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      Why the hell was there another car in the driveway? The whole point of renting this cabin for the week was that I would be secluded, alone. I needed the time away to forget about my stressful life. 
    

    
      Being the CEO of a company is a prestigious title but it was tough work. And I hate to say it because I really hate playing the self-pity card but being a female CEO made things just that much worse. In fact it made me into an ‘unbearable ball of stress’. Or so says my personal assistant. 
    

    
      I stared at the dark green crossover SUV sitting where I was supposed to park. I implicitly stated in my requests that I didn’t want the owner to be there to welcome me.
    

    
      So if not them, then who?
    

    
      The cabin was two miles off of any notable road and even farther from actual civilization so they definitely weren’t here by mistake and  it’s not a condo or a shared unit in any way. My assistant and I both double checked.
    

    
      I pulled out my phone and remembered that I had turned it off in preparation for my week away from work. Turning it on would no doubt cause the screen to explode with notifications and missed calls and texts. But being without my phone meant I would have to deal with this problem myself.
    

    
      “You’re just going to sort this out and then the rest of the week is yours.” I spoke to myself, taking a deep breath to relax.
    

    
      Damn, I really was over stressed. Just the idea of confronting another problem nearly set me off.
    

    
      I knocked on the cabin door three times without an answer before I realized that I had the key to the front door. I was supposed to be the one staying here after all.
    

    
      I tried to be positive, maybe the car was just left here by the owners of the cabin and there actually was nobody inside. I opened the door to hear music blaring from a distant room upstairs. There was definitely somebody else here.
    

    
      Shit.
    

    
      I stormed up the stairs, each step getting a little more mad until I stood in front of the door where the sound was coming from.
    

    
      I pounded a fist on the wooden door and was immediately taken back to scolding my son back when he was a teenager still living at home. It was years ago now.
    

    
      Funny that that’s what came to mind considering the guy who answered was practically young enough to be my son. He was probably over a foot taller than I was as I had to look up at him in observation. The guy looked to be somewhere in his mid-twenties, a scruffy beard, hair pulled back in a bun and wire-frame glasses on his stupid, cute face. Great, a hippy. Or was it hipster? Which one was worse? I could never remember. It didn’t matter. He was ruining my vacation.
    

    
      “Who the hell are you?” The man blurted out, just a little scared.
    

    
      I grew instantly more mad at his accusatory words. “Who the hell am I? Who the hell are you? I have this cabin rented out for a week and nobody is supposed to be here.”
    

    
      “Sure you aren’t some kind of crazy fangirl?”
    

    
      “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?!” I shouted.
    

    
      “I mean I’ve had stalkers come find me before but never one brave enough to pick the lock.”
    

    
      I held up my key. “Which I have because this cabin is rented out to me. So if you would be so kind as to leave and let me finally have some fucking time to myself that would be great.”
    

    
      “Sorry to break it to you lady, but this cabin is mine until Wednesday so I can finish writing my book.”
    

    
      I pulled out my phone and again realized that it was off. I really didn’t want to be bombarded by all the people trying to get a hold of me but it was the only way I could prove to this stranger that the cabin was mine.
    

    
      “Don’t bother, you won’t get any service out here anyways.” The man stated.
    

    
      “Well there has to be some way to clear this up!”
    

    
      “We can start with you calming down. You don’t have to shout, I’m right in front of you.”
    

    
      He couldn’t have said something any worse. I felt my blood boil and start rushing into my face. I went to shout again and then heard the tremble in my voice as I started to cry instead. I wasn’t sad, I was stressed. So fucking stressed and the one thing I had planned that might help relieve that stress was now making it worse.
    

    
      “Hey, sorry. I didn’t mean anything by that.” He tried to place a hand on my shoulder but I instinctively backed away.
    

    
      “Listen, I’m sure it was just a mistake, they probably double booked the cabin not realizing we would both be here. Let’s just go downstairs and we can figure this out.”
    

