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Chapter 1

I step into the church lobby, tugging at my too-tight collar as the air conditioning hits my face. The place smells like old wood and flower arrangements, and my eyes dart around the space looking for a familiar face.

My buddy Paul should be here somewhere, probably freaking out about his mom's wedding. I've known Paul since freshman year. Now, we’re freshmen in college, but thoughts of his mom Kelly make my dick twitch in my pants. She's the hottest MILF I've ever seen, and the thought of her in a wedding dress has my imagination running wild.

"Tyler! Over here, man." Paul waves at me from across the lobby, looking stressed in his ill-fitting tux. His brown hair is slicked back, and he's fidgeting with a box in his hands.

I weave through clusters of guests to reach him. "Hey, dude. Big day, huh?" I give him a quick bro-hug, slapping his back.

"Yeah, I guess." Paul sighs, leaning against the wall. "Mom's getting married again. This is husband number three, if you're keeping count."

I nod, trying to look sympathetic while my brain immediately conjures images of Kelly. Fuck, she's hot. At forty, she looks better than most of the girls at our college. Those big tits that strain against whatever she wears. That ass that makes my mouth water when she walks by the pool during summer parties.

"You okay with it?" I ask, pretending to care about his feelings while my cock stirs at the thought of seeing Kelly today.

"Whatever makes her happy, right?" Paul shrugs. "The guy's loaded, so at least there's that. He's like twice her age though."

My mind drifts as Paul rambles about his soon-to-be stepdad. All I can think about is Kelly Underwood and her perfect body. Those big, firm tits that bounce when she laughs. Her tight ass that looks incredible in jeans or dresses or anything she wears. Her beautiful face with those full lips that I imagine wrapped around my cock every time I jerk off.

And I jerk off thinking about her a lot. Sometimes twice a day. In the shower before school, stroking my hard cock as I picture her on her knees, looking up at me with those brown eyes. At night, in bed, imagining bending her over and pounding into her as she moans my name. Fuck, I'm getting hard just standing here in church.

"Earth to Tyler?" Paul waves a hand in front of my face. "You zoning out on me, man?"

"Sorry," I mutter, shifting my stance to hide my growing erection. "Just, uh, thinking about the game next Friday."

"Sure you were." Paul rolls his eyes. "Look, I need a favor. I'm running behind on setting up the reception hall, and I still need to deliver these chocolates to my mom." He holds up the box he's been fidgeting with. "Could you take these to the bridal suite? It's down the hall, last door on the left."

My heart practically stops. "You want me to go to the bridal suite? Where your mom is getting ready?"

"Yeah, just knock first. The bridesmaids are probably with her." Paul shoves the box into my hands. "Thanks, man. I owe you."

Before I can respond, he's already hurrying away, leaving me standing there with a box of chocolates and a semi-hard cock. Fuck yes. This is like one of my fantasies coming to life.

I make my way down the hallway, my heart pounding. With each step, my imagination runs wild. What if she's alone? What if she's in her wedding dress? What if she's changing? My cock gets harder as I approach the door, and I have to take a deep breath to calm myself.

I knock lightly, but there's no answer. After a moment's hesitation, I knock again, louder this time. Still nothing. Fuck it. I push the door open slowly, just planning to leave the chocolates inside.

"Hello? Ms. Underwood? I've got something from Paul —" My words die in my throat as I see her.

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

Kelly Underwood stands before a full-length mirror in nothing but a lacy white bra and matching panties. The scant light from the window catches on her skin, making her glow like some kind of sex goddess. Her brown hair falls in loose waves over her shoulders, and her eyes find mine in the mirror, a mischievous smirk playing on her full lips.

"Tyler Brady," she purrs, turning to face me. "What a pleasant surprise."

My mouth goes dry as I drink her in. Her tits are even more spectacular than I imagined, spilling over the cups of her bra, the fabric barely containing them. Her waist is narrow, flaring out to curvy hips that make my fingers itch to grab them. The panties hug her ass perfectly, showing off the round globes I've fantasized about slapping as I fuck her from behind.

"I, uh, Paul asked me to bring these," I stammer, holding up the box of chocolates like an idiot while my eyes feast on her body. Her stomach is flat, her legs long and toned. She looks like a fucking college girl, not someone's forty-year-old mom.

"How thoughtful." Kelly takes a step toward me, and I swear I can smell her perfume — something sweet and musky that makes my cock throb against my zipper. "Just set them down anywhere."

I place the box on a nearby table, unable to tear my eyes away from her. Her face is even more beautiful up close — flawless skin, full lips painted red, and those brown eyes that seem to see right through me. She knows exactly what she's doing to me, and she's enjoying every second of it.

"Like what you see?" she asks, her voice dropping to a husky whisper as she runs a hand down her side, drawing my attention to the curve of her hip.

"Fuck," I whisper, not meaning to say it out loud. My cock is rock hard now, straining painfully against my dress pants.

Kelly's eyes drift down to my obvious bulge, and her smirk widens. "My, my, Tyler. Is that all for me?" She steps closer, close enough that I can feel the heat radiating from her skin. "I've seen how you look at me by the pool, you know. Such a big, strong quarterback with such... big... appetites."

