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    HOME MOVIES




    An erotic novella 




    JJ Monroe




    Escaping a sex tape scandal at home, model Sarah Lawless is thankful for her latest gig in the Caribbean. Hoping to get her head down and keep a low profile, she doesn't count on falling for sexy Hollywood director Charlie Fish or being offered a part in his next film, shooting in the Caribbean. Life never goes to plan, and Fish gets cold feet and dumps Sarah from his movie. Determined to move on, Sarah pursues other acting gigs and gets an invite to the Luscious Lingerie Bash in LA. She's enjoying the LA scene, and then Fish returns and all those old feelings come tumbling out. Can Sarah be true to her heart or will she just let Fish walk out of her life a second time?


  




  

    Chapter One – Roll the Film




    Then




    This is such a bad idea. Every fibre of my being is screaming that this can only end badly, so why can I not hear any shouts of protest from my own mouth? Why aren’t I storming into the bathroom and refusing to come out until he turns off the camera? Oh why indeed? Shall I tell you the answer, because it must be obvious. Deep down inside behind this serene exterior is a horny little slut. Now, who am I kidding with the serene exterior garbage? Look at me. Look in the dictionary for the definition of sex kitten and you’ll see a picture of me looking right back at you. I know! Who am I to complain? I’ve got the looks, with the long, blonde hair and the killer blue eyes; I’ve got the body. It’s clearly been built for sin with all the curves, and these breasts – well, let’s just say that since they started growing my life just hasn’t been the same. So, really, is it any wonder that I am here in this hotel room with my boyfriend and a digital camera that he has just happened to “borrow”? I could walk away. It wouldn’t be that difficult to do, but now he’s looking at me with his baby blues and I’ve always been a sucker for a boy with ripped abs. But the real problem is I’m feeling horny as hell.




    He’s been working out some and I’ve been doing some working out of my own. With this body wearing this lingerie and the way he’s looking at me, you don’t have to be a genius to figure out where we’re heading. He gives me a look and I see all that pent-up desire and animal lust all mixed up and I can feel the drip, drip of my own desire starting to soak through my panties. This is bad. Someone better call the fire brigade because we’re about to burn this house down.




    He is still wearing his jeans but his chest is bare, so I can see every ridge of every muscle and it’s a pretty fine sight, I don’t mind admitting. My nipples are already rigid just thinking about him parting my lips, filling my void, fucking me senseless like his plaything. Maybe he’ll bend me over the easy chair in the corner of the room and give it to me hard, his palms on my buttocks as he thrusts mercilessly in and out, pounding my pussy into meltdown. It’s delicious. It’s all so delicious. I love sex and sex with Dan is great, but still there’s a little birdie whispering in my ear, mumbling misgivings about the camera. Nothing stays secret any more, not with Twitter and the internet, so why risk it?




    Then, why risk anything, if that’s your line of thinking? Don’t go outside because you might get hit by a bus. Don’t buy a pet, they’ll only go and die on you. Yes, why do anything at all if you’re worried about risks?




    ‘Hey, babe,’ whispers Dan, his breath hot on my neck, his lips heating up the room as he kisses me just below the chin, or is it just me that’s heating up? He knows how to push my buttons, though it’s not difficult. I’m guessing even a blind man could get me off, the way my nipples are hard and aching for some action. Just feel your way, honey, and let’s see where that leads us.




    His lips caress my neck, hot to the touch as he starts to go lower. My nipples are hard like granite and desperate to be free of this silky prison they find themselves encased in. The drip, drip is a torrent and I’m just itching to get him inside me, to release this pressure building within. That’s right, feel your way, honey. Feel me all over.




    His lips kiss the fabric of my bra and my nipple seems to sing out to be touched. Yes, touch it, tease it, twist it; do all those things to me that you know you want to, but do them now! Grind me into submission and then throw me away, but hurry because I can’t take much more of this.




    He peels the fabric away, releasing my aching nipple and taking it lovingly between his lips. His hot tongue sends shivers reverberating through my body. He holds me between his teeth and I massage myself against him, the friction of his molars rubbing against my nipple almost too exquisite to bear. And now I am burning up and the ache between my thighs is a full-on pain that has my pussy clenching involuntarily with his every teasing touch.




