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"I love four-day weekends," I said as I put my feet up and prepared myself for another day of doing absolutely nothing.

It wasn't often a holiday came near a weekend, and when it did, I always took every advantage of it. I did all my grocery shopping and any other errands on the first day so that I didn't have to venture out.

I had already binge-watched all the shows I wanted, and today, I had snacks and drinks at the ready.

I was waiting for some of my online friends to wake up so that we could play some games all day.

'Hi,' a text message from Diane appeared.

'Hi,' I replied.

I hoped she wasn't texting to ask me to come in and check something. We had people that checked the building for fires and such so we didn't have to.

'Sorry to bother you on the weekend, but I wanted to know if you were available to come by our house,' the following message read.

Now, she had my attention. Diane was married to Howie, her lawyer husband. I had met him twice. He came in one day to bring Diane some lunch and then he dropped her off another day because her SUV was in the shop.

He seemed like the regular guy; nothing seemed off about him other than Diane's statement that they were starting to drift apart. Howie wanted the marriage to keep going, and Diane wanted a divorce, but he was trying to make it work for him.

If by making it work, she meant fucking me on the side, Diane still hadn't acknowledged that we were having sex. She still made it out like she was helping me at work.

Just the other day, I pretended that I didn't understand what one of her emails meant, and Diane invited me into her office so she could tell me in person so I could hear her.

What really happened was she sat me down in her chair while she rode my cock as she read the email back to me.

'I don't know about that,' I replied. 'I think Howie would have a problem with your assistant showing up at his house.'

'He and a few of his friends are watching a college football game,' Diane replied. 'I would like some company of my OWN and not hear them yelling and cheering.'

Diane had capitalized and put own in bold text. Was she finally going to acknowledge that we were fucking. I would love that so that I didn't have to think about work words or situations to fuck the busty redhead.

'Okay,' I responded. 'What time?'

'Afternoon, anytime, here is the address,' Diane replied.

'Not too far from me,' I responded.

'Good,' Diane sent.

It was about a twenty-to-thirty-minute drive away, depending on traffic. Well, there went my day of sitting on my couch playing video games.

I got up and got ready. If this was finally going to be the day where I didn't have to pretend, then I wanted to be prepared.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Nice house," I said as Diane opened the front door.

"Hopefully it wasn't too far of a drive?" Diane said as I entered their large house.

"About thirty-five minutes," I shrugged.

"Not bad," Diane said as she walked into the large living room.

I saw Howie and four other guys watching the giant screen.

"Hey," Howie said as he stood up.

I introduced myself to the other guys and sat down. I had never been a sports fan or played any sport. I was always into computers, programs, numbers, and, of course, video games.

"Get you a drink?" Diane asked.

"Sure," I replied.

"Want a tour of the house?" Diane winked.

"Absolutely," I smiled.

"It's a house, not a museum," Howie remarked as he stuffed his face with potato chips.

"Just watch your game," Diane smiled as she walked past him.

"This is really a nice house," I said as she took me past the study, which was basically another living room with books and other things.

The kitchen was as big as my apartment, and the dining room was bigger. Then we went upstairs. I laughed that it went upward in a complete spiral. Most of the rooms and bathrooms were huge.

"Insane," I said as we went back downstairs and went into the garage. "Pays to be rich!"

"Yeah, Howie's family has always been lawyers dating way back," Diane said. "Mine have always been in security, have a few cousins in law enforcement, so wealthy on both sides."

"I can see that," I said as my eyes widened at the sight of their pool.

"It's nice during the summer time," Diane smiled. "No neighbors so sometimes skinny dipping is fun," she winked again.

"Oh, now that would be fun!" I grinned.

"Here is my favorite part of the house," Diane said as we walked to the pool house, which, for regular folks, would be an average home.

"Now, this is a regular house to us normal people," I smiled.

It was just a pool house with a living room, a kitchen, two bathrooms, and three bedrooms.

"Yup, most of the time this is where I am," Diane said. "I leave him with his friends or family in the big house and I stay here."

Diane walked me into an office. "Work away from work?" I asked.

"Absolutely!" Diane said. "I write some of my stories, bill pays, and other things away from his prying eyes."

"So, he doesn't come and find you?" I asked.

"Most of the time he will just call and ask if I am coming home," Diane laughed.

I looked out the window and saw the large house just on the other side of the large pool.

"Don't ask," Diane shook her head. "He says this is my other home and says I should just move here."

"Hell, this would be a nice home for a family!" I exclaimed.

"Yeah, it would," Diane grinned.

We went back to the living room and sat down on the couch.

I started thinking about the reason why Diane invited me over. Before I could ask, Diane's hand went straight to my cock.

"I want this," Diane said, staring me in the face.

"No more pretending?" I asked.

"Oh, at work, yes," Diane said. "But we aren't at work now, are we?"

Diane maneuvered herself to the floor and started sucking my cock as I took it out.

Her red hair bounced up and down between my legs.

'Howie you stupid man!' I thought as I sat back on the couch as his wife sucked my cock.

Diane slurped, licked, and worshipped my cock. She slapped it against her face and then the tops of her tits after she took her shirt off.

"About time you didn't pretend you were sucking my cock," I said as I watched Diane at work.