I swallow hard, my heart hammering in my chest. Is this really happening? Kelly Underwood, the star of all my jerk-off sessions, is standing nearly naked in front of me, eyeing my hard cock like it's a prize she wants to claim.

"Your son's my friend," I manage to say, though my body is screaming at me to shut up and take what she's offering.

"And I'm about to be someone's wife," she counters, reaching out to straighten my tie, her fingers lingering on my chest. "But that doesn't mean we can't enjoy the view, does it?"

Her eyes lock with mine, heavy with invitation, and I know in this moment that all my fantasies about Kelly Underwood weren't just teenage delusions. She wants me as much as I want her, and my cock pulses with anticipation of what might happen next.

Kelly takes another step toward me, so close now that her tits nearly brush against my chest. Her fingertips trail down my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. The scent of her perfume fills my nose, making my head swim with lust. My cock strains against my pants, throbbing painfully as she leans in, her lips just inches from my ear.

"You've grown up so handsome, Tyler," she whispers, her warm breath sending shivers down my spine. "All those muscles from football practice." Her hand squeezes my bicep, then slides to my chest. "I bet all the girls at school just throw themselves at you."

I try to respond, but my throat's too dry. All I can manage is a weak "Yeah, sometimes."

Kelly laughs, the sound low and seductive. Her hand moves lower, tracing the outline of my abs through my shirt. "And I bet you know exactly what to do with them, don't you? A big, strong boy like you."

Her eyes drop to the obvious bulge in my pants, and a wicked smile spreads across her face. Fuck, she's looking right at my hard cock. My pulse races as her hand hovers dangerously close to my crotch.

"My, my," she purrs, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "Looks like someone's excited to see the bride before the wedding."

My face burns, but my cock only gets harder under her gaze. The head pushes against my zipper, and I can feel a spot of precum dampening my underwear.

"I should probably..." I gesture vaguely toward the door, but make no move to leave.

Kelly's eyes lock onto mine, hungry and predatory. "Your cock looks so big, Tyler," she says bluntly, dropping all pretense. "I can see it straining against your pants. Are you thinking about fucking me? Right here in my bridal suite?"

"Fuck," I groan, the word escaping before I can stop it. My dick twitches visibly, and Kelly notices, her smile growing wider.

"I need to use the bathroom," I blurt out, desperate for some relief from this torturous arousal. If I don't get my hand on my cock soon, I might explode right here in front of her.

Kelly steps back, gesturing to a door on the far side of the room. "Of course. Take all the time you need." The look in her eyes tells me she knows exactly what I'm planning to do.

I practically stumble to the bathroom, shutting the door behind me and leaning against it, breathing hard. The fluorescent lights buzz overhead, harsh after the soft lighting of the bridal suite. My reflection in the mirror shows a flushed face and wild eyes, like a guy about to lose his mind.

"Holy fuck," I whisper to myself, fumbling with my belt. My hands shake as I unzip my pants and push them down along with my boxers. My cock springs free, rock hard and already leaking precum. I've never been this turned on in my life.

I wrap my hand around my shaft, groaning at the contact. The image of Kelly in that lacy lingerie is burned into my brain — those big tits practically spilling out of her bra, the curve of her ass in those tiny panties. I start stroking myself, fast and rough.

"Fuck, Kelly," I mutter under my breath, leaning over the sink as I jerk my cock. In my mind, she's on her knees in front of me, those red lips wrapped around my shaft, looking up at me with those hungry brown eyes. I imagine grabbing her hair, shoving my cock deeper into her throat, making her gag on it.

My hand moves faster, gripping tighter. The slick sound of my palm sliding over my wet cock echoes in the small bathroom. I'm so close already, the pressure building at the base of my spine. I think about bending Kelly over the counter, ripping those panties off, and shoving my cock into her wet pussy. Fucking her hard while she begs for more, those big tits bouncing with each thrust.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum," I gasp, my breath coming in short, staccato bursts. My legs tremble, my balls tightening as I get closer to the edge.

I'm so lost in my fantasy that I don't hear the door open. The first sign I'm not alone anymore is a soft hand covering mine, stopping my frantic strokes. I freeze, my cock throbbing in our joined grip.

"Let me help you with that," Kelly's husky voice cuts through my haze of lust. She's standing right behind me, her nearly naked body pressed against my back, her hand wrapped around mine on my cock.

"What the —" I start, but the words die in my throat as she starts moving our hands together, stroking my cock in a slow, deliberate rhythm.

"I could hear you moaning my name," she whispers, her lips brushing against my ear. "Did you think I wouldn't know what you were doing in here? Jerking this big cock while thinking about fucking me?"

My eyes roll back in my head when she exhales another hot breath against my neck. She takes full control now, her fingers wrapping around the base of my cock with surprising strength as she strokes up and down, making my breath catch in my throat. Kelly's skillful hands work their magic on me, caressing my length in a way that has me seeing stars.

"Does that feel good?" she asks, her voice sultry in my ear.

