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Chapter 1

My heart is pounding, and I can feel it in my teeth. I push the door open, and the church lobby yawns out in front of me, all polished wood and stained glass and flickering candles. I’m not supposed to be here yet, but I slip inside anyway, ducking into a small side corridor where Paul – my best friend – waits for me.

He’s pacing, looking stressed. “You made it,” he says, rubbing the back of his neck. “Everything’s chaos. This wedding is killing me.”

“Your mom’s big day, huh?” I say. I try to keep my voice casual, but just mentioning her makes me feel like I’m on fire. She’s so hot. Such a MILF. Brown hair, big tits, the body of a college girl. I can barely think about anything else. “She’s really going through with it?”

“Yeah,” Paul says. “Round two. Can you believe it?”

I can’t. Kelly Underwood getting remarried. I think about how sexy she is, how slutty. How much I jerk off to her. It’s like she’s in my head all the time, teasing me, taunting me. It’s crazy she’s marrying someone else. I shove my hands in my pockets, trying to hide the semi I’ve got just from thinking about her.

Paul looks at me, eyes a little desperate. “Hey, man, I need a favor.”

“Sure,” I say. Anything to help me get closer to his mom.

“I’m running behind. Can you take something to her?” He shoves a box of chocolates into my hands. “Take these to Kelly,” he says, voice low and urgent.

The air feels thick, like I’m breathing in warm water. I nod, swallowing hard. “Yeah. I got it.”

Paul sighs, relieved. “Thanks, dude. You’re saving my life.”

I nod, mouth dry, and slip the box into my pocket. The wrapper crinkles, sounding overly loud in the echoey space. Paul claps me on the shoulder.

Mrs. Underwood… Paul’s mom. She’s the MILF fantasy of my childhood. Hell, she was the MILF fantasy of the entire high school. I take a shaky breath, trying to steel my nerves.

Clutching the box of chocolates in my sweaty hand, I turn to head towards the bridal suite, my heart thudding with each step. In the charged atmosphere of the hushed church, every footfall sounds like a shout - a declaration of forbidden desire.

I push open the door to the bridal suite, mouth dry, pulse hammering in my ears. The latch clicks and I step inside. That first glimpse of Kelly Underwood nearly steals the breath from my lungs. She stands poised before an ornate, gold-framed mirror, a vision of pure seduction in the dimly lit room.

Lacey white bits of nothing cling to her curves, more tantalizing than concealing. The demi-cup bra barely contains her full, heavy breasts. They threaten to spill out with each measured breath. Matching panties ride low on her hips, cut high on her firm ass. Sheer lace frames the shadowed delta between her thighs.

She turns at my entrance, one hand resting on the jutting swell of her hip. A slow, mischievous smirk curves her glossed lips as she catches my eye in the mirror’s reflection. I swallow hard, trying not to stare at the way the silk and lace hug her body like a second skin. But I can’t look away.

Kelly cocks her head, rich brown hair tumbling in a silken waterfall over one ivory shoulder. Her gaze drags down my body and back up again, so heavy and deliberate I can almost feel it like a physical touch. She arches one sculpted brow, eyes sparkling with invitation.

“Tyler,” she purrs, voice a husky murmur in the charged space between us. “What a pleasant surprise.”

“Oh shit!” I exclaim, seeing her in nothing but her bra and panties. Her tits are nearly spilling out of the tiny fabric. “I’m sorry!”

In the gilded light of the suite, her skin seems to glow – honeyed and tempting. The black lace stark against all that smooth flesh. Her dark nipples press against the sheer fabric, the peaked tips clearly visible. I feel my cock twitch in my slacks.

“It’s okay, Tyler. We’re both adults here. And just call me Kelly,” Mrs. Underwood replies with a wink. She takes a step closer, hips swaying. With each slink of her toned thighs, the lace edge of her panties shifts higher. The silk catches the light and shimmers, an erotic beacon drawing my eyes to the shadowed juncture between her legs.

I nearly groan aloud at how sexy this MILF looks. My cock surges to full mast, straining urgently behind my fly. I pray she can’t see how hard I already am, but when her eyes flicker down to my crotch and then back up, glittering with satisfaction, I know she hasn’t missed a thing.

The air between us hums, crackling with unspoken desire. Kelly leans back against the vanity, a deliberate pose of seduction and abandon. The mirror is huge, practically covering the entire wall behind her. Her reflection multiplies in the glass, a kaleidoscope of erotic angles and tantalizing hints of bare skin.

“I hope you brought me something sweet,” she murmurs, voice dripping seduction. “A little treat to celebrate my special day.”

With trembling hands, I fumble the box of chocolates out of my pocket and hold it out to her as my gaze stays focused on her tits. “Y-yeah… sorry. Here you go.”

Her fingers brush mine as she takes it, a bolt of electricity arcing between us at the fleeting touch. She brings the box to her nose and inhales deeply, eyes fluttering closed in sensual bliss.

“Mmmm, smells divine,” she sighs, each word a silken caress. “Almost as delicious as you look right now. Good enough to eat.”

Her lips curl in a wicked grin at my sharp inhale. The implication unmistakable. She sets the chocolates aside, forgotten, and crooks a finger at me. A siren’s call. I am powerless to resist.

