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Journey


 


"Bonjour, vous dites que vous aimeriez rencontrer et
avoir des relations sexuelles avec des inconnus?"


"I'm sorry, you've more than used up all my
French."


"Haha. It is ok, I speak good English, unless I have
une 'pine' in my mouth."


"Does that mean a cock?"


"Tres bon. Yes. I asked if you wanted to meet up to
have sex with strangers?"


"I do! You're a stranger, aren't you?"


"Haha. Yes, we should start by knowing one another. If
I come to England, do you have a place I can stay?"


"I do. I also know places where we can meet
strangers."


"Le dogging?"


"A French word I do know!"


"Will you meet me from the ferry?"


"I will."


"Shall I send you a photo of my foufou?"
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MONIQUE boarded the ferry at Cherbourg for the six-hour
crossing to Poole. She looked very much the chic Parisienne businesswoman, but
with a sexy twist. Her skirt was knee-length, but the slit up the side
suggested that she was wearing no underwear – which she was not. Her smart
jacket was open, and beneath it the swell of her breasts was never still,
rising and falling as she moved, like the sea below the ship. Men looked at
her, most men; she did not shy away from their stares and for some of them, men
who she would perhaps have liked to lie between her strong thighs, she held her
shoulders a little further back, her sharp nipples straining at the thin fabric
of her blouse; she may even have glanced down to see if their trousers bulged
in a similar way to how her shirt did, and some of them did. Increasingly.
Monique felt that her journey may not be too boring.


At the bar, Monique persuaded the pretty server that making
a decent Martini was not beyond her. Shaken, of course, and barely a drop of
vermouth. The three olives were on a cocktail stick, and she had an
inspiration. She had noticed an attractive middle-aged man further along the
bar and she had seen him noticing her; she caught his eye and, raising the
stick to her mouth, she sensually sucked the first of the olives between her
lips. Gripping it gently with her teeth, she pulled the stick with the other two
olives back, and she swallowed the first one whole. As she did so, she glanced
at the man's groin and was pleased to see his trousers tightening on what
looked to be a very solid cock. Almost gliding along the floor, she walked over
to him and stood in front of him, so close that her hot breasts were almost
touching him. "Why don't you take those drinks over to your family? Then
tell them that you need the bathroom and follow me to my cabin?"


"Because I have a family? A wife?"


"But she's not offering you what I am. I don't want a
marathon session, I just need you inside me. Cabin 6302" She turned then
and walked towards the ship's accommodation area, confident that he would join
her; she left her cabin door slightly ajar, and then she undressed.


In less than five minutes there was a tap on the door.
"Come," she commanded. As the stranger walked in, Monique approached
him and began to remove his clothes. He helped, and when she pulled down his
jockeys his cock sprang up, almost hitting her in the face. She took his glans
into her mouth and ran her tongue around it, tasting the pre-cum oozing from
his urethra. She could happily have sucked him to climax, but that would have
left her cunt sad and unsated; instead she stood and led him by the cock to the
bed. As she lay back onto it, he fell greedily onto her. She was way beyond
needing any foreplay and she guided his ample cock directly between her flaps. He
understood her urgency and it matched his own, so he thrust deep and fast into
her, his pubis pounding her prominent clit with each stroke, and the width of
his cock drawing her very quickly to what would be her first orgasm of the day.
As the ecstasy built, she tried to muffle her cries of pleasure, but she never
came quietly and she found herself biting his shoulder to keep the noise down.
She managed to gasp, "Don't come in me. I want to suck you off!"