"Fuck yes," I groan, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand. "Don't stop."

"I knew you'd have a big cock," she says, squeezing me harder. "I've watched you staring at my tits by the pool, at my ass when I bend over. I've seen the way you look at me when you think no one's watching."

I can only moan in response, too overwhelmed by her touch to form words. Her free hand reaches around to cup my balls, rolling them gently between her fingers.

"I'm marrying for his money," she says suddenly, her voice taking on an edge I haven't heard before. "But you, you're the one who can save me from a life of dull mediocrity." Her hand speeds up on my cock, matching the desperate rhythm I had set before she interrupted. "That old man can't fuck me the way I need to be fucked. But you can, can't you, Tyler? You can give me what I really need."

Her grip tightens, and I'm on the verge of exploding in her hand. The taboo nature of the situation — my friend's mom, about to be married, jerking me off in a church bathroom — only makes it hotter, more urgent.

"Let me show you what a real woman can do," Kelly purrs, her thumb circling the sensitive head of my cock, spreading the precum that's leaking steadily now. "Let me show you why you've been jerking off to me all these years."

I spin around, pressing Kelly against the bathroom wall. Our mouths crash together, tongues instantly fighting for dominance. She tastes like mint and expensive lipstick, and I groan into her mouth as her hand continues to stroke my throbbing cock. My hands find her tits, squeezing the soft flesh that spills over her bra. Fuck, they feel even better than I imagined — firm yet yielding under my fingers as I knead them roughly.

"Jesus Christ," I pant against her lips, "I've wanted this for so fucking long."

Kelly moans, arching her back to push her tits further into my hands. "Show me how bad you want it, Tyler. Show me what that young cock can do."

I yank down the cups of her bra, exposing her tits completely. Her nipples are hard, begging for attention. I pinch one between my fingers, making her gasp.

"You like that, don't you?" I growl, my confidence building with every second. "You like being manhandled by your son's friend?"

"Fuck yes," she hisses, her hand speeding up on my cock. "I've seen you looking at me. I know you jerk this big cock thinking about me."

Our tongues tangle again, the kiss wet and sloppy. My hands roam down to her ass, squeezing the firm globes through her lace panties. I pull her against me, grinding my bare cock against her stomach.

"Tell me what you want," I demand, surprising myself with my boldness.

Kelly's eyes darken with lust. "I want to taste that cock. I want to feel it in my mouth, down my throat." She drops to her knees right there on the bathroom floor, her eyes never leaving mine. "I want you to fuck my mouth like you've been dreaming about."

The sight of Kelly Underwood — MILF extraordinaire, about to be married, my friend's fucking mom — on her knees in front of me makes my cock twitch violently. Precum beads at the tip as she leans forward, her breath hot against my sensitive skin.

"Such a big cock for such a young man," she purrs, her tongue darting out to lick the underside of my shaft. "Much bigger than my fiancé's."

I groan as her tongue swirls around the head, gathering the precum before she looks up at me with a wicked smile. "Delicious," she whispers, then suddenly engulfs the head of my cock between her lips.

"Holy fuck!" I gasp, my knees nearly buckling at the sensation. Her mouth is hot and wet, her lips stretched wide around my girth. She takes me deeper, her tongue working magic along the sensitive underside of my cock.

Kelly's head bobs, taking more of my length with each movement. Wet, sloppy sounds fill the bathroom as she services my cock, her cheeks hollowing with the suction. Strands of saliva connect her lips to my shaft when she pulls back to catch her breath.

"Your cock tastes so good, Tyler," she murmurs, stroking me with her hand as she speaks. "Better than I imagined." Then she's back on me, taking me even deeper this time.

My hands find their way to her hair, fingers tangling in the brown locks. The sight of her red lips stretched around my cock, lipstick smearing along my shaft, is the hottest thing I've ever seen. Each suck sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body.

"That's it," I encourage, my voice thick with lust. "Suck that cock. Show me what that mouth can do."

She moans around my length, the vibrations making me throb. Her hand cups my balls, massaging them gently as she works more of my cock into her mouth. When the head hits the back of her throat, she gags slightly but doesn't pull back.

Something primal awakens in me at that sound. My grip on her hair tightens, and I start to take control.

"You want me to fuck your mouth?" I ask, my voice dropping an octave. "You want me to use you like the slut you are?"

Kelly's eyes flash with excitement as she nods, my cock still between her lips. That's all the permission I need.

I hold her head steady with both hands and start to thrust my hips, pushing my cock deeper into her throat. She gags again, harder this time, but I don't stop. Her eyes water, mascara starting to run, but the look she gives me isn't one of protest — it's pure, wanton desire.

"Take it," I command, thrusting faster. "Take my cock down your fucking throat."

My balls slap against her chin with each thrust, adding to the obscene symphony of wet, gagging sounds. Kelly's hands grip my thighs, not pushing me away but pulling me closer, encouraging me to go harder, deeper.

"You fucking slut," I growl, the dirty talk spilling out of me naturally. "Sucking my cock right before your wedding. What would your fiancé think if he saw you now, choking on my dick?"