    
      I took a deep breath and stifled the tears.
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      “No, no way.”
    

    
      “Oh come on. It’s a perfect compromise. I need to finish my book, you need a place to unwind. We can both stay and you won’t even know I’m here. I stay locked up in my room most of the time anyways. I mean besides my morning and nightly runs but for those I leave the cabin. It’s a perfect plan.”
    

    
      “You run in the morning and at night? That sounds terrible.” I said.
    

    
      “Not really. It keeps me centered and really helps with my writing. Also a great way to destress.” Dustin said with a little nod towards me.
    

    
      “I’ll stick with my own methods, thank you very much.” There was no way in hell that I was going to tell him that those methods included a duffle bag of sex toys in my car trunk. It was also coincidentally the leading reason why I didn’t want to share the cabin. I get kind of 
      loud.
    

    
      Masturbation and more particularly the toe curling orgasms proved to be the only real stress relief that worked for me lately. I tried just regular old sex but finding a steady, drama-free partner just added to my stress. Not to mention the frustration that bad sex can cause.
    

    
      It was after one such night of bad sex that I discovered the stress relieving qualities of playing with myself right before I quickly filled my nightstand drawers with various dildos, vibrators and plugs. I even had a few pairs of nipple clamps for when I was feeling especially saucy.
    

    
      Now I had listened to a particularly erotic audiobook on my drive to the cabin in preparation of the night ahead. Which is why I needed  Dustin out of the cabin. Now! My pussy was absolutely screaming to be played with.
    

    
      My little playtimes had also somewhat conditioned my body to get turned on when I was stressed and boy was I stressed right now.
    

    
      “Ok, how about this.” Dustin continued. “I’ll go on my run, you stay here and think it over and we can reconvene when I get back.”
    

    
      “Perfect.” I agreed. Not because I thought it was a good idea but because there was a fire between my legs that I needed to deal with so that I could think straight. I was getting so turned on that even Dustin was starting to look rather attractive. Not that he was unattractive, he just wasn’t really my type. Honestly I didn’t know what my type was anymore.
    

    
      “Great, I’ll be back in about an hour to talk things over.” He grabbed a water bottle out of the fridge and was out the front door.
    

    
      I watched him through the window as he crossed the small, paved road and disappeared on a trail that led into the forest.
    

    
      I double checked that he was really gone before quickly going to my car and rummaging for my favorite toy. A lopsided u-shaped vibrator for hitting my g-spot and clit at the same time. I rushed back inside and upstairs, trying the door across from the room Dustin was in.
    

    
      “Perfect.” The room looked unused with a still-made queen sized bed right in the middle of it. I crawled into bed and leaned back against the pile of soft white pillows as I slid my pants down off my hips and around my knees. I turned the vibrator on low and began to tease myself, instantly hearing just how wet I was already. But just from the audiobook and the stress, not from Dustin. Definitely not from Dustin.
    

    
      Then why the hell couldn’t I stop picturing the guy as I plunged the vibrating wand into my pussy.
    

    
      I rarely had to resort to porn to get off but I just couldn’t shake thinking about Dustin. Probably because he was basically my sole source of stress at the moment.
    

    
      I reached for my phone. Shit, he was right, I really didn’t have any service.
    

    
      I tried to lay back and just put everything out of my mind as I began to slowly fuck myself again. And there he was again, as soon as I closed my eyes. I wasn’t going to be able to finish, not like this. Not if the only thing I could think about was the guy who was currently pissing me off.
    

    
      I 
      needed
       to finish.
    

    
      And then my sex crazed mind made a bad decision. A really, really bad decision. I mean the logic was there but the execution was a mistake.
    

    
      Dustin would be gone for about an hour, he said so himself. Dustin was also writing a book which meant he probably had a computer in his room. And lastly Dustin was a guy in his twenties which hopefully meant there was porn saved on that computer. Something. Anything.
    

