Here’s another little “inspired by things around us” ditty…..hope you enjoy it.
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The prologue:

Suspecting something strange was happening around the house, he had installed some hidden video cameras in a few different locations.  He had sprang for good ones, complete with sound.
At first there was nothing unusual, and he had almost decided it wasn’t worth the effort, that the things moved and strange occurrences were just the cat playing while the family was out.
However, after 'catching' his son on the video, fucking a girl from school, Dad decided to keep the cameras going, and see what else they might pick up.

Taking Amanda (Evening up the score)

Following the afternoon tryst with Morgan, things had been kind of quiet.  Cris hadn't had any more encounters with Morgan, at least not at home.  In fact, rumor had it she had gone back to Bill, and Cris seemed to be happy just doing his own thing.  Lots of girls were attracted to him, but he kept them at arms length, preferring not to go down the girlfriend road right away.

The drama class chose to do a spring play that was considered rather risky, as it was about a young woman coping with the after-effects of rape, and it contained an explicit scene depicting the act.
Cris came home and spoke to his parents after he was picked for the leading male role, which meant he would perform the rape scene as the attacker.  He was concerened about his ability to portray the scene, even tho it was to be done in a manner that kept both actors clothed.  His dad explained to him that in order to be an actor, he would have to learn to do roles, even if he wasn't personally comfortable with them.  Cris seemed ok after that, and went about learning his lines.

About a week later, he told his parents that the female role had been given to Amanda, a girl he had once pursued, who had since become somewhat promiscous.  This seemed to re-raise some of Cris's nervousness.  The rape scene, he explained, was to be done using 'theater skins', which were leotards colored to match the wearer's skin tone.  Both Cris and Amanda would have the skins under their clothing.  The rape scene was to take place in a living room, and would have Cris grabbing Amanda from behind, jerking her pants down, pushing her over the end of a couch while dropping his pants, and raping her from behind.  To the audience, the skins would make it look as if the players were actually nude, lending reality to the scene.  However, Cris would still have to act forcefully to sell the scene.

Cris came to his dad with a question about the scene a few days after learning Amanda would have the role.  "How do I deal with, the, uh, appearance, during the scene?" he asked.  "What do you mean, appearance?" his dad asked.  "Well," Cris said, "It's kind of embarassing, but I get hard when I think about doing the scene, especially with Amanda, and I don't want to be up on stage with a big bulge sticking out."  At this he grinned, but his dad knew it was a serious question.  "The best thing to minimize the appearance," he told Cris, "is when you put your skin on, to make sure your penis is upright, like it would be when you're hard, that way if you do get hard, it'll be held up against your body, not sticking out.  Another thing that might help would be to practice the scene with Amanda outside the theater setting, so you could get a feel for it and know your response."  "That would be great.  Maybe she can come over and we can do it here?"  His dad answered, "That would be fine.  Just make sure we're here, to keep your rules and avoid any appearances of wrongdoing."

Amanda agreed to the practice session, and the appointed day came the next week.  She was at the house when his parents got home, tho Cris told them she had just arrived.  She merely smiled and nodded.  Amanda was a rather tall girl at 5'8.  She wasn't skinny, just well filled out with large breasts.  Her short blonde hair accentuated her features, making her extremely pleasant to look at.
The practice session went well, tho both Cris and Amanda seemed nervous.  His dad explained to both of them, to Amanda's redness, that Cris needed to adjust himself prior to the scene to help avoid a serious gaff on stage, and then had him do so before starting the scene.  Since they didn't have the skins, they did the role fully clothed and just simulated removing the jeans.  

They had researched videos of rape scenes from several movies and watched them together, getting in character for the role.  Cris had even worked on his actions for the role under his dad's watchful eye, using a large pillow to simulate Amanda, so he would be more familiar with the motions required of him.

They did several 'takes' before Cris got fully comfortable with the role, but at last he seemed to get comfortable.  On the last take he really got into the role, pushing Amanda down over the end of their couch after almost yanking her pants off (if they hadn't been button-flies, they would have came down).  He held one hand on her back while pretending to unzip his own pants and push them down, then moved close to her and put one hand between them, as if lining his cock up with her, and jerked his hips forward, slamming his body into hers and causing her to yelp as she was knocked forward by the force of his thrust.  He then grabbed her hips and began hammering his hips into her, perfectly simulating the motion and appearance of the role.  Anyone watching unaware would have thought he was actually fucking her hard.  Amanda was now crying out each time he thrust forward, and Cris's dad was just about to stop him, but Cris saw him and shook his head.  He then thrust forward, simulating holding himself inside her, grunting and roaring very realistically, just as if he were cumming deeply inside her.  After a few moments, he pulled back, reached as if pulling up and fastening his pants, then looked down at her and recited his line, "Call me when you want some more, bitch!" and then turned and walked into the kitchen.
His dad helped Amanda up off the couch.  "Are you alright?" he asked her.  She smiled and nodded, "I'm glad I got to experience how real it would be, even tho it was kind of scary" she replied.
"Wow, what a performance!" Cris's mom said.  "You two had me convinced, and scared.  You're going to thrill the audience!"
Cris came back in and handed Amanda a peach.  "See you at school tomorrow" he said.  "Yeah, I really have to go," she said.  All this took longer than I thought, and Mom's going to be missing me.  I told her I would only be an hour or so."  With that she hurried out the door.