In a trance of pure lust, I drift towards her, pulled into the orbit of her magnetism. The scent of her floods my senses. Soft curves beckon, and the pink tip of her tongue darts out to wet her lower lip. A blatant invitation.

I stop a mere foot away, close enough to touch. To take. But I can’t seem to move, frozen in place by the sheer force of my own desperate arousal. Kelly smiles up at me from beneath lowered lashes, a coquettish vixen fully aware of her sexual power.

“Is there… something else I can do for a man like you?” she asks, her gaze drifting toward my bulge. “Maybe, along with the chocolates, you can give me something nice and thick to suck on?”

“I… I should get going, Mrs. Underwood,” I whisper.

I lurch away from Kelly’s intoxicating heat, my head spinning, and stumble towards the bathroom. I need a moment alone. Need to clear my head before I completely lose control. The door bangs shut behind me and I slump back against it, chest heaving. Even the cold tile under my palms can’t quell the raging inferno inside me.

Fluorescent light flickers overhead, harsh and unforgiving. It glints off the polished marble vanity, the gleaming brass taps. Such a stark contrast to the sultry boudoir on the other side of the door. Part of me is relieved for the respite… but mostly I’m just insanely turned on.

With shaking hands, I tear at my belt, my fly. Peel my boxer briefs down just enough to free my angry red cock. It springs out, iron hard and dripping with need. I fist myself in a ruthless grip, hissing at the shock of skin on skin.

Images of Kelly swirl through my fevered brain – a tornado of bared flesh and wicked smiles. The weight of her breast in my hand. The molten look in her eyes when she felt how hard I was for her. Fuck, did I just blow my chance with that MILF?

I start to stroke, a rough, graceless rhythm. Too far gone for finesse. I imagine it’s her hand wrapped around me. Her manicured fingers squeezing just right. I picture shoving that tiny lace bra down, exposing her ripe tits. Wonder if her nipples would be wine dark or pale pink. If they’d taste as good as they look.

My fist flies faster, a frantic tempo that matches my rabbiting pulse. I’d bury my face in her lush cleavage. Motorboat those spectacular jugs until she’s giggling and breathless. Then drag my tongue over one sweet peak, suckle her into my mouth until she cries out. Cup her mound through the damp silk of her panties, feel her heat...

A groan tears from my throat and echoes off the bathroom walls. I’m leaking like a faucet, slicking my pumping fist. Fantasy Kelly shoves her panties aside, spreads her legs wide in shameless invitation. Fucking sopping wet and swollen pink. All for me.

I’d feast on that juicy cunt like a starving man. Lap up her cream until my face is glazed with it. Flickering my tongue over her clit until she’s howling. Finger fuck her dripping pussy till she drenches my hand. The flavor of her explodes across my mind and I practically convulse.

Pleasure curls molten in my core, my balls drawing up tight. The delicious pressure builds at the base of my cock. I strip my dick faster, glutes clenching, breath heaving out in short, sharp pants. Shit shit shit, I’m gonna fucking come, I’m gonna-

The door flies open so hard it bounces off the wall. I yelp, a guilty mix of shock and frustration, and instinctively whirl towards the sink to hide my jutting boner. But it’s too late.

Kelly stands framed in the doorway, one hand propped on her popped hip. A slow, knowing smirk spreads across her face as she leisurely drags her gaze down my body. Somehow, impossibly, I harden even further under her unabashed appraisal.

“Don’t stop on my account,” she purrs, kicking the door shut with the stiletto heel of her crystal encrusted pump. The click of the lock engaging sounds like a gunshot in the small room. “Wow… you’re bigger than I heard you were.”

She slinks closer, a jungle cat stalking her prey, and leans back against the vanity. The stance frames her incredible curves to their best advantage, but I force my eyes to her face. There’s an unfamiliar expression lurking under the seductive mask. Something raw and a little desperate.

“Go ahead,” she coaxes, her voice a silken rasp. “Finish what you started.” Her eyes flicker down to my painful erection before locking back on mine, bazing with dark promise. “Or better yet, let me help you.”

She reaches out and trails one lacquered nail up my forearm, bicep, across my collarbone. I shiver, goosebumps erupting in the wake of her fleeting touch. When her fingers close around mine, still fisted around my straining erection, I nearly jerk out of my skin.

“I’m marrying my husband for his money,” Kelly confesses abruptly, her smoky voice hitching with some unidentifiable emotion. She starts moving our joined hands along my shaft in a slow, maddening glide. “But you, Tyler...you’re the one who can save me from a life of dull mediocrity.”

Her words shock me, even as her bold touch makes me tremble. I never guessed she felt that way about her fiancé. About me. Kelly smiles grimly at my wide eyed reaction, and gives my cock a firm squeeze. Her fingers are so soft and warm. I gasp, fighting the urge to pump my hips.

“Don’t you want to save me, baby?” She runs her tongue along the seam of her lips and gazes up at me from under her lashes. “Be my hero?”

Lust and power swirl together inside me, a dark heady brew. I’m dizzy with it, punch drunk and swaying closer. Until the tips of her breasts just brush my chest, the lace rasping against my overheated skin. Of their own accord, my hands settle on the flare of her hips, thumbs skating over her hipbones.

“Fuck yes,” I rasp. “I want to be your everything.”

