay, enough to make a joke about some dog named "Rover." 
Looking at Owen, he asked, "Mean anything to you?"

"Nothing at all," Owen replied,
blank-faced and turning away to hide the grin he couldn't entirely
suppress." 

When Sandy came out, Sandra and Sally
rushed over to her, asking her if she was still able to use her
legs.

"My dears, I'm in better shape that
I've been in years. Prepare yourselves. You're about to have the
greatest fuck of your life."

Sandy walked over to Owen. "Hey, that
didn't go quite as planned, did it?"

"No. Sorry about that. It was all
him." Owen shrugged as he pointed to Rover. The two burst out
laughing.

"Don't be sorry. You've introduced me
to a new friend.  How about me, you and Rover go out for a
drink with me when we're finished here?"

"I'd be delighted," replied Owen with
a grin, "and I imagine Rover will too."
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