It wasn't until the next afternoon that Cris's dad thought more about Amanda's parting statement.  She was only at the house about 45 minutes for the practice, so being late getting home didn't make a lot of sense.  He began to wonder if she had been there longer than advertised.  The more he thought about it, the more suspicious he became, until he finally knocked off early and headed home to check the video from the day before. 

Upon getting home and firing up the video, he found that Amanda had, indeed, arrived far earlier than he thought.  She came inside and almost immediately she and Cris started bickering with each other.  His dad knew Cris had tried to get into her pants before, and she had refused him, and then teased him about it, leading to considerable frustration for him.  This seemed to surface early, and he was somewhat standoffish to her.  Amanda's concern seemed to be that the practice session wouldn't be real enough, and she would be embarassed doing it in front of Cris's parents.

"Well, why don't we just practice it now, before they get here?" Cris said.  "That way, we can be real about it.  We won't even have to simulate the clothing.  I'll have fun yanking the pants off you."
Amanda just stared at him for a moment.  "You're serious, aren't you?"  Cris just nodded.  "Well," Amanda said timidly, "We can do it.  I mean, practice the scene.  You can't pull my panties down, tho.  You have to promise!  'Cause we can't actually do it, ya know?  Have sex" She finished.  "I know what you meant" Cris said.  "Well, do you promise?" she asked.

"Whatever," Cris replied, "Let's do this.  Let's walk thru it first.  The scene will open with me behind you at the end of the couch, so come over here."  He draped a towel over the arm of the couch as she put her handbag down and came over to stand in front of him.  He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her around to face away from him.   "Alright, I'm gonna grab your shoulders like this" Cris said as he put his hands on her from behind.  "The key to the scene is you are afraid, and so you don't fight.  I tell you to stand still and look forward, because you know I'll kill you if you disobey, and so you nod yes."  He waited for her to actually nod before continuing.  "Then I will reach in front of you and unbutton your pants, like this."  He put his arms around her and just touched the buttons on her pants, but still she shivered at his touch.  Moving his hands and hooking his fingers in her belt loops, he continued, "Then I'll reach to the side and pull them down."  He gave a slight tug, then put one hand between her shoulder blades and gently pushed.  "Then I'll push you forward over the couch, and hold you down while I move up behind you and drop my pants."  With this he moved up and pressed his body against hers, pushing more until she bent over the couch.  "It'll be more real if I reach between us, like I'm lining up on you," he said, and reached down.  The way she jumped and said "Hey!" made his dad think he groped her during that reach, but Cris continued on.  "Then I'll grab your hips and move like I'm screwing you, like this," he said, flexing his hips and bumping against her.  "They'll have a clock on the side, and the scene is supposed to go for 2 and half minutes.  You know you're gonna make me all hot and bothered, back here pretending to fuck you for a couple of minutes, don't you?"
"Get serious!" she said, "and let's do it for real."

"Ok, just remember, you wanted to," he said and grinned at her. "Let's do it all the way thru from the beginning."  Amanda took a deep breath, and let it out with an audible sigh.  "OK, I'm ready," she said.  "Alright, stand there, and I'll walk in, like the script says."  He positioned her standing, facing the end of the couch, and went into the kitchen.   He dimmed the lights before coming back in, but left plenty of light to see and be seen.

He let her stand there in anticipation for a few seconds before walking in and grabbing her shoulders from behind, causing her to yelp in surprise. "Don't turn around, bitch, and do exactly what I say if you want to stay alive," he growled at her.  She nodded hurriedly, and he slipped his hands around her and groped her large breasts, eliciting a gasp, before sliding his hands downward and working his way down the buttons of her jeans.  She was trembling now, and gave a slight start with each button that came loose.  When all the buttons were undone, he slid his hands around her waistband, hooking his thumbs into her pants as he went.  When he got a hand on either side of her, he suddenly shoved hard, pushing her pants, and her panties, down to the floor in one motion. "No!" she started to protest, and he slapped her ass, hard.  "Don't talk and do what I say Bitch!  Besides, it has to be real" he whispered, then spoke louder again, in character, while putting a hand on one shin and lifting, "Step, Bitch!". 

