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Chapter 1



18-year-old Bryan’s eyes lingered on the tantalizing photograph of Kelly displayed near the church’s entrance. Her voluptuous body was barely contained by the revealing sundress she wore, the fabric clinging to every curve like a second skin. Her bountiful cleavage drew him in, her smooth and luscious skin begging to be touched.



“Damn,” Bryan whispered under his breath, captivated by the sultry MILF who had haunted his fantasies for years. “Joey’s mom is so fucking hot.”



Her brown hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing her flawless face as her brown eyes seemed to stare straight through Bryan. Those full, pouty lips curled into a teasing smile, as if she knew exactly what she did to him. At that moment, Bryan understood why Kelly Underwood and the bikini pictures she posted on social media were the jerkoff material for the entire football team – she was the epitome of erotic temptation.



Joey appeared behind Bryan and followed his gaze to the photograph of Kelly, unaware of the lust in Bryan’s eyes. “Can you believe my mom’s getting married today?”



“Man, she’s something else,” Bryan admitted, trying to keep his voice casual despite the heat stirring within him. “Paul’s a lucky son of a bitch to be marrying your mom.”



As Bryan continued to ogle the photo, his mind raced to thoughts of seeing Kelly at his last football game. As he scored the game-winning touchdown, he had caught sight of her looking at him – almost ogling him just as he was ogling her picture now. And she looked damn fine in that tank top and shorts that she’d been wearing.



His mind turned to lustful thoughts of Kelly’s body pressed against his, her soft moans filling the air as they moved together in a passionate dance of forbidden ecstasy. He could almost feel her soft skin beneath his fingertips, her full breasts pressed against him as he pounded into her tight pussy. The taste of her lips danced across his mind, and the sweet scent of her perfume teased his senses.



“Hey, focus, dude,” Joey said, snapping Bryan out of his sensual daydream. “We’re supposed to set things up for the wedding, remember?”



“Of course,” Bryan replied, pulling his attention away from the alluring image.



Joey handed Bryan a small box.



“What’s this?” Bryan asked.



“Paul sent my mom a box of chocolates. Can you drop this off in the dressing room?”



“Sure, dude.”



Bryan’s pulse quickened as he held the small box of chocolates in his hand and moved down the church’s narrow corridor. A part of him hoped that maybe he’d catch a glimpse of Joey’s MILF mom in her undergarments. He’d be happy to add that visual to his spank bank.



“Here goes nothing,” Bryan muttered under his breath, knocking softly on the door of the dressing room.



“Come in,” came Kelly’s sultry voice from within, sending shivers down his spine.



As Bryan entered the room, his eyes fell upon the most intoxicating sight: Kelly stood before him, clad only in her lacey and erotic bra and panties. Her ample breasts were barely contained by the delicate fabric, leaving little to the imagination. Her toned legs stretched out beneath her, drawing his gaze upward to where they met in a tantalizing junction hidden by a teasing strip of lace.



“Oh, shit! Sorry, I didn’t mean to intrude,” he stammered, looking away, his cheeks flushed with embarrassment.



“Relax, Bryan. Don’t be shy,” she purred, her brown eyes fixed on him with an intensity that made his heart race. “We’re both adults now, after all.”



“Uh, yeah. Paul sent these chocolates for you,” he said, extending the box toward her, his hand trembling ever so slightly.



“Thank you, sweetie,” Kelly replied with a coy smile. “You know, it’s not every day a handsome young man like you walks into my private boudoir.”



As she spoke, Bryan couldn’t help but notice the way her lips curled around the words, how her tongue darted out to moisten them with a seductive glisten. He fought to maintain control of his raging hormones, his thoughts betraying him with vivid images of those same lips wrapped around his cock.



“Um, I should probably go,” he mumbled, his gaze focused on her barely-covered tits.



“Stay just a little while longer,” she whispered, taking a step closer to him. “I need your opinion on something.”



Bryan’s eyes traced the curve of Kelly’s body, her lacey bra and panties leaving little to the imagination. The air between them was thick with desire, his pulse racing uncontrollably.



Grabbing the bridal veil, she placed it on her head. Wearing nothing but the veil and her bra and panties, she looked even more erotic than before. Though she was nearly forty years old, she had the body of a college cheerleader and the face of a supermodel.



