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Chapter 1

My heart pounds as I push through the heavy wooden doors of the church. The place is decked out in white ribbons and flowers, making it clear this is wedding central. I tug at my tight collar, sweat already forming under my arms. Not from the heat, but from knowing I'm about to see her — Cho Lee. My friend's mom. The woman who stars in every wet dream I've had for the past year. The Asian MILF who's about to get married to some rich old dude.

I scan the lobby, spotting a few guests in fancy clothes mingling around. The click of my dress shoes against the marble floor echoes as I make my way deeper into the church. That's when I see Hieu, running around like a chicken with its head cut off, clipboard in hand.

"Tyler! Thank God you're here early," Hieu says, rushing over to me. His tie is crooked, and his usually neat hair is sticking up in the back. "This wedding is a fucking nightmare to organize."

"Yeah, man, no problem." I clap him on the shoulder, trying to act normal while my mind is fixated on thoughts of his mom. "So... your mom's really going through with this, huh?"

Hieu sighs, checking something off his list. "Yeah. Rich guy, big house, fancy cars. Can't really blame her, I guess. She deserves nice things."

"Definitely," I agree, maybe too enthusiastically. "Your mom deserves the best."

My cock twitches in my pants just thinking about Cho. Fuck. I've jerked off to thoughts of her more times than I can count. Late at night, hand wrapped around my shaft, pumping up and down while imagining her tits bouncing as she rides me. Those full, perfect tits that strain against every top she wears. The way her ass jiggles in those tight skirts she loves. I've shot so many loads thinking about her that it's almost embarrassing.

"You okay, man?" Hieu asks, giving me a weird look.

I clear my throat. "Yeah, just... wedding vibes, you know? Makes me emotional."

He rolls his eyes. "Sure, whatever."

Cho Lee is the definition of a MILF. At forty, she looks better than any college girl I've ever seen. Those almond-shaped brown eyes that seem to undress you when she looks at you. Her lips, full and pouty, always coated in some glossy shit that makes me think about them wrapped around my cock. And her body... Jesus Christ. Her tits are perfect — large, round, and somehow still perky as hell. When she wears those low-cut tops, I can barely form a sentence around her.

Her ass is another level of perfection. Round and firm, the kind that makes your hands itch to grab it. And she knows exactly what she's doing when she bends over to pick something up. The way her dresses hug her tiny waist before flaring out over those killer hips... it's like she was designed in a lab to make eighteen-year-old guys cream their pants.

"I need a favor," Hieu says, snapping me out of my dirty thoughts. He holds up a fancy gold box. "Can you take these chocolates to my mom? She's in the bridal suite down that hallway." He points to a corridor off to the right. "I'd do it myself, but I've got to deal with the florist who's freaking out about some centerpiece emergency."

My mouth goes dry. "Your mom? In the... bridal suite?"

"Yeah, man. Just knock, give her the chocolates, and say they're from me. Simple."

I take the box with slightly trembling hands. "No problem."

As Hieu rushes off to handle the florist crisis, I stand frozen for a moment, box clutched in my sweaty palms. I'm about to see Cho. Alone. In her bridal suite. My cock's already half-hard just thinking about it.

I walk down the hallway, each step making my heart beat faster. When I reach the door with a small "Bride" sign on it, I hesitate. Should I knock? What if she's changing? The thought makes my dick twitch again.

Fuck it. I knock lightly, but there's no answer. I try again, a little harder this time. Still nothing. Maybe she can't hear me. I take a deep breath and slowly push the door open.

"Hello? Mrs. Lee? I have—"

The words die in my throat. Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Cho stands in front of a full-length mirror, wearing nothing but a lacy white bra and matching panties. The light from the window catches on her smooth skin, making her glow like some kind of sex goddess. Her black hair falls in waves over her shoulders, framing her perfect face.

She turns toward me, those brown eyes widening for a split second before a slow, knowing smile spreads across her red lips. She doesn't cover up. Doesn't scream. Doesn't kick me out. Instead, she straightens her back, pushing those magnificent tits forward, the lace of her bra barely containing them.

"Tyler," she purrs, my name dripping from her lips like honey. "What a pleasant surprise."

I can't speak. Can't move. Can't do anything but stare at her body. The bra cups her tits perfectly, showing off deep cleavage that I want to bury my face in. Her waist is slim, flaring out to hips that beg to be grabbed. The panties are high-cut, showing off the curve of her ass and the smooth expanse of her thighs.

"I... uh... Hieu sent these," I finally manage, holding up the box of chocolates like an idiot.

Cho smirks, taking a step toward me. Her tits jiggle slightly with the movement, and I have to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning out loud.

"How thoughtful," she says, but doesn't take the box. Instead, she turns back to the mirror, giving me a perfect view of her ass. The panties disappear between her cheeks, and I feel like I might pass out from the blood rushing to my cock. "What do you think, Tyler? Does this look good on me?"

She runs her hands down her sides, over the curve of her hips, and I swear I've never been harder in my entire life. My pants are uncomfortably tight now, my cock straining against the fabric.