Something sparks in her eyes, something fierce and fiery and victorious. Then she smiles, slow and wicked, and sinks gracefully to her knees. I nearly swallow my tongue when she nuzzles into my groin and inhales deeply.

“You smell good,” she hums, rubbing her cheek along my throbbing length like a cat scent marking. “Smell ready for me.”

I make a strangled sound, hands flexing reflexively where they’ve migrated to her silken hair. She chuckles, low and dark, and flicks her tongue out to catch the bead of moisture pearling at my tip.

“I’m going to suck this beautiful cock now, Tyler,” she informs me conversationally, stroking one manicured finger up my underside. “I’m going to swallow down every hard, hot, inch until you’re sobbing for mercy. And then I’m going to drink every last drop of cum you can give me. Any objections?”

“Oh god,” I whimper. I’m lightheaded and panting, one stiff breeze from blowing my load all over her gorgeous face. “Please, Kelly. Please...”

“Good answer.” She grins up at me, pure sin, and parts her glossy lips.

“Fucking hell, Tyler,” Kelly gasps between searing kisses. She bites at my lower lip, drawing it between her teeth before soothing the sting with her tongue. “I’ve wanted you for so long. Dreamed about this, about having you at my mercy.”

I groan into her mouth, my grip on her hips tightening reflexively. Her words kindle the inferno blazing inside me to new heights. I can scarcely believe this is happening. That she’s here in my arms, telling me she wants me. Wants this.

“Let me taste you,” I rasp back. My hand slides up from her hip, over the dip of her waist, to boldly cup the heavy weight of her breast through the lace. She mewls approvingly and arches into my touch, shameless and eager. I roll her stiff nipple between my fingers and she shudders.

“Yesss,” she hisses. Her hands tangle in my hair, tugging just shy of painful as we devour each other. All tongue and teeth and ignited need. “Put your mouth on me, Tyler. Everywhere.”

My head spins at her breathy demand, at the intoxicating feel of her soft curves pressed flush against me. Steam from the shower has filled the small bathroom, the air balmy and slick against our overheated skin. The tile wall is cool against my back, a delicious contrast to the molten heat building between us.

Kelly’s hips grind into mine in a sinuous figure eight, the lace of her panties abrading my aching cock in the most exquisite way. Pleasure jolts like electricity down my spine. I drag my mouth down the slender column of her throat, tasting the salt of her skin, feeling her pulse flutter wildly against my lips.

“Christ, your body,” I murmur, lost in helpless worship as my hands roam greedily. Over the swell of her ass, the flair of her thighs. I can’t touch enough of her. My cock throbs insistently between us, leaking desperately. “You’re fucking perfect.”

“All for you, baby,” Kelly promises. Her arms wind around my neck and she walks us backwards, until my ass hits the bathroom counter. “I’ve saved all my hottest fantasies just for you. Touched myself so many nights thinking about this, about us.”

I can’t suppress an awed moan at that, at the thought of her pleasuring herself to visions of me. My dick jerks against her belly, smearing wetly on her skin. The knowledge that she’s just as affected as I am… it’s the headiest of aphrodisiacs. Suddenly, nothing else matters except the slide of her flesh on mine. The sounds of our sex-soaked panting echoing off the tiled walls.

Through the rising fog of steam, our eyes lock, pupils blown wide with mirrored lust. Droplets of condensation bead on her porcelain skin, in the hollow of her throat, along the seductive dip of her collarbone. I lean down and slowly lick them away, savoring the taste of her. Kelly exhales a shaky sigh, her nails digging delightfully into my shoulders.

“Fuck, Tyler, the things I want you to do to me,” she breathes, a pretty flush pinkening across the tops of her breasts. It makes my mouth water. “Want you to fuck me with this big, perfect cock until I’m screaming. Want to swallow down every drop of your cum. Want you to ruin me for any other man.”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” I groan, the words punched out of me. Her erotic confessions have me throbbing, leaking a steadily growing pool of precum onto my abs. Uninhibited statements of pure sin, and I want to fulfill them all. “I’ll give you everything, Kelly, anything you want. Gonna worship this tight little body until you forget your own name.”

Our lips crash together again, the kiss a filthy clash of panting breaths and stroking tongues. I palm her ass and yank her impossibly closer, until I can feel her wetness seeping through her panties. Until her hard nipples brand me even through layers of lace and silk.

The air shimmers with sexual tension thick enough to drown in. Somehow, through the haze of need, I realize I’m dangerously close to coming untouched. But I’ll be damned if I waste this opportunity by blowing my load prematurely.

Wrenching my mouth away from her addictive kisses, I growl, “On your knees, you MILF slut. Wanna see those pretty lips stretched around my dick.”

Kelly’s eyes flare with surprise and arousal at my assertive tone, but her smirk is pure wicked delight. “Sir, yes sir,” she purrs, giving a cheeky salute. Then she’s slithering down my body to the cool tile floor, a trail of open mouthed kisses branding my skin in her wake.

“Mmmm, I’ve been dying to get my mouth on this fat cock,” Kelly confesses, nuzzling obscenely into my groin. She kisses up the rigid length of me through my boxer briefs, laving and suckling the fabric. The damp heat of her breath has me shuddering.

