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Chapter Five: Weekend Visit
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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!"
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