“How do I look?” she asked.



“Uh…” Staring at the erotic sight, Bryan felt his boner grow. “You look great… fucking great.”



Her smile grew, and her gaze drifted downward toward his erection – an erection that now strained against the fabric of his pants.



“Looks like someone is excited,” she teased, her gaze focused on his obvious arousal. “I’ve heard quite a few things about you, Bryan. The cheerleaders love to brag about our star quarterback’s… talents.”



“Really now?” He grinned, recovering some of his usual confidence. “Like what?”



“Apparently, you’re throwing touchdowns in the bedroom,” she purred, stepping closer. “And the coach’s wife apparently has a little bit of fun with you, too.”



He swallowed hard, struggling to keep his voice steady. “Well, I guess I’m flattered.”



“Flattery will get you everywhere.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Now, give me those chocolates before I forget why you’re here.”



“Of course,” Bryan said, handing her the box. As he did so, their fingers brushed against each other, sending a jolt of electricity through him.



“Thank you,” she whispered, leaning in to plant a slow, deliberate kiss on his cheek. Her lips were warm and soft, the sensation lingering even after she pulled away.



“Anytime,” he replied shakily, his mind reeling from the intensity of the moment.



Bryan’s heart hammered in his chest as he watched Kelly’s hips sway, her long legs and toned figure burned into his mind. He couldn’t take it anymore.



“Uh, I need to use the bathroom,” he managed to stammer out, his voice strained.



“Sure, go ahead,” Kelly replied with a knowing smile.



Bryan practically sprinted to the dressing room’s restroom, closing the door behind him. Leaning against the cool tile wall, he tried to catch his breath, but his thoughts were consumed by the image of Kelly’s barely clothed body.



“Damn it,” he muttered under his breath, his arousal becoming unbearable.



In a moment of desperation, Bryan unzipped his pants and grasped his throbbing cock, the sensation both relieving and intensifying his desire.



“Fuck, she’s so hot,” he thought, his hand beginning to move up and down his rigid shaft.



He could feel every ridge and vein beneath his touch, the pleasure building with each stroke.



“Imagine her lips on me,” he mused, his movements growing faster and more urgent. “Her tongue swirling around my tip, teasing me… shit, what I wouldn’t give for that.”



He bit back a groan, his breathing ragged as waves of pleasure crashed through him. The vision of Kelly, her gorgeous brown eyes filled with lust, consumed him entirely. He imagined her hands roaming over his body, her nails digging into his skin, their bodies entwined. His hand moved faster… and faster… and faster…



“Shit, I’m close,” he realized, his hand pumping his cock with feverish intensity.



His body trembled, sweat beading on his forehead as he fought to maintain control.



“Kelly,” he whispered, her name spilling from his lips like a prayer. “I want you so fucking bad.”



Bryan’s hand, slick with sweat, pumped his cock mercilessly when suddenly…



He felt another hand on his cock. A soft hand – a feminine hand. It held his cock’s base, its grip tightening with each passing second.



His heart skipped a beat as he turned to see Kelly behind him, her brown eyes brimming with desire, her soft, slender fingers wrapping around his shaft.



“K-Kelly… what are you doing?” Bryan stammered, his voice barely a whisper.



“Confession time,” she purred, continuing to stroke him. “I’m marrying Paul for his money. But his little dick won’t ever satisfy me like all those big cocks I’ve sucked and fucked… cocks like yours.”



“Holy fuck,” Bryan whispered, his arousal intensifying at her words.



“Before I’m stuck with him, I want to feel a real man inside me one last time,” she said, biting her lip seductively. “Someone like you, Bryan.”



“Are you serious?” Bryan asked, pleasure coursing through his veins as she continued her handjob.



“Dead serious,” she replied, her grip tightening on his throbbing member. “So, are you going to fuck me or not?”



“Hell, yes,” Bryan groaned, all restraint crumbling away. Seeing her dressed like this – in nothing but her bra, panties, and bridal veil – made his hormones rage like never before.