She mouths at the sticky spot of precum decorating my bulge and moans like it’s the most delicious thing she’s ever tasted. “Fuck, you get me so wet, Tyler. Feel it.” She grabs my wrist and shoves my hand beneath the scrap of her panties until my fingers graze slick, swollen flesh.

I groan rapturously, middle finger immediately circling the hard, throbbing nub of her clit. She bucks into my touch with a slutty whimper. “Jesus, Kelly, you’re fucking soaked.”

“All for you, baby,” she sighs, sounding drunk on arousal. “You make my pussy drip.” Then she’s whipping down my briefs, eyes riveted on my cock as it springs free. It slaps against my belly with an obscene *thwack*, flushed so dark it’s nearly purple and harder than I can ever remember being.

“Oh my god,” Kelly breathes, running reverent fingers through the copious precum oozing from my slit. She uses the slickness to fist me in a tight grip and starts to stroke. “So fucking big and thick and juicy. I knew this cock would be a work of art.”

I damn near cross my eyes from the white hot pleasure of her touch. “Shit, your hand feels so good,” I croak. “Put that perfect mouth on me, bitch.”

“Mmm, I thought you’d never ask,” she purrs, and dives in. Her tongue spears out to trace the ridge around my throbbing head before she closes her lips and sucks me into steamy, wet heat.

“Oh fuck,” I gasp, hands flying to tangle in her hair. The sight of Kelly on her knees, my cock stretching her rouged lips, dark lashes fluttering against her cheeks… it’s almost too much sensation, too overwhelming in its erotic perfection.

I throb heavily against her tongue, more precum surging out to coat the inside of her cheeks. She swirls it around, savoring my flavor, then swallows me down deeper. “Unnngh, fuck yeah, baby, just like that,” I groan as more and more of my shaft disappears between her lips with each tight, slick glide.

Kelly starts to bob her head, sucking me to the root until my fat cockhead bumps the back of her throat. She swallows convulsively around me, taking me deeper, and I nearly see stars. “Holy shit, that’s incredible. Love how you take it so deep. Gonna ruin me for any other mouth, aren’t you?”

She moans her pleased assent around my thickness, the vibrations nearly making my knees buckle. Her hand cups and kneads my heavy sac, rolling the contents in her warm palm. I’m leaking a veritable flood of precum down her throat, my cock jerking untouched in the slick channel of her mouth.

She pulls back until just the tip remains between her lips, flushed and spit-slick and shining. Then she tongues at my weeping slit before sliding lower, trailing open-mouthed kisses down my throbbing vein.

“Mmmm, your cock is a fucking miracle,” she sighs blissfully, painting my shaft with her saliva as she goes. “So hard and hot and thick. Stretches my dirty little mouth so good. And the way you taste...” She sucks me down again to punctuate her point.

I’m hyperventilating, eyes glassy and half-lidded as I watch her worship me with unabashed hunger. The obscene slurps and smacks of her lips and tongue on my flesh echo off the bathroom tiles, a pornographic symphony that only winds me tighter.

“Bet you’re picturing this fat cock splitting your pussy wide open, aren’t you?” I croon to her, breath hitching when she grazes me with a hint of teeth. “Pounding this juicy cunt you’ve been rubbing all over me until it’s gaping and dripping with my cum?”

Kelly whines needily around my dick and I feel her hips grinding in tiny circles, futilely seeking friction. She grips me tighter and speeds up her suction until it borders on ferocious. The wet, filthy noises of her blowing me saturate the steamy air, a lewd chorus I never want to end.

“I’m gonna give this pussy the hard fucking it deserves, don’t you worry,” I vow, voice thin and strained with the effort of not coming down her throat. “Gonna stuff you so full of cock you’ll be feeling it for days. Ruin you for your precious husband’s dick. You’d like that, wouldn’t you bitch?”

She makes a desperate warbling sound and nods frantically, never releasing her oral grip on me. I feel the confession like an electric jolt to my core. “Greedy MILF slut,” I praise on a groan. “Sucking off your son’s best friend on your wedding day, like a bitch in heat. Bet you’d let me fuck a baby into this tight cunt too, huh? Knock you up with my cum?”

Kelly’s eyes roll back with a muffled sob of pure wanton ecstasy at the thought. She gags herself on my cock with renewed abandon, taking me so deep her nose presses into my pubes with each stroke. The knowledge that my filthy words are getting her off, coupled with the unbelievable sensation of her sloppy, enthusiastic mouth, shoves me right to the precarious edge of oblivion.

“Ah shit, gonna come if you keep that up,” I wheeze. I fist my hands in her silky hair and hold her steady as my hips start to piston, fucking into her face with shallow strokes. “Milk my cock with that wet little throat, Mrs. Underwood. Swallow down every fucking drop like you promised.”

My voice is barely recognizable now, a low, lust-drunk growl that vibrates up from my heaving chest. Every muscle in my body screams with the tension of my impending release. Kelly takes my brutal thrusts with visible relish, throating me with single-minded purpose as she bruises her swollen lips on my groin.

“Glllrk glllk glllk,” she slurps and gags, tears sliding down

I grunt and moan, my fingers tangling roughly in Kelly’s hair as I fuck her mouth. Pleasure shoots through my body in electrifying pulses. I’m so close, my cock swelling and throbbing between her lips.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” I pant out. “Swallow it all like a good little slut.”