No objection to that! The man withdrew from her and stood by
the bed; Monique dropped to her knees in front of him. She let his cock slide
between her lips and then, with her hands on his butt, she pulled him in close,
pausing briefly when his knob reached her gagging point, but she had that under
control, and soon his big balls were swinging into her chin as he thrust deep
into her throat. She sensed that he was about to come, and she pulled back so
that he was in her mouth: she wanted to taste his seed. His balls pulled in tight,
and his cock pulsed powerfully as his thick sperm-laden cream ejaculated into
her mouth; she almost choked, so much was there. Then the hard organ stopped
moving, and Monique pulled back, trapping the jizz in her mouth. She opened her
lips to show him what he had just given her and then, closing them again, she
swallowed. She stood in front of him then and kissed him briefly on his lips
before saying, "Thank you for that. I would have loved you to plant your
seed in me. I can just imagine your sperm swarming into my womb, trying to make
the world's best-looking baby in me, but you are, after all, just my first
lover of what I expect to be a very busy day, and it's much too early for me to
have jizz making trails down my thighs. If you can get away from your wife
again when we're pulling into Poole then please come back and add your juice to
the cocktail of cum I hope to have inside me by then."


"You are a very dirty little mademoiselle," he
told her, and to his amazement he could feel his cock stirring again already!
"Perhaps I'll be back anyway."
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When he had left, Monique used the basin in her cabin to
splash water on her vulva, keeping it fresh. She was French, and she loved
cunnilingus, and while she was not sure where her next encounter was coming
from, she was determined that at least one lucky guy would kiss her cunt; so
she had to be clean for him. She then dressed and headed back to the bar; her
Martini was even more in need of refreshing than her pussy. While she sipped
her second drink, Monique got to talking with the server. The bar was quiet
then, and the girl looked like she might be getting bored. They introduced
themselves, and Natalie, the barmaid, asked about the man who had apparently
followed Monique out earlier. "He was nothing," Monique said
dismissively. "A pleasant enough fuck, though."


"You're not working, are you?" Natalie had to ask.


"No money ever changes hands. I'm strictly an
enthusiastic amateur," Monique assured her. "I'm on holiday and on a
mission."


"Lucky you," the other woman commented.
"Who's your next target?"


"I don't know. I hope that if I just sit here watching
the world walk by a part of it will stop and talk to me."


Natalie nodded agreement. "I don't know how ambitious
you are, but there's a stag party on the ship. I think they're at the bar to
the front."


Monique considered that. "Sounds perfect. Would you
like to help me with them? I'd rather like a taste of pussy while I'm
here."


"But I'm working," Natalie reminded her,
"Although the thought of your pretty mouth down there is making me very
wet."


"You must get a break. Come to my cabin and knock; if
I've found some boys by then we can give them a show, and then you can get a
good fucking before you come back on duty."


"I will try," Monique assured her.
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As Monique approached the other bar, she could hear the
raised voices of a group of alcohol-fuelled men and felt her labia open
slightly in anticipation. She unfastened the top two buttons of her blouse and
looked down at the deep valley between her boobs; she just hoped that the men
were still sober enough to appreciate them. 


Of course they were! As she walked up to the service counter
the group of revellers who were standing there demanding more beer parted,
letting her through, and closed again behind her. They called for the bartender
to get her a drink; she asked for a gin and tonic and they shouted 'Large one'
at the server. Monique waited until she had a generous gin in her hand and then
looked around the men, who were crowding in very close to her. "Who's
got a large one?" she asked coquettishly.


Several of the men cupped their crotches and thrust them
towards her, and she said, "Well, none of you, then. Shame. I'm really
good at hiding large ones."


One of them then pointed at an ordinary-looking guy who was
almost hidden by the crowd and said, "Ralph. He's got a big one."


Others pushed the young man forward, saying, "Show the
lady. We don't want to disappoint her."


Somehow the mob shifted so that the bartender's vision was
blocked, and Ralph unzipped his jeans. Monique reached into the opening and
found a swiftly-stiffening dick, and she worked it out of its prison. It
certainly showed promise, and to help it on its way, she once more dropped to
her knees and gently sucked the purple glans. By the time it had risen to its
full glory, she had to admit that it was one of the longest, thickest organs
she had ever had the pleasure to handle. She sucked him a little deeper, but
there was no way this one was going all the way down her throat! Even Monique
had her limits! Fortunately for her jaw it did not take her long to make him
come, and again she showed the guys the gism in her mouth before swallowing it.
She then looked around the group of men again and asked, "Would you mind
if I borrowed your friend for a while? I have
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