He grabbed her by the waist, pulling her close, their lips crashing together in a passionate kiss. The kiss was electric, their tongues tangling and twisting together as though they were dancing in a slow rhythm. Bryan’s heart raced as he felt her body pressed against his, her softness melting into him.



His hands roamed over her curves, exploring every inch of her supple skin, losing himself in the pleasure of her touch. She moaned into the kiss, her fingers never ceasing their motion on his cock. She jerked him off like a woman possessed. Bryan’s hips bucked against her hand in response to the intense sensation coursing through him.



Suddenly, she broke away from their kiss and looked up into his eyes. “I need you,” she breathed out between heavy pants. “Take off my bra.”



Bryan eagerly tugged at the delicate lacey straps of Kelly’s undergarment, watching in awe as they fell to the ground. Her perfect breasts bounced slightly with the movement before settling into full view. He cupped them both in his hands, squeezing and kneading them gently, feeling the weight of them as he leaned down to take another taste of her sweetness.



Their lips met again, their passion and horniness only growing. As he groped her tits, she stroked his cock with one hand and massaged his balls with the other. Her nipples hardened under his touch, begging for more as he flicked his tongue across one and then the other. She moaned deeply into his mouth while gripping his hair as if encouraging him to continue further.



“Tell me what you want to do to me, Bryan,” Kelly whispered.



“I want to slide my cock deep inside you,” he confessed, his hands roaming over her body, gripping her ass tightly. “I want to make you scream my name.”



“Then do it,” she urged, her breath hot against his ear, sending shivers down his spine. “Show me what a real man feels like, Bryan. Make me forget about Paul’s pathetic excuse for a cock.”



The air crackled with electricity as Kelly’s wicked smile gleamed. She slipped onto her knees, her lips descending toward Bryan’s throbbing member. Her brown eyes locked onto his green ones, a sultry challenge in her gaze. He felt her hot breath on his cock as she breathed onto it.



“Show me what you’ve got, big boy,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. And with that, her lips wrapped around the head of his cock, her tongue teasing the sensitive slit. Bryan’s heart pounded in his chest as he watched Kelly’s full, plump lips close around his shaft, her soft tongue swirling around the crown, and then sliding down his shaft.



“Fuck, Kelly…” Bryan moaned, his hands instinctively tangling in her soft brown hair, urging her onward.



Her hot mouth engulfed him slowly, taking him deep inside. She moaned around him, sucking hard on his cock while her fingers traced patterns on his abs. She bobbed her head up and down, taking him in deeper each time, stretching her throat to accommodate his length.



His fingers twisted in her silky tresses, holding onto them tightly. She looked up at him through her long lashes, a mischievous smile playing on those full lips of hers as she eyed him hungrily. As she took him into her throat, she gagged and choked on his cock. Her eyes watered and her cheeks hollowed around his member… but she did not stop.



“Shit, you’re a hell of a cocksucker,” he gasped, his body trembling with pleasure.



Her tongue swirled around him, her cheeks hollowing with each lewd slurp. It was messy, sloppy, and absolutely perfect. Saliva and precum coated her chin as she deepthroated him, taking his cock further into her tight throat. Her chin began to smack against his balls as she took him all the way and he thrusted into her mouth. Again…



And again…



And again…



His dick was smeared with her lipstick as he pounded into her mouth like a piston. Holding her hair for leverage, he mouth-fucked her like the horny teenager he was.



“I bet a slut like you has had plenty of cocks in your mouth,” he said, his words becoming more explicit and arousing as his desire heightened. “You were probably a cum dumpster for your entire college football team.”



“Mmm,” she hummed around his length, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure through his body. His hips bucked instinctively, driving his cock deeper into her welcoming mouth.



Kelly’s motions grew more frantic. Her fingers traced lightly over his abs before sliding down to fondle his balls, rolling them gently against the taut skin. She hummed around his cock, sending ripples of pleasure throughout his body. The sound of wet slurping filled the air between them as she took more of him into her mouth and began to bob her head faster. Her free hand gripped the base of his shaft, stroking him in rhythm with her sucking.



“Keep going, bitch. Just like that,” Bryan encouraged, his thoughts consumed by the erotic vision before him. The MILF fantasy he’d always dreamed of was now on her knees, worshiping his cock with sinful enthusiasm. “I want you to remember this moment every time you’re stuck with your small-cock husband.”



