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ELSA

Damian has insisted I go to every holiday party or corporate event with him. He paraded me around like a trophy. It was no longer about work and honestly; I don’t think it was about my husband and the money he owed. He loved the control he had over me and Joey. The control he had over my body. Tonight, it was a Thanksgiving dinner for his clients. 

I know why I gave into his demands after the initial two weeks were finished and my husband’s debt was paid off. Damian was an asshole, crude, arrogant, and a bully. But he fucked like a beast, and I couldn’t get enough of his cock. I hated myself for succumbing to his demands. I couldn’t stand my husband for allowing this behavior from Damian and me. 

“I’ve been told a great deal about this wine cellar.” Damian said as he guided me through the historical hotel’s wine room. He studied the aged bottles of wine that filled the walls, floor to ceiling. “I’m a wine enthusiast.” 

“I don’t really know much about wine.” Stepping back from him, I pretended to admire the bottles on the back wall. 

I felt Damian behind me. His hand fell to my thigh and bunched my dress up slowly. “Hold your dress.” He whispered in my ear.

I followed his instructions as I always did. I always had intentions of telling him no. To tell him to fuck off, but I failed every time. I jumped when I felt his hand touch my lace panties. I knew I had a wet spot, and I knew the instant he knew it, too. He hissed and ripped my panties from my body. “Open.” He demanded. 

I opened my mouth, and he shoved his panties inside. “Always so eager to please me.” He groaned as he shoved a finger inside my pussy. 

I moaned around my panties, his fingers touching the bare skin of my pussy. He crowded in closer, pressing me against the wall. 

“What would everyone upstairs say if they saw you right now? What would your husband say?” He taunted and yanked the panties from my lips, tossing them aside. “I want to hear you moan for me.” 

“Damian, this is wrong. Anyone could walk in here.” 

He shrugged. “I don’t give a shit who sees you like this.” He grabbed my dress and looked at my bare pussy. “Open your cunt up for me. Let me see you.” 

“Damian.” I pleaded.

He said nothing. He just watched and waited. I stared blankly for a moment before I slipped my fingers between my lips and opened them. My clit throbbed and was swollen for him because of him. I couldn’t deny the thrill of the moment. He shoved my dress back into my free hand and he went to his knees. I jumped when I felt his tongue flick over my clit. His tongue swirled along my swollen lips, and two thick fingers thrust inside my pussy. My arousal quickly intensified as he continued to pleasure me, fingering my pussy and skillfully circling my clit with his tongue. I whimpered and my fingers gripped his shoulders. I writhed against the back of the wall. My pussy pulsated around his fingers. His lips went back to my clit and sucked as his finger fucked me into oblivion.

My hands moved to his head, pushing him closer to my wet mound, grinding my pussy against his mouth. My moans and cries echoed in the little room, and I no longer cared about someone catching us. “Damian, fuck. So good.” My thighs shook and my orgasm tore through me like an electrical wave. I bucked against his mouth, wildly thrashing and moaning.

He never gave me a chance to breathe before he stood, hooked one of my legs over his arm, and rammed his cock inside of me. He slammed into me over and over again with feverish urgency.

“Fuck Elsa.” He growled before he smashed his mouth on mine. The kiss was brutal, almost savage.

He plunged into me repeatedly, stretching my walls. My nails biting into his ass, pushing him deeper. My vaginal walls clenched and released around his shaft, massaging him as he pummeled my cunt.

He dominated my body, and I gladly submitted to his demands. His mouth left my lips and traveled down the column of my neck and landed on the swell of my breasts. He shifted his attention and sucked my nipple through the fabric of my dress. He squeezed and sucked my breasts, roughly rotating from one to the other.

“I’m going to cum again, Damian.” I cried.

“Cum.” He growled. Slamming frantically into my body. “I’m going to fill you with my cum. I want it dripping down your legs.” He hissed and punctuated each word with a thrust of his hips.

“Ohhhh!” My nails dug into his ass as his hot cum shot into my pussy. He pumped streams of hot cum into my body. I squeezed and sucked every drop from his cock.

He dragged himself free from my body and lowered my feet to the ground. “On your knees. Clean my cock.”

I dropped to the cement ground on my knees and swirled my tongue around his length. I moaned around his cock. The mixture of our combined juices made my pussy ache. 

“Watching my cock disappear inside your pretty mouth is fucking sexy.” He growled.

I could feel his cock stiffen again when he pulled my head from him. “We need to go. We have clients to entertain.” He groaned and shoved his cock back into his slacks.
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“What are you doing here?” I asked when I opened the door Thanksgiving Day and saw Damian at my front door. 

He looked down at me and smirked. His eyes sparkled with sadistic amusement. “Your husband invited me to dinner.” Damian handed me a bottle of wine and kissed my cheek before letting himself inside. “Now close your mouth, before I’m tempted to use it.” 

“You really are an asshole. We have Joey’s family here.” Whispering, I said.

“Indeed, I am, and I love his family.” Damian shrugged and walked into the family room. 

“Damian, it’s good to see you.” My mother-in-law was the first to speak. 

“My boy, it’s been more than a year.” Joey’s dad added. 

“Diana, Joel, it’s good to see you both. You look well.” Damian said as he kissed Diana and shook Joel’s hand. 

“Joey, can you help me finish up in the kitchen? Dinner will be ready any minute.” I said. 

My husband quickly followed me to the kitchen. “Elsa, I’m sorry. His plans fell through, and I felt sorry for him.” 

I glared at my idiot husband. “He is the last person we should feel sorry for. Damian did this to make us both uncomfortable in his sick game he forced us into.” 

“The game ended in the Bahamas.” Joey snapped.

“How dare you? You know damn well it didn’t end there and that neither of you was honest about how much money you really owed him. Or how far in debt you were beyond Damian. I am working for him to pay off your debts and to support us.” I hissed as I pulled the rolls from the oven warmer.

“I don’t want to do this now with my parents here.” Joey sighed. 

“Fine, take the rolls while I grab an extra table setting for Damian. Everything else is on the table.” 

“Everything looks lovely, dear.” Diana said as Damian pulled out her chair. 

“Dad, you’re at the head of the table.” Joey said.

I looked around as everyone took their seats. Joey said at the opposite end of the table as his father, leaving the only seats open, across from Diana. 

“I guess you’re next to me, Elsa.” Damian said as he pulled my chair out. 

“Looks like it.” I replied, taking a seat. 

“I hope you like the wine I chose,” Damian said as he opened the bottle. 

“It’s Elsa’s favorite, I see,” Joey commented.

“Indeed. She mentioned it before.” Damian said as he poured five glasses. 

As we ate dinner, the conversation flowed nicely, even with Damian there. We ended up opening another bottle of wine and I was beginning to feel the effects. Damian explained how his company was doing to Joey’s father when I felt his large hand begin to massage my knee. He slowly moved his hand under my dress and up my thigh as he casually spoke to my in-laws. 
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