She moans around my shaft, the vibration sending new waves of pleasure through me. Tears stream down her cheeks as I hit the back of her throat repeatedly, but she doesn't try to pull away. Instead, her fingers dig into my thighs, urging me to continue.

I'm relentless now, holding her head in place as I thrust in and out of her mouth. The sight of my cock disappearing between those red lips over and over has me on the edge already. Kelly gags and chokes, saliva dripping down her chin and onto her tits. It's messy and raw and so fucking hot.

"Fuck, you're taking my cock so good," I pant, my rhythm becoming more erratic as pleasure builds. "Choking on it like a good little whore."

Kelly's eyes roll back slightly as I push particularly deep, holding her there for a moment while she struggles to breathe around my girth. When I finally let her pull back, she gasps for air, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock.

"Yes," she rasps, her voice hoarse from the rough treatment. "Use my mouth. Fuck my throat. Make me your whore."

I grab her hair again, tighter this time, and slam my cock back into her waiting mouth. The wet, sloppy sounds of her gagging fill the small bathroom, mixing with my grunts and her muffled moans. Her lipstick is completely smeared now, red marks staining my cock and her chin.

"Such a dirty fucking MILF," I taunt, my balls tightening with each thrust. "Bet you've been dreaming of this young cock for years."

She nods as best she can with my dick shoved down her throat, her eyes watering but still locked on mine. I can see the lust there, the desperation. Kelly Underwood, the fantasy of every guy at school, is on her knees in a bathroom, letting me use her mouth like a sex toy.

The power of it all makes my head swim. I'm face-fucking my friend's mom on her wedding day, and she's loving every second of it. Her hands move to my ass now, pulling me deeper into her throat with each thrust. She's not just taking it — she's begging for more.

"That's it," I growl, watching my cock disappear between her lips again and again. "Choke on my cock. Show me how badly you want it."

"Get up," I command, pulling my cock from Kelly's mouth. Her lips are swollen, mascara running down her cheeks. "On the counter. I want to fuck your throat properly."

Kelly's eyes flash with excitement as she rises to her feet, quickly turning to lie on her back on the bathroom counter. Her head hangs off the edge, those perfect tits pointing upward, still spilling out of her bra. In this position, her throat forms a straight line, perfect for what I have in mind.

"Look at you," I growl, stroking my wet cock as I position myself at her upside-down face. "Such an eager slut. Ready to let your son's friend use your throat like a fleshlight."

Kelly opens her mouth wide, sticking out her tongue in invitation. "Do it," she rasps, her voice already rough from the face-fucking I've given her. "Wreck my throat, Tyler. Show me what that big young cock can do."

I grip the base of my cock with one hand and her forehead with the other, holding her head steady as I guide my length into her waiting mouth. The angle is perfect — her throat opens up before me like a tight, wet tunnel. I push forward, watching as inch after inch disappears past her stretched lips.

"Holy fuck," I groan as I feel the head of my cock slide deeper than before, straight into her throat. Kelly gags immediately, her throat convulsing around my shaft. The sensation is incredible — tight, wet pressure squeezing my cock from all sides.

I don't give her time to adjust. Gripping her hair with both hands now, I start to thrust, watching in awe as my cock disappears completely into her throat with each forward movement. Her neck bulges visibly with each thrust, showing the outline of my cock as it invades her throat.

"Take it, you fucking whore," I snarl, my hips picking up speed. "This is what you wanted, isn't it? To be used like a piece of meat on your wedding day?"

Kelly's hands grab at the counter edge, her body tensing as she struggles to breathe around my pounding cock. Tears stream freely from her eyes now, mascara running down her temples into her hair. The sight only fuels my aggression.

"You're nothing but a cock-hungry bitch," I continue, the dirty talk flowing out of me like I was born for this. "Getting throat-fucked by a teenager while your fiancé waits at the altar. What a fucking slut."

The degrading words seem to turn her on even more. Her hands move to her tits, squeezing and pinching her nipples as I ravage her throat. She's moaning around my cock, the vibrations adding another layer of pleasure to the tight, wet suction.

I thrust harder, faster, my balls slapping against her face with each movement. The wet, choking sounds she makes are obscene — loud gags and gurgles that echo off the bathroom walls. Saliva pours from her stretched lips, running down her face and into her hair.

"You like choking on my cock, don't you, slut?" I taunt, giving her hair a sharp tug. "Your throat feels so fucking good. Better than any pussy I've ever had."

Kelly's eyes roll back as I push particularly deep, holding my cock in her throat for several seconds. Her body spasms, chest heaving as she fights for air around my girth. When I finally pull back, she gasps desperately, only to have her airways blocked again as I slam back in.

"Fucking take it," I growl, establishing a brutal rhythm that has her gagging continuously. "Take every fucking inch of my cock down your slutty throat."

The power I feel is intoxicating. This gorgeous MILF, this fantasy woman who's starred in countless jerk-off sessions, is letting me use her throat like a sex toy. Her neck bulges with each thrust, her face turning red from the lack of oxygen, yet she doesn't try to stop me. Instead, her hands move frantically over her body, pinching her nipples and even sliding down to rub herself through her panties.

