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ORGY AT SEA: MY GANG BANG ON THE BILLIONAIRES' CRUISE SHIP AT THE CANNES FILM FESTIVAL


IT WAS ONLY when I felt the warm sand under my feet that I realized one of my dreams had just come true. 

My plane had landed only a few hours earlier, and less than an hour ago, I had checked into my luxurious five-star hotel—a hotel I could never have afforded myself. But luck had been on my side for once when I won this trip to the Cannes Film Festival, which would start tomorrow. 

It all happened so quickly that I had no time at all to process everything. It wasn't until now, when I strolled along the shore on the Cannes beach and could relax a little for the first time in weeks, that I truly understood: I was a VIP guest at the Cannes Film Festival and would soon meet some of the most famous and well-known actors in the world. Maybe I would even meet my favorite actor: Maximillian St. James. 

I grinned as I remembered how many times I had watched that one scene from his last film, Betrayal Protocol. The scene had caused an outcry in the press. Because in that particular scene, Maximillian was fully naked, and his (pretty impressive) penis was on full display.

I didn’t care one bit about the press’s outcry. I loved that scene, and always turned to it when the motto at home once again happened to be “do it yourself”, because I was horny, but Steve, my husband, once more claimed he had ‘no desire for sex’.

As I was strolling along the shore, thinking of Maximillian in that scene, I let my imagination take flight. Because my life as a receptionist at a large solar panel manufacturer was, honestly speaking, boring as hell. Which wouldn't have been so bad if my private life had been interesting and exciting. But that wasn’t the case, either. My marriage wasn’t what it used to be. I longed for excitement and adventure. Dancing salsa was my passion, which I indulged in as often as I could. But it wasn't enough to quench this fire inside me that kept burning hotter and hotter lately. 

"It's so beautiful here," I murmured to myself as I felt the warm sand beneath my feet and listened to the gentle waves lapping against the shore. Was it possible I might run into Maximillian at the movie festival? 

Hardly, said the rational voice in the back of my head. Everyone knows he's a loner and avoids the public. 

But what if I ran into Maximillian right here on the beach? I couldn't help it—I closed my eyes and imagined how this encounter would go.

In the cinema of my mind, I saw Maximillian walking toward me. His face had that arrogant yet charming smirk that was his trademark. His sea-blue eyes were settling on me from far away already.

Our eyes would meet and I’d avoid his, because he was playing in a whole different league than me. He was rich and prominent, and as if that wasn't enough already, he was just so damn hot! In my imagination, he was wearing shorts and an open, short-sleeved, white shirt that contrasted nicely with his black, medium-length hair. His muscular arms swayed with the rhythm of his steps. His shorts, shirt, and hair were wet, as if he’d just taken a swim in the surf with his clothes on. The wet fabric of his shirt stuck to his muscular torso like a glaze. The sun made him appear radiant, like a marble statue in a spotlight. 

Abashed, I'd pretend to look away because I noticed something else, too: Maximillian's magnificent cock, which was rolling around in his pants with each step. And I just couldn't help but look. Of course, he’d notice me looking.

Do you like what you see?

Sorry, I didn't mean to be so obvious....

Well, if I’m looking at you, you have every right to look at me, too. I’m Maximillian.

Lucy.

Shall we go for a little walk together?

Of course I would agree. My heart would beat faster and I'd hardly be able to hide my excitement.

Our walk on the beach would have something magical. As if it were a matter of course, he’d take my hand. I felt the warmth of his hand in mine and the tingle that ran through my body as he pulled me closer. The attraction between us would be electrifying, and I knew I couldn't resist him. Eventually, he’d lead me behind a dune where no one would disturb us.

"Lucy," he’d say, his voice low and full of desire, "I don't like beating around the bush. So I’ll tell it as it is: I want to fuck you, Lucy. Right here, right now." 

My heart would almost jump out of my chest with excitement.

"Maximillian," I’d breathe, "I dreamed of meeting you. You can't know how much I desire you." His lips would meet mine, and together we’d enter a world of desire and passion as we explored each other and shared our deepest desires.

He'd grab my hand and put it on his shorts, and I could feel his hard cock through the fabric. 

"Get on your knees and put it in your mouth," he ordered me.

Without hesitation, I’d obey and pull down his shorts, which the warm sun would have dried by now. With my mouth agape, I admired the enormous size of his manhood. 

I'd have trouble taking him all the way in, but I'd be determined to make it work. Licking my lips, I opened my mouth wide and slid him in. 

I'd feel every inch of his girth as I'd slide my lips deeper and deeper down his shaft. My cheeks would be turning red, my eyes watering, but I wouldn't want to stop. I'd hear him moan as I lapped at the tip of his cock with my tongue. His taste, salty and masculine, would fill my mouth and made me want him even more.