"You look... amazing," I croak out, my voice breaking like I'm fucking thirteen again.

Cho's eyes meet mine in the mirror, and her lips curl into a mischievous smile. Her gaze drops deliberately to the bulge in my pants, and her tongue darts out to wet her lower lip.

"I can see you think so," she says, turning to face me fully. Her chest rises and falls with each breath, the movement hypnotic. "Why don't you come in and close the door? We wouldn't want anyone to interrupt us, would we?"

I stand frozen in place as Cho saunters toward me, her hips swaying with each step. My eyes are glued to the bounce of her tits, barely contained by that flimsy lace bra. My cock throbs painfully against my zipper, and I know she can see it. Fuck, she's staring right at it, a hungry smile playing on her lips. I swallow hard, my mouth suddenly bone dry.

"You've grown up so nicely, Tyler," Cho purrs, reaching out to straighten my tie. Her fingers linger, sliding down my chest. "Quarterback, right? I've heard all about your... talents."

Her eyes flick down to my crotch again, making it clear exactly what talents she's referring to. My dick twitches in response, and I swear it gets even harder, if that's possible.

"Thanks, Mrs. Lee," I stammer, trying to remember how to form sentences. "You look... really good too."

She laughs, the sound low and throaty. "Call me Cho. 'Mrs. Lee' makes me feel old." She steps closer, close enough that I can smell her perfume — something flowery and sweet that makes my head spin. "And I'm anything but old, wouldn't you agree?"

Her tits are practically pressed against my chest now. I can see the dark outlines of her nipples through the white lace. My cock is painfully hard, straining against my pants so obviously that there's no way to hide it.

Cho's gaze drops to my bulge again, and she licks her lips. "My, my, Tyler. Seems like you're... excited to see me."

"I... I need to use the bathroom," I blurt out, backing away before I do something stupid like grab her tits right there. "If that's okay."

She steps back, a knowing smirk on her face. "Of course. Right through there." She points to a door on the far side of the room. "Take your time."

I practically stumble to the bathroom, shutting the door behind me with shaking hands. The bathroom is small and bright, with harsh fluorescent lights that make everything look sterile and cold. A stark contrast to the sultry atmosphere of the bridal suite. My reflection in the mirror shows a flushed face and wild eyes. I look like I'm about to explode.

And I am. My cock is so hard it hurts, pressing against my zipper like it's trying to break free. I can't go back out there like this. I need relief. Now.

With trembling fingers, I undo my belt and unzip my pants, letting them fall to my ankles. My cock springs free, rock hard and already leaking pre-cum. I grip it tightly, letting out a hiss of pleasure at the contact. Fuck, I need this.

I start stroking, fast and desperate. In my mind, it's Cho's hand wrapped around my shaft, her red lips parted as she watches me with those hungry eyes. I imagine her dropping to her knees, taking me in her mouth, those perfect tits pressed against my thighs.

"Fuck," I whisper, my hand pumping faster. My balls are already tight, drawing up close to my body. I'm not going to last long. Not with the image of Cho in that lingerie branded into my brain.

I picture bending her over, pulling those lacy panties to the side, and sliding into her wet heat. The thought of her moaning my name, begging me to fuck her harder, makes my cock twitch in my hand.

My strokes get more frantic, my breathing ragged. I'm close, so fucking close. Just a few more —

The door opens.

I freeze, cock in hand, eyes wide with horror as Cho steps into the bathroom. But instead of screaming or looking disgusted, she smiles that wicked smile of hers, her eyes fixed on my exposed cock.

"Don't stop on my account," she says, closing the door behind her. "In fact..."

She steps forward, her hand reaching out to cover mine. Her touch is soft but confident as she guides my hand, matching the rhythm I had set.

"I'm marrying for his money — but you, you're the one who can save me from a life of dull mediocrity," she whispers, her voice husky and commanding. Her hand tightens over mine, sliding up and down my shaft with deliberate, lewd strokes.

I can't breathe. Can't think. This has to be a dream. My friend's hot mom is helping me jerk off in the bathroom of her wedding venue.

"Mrs. Lee — Cho — what are you doing?" I manage to gasp out, but I don't pull away. My hips thrust involuntarily into our joined hands.

"What does it look like?" she purrs, leaning in so close I can feel her warm breath on my neck. "I'm giving us both what we want."

Her free hand reaches up to cup my face, pulling me down until our lips are inches apart. "I've seen the way you look at me, Tyler. The hunger in your eyes. I bet you've thought about fucking me, haven't you? Thought about bending me over and shoving that big cock deep inside me?"

"Yes," I groan, unable to lie. Not with her hand on my dick, stroking me in a way that's making my knees weak. "All the time."

"I knew it," she says with a triumphant smile. "And now, on my wedding day, I think I deserve a special gift, don't you?"

She releases my cock, and I almost whimper at the loss of contact. But then she's pressing her body against mine, her tits crushed against my chest, her lips finding mine in a searing kiss.

I react on instinct, my hands flying to her waist, pulling her closer. Her tongue pushes into my mouth, hot and demanding, and I meet it with equal fervor. She tastes like mint and something sweeter, something intoxicating.

