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[image: ]The next morning the storm was still raging around the cabin as if the entire world had ceased to exist behind a thick wall of snow and ice. The wind howled through the pine branches with such force that the roof sometimes creaked, and the snow fell in dense, heavy sheets that swallowed everything. The road, the trees, even the edge of the forest in the distance had disappeared. There was no sign that the storm would ever let up. The cabin groaned under the force of the gusts. The chimney could barely push smoke into the white emptiness, and the windows were covered with a thin layer of ice on the inside.

Amy woke up in the narrow room upstairs. Her body felt heavy and sore in the places where Damian’s fingers and cock had left their marks. Her skin was sensitive, especially on her breasts and the inner sides of her thighs. Her nipples were tight from the cold that seeped through the thin t-shirt and the blankets. Between her legs she could feel the sticky, warm wetness of his cum still leaking out of her, mixing with her own juices. Every time she moved she felt her thighs sticking together.

She lay still for several minutes, staring at the ceiling while her thoughts raced.

“What did I let happen yesterday...” she thought, her heart pounding. “He fucked me like I was his property. He bent me over, held me by the hair, filled my pussy until I screamed... and I melted for him. Shame is choking me when I remember how I begged him. But I also woke up wet. Wet because of him. Because of the memory of how he fucked me. What is happening to me? Why does my body wake up just from the thought that he will use me like that again?”

Her hand slipped under the blankets. Her fingers found her swollen clit and slowly circled it. She was sensitive, almost painfully so, but she kept going. She closed her eyes and remembered how he had held her over the table yesterday, how his saliva had run down her ass while he licked her asshole, how he had fucked her so deep that she saw stars. Her fingers moved faster. Her breathing quickened. She was close. Very close.

Then she suddenly stopped.

“No,” she whispered to herself. “I won’t. I want to save it for him. I want to be wet and desperate when he takes me again.”

She got up slowly. Her legs were still trembling. Her clothes were scattered across the floor. She didn’t put on her jeans. She only pulled the thin t-shirt over her head and went down the stairs barefoot, feeling the cold air climb up her thighs and his cum still leaking down the inside of her leg.

Damian was already downstairs. He sat at the table by the fireplace, drinking black coffee from an old cup, and looked at her with those cold gray eyes that always seemed to know what she wanted, even when she didn’t want to admit it.

When he saw her coming down wearing only the t-shirt, one corner of his mouth lifted.

“Good morning, Amy,” he said calmly, his deep voice echoing through the room. “It looks like you’ve already made your decision.”

Amy stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Her arms hung by her sides. She felt her cheeks burning, but she didn’t try to cover her breasts showing through the thin fabric or hide the sticky wetness between her legs.

“I woke up wet,” she said quietly, her voice a little rough. “I can still feel your cum inside me. And I don’t want to wash it away. Not yet.”

Damian put his cup on the table and leaned back, watching her.

“Come here.”

She obeyed. She walked over to him and climbed into his lap without a word, straddling his thighs. She felt his cock already stirring beneath his jeans and pressing directly against her pussy. She began to move her hips slowly, deliberately, rubbing herself against him through the fabric and leaving a wet trail.

“Yesterday you fucked me like you hated me,” she whispered against his ear, her voice shaking with need. “And I woke up and the first thing I felt was the desire for you to fuck me like that again. What is happening to me, Damian? Why do I want you to use me like I’m nothing but a hole for you to fuck?”

His hand slid under her ass and found her pussy. His fingers entered her easily. She was wet, very wet. He began to fuck her with his fingers while she continued grinding against his cock through his jeans.

“Because that’s what you are,” he said quietly. “Because last night you broke and showed what you want. And today you’re no longer hiding it.”

Amy moaned and dropped her forehead onto his shoulder. Her hips moved faster and harder while she clenched around his fingers.

“I want you to fuck me today,” she said, her voice breaking. “I want you to fuck me rough. I want you to use me until I can’t stand anymore. I want you to fuck me in both holes. Like yesterday. Even harder.”

Damian pulled his fingers out of her, grabbed her hair and pulled her head back so she had to look at him.

“Say it again.”

“I want you to fuck my pussy and my ass,” she whispered, looking him straight in the eyes. “I want you to use me until I can’t walk. I want you to leave me full of your cum and then fuck me again. Please.”

He smiled. That cold, dangerous smile that sent a shiver down her spine and at the same time made fresh wetness gather between her legs.

After breakfast, which lasted almost an hour, during which he kept her in his lap, fed her, and brought her to the edge of orgasm with his fingers only to stop every time she was close, he finally stood up.

“Get dressed,” he said. “Boots and jacket. We’re going outside.”

Amy trembled, but not from fear. From anticipation.

“Outside? In this storm?”

“Yes. I want to show you something.”

She dressed quickly. Jeans, a thick sweater over the t-shirt, jacket and boots. When they stepped outside, the wind hit her like it wanted to knock her over. The snow was so thick that she could barely see Damian’s back in front of her. He walked ahead, holding her hand tightly, leading her through the whiteout toward the old barn that stood about thirty meters behind the cabin.

When they entered the barn, the cold was still sharp, but at least the wind stopped lashing them. It smelled of old hay, leather, wood, and something metallic. The light was weak, coming only through one small dirty window. Thick ropes hung on one wall. Old tools were scattered in another corner. In the corner were stacked bales of hay.

Damian led her to the middle of the space, turned her to face a thick wooden post and lifted her arms above her head, holding her wrists with one hand. With the other he pulled her jeans down her thighs, exposing her ass and her pussy that was already so wet that it was dripping down the inside of her leg.

“Look at yourself,” he
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