    
      I snuck into his room, his computer was on a desk, the screen still on. I clicked the file icon and it didn’t take long to find what I needed since the screen filled with preview thumbnails for each folder.
    

    
      I clicked on a short video whose preview was a closeup rear view of a woman riding a rather well endowed man. I pressed play and laid on the edge of the bed in a mess of blankets as I slowly started to press the toy inside myself again. I didn’t tease myself as much this time. I wanted to leave myself ample time to finish and most importantly not get caught.
    

    
      I also needed to finish before the video stopped so I didn’t think about him again. His scent lingering on his blankets wasn’t helping. He smelled like pine with a hint of what I can only describe as smelling fresh. 
    

    
      The video was hot, really hot. The guy in the video had a huge cock and the way the woman’s pussy gripped him as she rode was so sexy. I started fucking myself faster and faster, so desperate for my orgasm. I felt my juices start to stream out of me as the man on the video wrapped his hands around the small of the woman’s back and started to forcefully plunge his cock up into her in sync with her riding.
    

    
      I started to cum so hard as the couple in the video followed suit. Instead of hitting a peak my climax just continued to rise as I frantically fucked my needy pussy until I felt it starting to build. There was no stopping it now.
    

    
      “Oh, fuck me!!” I squealed as I started to squirt all over the blankets on Dustin’s bed.
    

    
      I laid back, basking in my after orgasm glow and watched the final seconds of the video as the cock pulled out of the woman.
    

    
      “Oh fuck! Good for him.” It was even bigger than I thought.
    

    
      I watched her used pussy immediately spurt out a stream of his thick cum before she stood up and out of the frame. It left the face of the man on display.
    

    
      “No! No fucking way.” I sat up, feeling the mess I had just made underneath me as I looked closer at the computer.
    

    
      It was Dustin.
    

    
      There was no fucking way that that guy had a dick like that. I mean every penis was different but…
    

    
      “No fucking way. I’m so fucked.” I said, looking away from the screen and at the wet spot I had left under me.
    

    
      I scrambled to the other room, quickly checking if the bedding was the same. I yanked the comforter off of the unused bed and rushed to replace the cum soaked one in Dustin’s room, putting his back on the unused bed. Hopefully it went unnoticed.
    

    
      I quickly stepped into the bathroom to clean myself off when I heard a rumbling downstairs. I hurried to finish and quickly made my way back downstairs, only slightly out of breath, to greet Dustin as he came in.
    

    
      He was shirtless and sweaty, his toned body was flushed and his chest was heaving with his breath.
    

    
      “You’re back early.” I said, trying to stop my voice from giving me away.
    

    
      “Yeah, I 
      made
       good time.” He went to the fridge to grab more water and my eyes went straight to his shorts. I had to know.
    

    
      That cock, the way he fucked in the video. How hard the video made me cum. I was dealing with a lot of things running through my head right then.
    

    
      He looked at me and I hoped that I looked away fast enough to not be caught trying to catch a glimpse.
    

    
      “So have you had time to think over my offer?” Dustin asked.
    

    
      He continued his after-run routine as he spoke, making my eyes have to follow him around the room.
    

    
      “Yeah, I mean a little.”
    

    
      “And?”
    

    
      “And…” Everything raced through my mind. I had cum, hard and I still found Dustin attractive, and not just his cock either. He was handsome and fit. On top of that I did have to admit that I was intrigued by his 
      size. 
      And finally my reason for being here in the first place, I needed this vacation. It was the perfect place to spend a week away. The surrounding nature was gorgeous and so was the cabin itself. In fact the word cabin was just used for the wooden features on the exterior. Inside the place was a small mansion. “I’m going to stay.”
    

    
      I didn’t give myself time to fully weigh it out but at least having a decision made took some of the stress away.
    

    
      “Perfect, you want burgers for dinner?” He asked, toweling off his sweat and heading for the stairs.
    

    
      “What do you mean?” I had cleaned up everything but I was still worried about him going upstairs. I hoped my question might stall him for a minute. Not that I had a plan in mind.
    