    He goes lower, kissing my belly button, leaving a trail of perfect, hot kisses down my stomach, inching his way slowly, inexorably towards my pearl. My panties drag gently on my thighs as he peels them away and the cool air on my hot, wet pussy widens my eyes still further. And then he touches me, a brash, broad, fearless stroke of his hot, rough tongue against my pussy lips, and it brings sparks to my eyes and a rush of breath from my mouth as I shudder and shake. Parting my folds with his fingers, he licks again, his tongue probing harder and deeper into me, and I clutch at the scream in my throat, muffling it as best I can but now I am in junkie heaven. I can think of nothing else except for Dan fucking me. I must have this release. My body is no longer my own now. It belongs to him and he may do whatever he wishes just so long as he releases this burning, incessant, mind-numbing pressure that is threatening to tear me apart. Give me release. Fuck me hard. Burn my soul, but give me sweet release!




    I am falling as he pushes me back on the enormous double bed. The pillows are soft and forgiving, a complete contrast to his wickedly hot tongue that is merciless in its attack. He licks harder and harder, deeper and deeper, stroke upon stroke, tasting me; his fingers working my clit as his tongue probes deeper and deeper still. My vision is blurry. My body is on fire. Oh Jesus! Give me sweet release.




    Dan steps away from the bed and unhooks his belt. Usually I enjoy this part. It’s when I take control. I marvel at the power I have over him, the way he looks at me when those buttons pop and I delve to unleash the secret in his shorts, but not today. Today I am weak and powerless. I’m Supergirl and he is my Kryptonite. He strips naked but I cannot savour the sight of his beautiful body. I am feverish and undone. I lie back amidst the cushions of the bed, but they offer little relief against this torment and anguish that is racking my body. He is not in me and I ache for him. I reach down and touch myself, massage my clit, offering myself temporary relief against this burning torment.




    Dan rests his hand over my own and releases my hold over myself. I want to stop him. Does he not understand my suffering? Why does he torment me so when it is clear to see that I need this? I need him hard between my thighs. I need him sliding in and out of my sex, driving this fever from my body so I can be at peace at last. I am a witch at Salem. Pile up the wood and torch me good. Step aside and let me burn!




    He looks me straight in the eye and I see the animal instinct flaring behind his sheen of humanity. Yes, give in to the animal. Set it free and devour me. Cast off your human form and give in to your basest instincts. Drive your cock deep into my cunt. Set me free. He smiles. The beast is alive.




    I open my eyes and look to the heavens as he parts my lips and drives deep into my soul. The fog is lifting. I am starting to see more clearly now and all the while the little digital camera keeps on silently filming.




    How do I really feel about this?


  




  

    Chapter Two – Night Swimming




    Now




    The press is merciless; sharks in a feeding frenzy after the fishermen have muddied the water with blood and fish flesh, but it is not the chum the sharks are chowing down on now. It is little old me.




    ‘How could you?’ The betrayal still burns white-hot but there is no one to answer me. ‘You knew this would happen. You stupid, stupid girl! Why did you trust him? He is a man. He has a penis, and that’s all men think with. You’ve always known this, ever since these breasts exploded on to the scene and they looked at you differently. You exploited that. You exploited them, but you dropped your guard and how they will punish you now!’




    The water is warm on this hot Caribbean night. The photo shoot is a gift from the gods, what with the storm building back in England over Dan’s home movie, released directly onto the World Wide Web. There is nowhere to hide now.




    It’s been good for a while but the dream is crumbling. The magazine exposure, the exotic photo shoots, the first class tickets around the globe; kiss them all goodbye. This will be the end if they don’t sack you straight off.




    The stars are out in force in the night sky but I feel no comfort watching them guarding over me. I should have known. Is it worse to know what you’re losing or is it worse never to have ever experienced it? I guess I’ll know soon enough.




    The water is comforting. The waves are hypnotic. There is a perfect peace to this delightful island but it cannot dull the ache I feel in my heart. What is this I’m feeling? It’s not love. I’m not sure I ever loved Dan. I lusted for him, for sure, but did it ever go deep enough to be love? It doesn’t matter now. He has betrayed me in the cruellest way he can and I let him do it. What was I thinking?




    ‘You dumb blonde!’




