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​​​​​Reverend’s Wife Took My Virginity! 

​​​Chapter 4:

The Virgin Spanks and Dominates Reverend’s Wife!
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Teaser

Then I pull my arm back and hit her ass with the shoehorn hard enough for it to sting but not hurt. "Bitch, do you want it harder?"

"Yes, Sir! Spank me harder! Bruise my ass!"

I hit her ass again with more force, the shoehorn leaving a red imprint on her fleshy cheek. Mrs. Thompson yelps in pain, but her voice is tinged with pleasure as she continues to beg for more.

"More, Sir! Spank me harder, Sir! Mark me as your property!"

I continue to spank her, the force of each hit sending a shockwave through my arm. Mrs. Thompson's ass ripples with each strike, my cock getting harder and harder with each red welt on her ass.

"Spank me, Sir! Make me yours!" she cries out, her voice hoarse with passion and desire.

I slap her harder and harder, my cock throbbing with each strike. "Take it, bitch!"

My heart pounds in my chest as I prepare for the final act. The anticipation, the heat radiating from Mrs. Thompson's ass, and the slickness between her legs all build up to this moment. I position myself behind her again and thrust deep inside her pussy. She yells out in both pain and pleasure, her pussy clenching my shaft hard.

"I'm cumming!" she screams, and her body shakes intensely beneath me, and I just got my cock into her, I haven’t yet even started to fuck her. I can feel her pussy muscles tighten and release around my cock, milking it for every drop of my cum.

"Fuck!" I groan, unable to hold back any longer as I start slamming my cock into her with force.

My balls slap against her wet pussy with each thrust as I lose myself in the moment. The pressure builds and builds until finally, I blow my load deep inside her, filling her pussy with my warm cum.

Mrs. Thompson moans loudly, her body convulsing as she feels my cum spurt into her. "Yes! Yes! Give me your cum, Master! FUCK ME! BREED ME!" she cries out, losing all sense of decorum as she surrenders completely to her desire...
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THE SUN'S OUT IN FULL force, and I'm pushing the mower along the uneven patches of grass in the Reverend's yard like it's the most important job in the world. But I need the cash, and mowing lawns is better than flipping burgers at the diner. Or at least that's what I tell myself while wiping sweat from my glasses every five minutes.

I'm halfway through a particularly stubborn patch of weeds when I hear her. Mrs. Thompson.

"Benny?" She asks.

I freeze, the mower sputtering in protest before it stalls out entirely. My heart does this weird little jump like it's trying to leap out of my chest and hide somewhere safer.

I turn slowly, and there she is, leaning over the fence, her dark sunglasses perched on her nose and her lips curved into that smile—the one that makes you feel like she knows something you don't. She's wearing a bikini that honestly feels like it should be illegal. I cannot believe that our priest’s wife is prancing on the yard more than half-naked. The top is barely covering the nipples of her massive tits, and the bottoms... well, let's just say they're not doing much better. Her skin glows in the sunlight, smooth and golden, and I have to remind myself to breathe.

"Hi, Mrs. Thompson," I say.

She tilts her head like she's trying to decide whether my awkwardness is adorable or just sad. "Do you have a minute?" she asks, and I nod before she's even finished the question. Of course, I have a minute. I'd clear my entire schedule if she asked.

She gestures toward her a lounge chair set up under a big umbrella. A bottle of sunblock is on the little table beside it, and suddenly, I know exactly where this is going. My palms start to sweat, and it's not just the heat.

"I need someone to help me with my back," she says. "Would you mind?"

My brain short-circuits. All I can manage is a jerky nod, and before I know it, I'm climbing over the fence, trying not to trip over my own feet. The lawn mower is forgotten. Everything is forgotten except for her.

She sits on the edge of the lounge chair and hands me the bottle, her fingers brushing mine for half a second. It feels like electricity. I squeeze the bottle too hard, and a glob of sunblock shoots out, landing on my shoe.

"Oops," she says, laughing softly. "Don't worry. Happens to everyone."

I wish I could believe that.

She turns around, pulling her hair over one shoulder to expose her back. Her skin is smooth and soft-looking, with just the faintest sheen of sweat from the heat. I swallow hard and rub my hands together, spreading the sunblock and trying not to think about how warm her skin is going to feel under my fingers.

"Whenever you're ready," she says, her voice teasing.

I place my hands on her back, and it's like touching something sacred. Her skin is warm, and I can feel the curve of her shoulder blades and the dip of her spine. I start rubbing the sunblock in, moving my hands in slow, careful circles, and I swear I can feel my heart trying to beat its way out of my chest.

"Don't be shy," she says. "I don't bite."

I try to laugh, but it comes out more like a strangled cough. My hands move lower to the small of her back, and I feel her muscles shift under my touch.

"You're doing great. Most people are way too rough."

I don't know how to respond to that, so I don't. I just keep going, my hands trembling slightly as they move up to her shoulders again. Her head tilts forward, and for a moment, it feels like the whole world has narrowed to just the two of us—the heat, her skin, and the soft sound of her breathing.