    
      “I mean that I was going to grill burgers for dinner tonight. Did you want one? Or is that too much interaction with me?” He joked.
    

    
      “Umm, no, that would be fine. Thank you. So are you going to go do that right now?”
    

    
      “I mean I was gonna go shower and clean up first and then yeah.”
    

    
      “But shouldn’t you shower after?” I spat out as he turned again to go upstairs. “I mean since grilling will make you smell like smoke. Wouldn’t it be smarter to shower after you cook?”
    

    
      “Yeah, I guess you're right. I’ll be right back down.”
    

    
      I didn’t have another reason to keep him from going up to where I had just done the deed. I did my best to act natural. I figured that since I was staying I might as well start bringing my stuff in.
    

    
      I was nearly out the door when I heard him call my name, “Carly!”
    

    
      I turned and I instantly knew why he had called. I cringed as I heard him coming down the stairs. And then I saw it in his hand, he was holding it by the handle pinched between two of his fingers. My pink vibrator.
    

    
      “Is this yours?” I felt my face grow hot. “Because it sure in the hell isn’t mine.”
    

    
      I rushed over to him and grabbed the toy out of his hands and headed out of the cabin without a word.
    

    
      I sat in my car and tried to clear my head. I had successfully hidden the fact that I had watched the video on his computer. I had successfully hidden the fact that I gushed out my orgasm all over his bed. All to still be caught having masturbated in his room. And somehow him not knowing why I had chosen to do it in his bed made things even weirder.
    

    
      Great, he probably thinks I have some kind of weird thing for him now. I mean I kind of did but he didn’t need to know that.
    

    
      I gathered my courage and pulled my bags out of the trunk to go inside. My embarrassment about getting caught made me almost leave the bag of sex toys in my trunk. But then I thought to myself, no, this is my vacation. I’m going to do what I want. Fuck Dustin.
    

    
      But not like that.
    

    
      Ok, maybe like that. I don’t know.
    

    
      No, that’s weird. The dude just found out that I rubbed myself off in his bed, I’m sure the last thing he wants to do is sleep with me. Why the hell am I even thinking about sleeping with him in the first place? 
      Maybe my one
       orgasm wasn’t enough. Maybe I was still horny. That had to be it.
    

    
      His cock was nice though. Like really nice. But above that he knew how to use it. His little homemade porno proved that. My mind immediately raced back to the view of that woman’s pussy coating him and her legs trembling as his big dick made her cum.
    

    
      It had been so long since I had a big one. Who was I kidding? It had been so long since I had had any dick at all. At least one that wasn’t made out of silicone.
    

    
      I really needed to stop thinking about his penis or else I was just going to make things weirder than they already were. Thankfully when I brought my bags in he was already out back getting the grill going.
    

    
      I went upstairs and dropped my bags in the empty room, immediately reminded of the soaked blankets that I had tossed on this bed to hide.
    

    
      Great, not that I was going to forget about my little blunder anytime soon but it just kept coming back up because now I had to go back down and face Dustin about it.
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      To my surprise he didn’t say a word. He just brought in a plate full of cooked burgers and set them on the table.
    

    
      “I didn’t know if you wanted cheese or not so I did some with and some without.” He said. Every word that came out of his mouth I was waiting for him to bring it up.
    

    
      “Oh umm, cheese is great, thank you.”
    

    
      He pulled out the rest of the fixings from the fridge and grabbed two plates out of a cabinet.
    

    
      “Care to join me?” Dustin asked, pulling a chair away from the table.
    

    
      What was going on? Were we just going to pretend like nothing had happened? I mean if I had found out someone had masturbated in my bed I would bring it up to them. Or would I? Honestly it was hard to say. It’s not exactly a scenario you feel the need to prepare yourself for.
    

    
      Still, he had to be curious, right? I practically wanted to bring it up myself just so the weirdness might pass.
    

    
      “So Carly, what do you do for work?” Dustin asked.
    

