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ELSA

“Fuck, so fucking good,” he breathed, against my throat. 

“I need more.” I rasped. 

Damian raised his brow, unquestionably surprised by my words. “Fuck. What do you need, baby?” 

I blinked slowly, watching the emotions that danced in his eyes. “I need another orgasm.”  

For a brief moment, he looked disappointed, but then he pushed away from me and stood. “On all fours now.” He hissed. 

I fumbled as I tried to turn over quickly. Damian lost his patience, and his big hands grabbed me by my hips and flipped me onto my hands and knees.   

He smacks my ass with his hand and snarled. “Head against the mattress.” 

I quickly moved into place, my shoulders, and head against the bed and my ass pointed up. I was completely exposed to him. My pussy was dripping with the combination of his seed and my juices.

I scream as he slams into my pussy hard and fast. His fingers bite into my hips as he thrusts in and out of me over and over again. Wet and slapping sounds echo in my ears. He doesn’t slow down, and it’s almost impossible for me to keep up with him, but he doesn’t seem to care. He moves my body how he wants it and fucks into me like an animal. 

I break and scream out my orgasm as he spanks my left ass cheek. He leans over my back, his arms wrapping around my middle. I’m seated firmly on his cock and he pumps up into me, intensifying my orgasm with every thrust. One of Damian’s hands moves down to my pussy. He finds my clit and rubs the sensitive nub as his cock swells and throbs inside of me. 

“Damnit, Elsa.” He snarled and pulled out of me. Damian dragged me off the bed and flung me to the floor. “On your knees.” 

I was so far gone; it didn’t even occur to me to deny him. I scrambled to my knees and looked up at him. His eyes looked almost deranged, and a feeling of dread filled my gut. 

“Don’t. move.” His hand circled his cock, and he jerked it from root to tip a few times before he growled, and his seed shot from his tip. He aimed for my face, covering me in his seed. I would have been pissed if my husband had done this to me, but with Damian, it was different. 

His seed dripped down my chin and onto my chest. I licked his cum from my lips and massaged it into my breasts. Damian watched mesmerized for several seconds before he grunted and stormed out of the room.

“Clean up.” He snapped when he returned and tossed a hand towel at me. 

Asshole Damian was back. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER TWO
[image: ]


ELSA

“Joey, let’s get this over with.” I snapped at my husband as the doorbell rang for the third time. 

“Why do I have to go?” Joey mumbled.

“Because Damian doesn’t get to call all the shots. I want you there for moral support.” I sighed. 

Honestly, I wasn’t sure why I wanted him to go except to piss off Damian. Throw a wrench in his plans. He always had to know what was happening ten steps ahead of time. 

I opened the door and gasped. Damian was dressed in a Santa suit and he was fucking hot. Jesus, do I have a Santa kink now too? 

His eyes roamed over me in the barely there Mrs. Claus costume he demanded I wear. “Perfect.” He muttered. 

He glanced over my shoulder, and his face turned hard when he saw Joey. “You don’t mind if Joey comes with us. Do you?” I asked with a small smirk.

Damian narrowed his gaze at me. “The more the merrier.” He said through gritted teeth. 

“Perfect. Let’s go.” I said with a smile.

“Great.” Joey grumbled.

We all slip inside the limo with me settled between my husband and his best friend. Damian leaned into my body and whispered in my ear. “Joey won’t save you tonight. In fact, you made this so much more fun.” 

Damian’s hand removed something from his pocket and slid inside the tights of my Mrs. Claus costume. His finger slipped between my lips, and I felt a cool object pushed inside my pussy and pressed against my clit. 

“What are you doing?” I snapped. 

Damian held a small remote. “Relax, Elsa and enjoy.”

I gulped as he played with the buttons on the remote until he decided on the one he wanted. He pressed down on it and I jumped as the vibrator he slipped inside of me throbbed. 

“Damian, fuck—” I moaned, unable to stop myself. 

“Shh,” he chuckled. 

I look over at Joey and he is just looking out the window, ignoring what is happening to his wife right beside him. 

“There we go. Enjoy the ride.” Damian said as he leaned back against his seat. He ignored me and I glance over at my husband, who is just watching with such fascination it turns me on more. 

Intense vibrations course through my body. My pussy is fluttering franticly, that I can’t help but squirm in my seat as little beads of sweat form on my forehead. 

“Move your hips, push them down against the seat.” Damian suggested. 

“It’s too much.” I moaned when he increased the pressure. “I–I can’t.” 

“Push your dress down. Let me see those fantastic tits.” Damian demanded. 

I squeeze my thighs together and give Joey a glare before I push the bodice of my dress down and free my breasts. Damian leans over and takes one pebbled nipple into his mouth. He sucks and swirls his tongue around it. His free hand tweaks my other nipple, pinching it.  

“She has beautiful breasts, doesn’t Joe?” Damian asked against my breast. 

“She does.” Joey whispered.

“How long has it been since you sucked on her tits?” Damian asked. 

“Too long.” Joey grumbled. 

“What a shame.” Damian smirked. 

I felt a jolt pulse through my pussy. I couldn’t stop jumping. Damian continued to manipulate my body with the vibrator remote as he taunted Joey. 

The vibrations find a perfect rhythm and I feel myself getting close to cumming. 

“Look at your wife, Joe. Writhing in her seat, desperate to cum even though she hates me, she continues to be my whore. Why do you think that is?” Damian asked, but doesn’t wait for Joey to answer. “Because the truth is, she enjoys being my whore. She craves what only I can give her.” His hand goes to my stomach. “And one day, she will carry my child.” 

Just as he said those words that filled me with dread, I came. I came so fucking hard. 

“I can’t do this anymore.” Joey whispered. 

“You can stop this anytime. Tell her how much money you owe some very dangerous men. Tell her how they threatened her life because of your debts. Fucking man up and tell her!” Damian snarled at Joey. 

My husband sighed and looked out the window. I wanted to push him to tell me everything, but at this point, I wasn’t sure I could handle the truth. 

“We are here. Straighten your costume, but leave the toy in place.” Damian warned. 

He helped me out of the limo. “Joe, you aren’t needed tonight after all.” He said before Joey could get out of the limo. 

Damian pulled me to him and kissed my cheek. “You look beautiful after you cum.” He placed his hand on the small of my back and led me into the hotel’s ballroom. 
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ELSA
He paraded me around the room, playing the Santa and Mrs. Claus thing to the T. The party is winding down when he pulls me into one of the other ballrooms.

“How many times did you cum tonight?” Damian asked when he slammed the door behind us. 

“Does it matter?” I snapped.

“Answer my fucking question.” 

“You fucking know how many times you and this fucking thing made me cum tonight.” I snarled as I pulled the vibrator from my panties. 

He yanked me to him and forced me to bend over a table. His hand landed hard against my ass cheeks. 

“I didn’t tell you to take it out.” He growled as his hand smacks my ass again. 

Shit, my body started to respond to his spankings. I’m already wet and my panties soaked, but now I feel my juices seeped down my thighs. He ripped my panties from my body and then I hear his belt buckle. I tuned to see what he was doing, but this seemed to piss him off more.

“Turn the fuck around. The side of your face against the table.” He hissed as he pulled his belt from his pants. 

I thought he was just teasing me and would toss it aside and fuck me, but I was wrong. I screamed as the leather strap landed against my ass. 

“Damian!” I cried as he smacked my ass again. 

“Do you want me to stop?” He surprised me with the question. 
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