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​​Chapter 3:

Reverend’s Wife Takes the Virginity of Her Daughter’s Boyfriend!
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Reverend’s Wife Takes the Birthday Boy’s Cock into Her Ass
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Teaser

...Her ass is so sexy, especially when she offers herself to me like this. I position myself behind her and guide my throbbing erection towards her wet, swollen cunt. With a deep breath, I push forward, feeling the head of my cock penetrate her tight and warm pussy. She moans softly, and I know she enjoys this as much as I do. I pull back slightly, then thrust forward again, going deeper with each stroke. Mrs. Thompson arches her back and pushes her ass back to get me deeper. Her pussy feels incredible around me, clenching and releasing with each passing thrust.

"Yes! Deeper! Fuck me harder!" She cries out, her voice filled with passion and desire.

I continue to pound away at her, feeling myself getting closer and closer to the edge with each passing second. Her moans become louder and more desperate, fueling my desire even further. The slippery walls of her pussy grip my cock tightly, drawing me in like a warm, wet vacuum.

As I continue to fuck her from behind, I can't help but be drawn in by the sight of her round, firm ass bouncing with each thrust. I grab her hips and pull her back against me, making sure my cock is as deep inside her as possible.

"Do you like that, Mrs. Thompson?" I growl, my voice thick with lust. "Do you like having your pussy filled by me?"

She moans and whimpers in response, her voice barely audible over the sounds of our bodies connecting. "Yes," she gasps, "I love it."

"Is my cock better than Pastor Thompson's?"

"Oh yes! Your massive and powerful young cock is everything I desire! His small, useless prick is no match for yours!"

With her provocative words, I pull myself almost entirely out of her pussy and then thrust back in hard, feeling her pussy walls clench around my cock, milking me with each stroke.

"You dirty slut! Do you enjoy comparing us like that?" I growl, unable to contain my own desire any longer...
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THE SPACE IS TIGHT, just enough room for Liz and me to be pressed close together, her back against the closet wall, my hands on either side of her, trapping her there. It smells like mold and dust. Liz's face is flushed, her lips slightly swollen from our kiss.

"Jaxon," she whispers, her voice low, almost giggling, "we really shouldn't be doing this."

I grin, leaning in so our noses nearly touch. "You keep saying that, but here you are, not stopping me."

Her cheeks turn pink, and she bites her lip, eyes flickering to meet mine. "You're in trouble, you know that?"

I chuckle softly, brushing a stray curl from her face. "Good trouble, right?"

She doesn't answer; she just reaches up and pulls me down, her lips warm and soft against mine. The world outside fades, and there's only Liz—her warmth, her scent, the way her fingers curl into the front of my shirt as if she's holding on for dear life. My heart pounds, and I'm sure she can feel the thrill of this stolen moment racing through me like a fire I can't put out.

Liz pulls out and says, "I think I would love to have... good trouble."

"Huh?"

Her eyes sparkle with the hint of mischief that drives me wild. "Are your folks home?" she asks.

"Uh, you know they always are away on Saturdays, meeting my brother," I say.

"I thought they'd stay home since it is your eighteenth birthday..."

I groan, "They don't really care about me; it is all about my big brother."

"I'm here for you," Liz blushes. In fact, I kind of hoped your folks wouldn't be home today..."

"Why?"

"So, we can go to your place," Liz leans to me. "Today, you're eighteen like me. I think we... I mean... me... I'm ready... to take our relationship to the next level..."

I gasp, my heart racing as Liz's words sink in. This moment feels surreal, like a dream I never thought would come true. Excitement and nervousness wash over me as I realize what Liz is suggesting. I struggle to find the right words to respond.

Taking a deep breath, I meet Liz's gaze. The softness and emotions in her eyes make my palms sweat and pulse quicken. This is the moment I've both longed for and feared, the moment that could change everything between us.

"I...I want that too," I manage to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

Liz's smile is like sunshine lighting up the Church's maintenance closet, and I know in that instant that this is where I belong—with her, in this cramped closet filled with dust and possibility.

But just as I'm about to kiss her deeper, to forget everything except her, I hear it: footsteps echoing down the hall. Liz freezes beneath my hands, her eyes widening. For a split second, we're both silent, listening. The footsteps are getting closer, and there's only one person they could belong to—the Reverend, her dad.

"Jaxon!" she whispers, her voice tight with panic.

I swallow, my pulse hammering in my ears. "Don't worry," I say, trying to keep my voice steady, even though my heart feels like it's about to explode. "He won't look in here."

But the footsteps stop right outside the closet door. There's a beat of silence so thick I feel like I can't breathe, and then, with a slow creak, the door swings open. Reverend Thompson's face appears, eyes hard as stone, taking in the sight of us. Liz and I practically leap apart, my heart sinking as I see the look on his face.

He doesn't yell. He doesn't even say anything for a moment, which somehow makes it worse. His silence is a weight pressing down on me, making me wish I could disappear.

"Elizabeth," he says finally, his voice cold and measured. "Out. Now."