    
      “I'm the CEO of a small tech company. And you?” Just over an hour earlier I had found myself about to explode at this guy for ruining my vacation but somehow I felt that I was no longer in a position to be mad at him anymore. Not after what I had done.
    

    
      “Oh, that’s actually pretty cool. Normally I hate asking people what they do because it’s so boring 
      but CEO
       is a good one. Oh and me, I’m a writer.”
    

    
      “Oh really? So it’s not just like a hobby then?”
    

    
      “Just a couple small fantasy series. 
      You
       read any fantasy?”
    

    
      “No, can’t say I have.” I concluded.
    

    
      “I’m working on the fourth book now. I came up here to finish it.”
    

    
      I was trying to be nice but honestly I didn’t care about his books. I was finding it a little hard to concentrate with him sitting, still shirtless, with nothing but a pair of tiny running shorts on.
    

    
      How the hell did he hide all that cock in those shorts?
    

    
      “So, I’m sorry about earlier. My little…”
    

    
      “Vibrator.” Dustin finished. “It wasn’t exactly little, that thing would put quite a few guys to shame.”
    

    
      “Not you I bet.” I covered my mouth, like doing so might stop the words from getting to him.
    

    
      He blushed just a little. “No.” He chuckled. I waited for him to continue but that was all.
    

    
      I nearly gave myself away with that last bit. I needed to wrap this up and get my mind on something else before I got myself in trouble.
    

    
      “So you’re not mad?” I asked.
    

    
      “No. It was definitely weird but to say it’s the weirdest thing I’ve found in my bed on vacation would be a lie.”
    

    
      I wanted to hear that story but I knew it was a slippery slope.
    

    
      I finished eating and thanked Dustin for the food before I hurried upstairs. I just needed some time alone. Being around Dustin was doing something to me. I never slipped up like that. I nearly gave away that I knew he was hung like a horse. It’s not a big leap from there to realize that I had snuck around on his computer. I mean he found my vibrator only a couple feet away for goodness sake.
    

    
      There were just things still pent up inside of me. Naughty, lust filled things. I just needed to 
      relieve
       myself of those feelings and everything would be fine. Then hopefully I wouldn’t nearly make a fool of myself in front of Dustin again.
    

    
      I heard him come up the stairs and a few moments later I heard the sound of running water as he got into the shower down the hall.
    

    
      I figured that while he was occupied with showering I had enough time to play with myself again and quell those urges that were going to get me in trouble. I quickly searched my bag for a clit vibrator that was known to bring a quick orgasm when I was in a pinch. Since I didn’t know just how long his shower was going to take I wanted to make sure that I finished before he was done so that hopefully the sound of the shower would drown out my squeals of pleasure.
    

    
      I couldn’t help it. Every time I’m about to cum it’s like I lose control and can’t help myself from making noise, no matter how hard I try. 
    

    
      As soon as I pressed the sweet vibrations between my petals and closed my eyes I instantly pictured Dustin again. But it wasn’t the video this time. This time I was imagining him in the shower, running his soaping hands over his lean, muscled body and fat cock.
    

    
      My imagination wasn't enough.
    

    
      Maybe I just make bad decisions when I’m horny. But now I was kind of starting to think that it was all the thinking about Dustin that was leading me down this trail of naughty ideas. First I snuck into his room and watched his homemade porn on his computer. And now I was slinking down the hall, about to sneak a peek at him in the shower.
    

    
      I remembered from the pictures that I saw of the cabin online that the bathroom didn’t have a door. Rather it was a kind of long, tiled hallway with a spacious, open shower on one side and a big, hot tub style bath on the other.
    

    
      The water was still running as I snuck my way in, trying my best to take soft, slow footsteps.
    

    
      I peeked around the corner and nearly had to stifle a gasp as I watched Dustin, covered in small patches of suds, pumping his heavy cock with both hands. I was planning on just a peek and then sneaking back to my room to finish myself off but now that I saw him I couldn’t look away. I could hardly move.
    