"You're getting off on this, aren't you? Getting your throat destroyed while you touch yourself. What a fucking whore you are, Kelly. A filthy, cock-hungry whore."

The combination of the tight throat, the obscene sounds, and the visual of Kelly's tits bouncing with each thrust has me approaching my limit. Heat builds at the base of my spine, my balls tightening as that familiar pressure grows.

"I'm gonna cum," I pant, my rhythm becoming more erratic. "Gonna shoot my load all over those perfect tits."

I pull out of her throat with a wet pop, Kelly gasping for air as I quickly move to straddle her chest. My cock is slick with her saliva as I stroke it furiously, aiming at her heaving tits. Kelly's eyes lock onto mine, mascara-streaked and watering, but filled with wanton desire.

"Do it," she croaks, her voice wrecked from the throat-fucking. "Cum on me, Tyler. Mark me with your hot cum."

That's all it takes to push me over the edge. With a guttural groan, my cock erupts, shooting thick ropes of cum across her tits. The first blast hits her right nipple, the second and third coating both breasts in white streaks. The intensity of my orgasm has my whole body shaking, pleasure radiating outward from my core as I empty myself onto her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I chant, milking every last drop onto her skin. The sight of my cum on Kelly's tits is the most erotic thing I've ever seen — white streaks contrasting against her tanned skin, some of it pooling in the valley between her breasts.

Kelly moans, running her fingers through the mess I've made, spreading it over her nipples. "So much cum," she purrs, her voice still hoarse. "So thick and hot. Just what I needed before I say 'I do' to that old man."

I'm still catching my breath as I climb off her, my softening cock still sensitive from the intense orgasm. Kelly sits up, cum dripping down her chest as she moves. Before I can stop her, she's on her knees again, taking my spent cock into her mouth for one last gentle suck.

"Mmm," she hums, releasing me with a wet pop. "I'll be thinking about this cock all through my vows."

I grab a handful of her hair, using my spent cock to smear my remaining cum across her lips and cheeks. "Now you're marked as my slut," I say, surprising myself with my continued dominance even after cumming.

Kelly just smiles, giving the head of my cock a final kiss and suck. "And I love it," she whispers, looking up at me with those sultry brown eyes.

A sudden knock on the door makes us both freeze.

"Kelly? Are you in there? We need to help you into your dress!" A woman's voice — one of the bridesmaids — calls from the bridal suite.

"Just a minute!" Kelly calls back, her voice still rough from the throat-fucking. She rises quickly to her feet, cum still glistening on her tits and face. "Go," she whispers to me. "I'll distract them while you slip out."

I tuck my cock back into my pants, still in disbelief at what just happened. Kelly winks at me, making no move to clean the cum from her body as she opens the bathroom door just enough to poke her head out.

"I'll be right there," I hear her saying as I edge toward the main door of the suite. "Just finishing up my makeup."

As I slip out of the room, I hear the bridesmaids chattering excitedly, completely unaware that the bride has just been marked with my cum minutes before she's supposed to walk down the aisle.


Chapter 2

I sit in the wooden pew, surrounded by well-dressed guests, my mind a million miles from the ceremony happening before me. The church smells like old wood and flowers, but all I can think about is the taste of Kelly's mouth, the feel of her throat around my cock, the sight of my cum glistening on her tits. My cock stirs in my pants at the memory, and I shift uncomfortably. The priest drones on about holy matrimony while I'm picturing the bride-to-be gagging on my dick just thirty minutes ago.

Paul sits a few rows ahead, standing with the other groomsmen. He has no idea what his mom and I just did. No clue that my cum was probably still drying on her skin when she put on her wedding dress.

The old guy at the altar — Kelly's soon-to-be husband — looks nervous and happy. Fucking clueless. He has no idea his bride was just begging for my teenage cock, calling herself my slut while I face-fucked her in the bathroom.

I can't sit still. My leg bounces with restless energy as the ceremony crawls along. Kelly hasn't appeared yet — they're still doing readings or some shit. All I know is that I need to see her again. Need to touch her again.

Before I can talk myself out of it, I'm rising from my seat, slipping to the end of the pew. A few people glance my way, but most are focused on the ceremony. I duck low, making my way toward the side door of the church, pretending I'm just heading to the bathroom.

Once I'm in the hallway, my heart races. I'm really doing this. I'm going to find Kelly before she walks down the aisle. My cock is already half-hard at the thought.

I move quickly down the corridor, sticking close to the wall. Voices echo from different directions — wedding coordinators, late guests, church staff. I duck into an alcove as a pair of bridesmaids hurry past, giggling about something. Their dresses are the same light blue as the decorations I saw earlier.

When they're gone, I continue my stealthy journey, adrenaline pumping through my veins. This is insane. If I get caught, I'll never live it down. But the memory of Kelly's mouth, her tits, her dirty words pushes me forward.

I nearly run into an older woman — probably a relative — coming around a corner. I mumble something about looking for the restroom, and she points me in the opposite direction of where I'm headed. I thank her and pretend to follow her directions until she's out of sight.