Her response was to redouble her efforts, sucking with renewed vigor, her eyes never leaving his. He could see the fire burning within her, the unquenchable lust that drove her to seek satisfaction from someone other than her soon-to-be husband.



He could feel the edge approaching, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to sweep him away.



“Oh, fuck,” he gasped, his cock prepared to erupt into Kelly’s eager mouth. His grip on her hair tightened as he got ready for the inevitable release. The tension in Bryan’s body snapped like a rubber band, and he shot a load of cum into her mouth.



She moaned. Loudly. Lewdly.



“Swallow it all,” he urged, feeling her lips and tongue working to milk every last drop from him.



She looked up at him, her brown eyes filled with lust and satisfaction as she gulped down his seed. She did not let a single drop escape, drinking his cum like it was the elixir of life.



“Damn, you’re even better than I imagined,” he panted, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. “Maybe we–“



The sound of the dressing room door creaked open, shattering the sinful moment.



“Shit!” Bryan whispered, his eyes widening.



Kelly pulled away from him, wiping her mouth hastily with the back of her hand. Bryan’s heart raced, his thoughts a whirlwind of panic and adrenaline.



“Quick, hide!” she hissed, nodding toward a small alcove behind a decorative curtain. Bryan didn’t hesitate, practically diving into the shadows of the bathroom while still adjusting his pants as Kelly threw her bra on and wiped her chin.



“Kelly, where are you?” a female voice called out, followed by the sound of footsteps and the rustling of fabric. The bridesmaids had arrived, their chattering voices puncturing the silence like needles.



“Right here,” Kelly replied, her voice strained but steady. “Just fixing my makeup.”



“Come on. We need to get you dressed,” one of the bridesmaids insisted. “The ceremony is starting soon!”



“Be right there,” Kelly promised, shooting Bryan a final glance. Her eyes held the memory of their shared sin, a secret they would carry with them into the looming future.



Bryan glanced at his reflection in the bathroom mirror, sweat beading on his forehead and a wild look in his eyes. He took one last deep breath, then cracked open the bathroom door, peering into the dressing room beyond.



“Kelly, your dress is absolutely gorgeous,” cooed one of the bridesmaids, oblivious to Bryan’s presence. He watched them fawn over her, their laughter echoing through the room like a twisted choir.



“Thanks, girls,” Kelly replied, her voice sweet and innocent, a stark contrast to the sultry tone she’d used moments before. She caught Bryan’s eye, and for a second, the façade slipped, replaced by a knowing smirk that sent shivers down his spine.



“Go,” she mouthed, tilting her head discreetly toward the door.



Bryan nodded, gathering all of his courage and determination. He clasped his hands together, trying to quell the shaking that threatened to give him away. A dark confidence took root within him. He waited for the perfect moment, when the bridesmaids were sufficiently distracted, and then made his move.



“Ooh, these shoes are amazing!” squealed one of the girls, admiring her own reflection in a nearby mirror. Bryan seized the opportunity, slipping out of the bathroom and darting across the room, his movements swift and silent.



“Almost there,” he whispered, the exit just inches away. But as he reached for the door handle, a soft giggle from behind made his heart leap into his throat.



“Hey, Kelly,” one of the bridesmaids teased, “I think someone’s blushing!”



Bryan couldn’t help it and glanced back, his eyes meeting Kelly’s once more. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips moist and swollen, but she played it off with a coy smile and a playful shrug.



“Must be pre-wedding jitters,” she said, winking at Bryan before turning her attention back to her bridesmaids. He allowed himself a small grin, basking in their shared secret, and then slipped through the door and out into the hallway.



 



 



 









Chapter 2



The church was alive with a hushed buzz of anticipation as the guests arrived, each one elegantly dressed and eager to witness the union of Paul and Kelly. The scent of burning candles mingled with the intoxicating fragrance of fresh flowers, creating an atmosphere that felt both sacred and celebratory.



The pews were quickly filled with a mix of family and friends, all murmuring softly to each other as they waited for the ceremony to begin. The ornate stained glass windows cast colorful patterns on the walls, and the soft glow of candles illuminated the altar, where the bride and groom would soon stand.



