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I could tell from the look in his eyes
as he walked through the front door the next morning that Clint
wanted to dominate me complete. Wanted his turn inside me, to feel
the pussy that was Erica, and to be honest I was more than wanting,
more than ready to let him have his fill of my tightness. More than
wanting of him to wash away the stink of my soon to be ex’s cock in
place of his own.

“Is the soon to be ex gone?”
Clint asked, looking around the house, only to see me standing in
front of him, the hem of my black-laced nightgown stopping just shy
of my knee, little did he know at that time that I had nothing else
on underneath it.

“Went to the game shop
earlier this morning before it was supposed to open, he wanted to
check the inventory sheets and clean up the rental rooms from the
night before,” I said, before gliding my index finger over my
mouth, darting at it with the very tip of my tongue.

“Did you want to continue
off from where we were last night before he interrupted us?” I
asked playfully, slowly gliding the tips of my other hand down
towards the hem of my gown, draping it up ever so slight, allowing
Clint to take in my sights, again seeing the budding wetness of
desire raining between my inner thighs to the simple idea of his
soon to be hard cock inside.

“I’d rather,” Clint paused,
walking up to me, roping his arms around me before pulling on my
crimson-blond stands of hair. “I’d rather dominate the fuck out of
you this morning,” he paused for a moment, his hand gliding down my
nighty before touching me, his fingers brushing roughly over my
outer wet pussy lips, draping up and down my outsides, turning me
on with his sensual touch.

“I’d rather pound this
pussy; pound your body into orgasmic goo. See you cum and cum again
as I ride you hard, rough and deep, forcing you to scream out my
name in pure grown pleasure while also telling me how much better
of a lover, how much better of a real man I am compared to your
pencil dick hubby.” He sighed deeply, driving three of his fingers
deeply inside me. I’d rather feel myself blowing load after hot
load inside your pussy,” he added before capturing my lips with
his, kissing me rough, and deep like a savage beasts.

“Mmmm, soon to be
ex-husband,” I said breaking away from his lips. His strong
masculine taste heating me to the core as I pushed slightly away
from him, “Ryan’s my soon to be ex, remember baby,” I breathed
deeply, walking towards the edge of the dining room table before
pulling away my gown, allowing it to slowly cascade down my body,
revealing my tight naked flesh to him once again.

“Yes… my mistake, your soon
to be ex.” Clint hissed, walking towards me, standing between my
wide, open thighs as I sat on the table, “And my soon to be
ex-friend,” he added. My body shivering at how the cool and smooth
the surface felt on my hot, round, ass cheeks, before opening my
thighs even wider by placing the balls of my feet on the edge of
the table.

“Mmmm Clint, you can come
over here and push that thick round cock inside my tight… damp
pussy if you dare, baby.” I sighed, sucking on tip of my pinky,
watching him as he tore away his t-shirt and unzipped his pants in
one fluid movement.

“Mmm, Erica, I never refuse
a challenge, and I sure as hell am not about to start now,” he
hissed, rushing into me, slamming into my pussy so hard, so fast
with his huge cock I didn’t even have time to widen my eyes before
screaming as every inch of his monstrous beast plowed inside my
pussy. “Especially not one that to my benefit,” Clint added in a
high pitched, almost breathless voice.

 

“Oh… MOTHER FUCKER!” I
screamed out, “YOU’RE so much bigger and wider than Ryan ever was…
ever could be” I gasped, focusing on the cock inside me as it
stirred up my insides in new ways I never imagined, never before
experienced.

“Fuuccck, I can’t believe
it.” I hissed, my body giving in to the sudden wave of hot, erotic
sex overtaking me with an instant as I felt my first real orgasm
building up inside me before exploding through my entire body,
forcing my toes to curl up and my mind to go blank as Clint
continued to slam his cock, his loving pleasure beast inside
me.

“Mmm Erica,” Clint hissed in
my ear, “Describe it my slutty whore.” He grunted slamming deep
into me again, before slowly pulling out.

“Describe how much better,”
he hissed slamming hard and deep once more. “I am than Ryan,” he
said, before doubling his efforts, fucking me faster, penetrating
my tight, wet, pussy even deeper, forcing me to scream at the top
of my lungs.

“How, how am I better than
that pencil dick fool?” he asked, before feeling me clamping my
pussy around him, trying my best to milk his cock at that very
moment, yet, he seemed far from being done, far from reaching his
edge as he continued to slam into me again and again.