Finally, I reach the bridal suite. The door is closed, and I press my ear against it, listening for voices. Silence. Is she alone? Has she already left to walk down the aisle? My stomach knots at the thought that I might have missed her.

Fuck it. I knock softly, then turn the handle and push the door open just enough to peek inside.

"Kelly?" I whisper.

"Tyler?" Her voice comes from inside, sounding surprised but pleased. "Get in here, quick."

I slip into the room and close the door behind me, turning the lock with a soft click. When I turn around, the sight before me steals my breath away.

Kelly stands in the center of the room, fully dressed in her wedding gown. The dress is sleek and form-fitting, pure white satin that hugs every curve of her body like a second skin. The neckline plunges deep between her breasts, showing off the top swells of her tits. The material clings to her tiny waist before flaring slightly at her hips, emphasizing her hourglass figure.

"Holy shit," I breathe, my cock instantly hardening to full attention. "You look..."

"Fuckable?" Kelly finishes for me, a wicked smile playing on her lips. She does a slow turn, and I nearly groan at the sight of her ass perfectly outlined by the clingy fabric. The dress dips low in the back too, revealing a stretch of tanned skin that my fingers itch to touch.

Her brown hair is styled in an elegant updo, a few loose curls framing her face. Her makeup is perfect again — no trace of the mess I made of her earlier. Diamond earrings catch the light when she moves, and a simple veil hangs from a tiara perched on her head.

"Very fuckable," I agree, my voice husky with renewed desire. "The sexiest bride I've ever seen."

Kelly's eyes darken as she takes a step toward me. "I was hoping you'd come find me," she purrs, her gaze dropping to the obvious bulge in my pants. "I need one more taste of that young cock before I walk down the aisle."

My heart pounds so hard I'm sure she can hear it. "What about your bridesmaids? The ceremony?"

"The coordinator thinks I'm having a private moment of reflection before the ceremony," she explains, closing the distance between us. Her perfume envelops me, making my head swim with desire. "We have about ten minutes before they come looking for me."

Her hand reaches out, cupping my erection through my pants. "That's enough time for one good fuck, don't you think? Something to remember while I'm saying my vows to that old man."

The taboo nature of the situation — Kelly in her wedding dress, about to go marry another man, groping me in the bridal suite — has me harder than I've ever been in my life.

"You're so fucking bad," I growl, grabbing her waist and pulling her against me. "Such a slutty bride."

"Only for you," she whispers, her lips brushing mine. "I need to feel this cock inside me before I walk down that aisle. Need you to fuck me in my wedding dress."

That's all the invitation I need. I crash my lips against hers, my hands immediately finding her ass through the satiny fabric. She moans into my mouth, her tongue dueling with mine as she grinds her body against my hard cock.

"Make it quick," she gasps between kisses. "Make it hard. Show me what I'll be missing when I marry that limp-dicked old man."

I spin her around, pressing her against the wall as my hands roam over her body, feeling every curve through the wedding dress. My fingers find her tits, squeezing them roughly through the fabric.

"I'm going to fuck you so hard you'll feel me during your vows," I promise, my voice thick with lust. "You'll be standing there, feeling my cum dripping down your thighs while you say 'I do.'"

Kelly moans, arching into my touch. "Yes," she hisses. "That's exactly what I want."

My hands roam all over Kelly's body, groping her tits and ass through the wedding dress. The satin is smooth under my fingers, but what I really want is to feel her skin. Our mouths never separate as we kiss desperately, tongues fighting for dominance. I push her harder against the wall, grinding my rock-hard cock against her through our clothes. She moans into my mouth, her hands clawing at my back, pulling me closer.

"I need to feel you," I growl against her lips, my fingers already bunching up the fabric of her dress. "Need to be inside you right fucking now."

Kelly whimpers, her hips bucking against mine. "Do it," she pants. "Fuck me in my wedding dress."

I grab handfuls of the white satin, slowly dragging it upward. The material rustles as it rises, revealing her tanned legs inch by tantalizing inch. First her calves, then her knees, then her smooth thighs. My cock throbs painfully in my pants as more of her skin is exposed.

"Hurry," she urges, her voice thick with need. "We don't have much time."

When the dress is bunched around her waist, I groan at the sight of her barely-there white lace panties. They're so thin I can see the outline of her pussy lips through the delicate fabric. A damp spot has already formed where her arousal soaks through.

"Fucking hell," I mutter, pressing my palm against her mound. "Already so wet for me."

Kelly moans, grinding against my hand. "Been wet since I sucked your cock," she admits. "Couldn't stop thinking about having you inside me."

I hook my fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them to the side rather than removing them completely. Her pussy is exposed to me now — pink, swollen, and glistening with arousal. I run a finger through her slick folds, making her gasp.

"Please," she begs, her eyes wild with need. "No teasing. Just fuck me."

I fumble with my belt, my hands shaking with urgency. The sound of my zipper seems obscenely loud in the quiet room. I push my pants and boxers down just enough to free my cock, which springs up hard and ready.

