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The day had come, and everything was set for the trip of a lifetime. I had been planning this trip for over two years now, and it was finally here.

"So many," Violet said as we met inside the terminal.

"Yup," I smiled. "Next time I hope it will be a bigger turnout."

I looked over at the ladies gathered.

There were only six of us on this trip, but I had my eyes on more for the next one and the one after that.

"Hello Shannon," Tiffany approached me.

"Hey," I smiled.

"Didn't know there were going to be this much," Tiffany turned to look at the others.

"Only six," I shrugged.

"Only?" Tiffany asked as she looked at me.

I could see why this GILF of a woman was a head cheerleader back in high school.

"Oh, wait until later, you will wish there was more," I grinned.

Tiffany still turned heads at her age, and I hoped when I got into my fifties, I would look half as good; I was sure my breasts would be hanging to my knees, but I hoped I would have the figure and the determinate look Tiffany carried with her.

"How's Lawrence?" I asked.

I knew the answer; her pathetic husband was just like mine, probably smiling like a Cheshire cat that he got a free pass to do whatever he wanted this weekend.

"Still a child," Tiffany sighed as she answered. "In a man's body."

"Well, there will be plenty of real men where we are going," I smiled.

Tiffany's story was straightforward: a bored housewife and former cheerleader who went back to her old home grounds, got a taste of what she was missing, and when she came home, she was a free bird.

"How's Luke and Francis?" I asked.

Instantly, Tiffany's face turned a bright red as she looked at me. "Thought so," I smiled.

I knew Tiffany was fucking her janitor and former high school crush on the side and trying to keep it a secret.

"I better introduce myself," Tiffany said as she walked to the others.

I was glad I had put this little club together.

"Do they have an idea what they are in for?" Violet asked.

"Not a single clue," I smiled.

The flight to Jamaica took off, and I got situated in my seat.

I had gotten us all into first class, and I could see in their eyes that it was a first for some of them.

"Can we switch seats?" Celia asked Violet.

Violet and I already knew this was going to happen. I knew from the day I met Celia that this conversation was going to come.

"Of course," Violet smiled as she got up and switched seats.

"Celia," I stared at the church wife.

"I am starting to have reservations," Celia said, moving a stray hair from her face. "I know Pastor Williams said it would be good for me to let my hair down and get out there," Celia said, moving her hands nervously. "But this is a lot. I have never flown anywhere without Jack."

"How did it feel when you got out to that retreat?" I asked.

"It felt good to be free and not under his thumb," Celia smiled. "This is like it, but I don't know why I am like this," she sat back and let out a deep sigh. "I should be like the others and enjoy myself."

"You should," I nodded. "And I want you to, so how can I help?"

"Just don't let me do anything I will truly regret," Celia stared at me.

"Just say the word, and I will get you back home," I smiled. "Deal?"

"Deal," Celia smiled. "Do you mind if I sit here for the rest of the flight?"

"Not at all," I replied.

Moments later, Celia was fast asleep.

I used to be like Celia, a young naïve about the world of marriage. I used to wait on my husband and foot. Then I realized I was putting eighty percent into our marriage, and he was only doing twenty. That's when things changed. I saw that happening with Celia.

I was glad she went on that church retreat and let her hair down. She was becoming something I knew her husband would hate, but he had a choice: go with it or get out of the way.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~ 
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As the wheels touched down in Jamaica, there was only one of us more excited about this trip than Violet and me, and that was Raina, the college professor.

She was the youngest of us, and her Spring Break trip had turned the black men-only button on her freak mode to high intensity.

"So many," Raina smiled as she walked beside me.

I knew Raina was checking out all the black men at the resort as we pulled up.

"Down girl!" I smiled.

"I can't thank you enough for this!" Raina grinned.

"So does that mean I can count you in for the next trip?" I asked as our sponsor checked us in.

I had planned for everything, from the flight and the taxis to and from the resort to food; everything was included, bought, and planned.

"Okay ladies," I smiled as we gathered together.

Violet handed out the hotel key cards.

"Today and tomorrow, you have for yourselves," I smiled as they looked at me. "Everything is paid for unless you go off the resort and buy things then that is on your dime," I grinned as they looked around. "But I will tell you, there are shops, restaurants, the beach and many things on the resort grounds that will keep you occupied. I will let you know when the real fun begins, so enjoy!"

They all took off, and I went up to my room and looked out the patio at the beach. Thomas knew better than to call or contact me, so I was free to do what I wanted. Today, I was still tired from the flight, so I had no other plans but to stay in my bed and order room service.

Tomorrow was a beach day; this pale skin needed a tan, and I had bought a new swimsuit that I wanted to show off.

I unpacked and then lay down on the bed.

~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ 
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"I wish I were brave enough to wear something like that," Bobbi smiled as we lay out on the beach.

"You could wear whatever you want," I looked over at her.

Bobbi was built like me, unlike the others; we were big women with big boobs, thick thighs, and huge asses; most of the others were considered thick or in shape. Bobbi and I were big all over.