The excitement in the air was palpable, and as the organ began to play, signaling the start of the ceremony, a reverent silence fell over the congregation.



Bryan stood among the crowd, his heart pounding in his chest like a wild animal. His mind’s eye was filled with images of Kelley on her knees. Wearing her undergarments and bridal veil, she wrapped her lips around his cock. The more he thought of it, the more the erection in his pants grew.



As the last few guests found their seats, Bryan seized the opportunity to slip away unnoticed, his athletic build allowing him to move with ease and stealth. His cock stiffened in anticipation as he made his way through the shadowy corridors, determined to find Kelly Underwood in her dressing room.



He felt his pulse quicken as he approached the dressing room, his fingertips brushing against the cold metal door handle. His grip tightened on the handle, sweat beading on his forehead as he prepared to enter the realm of sin.



The door creaked open, revealing the dimly lit dressing room. Kelly stood on the far side of the room, her luscious brown hair cascading down her shoulders like a waterfall of silk. Her silky brown hair, full lips, and seductive brown eyes were enough to make any man weak in the knees.



The breathtaking wedding dress she wore clung to every inch of her curves, accentuating her full breasts and narrow waist. With her big tits barely contained by the sexy wedding dress she wore, Bryan could hardly contain himself.



“Kelly,” Bryan gasped, his eyes locked onto hers as he stepped into the room. “Fuck. You look hot.”



“You think so?” she asked, giving him a twirl.



“Hell, yeah. In fact, I have an idea.” Bryan closed the door behind him and locked it as he smiled. “Why don’t we skip your wedding and get to the part where you get fucked. After all, I still owe you a good fucking.”



“Fuck, yeah.” Her voice dripped with seduction. “Fuck me. Right here. While I wear this dress.”



He swallowed hard, his pulse quickening at the sight of her. Bryan took a step forward, drawn to her like a moth to a flame.



The scent of her perfume enveloped him, intoxicating and irresistible. Bryan closed the gap between them, his hands finding the swell of her hips as their lips met in a passionate, hungry kiss. Her soft moans vibrated against his mouth, spurring his desire to heights he’d never imagined.



As their tongues tangled, Kelly’s hands crept up his chest, her nails leaving trails of fire on his skin. She bit down gently on his lower lip, demanding entry and Bryan gladly obliged. The taste of her mouth was intoxicating, sweet with champagne and floral perfume.



Her dress rustled against him like silk sheets in the wind as she pressed her body against him, grinding her hips to meet his hardness. He felt the warmth of her core through the fabric between them, practically begging for release.



“Damn,” he breathed, breaking away from their kiss just long enough to take in the sight of her flushed face and parted lips. “You’re so fucking hot.”



“Take me then,” she whispered back, her voice heavy with lust. “Now.”



Driven by primal need, Bryan pushed her onto a table and then climbed on top of her. His hands slid under the folds of her wedding dress, lifting it up to reveal the delicate lace panties that clung to her curves. The sight of her so exposed, so vulnerable, sent a shiver of anticipation through him.



As he shifted her panties to the side, Bryan freed his throbbing cock, the thought of taking her right here, right now, consuming every inch of his being. Their eyes locked for a moment, raw desire coursing through them both.



“Fuck me, Bryan,” Kelly urged, her voice trembling with need.



He didn’t hesitate, pushing into her forcefully, their bodies entwined in a passionate frenzy. The moment his cockhead breached her folds, Kelly moaned, her eyes rolling back in pleasure and disbelief. The tightness of her pussy gripped him like a velvet glove, sending shudders down his spine. Her breath hitched as he pushed deeper inside of her, claiming what was rightfully his, the head of his cock touching her cervix.



Moans and gasps filled the dimly lit room, their breaths mingling as they gave in to their darkest desires.



“Harder! Yes! Ugh!” Kelly pleaded, her nails digging into his shoulders as he obliged, each powerful thrust sending waves of pleasure through them both.



His hands pinned her against the table as he towered above her. She was helpless beneath him.



Bryan pumped into her with slow, sure strokes, relishing in the feeling of having her wrapped around him so tightly. Her slick walls gripped him like a second skin, drawing him closer and closer to the edge. Each thrust brought a fresh gasp from Kelly, and he could feel her heart pounding against his chest with every powerful movement. He bit down softly on her earlobe, causing her to shiver in delight.