Kelly's eyes lock onto my length, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. "God, yes," she whispers. "That's what I need."

I grab her ass with both hands, lifting her slightly against the wall. Her legs wrap around my waist automatically, the bunched wedding dress rustling between us. The head of my cock nudges against her entrance, feeling the heat and wetness waiting for me.

"Say it again," I demand, holding myself at her opening. "Tell me what you need."

"I need your cock," she moans, trying to push herself down onto me. "Need you to fuck me hard before I go marry that old man."

That's all I need to hear. With a powerful thrust, I bury myself inside her to the hilt. We both cry out at the sensation — her pussy is tight, hot, and so fucking wet around my cock.

"Fuck!" Kelly gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders through my jacket. "Your cock is so big. So much bigger than his."

I start moving immediately, establishing a hard, fast rhythm. Each thrust slams her back against the wall, making her tits bounce beneath her wedding dress. The obscene sound of wet skin slapping fills the room, punctuated by our panting breaths and desperate moans.

"You like that?" I grunt, driving into her harder. "Like getting fucked by your son's friend right before your wedding?"

"Yes!" she cries, her head falling back against the wall. "Fuck me harder, Tyler. Wreck this pussy before I give it to him."

As my cock disappears inside of her, I gasp against her neck, my hips pumping. I can feel her walls clenching around me, milking my length. She matches my rhythm, her body moving in time with mine as our skin slaps together in a primal dance. Kelly's pleasure is evident in the way her body trembles and her nails dig into my shoulders, urging me on. The sound of skin hitting skin fills the tiny space, along with our heavy breaths that mix together, creating an erotic symphony.

"Harder, baby!" she pants, her nails digging into my forearms. "Give it to me harder! Yes! Yes!"

I shift my angle, grabbing her ass tighter to lift her slightly higher. This lets me hit deeper inside her, and she practically screams at the new sensation.

"Right there!" she gasps. "Fuck! That's it!"

My cock pistons in and out of her dripping pussy, each thrust harder than the last. The tension of possibly being caught, the taboo of fucking a bride in her wedding dress, the sheer wrongness of it all only makes me harder, more aggressive.

"Tell me about your marriage," I demand, wanting to hear her say the dirty things she hinted at earlier. "Tell me why you're really marrying him."

Kelly's eyes lock with mine, filled with lust and a hint of mischief even as I pound into her relentlessly.

"It's all for his money," she pants between thrusts. "He's rich... and stupid... thinks I love him." Her words come out choppy as my cock drives into her. "But his dick... is pathetic. Can barely... get it up."

"So you're just a gold-digging slut," I growl, the dirty talk making my cock throb inside her. "Marrying for money while you fuck younger guys with big cocks."

"Yes!" she cries out, not denying it. "I need... the security... but I need good cock too."

I suddenly wrap my hand around her throat, applying just enough pressure to make her eyes widen. "And I give you good cock, don't I?"

She nods frantically, her pussy clenching tighter around me as I choke her lightly. "The best," she gasps. "So much better... than his."

My other hand tangles in her carefully styled hair, not caring that I'm ruining her wedding look. I pull roughly, forcing her head back and exposing her neck to my hungry mouth. I bite and suck at her skin, careful not to leave marks where they'd be visible during the ceremony.

"You're my slut now," I tell her, my voice dropping to a dangerous growl. "Understand? This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes," she whimpers as I thrust particularly deep. "Yours. All yours."

I release her throat to grab her ass with both hands again, spreading her cheeks as I slam into her even harder. The new angle has her crying out with each thrust, her body shuddering against mine.

"Such a fucking whore," I taunt, loving how she responds to the degradation. "Getting fucked against a wall in your wedding dress. What would all those guests think if they could see you now?"

Kelly moans loudly at the thought, her pussy getting even wetter around my pounding cock. "They'd see... what a slut I am... for young cock."

I increase my pace, fucking her with an almost brutal intensity. My balls slap against her with each thrust, adding to the obscene soundtrack of our forbidden encounter. Kelly's moans grow louder, more desperate, and I have to cover her mouth with my hand to keep from alerting anyone passing by the bridal suite.

"You gonna cum on my cock?" I ask, feeling her inner walls starting to flutter. "Gonna cum right before you walk down the aisle?"

She nods frantically against my hand, her eyes rolling back slightly as I hit the perfect spot inside her. I can feel my own orgasm building, pressure mounting at the base of my spine as her tight pussy squeezes my length.

"Harder!" she begs when I briefly move my hand from her mouth. "Fuck me harder! Ugh!"

I'm powerless to resist her pleas. My thrusts grow faster, harder, echoing the urgency in her voice. My cock drives all the way into her pussy, and each thrust ends with the sound of my balls slapping against her skin. I grab her hair again, pulling it roughly as I pound into her. My other hand finds her throat once more, applying gentle pressure that makes her eyes glaze over with pleasure.

"Take it," I command, my voice strained with the effort of holding back my orgasm. "Take every fucking inch of my cock, you dirty bride."