"My new husband is old and boring," she whispers against my lips. "But his bank account... that's very exciting. Almost as exciting as this." She reaches between us to grab my cock again, giving it a firm squeeze that makes me gasp. "I need both in my life. His money... and your cock."

My head is spinning. This can't be real. But the feel of her soft body pressed against mine, her hand working my shaft with expert precision, is too vivid to be a fantasy.

"What about Hieu?" I ask, a moment of clarity breaking through the lust. "He's my friend."

Cho laughs, the sound vibrating against my lips. "What he doesn't know won't hurt him. Besides..." She gives my cock another squeeze. "Can you really say no to this?"

She kisses me again, harder this time, her body molding against mine. And I know I'm lost. There's no way I'm walking away from this. Not now. Not with Cho Lee offering herself to me on a silver platter.

"No," I groan into her mouth. "I can't say no."

Her smile against my lips is victorious. "I didn't think so."

The cramped bathroom feels like it's on fire as Cho presses her body against mine. Our tongues battle for dominance, her soft moans vibrating into my mouth. Her tits crush against my chest, the thin lace of her bra doing nothing to hide her hard nipples. My hands roam down her back to grab her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her panties. She grinds against my hard cock, the friction making me groan into her mouth.

"Fuck, Cho," I pant as we break for air. "I've wanted this for so long."

She smirks, her lipstick smeared around her mouth. "I know, baby. I've seen how you look at me when you think no one's watching." Her hand slips between us again, wrapping around my shaft with a firm grip that makes my knees weak. "This big cock of yours needs special attention, doesn't it?"

I nod, unable to form words as she strokes me with expert precision. Her thumb circles the head, spreading pre-cum down my length.

"Tell me what you want, Tyler," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "Tell me how you've imagined fucking me."

The dirty talk pouring from this elegant woman's mouth drives me wild. My hands tighten on her ass, pulling her harder against me.

"I want your mouth," I growl, surprising myself with my boldness. "I want to fuck your pretty mouth until you choke on my cock."

Her eyes widen with excitement, not disgust. "Such a dirty boy," she purrs, slowly sinking to her knees on the cold bathroom tile. "Let's see if you can back up that big talk."

The sight of Cho Lee — MILF extraordinaire, bride-to-be, my friend's mom — on her knees in front of me is almost enough to make me cum right there. Her brown eyes look up at me through thick lashes, her red lips parted in anticipation. Her tits strain against her bra, the deep cleavage on full display from this angle.

"Your cock is even bigger than I imagined," she says, her hot breath washing over my sensitive head. "I bet all the girls at school talk about it."

Before I can respond, she leans forward and runs her tongue from the base of my shaft all the way to the tip. I hiss through clenched teeth, my hand automatically moving to the back of her head.

"Fuck!"

Cho laughs, the vibration sending shivers through my cock. "Just getting started, baby."

Then she wraps those perfect red lips around my head and sucks, hard. The wet heat of her mouth is incredible, better than anything I've experienced before. She takes me deeper, inch by inch, her tongue swirling around my shaft as she goes.

"Holy shit, Cho," I groan, my fingers tangling in her silky black hair. "Your mouth feels so fucking good."

She hums in agreement, the vibration making my cock twitch. Her head bobs up and down, taking me deeper with each pass. Spit dribbles down my shaft, making the glide of her lips even smoother.

Something primal awakens in me as I watch my cock disappear between those red lips. This woman, this MILF who's haunted my wet dreams, is on her knees sucking me off like a pro. And suddenly, it's not enough to just stand there and take it.

I tighten my grip on her hair, holding her head in place. "You want this cock? I'll give you this cock."

Her eyes widen as I start to thrust, pushing deeper into her mouth. But she doesn't pull away. Instead, she relaxes her throat, letting me push farther than before.

"That's it," I growl, pulling her hair roughly. "Take it all."

I thrust harder, watching my cock slide in and out of her stretched lips. The wet, sloppy sounds of her mouth fill the bathroom, mixing with my grunts and her muffled moans.

"You like choking on my big cock, don't you?" I taunt, pushing deeper until I feel the back of her throat. "Such a slutty mouth for a bride."

Cho gags as I hit the back of her throat, but still she doesn't pull away. Tears form at the corners of her eyes, her makeup starting to run. It only makes her look hotter, more debauched.

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, the sensation driving me closer to the edge. I'm fucking her face now, no longer letting her set the pace. My hips pistoning forward, forcing my cock down her throat until she chokes and gags around me.

"Fuck, that's it. Choke on it," I grunt, watching her struggle to take all of me. "Such a good little cocksucker."

Spit runs down her chin, dripping onto her tits. Her hands grip my thighs for balance as I use her mouth roughly. The power I feel is intoxicating — having this gorgeous woman at my mercy, letting me fuck her throat like it's her pussy.

"You're such a whore," I snarl, surprised at the filth coming out of my mouth. But Cho doesn't seem offended. Her eyes, though watering, look up at me with pure lust. She's getting off on this just as much as I am. "Getting face-fucked right before your wedding. What would your guests think?"

