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Shannon was ecstatic as the women piled into the conference room. This trip had only started with just her and her friend, but now there were more than twelve of them.

Shannon knew that number was going to climb even bigger.

“Now, ladies,” Shannon began.

There were some women she recognized from the previous trip, but there were also many new faces.

All of them were eager to have their wildest dreams come true.

Shannon told them this trip would be different from the last. The last trip was women being taken away and brought to the site that the men had picked out.

This trip, the women had picked the site, and the men would be joining them. The ladies clapped as Shannon told them the good news. She then put up a slide show of over twenty men who would be giving them exactly what they needed.

All the women had already put in their lists what was off limits to them, and as Shannon walked among the women who were putting the final touches to their lists of demands and off limits, she introduced herself to the newcomers.

“Is it true?” Faith raised her hand.

“What is?” Shannon asked.

“None of them are below eight inches?” Faith asked.

“You will be lucky to get eight, most are a lot bigger,” Bobbi told her. Bobbie had become Shannon’s best friend and right-hand woman in all of this, “If that’s not your thing....”

“No, it is,” Faith assured her. “I was just making sure I didn’t buy all the dresses and bathing suits for no reason.”

“You won’t be disappointed,” Shannon added.

Just like Faith, many of the new women had questions; of course, they did. This wasn’t like going back home or having a fling with a high school sweetheart; this was the trip of a lifetime.

Soon, all these women would be naked and getting fucked by black men with huge cocks.

Shannon couldn’t wait for the fun to begin.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“You were here last year?” Anna asked Celia, the seemingly quiet woman.

“Yes, I was,” Celia answered.

“And was it as good as....” Anna started to ask.

“Better, than I thought but I was a lot quieter then, and I wasn’t sure of myself or what I wanted,” Celia pointed out. “But now.”

“Now, you seem excited,” Anna grinned.

“Oh yeah,” Celia nodded quickly. “I am ready to be fucked and used. Been keeping my legs crossed all year for this moment.”

Most of the women felt the same, but none more than Raina, the blonde was practically biting at the bit.

“Calm down,” Shannon smiled at her.

“It’s been a very dry year,” Raina told Shannon. “Just ready to get it going.”

“Oh I am sure when it starts I won’t be able to tear you away,” Shannon smiled.

“Just try and I might bite your hand off,” Raina smirked.

Shannon grinned back, but something told her that Raina was serious.

Shannon took another look around the large room. Many of these women were changed from their first experiences with a black male; some were still trying to figure out what that meant for them, others, like Raina, had become addicted.

Shannon herself had changed; she had filed for divorce after the last trip. She knew her husband could never satisfy her again, not after that last experience. It was only right for her to let him go and get his own life.

Bobbi was in love with one of the men who organized the gathering of the other men. The only other woman Shannon’s age was Tiffany.

Shannon looked over at the dirty blonde woman still standing by the door, watching everyone like a hawk.

“A lot of screamers,” Tiffany noted as Shannon approached.

“You can tell by just looking at them?” Shannon asked.

“Oh yeah,” Tiffany’s eyes fell on Sasha, the country girl with the thick accent.

When I heard Faith talk, I thought she was the real country girl, but that was until I heard Sasha talking. I didn’t even know a town like hers still existed in these times.

Faith and Sasha hit it off quickly as they were both down-home country girls who had never been with a colored man before, that was until their first experience, and I could tell that after this trip, both of them would go home and never look at their husbands the same again.
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