Kelly's body responds to my words and actions, her pussy gripping me like a vise as she approaches her climax. Her wedding dress rustles between us, the pristine white fabric a stark contrast to the filthy acts we're committing.

I give her what she wants, thrusting into her with all the force I can muster, my hips pumping up into hers. The wall grinds against her back, and I hear the slap of skin on skin and her soft moans filling the room. I slam into her over and over, feeling her walls clench around me, squeezing with each stroke. Her voice is full of desperation and desire as she cries out, making me even hungrier for more.

"I'm close," Kelly gasps, her fingers digging into my shoulders. "You're going to make me cum in my wedding dress!"

The thought pushes me to fuck her even harder, my cock driving relentlessly into her tight pussy. Every thrust sends waves of pleasure through my body, building toward what I know will be an explosive finish.

"That's it," I growl, feeling her inner walls fluttering around my shaft. "Cum on my cock, you fucking slut. Show me how much you love it."

Kelly's body tenses, her back arching off the wall as her orgasm hits. She buries her face against my neck to muffle her scream as she convulses around me. Her pussy grips my cock like a vise, pulsating with waves of pleasure that nearly push me over the edge too.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chants breathlessly as she rides out her climax, her hips jerking erratically against mine.

The combination of her tight, spasming pussy and the distant sounds of the wedding march starting up outside pushes me closer to the brink. Heat builds at the base of my spine, my balls drawing up tight as I feel my own release approaching.

"Where do you want my cum?" I pant, knowing I can't last much longer.

Kelly's eyes, glazed with post-orgasmic bliss, suddenly focus with wicked intent. "On my face," she says without hesitation. "I want to wear your cum to the altar."

The filthy request nearly makes me lose it right then and there. With a groan, I pull out of her wet heat, letting her legs slide down from my waist. She immediately drops to her knees in front of me, her wedding dress pooling around her on the floor as she looks up at me expectantly.

I grab my cock, slick with her juices, and start stroking it rapidly, aiming at her upturned face. Kelly licks her lips, her eyes locked on my throbbing length as I pump my fist over it.

"Come on, Tyler," she urges, her voice husky with desire. "Mark me. Show everyone who I really belong to."

The sight of Kelly Underwood kneeling before me in her wedding dress, begging for my cum on her face, is the most erotic thing I've ever experienced. The pressure builds to an unbearable level, and with a final stroke, I feel myself crossing the point of no return.

"Fuck! I'm cumming!" I groan, my cock erupting in powerful spurts. The first rope of cum lands across her cheek and nose, the second hits her forehead, and the third catches on her parted lips. She moans as my seed paints her face, her tongue darting out to taste what landed on her lips.

I stroke myself through the intense orgasm, making sure to cover as much of her beautiful face as possible. Thick white streaks of cum contrast sharply against her tanned skin and perfect makeup, some of it dripping down to her chin and threatening to fall onto her pristine white dress.

As the final drops ooze from my spent cock, I grab her chin firmly, tilting her face up to admire my work. "You look perfect," I declare, my voice rough with satisfaction. "Now wear it at the altar. Let your groom see you marked by another man's cum."

Instead of being offended, Kelly's lips curl into a wicked grin. Her tongue darts out again to catch a drop of cum sliding down toward her lip. "I will," she promises, making no move to clean her face. "I'll walk down the aisle with your cum drying on my skin, and no one will know except us."

The thought sends an aftershock of pleasure through my body, my spent cock twitching in appreciation. Kelly rises gracefully to her feet, carefully straightening her wedding dress. The contrast between her elegant bridal appearance and the cum splattered across her face is obscenely erotic.

"Come over tonight," she says suddenly, adjusting her veil so it doesn't hang too close to her cum-covered face. "I'm going to slip my new husband some sleeping pills. He'll be passed out by eleven."

My eyes widen at her boldness. "You want me to fuck you on your wedding night? With him in the room?"

"Right next to him," she confirms, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "I want to feel your young cock inside me while my husband sleeps inches away. I want to ride you in my marriage bed on my first night as his wife."

My cock stirs again at the taboo suggestion, despite having just erupted moments ago. "You're so fucking bad," I say with admiration.

"The address is in the wedding program," she continues, glancing at a clock on the wall. "The master bedroom has a balcony. I'll leave the door unlocked. Don't be late. I'll be wet all day thinking about it."

In the distance, the wedding march grows louder, more insistent. Kelly takes a deep breath, seeming to compose herself as she prepares to step into her role as the blushing bride.

"How do I look?" she asks with mock innocence, gesturing to her cum-covered face.

"Like a slut about to get married," I reply honestly.

She laughs, the sound rich and dirty. "Perfect." She moves toward the door, pausing with her hand on the handle. "Remember — eleven o'clock. Don't make me start without you."

And with that, she's gone, slipping out of the bridal suite to join Paul at the altar, my cum still glistening on her beautiful face. As the door closes behind her, I can't help but smile at the thought of all those wedding guests admiring the beautiful bride, completely unaware that she's wearing another man's cum beneath her veil — or that she'll be fucking her son's friend on her wedding night while her new husband sleeps beside them.


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
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