Kelly looks up at me with lust-filled eyes, her lips stretched obscenely around my shaft as she sucks me hard and fast. The wet sounds of her blowing me fill the small bathroom, echoing off the tiled walls. I feel the pressure building, my balls tightening, the heat pooling in my groin.

I start to thrust my hips, fucking her face, shoving my cock down her throat. She gags and chokes but doesn’t pull away, letting me use her mouth. Drool runs down her chin, smearing her lipstick. It’s so fucking hot and nasty.

“Ohhhh fuuuuck!” I groan loudly as the orgasm rips through me. My whole body shakes and jerks as I explode in Kelly’s mouth, pumping load after load of hot cum down her throat. Wave after wave of raw ecstasy crashes over me. I’ve never felt pleasure this intensely.

Kelly swallows it all, gulping and slurping noisily. Her throat works as she drinks down every drop I give her. Even as I start to go soft, she keeps sucking and licking, making sure she milks me completely dry. The sensation is almost too much on my sensitive flesh but it feels so damn good.

Finally, gasping for breath, I pull out of her mouth. Kelly looks up at me and grins, cum and saliva glistening on her well-used lips. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand.

“Mmm, you taste so good,” she purrs. “I could suck your cock all day.”

I’m still breathing hard, my pulse pounding. I can’t believe that just happened. That I just face-fucked my best friend’s mom on her wedding day and shot a huge load in her mouth. It’s so wrong but it was hands down the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced.

Suddenly, we hear voices and footsteps outside the bridal suite. Shit, the bridesmaids! In a panic, Kelly and I scramble to make ourselves presentable. She smoothens down her hair and wipes the smeared makeup off her face as I stuff my softening cock back into my pants.

I crack open the bathroom door and peek out. The bridesmaids are filing into the room, glasses of champagne in hand, giggling and chattering excitedly. Kelly gives me a little shove.

“Go, quick, before they see you!” she hisses under her breath.

I dart out of the bathroom and make a beeline for the exit as quietly as I can, holding my breath. I risk one final glance back at Kelly as I slip out the door. Our eyes lock, and her face is flushed, her lips curled in a secret, satisfied smile. That look holds the promise of more forbidden encounters to come. My spent cock twitches at the thought.

Then I’m out of the bridal suite and sneaking down the church corridors, my heart still racing, the heated taste of Kelly’s mouth lingering on my lips. What a fucking crazy day. And it’s far from over...


Chapter 2

My leg bounces impatiently as I sit in the hard wooden pew, the droning voice of the priest fading into background noise. Glancing around at the well-dressed wedding guests, their eyes misty and smiles wide, I feel a pang of guilt at what I’m about to do. But the ache in my groin overrides any hesitation.

I wait for the right moment and then discreetly slip out of my seat, careful not to draw attention. My heart races as I melt into the shadows lining the walls of the grand church. Towering stone arches and vivid stained glass stretch above me, but I hardly notice their beauty, focused only on my illicit mission.

Darting from pillar to pillar, I hold my breath every time the click of my dress shoes threatens to echo across the cavernous space. The scent of incense hangs thick in the air. Sweat beads on my forehead despite the chill.

Each time an usher or guest glances my way, I freeze, certain I’ve been caught. But they’re too enamored with the ceremony, dabbing at teary eyes with lace handkerchiefs. If they only knew the blasphemy about to transpire just down the hall...

As I make the final dash to the bridal suite, blood pounds in my ears, nearly drowning out the muffled strains of organ music. I’ve never wanted anything as badly as I want Kelly Underwood in this moment. My cock strains against my slacks, begging to be buried in her wet heat.

I pause in front of the bridal suite door, unable to believe I’m actually going through with this. Seducing my best friend’s mom on her wedding day. Talk about fucked up. But as I picture Kelly waiting for me in sexy lingerie, all toned legs and ample tits, I can’t help myself. I have to have her.

My hand shakes as I grip the doorknob, twisting it slowly. This is it. No going back now...

I step into the bridal suite and freeze, my breath catching in my throat. The sight before me seems conjured from my most depraved fantasies. Kelly stands poised by the vanity, a goddess draped in her bridal dress, shadows and sin weaving around her. Dim crimson light filters through the curtains, painting her flawless skin and the delicate fabric of her gown in a rosy glow.

“I was starting to think you wouldn’t show,” she purrs, her voice dark honey. She turns to face me fully and I nearly lose it right there. My best friend’s mom is a vision of forbidden allure, from the cascade of glossy brown hair spilling over her shoulders, to her captivating eyes, to the elegant white bridal dress that hugs her figure perfectly, its intricate lace and delicate fabric hinting at the forbidden beauty beneath.

I shamelessly admire her figure, still elegant and graceful like a young bride’s despite her 40 years. The delicate bridal gown clings to her form, its lace and satin whispering promises of beauty and elegance. I imagine her standing before the vanity, her veil cascading down her back as she adjusts her dress, the embodiment of timeless allure.

“Didn’t think I’d miss this, did you?” I manage to say, voice hoarse. My cock throbs almost painfully, straining toward her heat.