I thrust particularly deep, holding her head in place so my cock stays lodged in her throat. She gags hard, her throat constricting around my shaft in a way that nearly makes me cum. I hold her there for a few seconds before pulling back, allowing her to gasp for air.

"More," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Use my mouth, Tyler. Fuck my face like you own it."

Those words ignite something primal in me. I grab her hair with both hands now, using it like reins to control her movements.

"Open wide, bitch," I command, surprised at my own dominance but too turned on to question it.

Cho obeys, opening her mouth wide, her tongue extended. I slam my cock back in, setting a brutal pace that has her gagging continuously. My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, a lewd soundtrack to match the obscene sight of her stuffed mouth.

"That's it, take it all," I growl, watching her struggle and loving every second of it. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be treated like the cock-hungry slut you are?"

She can't answer, not with my cock pounding her throat, but the desperate moans vibrating around my shaft tell me everything I need to know. She's loving this. The prim and proper bride, on her knees, being face-fucked by her son's teenage friend.

"I'm going to make you choke on this cock," I promise, my voice rough with lust. "Going to fuck your throat raw before your wedding."

And I do. I fuck her mouth with abandon, watching her makeup run as tears stream down her face. The wet, gagging sounds she makes only spur me on, driving me to thrust harder, deeper, claiming her mouth completely.

I pull my cock from Cho's mouth, giving her a moment to catch her breath. Her lipstick is smeared, mascara running down her cheeks. She looks absolutely wrecked, and we're just getting started. An idea hits me, making my cock twitch with anticipation.

"Get on the counter," I order, my voice rough with lust. "On your back. Head hanging off the edge."

Cho's eyes widen, understanding immediately what I want. A slow, filthy smile spreads across her face.

"You really are a nasty boy, aren't you?" she purrs, already moving to obey. She pulls herself up onto the bathroom counter, carefully lying back until her head hangs off the edge, facing me. Her black hair cascades toward the floor, her neck exposed and vulnerable. From this angle, I can see the swell of her tits pushing against her bra, her stomach flat and toned.

"Open your mouth," I command, stepping up to position my cock at her upside-down lips. "I'm going to fuck your throat properly now."

She obeys, opening wide, her tongue extending in invitation. This position gives me complete control, a straight shot down her throat. My cock throbs at the sight of her like this — submissive, eager, waiting to be used.

"Such a good little slut," I murmur, pressing my cock head against her lips. "Ready to get throat-fucked like a whore on your wedding day."

I push forward, watching as my shaft disappears into her inverted mouth. The angle is perfect, allowing me to slide deeper than before, straight down her throat. Cho gags immediately, her body jerking on the counter, but she doesn't try to pull away.

"That's it," I growl, grabbing her head to hold her in place as I start to thrust. "Take it all."

The sensation is unbelievable. Her throat opens up in this position, letting me push deeper than I thought possible. I can actually see the outline of my cock bulging in her throat as I thrust, a sight so erotic it nearly makes me cum on the spot.

"Fucking whore," I snarl, pumping my hips faster, watching her throat distend with each thrust. "This is what you really wanted, isn't it? To be used like a fucktoy before you marry that old man?"

Cho can't respond, not with my cock hammering her throat, but her hands grip the counter edges, her knuckles white. She's gagging continuously now, spit running from the corners of her mouth and pooling on the floor. The wet, choking sounds she makes are obscene, echoing off the bathroom walls.

"Look at you," I taunt, fucking her face with savage intensity. "The beautiful bride, choking on a teenager's cock. What a fucking slut you are."

I reach down with one hand to grope her tit through her bra, squeezing roughly as I continue to ravage her throat. Her body shudders, whether from pleasure or lack of oxygen, I'm not sure. I don't ease up either way.

"Your tight little throat feels so good around my cock," I grunt, my balls slapping against her face with each thrust. "Better than any pussy I've had."

The gagging intensifies as I push even deeper, holding myself there until Cho's body starts to convulse. Only then do I pull back, allowing her a quick gasp of air before plunging back in. Tears stream from her eyes, running up into her hairline in this upside-down position. Her makeup is completely ruined, black streaks marking her face.

"That's it, choke on it, bitch," I growl, fucking her face with abandon. My hand moves from her tit to her throat, feeling my own cock moving inside it. The depravity of the act only turns me on more. "This is what you're good for."

Cho's hands fly up to grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging the brutal face-fucking I'm giving her. This woman is insatiable, taking pleasure in being used and degraded.

I feel the familiar tightening in my balls, the pressure building at the base of my spine. I'm close, so fucking close. The sight of Cho — my friend's mom, a bride on her wedding day — letting me ravage her throat like this is too much.

"I'm gonna cum," I warn, my rhythm becoming erratic. "Gonna cover those perfect tits with my load."

I pull out just in time, my cock slipping from her abused mouth with a wet pop. Cho gasps for air, her chest heaving as I grab my shaft and aim it at her lace-covered tits. With a few quick strokes, I'm over the edge.