Although the muscles in my jaws would be hurting, I'd keep sucking his cock, drooling all over his shaft as I did so. My tongue would be slippery from my saliva which was mixing with his pre-cum. I'd gag and fight back tears of effort as he'd thrust his hard rod deep into my throat. I'd want to go on no matter what, to show him how much I desired him.

"You're doing great, Lucy," Maximillian would moan. "But a blowjob isn’t what I want from you."

He'd pull his cock out of my mouth and slap it in my face a few times, as if to make fun of me and show me that his status in society was so much higher than mine. His warm, hard dick touching my skin would give me a pleasant shudder. I'd long to feel him inside me.

"Come on, get on all fours," he'd order. “Show me your ass.” 

I'd obey, getting into doggy position and presenting him my ass. We'd both be naked by now. I'd  turn my head to look at him. The sunlight would shine on his naked skin and give it a golden shimmer.

Maximillian would step behind me and place his bulging cockhead against my wet opening. Without warning, he'd push his machine deep into my wet pussy—without protection. I'd gasp in surprise and pleasure when I felt him inside me so suddenly. He'd thrust into me forcefully, and our united bodies would move with a harmony I only knew from salsa dancing.

"You're so fucking tight, Lucy," Maximillian would groan, gripping my hips to thrust into me even deeper. I'd feel his cock inside me, filling me, touching every nook and cranny of my sensitive inner walls, increasing my pleasure with each thrust.

"Maximillian," I'd moan in pleasure, "please, please, please don't stop now!" My world would shrink to the feeling of Maximillian’s cock inside me and my burning desire for more. 

"Do you want to be my dirty little slut?" Maximillian would grunt as he'd continue to bang me from behind. "Tell me you want to be my little private whore!"

"Yes, yes, Maximillian," I'd gasp, "I want to be your naughty little slut!" The naughty words would fan my passion, and I'd feel my lust growing more and more.

Maximillian would fuck me faster and harder, his balls slapping against my clit with each thrust. I could barely think straight, that’s how much the pure lust pulsing through my body would overwhelm my senses. I'd bury my fingernails in the sand as I awaited my climax.

"You fucking slut," Maximillian would moan, grabbing my hair and tearing my head backwards. "I'll fuck you so hard you'll never forget it!"

"Please, please, do it!", I'd beg, unable to control myself. "Fuck me harder!"

All I wanted was to be drilled by him, to feel his desire for me.

…

The sound of approaching footsteps in the sand tore me out of my daydream. I opened my eyes, half-expecting to see Maximillian standing before me. But it wasn’t him who was approaching me. 

"Bonjour!" a breathtakingly beautiful woman greeted me. She had long blonde hair and emerald green eyes and from the very first moment, I felt a mysterious aura that surrounded her.

"Am I interrupting?" she continued with a smile, glancing at my midsection.

I followed her gaze and jerked my hand out from under the waistband of my shorts as I realized where it had wandered while my fantasy with Maximillian was playing out in my head. Blushing and with a sheepish smile, I looked at the strange woman.

"I... uh… Shit, well, that’s embarrassing."

"Why, what’s the big deal? If you only knew about all the other things that go on here in Cannes during the film festival, you wouldn't think anything of it."

"Oh, so you're attending the film festival too?"

"Bien sûr! I work at the festival. As an event manager, you could say." Her expression brightened, and she held out her hand to me. "Giselle Dumont. Enchantée!"

"Lucy Martinez."

"You're an actress?"

"Oh, I wish!" I said, laughing as I imagined how exciting my life would be if I were an actress. "I'm just visiting the festival. I won the trip in a contest. I... well, frankly speaking, my life is pretty boring right now. And I thought this trip would be a way to stir things up a bit."

"Très intéressant! So you’re bored? Is that what you’re saying?"

"Well, you could put it that way. On top of that, I'm all alone. The trip I won was for two people. But my best friend, who is a total movie geek, too, couldn’t make time for it, unfortunately. And my husband... well, he simply didn't want to go."

"Oh, you're married?"

"Well... kind of. But it's... oh, I don't know. Things aren’t well between us right now."

Giselle gave me a sympathetic look and put her hand on my shoulder. But then her face brightened.

"You know, I may be able to help you relieve your boredom and satisfy your hunger for adventure…"

I took a step away from Giselle. 

"What do you mean?"

"Well, as I noticed, you have a vivid imagination." She winked at me as she said this. "Just imagine what would happen if a bunch of rich, famous men got together in a beautiful place like Cannes! Maybe they’d like to have a party after the awards ceremony. And all of them are so crazy-rich that they just don't know what to do with all their money! But also, they're under a lot of stress. Surely they’d want to let off some steam and relax. You know… with one of the beautiful women that constantly surround them..."

"You mean... Wait, are
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