Kelly smirks as she saunters closer, a wicked glint in her deep brown eyes. Her perfume wraps around me, musky and intoxicating, as she trails a burgundy nail down my chest.

“You naughty boy,” she teases. “Sneaking away from my wedding to fuck the bride. I always knew you wanted me.”

The distant organ still plays, the notes filtering through the thick walls. Someone’s being married out there, and I’m in here with the bride. My cock strains against my pants, painfully hard now.

“The ceremony started,” I say stupidly, like she doesn’t know.

Kelly laughs, a sound like ice cubes clinking in expensive whiskey. She walks toward me, her hips swaying with each step. Her brown eyes never leave mine, and I see something dangerous in them – something hungry.

“I know,” she says. “I’m fashionably late. Poor Gerald is probably sweating bullets out there.” She reaches me, close enough that I can feel the heat from her body. “But I needed to see you first.”

Her perfume wraps around me – something expensive and subtle, nothing like the body sprays the girls at school douse themselves in. Kelly’s scent is mature, designed to make men lose their minds. It’s working.

“Your son would fucking kill me if he knew I was here,” I say, but I don’t move away.

“My son,” she says, pressing her body against mine, her tits squashing against my chest, “doesn’t need to know what his mommy does for fun.” Her hand finds my crotch, squeezing my dick through my pants.

I grip her hips, digging my fingers into her supple flesh as I jerk her against me. She gasps as she feels my erection grinding into her pelvis.

“Can you blame me?” I growl. “Walking around looking like every teenage boy’s wet dream come to life. I bet your poor fiancé’s pathetic cock doesn’t even get hard anymore without popping a blue pill.”

Kelly throws her head back and laughs, a sultry, sinful sound. Then she leans in close, her lips grazing the shell of my ear.

“I don’t want his limp dick,” she breathes, hot and filthy. “I need your young, hard cock stuffing my slutty cunt. I need you to fuck me until I forget my own name. Can you do that for me, baby?”

Her dirty words ignite a primal fire inside me. In one swift motion, I seize her luscious ass and lift her up against me. She wraps her long legs around my waist with a squeal of delight.

“Oh, I’ll fuck you harder and deeper than you’ve ever had it,” I promise darkly as I carry her toward the bed. “Everyone out there is going to hear you screaming on your wedding day as I make you cum on my cock over and over...”

I toss Kelly onto the bed and she lands with a bounce, tits jiggling. Enflamed, I pounce on top of her, my mouth crashing against hers in a furious clash of teeth and tongue. I grope her like a man possessed, palming handfuls of her perfect ass and ripe breasts through the flimsy lace.

She claws at my dress shirt, popping the buttons and raking her nails down my chest hard enough to draw blood. Our kiss turns filthy, all panting breaths and dueling tongues as we devour each other. The heat between us is molten, searing my skin wherever it touches hers.

I hike up her skirt and rip her panties to shreds, too far gone to care about anything but getting my cock inside her. Kelly mewls and spreads her thighs, flashing me her bare, glistening slit. The sight makes me harder than I’ve ever been in my eighteen years.

“Fuck me, Tyler,” she begs, eyes wild and desperate. “Claim this pussy before my joke of a husband does.”

Her dirty words enflame me. I free my straining cock, the head an angry purple and dripping with need, and line it up with her entrance. With one brutal thrust, I bury myself to the hilt in her molten heat.

“Oh FUCK yes!” Kelly cries out, back arching. “Stuff me with that huge cock, baby!”

She feels even better than I imagined, silky soft walls fluttering and clenching around my shaft. For a moment, I’m terrified I’ll cum on the spot like a green boy. But I grit my teeth and hang on, determined to give Kelly the ride of her life.

I start slamming into her cunt with relish, pounding her into the mattress. The bed frame creaks and shudders with each brutal thrust. Kelly takes every inch like a champ, her groans of ecstasy filling the room.

“That’s it, give me that young dick!” she pants, nails scoring my back. “Ruin my fucking pussy! My tiny-dicked husband could never fuck me like this!”

I grip Kelly’s hips bruisingly tight as I rut into her, our flesh slapping obscenely. My heavy balls smack against her ass with each stroke. The sound mixes with our animalistic grunts and moans to create a raunchy symphony.

“You like getting pounded by your son’s best friend?” I growl, hips piston. “On your wedding day? You’re such a filthy slut.”

“Yes, baby, I’m YOUR slut!” Kelly half-screams, tossing her head side to side in rapture. Her pussy flutters wildly around my pistoning cock. “My pussy belongs to you now! That micro-penis loser is just an ATM to me!”

Her lewd cries spur me to fuck her impossibly harder, the fire in my veins roaring as I rut like a beast. I want to ruin her for any other man. The bed rattles so loud I’m sure the whole church must hear it. Good, let them all know the bride is getting the dicking of her life right under their noses.

The pleasure builds to an inferno low in my groin with each vulgar slap of flesh. Kelly thrashes beneath me in ecstasy, her coarse wails surely reverberating through the nave. In this moment, I’ve never felt more powerful, more virile, more alive.

I crush my mouth to Kelly’s in a brutal kiss as I continue violating the marriage bed. Our tongues ravage each other with the same raw ferocity as my cock pummeling her cunt. I swear I can taste her stale fiancé on her lips. It only makes me want to debase her more.