"Fuck! Take it, Cho!" I groan as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing across her heaving chest. I keep stroking, milking every drop onto her, watching as my seed soaks into the white lace of her bra and drips down her cleavage. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"

The intensity of my orgasm makes my knees weak, spots dancing in my vision as I empty myself onto her. It feels like it goes on forever, pleasure pulsing through me in waves as I mark her with my cum.

When I'm finally spent, I lean forward, rubbing the head of my cock over her face, smearing the last few drops across her cheeks and lips. Cho's tongue darts out, licking up what she can reach, her eyes heavy-lidded with satisfaction.

"You taste so good, Tyler," she murmurs, her voice wrecked from the rough treatment. "Better than I imagined."

She sits up slowly, cum dripping down her chest, her hair a mess and her makeup destroyed. Yet somehow, she still looks incredibly sexy. She reaches up to scoop some of my cum from her breast, bringing it to her mouth and sucking it off her finger with a moan that makes my spent cock twitch.

"That was exactly what I needed before saying 'I do,'" she says with a wicked smile.

Before I can respond, there's a knock at the bridal suite door. We both freeze.

"Cho? Are you in there? We need to help you get ready!" A woman's voice calls through the door.

"Just a minute!" Cho calls back, her voice surprisingly steady despite having been throat-fucked raw moments before. She slides off the counter, pressing a quick, cum-flavored kiss to my lips. "That's my bridesmaids. You should go."

She straightens her bra, doing nothing to wipe away my cum. The sight of her wearing my seed like an accessory makes my cock stir again.

"But this isn't over," she whispers, giving my softening shaft one last stroke. "Not by a long shot."

She moves to the door, but before opening it, she turns back to me. "Use the side door there. It leads to a hallway." She points to a door I hadn't noticed before. "And Tyler? Come find me later. I'm not done with that big cock of yours."

With one last smirk, she adjusts her hair, wipes some of the smeared makeup from under her eyes, and heads out to meet her bridesmaids. I slip my still-sensitive cock back into my pants and make my escape through the side door, my heart pounding with adrenaline and the promise of more to come.


Chapter 2

I shift uncomfortably in the hard wooden pew, my body still buzzing from what happened in the bathroom. The church is packed with guests, all facing forward as some old priest drones on about holy matrimony. But all I can think about is Cho's mouth around my cock, her throat bulging as I fucked her face. My dick stirs in my pants, threatening to get hard again right here in the middle of the ceremony. Fuck. I need to see her again.

The bride hasn't made her entrance yet. The groom — some balding guy in his sixties with a paunch straining against his tuxedo — stands at the altar looking nervous. Poor bastard has no idea what his bride was doing less than an hour ago.

I glance at Hieu a few rows ahead, standing with the groomsmen. He's focused on the ceremony, oblivious to what his mother and I were up to. Guilt flashes through me for a split second before my cock twitches again, reminding me of Cho's parting words: "Come find me later."

Why wait? The thought hits me like a bolt of lightning. She's probably still in the bridal suite, waiting for her cue to walk down the aisle. This might be my last chance to get her alone before she becomes someone's wife.

Decision made, I slowly rise from my seat, trying not to draw attention. An elderly woman gives me a questioning look, and I mime that I need the bathroom, holding my stomach for effect. She nods sympathetically, turning her attention back to the priest.

I slip into the side aisle, keeping my head down as I move toward the back of the church. The massive space is all old wood and stained glass, with high arches that make every footstep echo. I cringe as my dress shoes click against the stone floor, but the priest's droning voice covers most of the sound.

At the back of the church, I duck behind a massive stone pillar as a wedding coordinator bustles past, clipboard in hand. My heart pounds in my chest, partly from the thrill of sneaking around, partly from the anticipation of seeing Cho again.

I make my way down a dimly lit corridor, pressing myself against the wall when voices approach. Two bridesmaids hurry past, giggling about something, not even noticing me in the shadows. Once they're gone, I continue toward the bridal suite.

The door is closed when I reach it. I hesitate, my hand hovering over the knob. What if she's not alone? What if the bridesmaids come back? But the memory of Cho's lips around my cock, her throat taking me deep, overrides my caution. I turn the knob and slip inside.

The bridal suite is dimmer than before, the curtains drawn to create a soft, intimate atmosphere. And there she is — Cho Lee, standing in front of the mirror in her wedding dress, more beautiful and erotic than any fantasy I've ever had.

The dress is like something out of a wet dream — tight in all the right places, with a plunging neckline that shows off the tops of her perfect tits. The white fabric clings to her curves, highlighting the narrow waist and round ass that haunts my dreams. A slit runs up the side, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of her toned thigh.

"I was wondering when you'd come," she says without turning around, her eyes meeting mine in the mirror. Her makeup has been fixed, her hair styled in an elegant updo with a few tendrils framing her face. She looks like a goddess, pure and filthy all at once.

"You look..." I trail off, unable to find words adequate enough.

"Fuckable?" she supplies with a wicked smile, finally turning to face me. "That was the goal."

My cock instantly hardens at her words, straining against my pants. She notices, her eyes dropping to my crotch with that hungry look I'm starting to recognize.

"I don't have much time," she says, taking a step toward me. "They'll be calling for me soon."

