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This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All characters in this story are over the age of Eighteen.

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.


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.
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