“Mmm yeah, just like that!” Kelly whimpers into my mouth between duels of tongue. “Don’t stop, don’t you dare fucking stop! Your cock is MINE now!”

Gripping Kelly’s hair like a vice, I yank her head back and drive into her brutally from behind. She lets out a choked scream, face contorting in pained bliss as I rail her cunt, each cruel snap of my hips making her huge tits bounce.

“You like getting manhandled by your son’s friend, you dirty bitch?” I snarl, slamming balls-deep and grinding against her cervix.

“Fuck YES!” Kelly wails, clawing at the sheets. “Use me like the filthy whore I am!”

I fold her nearly in half, pushing her knees towards her ears as I mount her. This new angle lets me batter her hole even harder. The wet slaps of my groin smacking her upturned ass fill the suite, mixing with the low background hum of organ music.

Kelly thrashes in debauched ecstasy as I hate-fuck her pussy raw. Her thick ass ripples with each impact. I lean down and hock a wad of spit into her open, moaning mouth.

“Fucking slut,” I growl, wrapping my hands around her slender throat. “Letting a teenage boy ruin your cunt on your wedding day. I bet I fuck you better than your stupid husband ever will.”

Kelly’s eyes roll back in her head as I tighten my grip, cutting off her air. Her cunt convulses around my cock, trying to milk me.

“Can’t...breathe...” she gasps out, but her hips buck to meet my violent thrusts.

I release her throat and she sucks in desperate lungfuls, coughing and sputtering. Her face is flushed and mascara runs down her cheeks. She looks deliciously wrecked.

“You don’t deserve to breathe, you filthy cumdump,” I spit, punctuating each word with a savage thrust. “All you’re good for is getting your holes pounded. Your own son’s friends fuck you better than your joke of a man.”

“Oh god, yes!” Kelly cries, tits heaving as she gulps air. “My worthless tiny-dicked hubby could never make me cum like this! Pound me in to the fucking floor, baby! Break me with that huge dick!”

Her dirty encouragement sends me into a frenzy. I’m rutting into her cunt like a feral animal, grunting and sweating and letting my balls slap obscenely against her taint with brutal abandon. The nasty sounds of sloppy flesh fill the room.

Kelly’s pussy squelches noisily each time I ream her, drenched and sloppy with her arousal. I smear her face into the mattress as I use her like a cocksleeve.

The dress is a mess now, crumpled and twisted between us. It’ll need to be fixed before she walks down the aisle. But right now, neither of us cares. All that matters is the feeling of my cock sliding in and out of her wet heat, the sound of skin slapping against skin, the forbidden pleasure we’re stealing from the ceremony.

“The whole time I’m at the altar,” Kelly pants, her words coming faster now as she gets closer to coming, “I’ll be feeling you inside me. Feeling your cock. Thinking about how you just fucked me.”

The organ music from the sanctuary changes tempo again – they’re getting impatient. Someone will come looking for the bride soon. The urgency adds to my excitement, and I fuck her even harder, rattling the vanity with each thrust.

“Make me come,” she demands. “Make me come on your cock before I have to go marry that limp-dicked old man.”

I reach down, replacing her fingers with mine on her clit, rubbing hard and fast the way I’ve learned she likes it. Kelly throws her head back, her brown hair cascading down her back, her mouth open in a silent scream as she approaches her peak.

“That’s it,” I encourage, feeling my own release building. “Come for me. Come on my cock while wearing your wedding dress.”

Her pussy clenches around me, pulsing rhythmically as she comes. The sight of Kelly Underwood – MILF extraordinaire, soon-to-be society wife, my best friend’s mother – coming undone on my cock while wearing her wedding dress is almost too much to bear.

I feel it building inside me, that familiar pressure that means I’m close. My cock throbs in my hand as I pull out of Kelly’s wet heat. The wedding march plays faintly through the walls, like a twisted soundtrack to our sin. My body trembles, not with guilt but with power. In minutes, she’ll stand at the altar with another man, but right now, she’s mine to mark.

“I’m gonna cum,” I grunt, my voice barely recognizable to my own ears.

Kelly slides down to her knees in front of me, her wedding dress pooling around her like spilled milk. Her lips are swollen from our kissing, her brown hair a mess from where I’ve been pulling it. Those big tits of hers heave with each breath, nipples still hard and peeking through the thin material of her dress.

“Where do you want it, baby?” she purrs, looking up at me with those hungry brown eyes. “Tell me. Tell me what you want.”

My hand works my cock faster, the slick sounds filling the bridal suite. Outside, the music swells. They’re waiting for her. Paul’s waiting for his mom to walk down the aisle, completely clueless that she’s in here with me.

“Your face,” I say, the words pouring out before I can think. “I want to cum all over your fucking face.”

Something lights up in Kelly’s eyes – something wicked and thrilling. She tilts her chin up, offering herself to me like some kind of sacrifice.

“Do it,” she whispers. “Mark me before I marry him.”

The strings of the wedding march grow louder. Someone will come looking for her soon. The thought only makes my cock harder, the danger like a drug in my veins.

“You’re such a slut,” I tell her, my free hand grabbing her hair again, positioning her exactly where I want her. “Getting married today and begging for a teenager’s cum on your face.”