"Then why are you still here?" I ask, confused. "Shouldn't you be getting ready to walk down the aisle?"

Cho laughs, the sound low and sultry. "I needed one good fuck before marrying that old man. And you, Tyler Brady, are exactly what I need."

She closes the distance between us, her hands going to my chest, sliding up to loosen my tie. "I've been thinking about you since you left. About what that big cock of yours would feel like inside me."

Holy shit. This can't be real. But the heat of her body pressing against mine, the scent of her perfume filling my nostrils, is too vivid to be a fantasy.

"What about your husband?" I ask, my hands already moving to her waist, feeling the smooth satin of her dress beneath my fingers.

"What about him?" she purrs, pressing closer. "He's buying me with his money. The least I can do is take what I want on the side."

Her lips find mine in a hungry kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth with demanding force. I respond instantly, my hands sliding down to grab her ass through the dress. The firm flesh fills my palms perfectly, and I squeeze, pulling her harder against my erection.

Cho moans into my mouth, her hands working at my belt. "I need you inside me, Tyler. Now."

I back her up against the wall, our lips never breaking contact. My hands roam her body, feeling every curve through the expensive fabric. I find the slit in her dress and slide my hand up her bare thigh, discovering she's not wearing any panties.

"Fuck, Cho," I groan against her lips. "You're so fucking hot."

"And you haven't seen anything yet," she whispers, nipping at my lower lip. "Take me, Tyler. Take what that old man never could."

My hand moves higher, finding the wet heat between her thighs. She's already soaking, her pussy slick and ready. I slide a finger through her folds, circling her clit, making her gasp and arch against me.

"Yes," she hisses, her head falling back against the wall, exposing the elegant line of her neck. "Touch me. Feel how wet I am for you."

I push a finger inside her, then another, feeling her clench around me. She's tight and hot, her inner walls gripping my digits as I pump them in and out. My thumb continues to circle her clit, drawing breathy moans from her painted lips.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she confesses, her voice husky with need. "About you fucking me before I walk down that aisle. About feeling your cum dripping down my thighs as I say my vows."

The image is so filthy, so incredibly hot, that I growl and attack her neck with kisses and bites. My free hand moves to her chest, pulling down the top of her dress to expose one perfect breast. I pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers as I continue to finger-fuck her against the wall.

"Please, Tyler," she begs, her hips grinding against my hand. "I need your cock. Need you to fuck me hard before I have to go marry that old man."

I capture her lips again in a bruising kiss, my hands moving to hike up her dress, bunching the expensive fabric around her waist. "I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll feel me for days," I promise against her mouth. "Every time you sit down next to your husband, you'll remember who really owns this pussy."

Her eyes flash with excitement, her hands working frantically at my zipper. "Show me," she challenges. "Show me who I belong to."

With a surge of primal need, I hike up Cho's wedding dress around her waist, exposing her completely. She's not wearing anything underneath — her pussy bare and glistening with arousal. My cock throbs painfully as I free it from my pants, the head already leaking pre-cum. I press her against the wall, lifting one of her legs to hook around my waist. Our eyes lock as I position myself at her entrance, both of us breathing hard with anticipation.

"Fuck me, Tyler," she commands, her voice husky with need. "Make me feel it."

I don't need to be told twice. With one powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. The sensation is mind-blowing — her pussy is tight and hot, gripping my cock like a vise. We both cry out at the sudden penetration, her nails digging into my shoulders through my suit jacket.

"Fuck! You're so big," she gasps, her inner walls clenching around me. "So much bigger than him."

The comparison to her soon-to-be husband fuels something dark and possessive inside me. I pull back until just the tip remains inside her, then slam forward again, harder this time. Cho's head falls back against the wall, a strangled moan escaping her lips.

"That's it," I growl, establishing a rough rhythm. "Take this young cock. Show me how much better it is than that old man's."

Each thrust pushes her harder against the wall, the expensive fabric of her wedding dress rustling between us. The obscenity of fucking this woman in her bridal gown, just minutes before she's supposed to walk down the aisle, makes my cock even harder inside her.

"Yes! Harder!" she demands, her leg tightening around my waist to pull me deeper. "Fuck me like you mean it!"

I grab her other leg, lifting her completely off the ground. Her legs wrap around my waist as I support her weight, using the leverage to pound into her with even more force. The new angle lets me hit deeper, drawing a sharp cry from Cho's lips.

"Is this what you wanted?" I snarl, driving into her relentlessly. "To get fucked by a teenager on your wedding day?"

"God, yes," she moans, her head thrashing from side to side. "I've been thinking about your cock since I saw you in the lobby. Knew I needed it inside me before I married that limp-dicked old man."

My balls slap against her with each thrust, creating a lewd soundtrack that echoes in the small room. I shift my grip to grab her ass, fingers digging into the soft flesh as I use it for leverage to fuck her even harder.

"Tell me about him," I demand, a twisted part of me wanting to hear how I compare. "Tell me why you're marrying him when you clearly need a real man to fuck you."