    
      I continued to watch as each time his hands slid down his shaft, the muscles in his ass clenched and he pushed his hips forward in time with his slow stroking. His grip around his cock caused the veins wrapping around it to swell with each slow thrust.
    

    
      I had let myself go too long. I always told myself that the toys alone were good enough. Better even since there was virtually zero emotional attachment after fucking a dildo. Now that I was staring down a real man—and goodness Dustin was 
      all man
      —I ached to know the feeling again. To feel more than just silicone spreading me open. I wanted to feel the heat. I wanted to feel the animal passion of a man grunting and groaning as he throbbed harder and harder inside of me. I wanted to watch Dustin lose control when he felt my sex gripped around him, unwilling to let go of that thick, thick cock of his.
    

    
      I was subconsciously rubbing into my mound, lost in the lust that filled my mind and the display in front of me.
    

    
      I gave myself away with a whimper. A shudder of sound that pushed out of me as my core tightened when I hit just the right spot.
    

    
      Dustin startled out of his trance and looked up.
    

    
      “Carly?”
    

    
      I froze. “I…I didn’t mean to. I’ll pack up and leave right now and you can have the cabin to yourself and…”
    

    
      “I can’t let you do that.” He said, his voice low as he walked towards me.
    

    
      “W-why not?” I stuttered. I wanted to run and hide but I was frozen in place by the look in his eyes.
    

    
      “You started this. Now you’re going to fucking finish it.” He growled with a smile on his face.
    

    
      “What do you mean I started this?”
    

    
      “Like you don’t know. Flaunting your body the moment you got here. Leaving your vibrator in my bed. I know what you did Carly.”
    

    
      “I already apologized for that. And what do you mean flaunting my body?” I asked backing away, but I quickly found myself backed into a wall.
    

    
      “You apologized for playing with yourself in my bed. But the files on my computer are sorted by which have been most recently opened and when I got back from my run somehow a video of me fucking was higher on the list than the files for writing my book.”
    

    
      Fuck.
    

    
      Dustin continued, “You’ve been naughty Carly, and now you’re going to make up for it by being a good girl and finishing what you started.”
    

    
      “What? You mean your dick?”
    

    
      “Like you haven’t been trying to catch a glimpse since the moment you realized it was my big dick in that video. Tell me Carly.” He took my hands in his, pulling me closer to him. “Did you like watching my cock ruin her tiny pussy?” He brought my hands down to his wet, soapy cock and I couldn’t help but grab around him.
    

    
      With both of my hands occupied I wasn’t quick enough to stop him from freeing my tits from my tiny top. It was just a tiny knit crop top that made me feel sexy. I hardly noticed that I was wearing it before when I expected to be alone. I guess I was showing off a little since the top showed my toned stomach and shoulders, only barely covering my breasts. Now it covered nothing as Dustin stripped it off me and tossed it on the ground.
    

    
      My heart was already racing, pumping lust through me. Dustin did something to me and now feeling his cock grow impossibly hot and hard in my hands was going to make me lose control.
    

    
      I was already half naked and slowly starting to jerk him off. I had already lost control.
    

    
      He took off my jeans next. My skin was already so sensitive as his hands dove beneath my waistband and slid my pants off. I wriggled my jeans the rest of the way down and stepped out of them. Now only my thin, silky panties separated my sex from his.
    

    
      I took his cock and pressed it into me through my panties, using his plump head to massage into my clit.
    

    
      “I loved it.”
    

    
      “What?” Dustin asked.
    

    
      “Watching you ruin her pussy.” I slid my panties aside and rubbed his head between my lips, coating him and letting him feel just how turned on I already was.
    

    
      “I bet you did, you little slut.”
    

    
      “It made me squirt all over your bed.” I said, biting my lip and turning one corner of my mouth up in a smile. “Does that make me naughty?” I asked with a pout in my voice.
    