"Oh, I will go back to being your boss and not your cum dumpster on Tuesday," Diane took a breath. "Today and tomorrow are not work days, so I don't have to be your boss."

"Just my cum dumpster?" I asked.

"Yes, that's all I am," Diane winked again.

"In that case," I said as I stood up and helped Diane get on the couch.

I got between her legs after she dropped her jeans to the floor.

"Fuck yes!" I shouted as I started fucking her on the oversized couch.

Diane's thick legs were over my shoulders as I looked out at the pool and the large house, knowing all it would take for us to get caught was Howie coming out to the pool area.

He would see the glass doors and see his wife getting fucked.

How did a married man not know that his wife had been gone for over an hour with another man? Where did he think we went?

I knew if I had a wife like Diane with red hair, thick hips, a nice ass, and enormous tits, I wouldn't let her be gone for over an hour with a black man, especially in my house.

"Fuck me!" Diane yelled at the top of her lungs as her huge tits bounced, shook, and slapped around on her chest.

"I am fucking them next," I said, staring at her chest.

"You can fuck me however you want," Diane nodded as my cock pounded her insides. "Just make sure you cum inside me."

"What if I want to cum on your face?" I asked, staring at her eyes as they looked at me.

"Do it!" Diane grinned.

I lowered myself a little and kissed her. "You're the fucking best!" I smiled.

"All yours," Diane winked.

I fucked Diane hard and pushed deep into her as I came for the first time.

I sat up and looked outside. "Should we at least go over there?" I asked.

"Stop thinking about it. If he really cared, he would call me," Diane said, standing up and walking into the kitchen naked. "He hasn't called my cell phone or the pool house phone, so if he isn't worried about what I am doing, then don't worry about what he is doing or thinking."

I walked into the kitchen as Diane poured me a drink. 'Idiot!' I thought, staring over the marble counter at Diane.

"So, am I as good as Nina?" Diane asked.

"What?" I nearly choked on my drink.

"Oh, come on," Diane smiled. "I have known Nina's intentions before she even thought of them."

Diane walked casually back into the living room and sat on the couch.

"You did?" I asked.

"I can spot a sexually frustrated married woman a mile away," Diane smiled. "Who do you think planted the idea that you had a huge cock in her head?"

"You?" I asked.

"Yup," Diane grinned proudly. "All the times I called you into my office a few hours later I would go into the ladies room on her floor and talk to myself about what happened. She is like clockwork, even when she uses the facilities."

"I can see that," I nodded.

"So, I bet she was cock crazed," Diane's eyes widened.

"Oh, she gets crazy," I told her.

"Good for her," Diane smiled. "She deserves a good cock inside her. Don't let her down!"

"Oh, I won't," I said, staring a Diane's tits as my cock hardened. "Talking of which."

Diane lay down as I straddled her chest.

"You like this don't you?" Diane said with her red hair sprawled out.

"Of course I do!" I exclaimed.

What guy wouldn't like to have their dick between two mammoth-sized tits? I thought as I watched Diane's beach ball-sized tits smashed together. I loved their pale color and bright nipples.

"Some guys don't like their dicks completely disappear between huge tits," Diane said. "Makes them feel small."

"Well, I am definitely not some men," I told her. "And I love seeing my cock disappear between them."

"Oh really?" Diane smiled.

We switched positions. I sat up on the couch as Diane knelt before me and sandwiched my dick between her massive tits.

*smack* *smack* *smack*

The sound of her heavy tits smacking against my thighs as she furiously bounced them on my cock filled the pool house.

"You really do like this," Diane said, smiling at me.

"Would love this every day," I grinned.

"I can do that," Diane winked.

"What would you like?" I asked.

"Oh, you want to know do you?" Diane stopped bouncing her tits.

"Absolutely," I replied.

"Yes!" Diane yelled as I fucked her from behind in the office.

I had both of her arms pulled back behind her as I yanked on them.

"Yes! Fuck me!" Diane screamed louder.

"You want this every day?" I asked.

"Yes! I want to be fucked every day! All day!" Diane shouted.

'Damn,' I thought, watching Diane's sizeable ass as it thudded, shook and smacked against me. 'Could get used to this!'

I let her hands go and pushed her head down onto the table. I was in heaven fucking this beautiful, curvy woman. Diane wasn't too big or too small. She was thick and curvaceous.

Nina was petite with some nice tits and a pert ass.

Something caught my eye as I looked out the office window. The office faced the pool, and I swore I saw something.

It was starting to get dark outside, and I slowed my thrusts into Diane to slow, long strokes as I looked at the house.

'Shit!' I thought.

It was Howie. I could see his silhouette in what looked like the kitchen. Yup, it was definitely Howie, and if he could make me out, I knew he could see me.

He stood there; I couldn't see his face or expression, just the outline. Then he walked away.

"Don't stop," Diane said as she started to rock her body back and forth on my cock.

"Okay," I said as I gripped her hips and increased my rhythm.

"Fuck!" I exclaimed a few moments later as I pushed my hips forward and held Diane's hips tightly as I came inside her.

"There we go," Diane looked back at me. "Doesn't that feel better than jerking off at home?"

"Fuck yes," I said as I emptied my cum into her.

"Good looking black stud like you should never have
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