Cho laughs, the sound breaking into a moan as I hit a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "His money," she gasps, her pussy clenching around me. "He's worth millions. But his cock... God, it's pathetic. Can barely get it up, and when he does — ah, fuck, right there! — it's tiny."

The confession sends a surge of primal satisfaction through me. I'm ruining this woman for her husband before they even say their vows. My thrusts become more aggressive, my grip on her ass tightening to the point of bruising.

"So you're just a gold-digging whore," I growl, the words making her pussy clench around me. "Marrying for money while craving young cock."

"Yes," she hisses, her eyes flashing with defiance and lust. "And you love it, don't you? Love fucking another man's bride."

I do. God help me, I fucking love it. The taboo nature of what we're doing — me, an 18-year-old high school quarterback, and her, a 40-year-old bride on her wedding day — makes the pleasure almost unbearable.

I pull out suddenly, ignoring her whimper of protest. "Turn around," I order, my voice rough. "Face the wall."

Cho obeys immediately, turning to press her hands against the wall, her back arched to push her ass toward me. I flip up the back of her dress, exposing her perfect ass and the glistening lips of her pussy from behind.

"Such a slut," I murmur, running my hands over the smooth globes of her ass. "Look at you, presenting yourself like a bitch in heat."

I bring my hand down hard on one cheek, the smack echoing in the room. Cho cries out, but pushes back against me, silently begging for more. I spank her again, watching the red handprint bloom on her skin.

"Please, Tyler," she whimpers. "Put it back in. Fuck me like the whore I am."

I line myself up and slam back into her, grabbing a fistful of her carefully styled hair with one hand. I pull it roughly, forcing her head back as I pound into her from behind. Her wedding dress bunches around her waist, the expensive white fabric a stark contrast to the filthy act we're committing.

"This pussy belongs to me now," I growl into her ear, my chest pressed against her back. "Every time that old man tries to fuck you, you'll be thinking of my cock stretching you open."

"Yes," she moans, her voice breaking as I hit her g-spot. "Only yours. He'll never know how to fuck me like this."

My free hand moves around to her throat, applying gentle pressure. Her pussy instantly tightens around me, her breath catching. She likes this — likes being controlled, dominated.

"You like being choked while getting fucked from behind?" I ask, increasing the pressure slightly. "Like being treated like a worthless slut on your wedding day?"

"God, yes," she gasps, her voice strained from my grip on her throat. "Use me, Tyler. Use me like the whore I am."

I tighten my grip on her hair and throat, using them for leverage as I pound into her with brutal force. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the room, mixed with our heavy breathing and Cho's muffled moans.

"Your cunt feels so fucking good," I grunt, feeling sweat bead on my forehead from the exertion. "So tight around my young cock."

"Better than any of those high school girls?" she asks, a note of challenge in her strained voice.

In response, I slam into her harder, making her cry out. "None of them compare to you," I admit, the truth spilling out in the heat of the moment. "None of them know how to take a cock like you do."

This seems to please her, her inner walls fluttering around me. I continue my relentless pace, fucking her with everything I have. The taboo thrill of defiling this bride, of marking my territory before she belongs to another man, drives me to new heights of aggression.

"When I'm done with you," I promise, my voice a harsh whisper in her ear, "you're going to walk down that aisle with my cum dripping down your thighs. And when you say your vows, you'll be thinking of me, not him."

"Yes," she hisses, pushing back to meet each of my thrusts. "Mark me. Ruin me for him. Make me yours, Tyler."

I release her throat to grab her hips with both hands, using the new grip to fuck her even harder. My balls slap against her with each thrust, my cock driving so deep I can feel the end of her channel.

"Whose pussy is this?" I demand, punctuating the question with a particularly hard thrust.

"Yours!" she cries out, her voice echoing in the small room. "All yours, Tyler!"

"And what are you?" I growl, spanking her ass again.

"Your whore," she moans, the words sending a surge of power through me. "Your filthy, cheating whore."

The admission pushes me closer to the edge, my rhythm becoming more frantic as I chase my release. But I want to make her cum first, want to feel her pussy spasming around my cock as she falls apart.

"Touch yourself," I command, loosening my grip on her hip. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

Cho immediately reaches between her legs, her fingers finding her clit. I feel the movement against the base of my shaft as she begins to rub herself, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

"That's it," I encourage, still pounding into her. "Cum for me. Show me what a slut you are, cumming for a teenager while wearing your wedding dress."

I feel Cho's pussy starting to tighten around my cock as her fingers work her clit frantically. Her breath comes in short, desperate gasps, her back arching as she pushes back against me. I grab her hips harder, driving into her with punishing force, determined to make her cum harder than her future husband ever could.

"That's it," I growl, my fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips. "Cum on my cock. Show me how much better I fuck you than that old man ever will."

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" she cries out, her body tensing as the orgasm hits her. Her pussy clenches around me in rhythmic waves, squeezing my cock like a vise. "Tyler! Oh god, yes!"

Her entire body shudders as she rides out her climax, her inner walls milking my shaft with each contraction. The sight of this gorgeous MILF coming undone on my cock — still dressed in her wedding gown, minutes before she's supposed to walk down the aisle — pushes me dangerously close to my own release.

