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Teaser

"All right, let's do it," I say, a devilish grin spreading across my face. "But we better hurry up. I don't want to get caught by the priest... who is your husband..."

"There's no worry about that; he won't come back until late at night," Mrs. Thompson grins back at me, her eyes shining with excitement. "You're a wild one, Sam. I like that."

We quickly head to the church, and Mrs. Thompson lays on the altar on her belly, "Fuck me, Sam! Fuck my adulterous cunt with your big young cock!"

My mind reels in disbelief, but my body betrays me with a fierce and urgent desire. I press myself against her from behind, the cold marble of the altar beneath us as our bodies quiver with suppressed moans. Every thrust sends a jolt of electricity through me, the forbidden act heightening our pleasure to a fever pitch.

"Oh, yes, baby," she moans, her voice low and husky, "give it to me, give me everything you've got."

I thrust into her with a primal urgency, feeling her muscles tighten and grip me like a vise. Her moans crescendo with each powerful stroke, a symphony of pleasure and lust. A fleeting thought crosses my mind that perhaps her husband is aware of her wild desires, but I push it away as I focus on holding back my own explosive climax. 

Sweat drips down our bodies as we lose ourselves in the intense dance of ecstasy. I ram my cock into her doggy style as hard as I can, her firm ass cheeks slapping against my wet thighs.

The marble floor beneath us sends chills up my spine, and the looming crucifix with Jesus' eyes boring into me intensifies my already heightened state. The combination of cold and religious symbolism fuels a primal arousal within me that I can barely contain.

"Oh, yes, Sam!" Mrs. Thompson cries out, her voice hoarse with desire. "Fuck me, fuck my adulterous cunt! Fuck it harder!"

Her words igniting a wildfire of desire within me. I pound into her with reckless abandon, our bodies moving in perfect unison, fueled by an all-consuming hunger for each other's pleasure...
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The church bells ring out, marking the end of the morning service. My heart still thumps from the last hymn we sang, the notes reverberating in my chest. It's my eighteenth birthday today. I've been an adult for over six hours. While I would want to be out planning a wild party, I'm here at the church, helping Mrs. Thompson prepare for the annual picnic because my mom volunteered me for it. And, as pitiful as it is, I fear my mom; she's a scary woman.

Mrs. Thompson, the Reverend's wife, bustles around the church hall, her energy infectious. She's a striking woman with kind eyes and a smile that can light up the darkest room. I've always admired her. She notices me watching and waves me over.

"Sam, dear, can you help me with these tables?" she asks, her voice soft yet commanding.

"Of course, Mrs. Thompson," I reply, moving to her side. Her presence is calming, and I can't help but feel a surge of excitement being so close to her.

We start arranging the tables, setting them up with bright, checkered tablecloths and vases of fresh wildflowers. The hall transforms into a cheerful, welcoming space. As we work, Mrs. Thompson and I chat about everything and nothing. She asks about my plans now that I'm eighteen, and I find myself opening up to her in a way I haven't with anyone else.

"Have you thought about what you want to do next, Sam?" she asks, her eyes sparkling with genuine interest.

"I'm not sure yet," I admit, leaning on the table. "I love singing, but I also want to help people- maybe become a teacher or counselor."

She nods thoughtfully. "You have a kind heart, Sam. Whatever you choose, I'm sure you'll make a wonderful impact."

Her words fill me with warmth. We continue setting up, and I notice how her hand occasionally brushes mine, sending shivers down my spine. There's a chemistry between us that I can't ignore, a thrilling and terrifying connection.

As we finish setting up the last table, she takes a step back, admiring our work. "It looks perfect, doesn't it?" she says, smiling at me.

"It does," I agree, feeling a surge of pride.

She turns to me, her expression shifting to something more serious. "Sam, there's something I've meant to ask you."

My heart skips a beat. "What is it, Mrs. Thompson?"

She takes a deep breath, looking around to ensure we're alone. "You know, today is not just any day for you. It's a milestone, a new beginning. I want you to know how special you are to me and everyone in this church."

Her words quickened my pulse. "Thank you, Mrs. Thompson. That means a lot."

She steps closer, her gaze intense. "I see so much potential in you, Sam. So much goodness. And..." She hesitates, searching for the right words. "Do you have a girlfriend?"

I swallow hard, the air between us charged with unspoken emotions. "No."

Mrs. Thompson's fingers brush against my cheek, sending shivers down my spine. I look down and see her low-cut top, revealing a tantalizing view of her bare nipples. Her large breasts are braless and on display for me. My throat constricts as I struggle to swallow the lump that forms, my mind filled with taboo thoughts and illicit desires.

"Have you had a sexual encounter yet?"

"Uh, no, I'm a virgin," I confess, unable to tear my gaze away from her big tits. It takes all my willpower not to reach out and grab a handful of her flesh. The temptation is overwhelming, and I can feel my hand twitch with the urge to touch. Every fiber of my being screams for release. However, I force myself to stay still, my desire boiling over like molten lava within me.

