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Our car finally came to a stop at the cabin Tori and I had rented for the weekend. I glanced over at her. Her face was buried in her phone, and she hadn’t even realized that we’d reached our destination. Her lips were curled in a smile, and her hand was over her heart.

Must be talking to her boyfriend.

I opened the car door and stepped out, breathing in the fresh air.

“Marco!” Tori said loudly, “Why didn’t you tell me we were here!” She squealed as she hopped out of the car.

“We’re here,” I drawled, gesturing toward the cabin.

Tori laughed and slammed her door shut, moving toward the front door. After I removed our bags from the trunk and set them down inside, I was ready to just relax in front of the TV and take a long nap.

“Alright, you can put my bags down in the first room,” She said.

“Let me guess, that’s the big room?” I asked. But I already knew the answer. Tori was the kind of woman who knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to take what she knew she deserved.

She laughed and shook her head, “Yesn’t.”

I dropped her bags off in her room and noticed it wasn’t the size of the room that caught my attention, but the view! She had uninterrupted views of the ocean from here.

“Wow, look at that view! I can’t wait to see my room.”

I  rushed out with my bag and headed toward the other room. I hadn’t packed as much as Tori. I figured this was only a weekend. How many shirts and jeans could someone need for a weekend?

When I stepped into my room, I paused and blinked a few times. My room faced the road and some sand dunes.

“Great,” I mumbled under my breath and dropped my bag. I knew Tori had wanted to go out exploring and check out the shops, but I wasn’t up to it tonight.

I left my disappointing room and eased myself onto the couch, resting my feet on the table in front of me, just as Tori came back into the room.

“I haven’t seen my bestie for almost a year, and you want to nap on the couch!?” Tori stood in front of me, one hand on her hip. She had the perfect hourglass figure. The kind of body that made most women jealous of her. And judging by the way she moved her body, she was aware of the power her curves held over men.

“Yeah,” I said, “Why don’t you join me?”

“Hmm. I was hoping we could watch movies on our last day here.” She said as she plopped herself down on the couch next to me and slipped her long legs into my lap. She then took out her phone and went back to chatting with her boyfriend.

I rolled my eyes and pushed her legs off my lap.

“Alright, alright. Let’s see what’s on,” Tori said, “No more distractions!”

“Yeah, this is our weekend,” I said.

“Yep! And it’s going to be great!” She said, leaning forward to pick up the remote. She flipped through a few channels and then settled on one.

We were both watching for a while before I noticed her giggling to herself again. And when I looked over, she was on her phone again. Is this what our weekend was going to be like? Me, Tori, and her phone?

“Yeah,” I said, “Great, let's order in and just pig out on the couch.”

Tori didn’t respond.

“Gimme that,” I said as I swiped her phone from her hand. You deserve a weekend without having to answer everything your boyfriend says.”

“What can I say? I love dominant men.” She said.

We both laughed, she let her phone go, and then I put it aside and used my phone to order pizza.

We chose a few good movies for our marathon, and when our food came, we ate while we watched.

The movies we watched had lots of sex. I reached for a pillow and placed it over my growing erection. It would be kinda awkward if she caught me with a boner.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed her breathing had gone shallow. Her big tits moved as she inhaled. She had perky tits and sometimes when the light hit her chest just right and she had on a semi-see through shirt, you could easily make out her pink pouting nipples.

At one point, we both reached for the last slice of pizza. My hand brushed against hers, just for a second, but it surprised me so much that my pulse jumped. I looked away and snatched my hand back, letting her have the last slice.

So far, I’d been good at keeping my feelings for her under control. And mostly, those feelings stayed below the waist.

But I knew she’d never go for a guy like me. I’m soft, not at all like the kind of men she’s into. Like she said, she likes dominant men.

A few hours had passed, and I was getting to the point where I wanted to crash. We had plans for the next day, after all.

“Alright, that’s enough TV for now,” I said as I stood up from the couch, stretching.
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