"That's it, take it," I snarl, still pounding into her oversensitive pussy. "Take this young cock like the whore you are."

Cho's legs are trembling now, barely able to support her as the aftershocks of her orgasm ripple through her. I maintain my brutal pace, chasing my own pleasure, using her body for my satisfaction just as she's using me for hers.

"I can feel you getting close," she pants, looking over her shoulder at me with those sultry eyes. "Where do you want to cum, baby? In my pussy? On my ass?"

The question sends a jolt of electricity straight to my cock. Having this woman — this bride — offering herself to me in any way I want is intoxicating. An idea forms in my mind, so filthy and wrong that it makes my balls tighten in anticipation.

"On your face," I grunt, my rhythm becoming erratic as I near the edge. "I want to mark that pretty face before you say your vows."

Cho's eyes widen, a wicked smile spreading across her lips. "Yes," she hisses, excitement clear in her voice. "Do it. Mark me."

That's all the encouragement I need. I pull out of her with a wet sound, spinning her around to face me. Her wedding dress falls back into place around her legs, but I don't care. I'm focused on her face — those pouty lips, those eager eyes — as I grab my cock and start stroking furiously.

"On your knees," I command, my voice rough with lust.

Cho obeys instantly, dropping to her knees in her pristine white wedding dress. The image is so perverse, so incredibly hot — this bride-to-be kneeling before me, looking up with hungry eyes as I jerk my cock in front of her face.

"Open your mouth," I order, my hand pumping faster as the pressure builds at the base of my spine. "Show me where you want it."

She opens wide, her tongue extended, her eyes locked on mine. The submission in her posture, the eagerness in her expression, sends me over the edge.

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" I groan, aiming my cock at her face as the first rope of cum shoots out. It lands across her cheek and lips, thick and white against her tan skin. I keep stroking, milking every drop onto her face as wave after wave of pleasure crashes through me. "Take it all, you fucking slut!"

Streams of cum land on her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, even in her perfectly styled hair. The intensity of my orgasm makes my vision blur, my knees weak as I empty myself onto her beautiful face. It feels endless, pleasure pulsing through me with each spurt of cum that marks her as mine.

When I'm finally spent, I look down at my handiwork. Cho's face is covered in my seed, thick ropes of it dripping down her cheeks, clinging to her eyelashes, pooling at the corners of her mouth. She looks up at me, her expression one of pure satisfaction as she licks what she can reach from her lips.

"Wear it," I command, still breathing hard from my orgasm. "Wear it at the altar."

Instead of being disgusted or angry, Cho's eyes light up with wicked excitement. "Yes," she purrs, carefully standing without wiping a single drop from her face. "I'll walk down the aisle wearing your cum. Let everyone see who really owns me."

The distant strains of "Here Comes the Bride" begin to play, the timing so perfect it's almost comical. Cho laughs, the sound low and filthy.

"That's my cue," she says, reaching up to carefully spread my cum more evenly across her face, as if it were some expensive moisturizer. "How do I look?"

"Like a whore," I reply honestly, tucking my spent cock back into my pants. "A beautiful, cum-covered whore."

She smiles, clearly taking it as a compliment. "Perfect." She leans in, pressing a sticky kiss to my lips. "Come over tonight. I'll slip my new husband some sleeping pills with his champagne. He'll be out cold by ten."

My cock twitches at the proposition, already starting to harden again despite having just cum. "You want me to fuck you on your wedding night? With him in the room?"

"Right next to him," she confirms, her eyes dark with lust. "While he sleeps like a baby, blissfully unaware that his new bride is getting railed by a teenager."

The image is so depraved, so utterly wrong, that I can't resist. "Text me the address," I agree, already imagining how it will feel to fuck her in the marriage bed, her husband snoring beside us.

Cho gives me one last kiss before turning to check herself in the mirror. She makes a few minor adjustments to her hair, but leaves my cum exactly where it is — splattered across her face like the filthiest bridal makeup ever.

"They'll think it's some new Korean beauty treatment," she says with a wink. "Cum is good for the skin, you know."

A knock at the door interrupts us. "Cho? It's time!" a female voice calls.

"Coming!" she replies, the double entendre making us both smirk. She turns to me one last time. "Don't be late tonight. I'll be waiting, wet and ready for you."

With those words, she glides out of the room, head held high despite — or perhaps because of — the cum decorating her face. The white of my seed stands out against her tan skin, some of it already starting to dry. She's literally wearing me as she goes to marry another man.

I stand there for a moment, trying to process what just happened. I just face-fucked and defiled my friend's mom on her wedding day, and now I'm going to continue the affair on her wedding night. It's wrong on so many levels, but my cock doesn't care about morality. It's already half-hard again just thinking about tonight.

As I slip out of the bridal suite, I can hear the wedding march playing at full volume, announcing Cho's entrance. I picture her walking down the aisle, my cum on her face, her pussy still tender from my cock, thinking about me instead of the man waiting for her at the altar.

Fuck. This is going to be the best wedding night ever — just not for the groom.
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