As she leans in to kiss my forehead, her ample breasts are only inches away from my face, overwhelming me. My hands instinctively reach out and cup both of them, feeling the weight and softness of her tits against my palms. I am consumed by a primal desire fueled by the intoxicating touch of her flesh against mine. When I realize what I'm doing, I quickly drop my hands.

Before I can even process what is happening, Mrs. Thompson presses her body against mine, her breasts smothering my face in their softness. My senses are overwhelmed by her intoxicating scent, driving me to raise my hand and cup her ample chest, taking her rosy nipple between my lips and suckling greedily. Every nerve in my body is on fire as I give in to the primal desire coursing through my veins.

"Oh, god," Mrs. Thompson moans, "Sam, perhaps we should take this inside the church. My husband is away, and we can have the sacristy ourselves."

I nod in agreement, my heart pounding against my chest. Being alone with Mrs. Thompson in the church, where we have spent countless hours together as choir members, is both exhilarating and terrifying. But the desire that is consuming me is too powerful to ignore.

We make our way to the sacristy, a small room off to the side of the church, dimly lit and filled with the scent of old wood and wax candles. I lock the door behind us, the key turning, echoing in the silence. Mrs. Thompson turns to face me, her eyes smoldering with desire.

"You're so bold, Sam," she whispers.

"I've wanted you for so long," I reply.

Without hesitation, she takes my hand and draws me near to her. I feel the warmth of her lips as they press against mine, her tongue playfully dancing with mine. My heart beats faster as my arms encircle her body, pulling her closer to me and reveling in the heat emanating from her body.

She breaks the kiss, her eyes dark and hungry. "I want you, Sam," she whispers, her voice low and sultry. "I, too, have wanted you for so long, but I had to wait until you're legal age."

She reaches down and unbuttons my shirt, her fingers deft and sure. I watch as her eyes drink in my chest, her gaze lingering on my nipples before moving lower. She continues to work the buttons, her fingers brushing against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. Finally, she pulls my shirt off, revealing my chest, which is still heaving from our kiss.

"You're beautiful, Sam," she whispers, her voice low and hypnotic. "And I want to see more."

She starts to unbuckle my belt, her fingers deft and steady. I watch as she pulls my pants down, revealing my erection, which is straining against my underwear.

"You're hard for me, Sam," she purrs, her voice thick with desire as she kneels before me, pulling my briefs down. "Oh, wow!" she says when my cock springs free, standing tall and pulsating. She grasps it gently, stroking it slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. "You're so beautiful, dear. So big and hard."

"I want to taste you, Sam," she whispers, her voice thick with lust as she leans forward, taking me into her mouth.

Her tongue slithers around the head of my throbbing cock, igniting a fire within me that sends shivers of pleasure down to my toes. I gasp and groan as she devours me with reckless abandon, her hands gripping my hips as she takes me deeper, her lips stretching around my pulsing girth.

She ravages me with her skilled tongue, flicking and swirling over every inch of my cock until a ferocious ocean of pleasure consumes me. The waves crash against my skin, leaving me trembling and gasping for breath as she drives me to the brink of ecstasy.

She stops suddenly, her tongue flicking out to lick down the length of my throbbing shaft before moving lower and taking one of my balls into her mouth. The sensation sends a surge of electricity through my entire body, igniting every nerve ending as she sucks greedily on me, drawing out every last drop of pleasure from deep within my core.

"Oh, god!" I gasp, my hands clenching and unclenching as I try to hold onto my sanity.

Then she returns to the task at hand, wrapping her lips around my shaft and taking me deep into her throat. Her moans vibrate against my cock, adding to the sensations that are building inside me. I can feel the orgasm rising, and I know it won't be long before I explode.

I grit my teeth and try to hold back, but I can feel my climax reaching its peak. Mrs. Thompson senses it, too, and she pulls away, looking up at me with a wicked grin.

"Oh, Sam," she murmurs, "I can swallow your cum if you promise you'll get hard again."

I can't take much more; my need for release is overwhelming. "Yeah, I've jerked off three times in a row!"

"Good boy," Mrs. Thompson says and starts sucking me with a vengeance.

I can feel her hands gripping my hips, and she's going deep, swallowing every inch. My heart pounds in my chest, the pleasure is intense, and I know it won't be long before I cum.

I moan loudly, "I'm going to cum, Mrs. Thompson," my hips bucking against her face as I let out a spirited yell as I feel my climax coursing through me.

Mrs. Thompson's relentless mouth never falters, sucking with an insatiable hunger as I release my hot load into her waiting throat. She swallows my cum, every last drop of it. When I'm finished, she slowly releases me from her mouth. Her lips are swollen and glistening as she wipes the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.

She smiles. "You have a lot of cum, Sam," she says and then continues licking my cock, tasting every last bit of me. I watch in awe as she does this, feeling my body shaking from the sheer intensity of the experience. By the time she has cleaned every last trace of my climax from me, I'm hard again.

I smile at Mrs. Thompson. "Told ya!"

She grins back at me, her eyes sparkling with desire. "Indeed you did. Now, let's ensure you don't waste any cum next time."

With that, she climbs on the table and opens her legs, showing me her glistening pussy. "I think you should return the favor."

I hesitate for a brief moment, my eyes locked onto her
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