    
      “Fuck this.” Dustin barked as she pushed my hands off of him and pulled me back towards the shower.
    

    
      He yanked me into the water with him and pinned my front against the wall, smooshing my face and tits into the cold tile. He pulled my panties aside and feeling how desperate he was for my body drove me wild.
    

    
      Dustin wasted no time plunging two fingers into my warmth and then finger fucking me as he kept me pinned to the wall. All the while keeping his stiff cock pressed into me.
    

    
      “Fuck, I need your cock.” I panted.
    

    
      “Say please.”
    

    
      “Oh fuck. Please! Please, Dustin!”
    

    
      He was playing me like a fiddle with just two fingers.
    

    
      “You can have my cock. But first you have to agree to one little thing.”
    

    
      “Anything baby. I need it!” I had never been so desperate for a man. Definitely never one so much younger than me. But his cock was like nothing I had ever been with, outsizing even some of my bigger toys.
    

    
      “You see I just can’t write when 
      I’m
       
      all
       turned on. And as long as I’m sharing the cabin with a milf like you it’s going to be hard to concentrate. So as long as we are staying in this cabin together, you are mine. I get to use you whenever I want.”  
    

    
      His tone said that he wasn’t asking, he was telling. Commanding.
    

    
      I’ve never had a man talk to me like that. Normally when they find out how powerful and successful I am in my career they expect me to be dominant in everything else. Especially the bedroom.
    

    
      Now, having a strong young guy with a strong young cock take charge of me like that made my pussy gush onto his fingers that were still in me.
    

    
      “Anything you want. My body is yours." I could hardly believe the words coming out of my mouth. Fuck I was desperate.
    

    
      “Good. I want you waiting in my bed for me in five minutes, fucking yourself with the biggest dildo you have.” He pulled his fingers out of me and continued showering himself off like absolutely nothing had happened.
    

    
      “But, I thought you were going to give me that cock right now.”
    

    
      He ignored me.
    

    
      I quickly toweled off and fumbled through my bag for a thick, matte black dildo. Normally I had to work myself up for its size but my pussy was already begging to be filled after my little interaction in the shower.
    

    
      I plunged the toy into myself and then immediately started getting carried away. So much so that I didn’t even hear Dustin come in the room but when I opened my eyes there he stood. His dick jutted out above me. Holy shit his balls were huge too. I never thought I would be turned on by seeing a guy's balls but his were so big and hung so low. A testament to his manhood I suppose. Something that I had dismissed when I first met him. There was no dismissing it now. I was fucking drooling to taste him. Both my mouth and my cunt.
    

    
      I opened my mouth and quickly felt his heat gliding across my lips.
    

    
      As sex crazed as I was I had still never been with two men at once and I still hadn’t but feeling a cock stuffed into my pussy and into my mouth at the same time was mindbreaking. I didn’t know where to draw my focus so instead just laid back and let him use my mouth while my walls held the girthy dildo inside me.
    

    
      I expected him to be rough but he started slow, thrusting in and out of my mouth just a touch deeper each time. One of his fingers traced across my cheek, down my neck and then took a handful of my tits.
    

    
      From our little run-in in the shower I expected him to be a lot rougher but the guy was practically worshipping my body as he slowly fucked my mouth. Even the way he looked at me made me feel adored.
    

    
      I didn’t want to be adored. I wanted to be used. I wanted him to fuck me stupid. It was almost making me mad how slow and soft he was now. 
    

    
      He pulled out of my mouth and I was starting to question if he had it in him to really fuck me. He had such a big cock and he knew how to use it. So why wasn’t he fucking me like he had fucked the girl in the video?
    

    
      I felt him pull the dildo out of me but to my chagrin he didn’t replace it with the thick cock of his own. Instead I felt his mouth latch onto me.
    

    
      I couldn’t complain, I hadn’t been eaten out properly in years and damn his tongue knew just where to go to make me squirm.
    

