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I don't care if he's your loving husband, or the father of your children.

It's up to me.

If I want him, he will risk it all to feel my tight little pussy.

He will fuck me in your bed.

And you can't stop it.
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CHAPTER 1
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I am your worst nightmare.

Ladies, if you see me coming, hide your husbands and pray that I didn't see him first.

I used to call myself a homewrecker – after being labeled as such by Barbara Blanco. Now I know better and call myself a cuckcake.

Yes, a cuckcake.

I didn't know what that was, either, until reading about wives who are cuckqueans.

I am now comfortable calling myself a cuckcake.

Very comfortable.

Anyone can be a homewrecker.

It takes... a little skill to be a cuckcake.

But I am still a married woman's worst nightmare. I identify you by your looks. Smug? You've challenged me.

That was where I made my plays.

"Jon." I lifted my hips to his cock like a young pro – very sinuous, sly, and sleek.

He was frowning down at the join between us.

"Jon?" I waved my phone up in his face.

He panted, ramming his dick deep into my welcoming hole. Almost annoyed, he said, "What?"

"Call your wife."

His eyebrows drew down. "Are you crazy?"

"Call her."

He laughed derisively at me. "I'm not calling her."

"You will..."

He laughed more scornfully. "Or what?" But his body betrayed his doubts: he slowed his thrusts.

Men were all the same: pump and dump. Some were fast about it. Some only lasted a few thrusts. Nearly none of them cared a bit about my pleasure.

I could get sex anywhere.

Jon was just... another married guy who was desperate for some of my younger, tighter pussy.

He was disposable.

I waved my phone more to get his attention. It was his wife I was after; there was nothing special about Jon. Oh, he was handsome in a dad-way, sure. But he was essentially the same as all the others: just a light, suggestive touch here and there and most married men would sell their mothers and grandmothers for me.
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