“Fuck"Fuck, fuck, fuck,
fuuuuccckkk!" I cried repeatedly as Clint’s huge cock plundered my
pussy to no end. I was quickly falling in love with how I had to
bite my bottom to stop some of my screams, how I had to stay down
and take the hammering that was making my entire body go weak. How
Clint called me a slut and the best lay, the best fuck he ever had.
How he was dominating me as his own and making sure no other man
would be able to satisfy me again.

Yet suddenly he stopped.

No longer could I feel his hot, naked
flesh upon me. Nor feel the hard heavy slapping of his balls
against my ass, the hard, deep thrusts of his cock ravaging my
pussy. Where had my mind-bending pleasure gone and why the hell
wasn’t I getting it anymore, I thought as I snapped open my eyes
only to see Clint hovering over me.

“Tell me Erica,” Clint
hissed as I struggled to move my hips back and forth to fuck myself
with his thick hard cock that for some reason was no longer
pleasing the fuck out of my pussy.

“Tell me,” he hissed again,
this time slamming quickly into me, the tip of his cock piercing
the back of my pussy, this time reaching virgin territory as he
broke through my cervix, the tip of his cock deep inside my
womb.

“Tell me damn you woman!”
Clint growled like a rabid dog, a wolf fucking his prized bitch,
his eyes burning deep into mine as he held himself deep inside me,
barely moving as he waited for me to say it, to tell him just how
much better he was than… than… fuck what was my husband’s name
again?

“You want to know do you?” I
asked, gazing into his eyes. “Your dick, your cock is so much
better, so much wider and bigger than Ryan’s ever could be. This
huge sexy muscle you can tighten and make even larger while fucking
me to oblivion, is far better, far SUPERIOR than anything that
girly boy could ever dream possible.” I hissed suddenly feeling his
dick, his cock growing even wider, ever longer and large inside my
tightness, forcing me to grow wet as I continued, feeling my entire
body getting off on telling him just how wonderful his cock was
inside me.

“Clint, you fuck so much
better than Ryan, you have claimed my pussy and when you blast your
load inside my cunt, you will wash away any memory it has of him.”
I hissed as my own words began driving me insane, forcing me into a
sexual frenzy, I had never felt before. “My pussy, my cunt, my body
is yours baby, hurry up and fill me with your cum, hurry up and
claim my pussy as yours to own forever.” I added.

“Hell yeah,” Clint gasped,
placing his hands on my either side of my hips before slowly
pulling out of me only to slam hard and fast into me once more, the
pleasure of his cock tearing into me, ravaging my insides was
amazing, it felt as if my clitoris was on fire as he scrubbed his
cock against it. It was like a million bolts of pleasure hitting
the tip of my clit at the same fucking time.

“F…Fuuuuccccckkkk!” I gasped
to the awkward pleasure tearing through me as he hammered his cock
in and out of me, waves of orgasms flashing across my body
repeatedly until they blended into one long, drawn out wave of
pleasure.

“Fuuuuck…. Fuck yes,” I
grinned like a silly blond girl, our hips smashing against each
other faster and harder as he fucked me harder and harder with each
passing second, “I love this… I love your cock so much,” I cried,
“my breasts, my ass and my pussy are tingling with desire, with
pleasure as your huge cock keeps fucking me and fucking me.” I
breathed.

“F… Fuck yeeeaaahhh!” Clint
gasped, his voice tight and slightly high pitched, as he squeezed
my breasts tightly in the palm of his hands, the tips of his index
and thumbs pinching my highly aroused nipples as he lurched up into
me, again breaking into my cervix, the tip of his cock deep inside
my womb.

“This is going to be good…
so fucking good.” Clint, panted as he came into me. I could feel
the scorching hot ooze of his cum shooting up into me filling my
pussy to the brim in mere seconds as waves and waves of cum
continued to fill me up, blasting into me repeatedly before feeling
him pulling out and shooting his last few loads between my damp
thighs. His cum, his seamen matting my crimson red pubs, as small
streams down my inner thighs pooling around my ass against the
slick hard wood of the table.

“Fu… fuck, that was good,” I
gasped, completely spent, my body in complete and utter overload as
he gazed down at me. Clint’s eyes still burning brightly with sex
crazed lust.

“What… what are you
thinking,” I gasped, panting for breath as beads of sweat ran all
over my body.

“Did Ryan ever fuck you up
your other hole?” Clint asked.

“My other hole?” I asked
back, only to suddenly feel him flipping me on my stomach, forcing
me to stand before arching me over on the table, the hard rounds of
my ass mere inches from his still rock hard beast
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