"I don't know," Bobbi smiled.

"Unlike the others you freed yourself from your first husband," I lowered my sunglasses and stared at her. "You got your own restaurant and a man that you love," I grinned. "Mind you I hope you don't mind that he might be fucking other women tomorrow?"

"He is looking forward to it," Bobbi smiled.

Even though I did most of the planning and scheduling Bobbi had been a massive help with the finances. 

“So am I,” Bobbi winked.

I could tell Bobbi was interested in seeing her black husband fuck other white women, and from what she told me, he wanted to see her be fucked by other black men.

I roamed around the beach and saw many eyes on me as I showed off my swimsuit. I was sure they were looking at the pale white woman with enormous tits and a tremendous ass.

I couldn't wait for the fun to begin. I knew a few of the guys Trevor was going to bring, but there were many others on the list he sent me that I didn't know at all.

All he told me was everyone had gone to the doctors and had a clean bill of health, and each of them had cocks that were over seven inches long. That was my deal breaker: no short ones, no skinny ones. These women deserved to be fucked, and fucked hard. I had also invited a few that I knew the women would love to see.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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We met later that day downstairs in the restaurant.

"So, we will be taken?" Celia asked.

"Yeah," I smiled. "You all signed the papers, and there is no meeting place. One by one, we will be taken to the place Trevor has set up for us". I stared at them. "I have no idea where it is or how to get there."

"Remember," Violet smiled at them. "At any time during the night, or the following night, you want to stop, just say stop, there is no magic safe word or bat signal you have to throw up, just say stop and you will be returned here, no questions asked."

The ladies nodded, and I knew some of them, like me, were excited about tomorrow's events.

"Have a good night," I smiled. "Might be the last time you get a good sleep for the next two nights."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Raina

I loved that this place had a full-sized gym. I woke up early and started to work out; if I learned anything about having sex with black men, it was that I had to stretch. 

They loved women like me who could be stretched and contorted in various positions so they could have their way with us. I was sure I was going to be put in different positions, and I wanted to be ready.

The thought of being taken at any time had me more excited than anything. Yes, I knew for some it was terrifying to be kidnapped, but if I knew there was a way out of it anytime, then it was something I had thought of a lot.

I looked around the large gym and at all the black men. Some stared at me, others didn't. As I went to get water, I kept thinking any of them could come up to me at any time and yank me away.

Nathaniel and I were an item for a few weeks, but things were getting serious, and I had just gotten out of a marriage. I didn't want to settle down yet.

After the gym, I decided to go on a run around the resort. They had a trail that I saw winding around, so I started to jog along it.

It twisted this way and that, and I waved at a few people as they walked along it. The sun had barely come up, and I was the only one running.

"mmph!' I screamed as I felt someone grab me from behind. 

They had their hand over my mouth and strong arms around my body. 

The world went black as something was put over my face. I heard a van open up, and I was tossed inside.

I heard thick accents talking, but it sounded distant. The van took off, and I tried to move, but my hands and legs were bound.

'Okay,' I grinned. 'This is so much better than I thought.'

Finally, the van stopped, and I was tossed over someone's shoulder like a rag doll; I heard two thumps on metal, and the van took off.

I heard the crunching sound of feet walking. Then it went silent as I was put down on the ground, or what felt like the ground.

My hands were cut free, and then my legs. Then the bag or whatever it was got removed from my head.

"Nathaniel!" I said as I saw him standing before me.

His thick cock was out and pointed at my face. "Shut up!" he slapped my face with his cock.

There were two other men there that I didn't know. They started feeling my ass and my tits as Nathaniel roughly grabbed my face and slapped his thick heavy cock all over it.

I tried to get it in my mouth where it belonged, but he kept slapping me with it. "You want it?" Nathaniel asked.

"Yes," I pleaded.

"Beg for it," Nathaniel ordered.

"This chick has a nice ass!" one of them said as I slightly bent forward on my knees.

"And real tits, not the fake ones," the other said.

"Everything about me is real," I proudly said as one of them popped my tits out of my sports bra.

Nathaniel grabbed my head and shoved his cock into my mouth. "Miss it, don't you?"

"God yes!" I said as he slowed down.

"Oh shit!" the other said as he tore my leggings. "She's already wet, and ready for me!"

"She loves to be fucked," Nathaniel told them as he fucked my mouth. "I used to fuck all her holes every day," he said.

I barely nodded as he relentlessly fucked my mouth.

The one behind me pushed me forward, so I was on all fours. Then he pushed his fat cock into me.

I nearly yelped as it was the thickest cock I had ever felt inside me, fat and long, not as long as Nathaniel, but damn, it was so thick.

Just like I thought, the three rearranged their positions, and soon I was getting fucked in all holes at once.

"Damn!" I yelled as they fucked me harder than I thought I could ever get fucked.

Then, I heard the van pull to a stop. I heard voices, and then I
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