“Yes! Yes! Shit!” Kelly moaned.



He pulled back slightly before plunging deeper again, hitting that sweet spot inside her that made her cry out for more. His mouth found its way to her neck as he sucked lightly, leaving tiny hickeys along the smooth skin while he continued to fuck her with long, deep strokes. Their bodies slapped against each other in a rhythm only they could hear, filling the room with a perverted music. The scent of their sweat and desire filled the air like perfume as they moved together in a frenzy of lust.



“Fuck me! Like a whore! A slut!”



And as their bodies collided in a heated dance of passion, Bryan knew that he would do anything to satisfy the insatiable desire that bound them together. Bryan gripped the delicate fabric of Kelly’s wedding dress, his hands rough and demanding as he fucked her without restraint. Their mingled breaths became hot and heavy.



Kelly’s hands dug into Bryan’s hair, tugging gently as she arched her back to meet him every time he slammed into her core. Her breath came out in short gasps as she ground herself against him, begging for release.



“Harder,” she pleaded between heavy pants as she felt herself getting closer to climaxing. “Faster!”



Bryan obliged, driving into her harder – driving into her until his balls slapped against her skin. They smacked her cunt loudly and lewdly.



“So big! Your cock!” Kelly moaned, her voice sultry and dripping with desire, “Bigger! Bigger than Paul’s!”



“Is that what you want, Kelly?” Bryan growled in response, thrusting harder into her welcoming embrace. “You want my big cock instead of your husband’s?”



“Yes,” she gasped, the word barely a whisper as she arched her back, urging him deeper, “Fuck! Yes! Don’t! Stop!”



He obliged, each powerful stroke driving him further into the depths of her forbidden heat. Her nails clawed at his shoulders, leaving marks that would surely be noticed later.



The sound of “Here Comes the Bride” began to echo through the suite, its innocent melody a stark contrast to the raw, primal act unfolding between them. The forbidden thrill surged through Bryan, intensifying every sensation as he continued to pound into her.



“Are you going to walk down the aisle thinking about this, Kelly?” he asked, his voice laced with wicked satisfaction. “Walk down the aisle with my cum in your pussy?”



“Of course,” she admitted between moans, “I’ll be dreaming of your cock and feeling your cum as I say ‘I do.’“



“Fuck!” Bryan kept slamming into her. “You’re such a slut!”



“Yes! Yes! Harder, baby! Fuck me like you mean it! Shit!” she screamed, her fingers digging into his muscular chest.



He obliged, pounding into her with a ferocity that sent waves of pleasure coursing through both their bodies.



“Yes – yes! Make me your bitch! Make me your slut!”



“Shit, Kelly, you’re so fucking tight,” Bryan groaned, his mind racing with thoughts of conquest, of possessing this mature goddess that writhed above him.



“More! Don’t stop!” Kelly cried out, her breaths coming in short gasps as she felt her orgasm building. With a shudder and a scream, she climaxed. Her pussy clamped down on his cock as her body quaked with the force of it.



But Bryan didn’t stop. He kept fucking her hard, reveling in the feeling of her pulsating around his cock. She let out a low growl of pleasure as he leaned down, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss. Their tongues tangled together as they both rode out the high.



“Fuck! Bryan… you’re amazing,” Kelly panted, sweat glistening on her smooth skin.



The air was thick with the scent of their raw passion, sweat glistening on their bodies as Bryan stared into Kelly’s lust-filled eyes. The sounds of skin slapping against skin – the sound of his balls slapping against her at the end of every thrust – rose above their moans and words.



“Shit! Yes!” Kelly moaned as she felt Bryan’s cock sliding in and out of her wetness, his muscular thighs gripping hers with each powerful thrust.



Their skin slapped together in a rhythmic symphony, punctuated by their desperate moans. His muscular chest smashed into her soft pillowy breasts – breasts that were barely covered by her wedding dress.