“You love it,” she fires back, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “You love that I’m choosing your cum over my wedding day.”

I stroke faster, my balls tightening. Kelly keeps her face tilted up, her eyes never leaving mine. She’s forty, twice my age, but right now she looks like a college girl hungry for cock. My cock.

“They’re playing your song,” I taunt, nodding toward the door where the wedding march continues. “Shouldn’t you be walking down the aisle right now? Instead of kneeling for your son’s friend?”

“Shut up and cum on me,” she hisses, reaching up to squeeze my balls. “I need to feel it. Need to wear your hot cum while I say my vows.”

That does it. The pressure explodes, rushing up my shaft. My vision blurs at the edges as the first rope of cum shoots out, landing in a streak across Kelly’s left cheek. She moans like she’s being fucked, the sound driving me crazy as I aim the next shot higher, hitting her forehead and into her brown hair.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I chant, my hips jerking forward with each pulse.

The third spurt lands across her nose and right cheek. The fourth decorates her lips, which she parts immediately, catching some on her tongue. I’m still cumming, amazed at how much I have for her, painting her beautiful face with my seed until she’s glistening with it.

When I’m finally empty, I stumble back a step, admiring my work. Kelly’s face is covered, dripping with my cum. It slides down her cheeks, hangs from her chin. Some has landed on the neckline of her wedding dress.

“Holy shit,” I breathe, my chest heaving. “You look so fucking hot right now.”

Kelly’s tongue darts out, collecting what she can reach. Then she looks up at me, her face a mess, and grins.

“How do I look for my wedding, Tyler?”

A knock at the door makes us both freeze.

“Kelly? Are you ready? Everyone’s waiting!” A woman’s voice – one of the bridesmaids, I think.

Kelly keeps her eyes locked on mine as she calls back. “Just finishing my makeup! One minute!”

We both stifle our laughter, the absurdity and danger of the situation hitting us at the same time.

“Wear it,” I say suddenly, the words coming from some primal part of me I didn’t know existed. “Wear it to the altar.”

Kelly’s eyes widen, then narrow with mischief. “You want me to marry him with your cum on my face?”

“Yes.” My cock twitches, already stirring again at the thought. “Let him kiss you with my cum still on your lips.”

She stands slowly, careful not to disturb her dress any more than our fucking already has. Walking to the vanity, she studies her reflection in the mirror. Her face is a mess, streaked with white. Some has even landed in her eyelashes.

I expect her to clean up, to wipe away the evidence of what we’ve done. Instead, she reaches for a tissue and dabs lightly at the more obvious spots, leaving a thin sheen everywhere else. With careful precision, she fixes her makeup around my drying cum, incorporating it into her bridal glow.

“Is this what you had in mind?” she asks, turning to show me her handiwork.

My mouth goes dry. She looks immaculate at first glance, a beautiful bride ready for her moment. But I can see it – the faint traces of my cum still on her skin, cleverly disguised as highlighter or setting powder. Only someone who knew what to look for would spot it.

“Perfect,” I croak, my cock now fully hard again.

Another knock, more insistent this time.

“Kelly, seriously! The music’s started three times now!”

Kelly smirks at me, then moves close, pressing her body against mine one more time. Her hand finds my erection and squeezes.

“I have a proposition for you,” she whispers against my ear. “Come to the hotel tonight. Room 1408.”

“What about your husband?” I ask, though I don’t really care.

Kelly’s laugh is low and dirty. “He’ll be there too. But he won’t know you are.”

My eyebrows shoot up. “What?”

“I got some sleeping pills,” she explains, her hand still working my cock through my pants. “Strong ones. He’ll be out cold by ten. I’ll text you when it’s safe to come up.” Her lips brush against my ear as she adds, “I want you to fuck me on my wedding night while he sleeps right next to us.”

A fresh surge of lust hits me so hard I almost double over. “You’re fucking crazy.”

“And you love it.” She bites my earlobe. “Say yes.”

“Yes,” I groan, unable to resist.

“Good boy.” Kelly steps back, adjusts her wedding dress one final time, and heads for the door. With her hand on the knob, she pauses and looks back at me. “Give me twenty minutes before you come out. And Tyler?”

“Yeah?”

Her smile is pure sin. “Don’t jerk off again. Save everything for tonight. I want you to fill me up while my new husband sleeps beside us.”

Then she’s gone, the door clicking shut behind her. I sink onto a nearby chair, my heart hammering in my chest. Through the walls, I hear the wedding march start up again, this time for real. I picture Kelly walking down the aisle, her face still secretly marked with my cum. I imagine her saying her vows, kissing her new husband, all while planning to fuck me later that night.

The image of her standing at the altar with my seed on her face burns in my mind. In a few hours, I’ll be in their honeymoon suite, fucking a bride on her wedding night while her clueless husband snores beside us.

I check my watch. Five more hours until I can claim Kelly again. The wait is going to kill me, but I know it’ll be worth it. And just like that, I’ve got something no other guy my age has – a MILF bride who wants me more than her own husband, even on her wedding day.


Thank you for reading! If you enjoyed this story, you can receive exclusive updates on my future books by:

SUBSCRIBING TO MY NEWSLETTER

OR

FOLLOWING ME ON AMAZON

cover.jpeg