    ‘That’s harsh,’ murmurs a voice from the darkness. ‘I’m not even blond!’




    Great! I’m not even alone on a deserted, Caribbean island. What else is left? And I’m not wearing any bikini bottoms. Come to think of it, I’m not wearing a bikini top either. There’s a pattern developing here. When did I think skinny-dipping was a good idea? You don’t deserve any of it, I tell myself. Not the money, not the beautiful clothes or the gorgeous locations because you’re just a plain, dumb slut!




    ‘I take it you’re not worried about the sharks, then?’ His voice is low and gruff coming out of the darkness, but filled with a hint of humour.




    I stop kicking in the water. In the darkness I cannot see the owner of the voice, as the moon is not yet at its brightest.




    ‘You’re kidding, right?’




    ‘Not about the sharks,’ he says. ‘I wouldn’t ever kid about sharks. It’s not a kidding matter.’




    The tiny hairs on the nape of my neck are tingling and I can now clearly recall in brilliant high definition the opening scene of Jaws.




    ‘You are kidding,’ I reply desperately, trying to recall the facts I know about sharks. It’s a stretch but there must be some floating around in the outer recesses of my tiny mind. ‘I’m not swimming in deep water. Sharks attack at dusk or dawn, and it is clearly neither.’




    ‘Fair enough,’ replies the stranger. ‘But don’t say I didn’t warn you. Enjoy the rest of your evening.’




    Now I can’t stop myself from looking around, but in the darkness I’m never going to be able to spot any potential attacks and suddenly the vast, welcoming ocean doesn’t seem quite so welcoming any more.




    ‘Wait!’ I call out. ‘You’re not going!’




    ‘I’ve done my public duty,’ replies the mystery voice. ‘I’ve warned you about the sharks. It’s up to you whether you choose to heed my warning or not.’




    ‘How do I know you’re not a pervert?’




    ‘You don’t,’ he says. ‘I might just be a concerned pervert.’




    ‘Then I’m really stuffed, aren’t I?’ I reply.




    ‘I’d say so,’ he agrees.




    The image forming in my mind of the man behind the voice is caught somewhere between Johnny Depp and Brad Pitt. In your dreams, missy, but the shark stuff is really beginning to mess with my mind and now all thoughts of continuing my midnight swim have disappeared just like I will if one really does attack! You hear stories all the time of people being dragged off. Why did I ever think skinny dipping was a cool idea? It’s not like I don’t have a swimming costume or a bikini in my room.




    ‘You’ve left me with a dilemma now,’ I call out but my mystery stranger doesn’t answer. So either he is playing it very cool or he has really left me alone to the fate of the ocean. ‘I said,’ I repeat, ‘you’ve left me with a dilemma,’ but still there is no reply. This is new. Guys never leave me alone just like that. Maybe he’s hiding, hoping to catch a glimpse of my rack. The kinky devil! Let’s see how much front you’ve really got, mister.




    With a smile growing across my face I stand up in the water and wade out of the surf, completely naked as God intended. He says nothing. That’s right, I think, you should be speechless because the package is very impressive but we can’t have any fun if you don’t show yourself.




    Still he says nothing, and it dawns on me that this kind of behaviour is exactly what got me into trouble in the first place. I reach for my towel, wrapping it securely around my prized assets. Then I slip on my flip flops and head back to my beach hut.




    Walking up off the sand of the privately owned beach and into the hotel complex, I locate my hut, close and lock the door securely behind me, slip off my flip flops and head for the en suite. Turning on the shower full blast, I start to drift in the steam and the fury of the hot water.




    




    The water envelops me; it caresses with its gentle touch. I hang suspended in its warm embrace, blissfully unaware of the dangers lurking beneath. Past recollections flit by like so many butterflies, lost loves and missed opportunities: I am married, pushing a pram in the cool, summer breeze, talking with friends as our offspring play on the merry-go-round; I am older now, clapping at my daughter’s graduation. Turning my head in the water dislodges these unsettling thoughts. They are not real memories. They are supposed memories from a road not taken. They will never be real because they are not the ones I choose. A rush of bubbles in the water all around disrupts my thoughts, forcing me back to the here and now. Someone is yelling but their voice is muted by the water. If I just concentrate a little harder I might be able to hear what they are saying.
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