Liz hesitates, glancing at me, looking for my support. I want to reach for her hand, to tell her it will be okay, but I know I can't. Not with him standing there, looking at me like I'm the worst kind of sinner. She brushes past me, her shoulder brushing mine, and I feel the ache of her leaving like a punch to the gut.

"Jaxon," Reverend Thompson says, his gaze sharp as he meets my eyes. "I'll speak with you later."

I nod, swallowing hard, watching as he leads Liz away. She glances back once, her eyes meeting mine, and there's a silent promise that she’ll try her best to come to my home today as my parents are away. For a moment, I stay there, standing in the dusty closet, wondering if Liz can come into my home today... My stomach twists, the reality of what just happened settling in. The Reverend caught us. Liz is gone, taken with him, and I'm left here with nothing but the faint scent of her perfume lingering in the air and the ache of her absence settling deep in my chest.

I lean back against the wall, letting out a shaky breath. I don't know what will happen next, but one thing's for sure: things just got a lot more complicated.

"Jaxon, dear," comes a voice, and I turn to see Mrs. Thompson.

Liz's mom smiles, her eyes crinkling at the edges as she approaches me with a broom. She's still in her church clothes, a fitted, modest dress that somehow makes her look way younger than she is. With a gentle smile, Mrs. Thompson takes the dust rag from my hand. Her warm touch sends a shiver down my spine. 

"Let me take care of that. You must be tired after all your hard work," she says.

I watch her in a daze as she dusts off the pews with slow, deliberate movements. Mrs. Thompson is the epitome of MILF, with an air of confidence that commands attention. It is easy to see where Liz got her beauty, and since I'm planning to marry Liz, it is also great to know that Liz will become even sexier than now as she ages. I know I should leave the Church, but while Liz is the girl I want to marry, her mother is the woman I lust for. 

As Mrs. Thompson works, I can't help but steal glances at Mrs. Thompson's luscious ass and her big tits jiggling under the sweatshirt as she moves. She moves with a sensual grace that mesmerizes me, each sway of her hips sending my heart racing.

I try to focus on my task, but Mrs. Thompson's presence is intoxicating. The scent of her perfume lingers in the air—floral and inviting. With each stroke of the broom, she leans forward slightly, giving me a tantalizing view down her dress. My cheeks flush hot as primal and insistent desire surges through me.

"Mrs. Thompson, you really don't have to do that. It kinda is my job," I stammer.

She looks up at me with a knowing smile, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "Nonsense, Jaxon. It's the least I can do to help out. Besides, you are my little girl's boyfriend; it is time for us to get to know each other intimately. You're eighteen, right?"

Her words send a jolt of electricity through me; I know that she doesn't mean sex when she says, 'get to know each other intimately,' but that's where my mind goes. I swallow hard, trying to ignore the growing tightness in my jeans. Mrs. Thompson continues to clean, moving closer to where I stand. "Yeah, I'm eighteen," I reply.

"Good... Jesus, it is hot in here," she says as she removes the sweater top. "I think it's the heat getting to us."

As she shrugs off her sweater, the dress underneath appears at least a size too small. The fabric is pulled tight against the curves of her big breasts, highlighting their size and shape. The neckline offers a great view of her cleavage, drawing my eyes to the swell of her chest. Every movement seems to test the limits of the dress.  

I find my eyes drawn to her cleavage; her neckline is much lower cut than I'd expect from the wife of Reverend. Her hips are rounded and full, exuding a sultry allure that makes my heart race. I'm left breathless as I watch her continue to clean, her tits swaying and jiggling with every move she makes.

As she moves around, sweat glistens on her forehead and upper lip, betraying the exertion she's putting into her work. Her cheeks flush a warm rose color, and I notice her lips part slightly as she breathes heavily. My mind begins to wander, imagining what it would be like to trace my fingers over the smooth skin of her back or feel her breath on my skin as she moans in pleasure.

"I think I need a break," Mrs. Thompson says, "Do you want tea and cookies, Jaxon? We have coke, too, if that's what you prefer."

Mrs. Thompson's invitation beckons me to join her in the sacristy. The thought of a cooling drink and a sweet treat is almost as alluring as her body. I eagerly follow her through the Church. The sacristy is a dimly lit alcove off to one side of the Church, filled with religious paraphernalia and supplies. As we enter, Mrs. Thompson turns on a few lamps, casting a soft glow on the room and illuminating an array of gorgeous stained-glass windows that offer their own subtle light show. The room is adorned with beautiful tapestries and wooden cabinets filled with candles and incense.

The air in the sacristy is cool and refreshing after the heat of the Church. As Mrs. Thompson bustles around, preparing our refreshments, she embodies a sense of calm and serenity. She is in her element here, surrounded by the familiar trappings of her faith. As she pours the tea, I can't help but be drawn to the swell of her breasts as they strain against the tight fabric of her dress. The sight of her huge tits is mesmerizing.

"Here you go," Mrs. Thompson says, offering me a cup of tea and a cookie. 

Her fingers brush against mine as she hands me the cup, sending an electric current through me that makes my heart skip a beat. I take the cup, my eyes never leaving hers, and I feel we are sharing a secret moment. Her eyes meet mine
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