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"Shannon!" I heard him yell.

"Trevor," I smiled as he hugged me in the terminal.

"I can't believe your husband let you go on this trip alone," Trevor smiled.

'Damn,' I said, staring at his tall, muscular frame.

I was a good five feet seven inches tall, which is tall for most women, but Trevor stood a good seven feet, or just a little over.

He wasn't like my husband Thomas, who was. How could I think of Thomas other than being a book nerd? He thought he was all that and a bag of chips, but those times were long gone.

Thomas worked in finance, far from his college football days. He was a tight end back then, but now he could barely go up the stairs without using the handrail.

"She's not alone," Violet said as she approached us from the coffee shop.

"Oh, now I see why you wanted my boy to come along," Trevor smiled.

"Hey, yo Douglas get over here!"

Douglas, another tall, dark-skinned man, approached us.

"Damn, Violet," Douglas said as he stared at Violet. "Did you paint those jeans on?"

"What these?" Violet said as she showed off her tight ass in her skintight blue jeans.

"Hell yeah," Douglas said as he slapped his large hand on her ass. "Can't wait to get this trip started," he said, rubbing his hands together.

"Calm down," Trevor smiled. "I am sure these women can't wait either," he nodded in our direction.

I couldn't wait. I had been planning this trip for a long time. This was my time to use my hall pass. Even though I had tricked him into it, Thomas got to use his.

The look on his face when I started packing all my sexiest lingerie into my suitcase said it all; he regretted making the deal. Even though he had used his hall pass more than once. He didn't think I knew about him fucking that corporate cum dump of a secretary.

Leslie was her name, and every guy with any kind of corporate standing had dumped their cum into her many times. If Thomas wanted to stick his cock into that sewage plant, good for him.

I had bigger plans. I walked with Trevor down the runway toward the plane, his hand firmly on my ass.

We got a seat, and I smiled as the plane took off.

"I am going to fuck you silly," Trevor told me as he eyed my chest.

I purposely wore my lucky shirt. It was the one I wore when I first met Coach Kollin, or Trevor, as his friends called him.

My son was playing flag football, and Trevor was his coach. I had always had a big chest ever since high school, and even then, I had a lucky shirt, which showed enough cleavage, not too much to get me kicked out, but enough to distract some of the players.

This time, it caught Trevor's attention. We got to talking one night after the game, and that's when I found out Trevor had a thing for fucking married women. As he said, he loved cumming inside a married pussy.

Even now, he was eyeing my legs and what was between them. I was squirming in my chair, thinking about his cock inside me.

"Excuse me," Trevor called for the flight attendant who came by. "Can I get two of those sheets?"

"Absolutely," she smiled as she handed two of them.

'Fuck!' I thought as he put one over him and then laid one over my legs. 'I shouldn't have worn this skirt,' I thought, immediately feeling his hand on my leg.

"Thought so," Trevor whispered as his hand crept up my leg. "You're already wet, and I haven't even touched you yet."

'Damn him,' I thought, staring at his brown eyes staring at me as he pushed my panties to the side.

I tried to control myself as his finger traced up and down my lips, not pushing into me but teasing me.

"Please," I begged as I felt his finger teasing me.

"What am I going to do this married pussy?" Trevor whispered, staring into my blue eyes.

"Cum in it," I replied faintly.

"You bet I am," Trevor said as he slid his finger into me. It slowly slid in and out, and I gripped the chair. Even his finger was big.

I hadn't slept with Thomas for almost seven months now. I didn't use my toys; instead, I used my fingers, as Trevor instructed. He also wanted me to do my Kegel exercises daily.

"Whose pussy is this?" Trevor asked as he pushed another finger into me.

"Thomas Lyons," I softly moaned.

Trevor had trained his white slut well. I knew he wanted me to say my husband owned my dripping cunt with a black man's finger in it. Later, he was going to fuck me and take it from Thomas. He was going to fuck me without a care in the world, whether I enjoyed it or not.
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