    
      “Faster.” I breathed out. I was so desperate to cum but he just kept teasing me. I could feel the hint of an orgasm building in me but I needed more. “Please!”
    

    
      I could have sworn I felt his mouth turn up in a smile as he kept eating me out. His tongue felt amazing but then…
    

    
      I opened my mouth but no sound came out. His cock bottomed out inside of me, forcing my walls to spread for him.
    

    
      With one thrust he fucked me stupid. I was a babbling mess, unable to control my trembling legs and my bucking hips.
    

    
      Dustin held me down and flexed his cock inside of me. Shooting another spike of pleasure through me. He had hardly done a thing and I felt like I was melting beneath him. Then instead of pounding into me he took me by the hips and used my body to jerk off his big dick inside of me. Like I was his own personal fuck toy.
    

    
      And I was.
    

    
      He could fuck me all night, I didn’t care. My pussy was his to use.
    

    
      He only pulled his cock out of me to cover my stomach with his cum before he went right back to fucking me.
    

    
      How the fuck did he stay hard like that? I could get used to fucking younger guys if they could all do that.
    

    
      Who was I kidding? I wasn’t going to fuck anyone but Dustin for the forseeable future. A cock has never made me feel like 
      his
       did.
    

    
      I lost track of time. It was hard to think about anything other than the pleasure buzzing through me. My whole body tingled which made me painfully aware of how strong his grasp was around my hips.
    

    
      He was using my tiny body. Just like he had promised he would.
    

    
      By the time he was done a soreness snaked through my core and I was covered and filled with his cum.
    

    
      Once he was finished beating up my pussy I felt like I could hardly walk. I stood and then immediately let myself fall back on the bed. I needed a moment. I could feel his nut leaking out of me but I didn't care. My pussy was already a wet, creamy mess and damn did it feel good.
    

    
      I eventually mustered enough strength to get back to my own bed and hardly had time to throw on a small nightie before crashing into the soft pillows and falling asleep.
    

    
      I’m not sure how much sleep I actually got when I woke up to a warm cockhead pressing at my lips and a hand forcing my jaw down to let the cock into my mouth.
    

    
      Startled, I tried to pull away only to feel his forceful hand at the back of my head forcing me to continue sucking him off.
    

    
      It was dark in my room with only a sliver of light coming from the cracked open door. I didn’t need light to know that it was Dustin using my mouth. Of course it was only us two in the cabin but more than that my lips and tongue remembered what he felt like from earlier. The soft skin covering his hard and impossibly thick shaft. The bulging veins that traced his arousal across his dick like rivers on a map.
    

    
      Who knew I could ever wax poetic about a penis. Then again who knew I could ever get so turned on just from feeling a cock glide across my tongue. His size threatened to go down my throat and I felt my sore pussy clench as my pelvic floor flexed with my arousal.
    

    
      I’ve never deepthroated before. Ok maybe a couple times when I was really worked up I teased my throat with one of my toys. But this felt so different. He was so thick. Then his hand that grabbed the back of my head said that I didn’t have a choice as he forced me to choke down his length.
    

    
      I gagged as I balled my hands into fists and tried to let my throat relax. I wanted to let him use me however he wanted. Being completely submissive for his big cock was like nothing I’ve ever felt. I forgot about my stressful life. I forgot about all the problems that were brewing at my company while I was away. I forgot that I had wanted the cabin all to myself. All I could think about 
      was being Dustin’s
       freeuse milf for the rest of my vacation. After he filled me with his cum once again he simply walked out of the room without a word.
    

    
      Both holes felt so used and I fell back 
      asleep a happy
       woman. For a moment I thought about rubbing my pussy because of how turned on I was but I just hoped to wake up in the morning to his fat cock in one of my holes again.
    

    
      Maybe it would be more convenient if I just stayed in his bed so he could have me whenever he wanted without getting up.
    

    
      I never would have guessed that I would be spending my whole vacation in the bed of a guy nearly half my age but when he fucks like that, could you blame me?
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