Kelly’s eyes rolled back in her head as she felt him driving deeper and deeper inside her with each powerful stroke. Her inner walls clenched tight around him, milking his cock for every last drop of pleasure it could give her. She bit her lip hard, grunting at the intensity of it all. Their hips slapped together in syncopated rhythm, creating a wet slap against Bryan’s washboard abs and a deep sucking sound from within her core.



With one hand on his neck, she pulled him down for a messy kiss filled with saliva and lust, hungrily devouring each other’s lips. A low growl rumbled from Bryan’s throat as he broke away from their kiss, his eyes glazed over with desire.



“Fuck me! Harder, Bryan! Harder, baby!” Kelly begged, her brown eyes locked onto his, urging him to give her what she craved. He complied, thrusting into her with renewed force and speed.



Bryan grunted, his focus entirely on the woman beneath him – the MILF who had haunted his fantasies for months, now finally submitting to his desires. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him deeper, surrendering herself completely.



“More!” she screamed, her voice strained with yearning and need. “Don’t hold back!”



He couldn’t help but smirk at her insatiable appetite, feeling a surge of power course through him. Bryan reveled in the knowledge that he was giving her something she couldn’t get from anyone else, especially not her fiancé. The thought fueled him to increase his pace, his thrusts becoming more forceful.



“Y-yes! Like that! Just like that… oh, Bryan!” Kelly cried out, her nails digging into his muscular arms.



How many times had he dreamed of this moment – of hearing her scream his name in ecstasy?



“Tell me how much you want it,” Bryan demanded, his voice dripping with authority.



“Fuck! I need you – shit! I need your cock inside me, pounding me like this!” she confessed through gritted teeth, her eyes wild with passion. “Please, don’t stop! Yes! Yes!”



He never broke his rhythm as he drove into her, each thrust bringing them both closer to the edge.



“Fuck! Bryan!” she screamed as another orgasm tore through her, her body shaking violently beneath him.



As Kelly’s second climax washed over her, Bryan reveled with pride and pounded into her pussy even harder. He could feel the tension building deep within him, his need for release growing more desperate with each thrust into Kelly’s eager and willing body.



“Fuck… I can’t hold back much longer,” he grunted, feeling the pressure mounting.



“Then don’t,” she whispered breathlessly, her eyes locking onto his with an intensity that sent shivers down his spine. “Cum all over my slutty face.”



“Only if you promise something,” he growled, feeling the pressure building within him.



“Anything,” Kelly replied, her brown eyes wide with anticipation.



“Walk down the aisle with my cum on your face,” he demanded, knowing full well what a dangerous game they were playing.



“Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her body quivering beneath him, “I want everyone to see what we’ve done. Now, give it to me!”



With a final powerful stroke, Bryan tore himself from her slick heat, his cock throbbing in his hand as he aimed at Kelly’s beautiful face. A guttural moan escaped his lips as he released his seed, watching as it splattered across her cheeks and nose, dripping down her chin.



“Smear it, Kelly,” he panted, observing with dark satisfaction as she obeyed without question. Her fingers danced across her skin, smearing his essence into a sinful mask, a wicked smile curving her lips.



“Thank you, Bryan,” she whispered, her eyes alight with a primal hunger that mirrored his own.



As the music continued to play outside, Bryan watched as the last remnants of his cum glistened on Kelly’s flushed cheeks, a tangible symbol of their carnal sin. Her eyes met his, the mischievous glint from before replaced with a hunger that left him breathless.



“Come to our house tonight,” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. “I’ll slip Paul some sleeping pills, and you can fuck me on my wedding night with him laying right next to me.”



“Hell yeah,” Bryan’s voice caught in his throat as he processed her words, his cock twitching at the mere thought of it. The depravity of it all fueled his excitement, the danger only heightening his arousal. “You really are a slutty MILF, aren’t you?”



“Only for you,” she said. Her face still covered in his cum, she leaned forward and gave his cock a final, slow kiss.



“Damn,” he whispered.



“Good,” she purred, stepping back and adjusting her wedding dress, ensuring that every curve was accentuated just right. “Now, let’s give them all a show they won’t forget.”



With those words, she turned and opened the door to the dressing room. Still wearing his cum, she stepped into the hallway with an air of confidence that sent shivers down Bryan’s spine.



“I love my life,” Bryan whispered.



 



 









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