By now, my dick is hard as a rock. I cannot keep my eyes off her luscious ass, my mind flashing pictures of ramming my cock from behind into the pussy that is hidden under those sexy buttocks.

"Thank you, Benny," she says, turning back to face me when I finally finish. Her eyes are hidden behind her sunglasses, but I can feel her gaze, which makes my stomach flip. "You're such a..." she pauses as she looks down at my crotch. "Oh, my... you seem to be a big boy... a huge boy."

She smiles playfully, her eyes sparkling with mischief. I can't believe this is happening. Is she...? No, she couldn't be. Could she?

I try to cover myself, but my hands only make it worse. My embarrassing hard-on seems to have a life of its own, and she's not helping matters by standing so close to me.

"Is there a problem?" she asks.

She reaches out, gently placing her hand on my stomach and slowly moving it lower until her fingers brush against my shorts. I gasp; her touch is like a lightning bolt, electrifying every inch of my body. She pulls the waistband of my shorts just enough to peek at my cock, and gasps as girls always do. Part of the reason why I'm still a virgin is the size of my dick. It isn't as much the length of it—nine inches—but the eight-inch girth. Girls I have dated have said it is way too thick to fit in their pussies and even for their mouths.

"Oh my," she whispers, her eyes widening in disbelief. She reaches out again, her fingers tentatively brushing against the head of my cock through the fabric of my shorts. "You are a big boy, aren't you?"

I can feel my face flush scarlet, but I can't help but moan softly as she gently strokes the length of me, her fingers tracing the veins that run along my shaft.

"I don't think I've ever seen one quite as big as this before," she murmurs, her voice low and sultry. "It's... impressive."

Impressive?

She nudges me gently, her fingers still wrapped around my erection. "Come on, Benny," she says. "Let's go inside and see if a big boy like you can fit in a warm cavern..."

My heart is pounding as I follow her inside. We enter the dimly lit kitchen, and the air feels thick with anticipation. I can't help but wonder what she's planning to do with me.

As we reach the kitchen island, she turns to face me. "I've never seen a dick as big as yours," she says softly. "I want to see it... up close."

She reaches out again, this time pulling my shorts down slowly as if savoring the moment. My cock springs free, standing proudly in front of me, bending slightly upward. Mrs. Thompson's eyes widen at the sight of my erection.

I gulp nervously as her fingers gently brush against the underside, tracing the veins that lead to my throbbing head. She leans closer, her breath warm against my skin as she examines her handiwork.

"Oh my," she says. She reaches out and tries to wrap her small hand around the base of my shaft without success. She frowns and, with both hands, grips my shaft. "Jesus, you're so thick that I need both hands to wrap around it..." she says as she starts stroking me with both hands.

I moan softly, feeling like I'm going to explode from the pleasure.

"It's... it's incredible," she murmurs, her eyes locked on mine. "I can't believe how big you are! Can I taste it?" she asks.

"Please," I say.

Mrs. Thompson leans in closer, her breath hot against the sensitive skin of my glans. She gently runs her fingers through the dense forest of hair at the base of my cock, her fingers tracing intricate patterns that seem to be etched into my very being.

"You're so... so hard," she says.

She opens her mouth wide, and I can see her wet tongue, ready and eager for what's to come. I moan as she places a gentle kiss on the head of my cock. I shiver in delight as her warm breath washes over me, and I can't help but moan softly at the sensation.

She looks up at me again as she opens her mouth wide open and wraps her lips around the head of my cock, sucking gently as she moves her head back and forth. Her warm mouth feels incredible, and I can feel myself growing harder with every passing second.

As she continues to suck on me, her hand moves down to my balls, gently massaging them as she does so. Mrs. Thompson can take less than half into her mouth, but the sensation is overwhelming. I feel the pleasure building with every thrust of her mouth.

Mrs. Thompson takes my cock off her mouth, and her tongue darts out, licking me from base to tip with deliberate precision. Her lips are soft and warm as they glide up and down my length. I moan and grunt, unable to control the sounds of pleasure escaping my lips. It's as if Mrs. Thompson's mouth is a furnace, stoking the fires of my desire until it consumes me whole.

She suddenly takes me deeper into her mouth, gagging as my cock hits the back of her throat. Her head bobs back and forth rapidly, each movement sending shivers of ecstasy coursing through my veins.

I grip her head, my hips bucking involuntarily. She responds to my urgency, her mouth gliding up and down my shaft faster and faster. I can feel the impending release growing stronger with each passing second.

Her fingers caress my balls as she sucks me, her eyes locked on mine. The sound of my moans fills the air around us, mingling with the rhythmic slurping noises she makes as she works me over. My cock is engorged and throbbing, ready for release. The anticipation is almost unbearable, but I don't want to cum yet.

Suddenly, Mrs. Thompson pops my cock out of her mouth and stands up. She reaches behind her, and a second later, her huge tits jiggle as they are freed from the confines of her bikini top. Her nipples, hard and erect, stand at attention like little soldiers on parade. They are the perfect shade of pink, with tiny dark brown areolas that encircle them.

Her breasts are simply breathtaking
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