As she lifted her left leg he pulled her foot sideways, freeing it from her pants and panties and putting it down about 18 inches from her right.  The camera above the couch had a perfect view now, and the man watching could see that she shaved her pussy.  He wondered if his son had planned this out, or if it was spur of the moment.  He would know the answer to that soon enough.

Cris stood behind Amanda again, and roughly shoved her forward.  "Aaahhhh!" she squealed as she stumbled forward a half step before hitting the couch arm and being pushed down over it by his hand on her back.  With his right hand, he unbuttoned his pants and flicked the zipper down before shoving the pants and boxers beneath them down around his knees.  The video showed his cock was already hard as it sprang free.  Then the man noticed that Cris had taken his left hand off of Amanda's back, but she stayed bent over the couch.  He had to rewind the video to see Cris reach the top of the couch and retrieve a condom from where it had been neatly hidden on the top back of the cushion.  'Appears he planned this well, but at least he's smart enough not to knock her up,' his dad thought as he let the video play again.

"Are you on the pill?" Cris said.  "Wha? Huh?" Amanda mumbled.  "Birth control, Bitch! Do you take it?" Cris said.  

"Huh? Yes! Mom made me, when she aaaaahhhhhhhh..."she started a sentence and trailed off into a loud moan as Cris lined up and sank his cock balls deep into her in one long thrust which told the watcher that she must have been wet already for him to fit in one stroke.

She seemed to wake up from her daze to what was happening as he ground his hips against her.  "Nuuuu-uuuuh!" she moaned as she reached behind her back to push him.  He let go of her hips and grabbed her by the wrists, holding her arms over her back and using them to leverage her downward into the couch as he began to stroke his cock in and out of her wet pussy.
She continued to gasp and yelp as Cris stroked his cock in and out of her pussy with growing speed.  He had her by the forearms now and was pulling back in time with his thrusts, driving his large cock into her with each thrust.  In between the sounds of his hips slapping into hers, he could hear her protests, altho these were growing weaker, changing from "Nuh, Nuh, nuh, dun fuh meeeeee!!" to a series of mewling sounds that signalled her surrender to the fate he had planned for her.

He knew Cris had a lot of animosity and frustration for this girl, and apparently he was taking it all out on her now that he had the chance.  He was literally pounding her now, driving his cock in and out of her with abandon, grunting with each forward thrust.
"Oh Cris! Cris!" she cried out now, "Oh God I'm gonna cum!  Fuck me! FUUUUCK MEEEEEEEEEEEE!" she wailed as he pounded her mercilessly from behind.

"Yes! YES!  I. LOVE. FUCKING. YOU!" he growled, punctuating each word with a fierce thrust into her pussy.  He shoved his cock fully into her and rocked his hips up and down, grinding on her pussy as she came, squealing loudly.

As her orgasm subsided, he began pounding her pussy again with long, deep strokes.  "Oh yeah, fucking that tight pussy!" he groaned.  "Gonna cum now!  Gonna cum IIIINNNN YOUUUUUUUU!!" he moaned as he thrust forward again, burying his cock in Amanda's body and holding it there as he came.  On the video, his dad could see the small jerks and hear his son grunt and moan as he came.  'I hope she really is on the pill' his dad thought as he watched Cris fill Amanda's pussy with his cum.  The boy just seemed to keep cumming, his sperm overflowing and spilling out of Amanda's slit to run down her leg.

She was laying fully on the couch now, breathing heavily.  The towel covering the couch arm fit in when Cris slowly withdrew from her and used the towel to catch the cum draining out of her body.  He gave her a quick wipe, then let the towel go and grabbed the back of her shirt, using it to pull her more back than up.  The towel slid with her as her legs folded up and she sat rather heavily onto the floor, with a dazed look on her face.  "You fucked me" she said simply as she looked up at Cris.

"Remember, you wanted to," Cris replied, then stepped forward and stuck his cock into her mouth.  He sighed as she licked him completely clean, sucking gently on his cock a couple of times before releasing him.  "You DO have a point, tho you know that isn't exactly what I meant." she said.  "Now help me get up and dressed before your parents get home and see me sitting on the floor naked.".........................................................................



Now that you've seen a bit of my different styles, and from different perspectives, drop me a line and let me know which ones you like best and what you would like to see more of, at holmes.john24@yahoo.com.

